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  Preface and Acknowledgements












  ‘Bute does it for the fun of the thing, I’m sure’1










  When the eighteen-year-old fabulously wealthy 3rd Marquess of Bute met the most outrageous of Gothic designers, William Burges, it was the start of a lifetime’s

  collaboration with artists and architects which would pour Bute’s original mind into fabulous buildings in an astonishing variety of styles, from the intricate Gothic of Cardiff Castle

  through the Arabian nights ostentation of Mount Stuart to the sumptuous Renaissance Falkland Palace. Bute was far more than a patron for his amazing buildings; he was also very much a collaborator

  in their art and architecture. That would have been enough achievement for a lifetime for most people, and more than enough to justify describing Bute as ‘the grand designer’. For Bute

  it was only part of his life’s work. His ‘designs’ for education were just as grand. He sought to re-shape the education for the priesthood in Scotland, and to create a centre for

  liturgical excellence in Oban, in both cases with indifferent success. His fight to save St Andrews University, and to make it into a modern university fit for the age and for the future, succeeded

  – yet another of his grand designs. Sadly, he was dying as he fought to save the University. Because those who bitterly opposed him controlled the Dundee newspapers, their hostile story has

  become the version commonly accepted. New research for this book gives a more balanced account.




  In one sense, however, Bute was anything but grand. He had little sense of personal self-importance. His wealth was as much a burden as a delight, and he valued his title chiefly as a tool to be

  used consciously to win allies for his causes. Most of his closest friends were from the middle classes. Bute was, in every way, an astonishing man. Lord Rosebery, as a former Prime Minister,

  commented smugly that he had known every interesting person of his generation; he considered Bute the most remarkable of them all. Above all, Bute had a lively sense of the absurd and a cutting

  wit. This was one of the things which attracted him to Burges’s Gothic architecture, which is suffused with playfulness, something I missed when I first encountered the Victorian Gothic as a

  teenager.




  Bute is especially beloved in Cardiff. True, it was his father, the 2nd Marquess, who created a busy port and a prosperous town out of something not much more than a fishing village, but it was

  the 3rd Marquess who saw the Victorian heyday of the town, who endowed numberless charities, and converted a modest castle into a towering Gothic extravaganza.




  As a teenager, I thought Cardiff Castle a fraud. Instead of a building with Georgian elegance, or Victorian red-brick modernity, the patron and his architect had perpetrated a hideous and

  unoriginal fraud. I grew up. I came, gradually, to understand that Victorian Gothic was in fact one of the most original of all styles, a style that took the knowledge and wisdom of the past, and

  then had a great deal of light-hearted fun with it.




  In middle age, I found myself living next to another of Lord Bute’s amazing houses, Mount Stuart. At that time it was still a private dwelling-house, and was as closed and as mysterious as

  the man for whom it had been built. The best source for Bute’s life was the biography by his friend, the Benedictine-baronet-Abbot Sir David Hunter Blair, a man whose social skills were

  greater than his originality, and who was bemused that anybody, however bored, could offer small talk along the lines of: ‘Isn’t it perfectly monstrous . . . that St Magnus hasn’t

  got an octave?’2




  Hunter Blair was so torn between his amusement at Bute’s social inexpertise, his anger over past trouble between him and Bute, his respect for Bute’s learning, and his awe of

  Bute’s wealth and social position, that it is a very patchy portrait that emerges. One thing was clear: Hunter Blair thought that if Bute had received a more normal upbringing, he would have

  been a better man. Was that right? Did Bute’s childhood cripple him, and if so, was his mother to blame? Moreover, Hunter Blair raised as many questions as he answered. Why did a man so in

  love with the mediaeval put central heating in his houses? Why had Bute’s marriage been rumoured to be unhappy,3 and was it really so? Why was there

  such a long gap between the first child born to him and the second? What was the truth behind Bute’s behaviour to Marie Fox?4 There were questions,

  but no answers.




  One of the challenges of writing this biography has been the sheer weight of previously unpublished material. It was impossible at the beginning to anticipate the shape it would take, and

  researching it was not unlike unravelling the plot of a real-life soap opera. The breadth and depth of Bute’s interests constantly threatened to overwhelm the story of the man himself. Bute

  is a difficult, unexpected figure, one of the last of the truly great Victorians to lack a modern biography. I trust these pages will go some way to explain the link between the man, his buildings,

  and his other projects, including his rescue of St Andrews University.




  Stylistically, I have tried very hard to preserve the flavour of the original writing: where I found words underlined, I left them underlined instead of shifting them to italics, not least

  because the latter leaves one with a dilemma with doubly-underlined words. Where I found italics, I preserved them. I have also retained some idiosyncratic spellings and abbreviations including

  Bute’s habitual initial shortening of ‘ex’ to X or x, thus writing words such as ‘xcellent’ for ‘excellent’. The preferred spelling of the title is

  Marquess, but I have used Marquis in quotations where that spelling is used. The family name pre-1900 is usually Crichton Stuart, although the modern form is Crichton-Stuart (with hyphen); the

  British Museum General Catalogue of Printed Books prints this as Crighton Stuart (with a g and omitting the hyphen), and the Dictionary of National Biography, while spelling the name

  correctly, enters Bute’s biography under ‘Stuart’. The correct Christian name of the 3rd Marchioness is Gwendolen, not Gwendoline, although the more common spelling is often found

  in documents relating to her. The modern spelling of the family home on the Isle of Bute is Mount Stuart; the older spelling, all one word, is used where it occurs in quotations.




  Apart from a continuing fascination with Bute himself, one thing has emerged from those five years: the kindness I have met with from almost all those whom I have bothered in the pursuit of my

  goal.




  I am fairly certain that my admission to the archives at Mount Stuart arose from a misunderstanding, which, having once been made, was honoured by John Bute. He once asked me why I wanted to

  write about his great-great-grandfather. I answered as best I could, but I hope that as he reads these pages he gets a better answer, and one that in part repays his great kindness in giving me

  early access to his archives. I would also like to thank the Mount Stuart Trust for generously offering the free use in this book of all photographs in their gift.




  Of all those to whom I have been a nuisance, Andrew McLean, archivist at Mount Stuart, must have suffered most, though he has never suggested it by word or look. Not only has he been superbly

  professional at his job, but he has also been a companion on the way, always ready to laugh, to commiserate, and above all to enthuse over the latest discovery. His has been the ready, sympathetic,

  listening ear into which I have been able to pour enthusiasm and never have it dampened. Latterly his deputy Lynsey Nairn shared her office with me, bore with my sighs, fielded my queries and

  listened endlessly. Thanks also to both of them for taking additional photographs for the book, and work on the preparation of images for it.




  I had no right at all to call upon the generosity of Diane Walker, but she has kindly and unstintingly supplied help in all kinds, from a whistle-stop tour of Cardiff to a wealth of information

  on the death and burial of various members of the Bute family. The impeccable generosity and unfailing kindness of Matthew Williams, Keeper of Collections at Cardiff Castle, have extended far

  beyond anything that I will ever be able to acknowledge. Whenever the magnitude of the task before me dampened my spirits, he made me laugh. Many additional thanks for his work photographing

  details for reproduction here.




  Ninian Crichton-Stuart, Hereditary Keeper of Falkland Palace, opened his personal family archives to me, and entertained me quite literally royally. The privilege of staying in the Palace is

  something I will never forget. They also kindly allowed me to view and reproduce their family images for this book. Pam Shinkins generously shared her intimate knowledge of the Falkland properties

  with me, and passed on to me the word-of-mouth history of the Marquess. I would also like to thank the National Trust for Scotland for allowing me and Kimberly Bohen free rein to photograph

  Falkland Palace, and especially the staff there, who most kindly facilitated our visit.




  I would like to thank the Catholic Diocese of Aberdeen, who readily gave permission for Greyfriars to be photographed, and opened the building (now sadly unoccupied) so that Jeff Lowndes could

  record some of its beauties. I owe an especial thanks to Jeff and Kimberly who so freely gave of their time and talents; without that, this book would be much the poorer.




  Libraries opened their doors, and their staff worked hard to help me. I would like to thank the staff of: Rothesay Public Library, Durham University Library, Glasgow University Library, the

  British Library, the Scottish National Library, and the Mitchell Library, Glasgow.




  A great deal of my work has been done in archives far from home, and I would especially like to thank those who helped me struggle to decipher doubtful Victorian handwriting and impossible

  signatures. My thanks and acknowledgements go to: the Principal and Chapter of Pusey House, Oxford; the Earl of Sandon for entry to the Sandon Hall Papers, Staffordshire; the archives of the

  Scottish National Library and the British Library; the National Archives of Scotland; the Ayrshire Archives; the National Museum of Wales; Cardiff Central Library; Paisley Burgh Library; the

  Scottish Catholic Archive and the Sneyd family.




  I would like to thank the priests at Cumnock and Galston for their kindness in allowing me to see their churches, and the minister at Cumnock Parish Church for his help with this project. I

  would also like to thank Ian Maclagan LLB, FSA Scot., for his advice on Victorian Scots law, and David Hamilton, head of the Renal Unit at Glasgow Western Infirmary and medical historian, for his

  invaluable help on the causes and symptoms of Bright’s disease. To him is due the graphic description of the suffering of the Hastings family. The causes of Bute’s death were unravelled

  by Dr Julia Lowe, MB, ChB, FRCP (UK) M.Med Sci (Clin Epi), who is Associate Professor of Medicine at the University of Toronto, and to her insight and acuity we owe an understanding of how and why

  Bute died so tragically young.




  My former husband, Angus, helped me with the correction of the early drafts of this book, translated letters from French and Italian for it, and was supportive throughout. Sheila Wright

  undertook a huge amount of work to get the later chapters to a readable condition.




  My last, and my greatest, acknowledgement goes to Dr Sheridan Gilley. It is no conventional thanks that I owe him. Not only has he readily offered me any help from the vast body of knowledge

  lodged sometimes on his bookshelves but more often in his head, but his steady faith in this work, his constant encouragement, his careful nurturing have given me a faith in it, and in myself, that

  I might otherwise not have found. If this account of Bute’s life makes interesting reading (as I hope it does), then that is due to his encouragement to tell it as a story. He was the

  audience for which I originally wrote this, his the reaction I imagined, as I tried to allow Bute to come out of the shadows and tell of the laughter, the pain and the triumph of his life.
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1 Infancy


  





  ‘All that should make a Parent’s heart thankful’










  When the 3rd Marquess of Bute lay dying, his daughter heard a carriage rattle up to the door. The door was answered. Nothing was there.1 She knew at once that she had heard the ghostly death carriage of the Hastings. By tradition, spirits announced the forthcoming death of the head of the House of Hastings with a

  carriage heard but invisible. It seems almost fair that John Patrick Crichton Stuart should have been accorded this privilege.




  He was not, of course, by any reckoning, the head of the Hastings family; that was his still-living cousin the Earl of Loudoun, Charles Abney-Hastings.2

  Bute was only a Hastings through his mother. With his interest in the supernatural he would have appreciated it, however, in a way Charley would not have. Perhaps the ghosts made allowance for

  that, or for the fact Bute was dying of Bright’s disease, or, as it is now known, kidney failure, which had killed his mother and was an ‘almost hereditary’ disease in the

  Hastings family.




  Bute was the late-born son of a second marriage. His father, John, 2nd Marquess of Bute,3 had made a happy first marriage to Maria North,4 but she was an invalid, and their marriage remained childless. The 2nd Marquess meanwhile devoted his amazing energy to the development of the run-down estates in

  Wales which he had inherited from his paternal grandmother.5 The city of Cardiff was largely of his making, springing up around the docks he built, which

  gave an easy outlet for the coal that South Wales began to produce, a good deal of it mined on the land he leased for development. He personally superintended all the details, as well as the broad

  sweep of his estates. He was laying the foundations of enormous wealth; just how much wealth the next generation was to find out.




  In retrospect, it is easy to see that the 2nd Marquess managed his business enterprise wisely. At the time it seemed less certain. He sold the family estate at Luton (bought

  by his great-grandfather the much-vilified Prime Minister Earl of Bute) and borrowed heavily to finance the expansion of Cardiff. When he remarked that he was willing to think well of the prospects

  of his income ‘in the distance’6 he was tacitly recognising just how heavy his borrowing had been, and how the tide of finance might yet turn

  against him.




  The 2nd Marquess’s first wife Maria died in 1841, and in 1845 he married again. He was fifty-two and his sight was seriously impaired. His bride was thirty-five years old. She was Lady

  Sophia Hastings,7 the daughter of Flora, Countess of Loudoun in her own right,8 and of the 1st Marquess of

  Hastings.9 It looked as if the 2nd Marquess was securing a companion for his old age not a potential mother for a putative heir.




  This must have been reassuring to his younger brother, Lord James.10 Their parents having died young, both John and James Crichton Stuart had been

  brought up by their mother’s father, the old Earl of Dumfries, and John had inherited that title and the estate in Ayrshire on the death of the Earl in 1803.11 He inherited the Bute lands and title from his father’s father in 1814.




  His brother James had gradually come to expect that these titles and estates, and the wealth his brother was beginning to create in Cardiff, would come to him. He too had married, and he had a

  family. His expectations were hardly shaken when the 2nd Marquess remarried.




  Yet, however little Lord James anticipated it, shortly after her wedding Sophia became pregnant. Her child was stillborn in the seventh month.12 To

  add to the pain, it was a boy. Lord James must now have been confident that either he or his eldest son James Frederick would inherit everything. After all, Sophia did not come from a very healthy

  family.




  Lady Flora,13 Sophia’s eldest sister, had taken up one of the few careers open to respectable aristocratic spinsters: a Lady-in-Waiting to the

  Princess Victoria, mother of the Queen. Her tragic story is well known. She had been alone with Victoria’s bête noire, Sir John Conroy.14 Her belly began to swell, and she was sick. Ugly rumours flew around. The young Queen believed them. It was not pregnancy, however, but cancer which was the cause, and Flora,

  who had been publicly humiliated by the rumours, was only able to establish her innocence by an exhaustive intimate examination. Victoria tried to make amends, but it was too little and too late.

  Lady Flora died aged thirty-three.




  Sophia nursed Flora through her painful illness, afterwards publishing her sister’s poems.15 Within six months, her mother, too, was dead; and

  her brother, George, 2nd Marquess of Hastings, died four years later.16 The whole family blamed the Curse of the Hastings, invoked by

  the marriage of George to Barbara Grey de Ruthyn.17 Legend had it that back in the middle ages there was a dispute over who should inherit the Hastings

  coat-of-arms: an heir descended through a daughter, who was also a member of the Grey de Ruthyn family, or a male Hastings. So bitter was the dispute that the Hastings claimant cursed any member of

  his family who married a Grey de Ruthyn.18




  In 1847, two years after her marriage to the 2nd Marquess, it became plain that Sophia was again pregnant, and on 12 September she gave birth to a son ‘at half past five o’clock in

  the afternoon’.19 So it was that John Patrick Crichton Stuart became heir to the earldom of Dumfries, the marquisate of Bute and the curse of the

  Hastings. His parents, however, were both too overjoyed to let a mediaeval curse enter their minds.




  Lord Bute wrote to a friend: ‘I now give you my news, and I know you will be rejoiced to hear that Lady Bute by the blessing of God gave me a little boy yesterday

  afternoon.’20 He wrote again, confirming that they were both doing well, not this time by the careful hand of an amanuensis, but in his own

  difficult scrawl.21 Since by this time he rarely wrote in his own hand, it is a measure of his joy, and perhaps his disbelief, that he, who was

  fifty-four, and his thirty-eight year old wife, had a son and heir. That she was scarcely less happy is confirmed by her answer to felicitations; she found her little boy was ‘indeed all that

  should make a Parent’s heart thankful’.22




  Now, for the first time in his life, Lord James was no longer heir presumptive to the Bute estates. His life had not been fulfilling. He had made a career in politics, and had come almost at

  once into conflict with his brother John: he was elected member for Cardiff in 1818 and again in 1826; he was a popular MP and supported reform whilst his brother opposed it. Lord James would not

  change his opinions to suit his brother, so, at the next election, John put in a candidate against him. Lord Bute’s candidate won, and Lord James was out of Parliament until his election for

  Ayrshire (his home county) in 1835.23 In private, relations between the two men steadily worsened.24 To his

  sister-in-law’s disgust, Lord James regarded the child as only a temporary disruption to his prospects; he did not expect the late-born child of two ageing parents to survive.25




  Lord Bute naturally wanted to take his son to Cardiff, the town he had created, and arrived early in March 1848. Already worrying over business matters, he received a letter from his brother

  which deeply distressed him.26 On 18 March, he and his wife entertained friends to dinner. The party broke up at ten o’clock and Bute retired to

  his room. Getting no reply when she called to him, his wife walked into his bedroom to find him lying dead in bed.27 She had

  hysterics, a fact ever after held against her as proof of an unsound mind.




  Considering his reputation for punctilious business management, the mess in which the 2nd Marquess left his personal affairs after his death is odd. Perhaps, like other great men, he did not

  believe he would die; probably he intended to make detailed provision for his son (then just six months old), his wife and brother during his stay in Cardiff.28 In the wake of his unexpected death, however, a horrible legal tangle ensued. Bute had made a will in July 1847, when it was apparent that his wife was likely to carry her

  second child safely to term. Despite naming separate trustees for the English estates (O. Tyndall Bruce, J. M. McNabb and Lord James) and the Welsh (Bruce and McNabb only), it made no mention of

  the Scottish estates, which were later found to be intestate. Nor did the will make any provision for James, the failed politician in his fifties, with a family to support, who had spent all his

  life in his brother’s shadow, subsidised by him, distrusted by him, and in expectation of great wealth and a title upon his death. Now, seeing his prospect of inheriting a great estate go

  down before the interests of a baby still not in short frocks, Lord James was furious and desperate. He was convinced that his brother must have made provision for him somewhere, and went through

  every drawer to find some paper which would give him a secure claim on the estate. When he planned to go to Scotland, Sophia commented: ‘if he is to ransack the Bureaux I do not know what

  will be the consequence . . . I know there are many relics of those who have been loved and cared for.’29




  Once the first shock passed, Sophia behaved with great determination and self-reliance. She chose as confidant her late husband’s agent, an executor under his will, O. Tyndall

  Bruce.30She first wrote to him a month after her husband’s death, because she had nobody else to turn to for help and advice.31 After that she wrote at least weekly, and in times of stress daily. Her letters became informal and personal as the correspondence continued. Normally neat, her handwriting

  disintegrated into a scrawl under pressure, though her style remained forceful and coherent. Of stress, she had plenty. Her son had not been left any proper provision for his minority, and Lord

  James, concerned with resolving his own difficulties, did nothing to make his sister-in-law secure, or the young Marquess comfortable.




  Sophia was not in an enviable position. She was the widow of the creator of one of Europe’s busiest ports, and the mother of a son who must be reared as heir both to an ancient line and a

  modern fortune. Given this, her jointure of £3,50032 was not large. A house, and a separate allowance for her son, would have

  brought it into line with the arrangements made for other widows.33 Without these, it was inadequate. Bruce’s advice to her was to argue for a more

  handsome settlement for herself, to be secure even if her son were to die, rather than to seek a proper allowance for her son.34




  Lord James had the poor taste (given his position) to harp on the same theme.35 Naturally, Sophia rebelled. She had buried a beloved sister, her

  Marquess brother, both parents, her first child and her husband. She was not going to build her future on the surmise of the death of her healthy child. She fought determinedly for a suitable

  settlement for her son, perfectly reasonably, since he was already the inheritor of his father’s wealth, and the 3rd Marquess of Bute. As ‘it has pleased God that Lord Bute has a child

  of his own I feel I am bound to expect for that child what I should have no right to for myself’, wrote Lady Bute, continuing a little desperately, ‘& tho’ he may not live I

  do not think his death should be assumed as probable, for any of the arrangements. The better taste would be for everything to go on as far as possible as it did in Lord Bute’s

  lifetime.’36




  With the Scottish estates intestate, Lord James, as the new Marquess’s nearest male relative, became ‘Tutor-at-Law’, that is to say, responsible for managing and administering

  those estates.37 He refused Lady Bute the use of either of the two houses he now controlled as her own home. One of these was Mount Stuart, the Georgian

  house on the Isle of Bute. Set in pleasant woodland, facing to the east, with its lands rolling down to the sea, it was where the widowed Marchioness had borne both her sons, and buried the first.

  The second, Dumfries House, an Adam gem, was not in Dumfriesshire but in Ayrshire, near Cumnock. Lord James was financially mean too. Bitterly considering his suggestion of £1,400 p.a. for

  the young Lord Bute, Sophia commented ‘I consider his offer as miserable’.38 With her usual

  directness, Sophia encapsulated the position thus: ‘I do not see why the child should be pinched when, if he live by God’s mercy, he is likely to be very rich at the end of such a

  minority. Nor, if it be God’s will that he die, is there any reason that he and I should be pinched that Lord James and his family may have the more to squander hereafter.’39




  What most enraged her contemporaries was that she did not have any inhibitions about dealing with areas of life generally left to men. One of these was the law, of which she had a much better

  grasp than many of the men around her. During her bitter struggles over a place of residence, she pointed this out to Lord Harrowby,40 himself a lawyer,

  and a cousin by marriage. ‘My family’, she commented smugly, ‘are a legal family in Scotland, and I know from my own knowledge

  [Lord James] has already incurred deep responsibility in his breach of the law.’41




  Lady Bute’s attitude to Lord James was undoubtedly coloured by the letter her husband had received about ten days before his death. It has been suggested that it was uncommon for Victorian

  widows to experience anger and a desire to blame someone for their husband’s death, which is now an accepted part of the grieving process for many people,42 but Sophia blamed Lord James wholeheartedly: ‘the immediate cause of [Lord Bute’s] death was a letter written by his brother Lord James Stuart’.43 She was convinced, too, that he was mad; this had been her husband’s judgement, after that same letter.44 She did

  make an attempt to be fair to Lord James: ‘I believe he means to be kind but his letter is written in his most disagreeable style of inflated pompous condescension and self

  importance.’45 She added a little pitifully that it was not at all the style she was accustomed to. Presumably, the admirable 2nd Marquess did not

  talk down to his wife.




  Lady Bute was not alone in her poor opinion of Lord James. McNabb was the other executor of her husband’s will. His natural caution as a lawyer did not hide his opinion of Lord James. He

  told his fellow executor that if Lord James took any active role in the management of the English Estates, they should ask him for a formal guarantee that any claims against him would not have to

  be paid by them. McNabb assumed that maladministration would be inevitable. Lord James also succeeded in forcing the South Wales trustees’ hands and making them agree, very much against their

  first intention, that he could continue to live in Cardiff Castle,46 thus occupying all three of the Bute houses, and leaving nowhere for the infant 3rd

  Marquess and his mother.




  Much that Sophia wrote has the ring of determined level-headedness about it. She planned to take over administration for the annuities of ‘poor relations, old servants or old

  servants’ children’.47 She was ‘inclined to think it would be more wholesome for my own mind to be obliged to think of some sort of

  business and not to be too much at ease’.48 She was quite at home, if sometimes exasperated, negotiating for her own jointure and the allowance for

  her son. Her arguments never relied on emotion but on well-argued logic.




  She told her confidants, too, about her ‘Child’, as she usually referred to him, responding that he was well; no ailments, real or imaginary, were mentioned. Obviously devoted to

  him, she retained her sense of humour:




  

    

      He continues, thank God, to thrive so well that I can scarcely hold him for his weight – He is quite well & did I tell you? he has said ‘Mamma’. He is growing so interesting to me that I am fearful of tiring my friends with details of him.


    


  




  The nearest she came to any sign of neurosis was in an early letter to Bruce. Just a month after her husband’s death, Lady Bute explained that she was giving Lord James a

  sword of her husband’s as a remembrance of him:




  

    

      I had a superstition not to give him anything with a coronet and cipher – and yet I knew not what to chuse & could

      not pass him by without the offer of a remembrance – and Baby could not value the sword at present. Thank you – He is quite well and

      very hearty.49


    


  




  The only way Lord James could legitimately hold such a coronet was, of course, by the death of the baby.




  Lord James was miserably spiteful. He forbade Sophia to give orders to any of the servants in any Bute house she visited.50 He only ever referred to

  his nephew as ‘Lady Bute’s son’ or ‘her son’. He refused for years to surrender to her the family plate left for her use in her lifetime.51 He made snide remarks about her in nearly all of his letters, occasionally implying that she was verging on madness: ‘I fear Lady Bute is in a very nervous

  state.’52




  Lady Bute fought back with vigour. She finally persuaded the south Wales trustees to get Lord James to leave Cardiff Castle in the summer of 1849,53

  complaining bitterly that ‘Lord and Lady James left the house in a disgraceful state of filth and ruin’.54 She rented Dallars House, a small

  country house in Ayrshire, near to both Dumfries House and her old home at Loudoun, which gave her a Scottish base. She also leased Largo House near St Andrews for the summer months, where her son

  was ‘enchanted’ by bathing in the sea.55 Lord James’s own friends lost all patience with him, and repeated attempts were made to allow

  Lady Bute one of the Scottish homes as her own.56 She, or rather her son (for he, not his uncle, was the owner of all these properties), was finally

  allowed to live in Mount Stuart from about 1853.




  Sophia was helped by being part of a close family of her own. George and Flora were dead, but her sisters Selina57 (by now married to a Mr Henry) and

  Adelaide58 were intimates, especially Adelaide, who was unmarried. It seemed as though the Hastings family could not escape tragedy. In 1851, the young

  3rd Marquess of Hastings,59 a Rifle Brigade officer not yet twenty years old, died after falling into Birkenhead Dock.60 Lady Bute and her sister were ‘overwhelmed by the calamity’. The new Marquess of Hastings was his young brother Harry,61

  still only nine years old. His eldest sister Edith62 was eighteen and virtually took the place of their mother, who had

  remarried.63




  Very conscious that she was already being criticised by her brother-in-law, Lady Bute was scrupulous to avoid scandal, remarking ‘one cannot be too prudent in my position as to

  character’.64 A widow still of marriageable age, she largely avoided the company of men. She compensated by a wide circle of women friends, all

  approximately in their middle years, mainly unmarried, and all able and intelligent. Lady Elizabeth Moore,65 a distant cousin, some six years older than

  Lady Bute, was a particular friend. Lady Elizabeth was strong-minded, witty and interested in almost everything. But Sophia’s son was her greatest companion, and her greatest delight. From

  the very beginning she took pleasure in teaching him herself. The first letter of Bute’s that is still preserved was written when he was four years old. Lady Bute included an account of its

  composition and despatch: ‘They are his own words & I held his hand as he is particularly fond of writing letters, which he folds, puts the seal on the wax & the stamps on himself

  & then gives with sedateness to the servant “for the post”.’66




  Bute’s letter was short and to the point: ‘I am very happy & Mama is pleased with me.’ A year later he was writing rather more: ‘I was in my nursery picking some

  wheatheads out of the corn I had picked in my walk in the morning & putting it into a bowl . . . Afterwards I meant to get a pestle and mortar . . . and make a little bit of

  bread.’67 Letters give a vivid picture of his life. One sent to Bute from the well-known authoress Agnes Strickland68 enclosed pictures of ‘horses, dogs, foxes, hares and a cat-a-mountains’ cut out by ‘my sister Elizabeth’. She continued, ‘Ask Mrs Lamb, your kind

  nurse, to read you the description of them all from some pretty book of natural history,’ and advised him to learn to read ‘at once, and beg your dear Mamma to allow you to devote half

  an hour twice a day to learning to read’.69 Did ‘Mamma’ in fact put the letter-writer up to this request? It does read a little like a

  sugar-coated pill. Certainly, as he learnt to read, either Bute or his mother requested printed letters so that he could read them himself.




  Some correspondents were bent upon improving the young Bute. He was sent two bottles of water, one from the Dead Sea ‘which will remind you of the fearful judgements of God upon sin &

  wickedness of those who obey not his will’.70 In contrast there was a bottle of water from the Jordan, where the obedient Jesus was baptised.

  Others had the measure of a small boy a little more realistically. One correspondent did not have ‘time to write you a printed letter, but . . . I daresay you won’t mind having this

  read to you’.71 Also highly improving were the letters from ‘Godmother Aunt North’.72




  Susan, Lady North was the last surviving North child. Maria, Lady Bute, had been her elder half-sister. She was genuinely devoted to Bute, as though he were her nephew and

  not her half-brother-in-law’s son by another wife. She had very little idea how to interest a child, but was a faithful correspondent. ‘I am very sure that you do wish me many happy

  returns of my Birthday but perhaps you do not think that not a little part of my happiness depends on your being a good boy.’73 There is no evidence that Bute gave Aunt North cause for concern. Other correspondents were more light-hearted. There is a charming letter with an indecipherable

  signature where selected words have been omitted, and little printed pictures have been cut out and glued in. Just in case the code was not broken, a separate envelope gave the solution. Thus the

  sheep turns out to be a wether, for weather.74




  Another correspondent, Sir Francis Hastings Gilbert,75 later appointed guardian to Lord Bute, wrote that he looked forward to meeting Bute in St

  Andrews, to ‘renew our games of cricket, though I believe golf is the great game there, of which however I never yet could understand the science, so you will have to teach

  me’.76 At St Andrews there was sea bathing,77 shell collecting, visits to Principal and Mrs Lee, and to

  see the mechanical toys of Sir Hugh Playfair. Bute remembered also the spectacular three-tailed Donati’s Comet of 1858.78




  Letters also show us something of the young Bute’s early instinct for giving. Hunter Blair, with his determined insistence that no good thing ever came from Lady Bute, attributed

  Bute’s generosity to the example which he received later in his life from the Galloway family,79 but Bute showed an early delight in giving.

  Already in March 1853, his dutiful Aunt North remarked, ‘I am sure the servants must have been pleased with all the nice things you gave them on your Mamma’s

  birthday.’80 Bute sent Henry Hunter Blair (uncle of Bute’s biographer), who was going to Australia, ‘the stuff for a coat’ and a

  book. The book seemed a ‘good one’, a phrase capable of two interpretations, and Henry added ‘I have no doubt I shall profit very much by the reading of it’.81 There were gifts to young friends as might be expected. But others were definitely not in this category. Mrs Tyndall Bruce got a surprise: when Bute had promised

  her a travelling suit, she had thought the boy was joking. Then one morning her servants brought in a brown paper parcel, which, unwrapped, showed foxes’ heads. She had been given furs. Her

  astonishment and delight were real.82 Unlike most children, little Lord Bute could afford serious presents. Equally evidently, he must have had adult

  help to choose well for his mother’s friends.




  Another correspondent, a regular member of Lady Bute’s close circle of woman friends, was Miss Eleanora Boyle,83 or Nora as she was usually known. The large Boyle family were the children of the late Lord Justice Boyle of Scotland.84 John Boyle85 was one of the trustees of the Welsh estates, and his sisters were both ‘intimate friends’86 of the Marchioness. An

  early letter from Nora was full of fun, and suggests a thoroughly normal little boy: ‘Dear old man, Lady Mary87 & I miss somebody screaming on

  the stairs very much, and we have no one to hug us except each other, and she hugs Pincher, but you know I never do that.’88 ‘Dear man’

  or ‘dear old man’ were the usual affectionate terms for Bute in the Boyle family.89 Nora’s dislike of Pincher, Lady Bute’s dog,

  was another standing joke. Her elder sister, Hamilla Augusta,90 usually known as Augusta, was also a close friend.




  Nora avoids calling the little boy ‘Bute’, which he was to almost all his regular correspondents. Most people did not have enough rank themselves, or enough of a blood tie, to

  address the child by his Christian name. Some years later, his guardian referred to him as a ‘young potentate’.91 Though all young boys with

  a claim to be ‘gentlemen’ might hide their Christian names from each other, they were usually well-provided with brothers, sisters and cousins who would use the familiar first name. Few

  indeed were the children so exclusively called by their title.




  A shared interest of the Bute circle was natural history. Adelaide encouraged him to keep a fresh-water aquarium. ‘Cousin Edith’ was much concerned with stuffing a lobster at

  Bute’s direction.92 All these letters are pleasantly informal in character, as though one relaxed adult were writing to another. Bute was perfectly

  at ease with the companionship of adults. There is a painting of him and his mother made when he was nine years old, and formally dressed in Highland costume. He lolls back on his mother untidily,

  one foot crossed behind the other. At their feet the family pets appear: the small terrier Mungo and a hedgehog. Mother and child seem completely at ease with each other, although Bute eyes the

  outside world with a hint of reserve.




  In 1854 there was a serious rift between Adelaide and Sophia, the more painful as family and friends were dragged in to side with one or the other. It was sparked by Sophia’s dislike of

  Lady Adelaide’s marriage to Sir William Keith Murray of Ochtertyre, and made Sophia miserable.93 She subsequently caught scarlet fever, which

  friends with the usual shaky Victorian sense of the causes of infection put down to her unhappiness, and no sooner was she well than Bute caught German measles, followed by measles. Perhaps it was

  to aid their convalescence that in August 1855, just before his eighth birthday, they embarked on a trip to Belgium and Germany.94




  From the moonlight drive to the ferry at Folkestone, it was an enchanted journey for the young Bute, so much so that themes from it were to haunt his adulthood. His diary

  was dictated, largely to his mother (to judge by the handwriting), so he was not deterred from making long entries. Yet he had a remarkably free hand in what he said. Despite her celebrated dislike

  of Roman Catholicism, she had no qualms about visiting Catholic churches. On one occasion, staying too long to enjoy a church, they found themselves in the service. Lord Bute saw his first Catholic

  Mass:




  

    

      we had not been there long, when the bells began to ring and soon after the organ began and a man took a long taper and lit more of the candles, and the people began to come

      in a considerable number. A priest in his robes walked down the aisle and went into a confessional whispering-box. Then a lady in black went into it, but while I was staring at the marble

      monuments I was told to look at the high altar and I saw . . . a priest in white robes with a golden kind of hood ascending . . . the organ played very loud and made a disagreeable mixture of

      sounds . . . then came various kneelings and prayings . . . then the voices grew louder and the censer was flung in the air, and the bell was rung furiously.95


    


  




  This account was a mixture of the standard evangelical phrases of dismissal (‘kneelings and prayings’), of childish curiosity (the lady and the confessional box),

  of genuine observation (the ‘white robes with the golden kind of hood’), genuine dislike (of the ‘disagreeable sounds’ of the organ) and of something like real appreciation

  (of the censer flung in the air and the furious bell). Later, at Munich, Bute was to record another beautiful church: ‘It is a Protestant church now I am glad to say.’96 He approved of the sixty-four splendid marble columns.




  Bute gave three pages of description to his first Catholic service, whereas the zoological gardens, despite his fondness for them, got only half a page. Later, however, his first theatrical

  performance, the play Aladdin, earned five rapturous pages. After this, until his mother’s death, miniature theatres were to be a regular entertainment, giving the lie to suggestions

  that Sophia’s religion was joylessly narrow, since the really strict disapproved of the theatre at this date, although the moral content of a puppet theatre was a good deal more easily

  policed than the public stage.




  Every day was a round of new pleasures – provided, like the little Bute, you were able to find your pleasures in churches, museums, battlefields and castles. Many eight-year-olds would

  have found it tedious. After his usual quiet life, the marble pillars, inlaid floors, painted ceilings, pictures and ancient silver came to Bute with great freshness. He had

  one great advantage over most little boys. The adults who surrounded him made it their business to interest him in everything he saw. Gradually, the dramatis personae of the trip emerge.

  Apart from ‘Mamma’ there were ‘Mrs Lamb, Dr Hood and Nora’. Dr Hood,97 by this time seventy-four years of age, was an Englishman

  who had spent most of his life in Scotland. He was the redoubtable first Rector of St Paul’s Episcopal Church, Rothesay, newly built to serve the Episcopalian congregation on the island. Both

  his age and the fact he was a clergyman rendered him an unexceptionable companion for Lady Bute, and gave Bute some contact with an adult male who was not a servant. Nora was sometimes a companion

  for Bute, and sometimes for his mother. Mrs Lamb was Bute’s much-loved nurse.




  There is a good deal of horror in the diaries. Cruelty ‘haunted’ the adult Bute, to use his own word. It is hard to know if the young Bute was getting a satisfying shudder or real

  aversion from what he saw. Perhaps he himself did not know. One museum had a drum ‘covered with human skin’.98 Dr Hood escorted him to

  various torture chambers, although most were bare: ‘nothing to be seen except for the beams on which the wheel was said to be suspended’.99

  At Brunswick in ‘a church’ he saw numerous coffins: ‘one of them contained Queen Caroline of England. There were many cushions attached to the coffins with metal bases, containing

  I was told the heart of those within. One of these hearts was taken out and shown to me. It was that of Duke Leopold.’100




  Chance acquaintances also interested him, from the man who spoke such perfect English that Bute found it hard to believe he was indeed German, to the green tree frog




  

    

      we caught . . . that afternoon. We put him on a tree and he climbed beautifully. Every little projection he seized with his little paws, just as a boy would with his hands

      and we saw his pulses beating in his back. He was very neatly made, but we let him go away.101


    


  




  Some pleasures were typical of those enjoyed by most children: ‘I dined up at an actual dinner party at Mr Forbes! . . . I am sorry now that I did not take more sugar

  plums than one, for Mama says it is the custom to carry away some.’102 The party turned and headed for home, taking a boat down the Rhine, and

  telling legends of the river as they sailed. At Cologne, Bute summed up the mood of the trip: ‘Dr Hood finished the drawing of me which he had begun at Baden & Nora played on a very fine piano-forte. Mama had a cup of coffee & I had my tea & we were all very happy.’103




  There were still delights in store. Bute saw the tomb of Charlemagne at Aix-la-Chapelle with its ‘immense slab of stone with CAROLOMAGNO simply placed on it’ and ‘three rows of

  arches one above the other with marble pillars’.104 They said goodbye to Dr Hood, and had a photograph taken for him ‘with my head in a

  vice’.105 There was a visit to a toyshop to buy presents for Bute and for his friends and relatives. There, ‘the people were very

  cross’ and ‘we were glad to get out of that scolding house’.106 Bute was used to content and cheerful people.




  At the end of the first trip the party visited Cousin Edith who had married Charles Clifton in 1853; Bute met their two children, Charles107 and

  Flora.108 Edith’s unreasonable husband made their marriage miserable. In the many surviving documents referring to him, not one voice is raised

  in his praise. The usual verdict on Edith’s marriage was voiced by Lady Selina: ‘Poor soul, she has had much to bear.’109




  This was the first of three such trips, but the only one for which there is a complete record. There is a fragmentary journal for the second, scribed by Nora Boyle. In 1857, a correspondent was

  hoping that Bute’s third trip to Brussels afforded ‘as much pleasure as the first did’.110




  Bute was of an age when most aristocratic boys were at school, and his male relatives, by this time, were putting pressure on his mother to at least get him a tutor,111 but for a long while she prevaricated. Even when the tutor arrived (at the end of 1858), Bute had frequent and lengthy holidays, and days spent ‘running

  about’.112 In itself, this was an education. Lady Bute entertained a good deal, and her young son was often ‘kept running about, charging

  ladies’ plates at luncheon’.113 He grew up assuming that it was normal for women to be interested in the serious subjects that men were.

  Lady Bute also continued to have her own ideas about his education. Sophia had edited her father’s journals and her sister’s poems; now she assisted her eleven-year-old son to start a

  small newspaper. The Mount Stuart Weekly Journal was begun at the end of 1858 to ‘convey to our absent friends some knowledge of how we are occupied’, in which it succeeds now as

  then. Bute was the editor, and he copied the whole out in his own hand, and as a good editor should, he solicited contributions from all the talented associates he could find. Occasionally,

  however, he was forced to note that ‘No contributions have been sent in, not withstanding the repeated prayers for them.’114




  There was a serial, a pastiche of melodramatic Victorian historical novels, contributed anonymously (in fact written by Lady Bute), which followed the breathless adventures of the loyal Marie,

  lady-in-waiting to Empress Maud (of Stephen-and-Maud fame). The subject was, of course, chosen because of the connections of Cardiff Castle with the story of the Empress. Her

  beleaguered position must have appealed to Lady Bute, and each short episode is full of strong women characters. The Misses Boyle acted as sub-editors, something the publication needed; Bute had a

  somewhat shaky grasp of spelling. On the other hand, he could hit the exact stylistic note for every feature of the paper. A dead bullfinch got the full treatment for his obituary: ‘every

  effort was made to restore the vital spark but in vain . . . he was a Bird much admired, loved and respected’. In true Victorian style, there followed details of the funeral. Wrapped

  ‘in silk he was deposited in [a wooden box] & the whole sewn up in calico, the seams of which were covered in wax. He was placed beside the body of his talented friend “Paris”

  in the vault of particular pets.’115 The whole is surrounded by a carefully ruled and inked black border.




  Shortly after this, Lady Bute and her son travelled to the other family home in Scotland, Dumfries House, and the publication was renamed The Pilgrim’s Weekly Gazette and Mount Stuart

  Weekly Journal. From this issue comes a piece of editorial comment that sets the tone for the fervent Scottish nationalism of the circle.




  

    

      That eminent man, Mr A. J. Boyle,116 we rejoice to say, has returned to his native country. In these days of centralisation,

      Scotland cannot allow all her sons to be absorbed by the sister country. If ‘Scottish rights’ are not to be for ever abandoned, if her identity as a nation is not to be wholly lost

      sight of, let her rouse herself to cherish those who can best uphold her.117


    


  




  In Victorian Scotland, Christmas was not celebrated, but gifts were given at the New Year; and amongst other presents in 1859, Lady Bute had given her son a ‘Lilliputian

  Theatre’. Celebrations included performances of The Miller and his Men, reviewed in the journal:




  

    

      the whole play was gone through very successfully, including a tremendous explosion in the last scene, the appearance of which was artfully managed by a device of Lord

      Bute’s; while the sound was produced by the bursting of a large biscuit bag, procured for the purpose.118


    


  




  Regular book reviews appeared, one being of Catherine Sinclair’s Beatrice, or The Unknown Relatives,119 which

  contained ‘a discovery of Popish wickedness, with a harrowing interist’ [sic].120 It had been published in

  1852, in the wake of the Protestant ‘No Popery’ furore over the restoration of the English Catholic hierarchy, and had outsold Uncle Tom’s Cabin. If Lady Bute had been

  concerned that Bute was not quite hostile enough to Roman Catholicism, this book would have possibly been a suitable corrective – although a sceptical reader might have found it far-fetched

  enough to promote more hilarity than disgust.




  In this edition, the paper acquired a proper printed mast-head with an engraving of Mount Stuart House. In the same issue, Bute tells of his first visit to the criminal courts in Edinburgh. As

  well as his own version of the cases, Bute glued in reports from the newspapers. The paper soon carried another trial, this time of Donald Chance Infatuation, commonly known as Downy. Not this time

  in the High Court, but ‘in the renovated hut, we mean fort, we say renovated because it was fitted out expressly for the occasion, having a glass window, table covered with green baze

  [sic], desk and 3 stools’.121 There was a little difficulty in persuading the accused into this court, and he did not, because he could

  not, reply to the charge in his own voice. He was a dog. A visiting minister from Bute was the judge and Bute was counsel for the prosecution. The indictment is carefully laid out. Not only the

  language but the exact form and shape of legal documents is reproduced.122




  The main surviving evidence for the prosecution is a statement from John P. C. Stuart, as on this occasion he correctly styled himself:




  

    

      Master Carter, Master Jessop, and myself were playing at ‘Tom Tinkers ground’ in the Flat Holms on the 5th inst. Master Carter had walked quietly away in the

      direction of the cowshed and Master Jessop and I were following at some distance, when, without the least provocation, the prisoner and his father rushed upon and barked at him (Master Carter)

      – this is the whole thing.123


    


  




  The incident is explained in the only other surviving statement, that by Jane Chapman. She had deposed that ‘he never hurts fowls . . . [but] barks at and assaults

  everybody who is not well clothed’.124 Master Jessop was the butler’s son and he would have been respectably dressed. It was Master Carter

  who was attacked by the dog because he was roughly dressed.




  This incident shows that Bute was allowed to play with children from other backgrounds. He could cajole adults into his pastimes, in this instance to act as judge in the little court. He enjoyed

  taking on very different roles and playing them out, just as he liked mastering the pastiche of various literary styles. It shows his ability to get to the essence of something

  as complicated as a legal trial, and in a short time. Every element of this little case is punctiliously correct. And there is another aspect: Bute would not allow his friends, however roughly

  dressed, to be attacked by the estate dogs.




  Bute recorded the end of his winter holidays in this last winter edition of his paper.125 It was about this time that he himself printed a bill

  (advertising a lecture) at Duncan Ballantyne’s printers: he had the opportunity to appreciate all the aspects of producing and printing. Bute’s breadth of general knowledge was very

  remarkable, even from this early date. He had the time and means to follow up anything that interested him, and his interests were many and varied. If his formal education was lacking, he had

  learned how to investigate anything which interested him. He was very fond of his mother’s friends and his older relatives, and indeed his younger distant cousins, Flora and Charley (the

  children of his Cousin Edith). It was not enough. In the 19 February issue of his little paper he complained of ‘the very monotonous life enjoyed (?) by the Editor’.




  The next issue of the paper did not appear until July when, apologising for ‘our long silence’ the Editor explained that they had been in Edinburgh, Ayrshire, and Peebles before

  travelling to Cardiff, where ‘the pleasure and excitement of arriving . . . has been sadly marred by the illness of the Marchioness of Bute’. This is the first mention of Sophia’s

  illness, though in June it had prompted her to make a new will, arranging the guardianship of her son. Lord James Stuart’s death from heart disease in September 1859 came too late to change

  her plans. She liked his eldest son, James Frederick,126 a judgement which events were to prove sound. Following the conflict with her sister Adelaide,

  and in the light of her cousin Edith’s unhappy marriage, she turned to new guardians. She probably hoped for most from Sir Francis Gilbert, but lacking one overwhelmingly obvious choice, had

  the good sense to appoint three, which would ensure that a majority opinion would always carry the day. The others were her redoubtable spinster cousin Lady Elizabeth Moore, and Charles

  Stuart,127 already trustee of the south Wales estates. Bruce had died in 1855, and McNabb had retired. Their places had been taken by Stuart and John

  Boyle,128 another of the numerous Boyle siblings.




  Charles Stuart, a colonel who had served as military secretary to Lord Canning, the first Viceroy of India,129 was descended from the 3rd Earl of

  Bute’s third son Charles. Stuart had been warned of the seriousness of the Marchioness’s condition by John Boyle, and came to Cardiff to resume his duties as trustee. A very

  conventional man, he was less occupied by the estate than by the way Bute was being brought up, which horrified him. Bute, now twelve, was still not at school, and was being

  taught (when he was taught) by an inadequate tutor,130 whom the boy despised (‘understandably’, recorded the fair-minded Stuart). His

  religious education was still wholly in the hands of his mother. Boyle thought that Bute would soon rebel against his mother’s rule, perhaps not reckoning how deep Bute’s love of her

  was, or how strong his impulse to please her. Yet there is no doubt that Bute was yearning for a wider life and for adventures.




  In every issue, now, there was reference to her Ladyship’s health, the only record we have, apart from Stuart’s comment that she looked ‘thin and ill’.131 She tried drives out, a short break down the coast from Cardiff, and once it was possible to record that ‘Her Ladyship has had no attack of breathlessness

  the last three days.’132 The very last issue of the journal in late November commented that she was ‘at present still suffering from astha

  [sic] & cough’.133 The newspaper did not record the cause, probably because nobody thought Bute should know that his mother was

  suffering from Bright’s disease, the Victorian name for all forms of kidney failure, one of the effects of which is that the body cannot rid itself of water. It was this which would have

  caused Sophia’s breathlessness.134




  The little ‘Mount Stuart Gazette’ suggests Bute’s life was kept as normal as possible. There were dancing lessons, and a trip to see the last portions of the East Bute dock and

  its canal opened to the public. This was illustrated by a pen drawing by Bute,135 whose illustrations increasingly enlivened the paper. He had a

  strong, concise style of drawing, able and lively. News of the family pets continued to be a mainstay, with a new hedgehog causing much anxiety: ‘He resorted into the chimney in his apartment

  and remained there for more than two days . . . many means had been resorted to in order to hint to him that his presence was strongly desired either above or below.’136




  By December, the Marchioness had reached Edinburgh. Bute wrote to his ‘own dearest cousin Charley’ that Mama had a ‘brutal cold’. The last entry, on 22 December, still

  cheerful and unconcerned, recorded: ‘Mr Bruce and I threw a little loose snow at each other in the Meadows.’137 There is something a little

  pathetic in the picture of a boy so bereft of companionship of his own age that he has to turn to an adult to play in the snow with him.




  The letter to Charley was never finished or signed. Lady Bute’s health worsened, and it could no longer be hidden that she was seriously ill. The monotony and the happiness of Bute’s

  life were alike at an end for many years.




  







  
2 Custody


  





  ‘A susceptible and excitable young person’










  Lady Bute was dying, and her family and friends began to gather round her in the Edinburgh hotel. Seeking the ‘good death’, so important to the

  Victorians,1 Adelaide came, and the sisters were reconciled.2 Their niece Edith joined them, and Mr and Mrs John

  Boyle and John’s sister Augusta. One of the Church of Scotland’s most senior ministers, Dr Norman Macleod,3 who had buried Sophia’s

  sister, Flora, and mother, came to her bedside to console her.4 Ironically, he was later to comfort the widowed Queen, whom the family still blamed for

  Flora’s suffering.




  Charles Stuart, Bute’s guardian, was telegraphed to come and hear Lady Bute’s last concerns about her son, and support young Bute; but it was Christmas, and he stayed in Hampshire

  with his wife. On 27 December Lady Bute was ‘insensible after two terrible fits’.5 She rallied and regained consciousness, but died at four

  o’clock on the afternoon of 28 December 1859. Bute, occasionally overcome by storms of grief, took his place as head of the family, and began making the appropriate arrangements. Within two

  hours of her death he had given instructions for a cast to be taken of her face ‘with view to a future bust’,6 ordered a ‘leaden

  coffin’,7arranged the inscriptions to go on it, requested a post-mortem examination and made arrangements for ‘Locke & other servants about

  his mother to be cared for’.8




  Stuart was telegraphed again and urgently pressed to travel to Scotland.9 He chose not to leave until the following evening by the overnight train. The

  first person he met at the hotel was Lady Edith, whom he disliked. This made him a good deal gloomier than Sophia’s death. What really confused him was Bute’s emotional state.




  

    

      His grief was violent & returns in fits and starts, he is often quite cheerful and laughing . . . I went up with [Miss Boyle] to see poor Lady

      Bute’s body. The face was placid and serene in expression. The boy followed us in & kissed her face, then uncovered her hand & kissed it & left the room in quiet tears.


    


  




  Stuart dismissed the weight of arrangements Bute had taken on as ‘The boy busies himself much about the vault & coffin.’ The post-mortem confirmed that she had

  died of Bright’s disease.




  Stuart then left to bring in the New Year with friends at Ford in the Borders,10 unaware that leaving the mourners in order to join a cheerful

  celebration would cause offence. The disruption of the New Year holiday meant that the body could not be moved until 2 January. Early on that day, Lady Elizabeth Moore arrived. She had intended to

  spend the winter on the Mediterranean, but telegraphed with the news of Lady Bute’s death, she started for home, not breaking her journey of three days and two nights, and arrived in time to

  accompany the coffin to Bute.11 Stuart, however, remained in the Borders, still celebrating the New Year.




  The funeral party left Edinburgh early, and travelled by rail to Glasgow and then by the Dolphin steamer, privately chartered, to Rothesay. The journey took all day.12 Bute bitterly recalled how Stuart: ‘left [my mother’s] body . . . to be attended on that long and troublesome journey, in the depth of winter, only by women,

  servants, and myself, a child of twelve’. Bute dated his disgust at Stuart from this incident, feeling the ‘gross disrespect’13 to

  Sophia implied in it.




  The Scotsman gave the funeral party as ‘the Marquis of Bute, Colonel Charles Stuart and Mr A. T. Boyle, Dr Matthews Duncan, her Ladyship’s physician and Mr A. Bruce,

  S.S.C.’. These were the persons the Bute household expected, but others as well as Stuart may have avoided the terrible journey. Stuart’s personal journal, an invaluable insight into

  his day-to-day thoughts and actions, shows he was not there. Whether or not Bute was really alone except for servants and women, there is no doubt that his guardian was comfortably with friends,

  while Bute made the most traumatic journey of his life.




  Bute arranged for his mother’s body to rest in the ground-floor sitting room, with candles around, a nice compromise between his own love of ceremony and her dislike of ostentation.

  Charles Stuart finally arrived on 4 January with Bute’s cousin, James Frederick Crichton Stuart, and stayed to attend the funeral. The next morning at ‘About 11½ the company

  began to arrive, Bute came downstairs & received all kindly and composedly – though he looked pale and nervous . . . then Dr Norman MacLeod . . . prayed most beautifully. Bute fidgeted to

  the window afterwards to see the hearse & the coffin put into it.’14 It was beyond Stuart to see how far Bute felt himself

  responsible for the ceremony, or how much comfort he derived from such things.




  Under lowering skies, the procession moved the five miles by the shore road to Rothesay. As well as the extended Stuart clan, island notables and clergy of all denominations came to pay their

  last respects, as did the Bute tenant farmers. In all there were 250 in the cortège, and almost every vehicle on the island was pressed into use. The day was cold and overcast, but no rain

  fell. ‘In the same carriage as chief mourners with the Marquis were his cousins, Col. Stuart and Mr Villiers Stuart.’15 Charles Stuart was

  amazed at Bute. ‘The boy seemed happy to be with young men and really was as outwardly cheerful as if he were going to a wedding, though he may have been feeling much inwardly. I felt grieved

  that the crowds of people who stared into the carriage should see him grinning.’16 The possibility that Bute felt triumphant in the face of his

  mother’s well-made death, and his own successful arrangements for her appropriate ceremony of exit from this world did not occur to him. Stuart’s religion, sincere as it was, did not

  allow exultation in faith following a death.




  The coffin was carried to the mausoleum in the grounds of the parish church (known as the High Kirk), with family members bearing the pall above it. Charles Stuart was not accustomed to the

  stark simplicity of a Presbyterian funeral – nor much impressed by it. ‘The coffin was simply laid down without a word by the bearers. The ladies with Lamb and Locke were ranged along

  the wall of the Mausoleum.17 Bute peered about him till all was settled, then knelt & I hope prayed beside the coffin & again returned and kissed

  it.’ Stuart could not imagine the disposition that needs to put its innermost emotions into a fitting outward form. Just as he had earlier misunderstood Bute’s feelings of exultation

  and thought them mere happiness, he now doubted the sincerity of his grief. Yet the feeling, the prayers, were not less real for being acted out. Onlookers other than Stuart were more impressed.

  The Buteman described the scene.




  

    

      Within the vault were several ladies in company with the deceased’s sister, Lady Adelaide, witnessing the last duty being silently performed. The coffin, which was

      covered with rich black velvet, and plainly mounted, bore a brass plate simply recording her Ladyship’s name, date of birth and decease . . . [when] the funeral party in numbers entered

      the vault the touching spectacle was witnessed of a motherless and fatherless boy with his right hand upon his mother’s coffin kneeling to bid a last adieu.


    


  




  The ceremonial over, Bute suffered a reaction as the gravity of his loss hit him. ‘He went home with Lady E. Moore, Miss Boyle & Lamb, quite

  overcome’, recorded the bemused Stuart.




  After luncheon, Stuart at last had his interview with Lady Elizabeth: ‘She does to be sure “multiply words” but I think that we understand one another.’18 The next day, Lady Elizabeth found an opportunity to try and impress her view of Bute on Stuart: ‘she opened & gave us her opinion of Bute’s

  talents, peculiarities, precocity & determination at most tedious length. But I think there was much truth in what she said.’19 She later

  confided that at this time she found that whilst ‘he was not to my view agreeable, I fancied him a stern, high-minded strictly “honourable man” incapable of any meanness trickery

  or falsehood’.20 At that moment they were fairly well in accord. Ominously, however, Stuart added that he feared Lady Elizabeth would humour Bute

  too much, ‘for he must learn to obey & not merely to reason’.21




  The usual practice in Scotland was to have the eulogy the following Sunday. Accordingly, Rev. John Robertson, minister of Scoulag, the little church by the shore in the Mount Stuart policies,

  which served the locals and the servants of the big house, preached a fine, direct sermon. A ‘dark dispensation’ had deprived the mourners of one firm yet gentle, loving and wise:

  ‘May he who met the two disciples on their sad way to Emmaeus . . . join Himself to us . . . to give us . . . consolation and peace.’22

  Stuart was again bemused: ‘The extraordinary boy remained to all appearance totally unmoved, only decently attentive.’ He might not have been any happier with a wild outpouring of

  grief, which would probably have been the result if Bute had not to some degree distanced himself from the occasion and assumed a formal mask. Sitting in his father’s pew, leaving his

  mother’s seat empty, he was firmly embarking on a more adult life.




  That afternoon, Stuart interviewed Bute about his future. He began with the essential aristocratic sport of horse-riding, suspecting (unfairly) that Lady Bute had not tried to interest her son

  in it. A good seat and, above all, courage on a horse were inextricably bound up with the image of a gentleman. Stuart was not delighted that ‘evidently he has no taste for [riding]. He asked

  if he might learn to fence to which I at once assented. He asked if he might learn navigation (which he wishes to know because there are technical phrases, he told me, in Peter Simple,23 which he does not understand!).’24




  Stuart left Bute on 11 January. Of the three nominees in Lady Bute’s will, Sir Francis Hastings Gilbert was consul at Scutari, so was not available to be guardian to Bute. This left Lady

  Elizabeth and Charles Stuart. The two guardians were appointed by the Scottish Court of Session on 18 January. Stuart and Elizabeth Moore began a fraught

  correspondence.25 Just a month after Lady Bute’s death, Stuart wrote to Lady Elizabeth with plans for taking the boy, his tutor Mr Stacey and his

  servant Meikle into his own house.26 A regular theme of Stuart’s was the need to remove Bute from the care of his nurse, Mrs Lamb.




  Stacey was a new addition to the household, picked by Lady Bute as she became ill. The son and brother of Cardiff clergymen, Francis Edmond Stacey was the nephew of E. P. Richards, ‘the

  co-architect with the second marquess of the fortunes of the Bute estate’.27 He was also a Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge, and probably

  some fifteen years older than Bute. A former cricket ‘blue’, he seemed just the man to encourage Bute to develop an interest in sporting pastimes.28 Meikle, formerly butler at Dumfries House, was Bute’s private servant, and a replacement for Lamb. Stuart did not propose any regular contact with Lady Elizabeth. In

  effect, Bute was to lose not only his mother but every trace of his life with her: his nurse, his home, his adult friends.




  Lady Elizabeth replied, urging caution. She began in a conciliatory way: ‘with regard to the subjects you have named respecting a boy’s Education “Public & Private

  schools” tutors etc. I feel that this is so entirely your concern that I hardly venture to hazard an opinion upon topics I have never been accustomed to think of.’ Lady Elizabeth was

  showing traditional female deference to the male areas of responsibility, but she was only backing off to make her claims elsewhere.




  

    

      From my intimate knowledge of his (Bute’s) singular character . . . I do not think it is for his advantage (or yours) to remove him hastily from my care . . .

      gradually accustom him to the necessity of a change . . . If conversed with rationally, he is far too wise not to see and understand the real state of the case. I have talked to him of school,

      of young & pleasant companions. I have told him he must work hard at Latin and other languages and that he cannot pass the whole of his

      childhood at Mount Stuart.


    


  




  Lady Elizabeth had undertaken two battles, the first to persuade Bute to leave her and the second to persuade Bute to like Charles Stuart, who was doing nothing to make her

  task easier. Lady Elizabeth urged Stuart to come back to Mount Stuart and to win Bute’s confidence: ‘it will not be accomplished in five minutes for he has a great deal of Scotch

  caution (and reserve when he pleases) and childlike as he naturally is in some ways he is as old and shrewd and long headed as a grown up man in

  other ways’.29




  Instead of co-operating, Stuart went on the offensive. He said that the role of guardian was so onerous that no one ‘who has bread to eat would undertake the task

  except from a feeling of duty and humanity . . . but if I am to hold it my judgement must be altogether unfettered’.30 Lady Bute had left a careful balance of power which with Sir Francis out of the running was already disrupted. Now, by insisting he virtually hold the guardianship alone, Stuart

  was making a nonsense of Lady Bute’s will, as Mr Bruce31 gently pointed out when he told Lady Elizabeth that he regretted what she told him about

  Stuart’s approach and spoke of ‘Lady Bute’s wisdom in selecting . . . another in whom she placed equally great . . . confidence’. Stuart was determined that Bute should see

  himself as one boy amongst many, but Bute, freed from his mother’s stifling care, was taking on himself an essentially grown-up role. He made no fuss about parting from his nurse, and

  sleeping in his own room. He was compensating for his terrible loss with growing power and responsibility. Yet Stuart wished Bute to lay these consolations aside.




  Stuart believed Bute had ‘ideas of importance’ and wished to educate him ‘morally’.32He harked obsessively on this theme. When

  Lady Elizabeth suggested it would help Bute to acclimatise to the society of children to invite to Mount Stuart some distant relatives whom Bute knew, Stuart replied, ‘I think that it is the

  society of thoroughly independent boys who do not know him as a young potentate that Bute requires.’33 Stuart did not want Bute acclimatised, he

  wanted him shocked. When Bute himself invited Stuart to Mount Stuart, the latter wrote to Lady Elizabeth of ‘a little misapprehension in Bute’s mind when he asks us to visit him . . . & it is perhaps a pity that he should not know that whilst under-age his guardians occupy exactly the position towards him . .

  . (of) his poor mother . . . I should not notice it at all if I did not think it was so essential that he should not become or continue self

  important.’34 In short, he objected strongly to the fact that Bute behaved more like an adult than a boy. He wanted to change him, and change him

  radically. Bute had come of age in taking responsibility for his mother’s last journey and burial. He was far less prepared to be a boy after this than he had been before it.




  Bute, desperate to escape Stuart’s care, wrote to Mrs Stuart at the end of January, asking her to intercede with her husband to allow him to enrol as a midshipman in the Navy.

  Stuart’s reply is balanced and reasoned – and utterly ungenerous. He explains that his guardians would bear a heavy responsibility in sanctioning such a hazardous course, and that Bute,

  who had been tenderly cared for by his nurse, was quite unprepared for the tough life of a ‘middy’. So far, so good, but then Stuart goes on the attack, assuming that Bute feels he

  would ‘pass five or six years of [his] life more pleasantly and idly . . . than . . . at school and college’. The possibility that Bute, fired by Captain

  Marryat’s tales of a boy living a man’s life at the age of fourteen, would rather have relied on his wits and abilities than go into the care of one who was determined to belittle and

  reduce him never occurred to Stuart. Nor does he seem to understand the terror felt by one wholly accustomed to the adult world upon being faced with a mass of other boys at school. Stuart put salt

  into this wound, speaking of ‘the daily rubs you must meet with [at school] & the knocking about of boys older and bigger than yourself’.35 He refers again to the need for Bute to be free of the care of a nurse: ‘neither I nor any boy that I knew was ever touched by a female servant after eleven years of

  age.’ This was, of course, the convention,36 but the ceaseless references to the subject suggest there was more emotion than rationality behind his

  mentions of the ‘uneducated servant’s influence’37 and the need for Bute to avoid the scorn of his fellows.




  It was perhaps not just a desire to free himself from Stuart that motivated Bute. Writing in 1866, Lady Elizabeth recalled writing to Stuart when ‘Lady Adelaide Murray with the

  “Viper” were scolding and ill treating the lonely Orphan child left in my charge, so that I became miserable & would gladly have placed you anywhere to be quit of

  them.’38 The ‘Viper’ was Miss Augusta Boyle. Stuart had taken the unwise step of employing Lady Adelaide and Miss Boyle to provide an

  unbiased account, as he thought, of what was toward at Mount Stuart. Both ladies were engaged in a desperate power struggle with Lady Elizabeth, who, as guardian, unsurprisingly felt it was her

  role to direct Bute and the household. Thus the information Stuart got was far from impartial. Worse, his spying system was soon discovered and so he became associated with the worst behaviour of

  one faction. As he liked Augusta and disliked Lady Elizabeth, he was very late in coming to see that she had right on her side.39 Bute was caught up in

  battles between adults who had very different ideas of the way he should behave, and ‘susceptible and . . . excitable’40 as he was, it is not

  surprising that he should have longed for escape to a world that seemed at once simpler and more challenging.




  Stuart’s next letter damned him in Bute’s eyes. Stuart had been speaking to Sir John Stuart the Vice-Chancellor about the forthcoming petition to the Court of Chancery which would

  see the two guardians officially appointed over the young Marquess. Stuart laid out a sensible plan, that Bute should travel to Geneva or ‘some other Protestant place’ for the summer,

  to learn French from native speakers and classical languages from his tutor. Bute would then go to a private school for ‘eight or nine months’ and then in midsummer

  1861 to Eton or Harrow. So far, so good.




  Then Stuart broached the question of money for himself to support the Marquess:




  

    

      I should suppose that about £5000 per annum will be allowed. It is right I should tell you that the Court have in other cases ruled that maintenance is in some degree

      to be looked upon as the salary of an office . . . some pecuniary advantage (I might say compensation) in the way of saving a portion of the guardian’s private income may be fairly made

      by the person who has custody of the ‘infant’ . . . The Custody does involve in many respects a scale of living & establishment more expensive than I have been accustomed to,

      and at the end of nine years to reduce again materially may not be altogether pleasant.41


    


  




  It does not require a particular prejudice against Stuart to see a man determined to feather his own nest a little, whilst carrying out duties for which he had no taste. One

  prejudiced against Stuart would see a man undertaking the charge of a small boy solely for financial gain. Bute was prejudiced against Stuart, and he read the letters. ‘I can trust no

  one’, he cried.42 Lady Elizabeth replied promptly that she ‘did not understand . . . regarding Bute’s future

  “maintenance”’ but she would be glad for Stuart to have the money for his own sake. She herself did not want to claim anything unless she had actually parted with money on

  Bute’s behalf.




  The guardian of Bute’s person did not control his wealth, which came mainly from the south Wales estates. These were run, as they had been since his father’s death, by two trustees:

  at this time Charles Stuart and John Boyle. The wealth from Wales was gradually accumulating, as was wealth from the Scottish estates, administered by the Tutor-at-Law, who was now James Frederick

  Crichton Stuart. The income from the English and Welsh estates was estimated at ‘upwards of £76,000 p.a. and the income from the Scotch estates as about £17,000

  p.a.’.43 Yet the trustees, whilst they were responsible for Bute’s wealth, were not in a position to benefit from it to any extent. They were

  essentially salaried servants. A guardian could benefit from their position in the way a trustee could not.




  Stuart had carefully considered this. In his meeting with Sir John Stuart he




  

    

      went the length of asking how far it might be right for a guardian to put by his own income & live on his ward. He replied that it would not be

      right in a guardian to live entirely upon his ward, but that it had been ruled that the office was in the nature of a salaried appointment – that I might keep up an increased

      establishment & probably save out of my private income. In short, the court gives what it thinks necessary having regard to the minor’s income & the guardian only has to keep his

      ward properly provided for.44


    


  




  Stuart, with the highest legal opinion behind him, felt quite comfortable at the prospect of gaining from his guardianship. The Court of Chancery felt that some remuneration

  for the job was reasonable. Stuart might save, not the money he got for Bute, but (a nice distinction) his own money. The only concern was to see that neither Bute’s loss nor Stuart’s

  gain was out of proportion. Clothes, food, carriages, riding-horses, the whole style of the home must reflect the nobility and wealth of the young charge. The necessary funds drawn to keep Lord

  Bute in a suitable style could easily be made enough to allow other, less wealthy persons, to live more comfortably than they had dreamed possible, entirely at his expense, whilst saving their own

  money. Since this was sanctioned by the Court of Chancery, Stuart considered it wholly moral and honourable. But Bute adhered absolutely to Lady Bute’s strict values: he would have been

  sincerely shocked at any suggestion of profiting from any labour of love. This was more than abstract ethics. Bute’s feelings were deeply hurt at seeing himself as a desirable commodity,

  valued not for himself, but for the money he brought, and also as a burden so great that it could only be sweetened by a whole new standard of living.




  Yet Bute was not solidly hostile to Stuart when at last he arrived back at Mount Stuart at the end of February: ‘Agreeably surprised by Bute’s rushing down to welcome us full of

  excitement about the volunteer uniform . . . a lucky thought of mine.’ His manner to Stuart was ‘frank and affectionate’.45 If Stuart

  had only been able to compromise in his way of managing Bute, he would have had a much easier time; but he saw no option other than insistence on blind obedience, and he ignored all of Bute’s

  best intentions. ‘I see clearly . . . that everyone & everything gives way to him, & he naturally expects this to be the case,’ said Stuart. ‘The inevitable struggle

  depresses me, because I cannot (not naturally liking young people) depend on my temper in carrying it through.’46 All his life Bute had conformed,

  and been a good and dutiful son. For the first time, there was an authority-figure he could hate, and hate him he did.




  Failing all else, the carrot of another trip to the Continent might, like the volunteer uniform, have helped to win Bute round, but on this visit Stuart found out some

  surprising facts about Bute that made him cancel the projected trip abroad. Lady Bute, despite being a staunch Protestant ‘of an uncompromising kind’ and responsible for Bute’s

  religious education, had not been able to put a stop to Bute’s attraction to Roman Catholicism. Walking in the grounds of Mount Stuart, Stuart fell in with Lady Elizabeth, and for once heard

  her out, because he could not escape. He learned that Bute had: ‘Great interest in R.C. doctrines and ceremonies, a tendency to voluntary humiliation & fasting, & strong aesthetic

  tastes especially for churches and pictures. Added to this a great love of theological argument & reasoning, & at present mighty little [balance?].’ Plainly all sorts of temptation in

  this direction might lurk on the Continent, so poor Bute was to take his undiluted classical education at home.




  There were other troubles to face. Bute wanted to live in one of his own homes, and sneered at Stuart’s house. ‘He told Miss Boyle that Stacey will have no shooting at Hubborne, so

  one sees which way the cat jumps & that Stacey is not likely to be long in my service.’ In fact, no servant was ever long in Stuart’s

  service. His diary reveals a succession of them arriving, seemingly good and industrious, only to be dismissed as they proved unsatisfactory. Poor Stuart acknowledged his failings. ‘How I

  wish I had more energy & temper in my dealings with my own servants. I do dislike speaking & when I do speak express myself so angrily & in this fear I ever

  deteriorate.’47




  Bute’s relationship with his servants was a relaxed and carefree one. Stuart was right that the young potentate had no doubt that he would be obeyed, but equally he was quite at home with

  those from social strata other than his own. ‘Found Bute skylarking with Stacey & some of the servants – he says for himself – for the last time.’48This simplicity of manner with servants made Stuart uneasy, as did Bute’s obedience to his nurse. Stuart, who so desperately wanted Bute to learn to obey and not

  reason, saw sinister overtones when Bute obeyed Lamb.49Stuart’s attitude to Bute’s nurse, Mrs Lamb, is particularly difficult for modern

  minds. He was undoubtedly right in thinking that other boys of Bute’s age would have mocked him for still being in her care, and he could not see how a servant could ever be a

  mother-substitute. Mrs Lamb was uneducated: a letter she wrote to Bute when he was about to leave Harrow, finally seeking another post nearly five years after she had ceased to care for him, is

  semi-literate and full of spelling mistakes. But it is warm and well-balanced – she promised that at any time she would come to visit him, or he could come to her – and there is no hint

  of the ‘toadying’ of which Stuart made such an issue. ‘I was very unhappy to give myself away from my dear Lord Bute but you sea [sic] you are to be

  the same after as now my dear.’50




  Stuart only recognised book-learning and the traditional values of males of his own class. He did not recognise the wisdom of women like Mrs Lamb. But Bute’s attitude to servants was based

  on the fact that nobody, least of all Bute, doubted that he was a gentleman. In contrast, when Stuart offered assistance to a lady and gentleman on a train, it was not very graciously received.

  Stuart’s insecurity surfaced at once: ‘I always fancy that I look like a gentleman, when dressed as one, but I wonder if I really do?’ Shy as he was, Bute was at ease with his own

  role and his fellow men. He would have been puzzled by Stuart’s reaction to a visit to the National Gallery in London, which ‘has a dingy appearance. The company today contributed. What

  can the shop keepers & artisans really think of the grotesque saints and martyrs of the tre- & quattro cento masters?’51 The

  twelve-year-old Bute was better placed to appreciate both the art and the artisans.




  Bute’s weakness was that he had not yet learned to question the rightness of his own judgements; his view of his universe was wholly self-centred. He made no effort to give Stuart the

  benefit of the doubt. In time, Bute forgave Stuart, but never doubted that he had been wronged. Stuart failed to understand Bute’s emotional swings, yet he was not the monster Bute made him.

  In February The Gazette had brought Stuart the news he had long hoped for: ‘I am a pucka [sic] Major General. I have now the title I must die under. I . . . can never profit by

  the death of a fellow creature in the way of advancement!’52 For a regular soldier at this period advancement usually came when a vacancy was

  created by death, usually death in action, and it troubled Stuart that he had benefited by this.




  Stuart returned home to Hampshire, and Lady Elizabeth, Stacey and Bute travelled south by stages to join him. In Edinburgh Bute had a bout of influenza. He was still unwell in London. Lady

  Elizabeth saw that from his ‘agitation & alarm . . . he could neither take food or sleep soundly’.53 She tried hard to persuade Stuart to

  visit him, hoping that the bogeyman would seem less horrible in the flesh than in the imagination. She cannot have been helped by a letter Bute received from Stuart’s wife, which was supposed

  to welcome him into her care. It began well enough with regrets for his poor health and her own warm feelings towards him. She knew that he had ‘gone through a great trial in parting from so

  many whom you love . . . and coming to comparative strangers. But it is God who has sent you this trial’ and if this was not enough, she then

  reminded him of her sufferings, for she had a ‘little stranger boy coming to live with me, of whose ways and temper and habits I know nothing’.54Mrs Stuart’s words suggested strongly she thought it a good thing Bute had lost his mother (not surprising, as Stuart undoubtedly thought this) and that she was just

  as much to be pitied as Bute. He was an unwelcome intruder in her home.




  As Bute wrote: ‘I prayed, I entreated, I agonised, I abused the general; I adjured [Lady Elizabeth] not to give me up to him. She was shaken but not convinced . . . [In London] my prayers

  and adjurations were trebled.’55 Added to this was his determination to avoid a private school.




  It is possible to feel heartily sorry for both parties in this conflict. Stuart did not want the charge that was thrust on him, but he was prepared to carry it out to the best of his ability. He

  was not the best man to have the care of any boy,56 and he was incapable of understanding that it was intolerably painful and unhealthy for Bute to

  surrender all his links with the past. His idea that no one of Bute’s age should be allowed any voice in his treatment was too fixed to allow any negotiation, even when it was clear to

  everybody else in the case that Bute, accustomed to being consulted on every point, could not return to the ranks of properly subservient boyhood.




  Lady Elizabeth was undoubtedly highly intelligent, and well-read. She was always quick to catch an inference, or make a connection, as when Stuart was first accused of taking the post of

  guardian to feather his own nest. It would be impossible to accuse her of obsequiousness; she always had a sharp word for any action of which she disapproved, and like Lady Bute was one of those

  women with the unwelcome gift of saying aloud what others thought in private. More than anything else she lacked the knack of living on an even emotional keel. She was cordially disliked by Lady

  Selina,57 who believed that she was deeply hostile to her, and also spiteful. Bute, however, was to love her all her long life. With her growing mistrust

  of Stuart on one side, and pressured by Bute on the other, Lady Elizabeth did not have it in her to bow to the inevitable. Stuart had the entire English male establishment behind him. Every man in

  the Court of Chancery would have felt that the best course for Bute was to follow the inevitable path for upper-class boys: private school followed by public school. In those circumstances the most

  practical option for Bute, and Lady Elizabeth’s best chance of influencing events, was to persuade the boy to overcome his dislike of Stuart as far as possible. She chose instead to make a

  fight of it.




  By 3 April 1860, Stuart’s not-very-extensive patience was at an end. He was tired of excuses for the delays in handing Bute over. Unfairly, he blamed Lady Elizabeth

  for Bute’s fear of him. He decided that their ‘ideas of the proper manner of bringing Bute up differ so widely’ that he was going to ask the Court of Chancery to decide that he

  should have exclusive charge of Bute. To make certain that she understood this was not simply a dispute about schools, but was about the way Bute should be handled, he added that Lady Elizabeth

  seemed to feel ‘that Bute himself ought to be consulted, a point on which I regret to feel compelled to differ with you entirely’. On 11

  April there were meetings between the Vice-Chancellor Sir John Stuart and Lady Elizabeth and her counsel, which did not go well for Lady Elizabeth.58

  Stuart refused to meet Lady Elizabeth, although he was beginning to wonder if Bute’s dislike of him was being prompted by Stacey.




  A court hearing was set for 17 April. The preceding night, Lady Elizabeth and Bute, with Stacey, fled by train to Scotland. Undoubtedly their destination was chosen by Bute, who was bolting for

  the place he felt safe. Ironically, if they had gone to Lady Elizabeth’s native Ireland (as Stuart at first thought they had) they would have been secure from all further proceedings. Stuart

  reacted by withdrawing every penny from the joint account set up for the guardians, and leaving Bute dependent on Lady Elizabeth’s private money for everything, even his pocket money (which

  was two shillings and six pence a week). Lady Elizabeth and her legal advisor (George Maclachlan, an Edinburgh-based lawyer) believed that Bute was a ‘domiciled Scotchman’ and was out

  of the jurisdiction of the English courts when their decision was taken, and that they had no further hold on him. Bute and Lady Elizabeth lived quietly at The Granton Hotel in Edinburgh, while

  Bute continued his studies with Stacey.




  In May, Stuart suggested that a new guardian should be appointed, who would have care of Bute, arrange his education and receive the maintenance for him. Whilst a suitable person was located,

  Bute should be placed either with Lady Adelaide, or Charles or Mrs Stuart, or Mr Stuart Wortley, or Mr John Boyle, and live at Dumfries House, thus preserving his Scotch domicile.59 Lady Elizabeth wondered if this was the first step towards a compromise. Maclachlan thought it was ‘a scheme to effect the total separation of the Marquis

  from your Ladyship’.




  Stuart and his wife came to Scotland, to try and persuade Bute to surrender himself to them. The General did not feel he was getting the support he deserved from James Frederick Crichton Stuart,

  Bute’s Tutor-at-Law. Jas. Fred., as Stuart called him, was counselling compromise, and was dismissed as ‘a dish of skimmed milk’.60 Mr

  Bruce, with whom Lady Elizabeth and Bute had taken refuge at Falkland, succeeded in giving both parties the feeling that he was on their side. It was through Bruce that Stuart

  eventually heard that Bute disliked Lady Adelaide more than anyone else, and that Bute was beginning to think ‘petticoat government’ unmanly.61




  The fact that the Stuarts were Low Church did nothing to help. The Low Church dislike of ‘balls and theatres’ (the young Bute loved dancing) was a further difficulty. Now anonymous

  letters started arriving at Lady Adelaide’s, and Stuart anxiously mulled over their contents: Lady Elizabeth was working Bute up against his relations until he was frightened. Stuart

  suspected the writer was Miss Tyndall62 – O. Tyndall Bruce’s niece, and cousin to the Mr Bruce who had inherited Falkland. She, as later

  events were to prove, had her own game to play.63 Factions were developing. Meikle, Bute’s servant, was supporting Stacey, and was against Lady

  Elizabeth. Stuart could not see the danger to Bute of living in this web of deceit and faction.




  A revealing little episode took place. Mrs Stuart wrote to Bute reminding him ‘of our plan for visiting the Antiquarian Museum – which you know so well’.64 She hoped he and his tutor would come on the arranged day. Bute, always shy in person and much bolder on paper, felt a refusal was easier when not face-to-face. ‘I

  was not aware that the latter was a definite arrangement . . . I have got an arrangement that will prevent my complying,’ he wrote.65 When crossed,

  Mrs Stuart attacked with martyred innocence. Instead of calmly pursuing the plan, which might well have won Bute over, she at once went on the offensive: ‘I am very much grieved &

  surprised at the note you have written . . . It was not like the son of parents such as you had. When you are older, I am sure you will feel this.’ As if this was not enough to set

  Bute’s teeth on edge by deliberately loading him with guilt, she added a postscript. ‘There was not, perhaps, any “definite arrangements” (those are very long words!)’66 By Bute’s standards, they were perfectly ordinary words; from the age of eight he

  had been mastering the correct terms for everything that interested him. Too late the Stuarts came to accept that it was Bute’s own letter.67

  Stuart’s temper was not improved: ‘[Bruce’s] account of him [Bute] is rather discouraging – he so evidently wants the sound thrashing that may be too long delayed to do

  good.’68




  While the two parties were so far apart, it was impossible to imagine any satisfactory compromise. One guardian had to be outright victor. Stuart went back to the Court of Chancery. The legal

  advisors for Lady Elizabeth did their best. Mr Maclachlan dashed down to London in response to a telegram reading ‘Come up immediately’.69 As

  telegrams buzzed back and forth with increasing urgency, his partner stayed in Edinburgh to advise Lady Elizabeth. Chancery did not accept Bute was outwith its jurisdiction,

  and in July Lady Elizabeth was removed from the office of guardian, and ordered to deliver up Bute into Stuart’s custody. As Lady Elizabeth complained: ‘an amiable, intelligent &

  noble-minded youth . . . has met with no more consideration than an American slave’.70




  This is not surprising, as English establishment attitudes, severely alienated from Scotland a hundred years before during the Jacobite rebellions, and only slowly thawing under the waves of the

  picturesque mediaevalism let loose by Sir Walter Scott and the fashionable ‘Balmorality’ promoted by Victoria, still had little sympathy for the independent rights of the Scottish

  people, or understanding of the profoundly different culture which they cherished. One difference was this very attitude to youths. The age at which a young person was deemed to be able to make

  sensible decisions on their own behalf was (and is) much lower north of the Border.71 Most importantly, the Scots legal system (based on different

  principles from the English) gave particular rights to a parentless minor from the age of fourteen, when they could appoint their own ‘curators’, endorsed by the Court of Session, the

  highest civil court in Scotland. From among them, the minor was entitled to choose one to care for and supervise him. If Bute could keep out of the jurisdiction of the English courts until he was

  fourteen, he could pick his own Guardian. As he was now rising thirteen, his date of freedom was not far away.




  Lady Elizabeth and her advisors believed that in Scotland she was not under the jurisdiction of the English Court. She had absolutely no intention of complying with the order to surrender Bute.

  The simplest way to avoid complying with any court order is to avoid being served in person with the papers of the court, and Lady Elizabeth began dodging writs. Bute and Lady Elizabeth were, of

  course, accompanied by servants, one of whom was Jack Wilson, afterwards gamekeeper at Mount Stuart. It was they, and especially Wilson, who bore the brunt of this constant vigilance. On one

  occasion he knocked a writ-server down the hotel stairs, and he slept outside Bute’s door at night, lest anyone crept up on him.72 For a sensitive

  boy like Bute, these conditions of virtual siege were very disturbing.




  Repeated and devious attempts to serve the papers of the English Court having been evaded, General Stuart petitioned the Scottish Court of Session to enforce the order of the Court of Chancery.

  This was what Lady Elizabeth had been waiting for, and she at once accepted the papers served by the Court of Session. She wished to present her case under Scottish law. The petition was finally

  heard on 18 July 1860. It springs to life under General Stuart’s pen. Mr Dundas presented the case for Colonel Stuart, ‘not fluently’,73 describing the Marquess as a ‘susceptible and excitable young person’ and arguing that Lady Bute (who had herself been appointed a guardian under English law)

  had intended an English guardianship and English education for her son. Lady Elizabeth Moore ‘has not the shadow of a legal title or right, either natural or derived, for retaining custody of

  the child’.74 She had acquired her guardianship from her appointment by the Court of Chancery, which had now withdrawn it. Lord Bute drew the bulk

  of his wealth from English estates (Wales is part of the English legal system) and held a British title. He was not Scottish.




  Mr Gordon, ‘a younger man of reddish hue’,75 represented Lady Elizabeth, who was ‘the grandniece of the first Marquis of Hastings .

  . . maternal grandfather of the present Marquis of Bute’.76 The relationship prompted the Lord Justice Clerk, presiding, to remark to laughter:

  ‘She is at all events a Scotch cousin.’77 Gordon pointed out that when Lady Elizabeth became aware of the need to preserve Bute’s

  ‘Scottish rights’, she had ‘restored him to Scotland’. Gordon described as ‘a little strong’ Stuart’s withdrawal of all the funds deposited at the Union

  Bank ‘subjected to the drafts of both guardians’ and his paying these into his own account. Gordon drew attention to the impeccable Scottish antecedents of both of Bute’s parents,

  and to his Scottish titles, including the Earldom of Bute (which he held as well as the later British Marquisate). Lord Bute had been born in Scotland of two Scotch parents. He added that

  ‘when the order of 7th February appointing Lady Elizabeth Moore and General Stuart as guardians was pronounced the Marquis was in Scotland, he was not within the jurisdiction of the Court of

  Chancery’.78 Before Gordon had finished, it became pretty clear by the remarks and questions of the court that there would be little chance of

  Bute’s removal to England with Stuart being granted, but it seemed still likely that Bute might be placed in Stuart’s hands to be kept in Scotland.




  ‘Old Mr Patton’ was James Frederick’s counsel and he ‘expressed J.F.’s anxious desire the infant should be consigned to [Stuart]’.79 Poor James Frederick, who had throughout done his best to keep the peace, and to be fair both to Stuart and to Bute, found himself in trouble. He not only inherited the duty of

  managing the Scottish properties, but was (by definition, since the post of Tutor-at-Law fell to this person) the nearest male relation on the male side. There would be a presumption, in normal

  circumstances, that he would be the guardian of the Marquess, and, as the Lord Justice Clerk pointed out, he had duties under Scotch law which he had not fulfilled. The Lord Justice Clerk (unfairly) felt that the Tutor-at-Law had taken little interest in the case. He was even less impressed that the latter appeared to be considering sending Bute out of Scotland

  without consulting the court. If he did do that ‘he would be immediately removed from his office – that has been done over and over again’.80




  In view of the allegation that Stuart wanted the custody of Bute only for the money, it was unfortunate he appeared so anxious to gain custody of him even if it meant remaining in Scotland. When

  Stuart overheard the opposing counsel say as much during the recess, he was anxious to refute the charge. ‘“The only thing I care for”, I said, “is that he should be taken

  from Lady Elizabeth. I should rather he should be consigned to some other person but to me – but I am prepared to take him and stay with him.”’ But when Bell tried to put matters

  right in this way, he unfortunately lost his temper, and in an enlightening outburst let his client’s true estimate of Lady Elizabeth appear, saying that remaining with Lady Elizabeth would

  damage Bute’s character and morals. The Scottish Court took no charitable view of a respectable aristocratic Scottish spinster in middle age being described as immoral, and Mr Bell offered an

  immediate apology. Too late, for he had sunk the last of Stuart’s case. In summing up




  

    

      the Solicitor General came to my willingness expressed, now suddenly, to take charge of Bute in Scotland & bind myself by recognisances not to take him back into the

      jurisdiction of the Court from which alone I derive authority & contrasted it with Bell’s assertion that I was not anxious for the charge, he had me on the hip completely, and

      elicited laughter even from the grave judges. And yet, if truth were known, how perfectly true Bell’s statement was, for if I do deserve credit for disinterested desire to do my duty, it

      is in this.81


    


  




  Stuart believed absolutely in the purity of his own motives. The court decided that further investigation into the views of the Tutor-at-Law, and possible future care of the

  Marquess, should be made. Rejecting Charles Stuart’s suggestion that he care for Bute in Scotland, they fully accepted that Bute was a Scotsman with all the rights that entailed. They ordered

  that he should remain in the care of Lady Elizabeth until the Court met again to consider his future.




  Bute and Lady Elizabeth had won the first round. They went with Mr Stacey, and a number of servants including Meikle, to Dumfries House.




  







  
3 Education


  





  ‘An engine . . . kept at high pressure’










  Life for Bute soon fell into a more relaxed pattern. He was supposed to be working hard to reach the standard of formal education demanded by public school. A few of his

  exercises still remain, probably from this period. In Latin he was working on Caesar’s De Bello Gallico, a straightforward original text. The mathematical problems he resolved were

  quite simple ones: if soldiers take seventy-five steps, each of a yard, in a minute, how far would they travel in two and a half hours? He was also working on exercises designed to improve his

  English style.1 In fact, Bute did very little work at Dumfries House. Tired out and in a place he loved, he spent much of his time reading novels and

  writing nonsense verses.2 Alas, not one of these has survived. Lady Elizabeth invited distant child relatives to stay, and did not interfere with Bute,

  believing the good reports from Mr Stacey.




  Stacey ‘went out fishing & shooting & diverted himself’. Lady Elizabeth settled to herself ‘that he was a vain trifling young man, spoiled by the easy life at Dumfries

  House . . . by not having a head over him’. A bill shows he also diverted himself by buying a good deal of new saddlery at Lord Bute’s expense. Bute was in good health and obedient. It

  was only when the visitors left Dumfries House that Lady Elizabeth began to be ‘astonished & dissatisfied’.3




  All the principals in this case were now clearly aware of being on show. Their letters to one another, both foes and allies, could be produced, neatly copied, in court. Inevitably, there came to

  be two versions of events – allies sent one another frank letters, and also guarded ones, the latter being retained as copy letters. Foes, of course, were sent only carefully considered

  official letters, and most of Lady Elizabeth’s were written following advice from Maclachlan.4She composed a careful account of Stacey’s

  misdemeanours for the court,5 but she wildly poured out the whole matter to her brother. She remarked that Bute should do more work.

  ‘The lessons were carried on in such earnest that B was always engaged . . . but one thing did strike me – that the more he was left

  alone in the society of his wise tutor the more silly his conversation became!’ From being mature, gentlemanly and charming, Bute ‘was changed!! Anything so insolent so abusive so insulting you never heard . . . It only convinced me some frightful devilry had been going on. His intellect is so weakened,

  that it was as if I had been talking to someone half drunk.’6




  Lady Elizabeth was always suspicious that any event might turn out to be the iceberg-tip of a conspiracy: this time she faced a real one. Later Bute wrote an account of what Stacey had said,

  which included a remark about Bute that Lady Elizabeth hotly denied making: ‘The mother insulted me and I suppose the son is following in her footsteps.’7 Stacey had plainly engineered circumstances in which Lady Elizabeth could be blamed that Bute had been given an excessively heavy workload. Having caused much upset to Bute,

  Stacey then committed what, to Victorians, was a cardinal sin. He encouraged Bute to write and receive ‘clandestine correspondence’.8 Behind

  Lady Elizabeth’s back, Bute wrote letters to his solicitor George Maclachlan complaining about her, letters that were designed to get him transferred from her charge to Stacey’s.




  Stacey had brandy smuggled into Dumfries House, and from references to Meikle’s being a drunkard,9 and drunkenness in the stable department, it

  seems the men-servants were easily bribed to side with Stacey.10 Bute was told that Lady Elizabeth had approved the brandy. If Stacey had introduced

  Bute, too, to brandy, it would make perfect sense of her allegations that he planned to ‘weaken [Bute’s] mind – to destroy his

  principles – to introduce him to vice gradually in order to have complete power over the unfortunate Child’.11 Bute himself, when he came to

  this area of Stacey’s wrongdoing, said only that ‘Mr Robertson will tell you about the Brandy’.12 It is not surprising Bute’s

  behaviour was changing. He was now thirteen, and he had rarely enjoyed those long periods with peers away from all supervision, which allowed most boys to develop views and patterns of behaviour

  which adults might not consider desirable. Constrained to be a dear obedient boy in the company of older women, no wonder he was able to be somebody different with a sportsman in his twenties.




  Lady Elizabeth laid out clearly and simply the course of action which should be taken: ‘The Blackguard Tutor must be got rid of quietly.’13 She would join James Frederick in recommending Bute’s going to the Scots Episcopal boarding

  school, Glenalmond, and Bute would no longer need a tutor. Stacey’s job would come to a natural end. Perhaps Bute disliked the idea of Glenalmond, because she panicked.

  She fled from Dumfries House towards the end of October, abandoning the household of servants but taking Bute with her. It was a bad mistake, and one for which she and Bute were to pay dearly.




  Both parties turned at once to George Maclachlan. Stacey saw him on 24 October; Lady Elizabeth, who had gone to the George Hotel in Glasgow, then summoned Maclachlan to her side. Next day Mr

  Stacey arrived at the George in a very excited state, which seems to have convinced everybody he was not fit to have charge of Bute. ‘His language & deportment were maniacal. He forced

  himself into Lady Elizabeth’s private room & behaved with the greatest rudeness & violence & in the course of an excited conversation with Mr Maclachlan he said that he could stab

  Lord Bute to the heart.’14 Maclachlan admitted that it might just have been Lady Elizabeth whom Stacey wished to stab. Stacey intended to marry a

  ‘young lady’ – none other than Miss Tyndall15 – which, as all Fellows had to be unmarried, would require him to surrender his

  Fellowship and the income that went with it. The plan was a comic opera plot to enable them to marry and live comfortably. Little wonder the letters Stuart had received in July were biased

  propaganda, as Miss Tyndall stood to gain as much as her fiancé by getting Bute out of Lady Elizabeth’s hands. The other conspirator was Meikle. As long as they stuck together, these

  three had a strong case to make, especially given Stacey’s uncle’s previous confidential relationship to the Bute Estate. With the fabric of the little conspiracy apparent, all hope of

  winning Bute’s trust was gone. Stacey saw his prospects of future happiness crumbling.




  Any normal person would have recognised that they had played their hand and lost. But for weeks after this incident, Stacey made various furtive efforts to get back into contact with Bute, and

  was once stopped by Sheriff’s officers, behaving oddly outside Edinburgh.16 Bute had it underlined once again that people were attracted to his

  money, and not himself. Bute also lost Lady Elizabeth. She could only escape the allegation that she had allowed Bute to fall into real moral danger by claiming that she had imagined a conspiracy

  where there was none. Neither allowed her to keep Bute in her care. Mr Maclachlan, upon whom Lady Elizabeth had leaned throughout, explained: ‘If you had remained at Dumfries House &

  everything had gone on quietly & smoothly the Court would have been very disinclined to have interfered & yr. Ladyship would have had the charge of the Marquis of Bute until he was fourteen

  . . . the probability is now that the Court will take the matter into their own hands.’17 The fact that this is in the ‘official’ bundle of copy letters shows that things had gone so badly wrong that an admission of defeat was the only course of action. Her dignified official comment that

  she was not struggling to keep Bute in her possession18 was disingenuous.




  James Frederick had stopped trying to compromise with Stuart. He suggested that Bute should be sent to ‘a Scotch Nobleman who is highly respected . . . I can confidently assure you that

  you will be treated as one of his own children.’19 By the time the Court of Session resumed consideration of the case on 20 November, the

  Tutor-at-Law and Lady Elizabeth had agreed that Bute was to be placed under the charge of the Earl of Galloway.20 Maclachlan told Bute he rejoiced

  ‘to think that you will now enjoy a life of tranquillity undisturbed by vexations’.21 As one who knew him well, and had earned his

  unqualified trust, Maclachlan understood just how distressed Bute had been by the whole train of events after his mother’s death. The ideal compromise had been reached. Bute escaped from the

  hands of the dreaded Stuart, and received a kindly but conventional upbringing whilst staying in Scotland. Above all, the constant sense of embattlement, the stress and the uncertainty had been

  resolved. As a Scottish orphan, he knew that, at the age of fourteen, his fate would be largely in his own hands, in any case.




  Meanwhile Stuart had been considering his position. He was besieged with advice that he should abandon his determination to take Bute into his personal care. At the time of his last diary entry,

  at the end of August, he had decided that he would not do this unless Bute himself ‘should earnestly ask me’.22 A family council was,

  however, to be held. Sadly, the notebook was full, and although Stuart doubtless continued his journal, the volume does not survive.




  The Scottish court was about to consider the claim of General Stuart and settle it, almost certainly against him, when the House of Lords, on 13 December, issued an injunction prohibiting all

  further consideration of the case.23 Probably Stuart had used his influence behind the scenes to ensure the battle would be decided in the English

  courts. Perhaps the family encouraged him to continue his struggle, or perhaps he was driven by some other deep-seated motive, barely understood.




  Overnight, all tranquillity vanished. Whilst Bute was to stay in the hands of Lord Galloway, and so have something like a normal life for the time being, all the legal battles, upheaval,

  mud-slinging and jockeying for position were to start up again.




  In the meantime, the Galloways were the perfect family for Bute. Randolph and Harriet Stewart24 had been married for twenty-seven years. They had

  twelve living children. Deeply religious, Lady Galloway liked young people and had the gift for taking them seriously without forgetting their youth, so was able to treat Bute

  with sympathy and good sense. Best of all, Bute was at once plunged into a group with children both younger and older than he was. He was rapidly at ease with the Galloway children. One of the

  Galloways said Bute was greatly attached to their brother Walter,25 whose bright, cheery nature appealed to him. ‘I remember our old housekeeper,

  after some great escapade, saying, “Yes, and the young marquis was as bad as any of you!”’ Obsessed with death, he would collect the bleached skulls from the seashore and

  ‘conduct some kind of ceremonies over these remains after dark, inviting us children to take part, sometimes dressed in white sheets’.26

  Stories of his drawing the other children into his games of ritual burial show how easy he found it to mesmerise others into sharing his rich inner life, an ability which later allowed him to

  collaborate with artists and craftsmen in the creation of his fantastic buildings.




  Bute took Mr Maclachlan’s advice and wrote to James Frederick and Colonel Stuart: ‘Lord and Lady G. did indeed receive me as a child of their own, which I felt deeply . . .’ He

  probably sent the same letter, or a version of it, to Lady Elizabeth, who replied with her usual candour: ‘I like to think of your being surrounded with kind friends and in the midst of a

  cheerful party of young companions, for it is not improving to live alone or entirely with grown up people which has been too much your case all your life. Of the disadvantages of this, I became

  fully aware latterly.’27 She reassured him on the well-being of Mungo, Bute’s own beloved little terrier,28 whom she now had in her keeping. Whether because of the hostility of the Galloway family to her, or because Bute was too busy with his studies and his games with the Galloway

  children, Bute lost contact with Lady Elizabeth, who quickly took offence.29 From then on, her hostility to the Galloways was implacable, and she feared

  they would starve him, imprison him and shorten or end his life, as well as convert him to Catholicism. This was unfair. Lady Galloway was a High Church Anglican, and as opposed to Roman

  Catholicism as Lady Elizabeth herself.




  Bute’s preoccupation with death was then intensified with the loss of yet another family member, also to the dreaded Bright’s disease, when Lady Adelaide died in December 1860.

  Despite his unwillingness to be handed over to Lady Adelaide, Bute very much thought of himself as a Hastings, as well as a Crichton Stuart. He went to the funeral, his liking for formal terms

  producing a tragi-comic effect in his description of it. ‘Sir William met us in the hall and took us to the drawing room – he seemed very much dejected . . . We committed the Body to

  that grave from which it will rise at the last day, in the form of the Church of Scotland without any other form besides the two ordinary reverences to the dormant member of

  Christ.’30




  More revealing is the account that Bute wrote of a time he was allowed to stay in the family chapel and witness a service of Holy Communion. He was with Janie,31 three years his junior. The silence was unbroken, except for the wind and the footfalls of the small congregation moving to the sides of those ‘they loved in this world’ and Bute was so moved he trembled all the time. Unable to see, he imagined each action of the celebrant, and the solemnity of the gathered

  family carried him ‘nearer heaven step by step’. He was happy, yet wept, when the bread was at last placed on Lord Galloway’s hand.32




  The language of the passage was very mature, but the naked intensity of religious feeling more remarkable. Bute emphasised the drawing together of the human family, joined in love and in

  physical proximity. Their solidarity emphasised the loneliness of the thirteen-year-old who had no earthly family at all, and at this point the account moved directly into a description of

  Bute’s excitement and trembling. Given the intensity of his emotions, the fact that he was on the threshold of adolescence, and his longing for emotional closeness, perhaps it is not

  surprising that he fell in love with one of the girls,33 much to the embarrassment of the adults.




  Meanwhile, Bute’s life continued on a more ordinary plane. Although the Boyle family had sided with Charles Stuart throughout the great contest of 1860, they now wrote to Bute regularly,

  enclosing snippets about the Isle of Bute, remembering earlier happy days. His aunt, Lady Selina, also sent him news of his cousins, Lady Edith, and her brother, Harry, the Marquess of Hastings.

  Being much older than Harry, Edith felt responsible for him. Edith was suffering from Bright’s disease, made no better by her constant anxieties over her brother. Harry had been expelled from

  Oxford, for gambling Lady Selina thought.34




  Bute was doing a good deal of riding, which the Boyles were confident he would be enjoying.35 His mother had tried to introduce him to the sport with

  a donkey and a quiet pony, and visits to an Edinburgh riding academy, and to some degree he had mastered this essential upper-class pursuit. However, the trenchant Lady Elizabeth was right in her

  summing up of Bute’s attitude. ‘There are few animals he cares for so little as for horses – an elephant would amuse him infinitely more – or almost any other beast you

  could name.’36
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