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A considerable time has elapsed between the death
of Agnes Strickland, and the publication of this record
of her life and literary labours.

Severe illness and important business often caused
unavoidable delays to the editor, and prevented the
completion of her task. Aware that the chronology
was defective, from the fact that Agnes never dated her
letters or fragmentary journals, the editor has endeavoured
as best she could to arrange events in their proper
order. She therefore hopes the reader will pardon
errors for which she is not accountable. The dates
respecting the sister authors’ stay in France may, however,
be relied upon without any fear of mistake.

Both sisters had gained some popularity as writers
in the annuals and other periodicals before they
planned the series of Royal Biographies so widely
known as ‘The Lives of the Queens of England.’
Their work was very popular, though in the later
portion of the series they had to contend with the
religious and political prejudices of some of their
readers, who believed Agnes Strickland to be a Roman
Catholic—an idea that probably originated from her
baptismal and ancestral names, and from the fact that
the head of her family, Walter Strickland of Sizergh
Castle, Westmoreland, was Catholic still. As her
sister would not allow her name to be associated with
hers on the title-page, Agnes had to endure all the
attacks made on her on account of the creed imputed
to her by illiberal reviewers. Agnes was, however, a
true daughter of the Church of England; in conjunction
with her sisters, she founded the Reydon Sunday
School, and when at home taught a class herself every
Sabbath.

Her enthusiastic interest in the house of Stuart
was more open to attack; but she only shared the
feelings, and perhaps prejudices, of her ancestors, who
had fought for their chivalric sovereign Charles I.,
and gone into exile with his bigoted son. Yet in spite
of adherence to these gone-by politics, Agnes Strickland,
like her father, was truly loyal to King George
III., of whom she used to say, “his few faults originated
from his malady, but his many virtues were his
own.” The loyalty to his granddaughter, our own
Queen, is seen in her description of the coronation,
of which she was a delighted spectator. Opinions
are divided respecting the sisters’ voluminous works,
‘The Lives of the Queens of England’ and ‘The Lives
of the Queens of Scotland.’ The editor and many
other readers consider the latter to be in a purer style,
and more ably written.

It is as documentary historians that the sister
authors’ derive their chief value. They state nothing
but what they have authority for. Their admission to
the State Paper Office enabled them to graft into their
works facts which excited in the ignorant and prejudiced
as much indignation as if the truths they cited
had been pure inventions.

One very interesting fact was discovered by Agnes
Strickland in the Cottonian Library, which, from an
original letter she found there, exonerates our great
Queen Elizabeth from the guilt of having signed the
death-warrant of Mary Queen of Scots; for her signature
was forged by one Harrison, a tool of Davidson,
who employed his pen for that purpose.

If Agnes Strickland had done nothing more than by
her researches to clear the memory of Elizabeth, she
would have deserved the gratitude of posterity.
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Agnes Strickland, the historian of the Queens of England
and of Great Britain, was the second surviving
daughter of Thomas Strickland, Esq. of Reydon Hall,
Suffolk—her birth, which took place on August 19,
1796, having been preceded by that of her sister
Elizabeth, the future associate of her literary labours.
Both children were remarkably precocious,
for neither could remember learning to read, though
their greatest pleasures were derived from books far
beyond the general capacity of infant minds. Though
much attached to each other, the dispositions of
the sisters were essentially different. Elizabeth was
thoughtful beyond her years, and was never much of
a child, while Agnes was fond of play, and as frolicsome
as most young creatures are at her age. Indeed

TRUTHFULNESS IN CHILDHOOD.
the youthful mother of Agnes found the high-spirited
little girl very difficult to manage; but though addicted
to mischievous pranks, Agnes was remarkably truthful
and honest, her faults springing from an open temper
and active habits. In her father’s eyes her honourable
avowal of faults for which she was sure to be punished,
atoned for their delinquency, though troublesome and
inconvenient to her mother.

There was one person, however, who could always
bring the little rebel to contrition by appeals to her
religious feelings. This person was an elderly widowed
gentlewoman, who had lost all her property in the
great fire that consumed a part of eastern London, and
to whom Mr Strickland gave a home, as she had been
brought up with his first wife. Perhaps the meek
beauty of the Christian character was never better
exemplified than in Mrs Harrison—a blessing to the
young matron, to whose increasing family she proved
a tender but self-constituted nurse. Though all shared
her love, the little Agnes was regarded by her with
extreme tenderness. It was from “dear Annie” Agnes
learned the simple and sublime truths of the Gospel,
which her friend brought forward to correct her faults;
and while she wiped away the tears of the little rebel,
who was indignant at receiving the justly incurred
punishment, she made her acknowledge that it was
just. Agnes profited so well by the religious instructions
she received, that when Dr Middleton, afterwards
Bishop of Calcutta, saw this child of seven years, he
was astonished at her understanding and Scriptural
knowledge.

Mr Strickland, who took charge of his elder daughters’
education, did not permit them the use of books of
amusement, unless these were of a superior order, and
were calculated to form their minds and morals; nor
did he allow them to choose for themselves from the

SHAKESPEARE BY STEALTH.
stores of his own library. This restriction was in part
lessened by a volume of Shakespeare falling by accident
into his young daughters’ hands, and exciting their
lively enthusiasm, Agnes declaring that she would
never read any other book in her leisure hours; but
Elizabeth, less imaginative, was more reasonable in
her admiration of our immortal bard. They both,
however, committed the finest passages of ‘Julius
Cæsar’ to memory. But Agnes could not keep their
acquisition from her father, who was too much pleased
and surprised at the fruits of their disobedience to give
them the reproof they expected to receive. He gave
them leave to read Shakespeare in future, considering
that their infant innocence would prevent them from
receiving injury from those loose passages which the
coarse manners of the age in which they were written
had not only tolerated, but probably admired.

Pope’s ‘Homer’ succeeded Shakespeare in the estimation
of Agnes, who learned many of the books of
the ‘Iliad’ by heart.[1] She was passionately fond of
poetry, and readily committed to memory what she
admired; but from her father she derived her preference
for history and biography. She read and re-read the
two mighty folios of Rapin’s ‘History of England,’
translated by Tindal, and improved by his learned
notes; and, strange to say, from that dull source she
derived her historic inspiration, and was perhaps
the first young girl who ever perused it without
compulsion.

Harrison’s ‘Survey of London’ was also a favourite
book. Plutarch’s ‘Lives’ gave her great delight, and
perhaps turned her thoughts afterwards to the composition
of biographical history. Elizabeth shared all
her studies, but not her amusements. She was more

FIRST POEM.
womanly in all her actions; and while Agnes played
with a doll, Elizabeth was studying the higher branches
of arithmetic with her father. Mr Strickland wished
to make his clever eldest girls mathematicians, and for
some time had a hope that Elizabeth would realise his
expectations. But the very mention of algebra frightened
Agnes. Her lively imagination and passionate
love for poetry unfitted her for scientific pursuits,
though in her amusements the child betrayed the
future historian. She was clever at cutting out paper,
and her paper puppets represented the Court of Edward
III., and through her mouth made speeches in Parliament,
fought battles, and conquered kingdoms. As
the fragments caused some inconvenience to the housemaid,
the ingenious constructor sometimes had the
mortification of finding the product of her labours
destroyed by one who had no respect for the tiny
representatives of King, Lords, and Commons.

As her years increased, Agnes began to consider the
possibility of writing a poem herself—an historical one,
of which the mighty Baron Bigod, who had defied the
warlike first Edward to his face, was to be the hero.

She employed her leisure hours for some weeks in
this premature poetical composition, keeping her literary
labours a secret even from her sister Elizabeth, till
the first canto was completed, when she brought her
poem to her father with all the pride of a young author,
her eager looks and sparkling eyes seeming to demand
his admiration. To the infinite surprise and mortification
of the author of twelve years, her poem, instead of
pleasing her father, found in him a very severe critic.
He pronounced it to be deficient in originality and
merit, and advised her to give up verse-making till she
was better acquainted with fine English poetry. He
bestowed no praise to the luckless poem, but gave it
a complete cutting up. The affection and veneration

JACOBITE PRINCIPLES.
Agnes felt for her beloved parent alone checked her tears.
She promised to obey him; and in after-life was grateful
to him for his wise and judicious criticism on her
juvenile performance, though no harsh critique on her
later works ever gave her so much pain as his had done.
He rewarded her docility by putting the works of Milton,
Gray, and Collins into her hands, the perusal of
which inclined her to consign her immature attempt
to the flames.

Agnes, after this discouragement, exchanged her literary
work for that of the needle, in which she greatly
excelled. She was fond of flowers, and took pleasure in
cultivating them; but for reading she had an absolute
passion. Books of mere amusement were interdicted;
but as their father employed his daughters in reading
history and biography to him, and discussed the events
or lives of celebrated men with them, the want of lighter
literature was hardly felt.

Notwithstanding their filial veneration for their father
the two girls did not share his opinions in all things.
Both imbibed the principles of their ancestors in regard
to the Stuart kings, and were Jacobites, and so
remained all their lives. Mr Strickland was a great
admirer of William III., and of the revolution he
effected. But the change must have taken place
whether James II. had been dethroned by his son-in-law
or not, since no free Protestant country could have
borne his unconstitutional innovations on its laws and
customs.

The Strickland family owed their education entirely
to their parents. The neighbourhood possessed no masters
for feminine accomplishments. An eccentric music-master
was indeed procured from a distant town, under
whose instructions Agnes promised to excel, till she
gave up music for literature. The village of Reydon
was an agricultural one, and afforded the young ladies

REYDON THEATRICALS.
of the Hall no companions: thus they were thrown upon
their own resources entirely for recreation. Agnes, who
had never seen a play in her life, resolved, with the aid
of her four younger sisters, to act some scenes from
Shakespeare, and selected the second part of ‘Henry VI.’
for their début. As they all had good memories, she
did not find much difficulty in drilling her youthful
company. Agnes, who, like her warlike ancestors, was
a strict Lancastrian, could not induce Elizabeth to join
her, for she was a stanch Yorkist, and they sometimes
fell out while discussing those ancient politics. This
new amusement lasted a whole winter, till Agnes, struck
with the poetical beauty of Clarence’s dream, resolved,
with the assistance of her next sister, to perform the
murder scene in ‘Richard III.’—she herself taking the
part of the doomed prince, while Sarah was to play the
part of a good listener in Brackenbury, and also to take
that of the first nameless villain. The scene came off
very well till the entrance of the murderers, whose arch
blooming juvenile faces did not accord with their evil
intentions towards the hapless prisoner. A mistimed
fit of risibility on their part overcame the gravity of
the death-doomed Clarence, and the scene ended not in
a tragedy but a comedy. Hitherto the juvenile performers
had found in their kind parents a very favourable
audience, but the ridiculous termination of this
tragic scene made them discourage all private theatricals
for the future.

Up to this time romances and novels were almost
unknown to Agnes Strickland, till a visit to a married
friend of her mother’s, residing in a country town, opened
for her a new source of amusement in the contents of a
circulating library—a better chosen one, too, than a rural
district usually afforded. She read with much pleasure
the works of Anna Maria and Jane Porter, Miss Edgeworth,
the ‘Simple Story’ of Mrs Inchbald, and other

A GOOD OMEN.
works of merit, with immense delight. But the contents
of the circulating library were not the sole attractions to
Agnes in this first visit from home. Her friend had a
baby, she passionately loved little children, and was
much pleased if she could persuade the nurse to let
her carry the infant about the garden. One morning
she had taken the baby and was walking by the side of
the river Blythe, whose sluggish waters bounded the
garden, when a swarm of bees suddenly settled upon
her and the infant. In this emergency Agnes did not
lose her presence of mind; she stood still, though in
great fear lest her charge should awake and buffet the
intruders. Fortunately the swarm departed as suddenly
as they came, recrossing the river in their search for
a new habitation. To her great surprise the old nurse,
who had witnessed the alarming incident, congratulated
her—not upon her escape, however, but on the
great good luck the lighting of the swarm upon her
and the child would bring to both in later years. This
classic superstition is naturalised in Suffolk—a singular
one left by the Romans. Agnes, we may be sure, considered
herself more fortunate in escaping the stings of
her unwelcome visitors than in the prediction of the
old woman.

Soon after Agnes Strickland’s return from her visit
unforeseen difficulties compelled Mr Strickland to reside
in the fine old city of Norwich, the capital of East
Anglia and seat of its bishopric. The misconduct of
a near relation of his wife, in whose business he had invested
the chief part of his property, compelled him to
leave Reydon during a portion of the year. As he possessed
a house in Norwich, part of the family accompanied
him, while the rest of the little flock remained
with their mother. Notwithstanding the loss he had
sustained, the change had its advantages for his children.
There was an excellent classical school for the

REVIVAL OF POETIC TALENT.
boys, and the girls formed friendships and acquired the
tone of society—advantages which were incompatible
with the insulated situation of Reydon. There were
fine libraries, too, from which they could obtain choice
works on every subject. The pleasant walks in the
vicinity, the noble cathedral, and fine old castle with
its historical recollections, made their occasional visits
to Norwich very agreeable to them.

But did the poetic talent always remain dormant in
the bosom of Agnes Strickland? No, it did not. It
suddenly broke forth upon her reading the account of
the battle of Leipsic and the heroic death of the brave
Prince Poniatowsky, in some impromptu lines whispered
to her beloved confidant, Elizabeth. These verses
have been preserved as they were written down by her
sister. They evince considerable genius, but are not
without the faults usually found in the compositions of
youthful poets.

Change of place inducing new habits, prevented Agnes
Strickland from giving her time to poetical composition
till the great public calamity of the death of the Princess
Charlotte of Wales revived the neglected talent.
The Monody upon the decease of the presumptive
heiress of the British empire originated from a depth
of feeling which found vent in a poem which virtually
opened the literary career of the future author of
the ‘Lives of the Queens of England.’ A younger
sister with difficulty prevailed upon her to show them
to an accomplished literary friend of her father. He
carried them to Mr Bacon, the editor of the ‘Norwich
Mercury,’ who admired and published them in his
journal. These verses excited some attention, but are
now reprinted for the first time. No name being
affixed to the Monody, the literary career of Agnes
Strickland opened anonymously, though destined to
give the unknown author a European reputation:—

FIRST APPEARANCE IN PRINT.


Monody upon the Death of the Princess Charlotte of Wales.






Chill Autumn’s blast hath swept away

The smiling gifts of Summer’s sky;

Each floweret fades beneath its sway,

And darkly sad, and witheringly,

  They droop to earth and die.

A keener chill, a wilder blast,

O’er England’s brightest prospects passed,

And heavy was the mournful hour

When sunk in death her Royal Flower.




Oh fast the general tear-drops flow,

And long shall fall through many a year.

Mourn, Britain, mourn with bitter woe;

Thy cherished hopes, so bright, so dear,

  Are crushed beneath the blow.

The Deity’s chastising hand

Hath deeply struck the guilty land;

The stern and deadly shaft of Fate

Has left us dark and desolate.




The morning sun which rose so bright

And promised joy for future years,

No longer glads our eager sight—

That glorious dawn is quenched in night,

  And vainly flow our tears.

The cherished beam is early set,

Sad Claremont’s bowers are desolate,

And every cheek is pale and wet;

And lengthening years shall pass away,

Yet Britain still will mourn that day.




In vain arose the general prayer

That sought the nation’s Grace to save.

So young, so virtuous, and so fair—

E’en Death’s stern hand we thought might spare

  Such victim from the grave.

A mother’s anguish racked her frame,

But Heaven denied a mother’s name,—

Not hers, with dying tenderness,

Her Britain’s future king to bless.




PLEASURE OF HER PARENTS.

No smiling infant met her sight,

Repaying each maternal pain;

For ne’er to view the morning’s light,

His eyes were closed in endless night—

  Her life was given in vain.

Perchance it had been sweet to give

Her life to bid her infant live:

To bless him with her dying breath,

Had softened e’en the pangs of death.




Mysterious are the ways of Fate,

Inscrutable and awful still;

And man is weak, and God is great,

And lowly in this mortal state

  We bow us to His will.

Yes, we must humbly, meekly bow

To that Great Hand that willed the blow—

For He who gives may take away;

And blessed be His name for aye.







As Lord Byron’s magnificent stanzas to the memory
of this amiable young princess were not then written,
the lines just quoted will bear a comparison, by no
means to their disadvantage, with the many poems
which the national calamity called forth.[2]

Agnes Strickland sent the paper containing the Monody
on the Princess Charlotte of Wales to Reydon without
avowing her authorship of it; and she was highly
gratified by the praises given to her little poem by her
parents and sisters, who were astonished and delighted
when she acknowledged it to be her own. Indeed she
had suffered so severely from fever that autumn, that

POEM OF MATILDA.
all mental exertion would have been forbidden for fear
of ill consequences. From that early period of her existence
poetry became a sort of inner life to Agnes, who
gave up music, in which she promised to excel, for
this absorbing pursuit, which, warmed and encouraged
by parental praise, allowed her full liberty to follow
the bent of her genius. After producing many minor
pieces possessing considerable poetic merit, she determined
to write a poem of some length—a metrical
romance, to be called ‘Matilda,’ which, when completed,
was to be read to her father, who had returned
to his Norfolk home accompanied by his eldest daughter.
In Elizabeth, Agnes possessed a judicious critic
as well as an affectionate sister, whose fine taste, extensive
reading, and judgment in literary compositions,
were extremely useful to the youthful poet. No idea
of publication entered her mind; nor was it fame that
she was seeking, but the approbation of her father, for
which alone she was striving.

Elizabeth and Jane kept her secret faithfully, and
we must now suppose the poet of twenty years, with
her two sisters, seated by her father’s side, to read the
poem—alas! the last she was ever to recite to him. His
delight and astonishment were long and fondly remembered
by Agnes Strickland in later days, when her
literary career had numbered her with the historians of
her country, and the public had awarded her the meed
of general praise. No popularity ever gave her such
pure and unmixed pleasure as his approval.[3]

She commenced her next poem, entitled ‘Worcester
Field; or, The Cavalier,’ the same spring. Her own

JACOBITE SENTIMENTS.
ancestors had been warm partisans of Charles I., to
whom they had been devotedly loyal. She had inherited
their devotion to the house of Stuart, and detested
the bold usurper, whose vast talents had left
nothing in the annals of his country but the memory of
his successful crime, and no acquisitions but the island
of Jamaica, stolen from the Spaniards in a time of
peace, and the town of Dunkirk.










	
[1]


	
This was Sir Isaac Newton’s subscription copy, Mr Strickland’s
first wife being the great-niece of that illustrious man.















	
[2]


	
It is a singular historic fact that the royal children who were the
nearest in succession to the British throne were females—the Dukes
of Clarence and Kent having no male offspring born to them; for the
sceptre of the mightiest throne in the universe was destined to be
wielded by the gentle hand of a lady, in the person of our own royal
and merciful Queen Victoria, in whose reign not a single drop of blood
has been shed for high treason—a fact almost unparalleled in the history
of this country, or indeed in any other.















	
[3]


	
The poem entitled ‘Matilda’—with a longer one, the subject of
which is the Wars of the Roses—remains still in MS., the taste of the
public for metrical romance having been satiated with poetry in that
style. Both these poems possess considerable merit; but the fame of
Agnes Strickland was destined to accrue from her prose, to which she
had not turned her attention at that time.
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Sorrow, that deep stern lesson sent to chasten the
joyous vivacity of young life, had not yet fallen upon
Agnes Strickland and her family, till, on the 18th of
May 1818, it came heavily down upon them, in the
sudden death of the revered and beloved parent, the
faithful and loving husband. The blow was sudden,
the bereavement appearing yet more terrible from its
being wholly unexpected. The widow, with feelings
none but those similarly situated can understand, saw
her young and numerous family, of which the younger
portion were not yet out of childhood, bereft of paternal
care when they most required it. The happy
union of four-and-twenty years had been in a few sad
moments brought to a close. There had been no discord
to mar the wedded life of the couple now separated
by the inexorable hand of death. Nothing but
the extreme sufferings of her husband with hereditary
gout had disturbed the tranquil life of the wife with
him, though she could not witness his agonising pain

BATTLE OF LIFE BEGUN.
without feeling every pang in her heart. His patience
in sickness, and cheerful spirits when convalescent,
were remarkable, and seemed to reward her for all her
tender conjugal care. His varied talents and accomplishments,
his vast mental stores, fine person, and
charming manners, had made her willingly renounce,
for his sake, the gaieties of life, though she was nearly
twenty years his junior. The loss to her was indeed
irreparable, and rendered still heavier by pecuniary
losses, which compelled her to practise a rigid and
unsocial economy.

“The battle of life” was begun in good earnest, and
all were disposed to fight it well and bravely. Agnes
hoped to maintain her part of it by the publication of
‘Worcester Field; or, The Cavalier,’ a work commenced
by her before her father’s lamented death. She
was on the point of quitting with her family the East
Anglian metropolis, though not without regret, when
the poem was ready for the press. Her guardian—a
man of literary taste and talent—hoped he had found for
her a publisher in Baldwin, the proprietor of the ‘London
Magazine,’ who admired it, and wished to insert it
in monthly parts in his periodical. The sum he offered,
though not considerable, would not have been unworthy
of the attention of a young unknown author; but, unfortunately,
El Dorados usually glitter in the imaginations
of poets, and her kind guardian could not induce
her to accept the offered remuneration, or open her
eyes to the utility of the arrangement he had taken
much pains to make for her. She had reason to regret
her refusal at a later date; for when a publisher was
found, and the poem was in type, his failure caused the
sheets to be seized, which occasioned her much anxiety
and cost to release the prisoners. The work was finally
brought out, at the request of some loving friends, by
subscription—a method that confined it, of course, to

ITALIAN STUDIES.
private circulation. This poem was considered to possess
considerable merit, and was much extolled by its
kind purchasers. It was followed, two years later, by
‘The Seven Ages of Woman,’ which was not so popular
as ‘Worcester Field; or, The Cavalier’ had been. The
feeling for poetry was fading away, and sober prose had
replaced it in the public mind. Indeed the galaxy of
illustrious poets who adorned the early part of the nineteenth
century had left none to successfully compete
with them. Agnes was not then aware that her name
was to be celebrated as a prose writer, for she continued
“to write in numbers, for the numbers came.”

A new source of intellectual pleasure was opened
for her by the study of the Italian language—her kind
instructor being an elderly cousin of her father, an
engraver of some eminence, and a highly accomplished
man. He generally passed the summer months at
Reydon, where he was a very welcome and beloved
guest. Being a man of vast acquirements, a fine
musician, a great antiquary, and one who had seen
much of life, his company enlivened the solitude of
Reydon; and he kindly devoted himself to the task
of completing the education of his young cousins, who
on their parts took some pains to draw him out of his
eccentric old bachelor ways, but of course with very little
success. Agnes was a great favourite with this amiable
old gentleman, with whom she read Petrarca, Ariosto
in select portions, and Dante. Of the most obscure
passages of the last he could give a learned exposition.
The two Tassos—the father and son—she also studied
with him, and soon rendered into flowing verse the
beautiful stanzas “Di Lontananza” of Bernardo Tasso,
addressed by him to his beloved wife Portia, whom he
was destined to behold no more. She was no great
admirer of Torquato’s ‘Gerusalemme,’ nor of his heroine
Clorinda; for her feminine feelings could not sympathise

INTERVIEW WITH CAMPBELL.
with a fighting woman, however exquisitely
portrayed by the great poet. She translated many sonnets
from Petrarca, and other choice pieces, to the
infinite delight of her preceptor, many of which afterwards
appeared in the ‘New Monthly Magazine.’

Her cousin painted a fine miniature of Agnes during
one of his visits at Reydon, which is now in the possession
of her sister, Mrs Gwillym. This was an excellent
likeness of her at the time it was taken, as she was then
fuller in person than in more mature years. A cast of
her head was afterwards made, somewhat to her regret,
though she was an enthusiastic phrenologist; for the
operators robbed her of a considerable portion of her
magnificent black hair—a costly sacrifice she had no
wish to make to science, the admiration her head received
from its votaries not consoling a young lady for
the injury done to her tresses.

During her first visit to London she had an interview
with Campbell, who at that time edited the ‘New
Monthly Magazine.’ He praised her talents, and afterwards
described her to his friends as a lovely, interesting
creature, full of genius and sensibility. She had
the pleasure of shaking hands with Sir Walter Scott, of
whose works she was an enthusiastic admirer. But she
did not enter into society, for her bachelor cousin and
his niece led very secluded lives in Newman Street.
The library was, however, stored with rare books in
many languages, and portfolios filled with choice prints
and fine drawings; and she was amused and happy.
Her gifted cousin and her father’s dear old friend the
Chevalier Giese were her cicerones to public places.
The wonders of art contained in the British Museum
and National Picture Gallery made the want of lively
society little felt to an intelligent young woman. For
the first time in her life she saw a play, and was much
delighted with the representation of Shakespeare’s

LITERARY FRIENDS.
‘Henry VIII.,’ which was strongly cast, and which realised
her own vivid conceptions of the characters introduced
in that noble drama.

Upon her return to Reydon, she resumed the toilsome
uphill work of a comparatively unknown author.
She turned her attention to prose, and found in juvenile
works the means of obtaining a little ready money. In
conjunction with Elizabeth, she wrote a popular book
of this kind—‘The Rival Crusoes;’ then ‘Historical
Tales of Royal British Children,’ published by Hales;
and soon after, ‘Historical Tales,’ published by Parker.
These juvenile works made a great impression on Young
England, and readily obtained for the author and her
younger sisters admission into the juvenile annuals.
She was now becoming a popular author, and her contributions
to the annuals were generally appreciated,
and opened for her an acquaintance with many people
of literary celebrity.

In her visits to the metropolis, she found a home
with Mrs Leverton, her father’s first cousin, a widow
lady of fortune, residing in Bedford Square, under whose
chaperonage she entered into society. Here she met
Mr Sotheby, who presented her with his ‘Italy,’ and
made the acquaintance of many of her father’s family,
who till then had been personally unknown to her.
Under the care of Mrs Leverton she was able to see
many influential editors. Of these Mr Jerdan proved
a useful friend: he appreciated her talents, and always
gave her works favourable reviews. She had made the
acquaintance of the learned and eccentric Mr Mitford,
the editor of the ‘Gentleman’s Magazine,’ during a journey
in which they were fellow-travellers, and his critical
pen was likewise at her service.

The intense interest Agnes took in the struggle of
the Greeks to shake off the Turkish yoke, made her
once more apply her talents to poetry. ‘Demetrius,’

PLAN OF ENGLISH QUEENS.
though the most polished of her poems, was cut up by
Fraser the publisher in his own magazine, to the great
injury and displeasure of the author, who had rashly
published it on her own account. The cause of the
Greeks no longer interested the English nation, and the
publication of ‘Demetrius’ caused the author considerable
loss.

Agnes again devoted her talents to a prose work, to
be published upon the share account—‘The Pilgrims
of Walsingham,’ a series of tales in three volumes, of
which she retained the copyright. It produced neither
loss nor gain. The time was, however, drawing on
when she would abandon light literature for a higher
walk, for which her early education and aspirations had
prepared her.

Elizabeth, who at this time edited the ‘Court
Journal,’ had written for it some interesting biographies
of female sovereigns, which were very popular. Agnes
then conceived the idea that the historical biographies
of the Queens of England would prove a useful and
interesting addition to the libraries of Great Britain.
The sisters united in planning the work, and procured
its announcement under the title of ‘Memoirs of the
Queens of England from the Norman Conquest.’ They
lost no time in bringing their plan into operation; but
though both possessed great historic information, they
were aware that they must obtain documentary evidence
if they determined to establish their biographies upon
the firm basis of truth. While they were consulting
reliable authorities, the accession of the young Queen
presented a favourable opportunity for dedicating the
work to her. Her Majesty was pleased to accept it very
graciously, and the ‘Memoirs of the Queens of England’
was announced, with the dedication to the present
sovereign. The first volume was already prepared
for the press, when the title of their work was appropriated

THE TITLE PIRATED.
by another female author, and the sisters were
forestalled in the literary market by her publication.

Agnes was so annoyed and mortified by this incident,
that she was inclined to give the volume up. Elizabeth
considered the pirating of the title of little consequence,
as a better would be found in the ‘Lives of the Queens
of England from the Norman Conquest,’ by which the
work was afterwards widely circulated and known.
Agnes found no difficulty in disposing of the ‘Lives of
the Queens of England,’ which Mr Colburn agreed to
publish upon the share account, she being exonerated
from all risk, and dividing with him the profits of the
work. Unfortunately, she drew up the agreement herself,
and being wholly unacquainted with the technicalities
required in such instruments, supposed she had
made a good and binding arrangement for herself as
well as for her publisher. The first volume had a very
rapid sale, and the demand for the succeeding ones
being urgent on Colburn’s part, the author did not demand
the settlement as prudence required she should
have done. The second volume followed the first with
great rapidity—too great, indeed, to have been the
work of one writer alone. Agnes, always delicate, fell
into ill health, the result of intense labour, and would
have been unable to proceed with the work even if no
other cause for the delay had existed; but there was
indeed a very stringent one, that would have stopped
the pens of the sisters independent of the increasing
languor of Agnes. This was the long purposely delayed
settlement by Mr Colburn, which, when gone
into, left, from the share account of the most popular
work he had ever published, a paltry and inadequate
remuneration.

The disappointment and vexation this caused the
authors were extreme. Agnes became dangerously ill,
and she resolved to give up the continuation of the

AGNES OUT OF HEALTH AND SPIRITS.
‘Lives of the Queens of England,’ from which she
had gained much fame and no profit. Elizabeth, less
sanguine, and possessing a finer constitution and more
masculine mind than her sister, comforted and supported
her desponding partner, by assuring her “that she saw
a clear way out of the dilemma in which the unfair
dealing of Colburn had placed them.”

The publisher insisted that the work should proceed;
but how could he compel a person to write for his profit
over whom the shadow of death seemed impending, or
oblige another to do so whose name had appeared neither
in the agreement nor on the title-page? In answer to
the lawyer’s letter sent to Agnes, the certificate of her
medical attendant gave a sufficient reason for her non-compliance
with his demands upon her pen. Then Mr
Colburn, when the joint authorship was made known
to him, requested a personal interview with Elizabeth,
upon whose literary labours he had no legal claim.

Perhaps no successful author was so unfortunate as
Agnes Strickland at this trying period. She was sick
and sorrowful, her hope of ample remuneration lost,
and the prospect, if she recovered her health, of a life
of fruitless labour before her. No wonder she was sad,
with such a cheerless outlook before her.

Before complying with Mr Colburn’s request for an
interview, Elizabeth consulted an eminent barrister,
Archibald Stephens, Esq., upon the validity of the document
containing the agreement between Agnes and her
publisher. He was of opinion that the document, though
it bound her sister, could not affect her, as her name
was not included therein.

As soon as she was furnished with his instructions
and advice, she made an appointment with Mr Colburn,
who received her with great politeness, assuring her
that as her sister’s illness prevented her from proceeding
with the work, he should be satisfied by her continuing

ELIZABETH’S INTERVIEW WITH COLBURN.
it, as her literary talents were well known and
appreciated by him.

Elizabeth in reply reminded him that she had made
no agreement with him—that what she had done was to
assist her sister in the arduous labour that had injured
her health and left her in her present precarious state,
adding, “I shall do nothing for you, having signed no
document to that effect.”

This was a statement very puzzling to the publisher,
who was not aware of the joint authorship of the sisters,
and was evidently surprised and annoyed upon learning
it. After a few minutes he replied, “But if I were to
offer you a certain sum per volume, would you then
refuse to continue the work?”

“If my sister, upon her recovery, is willing to accept
your offer, I shall not refuse my assistance, but I will
not allow my name to appear upon the title-page,” was
her answer; and with this compromise Mr Colburn
was obliged to be content.

Finally, a new agreement was drawn up under the
direction of Mr Stephens, in which Elizabeth’s name
was duly entered, Mr Colburn agreeing to pay the
joint authors £150 per volume, upon which conditions
they consented to continue the work—a poor remuneration
for one so eminently important and successful as
the ‘Lives of the Queens of England.’ In the new
deed the authors forbade any corrections or alterations
to be made by any hands but their own. No official
of the publisher’s was to be allowed to introduce or
exclude a single word; nor could the copyright be sold
without the consent of the authors.

Elizabeth’s invincible dislike to seeing her name in
print was fortunate on this occasion. She had no
real reason for her aversion, for her talents were equal
to her sister’s, and her industry greater; but she hated
notoriety, and never courted it in any shape. Hitherto

AGNES AT NEEDLEWORK.
the joint authorship of the sisters has been only known
to the few, and has remained a mystery to the many;
but the veil is now to be raised, and the share taken
by each lady arranged in proper order. There was
indeed a marked individuality in the separate styles of
Elizabeth and Agnes Strickland, which ought to have
apprised the public of the fact that these royal biographies
were not all by the same hand; nor, indeed,
could one person have produced the serial volumes in
such rapid succession.

While the negotiations with Mr Colburn were proceeding,
Agnes remained in a very precarious state at
Reydon, slowly recovering from sore throat and fever;
but the prospect of a new agreement relieved her
nervous depression, and she amused herself during her
lingering convalescence with doing some ornamental
work, in which from childhood she had been a proficient.
Forbidden to write a line by the absolute
decree of her medical attendant, she found pleasure in
the use of her needle. Intensely feminine in her
habits, she was never happier than while thus employed.
Her first inquiry for the fine bâtiste handkerchief
she had been embroidering gave her sister Jane,
who was her sole nurse, great delight, as it showed a reviving
interest in sublunary affairs, of which she had
long appeared to have lost sight. This elaborate piece
of stitchery was designed by herself with the needle
alone, as she proceeded with the work, without the
aid of a pattern. It was indeed a very delicate and
beautiful imitation of point-lace, wrought in the
cambric itself, and would have been greatly valued,
and probably framed, if it had not been stolen by
an ungrateful maid some years afterwards, to the
great mortification of the artiste. As the handkerchief
progressed so did the health of Agnes Strickland,
and her family had soon the happiness of

ANNOYANCE.
seeing her restored to their society in her usual buoyant
spirits.

As every serial volume of the ‘Lives of the Queens
of England’ sold off as soon as issued from the press,
it was supposed that Miss Agnes Strickland had
realised large sums by the work. This erroneous
supposition was an unfortunate one for her, whose sole
name was on the title-page, since it subjected her to
a series of petty annoyances in the shape of begging-letters
from unknown individuals, papers requesting
donations for building hospitals, restoring churches,
and furnishing libraries. Some of her correspondents
even requested her to favour them with situations under
Government—one gentleman, whom she had known
as a troublesome child, demanding of her to procure
a snug sinecure for him. She was perfectly astonished,
as well she might be, at the ignorance and folly of
these applicants, who really were hoaxing themselves,
not her, for they had the absurdity to be in earnest.
Their cupidity did not deserve any answer, and she
gave them none; but her kindly and charitable nature
would not at first permit her to leave unnoticed and
unrelieved many moving appeals to her compassion,
till their frequent occurrence, and the repetition of the
same pathetic story, in some measure opened her eyes
to the necessity of closing her hand to unknown persons
who were continually soliciting her alms.

More than fifty letters, purporting to be from the
widows of clergymen, related in moving language the
following story, stating “that the applicant had taken
and furnished a house with the intention of keeping a
school, but not being able to obtain scholars, could
not pay for the furniture, and in consequence was
threatened with arrest.” Agnes, after contributing to
several cases of this kind, remembered that the obvious
way of meeting the difficulty would have been to send

ACQUIRES CAUTION.
back the furniture, and was strongly advised to take
no notice of the writers; and after reading a statement
in an influential paper, she became more cautious, and
confined her charity to subscriptions to valuable institutions,
and to the relief of distress in her own neighbourhood,
unless cases were recommended to her notice
by her own friends.

The continual demand for autographs was also
troublesome and expensive, but after a time she left
such requirements unnoticed unless a stamped envelope
with the address was enclosed. But a more serious
attack upon the time and patience of the worried
author consisted in questions requiring information
already given in her work. Persons, too, bored her
about their pedigrees, instead of applying to the
Heralds’ Office for the missing links they were desirous
to obtain. Such applications, however, would have
cost them money, though they could have procured
from thence the necessary information they required, if,
indeed, they had any real claim to pedigrees.

Then the success of the ‘Queens of England’ gave
rise to an immense number of royal female biographies,
most of which fell dead-born from the press, to the
authors’ or Mr Colburn’s loss. A host of plagiarists
also sprang up, who chose the same subject as the successful
work, and pillaged it without owning their obligations.
One firm, indeed, who employed a person to
write lives of the Queens of England for their magazine,
had to pay a considerable sum for appropriating
the work, which had been copied out without the
slightest attempt at alteration.

But her correspondence was not always of this
troublesome kind. Many learned and illustrious persons
sent her valuable extracts from their family
archives, or directed her attention to scarce books.
Those persons, too, of ancient name and lineage, to

VALUABLE CORRESPONDENTS.
whom she applied for information regarding their own
ancestors which could not be obtained from other
sources, readily opened their family records for her
inspection; and, in cases where no information relating
to a particular era or individual existed, returned courteous
replies to her requests, and referred her to the
quarters where it might possibly be found.
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The settlement with Colburn being now concluded, the
sisters proceeded with the volume so urgently demanded
by their publisher. Elizabeth remained in town,
whither, as soon as Agnes was able to travel, she must
also follow.

As soon as Agnes Strickland’s health was fully re-established,
she joined her sister in London, and resumed
her labours in the British Museum. She found
close employment in the proofs and revises of the new
volume, which she endeavoured, in conjunction with
her sister, to render as perfect as possible. Their joint
labours were eminently successful.

The third volume of the Queens, when concluded,
fully realised the expectations of the public; but, in
order to render the fourth volume a truthful and valuable
record of the lives of Henry VIII.’s consort-queens,
access to the State Paper Office was absolutely
necessary. Agnes Strickland’s application to Lord
John Russell for permission to examine these historical
treasures met with an uncourteous repulse. She was

AGNES DENIED TO THE RECORDS.
surprised, and somewhat indignant, but was determined
not to give the matter up, as she must examine
legal documents before commencing the biographies of
Anne Boleyn and Catherine Howard—delicate and
difficult tasks, requiring great research and considerable
tact.

Mr Howard of Corby Castle had already, in the
Howard Memorial, given our female biographers valuable
information respecting his ancestress Adelicia of
Louvaine, the second wife of Henry I. In expressing
her thanks to this learned gentleman, Agnes informed
him of her intention of presenting him with her work
as the serial volumes came out. His manner of accepting
the gift was very gratifying to her, and his
commendations induced her to apply to him for assistance
respecting the guarded documents so jealously
excluded from her examination in the State Paper
Office, which he readily granted. Sir George Strickland,
whose help she also engaged, united with him
in using their influence with Lord Normanby to
procure the admission she required. The noble Marquis
conferred the favour in a very courteous manner,
and the sisters were each given separate orders of admission
at any hour or time it might please them to
attend.

The British nation had not taken that care of the
national records that the French people had, for these
had been preserved throughout the reign of anarchy
and terror, and were beautifully and methodically arranged.
A better order of things in England had indeed
taken place, but not before an immense collection had
been destroyed by rats or used for waste-paper.

The production of the serial volumes of the royal
biographies occasioned considerable expense, as both
the authors must spend a large portion of their time in
London, in order to study authorities not to be procured

FIRST SIGHT OF PRINCESS VICTORIA.
in the country. If they had not had some independent
property they could not have found the requisite funds
for carrying on their popular work. After a time Elizabeth
took the lease of a pretty cottage in Bayswater,
near Kensington Gardens, where Agnes only occasionally
joined her studious sister. She was fond of society,
and had formed warm friendships with many persons
in whose families she was a beloved and welcome guest.

The death of King William had taken place while
Agnes was in London the year before—an event which
gave a regnant Queen to Great Britain in the person
of a princess in the early bloom of eighteen, in whose
accession Agnes Strickland had felt deeply interested.
Her Jacobite predilections did not prevent her from
being a loyal subject to the reigning family. She
venerated George III., and had regarded the young
orphan princess, the presumptive heiress of the kingdom,
with enthusiastic interest. “I went yesterday
with some ladies,” Agnes had formerly written in a
letter to a friend, “to see the Princess Victoria of Kent
return from the Drawing-room. She is a sweet smiling
girl, as yet unsmitten by the storms that ere long will
be smitten into her heart and brain by those who at
present shout loudest in her praise. She is now the
idol of the multitude; but for how long? Her joyous
days will soon be over.” Such were the reflections of
the author of the ‘Lives of the Queens of England’
while contemplating the lovely and youthful princess
who in a few weeks was to become the sovereign of the
greatest empire in the world.

Agnes was in London at the time of the proclamation
of the young and interesting sovereign, whom she
had seen a year before as Princess Victoria, a lovely
and sweet young girl in her early maiden bloom. The
grandeur of the pageant, which recalled so many historic
recollections, made a lively impression on her

THE YOUNG QUEEN.
fancy, and kindled in her bosom an enthusiastic flame
of loyalty, which indeed was shared by all; for never
had the accession of any British monarch occasioned
such a general feeling of loyal joy—no, not even that
of Elizabeth, or indeed of George III., for in both
cases strong parties were ready to oppose, if they dared,
their just claims; but round the young royal Victoria
clustered united wishes, ardent hopes, and pious prayers
for her long life and prosperous reign, which in her
merciful rule and personal example have been indeed
answered.

A year later Agnes Strickland gives, in a letter to
her sister Jane, the following brief notice of her youthful
sovereign: “I saw our fair young maiden Queen in
her diadem go in state to dissolve Parliament, and a
sweet lovely creature she looked, all smiles and animation.
It was a pleasure to see her apparently so happy.”

These brief notices will be useful to biographers in
future days, when the minutest particulars relating to
our excellent Queen will be eagerly sought for and lovingly
recorded; for Agnes Strickland was devotedly
loyal, and her Majesty could not have a more faithful
subject, however limited her means of proving her loyalty
might be.

As she particularly wished to see the coronation,
and was presented with a ticket for that august ceremonial,
rendered doubly interesting by the youth of the
maiden Queen, she was obliged to shorten her slumbers
that she might take possession of her seat in the Abbey
as early as possible. She witnessed that splendid pageant
with feelings of deep interest and admiration. It
was a touching spectacle, she thought, to behold a
youthful female sovereign solemnly pledging her faith
to her people, to rule them well and wisely. The appearance
of the maiden Queen was most interesting,
and her costume suited her style remarkably well.

THE CORONATION.
“Her fair hair, in plaits, was simply folded, and arranged
at the back of her head in a Grecian knot. She wore
the picturesque garland-shaped diadem of the Plantagenet
sovereigns, only in a lighter form, composed of
very fine brilliants set transparently, which, from their
absence of colour and pellucid brightness, resembled a
wreath of hawthorn-blossoms covered with tremulous
dewdrops.

“Surely never did any British sovereign receive inauguration
under circumstances so auspicious and imposing.
Yet she appeared serene and self-possessed
when she arose from her private devotions and seated
herself calmly in her recognition chair, round which
her lovely train-bearers were grouped in their perfect
costumes of white satin and garlands of blush-roses.
There, too, were her maids of honour in virgin white, in
attendance on their Queen. The ladies of the bedchamber,
in their matron dignity, were not less attractive in
a uniform costume of white satin and blonde, with
trains of watchet-blue, white plumes, and splendid
diamond tiaras.

“The pause between the recognition of the young
Queen and her presentation to the people by the Archbishop
of Canterbury, was broken by the whole body
of the Westminster scholars rising up and saluting
their sovereign, with the chorus, ‘Victoria, Victoria!
vivat Victoria Regina!’ Of this their old prescriptive
right they certainly availed themselves in good earnest,
proud to be the first in the Abbey to hail their liege
Lady.” Nothing seemed to Agnes more striking than
the recognition and the general acclamations that followed
the presentation of the Queen to her loyal people.

The enthusiastic loyalty of Agnes Strickland was
shared by a mighty people; but while theirs found
vent in acclamations, hers were mentally expressed
spontaneously in these lines:—

IMPROMPTU VERSES ON THE QUEEN.




Young maiden-Queen of England,

  Bright blossom of our isles,

God’s blessing is upon thee—

  On thee a people smiles.




How fondly we have watched thee

  Since that auspicious morn,

When thou to bless three mighty realms

  In happy hour wert born!




A royal child of England,

  Amidst thy people reared,

By many a precious memory

  To British hearts endeared.




Our ancient regal diadem,

  Ne’er shone so bright as now;

It boasts a light it could not lend

  To that young royal brow.




Oh may its glittering circlet ne’er

  For thee contain a thorn,

But long in glory and renown

  By thee, sweet maid, be worn!




And soon, its cares to lighten,

  In wedded love allied,

May we exulting hail thee,

  A happy, happy bride!




The mother of a mighty race

  Of kings whose deathless fame

Shall rival great Plantagenet

  And haughty Tudor’s name.




Our Alfred’s sacred lineage

  Continued still through thee,

And true-born English princes

  Victoria’s sons shall be.[1]







“I enjoyed,” remarks Agnes Strickland, “a fine view

THE CROWNED QUEEN.
of her Majesty on her return and progress through
the choir. Our Sovereign Lady now appeared in her
purple robe, her train borne as before by her eight
noble and graceful suivantes. The crown-royal was
sparkling on her head, and she supported its weight
with becoming dignity. The tender paleness that had
overspread her fair face on her entrance, had yielded to
a glow of ‘rosy celestial red,’ and this brilliant flush
added to the beauty of her countenance, and set off her
jewels and regal splendour. In her right hand she
bore the sceptre, in her left the orb, which, though
large for the grasp of her fairy fingers, she carried with
peculiar grace, moving with a firm majestic step, and
acknowledging the rapturous applause of her people
with gracious looks and smiles of satisfaction.”[2]










	
[1]


	
Published by Mr Colburn, in ‘Queen Victoria, from her Birth to
her Bridal.’















	
[2]


	
Victoria, from her Birth to her Bridal.
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The first volume of the ‘Lives of the Queens of England’
was presented by Agnes to her youthful Sovereign,
whose librarian, Mr Glover, acknowledged her
Majesty’s gracious reception of it by the following
letter:—


“Madam,—I have had the honour to submit the
first volume of your ‘Lives of the Queens of England,’
which you transmitted to me some time since, to the
Queen, and I have great satisfaction in now being able
to acquaint you that her Majesty received it very graciously,
and was pleased to honour me with her commands
to express to you how very sensible her Majesty
is of your attention in presenting it for her perusal.—I
have the honour to be, madam, your very obedient
servant,

J. W. Glover.”



Agnes Strickland was delighted by receiving this

ROYAL ACKNOWLEDGMENTS.
intimation that the august Lady to whom by gracious
permission the royal biographies were dedicated, had
acknowledged the receipt of the volume in a manner so
gratifying to the feelings of the author.

Nor was the Queen-Dowager, to whom Agnes Strickland
also sent a copy, less gracious in acknowledging
the reception of the work.


“Lord Howe presents his compliments to Miss Agnes
Strickland, and is commanded to convey the Queen-Dowager’s
thanks for the first volume of the ‘Lives of
the Queens of England,’ which Miss Strickland has
been so good as to send to her Majesty, who has received
it with great satisfaction.

“Marlborough House,

March 23, 1840.”



The presentation of any lady to the Sovereign forms
an episode in her life; and the historian of the Queens
of England, who had witnessed the coronation and
bridal procession of the Queen, was very desirous of
seeing Victoria presiding in her Court. In a letter to
her beloved friend Miss Porter, she gives the following
account of so important an event:—


“May 28, 1840.

“I have not written to you, my dearest, kindest
friend, since the great affair of my presentation, which
was beautifully arranged for me by the amiable Howards,
Mrs Howard kindly regretting that (she was
pleased to say) she could not have the gratification of
presenting me herself, but would consign me to her
venerable friend Lady Stourton, who was in all respects
one of the most distinguished ladies I could have.

“It was an agitating but gratifying day; and fortunately
I was so little embarrassed, that I absolutely forgot,
PRESENTATION AT COURT.

till I felt the train gently replaced on my arm
after I had gone through the ceremonial, nor was I
conscious of having so many yards of velvet sweeping
behind me. When my name was announced to her
Majesty, she smiled and looked most kindly. Nothing
could be more gracious than her reception of my
homage.

“Prince Albert returned my curtsey with a very
courteous bow, and I passed from the presence with
feelings of increased interest for the royal pair, but
heard the most cruel and bitter remarks uttered by
some of the ladies who had preceded me through the
ante-room, on what they styled the ungracious and repulsive
behaviour of the Queen to themselves and
others. I am sure she was all sweetness to me, and
those who thought so hardly of her had no business to
intrude themselves upon her under the pretext of paying
their homage.

“On Monday I attended the birthday Drawing-room,
and a brilliant scene it was. The Queen gave me a
nod and smile of friendly recognition when the lord-in-waiting
pronounced my name. Nothing could be more
gracious. She seemed to understand my feelings towards
her. After all was over, I joined the dear Mackinnons
in the corridor. Louisa Mackinnon looked
lovely in her elegantly fancied dress, and is really one
of the sweetest and most unaffected girls I know. You
would have liked to see me in my Court costume, violet
velvet, lined with primrose, over Brussels lace, and
white satin; and from the absence of trimming and
frippery, my nice historical dress cost less than many
of the butterfly costumes round me. It was very suitable
for the occasion, and will be useful.

“You will, I know, rejoice to hear that I have had
one of the most gratifying notes in the world from
Guizot, the French ambassador, on the ‘Lives of the

Queens.’ He has, besides, allowed me to quote this
proud testimonial to the work in the Introduction to
the third volume.

“Most ardently do I hope we may meet in town. I
rejoice to hear you are daily improving in health; and
believe me ever, with much love, your affectionate
friend,

Agnes Strickland.”



The historian of the Queens of England was much
struck by the graceful self-possession her Majesty displayed
upon every public occasion—the truest test of a
dignified mind.

HAMMERSMITH CONVENT.

As conventual life was a mystery to Agnes, it was
necessary for her, as a historian, to see the Christian
vestals and their home. She was furnished with letters
of introduction to the lady abbess, and also to Lady
Bedingfield, who was living in the convent at Hammersmith
when not on duty at Court, she being one of the
Queen-Dowager Adelaide’s ladies. Agnes gives the
following account of her visit to her sister Sarah:—


“We rang at a bell attached to a grated door, which
was opened by a nice old dear in a white hood, with a
large black scarf pinned over it like a veil. This was
the porteress, who greeted us with a smile, and immediately
ushered us into a shabby, ugly parlour, hung with
prints and paintings of saints. One represented the
embarkation of St Ursula and the eleven thousand
virgins. After a time the lady abbess came in, wearing
her Benedictine dress, black veil, and gold cross,
who seemed embarrassed at first, till a dear old nun,
whom she called Sister Josepha, came in, when her
reserve wore off, and she took us to see her chapel and
burying-ground. Then Dame Selby, the abbess, claimed
kindred with me from the Stricklands of Sizergh Castle,
and we became excellent friends.

“I was then taken to be introduced to a novice, who

had received the white veil the day before. She was
a very tall, interesting-looking person, in spectacles,
wearing a chaplet of white roses over her veil, and
a garland of flowers hung at the door of her cell. She
was very lively, and was delighted with our visit. Her
name is Sister Mary Walburga.”



LADY BEDINGFIELD.

The absence of drawers and wardrobe in her cell
surprised Agnes Strickland, who asked, “Where she
kept her clothes?” “I have none,” replied the novice,
“as an individual possession. Our vestments are
furnished from the conventual wardrobe.” When we
consider how much importance women usually attach
to dress, this regulation appears an admirable one for a
religious community, and shows a complete severance
from the things of this world; but it gave Agnes a
melancholy view of conventual life, who was rather
fond of rich attire.

“Lady Bedingfield received me with much warmth,”
continues Agnes. “She was a Miss Jerningham of
Cossey, and though seventy years old, is a very
delightful person, bright and intelligent as well as
amiable. She showed me a splendid MS. illumination
of the battle of Tewkesbury, which she copied in
the convent of Ghent. She told me how much Queen
Adelaide admired the ‘Lives of the Queens of England,’
and how delighted every one was with the work. Lady
Bedingfield’s rooms are beautifully arranged, and contain
fine paintings and many curiosities. She will give
me a MS. letter of Queen Mary Beatrice when she
returns my visit, which she means to do the first time
she comes to town.”

Agnes afterwards witnessed the profession of the
novice of the year before. “It was,” she writes, “a
very affecting spectacle. She received the black veil
from the Bishop, and pronounced her vows—vows that
dissevered her from the world—in a firm voice. The

LETTER FROM COUNT DE MONTALEMBERT.
service was interesting, and the nuns sang divinely.
After the touching scene was over, we drank tea with
Lady Bedingfield, and were introduced to the Catholic
Bishop.

“The nuns appeared cheerful and happy; they were
constantly employed—a great aid to contentment.
Some were employed in teaching their school, others
were painting or embroidering, and there was no time
left for ennui. Their profession, too, was perfectly
voluntary—it was the life they believed to be the most
agreeable to God. Friendships in convents are not
encouraged—a dreary circumstance in female life, of
which it forms a principal charm. To young women
of sensibility this can hardly fail to be a source of regret—at
least we Protestants cannot but suppose so.”

Mr Philip Howard was very useful to Agnes Strickland
by engaging in her service many of his literary
friends in France. The following letter from Charles
Forbes, Count de Montalembert, proves how much pains
he had taken to interest that distinguished gentleman
in her behalf:—


“My dear Mr Howard,—I have received the two letters
you have done me the honour to address me on the 23d
and 10th instant, but it has been impossible for me to
answer sooner, because of the very numerous public and
private avocations I have had to fulfil, and also because of
the length of time required for any sort of research like that
required by Miss Agnes Strickland.

“I have consulted several persons who seemed to me most
competent on such matters, but no one can give me any
satisfactory answer with regard to the will of Margaret of
Anjou. I have requested a member of our House of
Commons M. Leprecost, renowned for his antiquarian lore,
to search in the General Record Office for this same will,
and he has most kindly undertaken this task, but as yet he
has obtained no satisfactory result. As soon as I may hear
something favourable from him or anybody else on this

subject, I shall hasten to transmit that information to you.
It will always give me pleasure to be useful or agreeable to
you.—-With my respectful compliments to your father and
mother, I remain, dear Mr Howard, your faithful and
obliged servant,

De Montalembert.”



FRIENDSHIPS.

Agnes Strickland did not spend all her time in study.
She was fond of society, and formed many lasting and
enduring friendships among the great and good. Lady
Braye, Lady Blantyre and her charming family, Alexander
Mackinnon, M.P., and his amiable daughters;[1]
and last, not least, Miss Jane Porter, the kindest, most
useful, and disinterested of friends. But her attachments
were not limited to the members of her own
Church. The Howards of Corby Castle, and their
accomplished daughter Lady Petre, though strict Roman
Catholics, were very dear to her; and Mr Howard, and
his learned son Mr Philip Howard, were very serviceable
in the antiquarian portion of the work, as well
as in furnishing the sisters with many rare historical
documents. To her intimacy with the Howard family,
and to her own ancestral names of Agnes Strickland,
she owed perhaps the report that she was of the same
religion as the head of her own house, the Stricklands
of Sizergh, who had never quitted the ancient faith.
Now she had been the means of founding a Sunday-school
at Reydon, and when at home regularly taught
the village children every Sabbath-day, who read the
New Testament with her, and recited the Catechism
and Collects, which formed their course of instruction.
This is surely a sufficient refutation of an unfounded
assertion.

Agnes Strickland had the pleasure of seeing the
young maiden Queen open her Parliament, and was
surprised and charmed by her delivery of her speech.
Her self-possession, distinct enunciation, and sweet-toned

AGNES’S FEMININE TASTES.
voice, realised what had been so greatly admired
in Queen Anne, and had been commended by those who
had heard her long after that Queen-regnant had passed
away. For our own Sovereign Lady, among many other
accomplishments, possessed the rare one of reading and
speaking well in public. Perhaps no other young
princess in Europe could have addressed a great
national assembly with so much dignity and grace;
and Agnes Strickland was proud of her Queen. She
had come to town for this purpose, and was gratified in
witnessing this grand historical scene.

We must, however, remember that Agnes Strickland
was really more of the woman than the author. She
had a feminine love of dress and female employments,
was fond of fine needlework, and did not despise the
more useful handicrafts to which the needle is applied,
and, till she had a maid, mended her own stockings.
On one occasion of great distress she and her sister
Elizabeth sat down to make a sheet for a sick person,
which proved that the authors of the Queens were as
familiar with the use of the needle as with that of the
pen. Agnes for her especial friends would provide pretty
accessories for the toilet of her own manufacture, and
never seemed happier than when so employed. A
glance at her domestic life may not be unacceptable
to the reader.

Her lively descriptions of what she had seen and
heard during her sojourn in the gay capital enlivened
the seclusion of home, and delighted her mother and
sisters in those hours not devoted to the great work
she had in hand. In the country she made use of the
stores she had gathered from the records of many
lands, as well as those culled from British sources, and
sometimes wrote till eleven at night, but rarely was
out of her bed at twelve o’clock. She laboured assiduously
in her study till noon, when she took a walk, and

METHOD OF WORK.
usually drove out in the afternoons, or paid visits to
her friends, or visited the sick and needy. If the
weather did not permit outdoor exercise, she joined
the family circle, and employed her leisure time with
needlework. On wet mornings she sat close to her
desk. She wrote with great rapidity, having made herself
complete mistress of the life of that queen whose
biography she had in hand before commencing it; and
this judicious method greatly contributed to her success
as a historical biographer.

Her partner, Elizabeth, usually remained in town, as
it was an absolute necessity that one of the authors
should be in the metropolis while the forthcoming
volume was issuing from the press. This necessity
occasioned considerable expense, and materially lessened
the slender profits of the work. Agnes usually
joined her sister in April, and rarely quitted London
till July, when she either returned to Reydon or took
an English or Scotch tour, visiting on her way many
friends to whom her company was dearly welcome.

Colburn was very urgent with Agnes to leave Reydon
for London at this time, and she willingly complied
with his request, as she was very anxious to be
present at a ceremony the approach of which filled
every loyal heart with intense interest—the marriage
of Queen Victoria. She was aware that she could not
hope to obtain entrance to the chapel, but thought she
might, through the influence of friends, secure a ticket
for the colonnade. Charlotte, Lady Stradbroke, kindly
exerted herself on her behalf, and through Lady Fitzallan
procured one for her.

Agnes rose at an unusually early hour to be full
dressed for the occasion, and a friend lent his carriage
and servants to attend her. She obtained a favourable
place in the colonnade, whence she saw the grand procession
on its way to and return from the chapel.

QUEEN’S MARRIAGE.
The splendid bridal procession, though so striking as
a pageant, derived its chief interest from the royal
bride herself, for whose happy wedlock every loyal
heart breathed ardent wishes. It was a cold cheerless
February morning, till the sun suddenly broke forth
from gloomy clouds to shine for the maiden Queen as
she entered the chapel. The return of the procession
appeared to Agnes the most interesting part of the
pageant, for the Queen no longer walked alone in her
companionless grandeur, but with him who was destined
(to use her own beautiful and touching words)
“to make her life bright and happy.” No shadow of
that sad separation that, after years of perfect union,
was to divide by death the wedded lovers, darkened
that auspicious bridal hour. The royal pair were in
the brilliant early morning of life, in the bloom of
youth and beauty: the bridegroom triumphantly
happy; the bride serene, as if she felt she had secured
her domestic felicity in giving her hand to the accomplished
prince by her side.
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