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CLARA	–	HER	STORY	BY	HER	NEPHEW	FRANCIS	PETER	
MACIRONE	(for	an	obit	?).	Transcription		

	

Clara	Angela	Macirone	b.	1821	of	an	honourable	and	ancient	Roman	
family.	
Her	grandfather,	a	nobleman	who	dropped	his	title	after	serving	in	
the	American	War	of	Independence,	came	to	England	in	consequence,	
it	was	said,	of	having	lost	his	property	in	Italy	through	lawsuits	in	
which	he	proved	his	case.	But	being	against	the	interests	of	the	
government	he	could	not	compel	restitution.	He	came	to	England	to	
his	friend	Nathan	Meyer	Rothschild	and	became	partner	of	a	great	silk	
firm	–	again	he	lost	a	fortune	in	a	year	of	bankruptcies	caused	by	the	
Berlin	decrees	of	Napoleon	which	attempted	to	destroy	the	commerce	
of	England,	and	£20,000	were	lost	in	the	year	in	which	he	died.	The	
grandchildren	lived	a	happy	life	amidst	a	circle	of	highly	intellectual	
and	high-bred	friends,	eminent	both	in	science,	literature	and	art.	The	
home	evenings	were	somewhat	like	those	of	the	Novellos	(afterwards	
their	friends)	of	first	rate	music	and	conversation	to	which	the	
children	listened.	(	Clara	was	only	five	when	her	grandfather	died)		
The	father	was	an	enthusiastic	student.	He	had	a	very	fine	tenor	voice	
and	was	a	fastidious	lover	of	the	best	music.	The	mother	also	was	a	
cultivated	musician	so	that	the	evenings	devoted	to	Mozart,	
Beethoven,	Handel,	Haydn	and	Bach	in	a	circle	of	good	singers	and	
clever	people	were	of	great	advantage	to	the	children.	Foreign	nurses	
gave	them	a	grasp	of	foreign	languages	which	proved	of	great	use	in	
their	after	life	and	the	brilliant	society	and	beautiful	music	of	their	
home	evenings	were	an	education	as	well	as	a	relaxation	after	study.	
It	is	not	strange	with	such	a	training	that	both	sisters	should	have	
proved	eager	students	like	their	father,	the	one	of	music,	the	other	of	
painting.	But	the	father	lost	health	and	fortune	through	his	own	
generous	self-devotion	on	a	long	Eastern	voyage.	It	happened	that	he	
was	able	by	sacrificing	his	own	stores	to	save	the	lives	of	a	crew	of	
sailors,	but	he	destroyed	his	own	life.	Though	health	was	gone	
nothing	changed	the	high-minded,	honourable	character	which	made	
his	home	a	centre	of	the	loving	self	devotion	of	wife	and	children.	
Through	the	energy	of	the	mother	the	eldest	surviving	child,	Clara	
Angela,	was	sent	to	study	at	the	Royal	Academy	of	Music,	very	much	



against	the	wishes	and	advice	of	friends	and	relatives	who	told	her	
beforehand	of	lots	of	evil	!		and	reminded	her	of	a	Roman	relative	who	
showed	such	a	passionate	genius	for	music	with	an	Italian	gift	of	…..?	
and	…..?	playing	that	his	outraged	family	got	hime	shut	up	in	prison.	
This	was	not	likely	to	occur	in	England,	the	mother’s	wishes	
prevailing,	and	her	daughter	was	duly	enrolled	among	the	students	of	
the	Royal	Academy	(too	late	unfortunately	for	the	King’s	scholarship)	
Her	masters	were	Mr.W	T	Holmes	and	Mr	Cipriani	Potter	the	
Principal,	Mr	Charles	Lucas	for	Harmony,	and	composition	Signori	
Negri	and	Guglielmi	etc	and	M	J	Bennet	in	singing.	
With	such	training	and	such	home	work	it	would	have	been	natural	
for	Clara	and	her	sister	to	distinguish	themselves.	The	younger	sister,	
Emily	Macirone	rose	in	her	profession	till	she	gained	the	esteem	and	
friendship	of	some	of	the	greatest	artists	of	the	day	and	her	water	
colours	were	on	the	line	at	the	Royal	Academy	of	Painting,	while	the	
elder	appeared	with	honour	at	the	Royal	Academy	concerts	as	
composer	(see	Daily	News	1843),	singer	and	pianist,	and	at	the	end	of	
her	studies	a	testimonial	of	the	committee	was	presented	to	her	to	a	
full	audience	of	professors	and	students	and	amid	a	storm	of	cheering	
and	enthusiasm	–	the	only	instance	on	record	of	any	such	testimonial	
to	a	student	having	ever	been	made.	
By	this	time	the	responsibility	of	home	and	of	all	that	home	implies	in	
duty	and	happiness	had	come	into	the	little	hands	of	the	young	
musician.	She	made	friends	among	the	greatest	and	best	in	her	art.	
Mendelssohn	was	her	friend	and	encouraged	and	praised	her	writing	
(some	of	which	he	desired	to	be	specially	dedicated	to	him)	and	
wished	her	to	go	to	Leipzig	to	teach	at	the	Conservatoire	and	gave	her	
invaluable	guidance	with	regard	to	opera	she	was	engaged	in	
writing(?)	which	Herr	Pischek	the	warm	friend	of	the	family	wished	
to	try	out(?)	at	the	Stuttgart	theatre	and	in	which	he	would	take	the	
principal	part.	Herr	Freiligrath	was	suggested	to	write	the	lyrics	etc.	
She	had	to	give	it	up	for	her	daily	earnings	were	then	the	only	
resources	at	home	and	it	was	impossible	for	her	to	be	spared	and	go	
to	Stuttgart	and	superintend	her	work	or	go	to	Leipzig	to	teach.	
Still	there	were	anxious	times(?)	over	her	work.	A	Benedictus	with	
full	orchestral	accompaniment	should	have	been	produced	at	the	
Philharmonic	concerts	and	all	was	arranged,	but	just	before	the	
rehearsal	Herr	Pischek’s	attendance	was	commanded	the	same	
evening	at	………?	State	concert	and	the	director	of	the	Philharmonic	
refused	to	allow	him	to	sing	in	one	part	of	the	concert	only.	Therefore	
this	also	was	lost	to	her,	and	on	another	occasion	when	Mr	Santly	was	
engaged	to	sing	one	of	her	songs	at	the	Monday	Pop,	a	few	days	



before	the	concert	the	beloved	princess	of	Wales	sent	to	announce	
her	intention	of	coming	and	choosing	the	programme	(as	is	
customary)	–	so	the	whole	programme	was	changed	and	our	young	
musician’s	song	disappeared	for	a	time.	
Meantime	the	appointment	to	the	semi-chorus	of	the	‘Ancient’	
concerts	was	of	great	use	to	a	student	prepared	to	appreciate	and	
profit	by	the	great	and	sometimes	little	known	works	of	the	old	
masters	which	were	there	produced	by	the	first	singers	and	
musicians.		
A	series	of	concerts	of	her	own	(1846-64)	succeeded	in	bringing	her	
own	compositions	before	the	world.	At	these	concerts	Herr	Pischek	
and	Formes(?)	and	Mr	Santly,	Mesdames	Clara	Novello,	Dorus(?)	Gras,	
and	Santon	D’Oyley(Dolby?),	Herren	Joachim,	Piatti,	Santon	appeared	
before	excellent	and	crowded	audiences	with	financial	success,	
rewarded	her	work	and	cheered	her	home.	
Meanwhile	a	number	of	part	songs,	duets,	pianoforte	and	violin	music	
and	songs	appeared.	The	part	songs	have	been	done	very	widely	in	
England	and	America,	-	the	Battle	of	the	Baltic	by	3000	voices	at	the	
Crystal	Palace,	‘Sir	Knight’,	‘Autolycus’	Song’,	‘Ragged	and	Torn	and	
True’	by	Henry	Leslie	and	Mr	Hullah’s	choirs	and	the	Philharmonic	at	
Liverpool.	They	were	applauded	and	encored.	
Still	the	claims	of	home,	the	trials	of	home,	illness	and	suffering,	
besides	delicate	health,	made	all	larger	works,	to	which	Dr.	Pole	and	
many	other	great	critics	urged	her,	difficult	or	impossible	and	
interfered	with	her	career	as	a	pianist.	But	some	distinctions	were	
open	to	her.	She	became	professor	then	fellow	of	the	Royal	Academy	
of	Music	and	was	elected	Associate	of	the	Philharmonic	Society.	The	
….?	and	unexpected	opportunity	of	interposing	to	prevent	a	great	
slight	to	English	music	and	musicians	was	urged	upon	her	(v.	
Athenaeum	Aug.15	1891	and	Musical	Times	Nov.1	1891	–	Suite	de	
Pieces).	At	the	time	of	the	preparations	for	the	1862	exhibition	Mm.	
Aubert	and	Meyerbeer	had	been	engaged	to	write	the	incidental	
music	for	the	opening	ceremony	and	he	expression	of	her	indignation	
at	the	exclusion	of	Englishmen	(amongst	others	her	friend	Sterndale	
Bennet)	aroused	such	sympathy	in	one	of	the	members	of	the	council	
that	he	urged	her	to	write	on	the	subject	to	the	president.	With	much	
reluctance	she	complied	and	her	letter	being	read	by	the	President	of	
the	Royal	Institute	to	the	President	and	Council	of	the	exhibition,	after	
a	lively	discussion	Sterndale	Bennet	was	appointed	coadjutor	with	
the	foreigners	already	named	to	write	an	important	section	of	the	
music.	



The	inferior	and	totally	inadequate	provision	made	for	the	teaching	of	
music	in	the	High	School	when	this	arose	caused	great	feeling	in	the	
profession	which	saw	itself	set	aside	for	a	course	of	studies	possibly	
fitted	to	qualify	all	the	middle	class	girlhood	of	England	the	same	
board	school	or	High	School	teachers	but	not	for	any	other	or	better	
order(?)	
It	was	truly	felt	by	important	or	experienced	members	of	the	
profession	that	in	those	days	of	narrow	means	and	social	expense	any	
facilities	for	the	study	of	music	instrumental	and	vocal	would	be	a	
great	blessing	to	the	many,	a	great	source	of	inexpensive	pleasures	
and	a	much	needed	centre	for	the	intercourse	of	young	people	and	the	
genial	sympathies	of	musical	culture.	But	the	course	of	studies	
initiated	by	the	High	School,	their	scientific	exam,	their	high	
pressure(?)	on	dead	languages	and	unnecessary	sciences	stifled	and	
crowded	out	music	altogether.	Suddenly,	to	quote	from	High	School	
papers,	Trigonometry,	Statics	and	Dynamics,	Geometrical		……?	
Analytical	Geometry,	Physical	Science	and	Natural	Philosophy	,	
Mechanics,	…..?	and	Physiology,	Biology,	Conic	Section	(?),	Greek	and	
Latin	and	Anglo-Saxon,	Physical	Geography	and	Geology,	with	other	
similar	studies	were	sprung	upon	the	girls	of	England	while	training	
in	study	as	a	MEANS	to	Honours	not	to	solid	knowledge	has	changed	
the	atmosphere	of	girls’	lives	and	developed	the	‘new	woman’	to	
whom	home	is	a	‘quantite	negligeable’.	One	small	hand	could	do	but	
little,	but	still	it	was	thought	something	might	be	tried	to	reorganise	
the	forces	of	music	teachers	left	unemployed	on	the	cheap	and	hard	
systems	which	were	brought	forward.		
Miss	Macirone	whose	position	as	an	English	woman	musician	is	well	
known	both	here	and	in	America	founded	two	great	music	schools	in	
which	she	had	a	large	staff	of	assistant	music	mistresses,	women	
eminent	in	her	profession	like	herself,	among	whom	she	divided	the	
pupils	and	expended	her	own	energies	as	Head	Mistress	–	in	the	
careful	detailed	management	and	inspection	of	each,	and	taking	each	
pupil	from	each	assistant	mistress	now	and	then	at	regular	occasions.	
There	were	periodical	examinations	which	were	conducted	by	Sir	G	A	
Macfarren*	until	his	death	and	since	then	by	his	brother	W	Macfarren.	
At	these	examinations	various	scholarships	were	awarded	for	merit.	
Sir	G	A	Macfarren	writes	of	Hatcham	Music	School	(Musical	Times	
:February	1878),	of	the	Baker	Street	School	Sir	G	A	Macfarren	writes	
(..?	report:	July	28	1882).	These	music	school	……….?	Continued	
successfully	from	1876	to	1891	–	a	period	of	fifteen	years.	
*b.1813	studied	and	taught	at	the	RA	Music	and	succeeded	Sterndale	
Bennett	as	Principal	in	1876.	Espoused	Alfred	Day’s	new	theories	of	



harmony.	His	overture	Chevy	Chase	was	conducte	by	Mendelssohn,	who	
had	heard	it	in	London,	in	Leipzig	in	1843		
Here	follows	a	review	of	Concert	Dec(?)	1889	in	Westminster	
Times	Dec(?)21	1889.	These	schools		succeeded	so	well	that	
both	in	Hatcham	and	at	Baker	Street	the	number	of	pupils	rose	
in	each	to	between	90	and	100	and	for	about	15	years	the	
system	prospered	with	quiet	regularity	and	peace.		
In	1878	Miss	Macirone	with	her	chief	mistresses	resigned	the	
appointments	of	the	Hatcham	Music	School,	and	the	work	in	
Baker	St.	ended	in	1891	on	the	appointment	of	the	Headmistress	
of	the	High	School	who	claimed	the	control	of	the	Music	School	
which	ceased	to	exist	–	unlike	the	great	Headmaster	Edward	
Thring	of	Uppingham	who	not	only	strenuously	supported	the	
power	and		influence	of	music	in	his	school,	but	engaged	Dr	
Joachim	and	others	to	keep	up	its	love	and	enthusiasm.	
Meanwhile	her	music,	especially	her	part	songs	have	been	
spreading	wherever	English	is	spoken	and	beyond	–	for	her	
Benedictus	was	repeatedly	sung	by	Herr	Pischek	as	part	of	the	
religious	services	in	the	royal	chapels	of	Bavaria(?)	and	…….?	
(see	noteon	Benedictus	in	Glasgow	Herald	March	31	1854,	
where	the	reviewer	writes	of	her	as	one	of	the	best	known	
among	English	lady	composers	–	and	in	Athenaeum,	Daily	News,	
Standard,	Press	Observer,	Morning	Post,……?,	Musical	Times,	
Musical	Standard.	Her	‘Charge	of	the	Light	Brigade’	had	been	
sung	at	anniversaries	of	the	Balaclava	charge.	Her	pen	has	
contributes	articles	on	the	culture	and	influence	of	music	to	
various	papers.	Of	a	series	of	essays	(Nov	1984)	in	the	Girls’	
Own	Paper,	the	Musical	Times	wrote	-	‘The	Girls’	Own	Paper	is	
doing	good	service	to	the	cause	of	music	and	….?	has	been	
received(?)	for	Miss	C	A	Macirone	to	contribute	a	series	of	
essays	on	‘The	True	Mission	and	Power	of	Music’,	the	
remarkable	literary	merit	of	which	would	entitle	them	to	high	
rank	even	if	they	did		not	bear	credence	by	that	thorough	
knowledge	of	Art	which	might	be	expected	from	the	talent	and	
experience	of	the	authoress’,	under	the	heading	‘Plea	for	Music’.	
‘These	articles	clearly	demonstrate	the	great	influence	for	good	
which	intellectually	trained	executants	can	…..?		for	and	wish	
and	the	devoted	position	which	the	art	should	occupy	in	the	
scheme	of	education.	Music	truly’	says	the	writer	‘is	a	language	–	
a	living	language	-		a	language	which	written	is	intelligible	to	
students	of	all	sections	(?)	-		which	spoken	has	a	meaning	for	all	
mankind’	(Note	another	entry	in	a	work	“How	to	play	the	



Piano(?)”	is	noticed	by	the	critic	in	the	Times	from	21	?	1884	as	
follows.	Copy	extract	in	book.	)	
As	time	went	on	her	religious	music	came	more	to	the	front,	and	
the	cathedrals	of	Canterbury,	Ely	and	Durham	have	included	one	
of	her	anthems	in	their	services.	It	has	been	excellently	done	
also	in	Oxford	and	London.	Sunday	songs	and	numerous	hymns	
have	appeared	also	in	various	periodicals	and	various	other	
papers	in	…..?	
A	very	quiet	and	retired	home	life	is	an	appropriate	and	happy	
close	to	such	a	career.		
A	few	words	from	such	a	beloved	writer	and	lecturer	as	CC	
Clarke	may	be	added,	in	remembrance	of	the	genial	friendship	
which	in	after	years	made	him	and	his	so	precious	to	the	sisters.	
Extract	letter	from	C	C	C	Dec	13	63(?)	transcribed	by	Mary	C	C	
Jan	92.	List	of	works	published.	Vocal	music.	Instrumental.	
Notices	and	Life	and	Works	in	…..?		Dictionary	of	Musicians.	D	
Brown	–Biographical	Dictionary	-	……	?	Musical	Biography	and	
other	such	works.				
	

		

CLARA ANGELA MACIRONE –  
Her	Diary	1840	

1840 
Clara	Macirone	is	aged	19	and	a	student	at	the	Royal	College	of	Music.	

………………..These	first	pages,	after	reflections	upon	family	life	where	
personal	and	financial	problems	loomed,	seem	to	be	notes	which	may	
have	gone	towards	a	small	booklet	written	by	Clara,	called	Art-Student	
Life	in	the	Forties	(ie:	1840’s)	recounting	the	student	days	of	herself	at	
the	Royal	Academy	of	Music	and	her	sister	Emily.(Mimi	or	Minnie),	as	
an	art	student	

	“……..But	some	will	say,	that	picture	looks	very	sunny	and	bright,	but	
is	it	real	?	Yes,	it	was	real	–	so	far	–	of	course	there	was	suffering,	ill	
health	and	pain,	but	where	the	mother	was	so	tender	and	sweet,	and	
all	loved	and	trusted	each	other	better	than	themselves	the	‘slings	
and	arrows	of	outrageous	fortune’	held	no	poison.	(the	following	
passage	{	}	was	crossed	out)	{There	may	be,	some	day	a	revelation	
which	would	be	a	startling	one	to	many	people,	how	much	suffering	
of	real	life	is	home	made	by	temper,	pride	and	sullenness,	and	how	
great	sorrows	are	gilded	over	with	a	heavenly	light	when	love	and	



sympathy	and	perfect	trust	in	the	home	come	into	fullest		play.	Also	
public	feeling	at	that	date	was	not	acclimatised	to	the	hard	
independence	of	the	girls	of	the	present	day	–	and	the	R.A.	also	had	
not	arisen	to	the	eminence	and	trust	which	it	has	since	acquired.}	So,	
great	were	the	moanings	and	prophesyings	of	undesirable	
consequences	by	friends	and	acquaintances,	-	like	the	problems		(?)	
Mendelssohn	so	much	enjoyed	setting	(to	music?)	–	

“They	gave	me	advice	and	were	wondrous	civil	!	

	“Told	me	beforehand	of	lots	of	evil	

“With	their	advice	and	their	high	protection	

“I	should	have	died	of	want	and	dejection	

“Had	I	not	met	with	a	worthy	man	

“Who	to	succour	me	soon	began”.		

The	worthy	men,	in	the	present	case,	were	the	(RA)	masters	who	
took	a	wonderful	interest	in	the	little	creatures	who	were	so	terribly	
anxious	to	do	their	best.	

New	Page:	

Meanwhile,	over	this	home	so	bright	in	its	influence	and	so	happy	in	
the	tender	love	and	perfect	trust	which	reigned	here,	the	shadows	of	
the	coming	storm	were	gathering,	-	and	the	sweet	French	lady	who	
had	been	partly	governess	and	entirely	friend,	married		and	they	lost	
those	mornings	of	French	literature	which,	with	a	judicious	
sprinkling	of	necessary	knowledge,	formed	the	groundwork	of	her	
education,	and	gave	enough	to	nourish,	but	not	…?	or	satisfy	the	
hunger	for	learning.	

But	the	preparation	for	the	storm	brewing	ahead	was	quietly	going	
on.	The	child	had	seen	Taglioni	and	the	first	dancers	of	that	time,	and	
when	she	was	sent	to	study	under	one	of	those	wonderful	beings	
who	used	to	appear	in	a	blaze	of	light	and	the	blare	of	trumpets	in	the	
old	..??	,	she	could	not	imagine	how	such	resplendent	beings	would	
appear	to	her	in	the	daylight	of	real	life.	They	seemed	like	a	rainbow	
of	magnificent	colour	and	sound.	The	day	came,	and	to	her	
unspeakable	surprise	she	found	her	little	self	standing	before	a	grave,	
dignified	gentleman	in	sober	black,	before	whom	she	felt	she	must	
deport	herself	like	an	Empress-Queen,	(as	he	desired)	and	with	
whom	the	Minuet	became	a	poem,	only	fitted	for	the	calm	dignity	of	a	



gentlewoman	and	the	quiet	happiness	of	gentle	and	pure	natures	–	
like	her	mother.	

(here	there	is	a	gap	–	then	a	new	page,	where	we	are	into	Clara’s	diary	
of	her	experiences	at	the	Royal	Academy	of	Music,	written	around	1840	
when	Clara	was	19)	

……the	contrary.	I	felt	more	at	ease	with	W.P	and	W.H	who	I	knew	
thought	well	of	me	and	who	must	have	been	pleased	with	the	
beautiful	(?)I	took	up	thereafter	with	my	fellow	pupils.	What	I	heard	
afterwards	strangely	corroborated	what	mother	has	often	told	us	
about	assurance	and	self-possession.		The	most	impudent	(G)	and	the	
most	proud	(J)	girls	in	the	whole	Academy	were	equally	unable	to	do	
anything	required	of	them	and	both	retired	in	disgrace.	With	the	one	
the	Principal	was	very	angry,	and	she	came	out	in	a	passion	of	tears,	
(and	the	other	could	not	sing	one	note,	play	one	note	or	answer	one	
of	the	first	questions	in	Harmony).	Poor	girl,	no-one	seemed	to	pity	
her.	All	whose	principal	study	was	singing	were	to	be	examined	in	it,	
but	after	lingering	in	one	room	after	another	of	the	crowded	scene	
Miss	I	the	…….?		advised	me	not	to	go	up	so	late.	I	was	very	anxious	
on	Miss	McG’s	account,	who	we	had	heard	from	several	reports	was	
very	frightened,	but	I	saw	her	as	I	was	going	downstairs	and	ran	up	
to	her.	She	got	on	very	well	indeed,	she	said	and	smiling	with	tears	in	
her	eyes	left	me.	Then	I	went	to	C	for	my	singing	lesson,	out	of	voice	
and	very	tired	and	my	master	not	pleased,	and	it	was	delightful	to	see	
the	entire	sympathy	with	which	one	of	the	R.As	who	was	waiting	for	
her	lesson	echoed	what	the	master	had	said	when	he	found	my	voice	
deficient	in	tone	and	breadth.	Rushed	home	and	dined	and	dressed	
and	was	at	…?	by	half	past	ten	(two	?).	My	kind	old	master	said	when	
I	went	in	“Ah,	now	we	shall	go	well”	and	recommenced	the	chorus.	He	
thanked	me	for	joining	them	when	I	bade	him	goodbye	and	was	as	
kind	as	possible.	I	was	very	loathe	to	part	from	Miss	M,	but	she	said	
she	would	see	me	again	on	Wednesday	when	I	was	to	do	my	P.F	
lesson,	and	the	tickets	for	Sigismond	Thalberg’s	concert(v.google	and	
YouTube),	so	we	went	lighter	hearted	than	I	should	otherwise	have	
done.	

	

February:	Coming	out	of	the	classroom	I	saw	Miss	E	looking	quite	
distressed,	and	knowing	she	had	not	been	fairly	congratulated	spoke	
to	her,	my	heart	in	my	mouth	as	country	people	sa,	and	told	her	how	
beautifully	she	had	succeeded.	She	seemed	really	pleased	and	said	
she	was,	as	I	suspected,	ill	and	worried.	‘Few	people	know’	she	said	



‘how	much	must	be	gone	through	to	make	such	an	attempt’.	I	talked	
to	her	and	cheered	her	and	then	spoke	to	her	sister	warmly	about	
her.	She	has	such	noble	talents	and	kindness	of	heart,	that	when	I	see	
her	unkindly	or	unjustly	treated,	little	as	I	know	of	her,	my	heart	
warms	to	her	as	if	she	were	my	sister.	

	

Sunday	9th.(feb)	

Today	is	the	last	the	Queen	will	pass	before	she	leaves	the	charmed	
circle	of	her	girlhood’s	happy	hours,	the	last	time	she	goes	to	worship	
before	she	will	pass	in	state	before	her	people	to	vow	obedience,	she	
who	has	as	yet	only	received	it,	our	sovereign	lady	and	queen	and	
mistress	who	can	look	round	on	her	fair	dominions	and	claim	the	
bounden	service	even	to	the	death	of	any	of	her	hundred	and	thirty	
million	subjects,	takes	to	herself	a	lord	and	master,	will	vow	
obedience	to	will	owe	her	all	his	power	of	doing	good.		

Some	ladies	wish	her	to	leave	out	the	word	‘obey’,	but	she	will	not,	
and	she	is	right.	We	all	know	the	different	duties	of	a	sovereign	and	
wife	without	cavilling	where	the	sceptre	should	be	used	and	where	
its	sway	ceases.	Oh,	let	her	vow	to	obey,	to	feel	the	new	delight	of	
living	to	bless	by	the	yet	untried	beautiful	grace	of	obedience.	Let	her	
shelter	in	her	husband’s	love	from	the	forms	of	state	etiquette.	Which	
must	chill	her	warm	young	heart	like	a	panoply	of	ice.	Let	her,	like	a	
poor	little	bird,	fly	from	the	storms	of	cabals	of	state,	fluttering	to	her	
nest,	and	there	live,	for	love	is	life,	and	laying	aside	the	Queen,	be	the	
wife	and	forget	the	coldness	of	the	world	in	her	husband’s	smiles	and	
be	happy,	as	with	all	our	hearts	we	hope	she	will	be.	She	ought	to	
have	the	prayers	of	all,	but	especially	of	the	maiden	subjects	whose	
state	she	leaves,	with	the	sympathy	her	virtues	and	her	situation	
command,	to	take	her	station	at	the	head	of	the	dignified	band	of	
English	matrons.	Heaven	bless	her	and	grant	that	she	may	be	another	
Marie	Therese,	without	her	fate	however,	for	her	husband	did	not	do	
her	justice.	

Monday	10th.(the	wedding	day1840	Chapel	Royal	of	St	James’s	Palace)	

It	poured	with	little	intermission	till	the	procession	began.	Prince	
Albert	went	first	and	he	was	much	cheered	–	no	wonder	–	mild	and	
even-tempered	and	intelligent,	he	looks	the	perfect	gentleman	as	
well	as	the	Prince.	The	Queen	was	also	much	and	enthusiastically	
cheered	when	she	passed	from	her	palace	a	young	and	free	princess	



to	return	to	it	a	wife.	All	seemed	to	feel	for	her.	I	saw	many	
handkerchiefs	held	suspiciously	close	to	the	eyes	when	they	should	
have	been	waving	their	welcome,	and	the	low	murmur	‘God	bless	her’	
was	thrilling	from	its	subdued	intensity.	She	“the	desire	of	the	eyes,	
mindful	of	the	thousands	who	had	stood	in	the	drenching	rain	for	
hours	to	see	her,	wore	no	veil	over	her	face.	She	was	grave	and	
thoughtful	and	smiled	faintly	in	reply	to	the	emotion	of	her	people.	I	
thought	she	had	never	looked	so	beautiful.	Her	coronet	of	orange-
flowers	was	relieved	by	her	simple	dark	hair,	and	her	face	was	very	
pale	with	such	a	sweet	expression.	(I	felt	–	and	I	think	many	felt	as	I	
did,	as	if	I	loved	her	like	my	own	sister.)	We	did	not	see	her	return	for	
our	stand	broke	down	just	after	a	general	thrill	ran	through	the	
immense	multitude	when	the	first	gun	was	fired	announcing	that	the	
ring	was	put	on	her	finger,	and	the	second	when	the	priest	
pronounced	them	man	and	wife.	We	came	home	in	a	state	better	
imagined	than	described,	of	fatigue,	dirt	and	enthusiasm.	

	

Saturday	July	22nd.	

?The	R.A.	Concert	His	Serene	Highness	the	Duke	of	Saxe-Coburg	
Gotha.	The	concert	was	too	delightful	–	Mendelssohn’s	42nd.	Psalm	
whose	beauty	fascinated	me	to	tears,	the	style	so	pure	and	beautiful	
in	the	melancholy	of	my	favourite	piece.	“For	I	would	have	gone	most	
gladly”.	The	effect	of	a	continuing	pizzicato	accompaniment	to	an	air	
sostenuto	is	generally	fine	and	in	this	case	we	admired	it	particularly.	
We	saw	His	Serene	Highness	very	well	but	neither	Queen	Adelaide	
nor	Prince	Earnest	came.	Miss	Jones	played	very	well	indeed	and	
Miss	E	sang	her	‘non	piu	mesto’	finely,	very	finely,	as	I	was	anxious	
she	should.	

The	next	day,	discussing	the	concert,	they	criticised	Miss	E	(as	testing	
her	they	do)	very	severely,	till	I	could	bear	it	no	longer	and	spoke.	
“What!	did	you	like	her	singing	?”	said	my	fellow	pupil	turning	round	
sharply.	“Yes,	very	much”	said	I,	determined	not	to	see	her,	or	
anyone,	so	ill	used.	”	I	think	she	sang	beautifully,	very	beautifully”,	
and	perhaps	astonished	at	my	boldness,	they	were	silenced	for	that	
time.		

The	superintendent	meanwhile	asked	me	whether	I	would	put	my	
name	down	for	the	Ancients	(RA	Concerts)	and	having	consulted	my	
House	authorities	I	decided	and	signed.	



Wednesday	26th.	

Commanded	to	sing	before	Lord	Burghersh	(Clara’s	sponsor)and	
waited	amongst	the	confusion	and	bustle	till	near	4	?	and	then	was	
called	to	the	piano	but	was	not	at	all	frightened,	indeed	was	far	
happier	to	sing	before	a	kind	and	very	good	judge	than	in	the	Class	
before	the	ladies.	He	and	Miss	Campbell	seemed	very	pleased	and	
Lord	B	spoke	to	me	very	kindly	for	some	time	and		W.B.	accompanied	
and	seemed	pleased.	Poor	Miss	Mc.G.	got	excused	for	she	was	very	
frightened.	

Saturday	29th.	

While	taking	my	lesson	the	superintendent	came	in	and	told	me	the	
Ancients	affair	was	decided,	not	by	trial,	but	those	who	lead	classes	
were	elected	as	a	recompense.	My	master	did	not	seem	very	pleased	
and	I	was	rather	disappointed	for	I	had	made	so	many	plans	with	my	
9	guineas.	As	Mrs	Townley	says	“What	infinite	pretty	things	might	a	
woman	of	spirit	do	with	nine	guineas”,	but	I	went	and	congratulated	
the	others.	

Italian	Class.	Then	the	superintendent	informed	me	to	my	horror	and	
amazement	that	Lord	Burghersh,	having	taken	a	fancy	to	my	
pronunciation	which	he	had	remarked	on	Wednesday,	and	in	due	
consideration	thereof	had	appointed	me	to	the	command	of	a	class.	
She	said	she	thought	I	would	have	four	pupils	and	give	them	an	hour.	
Directly,	Betty	L,Miss	Mac	and	D.S?.	

begged	to	be	in	my	class,	J.E.	too,	so	I	should	not	mind	but	for	the	loss	
of	time.	But	the	next	day	I	learnt	that	I	was	to	have	10	pupils	in	my	
classes,	-	five	from		12	to	1.0	and	five	from	1.0	to	2.0.	The	lists	were	
made	out	and	I	had	the	choice	of	two	sets,	for	Miss	D.L.	was	also	
elected	–	one	set	for	Tuesdays	and	Fridays	and	one	for	Wednesdays	
and	Saturdays.	I	could	not	alter	the	pupils	or	days	so	chose	the	
Tuesdays	and	Fridays	as	Miss	Macready	was	there	and	I	longed	to	
have	one	kind	face	among	them,	and	she	longed	to	be	with	me,	and	in	
the	afternoon	Miss	D.L.	and	I	the	two	Italian	??	professors	stood	by	
the	superintendent	as	she	went	over	the	list	to	the	pupils	one	by	one	
and	told	them	when	they	were	to	attend,	and	thereby	came	a	slight	
storm,	for	waiting	for	our	revered	Harmony	master	in	the	concert	
room	Miss	D	spoke	of	the	Italian	class,	and	the	chaplain	coming	in	I	
asked	him	if	I	could	not	get	off	my	new	appointment	and	he	advised	
very	kindly	my	writing	or	speaking	to	Lord	B	but	said	he	doubted	my	
success,	as	he	thought	Lord	B	wished	me	to	take	it.	Miss	D	said,	I	



suppose	to	moderate	my	vanity	“Oh,	Miss	O	and	several	others	had	it	
offered	to	them,	and	had	got	off	because	they	would	not	take	it”	and	
sending	other	little	amiable	hints	which	I	would	not	take;	but	when	
the	superintendent	came	in	while	Mr.L	was	giving	a	lesson,	I	said	to	
her	“Knowing	the	rules	of	the	R.A.	I	should	scarcely	have	thought	of	
trying	to	escape,	but	since	Miss	O	and	others	had	refused……”,on	
which	she	turned	sharply	round	and	having	asked	my	authority,	
asked	Miss	D	on	what	authority	she	had		said	this.	

On	the	contrary,	she	said	that	Lord	B	wished	for	me	and	that	she	had	
objected,	saying	it	would	take	so	much	of	my	day	time,	but	he	
answered	that	it	was	the	rule	of	the	R.A.	that	she	should	contribute,	
and	that	there	was	no	other	who	would	take	it	as	well	as	I,	but,	she	
said,	‘as	soon	as	there	was	anyone	who	could	my	class	should	be	
divided’.	Much	more	she	said	which	I	enjoyed	in	silence,	for	though	I	
had	not	taken	it	I	had	felt	the	slight.	

The	Italian	class	turned	out	very	well	and	I	liked	it	exceedingly.	My	
pupils	were	very	docile	and	attentive,	but	Miss	Macready	alone	
worked	well	as	I	had	foreseen.	She	is	so	loving	and	good	to	me.	In	the	
morning	with	air	fresh	and	pure	as	if	it	were	from	paradise,	the	long	
walks	are	a	delight,	while	I	go	along	learning	‘Paradise’	and	‘The	Rite’	
and	other	lovely	poetry.		

My	masters	are	so	kind,	though	I	am	often	so	weak	and	faint	as	to	feel	
what	it	is	to	summon	all	one’s	physical	strength	to	finish	a	song	or	a	
piece.	They	were	all	most	kind	even	when	I	seemed	so	little	to	
deserve	their	indulgence,	as	one	morning	when	I	had	been	more	faint	
and	tired	than	usual,	I	was	astonished	to	find	my	Counterpoint	which	
I	thought	faultless,	full	of	mistakes,	some	blank.	Mr.	L.	opened	his	
eyes	as	he	found	error	after	error,	and	at	last	in	a	tone	more	kind	and	
even	more	intimate	than	he	had	ever	used,	said,	as	he	looked	up	full	
in	my	face	and	smiled,	‘Why,	what	have	you	been	thinking	of	?’	He	
spoke	so	kindly	that	I	felt	so	happy	to	think	that	my	master	cared	for	
his	pupil.		

The	last	concert	for	the	season	came	and	the	room	was	immensely	
crowded,	no	inch	of	space	in	the	passages	and	even	the	window	seats	
filled.	To	crown	all	Prince	Albert	came,	stayed	to	hear	my	Lord	
Burghersh’s	Battle	Symphony	and	then	left	to	our	sorrow.	But	the	
concert	went	off	very	well	and	the	chorus,	which	I	had	begged	Mr.	L	
to	let	us	sing	once	more	before	the	concert	and	which	we	had	only	
tried	once	(Mozart’s	fugue	O	Lord	Jehovah	We	Bow	Before	Thee)	



went	finely.	So	much	for	enthusiastic	work	under	a	fine	leader	and	
the	spur	of	a	hard	emergency.	

Then	came	our	last	Music	and	Harmony	lessons.	All	masters	most	
kind	and	the	Principal	good	as	always	to	me.	We	were	all	turned	out	
of	the	Concert	Room	for	the	boys’	(?)	examination	by	Mr.	P.	who	
spoke	so	kindly	to	me,	and	it	looked	funny	to	see	the	little	flock	of	
petticoats	following	their	master,	while	he	and	the	Principal	laughed	
at	the	curious	effect.	We	went	to	the	Chaplain’s	room	and	some	of	us	
posted	ourselves	at	the	doors	to	hear	the	boys	examined.	W.R.	
laughed	and	shook	his	head.	“Ah”,	said	he,	“You	will	hear	enough	of	
that	tomorrow”.	We	were	quite	beyond	beyond	in	madcap	spirits	and	
hunted	out	an	R.A.	book	of	past	pupils,	came	to	the	master’s	name	
and	found	the	description	apposite.	‘Very	Highly	Distinguished	
violoncello	player,	Conductor	at	Ancient	Concerts,	Composer	etc.etc.’.	
So	one	suggested	writing	‘Very	True’	and	signing	our	names	down	
the	margin,	where	we	did	underline	the	‘Very	Highly	Distinguished’	
and	the	‘Very	True’,	amidst	a	subdued	commotion	of	laughter	which	
attracted	Mr.	L’s	notice.(Charles	Lucas	–	orchestra	conductor	at	RAM	–	
later	its	Principal)	Notwithstanding	all	his	enquiries	he	could	not	
discover	what	was	the	matter,	till	roused	to	distraction	by	the	
unseemly	uproar	he	came,	and	moving	the	papers	with	which	we	had	
hastily	concealed	our	enthusiastic	effusion,	discovered	the	book	and	
we	fled	like	scared	chickens	to	a	corner	and	laughed	outright	–	to	say	
truth,	so	did	he.	We	had	plenty	of	excitement	that	morning,	for	when	
he	left	he	did	so	followed	by	a	Miserere	Chorus	of	supplicants.	“Pray	
Sir,	have	mercy	on	us,	pray	have	pity	on	us”.	All	followed	chanting	the	
same	dirge	save	I	myself,	and	I	laughed	knowing	I	should	have	a	good	
report,	for	it	was	not	long	since	Miss	W.	had	told	me	under	seal	of	
secrecy	that	he	said	when	I	had	left	the	classroom	and	they	were	
talking	about	me,	that	“Really,	she	did	her	rhythm	extraordinarily	
well,	excessively	well”,	and	this	from	him	who	rarely	notices,	rarely	
praises.	

July	21st.	R.A.	Examination.	

W.H.	and	B.	(?)	were	to	take	me	in,	but	being	very	weak	and	faint,	lay	
down	and	went	late,	for	it	was	not	expected	to	be	over	till	9.0,	and	
when	there	found	poor	Miss	L.	sitting	with	Miss	M.	in	the	schoolroom.	
They	had	both	been	in	hysterics.	Meanwhile	I	could	not	go	in	alone	
and	no-one	would	go	in	with	me	while	a	certain	Miss	H.	was	there,	
whom	we	got	out	by	a	ruse	de	guerre.	The	room	was	awful		-	sixteen	
or	seventeen	professors	round	the	piano	besides	Sterndale	Bennett	



and	the	Principal	(Cipriani	Potter)–	a	long	row	of	ladies	nearly	the	
length	of	the	room	going	up	one	by	one	to	this	circle	of	judges.	

I	was	not	frightened.	My	Harmony	master	was	not	there	and	the	
Principal	I	knew	was	my	friend.	I	waited	long	for	Mr	Holmott	(?)	(my	
piano	?	master)	who	had	been	very	anxious	about	me	and	had	
continually	enquired	for	me.	They	were	at	last	tired	of	waiting	for	
him	and	I	went	up	and	sang	the	recitative	of	Cara	Diva	which	pleased	
the	Principal	very	much	indeed.	I	was	in	good	voice	and	sang	my	best,	
stimulated	by	their	praise	and	the	consciousness	I	could	do	my	
masters	and	myself	credit.	And	then	Mr.	B.	insisted	gently	on	my	
singing	the	slow	movement	of	Santi	Affetti	which	pleased	them	still	
more.	Then	I	played	most	of	Hummel’s	Concerto	in	A	Minor,	and	the	
Principal,	not	asking	me	one	question	in	Harmony,	when	I	could	have	
showered	all	the	French,	German,	Neapolitan	and	Italian	6ths.	on	him		
without	mercy,	asked	me	to	modulate.	He	was	very	pleased,	said	
some	of	my	Counterpoint	and	Rhythm	exercises	were	very	good	and	
sent	me	out	glorious.	I	always	loved	Examinations.	

R.A.	Ball.	

Very	like	other	balls.	Still	the	scene	was	very	pleasant	and	though	the	
supper	was	tedious,	save	for	the	toasts	and	speeches,	yet	when	we,	
Miss	Louise	Bendrin(?)	and	I	walked	up	and	down	the	stone	terrace	
that	runs	along	the	top	of	the	stairs,	the	great	hall	looked	beautiful	in	
the	subdued	light	and	the	air	was	as		cool	and	sweet	as	Paradise,	and	
the	rest	and	being	with	her	whom	I	so	respect	and	trust	was	very	
pleasant.	After	supper	Mr.	Lucas	came	to	take	care	of	me	and	then	Mr.	
Patey	who	sympathised	deeply	about	our	Harmony	master.	He	said	
Mr.	Lucas	was	a	glorious	master.	He	never	knew	anyone	like	him,	and	
we	had	a	very	pleasant	dancing	conversation	down	a	country	dance,	
which	from	the	richness	of	the	dresses	and	the	number	of	ladies	and	
gentlemen,	all	going,	was	quite	a	beautiful	sight.	It	was	no	joke	to	go	
down	head	long	in	the	Triumph	with	fifty	couples,	twice	down	the	
two	long	rows	for	each	couple.	

It	is	the	prettiest	dance	I	know	and	my	favourite	of	all.	I	was	tired	out	
before	I	got	to	the	bottom	and	Mr.	Lucas	whom	I	took	down	in	turn	
near	the	bottom,	observed	how	tired	I	was	and	Mr.	Patey	said	he	
would	take	care	of	me.	The	figure	is	very	pretty	when	the	lady	takes	
down	every	gentleman	in	turn,	her	partner	following,	and	returns	
giving	each	a	hand,	while	their	two	arms	make	an	arch	over	her	head,	
which	is	very	exhausting.	The	Chaplain	congratulated	me	as	did	
others	on	my	examination,	and	the	Miss	Taylors,	the	superintendents	



of	our	side,	were	very,	very	kind.	We	bade	all	goodbye	for	the	
holidays	and	came	away	when	full	day	at	5.0	o’clock,	had	tea	and	
coffee	and	rode	home	in	the	delicious	morning	air,	breathing	
perfume,	and	the	houses	sitting	against	the	sweetest,	bluest	sky	that	
ever	shed	its	beauty	on	a	summer	morning.	

Saturday	25th.	

Went	first	time	to	Chapel	rehearsal	and	found	it	extremely	agreeable.	
Miss	Steele	was	very	kind	and	when	there	was	a	duet	in	the	Anthem	
Mr.	Lucas	looked	round	and	gave	me	the	second	part.	We	sang	it	
twice	together	and	it	went	very	well,	We	got	a	round	of	applause	and	
our	leader	seemed	pleased.	The	Chaplain	was	very	kind	and	told	me	
of	an	appointment	which,	in	consequence	of	Lord	Burghersh’s		
recommendations,	was	offered	to	me	–	a	situation	as	resident	
governess	of	music	and	languages	in	a	very	high	family,	as	rich	as	
Croesus,	and	intimate	friends	of	my	Lord,	with	a	very	high	and	
increasing	salary.	In	fact	I	might	ask	my	own	terms.	He	said	such	an	
offer	would	not	come	again	for	years.	It	was	most	advantageous	in	
every	sense,	and	I	was	the	only	lady	in	the	R.A.	competent	to	fill	it.	
Lord	Burghersh	had	spoken	so	highly	that	I	had		only	to	step	into	it	if	
I	chose.	I	did	not	at	first	know	it	was	resident,	but	as	soon	as	Miss	
Taylor	spoke	to	me	she	said	‘would	I	like	to	leave	Mama?’.	I	then	saw	
what	it	was	and	declined	it	immediately	and	decisively.	Miss	Taylor	
was	extremely	kind	and	approved	of	what	I	had	done,	for	she	could	
no	more	part	with	me	than	I	with	her.	At	the	Chapel	Service	Miss	
Steele	was	very	kind	and	encouraged	me	very	much	and	Mr.Lucas	
turned	round	and	said	‘very	well’	in	a	low	voice	to	us	both,	which	
should	have	been	all	for	Miss	Steele,	but	he	looked	at	me,	and	Miss	
Taylor	afterwards	came	and	spoke	so	kindly	to	me	and	said	first	
times	were	always	nervous	and	bade	me	goodbye	for	the	holidays.	I	
went	on	to	Brompton	to	meet	the	C’s	who	never	came	and	returned	
home.	A.very	angry	at	my	leaving,	but	I	had	promised	Mama	to	be	
home	and	I	have	never	disappointed	her	yet	and	never	will	if	
possible,	

August	1.	

These	Chapel	services	and	rehearsals	are	very	delightful	with	such	
fine	music,	and	to	sing	with	the	organ	the	works	of	Tallis	and	Gibbons	
and	Purcell	and	Mendelssohn	and	such	others	is	so	reviving.	
Mr.Lucas	asked	me	when	I	was	going	into	the	country	and	when	I	
told	him	asked	if	two	or	three	days	made	a	great	difference,	to	which	
I	said	‘No,	not	very	great’.	I	said	I	would	stay	Sunday	if	he	wished	it.	



‘Well,	do’,	he	said,	‘pray	do,	we	shall	want	you	excessively’	in	such	a	
very	kind	tone	of	voice,	no-one	would	have	resisted	it,	not	even	the	
most	worn	out	and	longing-for-the-country	student	of	the	now	
deserted	R.A.,	so	I	said	I	would	immediately	with	pleasure.	‘Then’,	he	
said,	brightening	up,	we	shall	see	you	on	Saturday’.	I	bowed,	and	
bidding	his	dear	little	boy	goodbye,	(he	and	I	were	intimate	friends),	
came	home.	With	the	next	chapel	rehearsal	and	the	Sunday	service	
the	season	ended,	I	broke	down	entirely	and	was	off	to	the	country.	

	

September.	

I	was	restored	and	strengthened	by	the	loving	holidays,	sea	air,	riding	
on	Pug	the	delightful,	-	there	was	a	mutual	attachment	between	that	
most	amiable	of	quadrupeds	and	myself	-	,	luxuries	of	various	kinds,	
very	pleasant	and	most	indulgent	society	of	well	bred	and	high	bred	
people,	all	that	could	make	a	holiday	refreshing	to	body	and	mind.	

Thursday	10th.	

There	was	a	commotion	in	the	Harmony	class	–	one	master	going	
away	for	a	fortnight	to	some	never	to	be	sufficiently	d…..?	school,	and	
we	all	too	evidently	detested	the	idea	of	another	master	for	it	to	be	a	
success.	So	Mr.Lucas	told	Kitty?	to	take	the	harmony	and	I	to	give	the	
counterpointists	his	lessons	while	away.	I	protested	and	when	in	
Miss	Taylor’s	room	he	was	signing	his	reports,	I	asked	him	to	give	me	
an	Associate	as	Kitty	was	to	have	Miss	Porley	?.	When	I	asked	why	he	
would	not	give	me	one	as	well,	he	said	(before	Miss	Taylor	and	
Mr.Seguier	?),	‘Because	I	don’t	know	anyone	else	capable	of	it’	–	and	
that	of	me!	poor	little	me	–	I	was	fairly	out	of	my	wits	for	joy.	Then	a	
delightful	evening	at	the	Bowerbanks	and	best	of	all	a	quiet	walk	
home	with	Mr.	Bowerbank	(Fellow	of	the	Royal	Society,	naturalist	and	
palaeontologist)	to	see	us	safe.	He,	though	such	a	great	man,	always	
talks	sensibly	and	with	such	a	grace	of	kindness	that	though	we	were	
so	tired,	we	wished	our	walk	a	great	deal	longer.	

Saturday.	

Have	spoken	to	Miss	Taylor	about	entering	C’s	class	if	Mr.B	does	not	
return,	for	I	have	a	right	to	have	a	f……?	master	in	singing	–	my	
principal	study.	I	will	never	leave	Mr.	B	if	he	returns,	for	to	him	I	owe	
my	voice	and	he	deserves	the	credit	of	what	he	has	created-	in	fact	he	
has	a	right	to	it.	It	is	as	much	the	proficiency	of	his	pupil	is	his	fortune	
as	the	gold	for	which	he	stipendates,	and	it	is	as	much	a	robbery	to	



cheat	him	of	the	one	as	of	the	other	and	I	was	startled	to	find	how	
rich	and	strong	my	voice	sounded	with	him…?	when	we	sang	a	duet	
together.	

Meantime	Papa	wants	me	to	give	3	hours	a	day	to	Italian	during	the	
holidays.	I	have	agreed	but	do	not	see	how	it	is	possible.	It	must	come	
out	of	my	exercise	and	meal.	I	have	no	time	but	that.	

How	strongly	some	people	confide	in	me	their	new	student	anxieties.	
One,	a	very	nice	girl,	walked	back	with	me	as	far	as	Rathbone	Mews	
and	seemed	to	look	to	me	for	advice,	and	said	she	was	advised	not	to	
be	intimate	with	any	of	the	students-	simple	to	tell	me	so.	I	said	she	
was	perfectly	right,	though	there	were	many	amiable	and	lady-like	
girls	at	the	R.A.		

At	my	lessons	my	masters	still	very	pleased	–	still	working	hard	till	
late	at	night.		I	love	headaches,	am	pleased	when	I	am	giddy	and	my	
poor	little	head	turns	round	and	when	my	eyes	will	not	keep	open	
and	so	I	practice	with	them	shut,	for	then	it	is	clear	I	cannot	do	more	
and	I	am	satisfied	with	myself.	My	happy	time	is	the	lovely	walk	in	
the	fresh	morning	air	to	the	R.A.	and	in	the	evening		when	I	practise	
alone	in	‘the	dark’	–	and	then	I	am	so	happy	that	no	extent	of	
practising	seems	hard	work,	no	fatigue	painful.	To	me	work	when	I	
am	alone	is	not	labour,	walking	is	not	fatigue,	annoyance	becomes	
pointless	and	vexations	disappear.	

Monday	7th.	

Extremely	satisfactory	from	Mr.	Holmes.Mr.	Lucas	is	very	kind	but	
impenetrable	for	a	VS.	Kitty	says	she	is	sure	he	either	does	not	know	
how	to	make	a	V,	(in	which	case	we	should	all	be	most	happy	to	give	
him	a	lesson),	or,	he	has	not	time,	which	might	be	easily	obtained	by	
coming	two	minutes	sooner.	Miss	Katz	comes	and	sits	by	me	at	my	
class	and	we	watch	the	reports.	Miss	R	has	not	had	a	VS	yet,	which	we	
regret.	She	is	being	good	and	works	so	hard.	Also	there	are	storms	
ahead	for	Miss	A	is,	we	are	sorry	to	see	very	cavalier	towards	the	
chaplain	and	she	will	suffer	for	it	sooner	or	later.	

Friday	11th.	

Began	my	dear	class,	which	I	love	more	and	more.	Miss	L,	as	I	was	
sitting	nearly	alone	between	the	two	classes	came	to	beg	me	not	to	
turn	her	away,	and	I	was	just	thinking	how	sorry	I	should	be	to	lose	
her.	The	Italian	master	wants	her	very	much,	but	she	won’t	go.	



A	brilliant	afternoon	after	my	classes,	hearing	Mme.	Sulcher	(?)play	
with	the	orchestra	in	the	concert	room,	and	we	were	in	the	seventh	
Heaven	–	the	room	a	blaze	of	light	filled	with	professors	and	
inclusives.	We	not	in	the	chorus,	stood	at	the	open	door	and	rejoiced.	

Examination	morning.	

Up	at	five	and	worked	hard,	with	interval	of	breakfast	sat	amidst	the	
exited	and	anxious	population	of	home	–	went	off	with	a	substantial	
protector	for	the	coming	hours,	which	consisted	of	a	delicious	little	
veal	pie	Mama	had	made	for	me.	(Somebody’s	luggage	was	in	this	
case	very	satisfactory)	and	Miss	Birch	said,	as	she	smiling	surveyed	
Kitty	and	I	refreshing	our	weary	souls	with	that	meal,	she	never	like	
any	veal	pie	except	her	mother’s,	at	which	sentiment	we	cheered	her.	
The	Examination	was	very	much	like	the	last.	We	had	a	little	
prologue	of	Mr.	Lucas’	class	but	I	had	taken	up	no	exercises,		having	
taken	an	elegant	birds’	eye	view	of	the	whole	matter,	for	preparation	
of	the	coming	crisis,	but	was	asked	no	questions,	only	sat	by	my	
master	trying	to	learn	all	he	said.	Then	they	brought	the	books	for	
reading	at	sight,	and	then	he	took	up	a	score	and	told	me	to	play	it-	in	
vain.	I	perceived	?	I	couldn’t	and	said	I	could	try.		“make	try	then”	and	
he	helped	me	and	was	very	kind.	When	Mr.Potter	(the	Principal)	
came	in	and	they	all	fled	(?)	Miss	Read	and	I	who	remained	by	our	
good	master	,	they	alone	began	discussing	some	abstruse	point	in	
Harmony	and	we	two	stood	by	the	fireplaces.	It	was	of	no	use	to	wish	
to	stay	and	have	our	Examination	over,	for	Miss	Taylor	(the	
Superintendent)	came	in	with	a	party	of	6	or	8	and	we	were	turned	
out	and	had	to	linger	about	the	flurried	crowd	in	the	red	and	other	
rooms.	When	we	at	last	were	called	in	I	was	nervous	and	troubled	
though	not	frightened,	but	it	was	fearfully	cold	and	I	was	so	tired.	I	
was	not	asked	one	question	in	Harmony	and	Mr.	Potter	liked	my	A…?	
and	was	as	always	most	kind.	Came	home	ill.	

Then	came	the	Ball	which	was	very	brilliant	but	the	pleasantest	time	
was	a	long	chat	with	Mme.	Sulcher	who	was	delightfully	agreeable	
and	intelligent	and	made	me	wish	like	Portia	to	be	a	thousand	times	
more	so	than	I	was,	and	she	spoke	so	charmingly	of	our	dear	friend,	
my	glorious	German	master	Mr.	Bernays	(?)	.	And	then	was	a	
pleasant	rest	in	the	Chaplain’s	room,	where	the	whist	party	was,	-	the	
warm,	quiet	room,	with	its	dark	hangings	and	furniture	was	such	a	
relief	to	the	glare	and	noise	without.,	and	I	could	be	of	some	use,	as	
Miss	D.	the	grand	manager,	was	in	pain	with	her	foot,	and	I	could	take	
some	little	care	of	her.	Mr.	Lucas	said	the	Chaplain	had	given	him	a	



hint	that	it	would	be	very	acceptable	for	him	to	show	the	Lady	
Superintendent	down	to	supper,	which	he	had	no	inclination	to	do,	
but	rather	to	cut	and	run,	which	I	highly	opposed.	But	looking	for	her	
as	he	did,	when	he	half	repeated	his	stern	determination	to	leave	her	
to	her	fate,	her	sister	said	she	was	engaged	which	seemed	lucky	(?)	
though	I	found	out	he	had	not	meant	to	leave	me	to	the	mercy	of	any	
youth	who	might	do	me	the	honour	of	handing	me	down,	but	offered	
me	the	arm	which	was	disengaged.	I	had	to	run	back	for	the	pretty	
swansdown	tippet	dear	Mama	had	lent	me,	and	it	was	needed,	for	the	
air	was	very	cold	down	the	great	staircase.	There	was	a	crowd	of 
servants	to	see	us	all,	and	a	pretty	procession	we	were	I	dare	say.	The	
supper	was	pleasant,	speeches	and	all.	It	was	only	too	short	(and	it	
lasted	two	hours!)	I	was	so	taken	care	of	and	amused,	between	Mr.	
Elliott,	our	dear	old	sight-singing	master,	who	is	as	kind	as	he	looks,	a	
perfect	beam	of	benevolence,	and	Mr.	Lucas.	We	talked	of	travelling,	
of	music	and	many	things	and	amongst	(?)	the	business	I	had	to	
speak	of	my	Anthem,	which	he	had	already	seen	to.	It	was	a	very	
pretty,	animated	scene.	We	were	at	the	bottom	of	the	table	in	Mr.	
Lucas	place	and	there	was	a	long,	brilliant	row	of	people	up	to	the	
cross	table	at	the	top	where	the	Committee	sat	and	the	cross	tables	at	
the	bottom.	The	supper	was	splendid	and	the	room	very	elegantly	
lighted	and	decorated	and	there	was	such	a	feeling	of	kindness	and	
concord	that	it	was	quite	pleasant	to	be	there.	There	was	much	
speechifying	and	enormous	cheering	when	Mr.	Lucas’	health	was	
toasted,	still	more	for	Sterndale	Bennett.	It	was	over	at	last	and	I	was	
so	sorry.	I	knew	that	would	be	the	pleasantest	part	of	the	evening,	
though	I	was	engaged	all	the	rest	of	the	evening.	everything	beautiful.	
If	anything	could	have	revived	me	it	would	have	been	this	dear	
kindness.	Mama	got	everything	ready	for	me,	tea	and	all	that	could	be	
most	pleasant	and	my	dearest	sister	kept	herself	awake	till	2.0	
o’clock	and	was	up	again	at	4.0	to	keep	a	good	fire.	I	tried	to	write	my	
harmony	instead	of	going	to	rest,	but	it	would	not	do,	for	I	was	unfit	
for	anything	but	crying,	and	that	I	did	from	mere	exhaustion.	

	

There	was	a	very	pleasant	Chapel	rehearsal.	Although	I	was	in	good	
voice,	I	was	too	anxious	to	please	my	master	not	to	be	nervous,	
though	there	was	scarcely	anyone	in	the	chapel,	and	trembled	sadly	
the	first	time,	but	was	better	the	second.	He	didn’t	say	the	word	of	
praise	for	which	I	tried	so	hard	only	‘Very	well’	in	an	ordinary	way	–	
though	my	voice	told	better,	I	felt	in	the	large	chapel	than	in	the	
room.	Miss	M	told	me	she	should	love	her	master	all	her	life	for	the	



real	kindness	he	showed	her	at	the	Examination.	She	said	no	one	
could	feel,	unless	they	had	seen,	how	kind	he	was.	He	sang	her	song	
for	her,	spoke	to	Mr.	Potter	telling	him	she	was	entirely	his	pupil	and	
keeping	up	her	courage	in	every	way.	“Just	like	him”	we	all	said.	
Leaving	the	church	all	together	we	had	to	go	over	to	the	R.A.	for	the	
duet	we	had	to	sing	the	Sunday	after	next.	Some	pupils	had	gone	on	
first	escorted	by	the	Chaplain	and	I	followed.	My	master	asked	where	
I	was	going	and	so	walked	with	me	to	take	care	of	me,	and	when	
there	they	turned	into	the	Chaplain’s	room	and	I	to	my	own	side	for	
Miss	Taylor	–	but	not	finding	her	wandered	about	in	the	piercing	cold	
sans	fire,	sans	anything,	and	at	last	mustered	courage	to	tap	at	the	
Chaplain’s	door,	and	there	they	were	all	in	that	comfortable	room	
round	the	fire,	the	authorities	standing	their	hands	in	their	pockets	
and	the	ladies	sitting	cosily	in	armchairs	near	the	fire.	The	very	look	
of	the	room	was	warming	and	cheering,	so	I	went	in	and	chatted,	till	
some	evil	spirit	persuaded	that	kind	librarian	Mr.	Goodwin	to	ask	for	
me	and	I	had	to	go	to	the	library.	After	I	had	done	the	business	I	did	
reach	?	the	house	without	regret.	I	have	often	been	so	happy	there	-		
as	I	am	everywhere.	

More	I	see,	more	I	feel	that	neither	M	nor	I	must,	for	Mama’s	sake	as	
well	as	our	own	lose	a	minute	in	trying	to	get	on	to	be	independent.	
Some	days	we	cannot	help	ourselves.	Mama	had	a	great	deal	to	do	of	
preparation	for	tomorrow	Christmas	Day,	and	we	could	not	see	her	
work	away	for	us	and	not	try	to	help	her.	We	felt	that	if	future	duties	
for	ourselves	interfered	with	present	ones	to	her	they	must	be	left.	
We	know	and	are	sure	we	ought	to	do	all	we	can	to	make	her	happy.	
True,	we	have	other	duties,	but	that	is	the	first	and	holiest,	and	then	
will	come	the	one	of improving	ourselves.	I	don’t	think	that	now	we	
should	care	at	all	for	riches,	some	just	enough	to	make	Mama	
comfortable	and	allow	our	masters.	We	never	think	of,	or	never	
attach	any	idea	of	happiness	to	the	possession	of	them,	some	to	give	
or	to	losing	?	for	we	had	as	lieve	be	in	a	plain	room	as	in	a	splendid	
one.	Fame	we	do	not	care	for	and	are	equally	certain	that	happiness	
does	not	depend	on,	and	is	but	little	influenced	by	it.	So	one	may	set	
less	score	by	it	than	even	in	the	gold	which	is	sometimes	so	much	
prized	–	for	the	latter	may,	and	will	if	properly	used,	make	the	
happiness	of	others,	and	by	that	and	by	conquering	the	selfishness	
that	would	turn	it	to	our	own	uses,	help	us	to	Heaven	and	the	love	of	
the	good	on	earth.	Fame	can	be	of	little	use	save	that	of	example,	
stimulating	others	to	perfection	in	arts	that	do	not	always	bring	



happiness,	and	its	use	on	ourselves	is	intoxicating,	often	dangerous.	
Why	then	do	we	work	?	

To	help	Mama,	to	give	ourselves	the	future	advantage	mental	and	
social,	of	independence,	the	present	invigorating	one	of	labour,	to	
give	a	good	example,	to	do	our	duty.	God	help	us	to	do	that,	and	fame	
and	wealth	may	go	elsewhere	for	all	we	care.	

On	the	way	home	from	church	Mr.Lucas	and	his	dear	little	girl	
walked	with	us,	while	she	slipped	and	slid	beside	him	trying	to	get	a	
word	from	her	father	whom	she	loves	so	passionately,	but	seldom	
getting	beyond	“Ah,	rogue”	and	making	the	most	of	that.	If	we	had	
known	she	was	to	leave	the	home	so	soon	for	the	better	land	for	
which	she	was	so	fit,	should	we	have	loved	her	more?	I	don’t	think	we	
could,	for	there	was	a	charm	of	purity	and	delicate	sensitiveness	to	
all	that	was	loving	and	bright	that	won	our	hearts	very	quickly,	and	
she	was	so	like	her	mother	whose	love	and	kindness	was	so	much	to	
us.	Much	as	we	reverenced	our	dear	Master,	it	was	in	nothing	more	
strong	than	in	watching	the	firm,	stern	hand	with	which	he	kept	in	
order	unruly	and	undisciplined	girls	who	would	have	broken	all	
bounds	in	their	constant	intercourse	with	one	of	whom	they	thought	
so	much.	I	would	have	sung	Hallelujah	and	did	often	in	silence,	as	I	
thought	of	that	tender,	delicate	wife	so	trusting	and	loving	in	his	
constant	absence,	busy	as	a	Queen	in	her	well	ordered	home,	and	
making	that	home	so	sweet	and	bright	for	his	return,	and	saw	the	
quiet	dignity	with	which	he	kept	his	class	in	order.	In	fact	he	had	long	
refused	to	teach	on	our	side,	but	showed	he	was	quite	equal	to	the	
occasion.	

Meantime,	ah!		meantime		mother	paid	me	the	sweetest	compliment	I	
had	to	cheer	me,	saying	she	so	often	wished	she	had	been	or	could	be	
my	pupil.	She	would	so	have	loved	learning	of	me	and	thought	she	
would	have	excelled	then.	But	how	she	did	excel	in	all	that	makes	a	
gentlewoman	delightful	–	in	tenderness	and	humbleness	of	mind,	
perfect	unselfishness	and	goodwill	of	heart.	Her	daughters	might	
vainly	try	to	reach	her	in	these,	and	in	that	sweetness	of	disposition	
which	made	Lord	????with		“Ah,	blest	with	temper	whose	unclouded	
ray	

																					Will	make	tomorrow		sunny	as	today”		

Someone	writes	“We	must	become	what	we	adore,	and	be	angels	on	
earth	before	we	can	hope	to	be	angels	in	heaven”.	So	my	birthday	
came	and	mother	sitting	up	with	me	wished	me	the	congratulations	



of	the	next	year	while	my	tears	were	still	flowing	fast	for	the	last	one.	
The	earliest	prayer	I	recollect	as	a	very	little	child	was	‘laissez-moi	
mourir	avant	que	d’etre	jeune	(?)”.	And	her	kindness	made	me	
sadder,	for	she	had	spent	so	much	for	a	book	for	me	as	if	I	needed	any	
assurance	of	her	love	and	my	darling	had	been	denying	herself	to	
give	me	a	very	handsome	purse,	accompanied	by	a	lovely	little	??	and	
a	not	more	sensible	???	than	nine	hundred	and	ninety	nine		out	of	a	
thousand	birthday	letters.	

Thursday:	

-spoke	to	my	masters	on	my	giving	lessons	and	Mr.Holmes	praised	
me	so	highly	and	spoke	so	affectionately	and	generously	about	me,	
saying	I	was	sure	to	succeed,	and	not	only	to	my	utter	amazement		
fixed	my	terms	for	these	lessons	to	a	guinea	but	promised	me	his	
support	and	said	he	had	no	doubt	he	could	get	me	into	a	very	good	
connection.	He	said	I	should	soon	have	my	hands	full	when	once	I	
started	and	that	he	could	get	me	a	large	connexion	if	I	would	take	a	
country	one,	but	that	would	take	up	time.	He	praised	me	till	I	blushed	
into	fever	heat	and	Mr	Lucas	too	was	very	kind,	liked	one	of	my	
chants	very	much	(the	better	one)	and	I	am	to	copy	it	into	the	chapel	
books,	and	liked	my	Te	Deum.	

Miss	A	beckoned	me	into	the	room	and	asked	me	if	I	would	hear	her	
play	sometimes.		I	was	very	surprised	but	the	gratification	I	might	
have	had	from	being	chosen	was	much	diminished	by	the	reflection,	
that	most	likely,	others	whom	I	suggested	as	more	capable,	had	been	
previously	asked	and	that	I	was	applied	to	as	being	more	tractable.	I	
said	I	should	be	most	happy,	but	in	truth	I	do	not	like	this	lady,	
should	dislike	her	enmity	but	dread	still	more	her	intimacy.	Distance	
is	the	talisman	that	keeps	me	safe	from	many	dangers	of	hourly	strife	
and	factions	and	the	only	effective	one.	I	hope	I	shall	never	have	a	
fool	for	an	enemy,	but	as	a	friend	he	is	worse.	

Our	dear	old	friend	Dr.	Bernays	wrote	me	a	most	kind	letter	and	
advised	me	to	do	many	things.	He	was	very	anxious	I	should	dress	
handsomely.	However	I,	-	how	could	I	meet	my	Lord	and	Master	in	
the	street,	and	answer	if	He	looked	at	me	and	asked	how	mother	was	
taken	care	of	and	home	left	provided	for.	I	will	do	what	I	can,	but	her	
wraps	are	more	to	me	than	rich	robes	and	her	comfort	infinitely	
dearer	than	any	splendour	for	myself.	

Rehearsal:	



Rehearsal	for	Mme.	Srelchers	?	concert	after	Italian	lesson.	I	ran	over	
and	froze	in	the	Concert	room,	heard	beautiful	music	and	
Mme.Srelcher	looked	as	if	she	wished	very	much	to	speak	to	me,	so	I	
left	my	chair	by	the	fire	and	stood	beside	her	while	we	chatted	.	Came	
home	half	frozen	at	half	past	six,	not	having	had	any	food	since	
breakfast,	and	only	heard	the	last	part	of	Bach’s	glorious	triple	
concerto.	

Brilliant	party.	

The	first	in	my	professional	life.	Miss	A		helped	me	to	get	ready	and	
dressed	me	as	if	I	were	her	own	child,	and	sent	me	off	in	style.	When	I	
went	up	into	the	brilliant	drawing	room	there	was	only	one	young	
lady	there	so	we	were	quite	happy	and	looked	over	prints	and	
chatted	over	all	things	going	on.	Then	the	evening	was	very	pleasant	
–	I	extremely	elegant	and	bright	and	I	was	in	capital	voice	and	not	at	
all	frightened	or	nervous	when	I	sang,	though	there	were	so	many	
there.	The	pleasantest	part	of	the	evening	was	a	delightful	
conversation	I	had	with	Mr.B,	the	rector	of	our	chapel,	a	good	old	
man	who	was	so	charmingly	clever	he	made	long	….?	bright	and	
interesting	and	didn’t	leave	me	when	once	we	began	talking	till	I	
went	away	–	except	when	our	kind	host	took	me	down	to	supper.	
There	was	a	very	agreeable	man	there,	one	I	really	wished	to	speak	
to.	There	was	a	frank	good	humour	and	honesty	and	bravery,	that	
embellished	a	face	on	which	nature	for	nearly	fifty	years	had	done	
her	work.	I	was	anxious	to	get	close	and	hear	him	speak	to	me,	quite	
in	vain	–	they	were	setting	up	for	me	and	I	told	them	all	about	my	
debut	in	a	new	circle	of	fashionable	society.	I	t	was	so	different	from	
what	I	had	imagined	–	they	were	all	people	accustomed	to	hard,	
honourable	and	dangerous	work	and	the	freshness	and	interest	was	
absorbing,	of	speaking	with	and	knowing	old	friends	of	‘The	Duke’	
who	could	tell	me	all	about	the	Peninsula	and	Waterloo	–	people	who,	
like	my	grandfather,	wore	swords	and	could	use	them,	and	who	were	
trained	to	risk	their	lives	and	give	them	for	their	honour	and	their	
country.	One	could	breathe	freely	and	happily	in	an	atmosphere	like	
that,	and	the	remembrance	of	the	old	sword	trusted	to	my	care	I	kept	
so	religiously,	seemed	an	unseen	link	between	us	all.	

Playing	with	the	Band.	

Kate.	

Tuesday	16th.	Practised	six	hours	but	before	I	went	Kate,	an	old	maid	
of	grandmama’s	who	had	served	her	well	and	faithfully	came	to	ask	



for	some	old	wraps	if	Mama	could	spare	them.	She	has	been	nearly	
starving	this	winter	who	was	used	to	all	plenty	and	had	scarcely	
clothes	to	wear	for	herself	and	her	children.	Almost	all	the	little	food	
she	had	she	gave	to	them	for	as	she	told	me	with	a	mother’s	look	‘I	
could	not	see	them	go	without.’	She	has	had	to	work	like	a	slave	to	
get	the	little	that	would	keep	life	in	them	at	shirt-making	,(for	four	
pence	a	shirt!)	and	yet	in	spite	of	all	this,	I	thought	she	was	nearly	to	
be	envied	for	her	husband	loves	her	dearly	and	is	unceasingly	kind	
and	good	to	her,	is	irreproachable	in	conduct	both	abroad	and	at	
home,	and	firm	in	the	practice	of	all	the	virtues	of	a	man,	a	father	and	
a	husband.	She	looks	proud	even	in	her	rags	when	she	spoke	of	him	
and	of	his	constant	care	and	watchfulness	for	her,	and	of	his	going	
out	though	weak	and	ill,	to	work	he	was	not	fit	to	do	from	anxiety	for	
her.	I	told	her,	and	I	felt	what	I	said,	that	there	were	many	ladies	who	
rode	in	carriages	that	would	give	their	fortune	to	be	able	to	say	so	
much	for	their	husbands.	What	she	answered	was	I	thought	very	
wife-like,’Yes,	Ma’am,	but	there	are	not	many,	if	there	are	any,	like	
him’.	

Then	to	rehearsal.	Found	Miss	Taylor	our	Superintendant	quite	ready	
for	me	and	had	just	time	to	dress	and	get	perfectly	ready	and	not	
enough	to	get	in	a	flurry,	when	I	was	called	in	-		ran	off	and	
summoned	Miss	Taylor,	Miss	Morley	?,	Miss	Stick	?and	Miss	
Thompson	(that	was	now	Mme.	Terroni	?)	who	came	in	with	me	to	
the	crowded	concert	room,	and	I	sat	long	enough	in	that	period	to	get	
over	all	nervousness	while	they	waited	for	Mr.G	the	violoncello	
player	who	at	last	came	in	amidst	a	shower	of	hisses.	It	all	went	on	
pretty	well	for	there	was	no	one	there	to	care	for,	no	first	rate	judges,	
neither	Mr.Cipriani	Potter,	Monsieur	?	Cromer	?	nor	Mr.	Lucas,	but	
towards	the	end	Sterndale	Bennett	came	in	and	then	when	they	
asked	me	to	play	again,	I	refused	till	the	great	man	himself	begged	me	
to	play.	Then	I	went	to	the	piano,	up	went	the	violin	bows,	crack	went	
the	orchestra,	and	while	he	turned	over	the	scores,	I	knowing	
everything	which	he	appreciated,	every	note	would	tell,	played	with	
all	my	heart	better	than	I	had	ever	done	before.	It	reminds	me	of	
what	my	mother	told	me	of	a	concert	where	More	?	led	and	Paganini	
was	to	play,	which	began	,(it	was	a	very	warm,	crowded	room)	in	a	
very	sleepy	fashion	when	suddenly	an	awakening	light	flashed	
through	the	orchestra.	More	started	and	led	as	if	he	were	inspired,	
and	mother	looked	to	see	what	was	the	matter.	Only	Paganini	had	
come	in.	



At	the	Harmony	class	Miss	xxx	announced	herself	to	Mr.	Lucas	as	the	
Subgoverness.	I	felt	keenly	and	I	saw	he	felt	as	I	did,	on	the	treachery	
of	the	matter,	but	I	can	do	nothing.	Then	went	to	the	Ancients	
rehearsal	as	a	substitute	for	Miss	L	and	was	put	into	the	worst	place,	
but	it	was	quite	fair,	as	I	was	the	latest	appointment	I	had	only	a	half	
share.	Miss	A	warned	me	of	the	enmity	I	should	meet	with,	because	
they	wanted	another	to	get the appointment	but	I	took	her	attention	
for	what	it	was	worth	and	will	not	make	enemies	by	treating	those	
who	remain	courteous	to	me	as	such.	Having	thought	much	on	he	
manner	in	which	I	ought	to	behave	to	one	who	certainly	has	behaved	
ill.	though	not	to	me,		I	come	to	the	conclusion	neither	to	give	offence	
nor	to	take	it	unnecessarily.	

Friday	26th.	

Up	at	6.	Practised	till	half	past	one	and	then	went	to	rehearsal	and	
had	the	satisfaction	of	wasting	two	hours	and	being	dismissed	
without	any	rehearsal	at	all.	Then	was	kept	on	the	steps	of	Bolton	
House	for	more	than	an	hour	by	a	driving	rain,	my	Chancellor	of	the	
Exchequer	advised	waiting	instead	of	taking	a	cab,	and	so	I	said	
‘Caius	Gracchus’	and	watched	a	group	of	children	who	were	on	the	
sheltered	steps	and	admired	the	good	feeling	evident	among	them.	
One	of	them	was	a	blind	boy,	and	he	was	far	better	dressed	than	the	
others,	was	perfectly	clean	and	neat,	though	his	clothes	were	much	
mended	and	re-mended,	and	was	treated	with	such	care	and	
fondness.	There	was	quiet	peace	in	his	face,	and	tenderness	in	the	
touching	care	the	others	took	of	him.	

By	the	bye	H.B.Richards	begged	my	permission	to	dedicate	a	piece	of	
music	to	me	of	all	persons	and	students	in	the	world.	I	was	very	
surprised,	and	said	so,	but	gave	it	of	course.	It	is	a	distinction	as	he	is	
the	best	pianist	of	the	R.A.	

Monday	29th.	

Te	Deum	

Took	up	my	Te	Deum	to	Mr.Lucas	for	the	last	time,	and	having	
worked	hard	and	anxiously	to	please	him,	cheated	my	piano	lessons,	
stolen	time	from	my	singing,	being	glad,	wickedly	when	cold	
prevented	my	singing,	worked	late	and	early	to	gain	one	kind	word	of	
praise	and	a	look	of	downright	pleased	approbation,	and	should	have	
been	more	than	rewarded.	All	I	got	was	“Well”.	I	was	anxiously	
waiting	for	the	rest,-	at	last		“That	is	very	nice	–	in	some	places”.	Here	



was	enthusiasm	!	However,	that	is	something,	but	I	will	earn	more	
than	that.	

Wednesday.	

Somehow,	between	my	lessons	given	and	those	at	the	RA	could	not	
get	any	breakfast,	and	should	have	gone	without	but	that	I	felt	
mother	would	be	angry	and	so	mustered	self	indulgence	and	got	two	
eggs	and	a	roll,	and	tea.	Our	superintendent	Mrs.	Cramer	gave	me	
leave	to	have	them	boiled	in	the	R.A.	and	I	had	my	al	fresco	breakfast	
in	the	passage	to	the	garden	while	I	heard	William	Tell,	and	the	warm	
summer	air	come	floating	by	under	the	deep	blue	heavens,	bringing	
angels’	thoughts	with	it.	

Under	the	care	of	the	Superintendent	our	grand	rehearsal	went	well	
and	quietly.	Miss	M	sang	extremely	well,	with	a	soft,	sweet	voice	and	
good	taste.	Miss	L.B.	played	well	but	not	so	well	as	I	hoped	for	her	-	
not	with	fire	or	genius,	and	she	is	so	sweet	and	good	and	such	a	lady	I	
was	so	ambitious	for	her.	Perhaps	she	was	not	well.	

Saturday	June	?	3	

The	Concert	went	well.	Mr.Lucas’	music	very	well.	We	all	sang	and	
played	our	best	for	our	master’s	music.	The	Prince	came.	He	has	lost	
some	of	his	beauty	and	what	was	called	‘interesting’	appearance	with	
the	‘Sober	certainty	of	waking	bliss’.	He	looks	much	too	exquisitely	
comfortable	for	a	hero	of	the	romantic	kind.	

They	tell	me	Miss	M	practises	12	hours	a	day	and	I	heard	it	with	more	
pain	than	I	should	have	felt	for	such	a	trifle.I	never	manage	to	work	
12	hours	a	day	somehow.	Walking	to	and	fro	the	R.A.	and	my	pupils,	
teaching	and	my	classes	with	the	R.A.	do	hinder	home	work	and	yet	
they,	and	the	rehearsals,	sight-singing	classes,	concerts	all	are	
perfectly	necessary.	However,	as	some	one	says,	‘there	is	a	future	left	
to	all	men	who	have	the	virtue	to	repent	and	the	energy	to	atone’	

Monday.	A	Tragedy.	

I	took	up	a	long	coda	for	a	Jubilate	to	my	master	who	liked	it	very	
much	and	then	went	into	the	Superintendent’s	room	to	get	to	the	
bottom	of	a	matter	we	could	not	understand.	Miss	J	had	complained	
to	her	that	she	had	missed	many	lessons,	whereon	Mrs.	Cramer	
sorted	out	the	reports	and	showed	them	to	her,	signed,	whereon	this	
energetic	young	rebel	suggested	meekly	I	must	have	signed	without	
attending,	an	insult	I	could	not	pass	over,	as	Mrs.	Cramer	knew	I	



could	appeal	tot	the	whole	Academy	as	to	whether	I	could	do	an	
action	so	scandalous	and	dishonourable.	The	Superintendent	was	
most	kind	and	I	begged	the	pupil	might	be	removed	immediately	
from	my	class,	and	we	went	into	the	inner	room,	as	we	both	agreed	it	
must	be	well	looked	into	for	my	sake.	So	on	leaving	my	Harmony	
Class	we	went	over	the	last	Half	Year’s	report	papers	and	found	out	
the	clue	–	too	long	to	give	here	–	but	it	was	all	right,	and	the	young	
person	who	had	injudiciously	given	us	so	much	trouble	was	never	
again	to	be	allowed	to	darken	the	doors	of	my	happy	class.	Miss	J	
afterwards	denied	having	used	such	expressions	and	begged	to	be	
allowed	to	come	back	to	me	and	be	forgiven.	Which	of	course	I	did	
most	willingly	accede	to.	

While	we	were	in	the	last	act	of	this	tragedy	in	came	Mr.	Lucas	and	
signed	his	reports,	to	him	and	to	us	enters	Sterndale	Bennett	for	the	
same	urgent	purpose	and	we	formed	a	cheerful	trio	round	Mrs.	
Cramer	who	was	perfectly	pleased	and	satisfied.	I	liked	her	way	of	
setting	thoroughly	to	work	–	and	now	she	is	going	–	Alas	!	

Tuesday	

On	the	way	to	play	my	Concerto	with	the	orchestra	met	Sterndale	
Bennett	at	the	door,	who	very	kindly	stopped	me	and	told	me	he	had	
the	score	of	my	Concerto	and	would	have	much	pleasure	in	lending	it	
me.	He	is	always	kind	and	generous,	so	glad	to	help,	and	so	courteous	
in	the	manner	of	it	–	as	William	of	Wykeham	says	‘Manners	maketh	
man’	.	How	very	much	pleasanter	the	world	would	be	if	this	were	
more	thought	of.	How	some	people	make	everything	they	do	gracious	
and	pleasant.	Prince	Albert	truly	said	how	an	artistic	temperament	
needs	the	summer	air	of	courtesy	and	kindness	to	expand	in	and	
develop	its	latent	powers.	His	manners	are	so	kind	and	considerate,	
writing	of	him	reminds	me	of	the	time	his	R.H.	first	arrived	and	he	
was	to	come	to	our	concert.	We	were	all	ready,	a	crowd	of	happy,	
excited	girls	filling	the	rooms	overlooking	Hanover	Square,	and	some	
of	us	near	the	door.	The	kind	old	Duke	of	Cambridge	came	along	the	
passage	with	his	suite,	and	stood	waiting	the	signal	of	the	Prince’s	
approach.	For	some	mysterious	reason,	possibly	known	to	my	
guardian	angel,	he	seemed	to	notice	me	and	came	up	to	me.	I	curtsied	
low	of	course,	with	a	glance	at	the	gorgeous	star	and	blue	ribbon	
which	meant	so	much.	“Should	you	like	to	see	the	Prince,	my	dear	?’	
were	the	words	that	met	my	surprised	ear.	“Oh,	very	much,	your	
Royal	Highness”	I	murmured.	“Well”	he	said,	smiling	very	pleasantly	
“just	put	your	hand	on	my	own	and	come	with	me”.	So	with	a	twitter	



of	pleasure	and	excitement	he	took	me	along	the	private	passage	to	
the	head	of	the	grand	staircase	just	in	time	to	hear	the	arrival	and	see	
the	Prince.	It	was	a	face	one	would	never	forget	–	so	young,	
chivalrous	and	noble,	with	a	goodness	and	firmness	that	were	like	
anchors	to	our	hopes	for	our	Queen’s	happiness	and	so	perfectly	the	
gentleman	and	the	Prince.	

I	felt	so	much	as	if	in	a	dream	when	I	felt	all	that	that	expression	
meant	to	our	dear	sovereign.	However	I	was	soon	roused	out	of	it	for	
the	Duke	turned	to	me.	“Well”	he	said,”	isn’t	he	a	handsome	young	
man”.	Oh,	I	thought,	and	so	much	more,	but	would	only	say	“Yes,	your	
Royal	Highness”	and	I	regained	my	companions	still	dreaming	and	so	
happy	for	I	thought	I	saw	the	Queen’s	life	so	supported	and	shared,	
so	guided	and	loved.	I	thanked	God	for	having	given	her	such	a	rock	
midst	the	troublesome	waves	of	this	world.	

Thursday 15 
Took	up	my	Jubilate	to	Mr.Lucas	and	he	was	quite	pleased	and	
remarked	that	my	first	verse	movement	was	like	my	Te	Deum	one,	at	
which	I	was	equally	pleased	and	surprised	to	find	that	he	recollected	
it.	He	was	very	kind	and	cordial	and	I	had	a	delightfully	long	lesson	
all	by	myself.	

“The	President”	missing.	

Yet	we	had	all	been	out	of	spirits	and	anxious	many	days,	as	everyone	
was,	for	the	arrival	of	the	missing	ship	‘The	President’.	Day	after	day	
is	passing	and	we	have	no	news.	The	‘heart	of	the	city’	is	heavy	and	
everyone	is	eager	for	news.	A	vessel	was	seen	off	Liverpool	which	
could	not	come	in	for	the	tide	but	news	were	expected	from	her	and	
when	a	number	of	boats	put	off	to	her	through	a	stormy,	misty	night,	
all	Liverpool	was	in	a	ferment,	from	the	crowds	on	the	shore	to	the	
beating	hearts	by	the	firesides.	She	was	found	to	be	‘The	Oriental”	
from	Alexandria.	Mrs.	Power	sends	down	to	the	dock	every	half	hour,	
as	a	compassionate	merchant	told	Papa,	and	her	name	is	passed	from	
mouth	to	mouth,	all	feeling	her	agony,	and	anxious	for	her	and	our	
relief.	Power	is	on	board,	the	only	Englishman	.	

Friday	16	

At	S…?	the	first	question	asked	was	for	‘The	President’	but	they	had	
sad	forebodings		-	alas	realised	–	no	news	came	to	the	watching	and	
waiting	crowds,	to	the	desolate	and	anxious	home	of	the	ill-fated	
vessel.[Added	later	?	For	nine	months	the	wife	refused	to	allow	any	



tokens	of	mourning	,	for	the	hope	of	some	news	of	the	husband	and	
father	kept	her	lingering	on	in	troubled	anxiety.	Old	sailors	said	long	
after	that	the	ship	was	built	too	long	,	too	much	for	speed	and	too	
little	for	safety,	and	that	her	back	was	suddenly	broken			and	she	
went	down	without	a	struggle.]	

Monday	19	

Poor	Mrs.	Power.	Her	husband	is	not	returned	and	there	are	no	news	
of	him.		

Ancient	Concert.	

My	darling	walked	all	the	way	with	me,	merely	to	be	with	me,	so	
pretty,	so	sweet	and	intelligent	as	she	is.	The	dearest	company	
without	which	I	seem	only	half	myself,	and	she	works	hard,	all	day	
long	in	that	dull	studio	that	slight	child	alone.	And	she	gets	very	tired.	
We	parted	at	the	R.A.	door	and	she	had	to	return	alone,	but	the	angels	
will	take	care	of	her	as	they	do	of	us	both.	Crossed	the	square	with	
our	veils	and	shawls,	but	I	doubled	my	veil	so	that	starers	could	not	
see	me	laugh	at	our	equipee.	The	Concert	was	brilliant,	but	poor	Miss	
D	was	very	frightened,	so	I	managed	to	speak	for	her	to	Mr	Lucas,	
whose	seat	was	next	to	mine,	to	ask	him	to	encourage	her,	as	one	
word	from	him	does	more	for	any	of	us	than	a	hundred	from	anyone	
else,	so…….?very	finely	and	…….	?very	sweetly	without	any	….?	not	
even	a	shake.	

Saturday	

To	a	grand	party	at	Col.J’s.	Off	at	half	past	nine	wondering	if	I	should	
have	to	seek	out	my	hostess	or	be	alone	till	they	came	up,	for	I	had	
unpleasant	reminiscences	of	a	look	from	A	when	she	asked	how	I	had	
been	received	and	if	they	had	shaken	hands,	and	when	I	said	no,	no	
one,	I	felt	what	she	meant	though	they	had	been	so	kind	to	me.	But	
this	time	all	was	changed.	I	rather	dreaded	the	entrée	into	the	
splendid	drawing	rooms,	but	no	sooner	was	my	name	announced	
than	Colonel	J.	came	forward	and	met	me	at	he	door,	taking	both	my	
hands,	and	led	me	to	his	wife	who	shook	hands	also	most	cordially	
and	introduced	me	to	Mrs.	Col.	J	with	whom	we	chatted	for	some	
time	while	tea	was	brought	up	for	me.	My	host	would	hand	me	to	the	
piano	every	time	I	sang	and	was	most	kind	and	polite,	so	indeed	was	
every	one.		

He	would	not	go	down	and	lead	the	way	to	supper	till	his	nephew	
handed	me	down	and	sat	nigh	me	and	took	care	of	me	at	supper	time,	



and	then	they	wanted	me	to	go	up	to	the	drawing	room	and	stayed	
with	me	in	the	little	room	while	I	was	wrapped	up	and	shawled	and	
put	me	safely	into	the	little	carriage	which	came	for	me,	sending	his	
own	servant	to	see	me	safe	home,	besides	the	home	reward	?	rest	for	
me.	I	could	not	write	of	all	the	respect	and	kindness	I	received	from	
every	one.	Does	this	mean	future	independence	and	help	for	home	?	
God	helping	us.	I	hope	so.	

We	have	the	best	physician	in	the	world		-	but	he	is	very	anxious	
about	me	and	I	am	to	be	under	strict	orders	to	take	an	
unconscionable	quantity	of	food,	sleep	in	the	middle	of	the	day	and	
recreation	as	much	as	possible.	Meanwhile	no	news	of	the	‘President’.	

Friday.	

A	glorious	rehearsal	at	the	R.A.,	found	the	orchestra	full	and	
Sterndale	Bennett,	H.B.Richards	and	a	row	of	Dons	there	round	the	
piano,	professors,	strangers	and	pupils.	They	inspired	me	and	I	felt	
strong	and	dashed	at	the	music	from	high	spirits	and	pleasure,	had	a	
delirious	(?delicious)	piano	?,	the	orchestra	accompanied	beautifully	
and	after	I	had	finished	H.B.	was	extremely	kind	and	stopped	me	on	
the	landing,	giving	me	a	running	commentary	on	the	music,	marked	
it,	and	gave	me	many	ideas	on	it	.	He	was	a	long	time	talking	while	
everyone	was	passing	and	re-passing,	and	I	wonder	what	the	
mischievous	thought	of	it.	How	little	they	know	–	but	the	luxury	was	
leading	that	orchestra	with	Sterndale	Bennett	to	praise	and	announce	
me.	About	a	week	ago	I	began	to	be	terrified	and	then	I	thought	I	was	
sure	that	my	Lord	would	help	me	and	give	me	strength	and	courage,	
and	a	load	was	taken	off	my	mind	from	that	hour.	

Thursday.	

Grand	Rehearsal.	

The	last	rehearsal	came	in	the	Honour		S..?	rooms.	The	piano	on	the	
ground.	The	platform	with	all	its	horrors	will	come	fresh	on	me	
tomorrow.	Almost	all	the	big	wigs	were	there.	

	

There	are	no	further	pages.		

	



CLARA’S HANDWRITTEN NOTES AROUND 1893?     
Where	I	have	guessed	a	word	there	is	a	question	mark,	sometimes	
with	a	bracket.	Where	I	cannot	even	guess	there	is	a	dotted	line.	My	
own	few	interjections	are	in	italics.	

Clara	was	obviously	concerned	in	later	life	to	leave	an	account	(much	
sanitised	and	full	of	omissions)	of	the	family	history	to	her	nephew	
Francis,	the	son	of	her	brother	George	Augustus,	and	the	last	of	that	
Macirone	line	carrying	the	name.	He	never	married,	becoming	a	
catholic	priest.	The	documents	seem	to	be	various	drafts	of	that	
account	and	there	is	therefore	a		lot	of	repetition,	but	each	one	
carries	some	fascinating	details.	

	

CLARA’S	NOTES	WRITTEN	IN	LATER	LIFE	FOR	HER	NEPHEW		
FRANCIS	PETER	

	

For Francis             Of our fathers 
Eccles – 44  
1.	Let	us	now	praise	famous	men	,	and	our	fathers	that	begat	us.	

2.	The	Lord	hath	wrought	great	glory	by	them	through	his	great	
powers	from	the	beginning.	

3.	Such	as	did	bear	rule	in	their	kingdoms,	men	renowned	by	their	
power	giving	counsel	by	their	understanding	,	and	declaring	
prophesies.	

4.	Leaders	of	the	people	by	their	counsels,	and	by	their	knowledge	of	
learning	much	for	the	people,	wise	and	eloquent	in	their	instructions.	

5.	Such	as	found	out	musical	tunes,	and	recited	verses	in	writing.	

6.	Rich	men	furnished	with	ability,	living	peaceably	in	their	
habitations.	

7.	All	these	were	honoured	in	their	generations	and	were	the	glory	of	
their	times.	

8.	There	be	of	them	that	have	left	a	name	behind	them,	that	their	
praises	might	be	reported.	



9.	And	some	there	be,	which	have	no	memorial,	who	are	perished	as	
though		they		had	never	been;	and	are	become	as	though	they	had	
never	been	born	and	their	children	after	them.	

10.	But	these	were	merciful	men	whose	righteousness	hath	not	been	
forgotten.	

11.	But	?	their	seed	shall		continually	receive	a	good	inheritance	and	
their	children	are	within	the	covenants.	

12.	Their	seed	standeth	fast,	and	their	children	for	their	sakes.	

13.	Their	seed	shall	remain	for	ever	and	their	glory	shall	not	be	
blotted	out,	

14.	Their	bodies	are	buried	in	peace,	but	their	name	liveth	for	
evermore.	

My	darling	boy.		

	I	want	you	to	know	something	about	your	forefathers,	which	you	
may	not	learn	unless	I	write	down	for	you	what	I	remember	of	long	
years	past	–	for	in	a	few	years	I	shall	be	gone	to	my	rest	by	God’s	dear	
love	and	mercy,	and	no	one	will	be	able	then	to	tell	you	of	things	past	
long	ago	which	I	know	from	my	honoured	father	and	mother,	and	
saw	and	heard	(sic)	with	my	own	eyes	–	and	these	things	are	for	their	
honour	and	I	cannot	die	and	be	taken	away	to	them	without	trying	
that	their	memories	should	be	to	you	and	yours,	what	they	are	to	us	–	
Also,	through	my	troubled	life,	so	full	of	dangers,	toils,	many	troubles	
and	loneliness	and	sorrows,	the	remembrance	of	the	glory	of	our	
forefathers	has	held	me	up	fast,	and	I	resolved,	God	keeping	me,	as	a	
child,	to	do	no	thing,	and	know	no	one	whom	my	ancestors	would	
blush	for	when	I	meet	them	in	the	blessed	heaven.	I	only	tell	you	here	
what	I	heard	and	know	of	my	own	self.		

There	is	a	book	written	by	my	uncle	Colonel	(Francis)	Maceroni,	but	I	
never	read	it.	He	brought	so	much	sorrow	and	suffering	to	all	I	loved	
that	I	could	not	bear	to	read	it,	and	should	not	have	trusted	it	if	I	had	
read	it,	besides	that	it	was	full	of	a	spirit	I	did	not	feel	right	and	so	did	
not	care	to	read	–	but	I	wish	to	leave	with	you	some	such	particulars	
of	your	ancestors	as	came	within	my	own	knowledge	that	you	may	
not	learn	otherwise	for	I	being	the	elder	of	all	the	living	children	of	
my	father,	naturally	both	saw	and	heard	many	details	of	those	of	our	
race	who	went	before	us	that	neither	your	father	nor	Aunt	Emily	
would	have	heard	–	and	so	I	write	that	you	may	be	strengthened	in	



the	fear	of	God	and	gratitude	to	Him	by	knowing	that	you		come	of	an	
honourable	and	Godfearing	race	by	your	father’s	side	as	well	as	by	
your	mother’s	–	and	in	your	nobleness	to	restore	by	the	
remembrance	of	the	justice	and	honour	of	your	forefathers	(and	?)	
the	purity	and	nobleness	of	the	women	of	their	race	–	noblesse	
oblige.	

And	there	is	another	thing	I	needs	must	add,	and	that	is	here	
testimony	to	the	nobleness	and	goodness	of	my	father	–	and	that	was	
in	the	tragedy	of	his	life	–	so	little	known	and	so	perfectly	
misunderstood	at	the	time,	that	if	I	do	not	(as	for	this	world)	it	would	
not	be	done.	

My father and mother were both intensely self devoted, unselfish and 
dutiful to their parents, therefore you see what you must be to carry on 
the banner of the family honourably in the battle of life. 
 
My father’s mother, Mary Macirone, died young, she had been very 
lovely and very deeply loved and her two boys were sent very young to 
Old Hall Green*, where the sons of the English Roman Catholic nobility 
were then usually raised – Amongst them my father and uncle were 
distinguished for ability and goodness. Uncle Francis was distinguished 
above all others in the permission he only had of free use of the College 
library – and when he was a lad of fifteen was so trusted and looked up 
to, that in a difficult war time, when a trusty messenger for Italy was 
needed for the great banks and rich house in which my grandfather was a 
partner, this young brilliant lad of fifteen was sent to Italy, from which he 
returned so changed, that my mother used to hear my grandfather walking 
up and down his room at night, all night, in his sorrow and agony. He 
said to her – “That d---d Italy has ruined my boy.” 
 
My father stayed in England and after College, with his father, to 
distinguish himself by the extraordinary zeal and vigour with which he 
set himself to be to his father everything, and make up for the one 
disappointment of his home life. I remember hearing how, one day my 
grandfather came home troubled and anxious, about a very grave need for 
a clerk who could be trusted with the most private affairs of the House, 
and who could write Portuguese perfectly, and my father said ‘I will be 
ready father in three months’ – and he kept his word and then brought the 
first (fifty pound) bank note he had ever earned to his father, saying 
‘There father – that is yours, and you shall never spend anything more on 
me now’. It is difficult for me, (nowadays ?), when sons seem to have no 
idea of the love and reverence fathers used to receive, to tell you how 



entirely he and my mother made my grandfather’s honour and happiness 
their first care. 
 
 
 
 
Not living in the country, as my mother had close before her marriage, 
riding beautifully and always having what makes country life so 
enjoyable, all the freshness and comfort of a well appointed country 
house, with the society of some of the most charming and intellectual 
eminent people of the time, who used to make bright riding parties 
through the forest, on the bright summer days, - they lived in a large 
house in the heart of the city without any of those luxuries of a free 
country life, its drives and rides, the garden and home farm life – to 
devote themselves to make home as stately and noble as my grandfather’s 
comfort required – and they had their reward.  
 
To the last, even after the dreadful fall down the great staircase which 
deprived him occasionally of reason, my father and mother were the only 
ones to whom he always turned with intimate affection, and for whom, 
tho’ very rarely, he lessened his intense reserve. To my mother he would 
once or twice refer to the old grand times in Italy and tell how the English 
servants, so few, so strange, were little to him after the throng of people 
bred and born in his service, to whom his service was everything. – to all 
others he was intensely reserved – but my mother used to notice with 
surprise the visitors he had, princes of the reigning houses in Italy and the 
duc de Berglin (?) of France and the deference and intimacy with which 
they treated him and his manner of grand seigneur. He always was what 
one would imagine a King to be, and my mother often used to tell me 
how she never had any idea of the power of dignity of manner, till one 
evening at some grand reunion of Mrs. Bacon’s(the mother of Countesses 
Persoud and Cigala) my grandfather took her in and my mother said she 
felt as if he were a King entering his court, the other people so small and 
undignified and he seemed to fill the room with a sort of wonderful 
command. My Father and Mother always called him “Sir”. He was 
always a most loving Ruler, never hard to please, always kind and most 
courteous, but always a Ruler and a Prince. I have a fine remembrance of 
him, of the awe and reverence he excited, of my getting under the table to 
get out of his way when he entered the dining room – of his grave, 
silent……..? and his suite of rooms at the back of the house (overlooking 
a court where the afternoon sun shone on a few trees-) with its separate 
approach and passage.  
 



 
But to return to my father’s life, after he had taken this post in the House, 
though the work was always severe, yet he was so diligent and anxious 
for self improvement, that he used to get up at five o’clock to study and 
out of the income he earned saved so much by self-denial in food and all 
luxuries, that he gradually formed a magnificent library, the finest special 
Portuguese library in London I heard, (now sold and dispersed) and (paid 
for) the best masters. He added in too many ways to labours too heavy for 
his strength and kept diminishing the food and comfort which might have 
prevented his terrible illness.  To languages, French, Italian, German, 
Latin, Portuguese, Spanish, he added a study of drawing so accurate that 
Mr. Clisot (?) called him one of his best pupils, an exquisite taste and 
science and singing in a most lovely tenor voice and a sweet talent for 
extemporisation both in playing and singing together I never heard 
surpassed. My father’s singing was so exquisite that when in after years I 
entered the Royal Academy as a pupil and heard Nechini (?), then the 
finest singer in the world, I would truly answer when I was asked how I 
liked him that I had been accustomed to hear my father sing the 
‘Adelaide’ so beautifully I did not care for any other singing.  
With these talents and with a noble presence (both my grandfather’s sons 
were very handsome) my father went into such society as my 
grandfather’s very retired and reserved habits rendered possible, - and at 
seventeen he met my mother, then an exquisitely pretty and delicate girl 
of seventeen. They did not know then how they loved each other, but my 
mother looked up to him as the only one who never paid her any 
compliments, who was always anxious for her, always helping her to rise 
above the lower, lesser, meaner things, he was her continual inspiration to 
become nobler and better, and this went on for some years. My 
grandfather had been attracted by her mother’s beauty, gentle sweet 
nature, her refined and elegant tastes and for some time lingered on the 
question of making her his wife, so my father and mother saw much of 
each other – and her mother became, in the dawning hope to her of 
becoming wife to such a man as my grandfather, more and more elegant 
and day by day more equal to the duties of such a position 
 
 
But my grandfather had friends who shrunk from his second marriage and 
influenced him against it - and as my grandmother saw her hope of such a 
happy future die, disappointment and a crowd of other suitors (for she 
was young, rich and handsome) made her listen to another lover, and her 
sweet, unsuspicious nature helped his consummate hypocrisy to keep her, 
as well as others, blinded to his real nature till it was too late. Once in his 
power the dowries of the girls, the settlements on the boys were all so 



many inducements to work evil and misery. One of the first objects was 
to separate my father and mother. Therefore he was perfectly friendly and 
kind till he had asked from my unsuspecting father a promise that he 
would neither see nor write to my mother without his permission – and 
then, breaking off all intimacy, he took his family into the country and for 
ten long, weary years they saw nor heard from each other. My mother felt 
she was forgotten. My father went into a state of such suffering and 
(weeping …?), to rouse him his father proposed a foreign journey to the 
West Indies on offices for the House – and my father not caring for his 
life, went with his strength reduced both by his long fasting and little 
food and the suffering he was fighting with. 
My mother once told me how she had found one of my father’s 
housekeeping books, and when she remonstrated with him on what she 
learnt from it, he said he could not go to his father for money – bread and 
cheese and water was all he really wanted then, so he had plenty of 
money for books, masters and study – and so with a constitution 
weakened by sorrow and fasting he went on a journey with a bad and 
drunken Captain who had neglected all proper provisions, there was no 
sweet water, the biscuit was rotten and the meat putrid. My grandfather 
had put on board some proper provisions for his son, but some sailors, 
who had only the ship’s provisions, fell sick and of course my noble, 
generous father gave them virtually all he had – he saved them but he 
destroyed is own life. The burning heat to which he was so untrained, the 
foul ship and food, the want of water, to him who had never taken 
anything else, brought on the terrible illness from which he and we 
suffered all his dear life and which was utterly misunderstood by all the 
physicians of the time, although Sir Henry Thompson and others now 
have told me that the marvel was how any constitution could have 
survived such a trial. And so all his life, though my mother knew the 
symptoms of the coming attacks so well, no physician then understood 
their meaning, or could help us. I see now how in God’s love and mercy 
this saved my father from the curse of riches, success and flattery – 
Young and handsome and noble and accomplished, he was separated by 
this which his own self denial brought on, from all the trials of prosperity 
– in humiliation and trouble and sorrow and sickness he and we all 
suffered so much, that it will be joy only and not sorrow when the last life 
bound up in that fearful love and sorrow is gone out of this world of 
suffering and sees my father’s face again.. So that is the story of my 
father’s illness – of our lonely retired life at home, of the way we children 
grew up, mother always giving her whole life to him and to us – and we 
all to each other – Happier in our trouble and suffering, weakness? and 
straitened means than almost any other family I have ever known, for we 
always loved and trusted and lived in each other. 



 
 

My mother’s life 
 
Meantime my mother’s life had its memories, bright and sad also. Her 
father was the son of a runaway marriage. (His father, her 
grandfather),the son of a very old and rich Welsh ? family had loved and 
married, and been disinherited by his father for so doing, a very pretty 
girl, bright and pretty and not very sensible, who remained bright and 
pretty to the last .But though she was a bright little loving wife, they were 
very poor, and in remembrance of old times, they ….. …… (her 
extraction was French) for a whole year(?) always to be able to go to the 
Ascot races as he had been used, in a carriage with four horses in state. 
They both died leaving a family of children of which my grandfather was 
the eldest, and to which this young boy (my grandfather) was to be the 
father. He worked for them all, educated them, and created for himself a 
handsome fortune. His first marriage was a very unhappy one. The 
descendants of the daughter of that marriage are the Baughers. But after 
his wife’s death and being obliged to disown his son for some rebellious 
and bad conduct, driving across a country common he saw a very pretty 
girl singing at her wheel in the porch of a pretty little cottage.  

 
 

 
He noticed her then and afterwards and finally married her. Her mother 
was the pretty little lady who remained so pretty and bright even when 
she was old and who died singing. They had been reduced to poverty by 
the father’s death and my grandfather was a good son to her mother and a 
good brother to her brothers – but he died after about eleven years of very 
happy married life leaving his young widow rich and pretty and utterly 
unfit to battle with the world. 
(Written in the margin of page 14) My great grandfather had saved from 
his former grandfather (?) two suits of dress, one scarlet and gold and one 
blue and silver used to ??? as in old times. My great grandmother used to 
wear long ruffled sleeves on the elbow and used to look so beautiful at 
the head of the table that her son (my grandfather) used to tell his wife 
how proud he felt of his mother’s beauty and sweetness. 
My grandmother, I remember her well, very unlike the crude, unpleasant 
portrait now the only one left to us of her. There is another one, far better 
which Frederick Lowe has, and I remember one better still, but that was 
left amongst her other pictures and her husband had them all. She was 
very pretty and gentle, with a very sweet voice and a beautiful hand and 
arm, and used to wear the loveliest laces and such fine Irish muslins that 



we have kept some of them to wonder at, that people should have ever 
worn such pretty gauzy fairylike things. She used to say, for she loved me 
very, very dearly ‘Only let me have that child, Mary, and I can be happy 
anywhere’. She was very fond of my father, and he was always a true and 
devoted son to her, and her blessing, which she died in giving to him and 
to her daughters was such a one as our blessed mother and father gave to 
us and which makes the whole world feel to me like the gate of Heaven. 
But she also said ‘Forgive me my children, for putting you in the power 
of such a witch.’ He drove the sons out of doors, my uncle John, as noble 
a boy as ever stepped English ground, died of a broken heart, uncle 
Edward lost all his property, uncle George went to Australia. My aunt 
Clara owed to him much of the evils of her life which he fostered and 
developed, and my mother and father all their misery. Thank God all over 
and gone – but the remembrance of all my father and mother endured 
makes it impossible for life to be for me anything but a long looking for 
the time when I shall see with my own eyes that they are happy and be 
with those who love and honour their girls and will protect them. 

 
 
 

There was a cousin Eyre, whose wife was sister to my grandmother Mary 
Macirone,(nee Wildsmith), who was a very handsome and distinguished 
looking gentleman, who used to take me on his knee when I was a child 
and tell me of my father when he was a little boy, how none of his 
children came near him in beauty, he hoped we should be as good and 
clever, but he said my father was the loveliest child he ever saw – how 
his mother Mary Macirone was so elegant and lovely and how her 
husband loved her, how she was so fair he could never let her walk out 
unattended,- how fond they were of their two noble boys and how broken 
hearted  Papa used to be when he had to leave her – and the desolation 
that came on the house when the young mother died. – How at Old Hill 
Green my uncle was the best and most trusted boy in the school, the 
‘philosopher’ as he was called, who alone had the free use of the library, - 
all these things and more Cousin Eyre used to tell me often when in long 
years after I used to go to see him, in his lovely little rooms near the (lion 
?), for after marrying three times, very good women of fortune who died 
leaving him alone and childless, he used to be fond of us and of getting us 
alone with him to tell of the old times and those we loved so dearly. 
Cousin Eyre was always very kind to us, and gave me many relics of his 
past home, beautiful laces and things and was always so anxious for me 
to marry. 

 
 



 
 

	

	

FURTHER NOTES BY CLARA FOR HER BROTHER GEORGE 
AUGUSTUS AND NEPHEW FRANCIS PETER 
	

Recollections of Life 
	

Let us now praise our fathers that begat us. And some there be which 
have no memorial, who are perished as though they had never been. But 
these were merciful men, whose righteousness hath not been forgotten. 
 
For	my	brother	and	my	nephew	–	to	give	them	what	I	can	of	the	
goodness	of	those	who	are	‘not	lost	but	gone	before’.	I	who	
remember	the	old	Home	and	its	legends	and	stories	–	before	they	
were	born.	Perhaps	it	ought	to	be	called	

	The	Tragedy	of	a	terrible	suffering	–	caused	by	the	admission	of	one	
bad	man	into	a	good	loving	and	trusting	home	–	bringing	misery,	
poverty	and	trouble	but	he	could	not	bring	dishonour,	and	out	of	that	
sea	of	troubles,	one	after	another	by	God’s	help	struggled	up	to	the	
shore,	hurt	indeed,	torn	and	wounded,	frozen	with	poverty	and	trial,	
but	true,	noble,	loving	and	unstained,	having	tried	the	world	and	
found	what	it	was	worth,	and	the	worldly	rich	friends	who	looked	
quietly	on	and	would	have	seen	us	sink,	or	rather	would	not	see	us	
sink	but	looked	steadily	away	–and	where	God	is,	who	out	of	
hardship	and	poverty	and	darkness	and	sickness	made	Heaven	by		
His	blessed	presence	alone	–	that’s	my	story	-	

Early Recollections     The Old Home 
Before	my	brother	was	born	and	I	was	a	little	tiny	creature,	the	eldest	
of	two	children,	that’s	the	earliest	state	of	things	I	can	remember	–	in	
the	large	old	house	in	the	city	with	its	long	galleries	overlooking	trees	
at	the	back	and	a	quaint	old	court	over	which	our	house	was	built.	
Even	now	I	remember	how	I	used	to	think	the	sound	of	the	muffin	
bell	so	beautiful	at	sunset	under	the	trees	in	the	court.	It	is	a	
remembrance	how	children	will	turn	anything	into	beauty.	

My	mother	



My	mother	was	then	very	pretty,	very	slender	and	tall,	with	soft	
auburn	ringlets	and	the	colour	of	a	rose	on	her	cheeks	and	tender	
blue	eyes,	gentle	and	patient	to	an	extent	that	roused	my	childish	
impatience	–	how	little	I	knew	by	what	terrible	suffering	that	
sweetness	had	been	tried.	

Grandpapa,	with	his	old	valet	was	a	personage	we	children	were	to	
be	heedful	of	and	never	get	into	his	way,	he	was	like	a	King	and	even	
now	I	remember	the	childish	awe	and	reverence	which	was	like	a	
stream	of	perfumed	air	borne	in	with	him,	or	how	I	used	to	get	under	
the	table	to	shelter	my	little	toys	and	books	from	any	interruption	to	
him.	

Very	grand	he	was	and	Mama	told	me	often	going	into	a	room	with	
him	was	like	being	taken	in	by	a	King,	everyone	else	seemed	so	small	
and	insignificant	when	he	was	by.	All	sorts	of	very	grand	people	came	
to	visit	him,	Roman	princes	and	princes	of	the	Sforza	family,	the	Duke	
of	Milan	and	others,	and	this	surprised	my	mother,	for	he	received	
them	perfectly	as	an	equal	if	not	a	superior	–	but	he	never	spoke	of	
past	times	to	Mama	though	he	loved	her	so	very	dearly,	except	once	
when	she	had	been	very	startled	by	something	that	one	of	these	
princes	had	said	and	which	my	mother	knowing	Italian	well	could	
not	but	understand.	And	she	said,	‘Are	you	a	nobleman,	Sir	?,’	and	he	
put	his	hand	on	her	head	and	said	Yes,	Mary	–	but	no	more	-		but	he	
loved	her	very,	very	dearly.		
Papa	and	Mama	had	many	servants	then	and	the	expense	often	
troubled	them	whose	income	was	not	large,	but	they	always	knew	
that	it	was	necessary	for	Grandpapa’s	comfort	and	that	when	he	died	
they	would	inherit	a	large	fortune	–	so	time	went	on.	

Frank.	

	My	elder	brother	Frank	had	died	before	I	was	born	by	the	
disobedience	of	a	nurse.	He	was	a	lovely	child	but	delicate	and	the	
nurse	took	him	down	to	the	great	hall	door?	in	a	bitter	east	wind.	She	
had	done	it	before	and	my	mother	had	chidden	her	and	told	her	it	
might	cost	the	child’s	life.	My	mother	often	told	me	afterwards,	if	her	
life	were	to	come	over	again	she	would	never	keep	a	disobedient	or	
bad-tempered	servant,	but	she	was	young	then	and	so	trusting	and	
gentle	and	could	scarcely	believe	ill	of	anyone.	So	my	dear	little	
brother	died,	and,	some	time	after,	I	was	born,	and	then	Peter	was	
born.	



Peter 
My	gentle	pretty	little	brother	–	who	was	an	angel	always	–	so	quiet	
and	good	and	loving,	who	never	wore	anything	out,	or	soiled	
anything,	his	clothes	were	always	fresher	and	nicer	than	ours.		

Emily 
Emily	came	after.	My	little	sister	who	was	so	passionately	fond	of	me	
and	of	whom	the	one	remembrance	which	comes	out	of	the	darkness	
of	that	early	time	was	she	coming	when	we	were	in	the	country	
together	with	the	nurses	and	Mama.	I	being	invited	to	go	back	in	the	
bright	summer	evening	and	play	on	the	common,	left	her	imploring	
me	to	stay	with	her	–	a	remembrance	which	even	now	gives	me	such	
pain	I	can	hardly	bear	to	write	it.	Those	tender	little	thin	white	arms	
clasped	me	so	–	I	didn’t	know	how	ill	she	was	–	that	was	the	excuse	
but	I	felt	it	since	and	was	broken	hearted.	Then	the	second	Emily	
came	and	Peter	was	so	fond	of	her	and	used	to	nurse	her	on	his	lap	
and	would	not	bear	her	to	be	away	and	called	her	‘my	baby.’	I	think	I	
can	see	him	now	on	the	low	stool	on	the	nursery	floor,	a	pale	pretty	
child	–	my	tender	little	brother,	so	holy	and	gentle	and	quiet.	

Aunt Lowe and Cousin Frederick 
Then	in	those	old	times	I	remember	Aunt	Lowe	and	cousin	Frederick	
coming	over	from	Germany	to	stay	with	us.	Papa	and	Mama	gave	up	
their	own	bedroom,	a	large	dark	room	at	the	end	of	a	long	gallery	I	
remember	long	afterwards	so	terribly	associated	with	Papa’s	illness,	
and	cousin	Frederick	,	a	tall	thin	pale	young	man,	such	a	good	son	and	
so	fond	of	us	–	a	love	we	never	lost	all	our	long	lives	afterwards.		

Then	came	Peter’s	illness,	and	Mama	took	him	down	to	Gravesend,	
Dr.	Botton,	a	friend	of	Uncle	Welles[?]		a	coarse	bad	man	but	
plausible,	did	not	tell	the	truth	about	this	illness	so	mother	was	kept	
in	the	dark.	Then	Papa	was	ill	and	couldn’t	bear	her	to	be	away	and	
so	she	left	the	dear	child	to	the	tender	mercies	of	nurses	–	and	he	
died	and	went	to	his	own	blessed	place	where	the	angels	were	good	
and	gentle	and	peaceful	as	he.	And	there	I	hope	to	see	my	darling	
again,	and	mother	said	‘They	have	killed	my	boy	between	them“	
Meanwhile	all	went	on	at	home	as	usual.	Mother	said	when	I	was	a	
baby	I	always	knew	her	step	and	she	dreaded	going	near	the	nursery	
because	I	used	to	moan	and	cry	for	her.	Well	I	might.	We	had	French	
nurses,	and	the	head	nurse	used	to	beat	me	every	night	before	going	
to	bed,	to	break	my	spirit	and	this	used	to	rouse	Peter	to	a	dreadful	
state	and	then		he	would	come	and	kiss	and	comfort	me.	

Brother	George	–	the	first	of	that	name.	



Then	another	boy	came	from	Heaven	to	comfort	us	–	George,	and	
how	lovely	he	was.	Mother	and	I	used	to	go	to	watch	him	when	he	
was	asleep,	-	but	that	dear	little	life	didn’t	last	long	.	His	wet	nurse	
(for	mother	had	been	terrified	suddenly	by	some	illness,	I	don’t	know	
if	it	was	my	father’s	or	dear	Grandmama,		and	was	obliged	to	give	up	
nursing	him)	pleaded	hard	to	take	him	down	to	her	old	home	for	
Xmas,	for	some	home	illness	or	gathering	–	I	forget-	mother	was	very,	
very	loth	to	allow	it	but	Nurse	Dickenson	was	a	plausible,	clever	
woman	and	carried	her	point	–	and	baby	came	home	with	a	bad	cold	
and	cough	and	died	shortly	after.	

Grandmama 
Amongst	these	earliest	recollections	comes	my	gentle	Grandmama	
whom	I	just	remember	as	a	nervous,	timid	gentle	lady	wrapped	up	in	
shawls	and	with	a	very	sweet	voice.	She	was	sitting	muffled	up	in	an	
armchair	and	said	‘If	you	will	only	let	this	child	be	with	me	Mary	I	can	
be	happy	anywhere’	I	don’t	remember	these	words,	Mama	told	me	
she	said	so,	often	of	me.	Thank	God	for	all	such	love.	Her	heart	had	
been	broken	by	a	bad,	cruel	tyrant	of	a	husband,	and	she	said	when	
she	was	dying,	’Forgive	me	for	having	brought	that	witch	into	the	
family’.	But	my	father	was	a	devoted	son	to	her	and	mother	used	
often	to	tell	me	Grandmama	always	took	my	father’s	part,	always	
loved	and	appreciated	him.	But	there	never	were	more	devoted	
children	to	their	parents	than	my	dearest	Father	and	Mother	-	and	
very	dearly	they	were	loved	by	them.	

Then,	the	year	my	grandfather	died	the	Bank	or	rich	House	in	which	
he	was	partner	lost	thirty	thousand	pounds	and	all	he	had	saved	
went	with	it	–and	so	all	they	had	reckoned	on	to	repay	the	heavy	
expense	of	a	style	of	living	they	only	kept	up	for	my	grandfather’s	
sake	was	gone.	They	never	let	him	know	this.	He	fell	down	the	great	
marble	staircase	and	had	pitched	on	his	head	and	this	led	to	an	
illness	of	which	he	died,	blessing	his	children	and	leaving	them	the	
glory	of	feeling	they	had	done	all	they	could	to	make	his	life	happy.	

Before	the	shadow	comes	on	of	that	great	darkness	which	seemed	to	
separate	us	from	all	our	friends-	let	me	think	of	them	and	what	they	
were.		

The	Dilkes	

Nearly	every	Sunday	evening	Papa	and	Mama	used	to	spend	with	my	
father’s	old	friends	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Wentworth	Dilke,	the	editor	of	The	
Athenaeum	and	with	other	friends	of	theirs	at	his	house,	names	now	



household	words	of	literary		people,	Keats	and	the	lady	Miss	Brawne	
to	whom	he	was	so	desperately	attached,	but	whom	my	mother	
never	liked,	were	there	–	she	looking	very	lovely,	with	pearls	in	her	
hair	loosely	looping	it	up.	Strangely	enough	Mama	told	me	she	said	to	
herself	when	she	first	saw	her,	‘that	is	just	the	girl	for	a	poet	to	fall	in	
love	with’,	but	her	voice	was	hard	and	her	conversation	insipid.	Tom	
Hood	(poet	and	humourist}	and	his	wife,	and	many	other	eminent	
people	were	intimates	in	that	elegant	little	drawing	room	in	
Grosvenor	Place	now	gone,	and	tall,	stately	houses	built	in	their	
stead,	but	I	doubt	if	they	have	any	suite	of	rooms	so	irregularly	
beautiful-	the	large	low	drawing	room	and	the	little	rooms	beyond	
full	of	beautiful	little	corners,	for	loungers	and	tatlers,	pictures,	
engravings,	old	china	and	dear	Mrs.	Dilke	so	bright	and	plump	and	
kindly,	always	with	some	genial,	pleasant	thing	to	say	in	a	feminine	
pretty	way,	while	her	husband	looked	down	from	the	height	of	his	
mental	observatory	and	had	the	essence	of	all	that	was	to	be	said	or	
thought	on	any	possible	question	on	the	tip	of	his	tongue	while	he	
took	snuff	in	his		calm	observing	way	–	and	how	fond	they	were	of	
each	other.	

All	my	father’s	friends	were	first	rate	men,	eminent	in	various	ways	–	
but	eminent	in	some	way	or	they	would	be	no	friends	fit	for	him.	John	
Payne	Collier	was	another	old	friend,	the	great	Shakespearian	and	
with	the	Colliers	and	the	Bacons	we	were	very	intimate.	Mrs.	Bacon	
particularly	my	mother	loved	and	was	loved	by	–	so	refined	and	
delicate	and	pretty.	It	is	a	striking	and	perhaps	amusing	thing	to	
think	of	what	people	we	knew	and	were	equals	with,		my	mother	and	
father	holding	such	a	high	social	position	amongst	them	–	and	to	
remember	when	the	storm	came	on	and	we	were	drenched	in	the	
rain	and	cold	of	such	troubles	as	rarely	come	in	this	world	–	what	all	
that	was	worth.	

Papa 
Then	the	Mathematical	Society	was	a	gathering	of	first	rate	men	of	
science	and	there,	as	anywhere	my	father	used	to	take	me,	how	well	I	
remember	the	low,	lamp	lit	rooms	and	the	little	library	where	I	used	
to	be	sat	on	a	high	stool	to	wait	for	Papa,	and	all	his	friends	used	to	
come	and	cheer	me	up	and	talk	to	the	little	lady	in	the	alcove	
amongst	the	books.	–	but	where	used	not	Papa	to	take	me.	Long	
walks	into	the	country,	Hampstead	or	Highgate,	but	in	the	very	early	
morning	and	then	have	breakfast	somewhere	and	carry	me	back,	if	I	
were	tired,	himself,	-	and	drive	as	soon	as	we	could	find	a	hackney	
coach.	If	I	were	peevish	and	fretful	he	would	take	me	on	his	knee	and	



play,	extemporise	(which	he	did	so	beautifully	on	the	piano)	till	I	was	
quite	happy.	When	he	was	making	up	the	great	accounts	he	would	
have	me	with	him	and	then	we	would	go	to	the	old	Coffee	house	in	
Bishopsgate	St.	and	have	such	a	gorgeous	tea.	He	would	give	me	his	
translations	to	do	and	correct	them	and	copy	them	himself	and	then	
give	me	all	the	money	–	once	indeed,	for	a	long	translation	for	which	
he	was	never	paid,	when	we	were	oh	so	bitterly	poor.	He	told	Mama	
never	to	tell	me	that	he	didn’t	receive	the	money	and	gave	me	the	six	
pennies,	with	which	I	bought	my	writing	table	I	have	now	and	which	
I	hope	never	to	part	from	as	long	as	I	live	till	in	Heaven	I	can	tell	my	
noble,	loving	father	how	I	have	loved	it	all	my	life	for	his	sake.	

Pocket	money	and	lessons.	

Talking	of	money	brings	back	our	way	of	earning	all	our	pocket	
money	–	we	never	had,	we	children,	anything	which	we	had	not	
worked,	and	worked	hard	for.	I	remember	my	pocket	money	used	to	
come	in	this	wise	for	every	fugue	or	prelude	of	Bach	played	well	by	
heart	I	used	to	earn	a	shilling	–	for	500															lines	of	German	poetry	
or	Italian	poetry	said	off	by	heart	(all	together	at	one	time)	I	had	2	
shillings	and	6	pence.	Mother	always	taught	me	the	pieces	with	fruit	
beside	–	piles	of	cherries	or	currants	for	capital	work	(?)	and	she	
used	to	cover	over	the	keys		with	the	inner	board	of	the	square	piano	
so	that	I	couldn’t	see	my	hands.	Then	for	our	needlework	we	used	to	
earn	so	much	for	every		

Holland	pinafore,	towels,	dusters	and	very	busily	sometimes	we	
worked,	besides	reading	a	great	deal,	for		my	father	being	a	great	
student	could	not	bear	conversation	at	meals,	but	we	were	consoled	
by	the	permission	to	stay	at	table	a	very	long	time	and	read	all	the	
while	–	then	we	read	while	we	were	walking	out	and	read	in	bed.	

Our walks 
And	of	walking	out	I	remember	how	bright	the	walks	were.	Papa	
used	to	take	us	out	always	at	6	o’clock		in	the	bright	mornings	when	
the	air	was	clear	and	fresh,	and	we	had	to	be	quite	ready	by	six	and	
be	off	through	the	empty	streets	to	the	Finsbury	Circus,	and	that	was	
for	long	all	our	idea	of	country	but	the	early	hours.and	fresh	air	and	
games	made	us	good	runners,	and	we	liked	to	skip	and	play	ball	
splendidly.	

Mr Peschier 
Of	my	father’s	old	friends	I	have	not	mentioned	one	of	the	best.	No	
one	who	knew	him	in	after	life,	when	age	and	infirmity	had	so	altered	



him	I	should	not	have	known	him,	could	know	how	noble	and	
fascinating	he	was.	

Louis	Peschier.	I	remember	him	now	as	if	it	were	yesterday	standing	
by	the	mantelpiece	at	Bishopsgate	St.	at	one	of	our	parties,	leaning	
against	it	and	in	the	glow	of	firelight	telling	us	of	Fanny	Kemble	(he	
was	intimate	with	the	Kembles),	and	the	description	he	gave	of	
waltzing	and	the	feeling	about	it	of	highbred	scorn	and	contempt	
made	me,	child	as	I	was,	resolve	no	one	should	ever	speak	of	my	
waltzing	in	that	fashion.	

Captain	Dobbyn	–	was	another	intimate	of	the	old	home,	so	very	
handsome	and	intellectual	that	we	children	always	rejoiced	to	see	
him	come	in,	for	did	he	not	tell	the	most	wonderfully	comical	stories,	
only	our	Papa	used	to	laugh	so	desperately	there	was	no	dinner	eaten	
those	days.	He	was	very	rich	and	very	stately	and	tall,	as	like	as	
possible	Canova’s	bust	of	Napoleon	only	very	tall	and	commanding,	
but	he	and	his	family	went	to	America	and	we	never	saw	them	again.		

The Marquise of Floria 
Also	Madame	de	Floria	and	her	daughters,	whom	my	mother	had	
loved	so	dearly	and	been	loved	so	dearly	by	them,	went	to	America	
also.	Laura	de	Floria	was	my	mother’s	greatest	friend,	but	they	were	
all	so	charming	and	high	bred.	Zela,	the	youngest	danced	most	
exquisitely	and	Elise	sang	and	drew	wonderfully.	My	poor	mother	
who	gradually	lost	all	the	society	she	and	my	father	were	so	made	for	
and	appreciated	so	well	–	to	go	down	with	the	darkness	of	such	
poverty	and	anxiety	and	suffering.	Thank	God	it	is	past,	and	mother	
and	father,	brothers	and	sisters	are	together	at	last	in	Heaven	where	
they	will	be	loved	and	appreciated	as	they	deserve,	

Mr.Bowestock	the	great	geologist,	a	doyen	of	all	sorts	of	hidden	
knowledge	about	fossils,	sponges	and	parts	of	science	of	which	I	
know		nothing,	only	he	was	very	great	in	the	work	which	he	did	and	
very	humble	minded	as	all	truly	great	men	are,	very	loveable	and	
kind,	and	he	had	the	most	wonderful	collection	of	fossils	and	
microscopes	and	gallery	of	curios	and	valuable	things	connected	with	
geology	and	science.	Many,	many	years	after	he	spoke	to	me	of	all	
that	old	time	in	a	way	that	consoled	me	for	many	troubles	and	
sorrows	since	then.	He	lived	afterwards	at	Hastings	and	when	Mimi	
was	so	ill	he	used	to	call	for	us	in	the	open	carriage	and	give	her	
bright	happy	treats	every	day	and	talk	of	old	times.	Then	we	children	
were	all	very	delicate	and	mother	said	she	should	take	us	all	so	we	
went	away	from	Bishopsgate	Street	and	lived	at	Lloyd	Square	where	



Papa	spent	more	in	one	year	from	employing	a	general	practitioner	
than	he	had	in	many	years	when	he	only	had	the	advice	of	great	
physicians.	

Trouble.	

And	then	the	past	troubles	of	our	lives	which	had	been	very	great	
before	became	much	heavier	for	us	all.	But	to	explain	them	I	must	go		
back	to	what	had	happened	many	years	before	we	were	born.	

My mother’s Family 
Our	grandfather	Perriman	was	left	by	the	death	of	both	father	and	
mother	when	he	was	a	child	of	eleven	years	old,	the	only	one	to	
whom	his	brothers	and	sisters	had	to	look,	and	he	worked	for	them	
and	with	them	and	saved	them,	and	by	his	self	devotedness	and	
energy	supported	them	all,	making	friends	of	substantial	honourable	
men	who	helped	him	into	an	independence.	He	was	bankrupt	once,	
then	with	courage	that	never	flinched	he	rose	again	to	fortune	and	
the	first	use	he	made	of	his	means	was	to	invite	all	those	who	had	
been	his	creditors	to	dine	with	him	and	though	he	was	legally	free	
from	all	debt,	each	found	under	the	corner	of	his	plate	the	money	
which	had	been	owed	to	him.	Grandmother	told	my	mother	he	came	
into	her	and	said	‘Mary,	this	is	the	proudest	day	of	my	life’.		

My	grandfather	was	utterly	good	and	true.	The	one	fault	he	would	
never	have	forgiven	was	a	lie,	but	there	were	no	lies	in	his	family.	

Troubles 
The	troubles	on	that	side	of	the	family	began	as	so	many	did	since	
with	a	bad	nurse.	My	mother	was	seven?	years	older	than	her	sister	
and	became	a	companion	to	her	father	and	mother	in	their	drives	and	
rides	when	her	sister	was	too	small	to	leave	the	nursery,		and	the	
nurse	was	jealous	and	made	the	child	jealous	and	envious	of	her	
sister,	and	from	this	many	long	years	of	misery	came.	The	nurse	
injured	her	constitution	as	well	as	her	character,	giving	her	rich	food	
and	so	laying	the	seeds	of	after	disease	–	but	no	suffering	from	
destroyed	health	could	have	done	half	the	mischief	she	did	by	sowing	
a	life	long	ill	will	from	one	sister	to	another	and	latterly	we	children	
were	made	to	suffer	by	this.	

	

	

Tantalisingly,	here	this	document	ends	



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

CLARA’S  ‘LEAVES FROM THE DIARY OF A YOUNG 
MUSICIAN AND EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF OLD TIMES.’ 
	

They	begin	in	an	old	house	in	the	city	–	not	such	as	it	is	now,	a	
multitude	of	warehouses,	cranes	overhead	with	swinging	bales	high	
in	air	threatening	the	passers-by,	but	the	city	as	it	was	then	–	the	
noise	of	traffic	cheerful	and	intermittent,	not	the	roar	which	now	
reminds	one	of	Coleridge’s	lines	



“Mad	gone	from	your	invulnerable	?………life	 	

Your	speed,	your	strength,	your	fury	and	your		/…..’	[?]	

Lines	which	have	haunted	us	with	a	weary	longing	for	their	
excitement	in	the	grass-grown	silent	streets.	A	little	child	leaning	out	
of	a	high	window,	watching	the	sunset	is	one	of	the	first	
remembrances	of	this	old	home.	There	was	a	lane	behind	the	house	
and	the	passers-by	entered	it	by	an	archway	through	the	house,	and	
went	on	among	trees,	behind	which	the	sun	would	set	making	a	glory	
in	the	leaves	and	through	the	branches,	and	even	the	poor	houses	in	
the	lane	had	a	glow	of	warmth	and	light,	and	when	the	afternoon	bell	
went	along	the	lane	beneath,	the	music	and	the	light	and	the	glory	of	
the	sunset	made	such	an	enchanted	happiness	to	the	little	one	that	
the	long	clouded	years	have	failed	to	dim	that	remembrance.	

It	was	a	home	very	unlike	the	homes	nowadays.	

People	then	would	remember	when	the	drums	went	down	the	street	
at	dawn	to	which	the	volunteers	for	drill	before	the	business	of	the	
day	began,	-	for	the	enemy	was	expected	on	our	shores,	and	men	who	
filled	the	crowded	Exchange	by	day,	or	assembled	in	the	coffee	
houses	by	night	to	hear	the	last	news,	were	up,	an	extemporised	
army	of	soldiers	in	the	early	sunrise.	

The	early	houses	were	still	busy	and	bright	and	in	this	house	the	
nurses	were	bound	to	have	the	little	ones	ready	at	six	o’clock,	for	the	
only	time	their	father	would	give	them,	and	in	the	fresh	morning	air	
they	played	in	a	large	garden,	going	with	neighbours’	children	over	
grass	and	lawns,	while	the	city	air	was	fresh	and	sweet.	

Curiously	old-fashioned	it	all	was	and	yet	so	full	of	home	love	and	
brightness	–	essentially	a	home	life-	for	the	master	of	the	house	came	
home	to	the	early	dinner	where	all	were	assembled,	and	in	the	
gloaming	the	pretty	young	mother	played	dances	for	the	little	ones	
and	in	the	evening	–	what	evenings	they	were	to	remember	!	

We	can	see	their	old	large	drawing	room,	with	its	many	gas	lights	–	
which	give	such	a	soft	pleasant	light	–	the	welcome	made	for	
impromptu	visitors,	the	pretty	mother	at	the	piano	–	for	she	played	
and	sung	delightfully.	Her	sister	was	a	fine	contralto	and	
extemporised	with	a	rare	talent.	The	father	had	a	lovely	tenor	voice	
and	sang	with	inspiration,	and	friends	joined	in	the	lovely	music	
proper	in	those	days	and	were	expected	to	read	at	sight	-	Moncello	?		
and	Palestrina,	Mozart	and	Beethoven,	Handel	and	Haydn	–	and	the	



child	nestled	under	the	table	with	her	little	properties	around	her	in	
that	dark	sanctuary	,	where	only	the	legs	of	wandering	people	were	
clearly	visible.	The	music	was	her	home	–	the	lovely	concerted	music	
of	Figaro	and	Don	Giovanni,	Clemenza	di	Tito	and	Cosi	fan	Tutti,	
Fidelio	and	the	Masses.	

Is	it	wonderful	that	in	such	a	home,	with	excellent	masters	for	such	
studies	as	they	longed	for,	with	plenty	of	leisure	for	rest	and	reading,	
fresh	air	and	sunshine	she	grew	up	a	musician	(Clara)	and	her	sweet	
sister	(Emily)	an	artist.	They	were	allowed	to	develop	and	to	rest	–	to	
learn	from	the	constant	intercourse	with	eminent	and	exalted?	
minds,	to	share	in	the	public	interests	and	sympathies	of	the	time	and	
untortured	by	incessant	work	and	intolerable	Exams	to	love	learning	
for	its	own	sake	and	not	for	the	baubles	which	one	fought	for	now.	

One	figure,	stately	and	reserved,	of	the	grandfather	rises	out	of	the	
mists	of	distance.	A	grandee	of	Italy,	his	remembrance	brings	back	
the	reverence	and	almost	fear	his	presence	brought.	The	mother	used	
to	say	when	she	came	into	a	drawing	room	on	his	arm,	she	felt	as	if	a	
King	were	entering	the	room	beside	her,	and	in	the	home	he	was	as	
much	honoured	as	if	he	had	openly	borne	the	title	to	which	he	was	
born.	
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ANOTHER	LETTER	OF	CLARA’S	RECOLLECTIONS	FOR	FRANCIS	
PETER	

Marked in the corner ‘I.Coll. 23.1.93’ and headed ‘Copy’ 
	

My	dearest	boy	-		I	wish	to	leave	with	you	some	remembrances	of	
such	particulars	of	your	ancestors,	as	having	come	within	my	own	
knowledge	and		hearing,	you	may	not	learn	otherwise;	for	I	being	the	
eldest	of	all	the	living	children	of	my	father,	naturally	saw	and	heard	
many	details	concerning	those	of	our	family	who	went	before	us	that	



neither	you	father	nor	your	aunt	are	likely	to	have	known	–	and	that	
you	may	be	strengthened	in	the	fear	of	God	and	gratitude	to	Him	by	
knowing	you	come	of	an	honourable	and	Godfearing	race	and	in	your	
nobleness	as	such	by	the	remembrance	of	the	justice	and	honour	of	
your	forefathers	–	Noblesse	Oblige.	

The	earliest	remembrance	I	have	is	that	of	your	great-grandfather	–	
my	grandfather	Peter	Augustus	Macirone.	He	was	so	noble	a	
presence	and	so	majestic	a	nature	that	I	remember	him	more	as	if	he	
had	been	a	King	than	an	ordinary	head	of	a	family,	and	in	our	house	
he	was	always	so	much	feared	and	honoured,	that	if	he	had	openly	
borne	the	title	to	which	his	birth	made	him	heir	it	could	not	have	
altered	any	manner	of	service	and	respect	rendered	him.	His	valet	
was	a	silent,	dignified	person,	and	there	was	a	stateliness	in	his	
surroundings	which	gave	a	sort	of	atmosphere	of	noble	respect	to	us	
all	which	I	feel	even	now	when	I	think	of	him.	His	friends	were	few,	
but	of	the	highest	rank,	and	my	mother	who	had	been	left	in	
ignorance	of	his	rank,	used	to	observe	with	some	surprise	the	lords	
and	princes,	nobles	and	eminent	men	in	the	society	which	came	
around	him	and	the	deference	they	paid	him.	Mother	said	she	never	
felt	what	the	dignity	of	manner	was,	so	much	as	when	at	some	grand	
evening	at	Mrs	Bacon’s	(the	mother	of	Countesses	Persoud	and	
Cigala),	my	grandfather	took	her	in	and	Mama	said	she	felt	as	if	he	
were	a	king	entering	his	court,	the	other	people	seemed	so	small	and	
insignificant	and	he	seemed	to	fill	the	room	with	a	sort	of	wonderful	
command.	My	father	and	mother	always	called	him	‘Sir’	after	the	
fashion	of	those	days,	but	they	loved	him	tenderly,	and	he	was	always	
a	most	loving	Ruler	to	my	parents	–	never	hard	to	please.	He	used	to	
tell	my	mother	in	the	rare	moments	of	the	loving	confidences	of	
home,	that	one	of	his	greatest	and	most	constant	sufferings	in	
England	was	the	difference	of	the	domestic	servants	–	so	few	–	so	
unattached	to	the	family.	‘At	home’	he	said	‘	you	have	a	tribe	devoted	
to	you,	whose	forefathers	served	yours	and	knew?	yours.’	

(In	margin	:	my	grandfather.	The	Jesuits)	

Of	my	grandfathers	sayings	I	remember	a	few	I	heard.	He	had	a	great	
horror	and	detestation	of	the	Jesuits	and	if	he	made	a	blot	on	his	
paper	he	used	to	say,	‘O	Jesuito’.	Of	him,	as	well	as	my	father,	one	
remarkable	trait	was	that	he	never	spoke	against	anyone:	(In	margin	
:	his	silence	alone	of	those	of	whom	he	disapproved)	



If	he	knew	any	good	of	them	he	mentioned	it,	if	not	he	was	silent.	My	
mother	said	she	learnt	at	last	only	to	know	whom	he	disliked	and	
disapproved	of,	by	his	never	mentioning	them.	

	(In	margin	:	the	Catholic	Emancipation	Act)	At	the	time	that	passed	
he	would	walk	up	and	down	the	room	in	great	trouble.	He	said	‘They	
don’t	know	what	they	are	doing	or	they	would	never	pass	that	act	‘.	

I	have	told	you,	my	darling	boy,	what	my	impression	as	a	child	was	of	
our	grandfather.	I	can	tell	you	now	what	I	have	heard	about	him	from	
my	mother	and	father	and	from	Cousin	Eyre.	My	grandfather	came	to	
England	with	letters	of	introduction	from	first	rate	people	both	of	
France	and	Italy,	(General	Pepe	(?)	whose	statue	we	saw	in	the	Royal	
Garden	Turin	was	one	of	my	grandfather’s	friends).	Mr	Rothschild	
the	great	head	of	the	family,	N.M	Rothschild	(Nathan	Meyer	
Rothschild	,	‘no	money	returned’	he	used	to	call	his	initials),	was	an	
intimate	and	firm	friend	of	our	grandfather’s	and	his	sons	were	
willing	friends	to	my	father	in	such	things	as	he	cared	to	ask	them	
long	years	after,	also	many	others.	Our	grandfather	had	been	serving	
in	the	French	(?)	army	with	honour,	as	he	did	everything.	(in	margin	;	
His	father	&	His	mother)	

Let	us	think	of	what	I	heard	of	his	father	and	mother.	Of	them	I	heard	
very	little,	but	that	little	was	that	his	father	was	ruling	over	a	great	
number	of	people,	an	army	of	servants	and	dependents.	His	mother	
was	I	heard	a	very	lovely	and	a	very	proud	woman	–	a	great	
horsewoman,	which	was	a	very	rare	accomplishment	in	Italy,	and	
used	to	consider	sixteen	eggs	a	very	proper	breakfast	after	her	riding	
fatigues.	(in	margin:	his	sisters)	Of	my	grandfather’s	sisters	he	spoke	
with	more	enthusiasm	and	affection	than	he	used	in	speaking	of	any	
other	persons	or	things,	being	a	very	reserved	and	proud	man.	But	of	
these	sisters	he	spoke	with	extraordinary	feeling.	–	Two	sisters	who	
had	taken	the	veil	–	the	one	because	she	loved	a	gentleman,	an	officer	
who	was	too	poor	to	be	allowed	to	marry	her,	and	the	other	could	not	
part	with	her	sister	when	she	took	the	veil.	They	were	most	tenderly	
attached	to	each	other,	and	so	gentle,	pure	and	loving,	my	
grandfather	would	say	when	he	spoke	of	them	to	my	mother	‘They	
were	two	angels’	and	she	said	his	whole	manner	would	change	if	he	
but	named	them	to	such	tender	reverence.	

Our	grandfather	became	a	partner	in	the	great	firm	of	Myer,	Banbury,	
Tapte	and	Bacon	[?]	and	lost	nearly	thirty	thousand	pounds	the	year	
before	he	died,	in	that	firm	which	was	nearly	ruined	by	a	crisis	in	the	
Napoleon	wars	of	that	time.	



This	was	a	great	blow	to	my	father	and	mother	who	had	engaged	in	
many	expenses	-	servants	for	my	grandfather’s	comfort	as	he	lived	
with	them,	and	my	mother	had	then	as	ever	been	my	father’s	
comforter,	telling	him	that	as	these	expenses	were	unavoidable,	
when	my	grandfather	died	his	property	in	the	banking	and	silk	firms	
would	reimburse	them	all	they	had	spent.	

(In	margin	–	accident	to	my	grandfather)	

The	expenses	were	very	heavy,	and	some	time	before	my	grandfather	
died	(I	think	one	or	two	years)	his	foot	slipped	and	he	fell	down	the	
great	marble	staircase	into	the	stone	floored	hall	and	was	so	fearfully	
injured	that	he	never	recovered	the	use	of	his	limbs,	but	was	
hopelessly	deranged	and	therefore	was	unable	to	attend	to	his	affairs	
and	required	greater	services	and	expense	for	physicians	and	
attendants.	But	all	his	life	he	was,	sane	or	insane,	most	tenderly	
attached	to	my	mother	and	father,	and	he	said	they	made	up	to	him	
for	the	sorrow	and	shame	of	his	eldest	son’s	follies	and	errors.	Of	him	
he	used	to	say	‘That	d-	-d	Italy	has	ruined	my	boy’	for	before	he	went	
to	Italy	he	was	the	optimus	of	his	College	–	the	one	to	whom	the	
locked	library	of	Old	Hall	Green	College	was	always	open	–	he	who	
was	then	called	‘the	philosopher’.	

(In	margin:	my	grandfather’s	marriage)	

My	grandfather	married	a	most	beautiful	girl,	Mary	Wildsmith	of	
Sheffield,	whose	sister	married	W.Eyre.	His	son	James	Eyre	our	
cousin	was	a	very	handsome	and	distinguished-looking	gentleman	
who	suffered	during	his	life	the	loss	of	three	honourable	and	good	
wives,	one	after	another,	and	could	not	by	these	three	rich	marriages	
escape	a	fate	he	dreaded,	of	living	a	lonely	old	age	uncomforted	by	
wife	or	child.	Cousin	Eyre	was	fond	of	us	and	often	when	we	used	to	
go	and	chat	with	him	in	his	lonely	place,	when	he	was	ill	and	aged,	
used	to	tell	me	of	the	old	times	long	gone	and	of	those	who	were	then	
living:	how	my	grandmother	was	so	beautiful	her	husband	couldn’t	
let	her	walk	out	alone	;	

(In	the	margin	:	our	grandmother)	

how	fond	he	was	of	her	and	she	of	him	and	how	her	gentleness	and	
beauty	first	made	the	name	of	Mary	Macirone	so	precious:	how	very	
sadly	she	died	early,	leaving	her	two	boys	little	tiny	creatures	of	
about	five	years	old:	how	he	said	dearest	father	was	the	loveliest	



child	he	had	ever	seen	.	He	used	to	grow	enthusiastic,	a	rare	thing	for	
him,	in	speaking	of	them.	

(In	margin	:	Cousin	Eyre)	

Cousin	Eyre	was	always	fond	of	us	and	gave	me	stores	of	valuable	old	
laces	which	his	various	wives	had	left	in	store,	thinking	they	might	be	
useful	to	me.	He	was	always	very	kind	to	me,	only	his	one	sermon	
was	always	‘Marry	while	you	can’	but	his	example	undid	his	
preachings.	He	was	one	of	the	first	members	of	the	Reform	Club	and	
became	the	oldest	member	and	his	chair	was	kept	ready	for	him	in	
his	favourite	corner	until	he	died.	

I	return	to	my	grandfather.	–	

(In	margin	:	my	grandfather).	After	he	had	been	long	left	a	widower	
and	his	boys	were	grown	up,	he	used	like	the	other	men	of	his	time	to	
spend	his	evenings	at	Tom’s	Coffee	House,	Cornhill,	where	the	few	
papers	at	that	time	were	received	and	eagerly	commented	on.	The	
young	and	very	pretty	widow	of	W.Perriman	ruled	that	place.	She	
pleased	my	grandfather	and	he	would	have	married	her	but	for	the	
very	energetic	interference	of	his	partner	W.Banbury	who	urged	the	
inconveniences	attending	marriage	with	a	widow	having	a	young	
family,	besides	he	used	to	point	out	very	strongly	and	urge	very	
cruelly	that	it	was	a	great	mesalliance	and	my	grandfather	yielded	–	
but	my	mother	said	her	mother	had	become	a	different	woman	from	
his	love	to	her,	so	much	more	dignified	and	noble.	She	never	forgave	
the	interference	–	the	more	that	as	time	went	on	she	realised	what	
the	presence	and	rule	of	such	a	father	would	have	been	for	her	
children.	The	wretched	hypocrite	whom	she	ultimately	was	
persuaded	to	marry	turned	her	sons	out	of	doors,	took	possession	of	
her	fortune	and	destroyed	the	happiness	of	her	daughters	as	far	as	he	
was	permitted	by	M..	??	to	do	so.	

My	grandfather	yielded	to	his	friend	and	never	married	again.	

(In	margin	:	of	my	father’s	and	mother’s	attachment)	But	the	
attachment	then	arose	between	his	son	and	W.Perriman’s	eldest	
daughter	–	a	love	so	noble,	so	tried,	so	enduring	numberless	sorrows	
and	privations	through	the	deceit	and	fraud	of	this	stepfather,	that	
when	I	think	of	all	their	suffering	I	feel	as	if	no	pleasure	could	make	
me	really	joyful,	remembering	all	that	those	so	very,	very	dear	have	
suffered.	



His	stepfather	quickly	requested	my	father	to	have	no	intercourse	
with	his	friends	except	by	invitation	and	then	took	them	all	out	to	the	
country	and	stopped	all	communication	with	our	family.	For	ten	
years	they	neither	saw	nor	heard	from	each	other.	My	mother	said	it	
was	as	if	an	earthquake	had	swallowed	up	her	lover	and	his	family,	
that	used	to	be	such	sought-for	and	honoured	guests.	What	she	
suffered	may	be	imagined,	but	what	my	father	suffered	caused	his	
father	such	distress	that	to	give	him	change	of	…..?	and	thought,	he	
arranged	a	long	voyage	to	Jamaica	on	business	of	the	House.	Ships	
were	very	differently	provisioned	and	arranged	then,	and	it	proved	
that	the	captain	was	a	drunkard,	the	stores	were	putrid,	the	water	
was	foul,	and	the	seamen	served	under	such	provisions.	My	father	
would	always	have	given	anything	he	had	to	save	and	serve	others	
and	his	stores	saved	the	seamen	while	they	lasted	.	But	then,	the	
putrid	meat,	biscuits	full	of	vermin,	bad	water	and	bad	brandy	were	
all	that	was	left	for	him,	who	was	not	only	so	delicately	nurtured,	but	
so	used	to	abstemious	living	(to	pay	for	his	masters,	his	books	and	
engravings)	that	he	denied	himself	all	food	but	the	barest	minimum	
of	life,	bread	and	cheese	and	water.	The	consequences	of	this	
calamity	would	have	been	insanity,	as	physicians	tell,	to	anyone	of	
ordinary	habits	of	life,	but	as	the	preparation	of	his	life	had	been	to	
such	self	denial	and	the	constitution	he	inherited	was	so	pure	and	
vigorous,	it	only	entailed	the	fearful	disorganisation	of	the	illness	
which	lasted	all	his	after	life.	

With	a	small	income	my	father	had	managed	to	get	together	the	
finest	Portuguese	and	Spanish	library	in	England.	He	got	masters	of	
eminence,	knowing	seven	languages	perfectly,	singing	and	playing	
beautifully,	drawing	well.	I	heard	an	account	of	his	first	learning	
Portuguese,	for	his	father	said	before	him	that	a	Portuguese	clerk	
would	be	wanted	by	the	firm	and	he	said	at	once,	‘I	will	take	it	father.	
In	three	months,	Sir,	I	will	be	ready	’	And	the	first	fifty	pounds	he	
received	he	brought	to	his	father	saying,	‘Now	father,	you	shall	be	at	
no	more	expense	for	me’	and	gave	him	his	first	offering	which	my	
grandfather	would	not	have	taken	but	he	saw	his	whole	heart	and	
soul	was	so	set	on	the	joy	of	giving	his	father	his	all	that	he	could	not	
check	him.	Then	to	keep	his	word	and	yet	keep	these	masters	and	
form	a	splendid	library	(my	father	had	the	best	Spanish	and	
Portuguese	library	in	England	at	that	time),he	denied	himself	all	food	
but	bread	and	cheese	and	water,	and	worked	early	and	late	to	study,	
besides	the	work	of	the	office	which	on	foreign	post	night	(Tuesdays	
and	Fridays)	was	often	as	late	as	half	past	eleven.	The	mails	I	suppose	



used	to	start	later	then,	for	these	foreign	post	nights	were	fearfully	
late.	This	abstemiousness	brought	on	weakness	which	told	fearfully	
on	his	life	afterwards	when	he	was	tortured	with	anxiety	and	misery	
by	his	separation	from	my	mother.	Meantime	Mrs.Perriman,	young,	
very	pretty,	very	gentle	and	artless,			and	utterly	ignorant	of	the	
world,	was	left	a	rich	widow	and	was	followed	by	many	suitors	and	at	
last	married	a	very		bad,	hypocritical	man,	who	was	taken	by	all	who	
did	not	know	his	real	character	for	a	most	saintly	personage.	He	
obtained	great	power	through	that	most	unhappy	marriage	and	used	
it	all	to	the	misery	of	those	under	him.	He	interfered	between	my	
dear	father	and	mother,	requesting	my	father	to	hold	any	intercourse	
with	his	family	only	through	his	invitation	and	then	took	them	into	
the	country	and	stopped	all	communication.	My	father	was	stunned	
at	this,	having	always	been	a	sought	and	honoured	guest.	My	mother	
said	it	seemed	as	if	an	earthquake	had	swallowed	up	those	friends	
she	most	valued,	but	for	ten	years	they	were	not	allowed	to	see	or	
hear	of	each	other.	My	father	suffered	so	much	and	was	so	broken	in	
health	and	spirits	that	my	grandfather,	having	to	send	someone	they	
could	utterly	trust	to	Jamaica	on	business	for	the	House,	proposed	
my	father’s	going	and	that	was	the	tragedy	of	my	dearest	father’s	life.	
It	was	a	long	voyage.	The	captain	was	a	drunkard.	The	ship’s	stores	
were	unfit	for	food	or	drink.	My	father’s	little	store	of	provisions	
were	the	only	ones	on	board	fit	for	human	food.	The	sailors	fell	sick	;	
the	biscuit	was	rotten,	the	beef	putrid,	the	water	bad.	My	father	gave	
all	he	had	–	his	own	life	and	food	to		save	theirs,	and	then	with	body	
weak	with	fasting	and	sorrow	he	had	only	this	rotten	food,	and	putrid	
water	and	bad	wine	and	spirits	for	all	sustenance.	

The	great	physicians	to	whom	I	have	told	this	said	to	me	the	only	
wonder	was	that	he	lived	to	return	home.	But	when	he	did	come	back	
he	health	and	strength	were	wrecked	and	he	was	left	to	fight	all	his	
life	with	that	terrible	disease	which	so	nearly	reduced	us	all	to	
beggary.	But	even	then,	let	me	say	it	here	before	the	time	there	was	
more	happiness	for	us	in	our	life,	such	as	it	was,	than	for	so	many	
others,	for	we	always	had	dear	love	and	perfect	faith	in	each	other	at	
home.		

My	mother	often	told	me	that	on	her	wedding	day,	looking	back	on	
my	father	as	he	stood	in	the	conservatory	of	the	hotel	where	they	
were	staying,	he	looked	so	like	a	dead	man	that	it	gave	her	a	shock	
she	never	could	forget,	and	from	which	she	could	only	slowly	recover	
herself.	



(	of	my	grandmother	and	her	family)	

Her	father’s	mother	was	extremely	pretty;	so	much	so	that	she	was	
run	away	with	by	her	husband	who	was	of	a	very	old	and	wealthy	
Welsh	family,	and	was	immediately	disinherited	by	his	father	for	his	
marriage.	They	lived	in	great	privation	after	this,	but	retained	so	
much	love	of	their	past	life	and	its	gaieties	that	they	used	to	save	and	
pinch	all	the	few	?	to	be	able	to	go	to	Epsom	on	the	Derby	day	with	a	
carriage	and	four	horses	in	proper	state.	And	her	grandfather	who	
had	saved	from	his	former	grandeur	two	suits	of	dress,	one	scarlet	
and	gold,	one	blue	and	silver,	used	to	appear	as	he	felt	his	right	to	be.	
His	wife	used	to	wear	long	ruffles	of	lace	at	the	elbow	and	used	to	
look	so	lovely	at	the	head	of	her	table,	that	my	grandmother	told	
Mama	she	well	remembered	the	proud	way	in	which	her	father	spoke	
of	her.	Then	the	father	died	and	his	widow	struggled	on	with	a	large	
family	of	little	children	till	she	died	and	left	my	grandfather	Thomas	
Perriman	the	sole	support,	guide	and	guardian	to	the	other	children	:	
he	himself	only	a	child	not	twelve	years	old.	He	went	for	help	where	
he	could,	did	anything	and	everything	he	could	to	find	food	and	
friends	for	his	little	brothers	and	sisters.	Amongst	other	trials	he	at	
last	took	the	Coffee	House	in	Cornhill,	known	afterwards	as	‘Tom’s’	
from	his	name.	He	was	very	young	and	..?	but	the	gentlemen	who	
then	used	to	crowd	there	every	evening	to	see	and	hear	the	news,	
play	chess	and	take	coffee,	all	rallied	round	him,	gave	him	the	means	
to	go	on,	trusting	everything	to	his	honour	to	repay	them	and	took	
him	through	the	Bankruptcy	Court.	

	

Document	ends	here.		

	

 
	


