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Chapter One

From Hawarden to Sir Harry

Emma Hamilton began life as Emy Lyon on 26 April. That, at least, is the date she always celebrated as her birthday. As no record of her birth survives, the year of her birth is not known for sure, but her parents, Henry and Mary Lyon, were married on 11 June 1764. Emy was baptized on 12 May 1765. It seems reasonable to assume she was born in the year of her baptism.

She was born in Ness, near Denhall, on the windy Wirral Peninsula in Cheshire, overlooking the Dee estuary. The parish of Neston was described in 1809 as one of the most miserable townships on the Peninsula, a collection of hovels inhabited only by colliers. The pit at Denhall had been opened in 1750, and Henry Lyon was identified on Emy’s baptismal certificate as smith ‘of Ness’. Probably he worked in connection with the pit.

A tall building, known as Swan Cottage, still stands on a bank at Denhall. From the uppermost rooms, there is a fine view across the wide estuary to the northern coast of Wales. No hovel, by reason of its commanding height it was later used as a shipping beacon. However, it is reputed to have been the smith’s house at this date. At the back of the house is a plaque inscribed ‘I.L. S.L. 1724’, so there may have been Lyons living here before Henry. In this house we may see Emma Hamilton’s birthplace.

Of Henry Lyon little is known. As he signed his marriage certificate with a cross, the illiterate’s mark, we may safely dismiss more romantic tales which sprang up in the Victorian times. Emma Hamilton’s great-grandson believed Henry was the estranged son of a nobleman, beating out his anger against his sire on the anvil.

Henry died from unknown causes and was buried on 21 June, being named then as smith ‘of Denhall’, barely two months after his daughter’s birth. We need linger no further in squalid Denhall. Tradition has it that his widow immediately took her infant across the estuary to Hawarden in Wales, where her parents lived.

Mary Lyon’s parents, Mr and Mrs Kidd, lived in a small ‘cruck’ cottage, distinguished from the other thatched and whitewashed dwellings in the village by a set of red sandstone steps. Mary had at least one brother, William, and three sisters, who were to become the Mrs Moore, Connor and Reynolds. Possibly, when Mary brought her baby, there were one or two of these still living at home.

The Steps, as the house was known, lay at the end of an old lane which ran down under the park wall of Broad Lane Hall, on the opposite side of the road to the Glynne Arms. Sir John Glynne was owner of the estate, which, in later years, as Hawarden Castle, was to be Prime Minister Gladstone’s country home. Many of the villagers worked for Sir John in some capacity or other. There was a variety of industry practised in Hawarden – cheese-making, arable farming, coal mining. Mrs Kidd had a carrier’s business and took produce from the Hall, together with sacks of coal from the works, to sell in Chester market.

Sarah Kidd was a formidable lady. In the 1890s a story was still remembered in which robbers were said to have attempted to steal the proceeds of her sales at Chester. They lay in wait on the road leading back from Chester along the southern side of the Dee estuary. Mrs Kidd, stout in defence of the contents of her loose pocket, belaboured them with her whip with such ferocity that they fled.

The Kidd men played second fiddle to the women of the family. Emma’s grandfather was allotted in his wife’s enterprise only the part of taking her proceeds up to the Hall. Otherwise he guarded sheep on Saltney marshes, a sodden stretch of land to the east of the village. It is said he used to dig a deep hole and stand in it, firing an ancient shotgun at marauding dogs who ventured near his flocks.

Of Emma as a child we know little. In the 1890s the local historian Hilda Gamlin could discover only the tradition that Emma had stood by a donkey on the Chester road and offered handfuls of coal for sale. Whether this was a scheme of her grandmother’s or of her own devising, it is the only instance in her life where Emma showed any financial grasp.

Other ancestral memories of Emma being a sweet young girl, and very generous always, ring true. She spoke of herself as of having been ‘wild and thoughtless’ as a child. In a household where those who could work did so – with the exception of William, who declared himself, surprisingly, ‘never brought up to work’ – Emma probably enjoyed a degree of healthy neglect. There is comfort in Mary Wollstonecraft’s words: ‘Most women who have acted like rational creatures, or shown any vigour of intellect, have accidentally been allowed to run wild.’

With this liberty of action, in Emma’s case, went a less satisfactory neglect of her education. She was to say later that her education only began when she was seventeen. She was not wholly illiterate before this date, however. Where she got her scanty education is not known. Stories that Mary Lyon was mistress or sempstress to Lord Halifax, that he paid for Emma’s education till he remarried when the girl was twelve, founder under the fact that there was no Lord Halifax at this date. (Sir John Glynne did remarry when Emma was about twelve.) We do not anyway know for certain that Emma’s mother was living in Hawarden during her daughter’s childhood. Emma always spoke of her grandmother with great affection, saying that ‘my grandmother always gave me her last shilling’. Quite possibly it was her grandmother who brought her up, and wielded such authority as existed over her.

When she was still young, Emma was placed as under-nursemaid in the Thomas family. Mr Honoratus Leigh Thomas was a successful surgeon, who lived in Hawarden and practised in Chester. He was partner to Dr Sutton, celebrated for his inoculations against smallpox. The rapacious disease attacked one in six of the population each year. Possibly the credit for Emma’s fresh, wild-rose complexion should go to Dr Thomas and his preventative measures.

Mrs Thomas was deeply respected in the village. She was a Boydell by birth, which meant rather more then than now. Throughout the eighteenth century, the Boydells were land agents to the Glynnes. There were two sons and four daughters, all under the age of seventeen, when Emma was employed here. A drawing of the house gives a good idea of the decent, mildly prosperous family its gables, wings and neat borders housed. A sketch of Emma from this date survives. The eldest Miss Thomas was the artist. The exquisite conformation of eye-socket and nose which was later to excite such attention can be seen here before maturity brought chiselled Greek perfection. Probably Emma began work here some time after her twelfth birthday in 1777.

Emma’s mother, we are told, went to London once she had seen her daughter established at the Thomases. She then found a post for Emma in the capital and ordered Emma to join her. Emma was so distressed at leaving the Thomases that she could only be persuaded to go on condition she return soon on a visit. She duly did return, but, such had been the heady influence of London life, she roistered till deep into the night with some youths at Wepre Fair, and her visit ended abruptly.

Of her post in London there is firm evidence. In 1791, when she had just made a marriage that intrigued all Society, Emma was to stare ‘rapt’ at an actress on the stage of the Drury Lane Theatre. An enquirer was told that the actress in question, Mrs Jane Powell, had been ‘under-housemaid’ in Dr Richard Budd’s house at Chatham Place, Blackfriars, at the same time that Lady Hamilton had been nurserymaid there. Dr Pettigrew, Nelson’s 1849 biographer, attempted in an appendix to set out the truth of Emma’s early life, and confirmed this. He had known Budd, a physician at St Bartholomew’s Hospital, at the time and could vouch for the employ.1 Emma herself, in so emphatically acknowledging her ties with Jane Powell, seems to have been at pains to stress her employment with the Budds as an honourable episode in her past, perhaps one she wished remembered in lieu of later, less innocent positions held. The dates of her employment in Chatham Place must fall between 1777 and 1778, Emma then being twelve or thirteen.

An incident concerning Emma and Jane Powell as young employees of Dr Budd is recounted which bears a suspicious likeness to the story of Emma’s lapse from good behaviour at Hawarden. The two girls, the story goes, stole off to Cocksheath Camp. Setting up as ballad singers, they acquired two young admirers with whom they dallied away the evening hours. One of these youths, we are told, was James Perry, later celebrated editor of the Morning Chronicle and, incidentally, to become a good friend of Lady Hamilton. The girls, finding their admirers becoming a trifle pressing in their advances, gave them the slip. Young Perry and friend, standing disconsolate on London Bridge, were still further put out to hear taunting cries from the river beneath them and see the two hoydens skim beneath their noses down the Thames on a wherry. The girls were dismissed from the Budd household when they came in at dawn.

This and the Hawarden stories are so similar that there is, of course, every reason to suspect the truth of one or both. Yet fairs and venues of outdoor gaiety, in Emma’s day, were a popular and cheap form of entertainment for the poorer classes. Spectacles and crowds, not to mention admiration, always did have a most deleterious effect on Emma’s sense of moderation. It is quite possible that both incidents did occur. If not, the inventors of both tales showed a shrewd appreciation of what Emma would have enjoyed, aged twelve or thirteen.

Emma probably worked next for the Linley family. Thomas Linley, father of the family, had the direction of the Bath Assembly Room concerts from the mid-1760s, and to those concerts and to his celebrated ‘Attic Entertainments’ came Boyce, Giardini, J. C. Bach, and many other musical luminaries. The jewel that drew in the crowds was the eldest Linley daughter, Elizabeth, who looked like an angel and sang like one, too.2

She and her younger sister, Maria, sang at Royal Command performances and were mobbed outside the London theatres when they visited the capital in 1772. Elizabeth then married Richard Brinsley Sheridan, son of her father’s great friends, and, with his refusal to allow his wife to sing in public, Maria, an able but less divinely beautiful singer, proved less of a draw.

In 1776, Mr Linley bought with his son-in-law the major shareholding in the Drury Lane Theatre from Garrick, who was retiring. In 1777, Linley and his wife took the decision to move to London, he to take over the musical direction of the theatre, she to manage the wardrobe and, with Elizabeth, the accounts. They may well have been influenced in their decision by a desire to prevent their erratic son-in-law from spending all the proceeds of the theatre’s success.

By the summer of 1778, the Linleys were in London at an elegant house in Norfolk Street, off the Strand. In August, they heard there the tragic news that their composer son, Thomas, had drowned after a boat had capsized on the Duke of Ancaster’s lake. It is about now that Emma is said to have joined their household as maidservant, being thirteen years old. The story that she did so hangs on the Reminiscences of one Henry Angelo, a writer who, admittedly, had a tendency to dress ‘Truth severe with fairy Fiction’. In the account he gives of Emma’s stay at the Linleys’, however, there is some reason to accept his word. His father, Domenico Angelo, riding and fencing master to the Royal Family and other lesser mortals, and his mother were intimate friends of the Linleys and Sheridans.

It is interesting that, at an impressionable age, Emma should have worked in this musical household. The singers of the Linley and (William) Jackson ‘school’ were noted for their ‘peculiar pathos and sweetness of expression’, qualities noted in Emma’s own later singing and theatrical performances. Emma’s penchant for the theatre and the company of singers and actresses, not to mention her ‘theatrical’ manner, may have had its roots in this early brush with Drury Lane.

Emma worked as maidservant to Mrs Linley when the lady was mistress at Drury Lane ‘Theatre’, Angelo says. ‘The actresses would often insist on having certain dresses for their characters, and Emma was usually employed on those occasions as the means of communication between them and Mrs Linley.’ Emma would bring the actresses’ requests to Mrs Linley in her private box at the theatre. ‘Very frequently, when Mrs Linley was in an ill humour, Emma was sent back with no favourable answer.’ Mrs Linley was, in fact, an absolute dragon for a balanced book, and saw no reason why Lady Macbeth’s costume should not serve Portia very well. Sarah Siddons was one of very few to triumph over her thrift and play Lady Macbeth in a glorious gold-cloth dress. Emma must have had some uneasy moments as Mrs Linley’s ambassador.

In December 1778, according to Angelo, further disaster struck the gifted family. Samuel, the Linleys’ second son, arrived in Norfolk Street desperately ill, from a fever he had contracted as a midshipman. Mrs Linley told Mrs Angelo that Emma attended Samuel assiduously ‘up to the last moment of his decease’. On his death, Mrs Linley said, Emma ‘was so attached to her son, and her affliction made such an impression on her mind, that no entreaties could prevail on her to remain, not even a day’. This history has been dismissed as sounding like housemaids’ fiction. Yet Emma was always soft-hearted to an extreme and to see an eighteen-year-old boy – and a Byronically handsome boy – waste away to death under her nursing cannot have been other than a traumatic experience. At thirteen, the exhaustion of nursing and the shock of his death could well have conspired to send her, unthinking, from the scene of these sufferings. Samuel Linley was buried on 21 December 1778; Angelo tells us he was a pall-bearer with Sheridan and Tickell.

Angelo notes that it was some few days after Samuel’s funeral that his feelings were ‘powerfully excited by the figure of a young woman, meanly attired, in the attitude of dejection, leaning against the post’ at the corner of New Compton Street, in Soho. He approached her and spoke to her, but she would not answer. Seeing an acquaintance approaching, and perhaps remembering he was newly married and ought not to be seen talking to ‘girls of the town’, Angelo asked the girl to be there at eight that evening. ‘With a deep drawn sigh, she replied, “Yes”.’ He was punctual; so was she, but she was hardly more forthcoming. She only sighed and said her name was Emma. She added that she had not eaten all that day – ‘the truth of which she proved by the voracious manner in which she devoured some biscuits I ordered to be placed before her’. Angelo, perhaps from sheer curiosity, perhaps in hopes of some better return for his biscuits than those endless sighs, arranged to meet same time, same place, next evening. He failed to keep the appointment and feared her lost.

Happily, he soon saw her again, no longer wearing her rags, but dressed in ‘all the grandeur of fashion’ and ‘with a countenance beaming with pleasure’. She was walking with two ‘élégantes’ among other ‘beaux and belles’ in Kensington Gardens. Angelo says he was surprised, but she ‘immediately relieved me by saying she lived at Mrs Kelly’s, Arlington Street’. This lady was a procuress, or ‘madame’, as we would say now. Then she was known as an ‘abbess’ – her girls being the nunnery. ‘For some short time after I frequently saw her in the abbess’s carriage,’ says Angelo.

According to the anonymous 1815 Memoirs of Lady Hamilton, Emma worked as maid to a ‘lady of fortune’. Perhaps she did begin at Mrs Kelly’s as a domestic but she is unlikely to have remained one for long. If Angelo’s story is true, it was no domestic who sauntered through Kensington Gardens, and was taken about in her mistress’s carriage. Angelo is very insistent that Emma did live with Mrs Kelly, and he says her departure from that house occasioned an ‘on-dit’, which means her presence there must have been known to others besides himself.

William Hickey describes one evening in London some twelve months after Emma may have gone to Mrs Kelly’s. He and his brother went to dine with the ‘useful, if not respectable, Madam Kelly, at Arlington Street, who upon my entrance saluted me with a volley of abuse …’ Hickey had introduced a rogue to the house who had ‘bilked every girl in the family’ and owed Madam Kelly over a hundred pounds for suppers and wines. ‘In the evening we attended three of her chickens in the old beldam’s coach, to Turnham Green, to drink tea at the Pack Horse, and treat the misses to a swing, there being a capital one fixed up in the garden.’3

If Emma did in 1779 form part of Mrs Kelly’s ‘family’, this charming vignette of Hickey’s gives a good idea of how her time there would have been occupied. Mrs Kelly’s girls were available for picnics, visits to Ranelagh and Vauxhall Gardens, and for the hours following. Her extreme youth cannot be said to tell against the possibility. One of Hickey’s ‘nun’ friends was procured when she was twelve.

In 1802, at a time when he knew Emma, the Prince of Wales was to tell the painter Mme Vigée-Le Brun that he had been struck, years before, by the beauty of a girl at the door of a fruiterer’s. This girl, whom he remembered as wearing wooden shoes and meanly clad, he later recognized in the person of Lady Hamilton. The 1815 Memoirs only mention that Emma worked for a tradesman in St James’s Market.

The garrulous Prince did not see fit to sully Vigée-Le Brun’s ears with another story about Emma – the tale that she lost her virginity to a great friend of his, one Rear-Admiral Jack Willet-Payne. The 1815 Memoirs relate that Emma went to Willet-Payne, then a captain, in the early years of the American War, to beg that a cousin of hers, who had been press-ganged, should be released. Payne granted her request, he became her suitor, and ‘she soon became the mistress of her new admirer’.

There was, in Emma’s lifetime a rumour, as hotly denied by her friends as it was credited by others, that she had posed as a Goddess of Health, transparently draped, in an extraordinary establishment called the Temple of Aesculapius, or Health. The proprietor of this fanum which had its being in the late summer of 1779 in the Royal Terrace, Adelphi, was a Dr James Graham from Edinburgh. He had obtained tremendous encomia from Georgiana Duchess of Devonshire among others, when he had treated them earlier in the year with electricity at Aix-la-Chapelle. Experiments to discover the properties and potential of electricity were all the rage in these years. Graham did very well to emphasize its benefits to bodily health – another preoccupation of the time. By 1779, all fashionable London was flocking to pay a crown’s admittance and enter the doors which gigantic footmen flanked. The gentlemen strode in boldly, the ladies were masked and slipped in discreetly past the array of discarded crutches and medicaments with which Graham strewed the front hall as practical proof of his healing powers.4 At a time when Cagliostro and Mesmer exerted their unholy fascination, Graham’s Temple became exceedingly popular.

There was no harm in the Doctor. By day, his Temple was open to all who were infirm, disabled or merely elderly. A certain Frederick Reynolds, whose home backed on to the Temple, says the queues of mendicants waiting for free issue of Imperial pills or Nervous Aethereal Balsam or Electrical Aether were a hindrance to passers-by.5 The richer evening visitors had to pay for such supplies as they desired. A ‘Celestial Bed’ with gilt dragons and the inscription ‘Dolorifica res est si quis homo dives nullum habet domi suae successorem’ (It is a sad thing if a rich man has no heir to his property) was available for childless couples to roll around in for £50 a night. Most came to attend the highfalutin lectures on longevity, sterility and procreation which constituted the evening’s entertainment. The heavy burden of sexual innuendo these lectures carried, and the windows of the hall painted with portraits of Hygeia and associated deities, hardly made much impact on Polite Society’s greedy appetite for novelty. Horace Walpole called Graham a dull mountebank. Standing by Graham, however, as he delivered his lectures, were several lovelies dressed in their Grecian drapery.

Emma could have been the ‘warbling chorister’ who sang off-stage, or she could have played a classical maiden in 1779 or 1780 at the Adelphi Temple. She cannot have been the Goddess of Health, for Graham only presented this deity in 1781. By that date Emma was elsewhere. Furthermore, we are told that she was ‘gigantic’ – which Emma at this date was not – and Frederick Reynolds says that the Goddess died in mid-career. The author of the 1815 Memoirs is very certain that she did pose at the Temple, saying that a person ‘of the very highest literary reputation’ told him ‘the whole history’ in 1791. Angelo is very sure Emma did not appear there. It is just possible that visitors to the Temple remembered Romney’s window-painting of Hygeia, which was depicted with all the classical attributes of that goddess, namely heavy drapery, staff and bowl. Perhaps they were confused, having heard of Graham’s Goddess of Health at the later Temple and seeing Romney’s later ‘fancy’ pictures of Emma in classical attire, into thinking Emma had played the Goddess.

The other story about Emma in these mysterious years, which is associated with the above tale, relates that she modelled naked for artists and even for the Royal Academicians’ life classes. Angelo enquired into this and found that the only Academician still living in 1830 who could have gazed on Emma’s charms denied the story. That same Academician, James Northcote, is reported by another to have said that only prostitutes past their prime would consent to model naked for the life classes. They were reluctant models, one always arriving and departing in a mask, another saying it was ‘unnatural’. The rumour about Emma probably arose retrospectively out of a brilliant cartoon by Rowlandson in 1791. It shows Lady Hamilton performing her famous Attitudes naked on a model’s stage with a host of prurient old men looking on. Rowlandson would have been delighted that his satirical view for the Attitudes gave rise to the Memoirs story that she had indeed been a life model.

Angelo says Emma ‘suddenly disappeared [from Mrs Kelly’s] and the on-dit at the time was, that Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh had taken her from there under his protection’. Now we pass from rumour to fact. Emma made the acquaintance of a lively young baronet, Sir Harry Fetherstonhaugh, and he took her to Up Park, or Uppark, his elegant Dutch mansion on the South Downs in Sussex. Tradition has it that she was installed in a pretty house, Rosemary Cottage, in South Harting, the village at the foot of the hill leading to the mansion. As Sir Harry’s mother was living at Uppark at this time, tradition is almost certainly correct.

Emma was here as Sir Harry’s ‘cottager’ by the hot summer of 1781, when she was sixteen. In a letter written ten years later, Emma was to refer to her early life. She wrote: ‘Oh, my dear friend, for a time I own through distress my virtue was vanquished, but my sense of virtue was not overcome.’ If Emma’s virtue, as seems probable, was already vanquished when she encountered Sir Harry, financial distress was certainly vanquished under rich Sir Harry’s protection.

Uppark was quite unlike anything Emma had known. Sir Harry’s father, Matthew, had furnished the house in style. The large saloon was a most magnificent room, rich in gilt and plasterwork. There was a fine staircase, good Continental furniture. Above all, there were superb views from the house over the open Downs – on a fine day, to the distant English Channel.

Of the young baronet who owned this jewel of a property we have an entertaining glimpse, when he was making a second tour of the Continent in 1776. (Only a year before, the historian Edward Gibbon, referring to Sir Harry’s inheritance on his father’s death in 1774, had written: ‘Sir Harry is very civil and good humoured. But from the unavoidable temper of youth, I fear he will cost many a tear to Lady F [his mother]. She consults everybody, but has neither authority nor plan.’)6 Sir Harry certainly cost quite a few tears to Dr John Moore, who was escorting the young Duke of Hamilton on an educative tour of Switzerland and Italy in 1776. The good divine had encouraged his charge to bathe in Lake Geneva in September (to the amazement of the natives), dine with professors of natural history, and eschew the expensive habit of sending messages ‘on horseback’. At Naples, unfortunately, the Duke fell in with Sir Harry. Forgoing the artistic and archaeological treasures of the city, together they went off to the remoter game reserves of the Kingdom. Sir William Hamilton, the Duke’s kinsman, and English Minister at Naples, supplemented their rough fare, sending presents of pâté and ginger. When the two, ‘inseparable’, as Moore sniffed, left Naples for Rome, Sir William had further works of charity to perform. He had to offer £300 to a lady for a scrape the Duke or Sir Harry had got into.

In Rome Sir Harry was very much taken with Lady Cowper’s sister, Miss Gower. ‘As Sir H. is not a man to control any Inclination that he can gratify, I dare say he will yield to his present penchent. Proposals will be made, and he has an Estate of Seven or Eight thousand pounds a year, so it is not absolutely impossible but the affair may be arranged.’ Moore hoped the Duke of Hamilton’s mother would ‘forgive this Tittle Tattle’. In a further verse of this restrained hymn of hate against the tempter who had undone all Moore’s good work, in matters aesthetic, spiritual and monetary, we are given a summing up of Sir Harry’s character. ‘He is good natured, formal, effeminate, and obliging, without violent Passions or Ambition, a negative character who will Rather be acted upon than act for himself.’ To this we might add the physical description gleaned from his portraits, and particularly from the one painted by Pompeo Batoni when he was in Rome in 1776: he was distinctly dolichocephalic, with a friendly cast to small features in his long face, had sandy hair, and was of a certain languid length. He would not have changed much by the time Emma met him. Moore’s final exasperated reference to Sir Harry is as follows. He wrote from Florence on 1 June to the Duke’s mother. They had intended to leave the day before, but Sir Harry had written to say he would be in Florence on the first. So the Duke had decided to wait for his friend, ‘who I suppose will accompany us all the way to Paris’.7

It was on this trip that Sir Harry bought some of the exquisite French furniture with which he supplemented his father’s original furnishings at Uppark. However, such an ‘eye’ was unlikely to redeem his other excesses, and his style of life was not one to appeal to the older generation. From Oxford on, despite being a rich man, he was always in financial difficulties. These were not matters to bother persons of his own age, and the weaknesses and hedonistic vacuity which his elders deplored found favour among his contemporaries. For Emma, aged fifteen or sixteen, and impressionable all her life, his allure was strong.

Chief among the dissipations on offer at Uppark were the private race meetings which Sir Harry held on the Downs. It is said that Emma rode in these events, having become a dare-devil horsewoman under Sir Harry’s tuition. She was certainly an accomplished horsewoman later in Naples, and used to have horses sent over from Lord Pembroke’s stables in England. As there was no opportunity for her to learn in the interval between her leaving Uppark and going to Naples, there seems no reason to doubt the tradition that Sir Harry taught her. The Memoirs say she ‘obtained great applause on account of her equestrian powers, sitting on her horse with uncommon elegance, and rivalling in speed the boldest of her acquaintances’.

Tradition relates that Emma, or Emily Hart, as she was calling herself at the end of her liaison with Sir Harry, danced naked on the dining-room table at Uppark – presumably in further pursuit of the admiration of Sir Harry’s friends. This exhibition may account for the Memoirs remark that ‘her real character was known, and despised, even by those who were under the necessity of obeying her commands,’ when she was ‘nominal mistress’ of the ‘noble mansion’. As we have seen, it is questionable whether Emma lived in the house. Probably Emma came up the steep hill in the evenings, when his mother had retired. Perhaps she danced naked in the white and gold saloon.

Another who sauntered down to Rosemary Cottage was the Honourable Charles Greville, second son of the Earl of Warwick. Whether or not he became a lover of Emma’s then, he arranged for her to make a surreptitious visit to London, some time before June 1781. They seem to have then prosecuted a desultory affair, unbeknownst to Sir Harry, through the summer and early autumn of that year. A letter from Emma to Greville and his reply of January 1782 constitute almost our only source for the dramatic events of 1781.

In the correspondence Greville scolds Emma for some sort of sexual peccadillo on her first visit to him in London, and for some other casual sexual encounter, in words which suggest he saw himself as an ‘official’ lover, like Sir Harry. Greville talks of Emma’s ‘faults and bad conduct to Sir H. and myself’. From the letter, it is clear, though, that Greville was well aware that he who paid the piper had the girl at his call. He could only expect a small share of Emma’s favour while Sir Harry kept her. Though plainly very attracted to Emma, Greville seems to have been satisfied with a smaller share and was probably wise to be so. Emma preferred glamorous, rich Sir Harry to Greville.

Why was Emma running about with Greville, and acquiring other ‘connexions’ and ‘engagements’ when Sir Harry and his fortune were at her disposal? The short answer is that they were not there for long. Greville’s letter makes it clear that Sir Harry had tired of Emma, and that she then gave him up as lost. The Memoirs corroborate this. In the autumn of 1781, they say, Sir Harry brought Emma to London, and deposited her in private lodgings. He then went off – presumably to the Fetherstonhaugh town house in Whitehall – and proceeded to neglect her. According to the Memoirs, Emma took the opportunity of a rare visit from Sir Harry to quarrel. Emma’s temper probably rode high with the insult to her pride, and Sir Harry broke with her for good.

The Memoirs say that ‘the variety of scenes through which this daughter of vicissitude passed, after experiencing that treachery which most commonly follows the sacrifice of virgin innocence’, are best not detailed. Greville later refers with distaste to the time ‘when you were last in Town’. He dwells on her ‘giddiness and disipation’. Immediately after her dismissal by Sir Harry, she was promiscuous. She slept with those who could afford her what the Memoirs call ‘guilty support’, or, in plain language, money for food and lodging. She was ‘in reall distress’.

To compound her troubles, Emma discovered she was pregnant, and she believed Sir Harry to be the father. The child was conceived in June or July 1781. It was born before 12 March the next year.

In the late autumn she confided her troubles to Greville. He seems to have advised her to track down Sir Harry. An indefatigable hunting man, Sir Harry was in Leicestershire at this point, and to Leicestershire Emma went, armed with a bundle of envelopes ready franked by Greville, so she could inform him of progress. Greville recounts that Sir Harry, far from taking pity on her, hardly gave her enough money to get to her friends, to whom she then travelled. Emma then wrote seven letters to Sir Harry from these friends’ home at Chester. All went unanswered. She wrote to Greville, detailing her woes. He wrote back. Then they wrote again. By the time Emma writes the letter set out below, which was received on 10 January 1782, an agreement has been reached that she is to be taken under Charles Greville’s protection.

Emma’s letter has been often quoted to show how desperate she was. It is rather an emotional letter of thanks to her saviour who is about to pull her from the slough of despond. At sixteen, to be pregnant and thrown over by a rich lover, to feel that her friends in Cheshire had looked coldly on her, to be afraid to tell her mother – it was a sorry time.

Now Greville had altered all. In this letter, Emma was informing Greville that her hopes of Sir Harry were finally at an end. She was at his disposal, and needed the coach fare to get to him. The fact that she encloses a copy of her baptismal entry on Greville’s request shows that negotiations were well advanced.

January 1782

Yesterday did I receive your kind letr. It put me in some spirits for believe me I am allmost distracktid, I have never hard from Sir H. and he is not at Lechster now, I am sure, what shall I dow, good God what shall I dow, I have wrote 7 letters and no anser, I cant come to town for want of mony, I have not a farthing to bless myself with and I think my frenda looks cooly on me, I think so. O G what shall I dow what shall I dow. 0 how your letter affected me wen you wished me happiness. O G that I was in your posesion as I was in Sir H. What a happy girl would I have been, girl indead, or what else am I but a girl in distress, in reall distress, for Gods sake G. write the minet you get this and only tell me what I ham to dow, derect some whay. I am allmos mad. O for Gods sake tell me what is to become on me. O dear Grevell write to me. Write to me G. Adue and believe yours for ever

Emily Hart

Dont tell my mother what distress I am in and dow afford me some comfort. My age was got out of the Reggister and I have sent it to My Dear Charles. Once more Adue, once more adue. O you dear friend.

Notice that Emy Lyon has become Emily Hart. On the copy of the baptismal entry, ‘Emy Lyon’ is altered to ‘Emyly’ – Emily was perhaps deemed a more sophisticated name than Emy by Greville. Miss Lyon, on returning pregnant to her childhood home, presumably invented a husband, and became ‘Mrs Hart’. The name was perhaps suggested by South Harting, the village of Uppark.

Chapter Two

You will live very retired

Charles Greville answered Emma’s letter the same day he received it. Just as Emma dissembled a little in her letter, so he did in his. He writes at first as if Emma, six months pregnant, had a wide choice of willing protectors on whom she might call, and offers his own protection as something of a last resort. He then immediately details the conditions on which he could be prevailed on to offer that protection, and on which its continuation could be ensured. Then he details the plan he has drawn up for Emma’s confinement, gives instructions for the proper use of the money he encloses, and ends by reiterating his demand that Emma write to Sir Harry and formally terminate their lapsed liaison. In effect, this is a letter of contract, which sets out the conditions and terms under which he agrees to maintain Emma and her child. Naturally, it rehearses a great deal that has been gone over in less formal interchanges. It is evident, from Greville’s casual phrase ‘if you mean to have my protection …’, that he had offered it to Emma in a previous letter, and that she had dallied, hoping for word from Sir Harry. Then, with ‘O G, that I was in your posesion’, she accepted his offer firmly.

Greville kept a copy of his letter, no doubt in case either party (i.e. Emma) should at any point betray the terms of the agreement. This copy, which was among Greville’s papers at his death, was presumably kept ready at hand throughout Emma’s liaison with Greville to be brandished, like the Mosaic Laws, should she do Greville wrong. When he wrote to his uncle, Sir William Hamilton, in later years of the sentiments he ‘ever impressed on her mind’, that their liaison was to be of a ‘limited experiment’, this letter is probably what he was referring to:

My dear Emily,

I do not make apologies for Sir H’s behaviour to you & altho I advised you to deserve his esteem by your good conduct, I own I never expected better from him, it was your duty to deserve good treatment, & it gave me great concern to see you imprudent the first time you came to G: from the country, & as the same conduct was repeated when you was last in town, I began to despair of your happiness, to prove to you that I do not accuse you falsly I only mention 5 guineas, & half a guinea for coach, but my Emily, as you seem quite miserable now, I do not mean to give you uneasiness, but comfort, & tell you that I will forget your faults & bad conduct to Sir H. & to myself & will not repent my good humor, if I shall find that you have learnt by experience to value yourself & endeavor to preserve your Friends by good conduct & affection.

I will now answer your last letter. You tell me you think your Friends look cooly on you, it is therefore time to leave them, but it is necessary for you to decide some points before you come to Town.

You are sensible that for the three next months your situation will not admit of a giddy life if you had wished it, & would therefore be imprudent to come & hunt after new connexion, or try to regain the one you gave up as lost, after you have told me that Sir H. gave you barely money to get to your friends, & has never answer’d one letter since, & neither provides for you, nor takes any notice of you; it might appear laughing at you, to advise you to make Sir H. more kind & attentive. I do not think a great deal of time should be lost, as I have never seen a woman clever enough to keep a man who was tired of her, but it is a great deal more for me to advise you never to see him again, & to write only to inform him of your determination. You must, however do the one or the other.

You may easily see my Dearest Emily, why it is absolutely necessary for this point to be completely settled before I can move one step. If you love Sir H. you should not give him up & if you continue with him, it would be ridiculous in me to take care of his girl, who is better able to maintain her, but besides this my Emily, I would not be troubled with your connexions (excepting your mother) & with Sir H. friends for the universe.

My advice then is to take a steady resolution, try whatever you please & if Sir H will continue your friend, or if you prefer any other friend, do not be your own enymy, & at last if everything fails, if you mean to have my protection I must first know from you that you are clear of every connexion, & that you will never take them again without my consent. I shall then be free to dry up the tears of my lovely Emily & to give her comfort, if you do not forfeit my esteem perhaps my Emily may be happy. You know I have been so, by avoiding the vexation which so frequently arises from ingratitude & caprices, nothing but your letter & your distress could incline me to alter my system, but remember I never will give up my peace, nor continue my connexion one moment after my confidence is again betray’d.

If you should come to town free from all engagements & take my advice, you will live very retired, till you are brought to bed. You should part with your maid, & take another name, by degrees I would get you a new set of acquaintance, & by keeping your own secret, & nobody about you having it in their power to betray you, I may expect to see you respected & admired. Thus far relates to yourself, as to the child, Sir H. may be informed of circumstances which may reasonably make him doubt & it is not worth while to make it a subject of altercation, its mother shall obtain its kindness from me & it shall never want.

I enclose you some money, do not throw it away, you may send some presents when you arrive in Town, but do not be on the road without some money to spare, in case you should be fatigued & wish to take your time: I will send Sophy anything she wishes for, give her a good many kisses & a thousand to my dearest Emily. God bless you my dearest lovely girl, take your determination soon & let me hear from you. Once more Adieu my D. Emily.

Some few days after 10 January 1782, Emma received that letter, the posts luckily being speedy at that time. Sometime before 12 March 1782, when she sat to the artist George Romney, she had her child. It was a daughter and she was named Emma. No record of her birth has ever been found. It is possible Emma disobeyed Greville’s advice in this matter and remained in the Chester area throughout her pregnancy. She certainly deposited ‘little Emma’, as she called her daughter, with her grandmother, Mrs Kidd, at Hawarden. The child was living there in 1784, and was probably placed there soon after her birth. Emma’s mother appears again now, joining Emma in the house Greville took near the Edgware Road in London by early March 1782, and was not to depart from her side again till her own death.

Leaving Emma ensconced in her new home, and perhaps reflecting on what a comparatively happy turn events had taken when all seemed set for disaster, we turn to discover what we can of her benefactor.

The Honourable Charles Francis Greville was born on 12 May 1749, the second son of Lord Brooke, created Earl of Warwick in 1759. Charles’s mother was born Elizabeth Hamilton, daughter of Lord Archibald Hamilton and so granddaughter of the third Duke of that name. When Charles was thirteen, in 1763, Sir Joshua Reynolds painted him, and the portrait is good evidence that Greville was as old before his years physically as he was in character. The picture could as well be of a young man of nineteen as a boy of thirteen. Perhaps Charles’s maturity was of help to him when ructions developed between his parents. They ended in 1765 with the Countess being refused admittance to the family town house in Hill Street, Mayfair, and she married General Robert Clark.1 Her break with her husband made her all the closer to her Hamilton relations. She was a Hamilton twice over. Her mother, Lady Archibald Hamilton, had been a daughter of the sixth Earl of Abercorn, head of another branch of this close-knit family. Charles was brought up on close terms with a host of Hamilton, Cathcart and Stormont cousins. It was a family looked on kindly by George III, moreover – in despite of, or perhaps because of, a long liaison between his father, Frederick Prince of Wales, and Lady Archibald, Charles’s grandmother. So, though Sir Harry was infinitely richer, Greville was by far the better-connected.

In 1769, aged twenty, Charles was in Naples, where he struck up a friendship with a most distinguished member of the clan. His uncle, William Hamilton, had been Envoy Extraordinary since 1764, and Minister Plenipotentiary also since 1768, to the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies. Though uncle and nephew were twenty years apart in age, they were united by a common interest in antiquities and in collecting that multitude of artefacts that went under the name of virtu. Curiosities of the Roman period, sixteenth- and seventeenth-century paintings, geological specimens, Greek vases – all were grist to the virtu man’s mill, though Greville and his uncle each had his special field. A correspondence between them, which began on Charles’s departure from Naples and was to run a course of thirty years, gives a good indication both of Greville’s character and of the tastes and ambitions which were to preoccupy him all his life.

From Rome, Charles writes: ‘I am running about the antiquities from 9 to 11 with Byers [James Byres, antiquarian and purveyor of the arts to the English in Rome] and from 11 to 2 with Miss A [probably Angelica Kauffmann, the painter].’ He asks his uncle to procure him some Greek vases, ‘if you can pick up any … of which you have duplicates’, with the proviso that they be ‘well conserved’, few and ‘elegant’. Greville shows here a casual disregard for his uncle’s special field (’duplicate’ Greek vases do not exist), which was later equalled by his uncle’s lack of interest in his own specialist collection of minerals. Each found the other’s lack of interest incomprehensible – at best irritating, inexcusable when a prime piece slipped through the one’s hands through the other’s dilatory failure to secure it.

Charles seems to have loathed every aspect of Neapolitan life except the antiquities and the volcanic minerals. Not even the charms of the celebrated courtesan Mme Tschudi could do anything to reconcile Charles to the enchanted city which hung above the Bay. Urbane, clerical Rome was more to his taste. He wrote of Mme Tschudi, from Vienna, ‘I have since been contented with worse, but she contrived to make me perfectly disgusted with her.’

Greville’s penchant for ‘girls of the town’ was a striking note in his otherwise fastidious personality. He seems to have taken advantage of the licence tacitly granted to the English abroad to indulge his taste everywhere on this tour. Sir William makes a sly reference to Greville’s activities in Venice: ‘I can conceive that a gondola with a fine woman in it must seem a most luxurious conveyance for a young man in his prime.’

Back in England, Charles continued to pursue his twin interests. He writes of a visit to Almack’s, the fashionable assembly rooms, in 1773: ‘Triste au dernier point. Only three of four girls of the town there.’ In the same year, with the eminent natural historian Joseph Banks, whose most recent exploits had been his journey on Captain Cook’s Endeavour and a trip to see the eruption of Hecla in Iceland, he went off on a tamer trip to Amsterdam. Banks and Greville were both interested in buying cabinets, as collections were then called, of minerals. This interest in mineralogy, perhaps begun by contact with Banks, was to become the ruling passion in Greville’s life. The Trustees of the British Museum were to write of his collection: ‘the series of crystallized Rubies, Sapphires, Emeralds, Topazes, Rubelites, Diamonds, and precious Stones in general, far surpass any that are known … to them in the different European collections.’2

Greville’s collection, which he found ‘only interesting if considered in a philosophical connection’, was an expensive hobby. And Greville was not rich. In 1774 he was negotiating to buy an important collection of German minerals for £600, when his income for that year was one hundred pounds short of that. In later years he bought yet more expensively, though his income remained the same. He kept the bailiffs from the door by acting as agent in sales of paintings and of virtu to his friends.

Sir William Hamilton in 1772 left an important Correggio with Greville, in the hopes he could find a buyer for it. In 1773, Greville was advising the Russian Minister on what to buy for his Imperial master. In the same year, he was commissioning a relatively unknown artist, George Romney, to pick up masterpieces for him in Italy. He furnished him with letters, too, to Sir William, Sir Horace Mann and others, peremptorily directing them to take those pictures off their walls of which Romney felt Greville would like copies – all with a view to future sales.

In July 1773, the Earl of Warwick died, and left his second son only £100 with which to buy a mourning ring. The yearly allowance of £200 he had made Charles during his lifetime ceased. Charles had made efforts to reconcile his father and his elder brother, efforts which had been successful to his own cost. Though he had hopes that the new Earl would come forward with a promised £5,000, these hopes do not seem to have been realized. Charles was left with only £500 a year from a maternal inheritance, for the rest of his life. He attempted to redress his position, taking over his brother’s place on the Board of Trade and assuming one of the two seats for Warwick in the Commons. The meagre emolument he received could not substantially mitigate the severe blow of his virtual disinheritance. He wrote to his uncle, ‘as the greater part of my life will be from hand to mouth, I shall never be able to settle in a family way; very few chances there are of my being made miserable by such a negative, but such is the perverseness of manhood, may be I may be the more eager about it.’

In the next few years, he was busy building up his collection of minerals. In return for sending his uncle hogsheads of English porter from Warwick, he was offered pictures by Caracci, Parmigianino and Albani at modest prices. After he expressed a preference for Cambiaso, Sir William gave him a ‘hairy Magdalen’ by that artist. He toyed with an idea of going to make his fortune in America, where many of his relations were administrators.

In 1778, fulfilling his own prediction of 1773, Greville wrote to his uncle: ‘Of all the chateaux I ever built, none ever lasted so long as that of my wish to settle.’ Having given the matter much thought over the years since his father’s death, he had come to the sensible decision that he must settle for a rich wife. With most peculiar logic, his first step in this enterprise was to beggar himself further by building a mansion in Portman Square. This was a newly fashionable part of London, where houses had been going up since 1760. He told Sir William, who remonstrated with him, that the house was a form of double speculation. It would create the impression, for his future unspecified bride’s family, that he was a man of substance. Once the heiress had been caught, and her fortune made his, he could sell the house at a profit and pay back the huge sum he had borrowed to finance the venture. A more hare-brained scheme has rarely been conceived.

The scheme came to nothing. Greville had a mysterious heiress in mind in 1778 who would bring him a dowry of £20,000. ‘I am so well with Granby, Ly. [wife of the heir to the Dukedom of Rutland], the Duchess, & Ly. B. C. that I think they have a real friendship for me.’ The difficulty came with Charles’s reluctance to press his suit to the point of popping the question. He said he was afraid to ask, and ‘have a short No’. He excused his lack of verve with the remark, ‘I shall be a Fabius, slow and sure,’ but faint heart never won fair lady. Two years later he was still unwed. Moreover, his house in Portman Square, where he was living and ‘which is much talked of, through my placing my collection and statues there’, was still unsold. His double speculation had turned out badly.

Possibly out of pride, Greville always displayed the most extraordinary optimism when it was least justified. Sir William wrote to offer dampening advice, presumably in answer to burblings of other heiresses and possible buyers for the house. ‘Don’t marry a rich Devil,’ he said, and ‘sell off your house or it will be a millstone round your neck.’ In October 1780, Charles moved out of his house, on getting a job at the Admiralty, which brought with it rent-free accommodation in the King’s Mews. Still, his house was unsold, and remained so, ‘on my hands’, till 1784.

Now he concentrated again on the tried and tested method of supplementing his income – dealing in art. In 1781, he was putting together a collection of some fifty inscribed gems, scarabs and ring bezels, for Alderman Boydell to engrave and publish in a book with examples from Lord Percy’s collection of the same. The purpose of such books of prints was not far off that of a Christie’s or Sotheby’s sales catalogue. Involved in such abstruse work, Greville spent his time with possible clients for his wares and with fellow members of the Royal Society, the British Museum, the Societies of Dilettanti and Antiquaries, and the Royal Horticultural. Not surprisingly, as these fellow members were rather older than he, he wrote to his uncle that he felt ‘a little lonely in my virtuous life’.

It was a letter from Sir William, being a tedious catalogue of all the thousands of wild beasts he had shot with His Sicilian Majesty, which occasioned this plaintive remark. It had some foundation. Greville’s closest friend among his cousins was Charles Cathcart, who has been described by Walter Sichel as playing Pylades to Greville’s Orestes (not a very flattering comparison as the Greek tragedians’ Pylades is a non-speaking part). Cathcart, a colonel, was abroad with his regiment that year, 1781, and Greville felt bereft. To find his uncle, on whom he counted for rational, informed conversation, rattling off lists of deer, boar and wolves slaughtered seemed a betrayal of all that he valued. ‘Surely you cannot be dead to virtue,’ he pleaded – ironically enough. His uncle, in these years, was building up the collection of Greek vases which form the basis of the Department of Greek and Roman Antiquities at the British Museum.

Such was the man, short on friends, long on schemes, who invited Emma to live with him and be his love on 10 January 1782. The first information we have of her new life with Greville is that she sat to George Romney on 12 March, at eleven o’clock.3 So the painter’s Day Book tells us. Greville did not take on the financial support of a girl, her mother and her child, from humane feelings alone. His rich wife had not materialized. Still, he wished to settle, have a home and all the domestic comfort his bachelor lodgings could not afford him. That was among his calculations in offering Emma his protection. More importantly, he had the idea that he could commission from his friend Romney a series of pictures of Emma as a ‘speculation’. Greville was to write after he and Emma had parted, referring to payments for pictures of Emma, that he wished he could have completed all his plans. The terms in which Greville spoke of Emma, as ‘a modern piece of virtu’, ridiculous man, also suggest that he saw his protection of her, as he did all his buys of virtu, as an investment. Letters from Greville to Romney in 1786, after Emma’s departure, make it clear he had paid for few of Romney’s pictures of Emma. Most of them had remained, after they were finished, in Romney’s studio – presumably to tempt visitors into offering for them. If the ‘scheme’ that Romney should paint Emma for Greville’s profit was in Greville’s mind when he offered to take on Emma and her dependants, his offer becomes less puzzling.

Emma headed her letters, ‘Edgware Road’. In 1782 this was a rough road, bordered by fields. It led up from the public gallows and grandstands at Tyburn Tree, past the village of Paddington and out to Harrow. But the whole expanse of open country between Tyburn Tree and Paddington was designated Edgware Road. Any of the few houses on the road to Paddington, or any of the houses surrounding Paddington Green, would have suited Greville’s desire for respectable seclusion.

Sir William, having visited the house in 1784, referred to Emma as ‘The Fair Tea-Maker of Edgware Row’. This properly described a short row of houses at the beginnings of the Edgware Road, near the modern Marble Arch, on the east side. Angelo says Emma gave her address as ‘the Paddington Road, No. 14, Oxford Street’. That description would fit a house in the row described. Romney, on one occasion in 1784, made an exception to his rule of painting his sitters at his house in Cavendish Square, and notes in his Day Book, ‘Mrs Hart, 10 [i.e. in the morning] Edgware Road’.

Greville, in 1788, bought a house on Paddington Green, in which he lived until his death. Some have mistaken this for the house he hired for Emma in 1782. The earlier house was large enough to accommodate, besides Emma, her mother and two maids. There was space enough for Greville, in 1784, to have his ‘own set of apartments’. The house had also later to accommodate his collection of minerals, his paintings and statues and his other pieces of virtu, after the Portman Square house was sold in 1784. There was, as shown by payments in account books that survive for the period from October 1784 to February 1785, a gardener. Greville perhaps here, as in his later house, grew botanical specimens for the Horticultural Society. Alternatively, the gardener may have been digging vegetable beds. The surviving account books, which may have been the only ones kept, give an impression that the household was managed with economy but supplied with all the genteel comforts. Greville reckoned life there was supported on, £100 a year. In fact, projecting the sums we know spent, it was more like three hundred, more than half the income Greville could depend on. Possibly at the outset, in 1782, a tighter rein was kept on the expenditure.

So the odd household, consisting of an aesthete, a gay, reprobate girl and a sensible countrywoman, settled down. According to the Reverend John Romney, the painter’s son, Emma confided to George Romney a story of an altercation which took place early on in her life with Greville. It was more of a clash of personalities than anything else, but it had a decisive effect on life in Edgware Row. The Memoirs tell the story, too, differing only from John Romney in point of detail. Greville took Emma off to Ranelagh Gardens, ‘then the favourite theatre of gaiety and gallantry’, as the Memoirs say. Emma attracted such attention ‘with her form and agility’ that she got carried away, and, ‘to increase the applause with which she had been flattered, she gave the company some delightful specimens of her unrivalled powers both in musical expression and flexibility of action’. The passers-by adored her song-and-dance, and applauded her ecstatically. Thrilling to their praise, she redoubled her efforts to ‘renewed peals of applause’. At that point Greville dragged her away. He had taken her to Ranelagh to give her a little harmless amusement, and ‘to dazzle beholders by her beauty’, not to ‘please fools’ with that beauty for the sake of their casual admiration. No doubt, at home, the copy Greville had taken of his January letter to Emma was produced, phrases in it sorrowfully pointed out, a lecture, in the manner of Mr Casaubon, delivered. The liaison seemed destined to founder, from Emma’s failure to ‘respect Greville’s sentiments’. But, on this occasion keeping her temper, Emma went upstairs and, the Memoirs say, she exchanged her finery for a cottage dress, returning to announce her intention to relieve him for ever of her presence. Romney said that it was the dress of a lady’s maid which she put on, in which she ‘ever after appeared, and never again went to any public place’.4

Romney’s version of the story receives some support from Angelo, who says he met her about this time dressed and behaving rather more like a religieuse than the kept woman she was. He says he met her ‘in Rathbone Place … (… in the deepest mourning habiliments), walking with a solemn pace’. Having told him her address, she said ‘at present she owed her ease and affluence to the F. G. [which we must take to denote Greville] and that both honour and gratitude forbade her to meet me [Angelo] again’. A lady’s maid’s dress might easily have been mistaken for deep mourning. This chastened Emma was surely encountered after the Ranelagh episode and her consequent moral reform.

The Reverend John Romney says Emma dressed always in her penitential maid’s outfit while she was with Greville. Large sums were paid to a dressmaker, a Mrs Hackwood, in 1784 and 1785. If she was employed only to make these uniforms they were of shot silk. It is quite likely, though, that Emma continued to wear the outfit for some time after she first adopted it. Then, perhaps, as with so many of her impulsive projects for self-abasement, the novelty wore off. What is certain is that, in all the four years of Emma’s liaison with Greville, this Ranelagh episode stands out as the only occasion on which Emma seems to have acted impulsively. Every other account of these years shows her obeying Greville’s wish that she should lead a retired life. She anticipated his wishes and chose friends ‘in a line of prudence & plainness’, as Greville writes to his uncle, ‘which, tho’ I might have wished for, I could not have proposed to confine her’. Not a thought did Emma have in these years but to win Greville’s approval, and, at all costs, prevent a recurrence of his disapproval which she found so dreadful. There were to be quarrels in the future, but, with Emma doing her utmost to ensure that they were not occasioned by her conduct, none was to be as shattering as the quarrel sparked by the Ranelagh episode.

After an occasion on which Greville and Emma had had words, in 1784, Emma wrote to him: ‘you have made me unhappy by scolding me; how can you … when you know it breaks my heart to be scolded, & speacily by Greville?’ Her efforts to please Greville, a most demanding critic, and to suppress her natural inclination for excitement encouraged in her a rather nervous disposition, in constant dread of Greville’s disapproval, always longing for his praise. When his weighty disapproval fell on her for some trifling fault, she was prone to be affected physically by the ‘scolding’. A history of rashes which took her to doctors and off to sea-bathing establishments may well have been nervous in origin. Still, Emma forgot all scoldings when Greville was pleased to be pleased with her. The tedium of her secluded existence, and the limited diversions allowed to her, being magazines, music (she seems to have had lessons) and sittings to Romney, came with time to seem a full and varied life.

Greville understood Emma’s character all too well, and played on it to his advantage. He knew perfectly well that she was capable of more than running a cosy home for him. In fact, he wrote to his uncle in 1785 that she was ‘capable of anything grand, masculine or feminine’. Nevertheless, recognizing that ‘there is a degree of nature in her, that she has the same pleasure in a retired & confined life as in a more extensive one’, he saw no reason to ‘make a parade of her, or a sacrifice of [his] amusements or business’. His seclusion of Emma was not totally a selfish act. He told her, and probably believed, that, by ‘being totally clear from all the society and habits of kept women, creditable & quiet people’ would respect her, and her reputation would be recovered. This sounds odd, because of course Emma was as much a kept woman now as she had been at Uppark. However, since Greville did not live constantly in Edgware Row, but spent some time at his Portman Square house, Emma’s neighbourhood acquaintances would think her a lady of independent means, Edgware Row her own house, and Greville just a gentleman caller.

It is unlikely Emma’s lady friends were so deceived. In fact, they may well have thought that Greville’s brother, Colonel ‘Wellbred’ Robert, and friends like Cathcart, Heneage Legge and Richard Cumberland, whom Greville occasionally invited to the house, were enjoying Emma’s favours too. The evenings on which these bachelor parties took place were red-letter days in Emma’s life, when she could sparkle to a larger audience than just Greville and her mother.

Emma’s mother, Mrs Lyon, mysteriously became Mrs Cadogan at some point during her time in Paddington – as mysteriously as her daughter had become Mrs Hart. The Reverend John Romney tells us that Mrs Cadogan always escorted Emma to his father’s painting-room, and that they always travelled the short distance by hackney carriage. In fact, the entries in Emma’s account books for coach fare do not always square with the dates in Romney’s Day Books on which she sat to him. The painter’s son’s purpose in making these categorical statements was to deny a rumour originating in the Memoirs that Emma had been his father’s mistress. So he stressed the immense respectability of the circumstances in which the sittings had taken place. Mrs Cadogan was probably not present at each of the three hundred and more sittings.

George Romney had few other interests in life than his painting. Born in 1734 in the north, he had a sketchy education. In 1762 he abandoned his wife and children and moved to London. Having studied the great artists’ work there, he went on that visit to Italy where Greville acted as his patron. Inspired by the Italian painters, and by Raphael above all, he returned to London. He set up in Cavendish Square, and was immediately patronized by the nobility. Lord Chancellor Thurlow declared in 1781: ‘Reynolds and Romney divide the Town; I am of the Romney faction.’ So it was to a celebrated artist that Emma sat in March 1782.

Romney, though untutored in Latin and Greek, felt a strong attraction to classical subjects. One of the first paintings he did of Emma was that vital depiction of Circe advancing with arm upraised, perhaps magicking Odysseus’ shipmates into swine. But the first picture of all, for which sketches were begun on 13 April 1782, was that now known as Lady Hamilton as Nature. John Romney writes that Emma was first brought ‘by the Honourable Charles Greville to sit for a three-quarters portrait. It was that beautiful one, so full of naivete, in which she is represented with a little spaniel lap-dog under her arm.’ One wonders whether that dog was Emma’s own, a thoughtful present from Greville, perhaps, to replace the infant which had by then been sent away.

Emma sat to Romney thirteen more times in 1782 after her first visit to Cavendish Square, the last appointment being on 3 August. What time was not given to Nature, was devoted to Circe. The poet William Hayley, in his Life of Romney, says he had a letter from a friend in 1782, ‘describing the very powerful impression made by this picture [Circe] on a party who then surveyed it’. The picture was still in Romney’s painting-room in 1787, for Mrs Knowles, a Quaker lady who worked needlework portraits, saw it there then and declared, ‘What a number of bad, indifferent, moderate, good and very good pictures must the hand paint ere it attains the sublimity of that figure!’ This picture is so arresting, the colours so vivid even now, it is difficult to imagine that Greville preferred to see it excite visitors to Cavendish Square rather than possess it himself. As he did on another occasion, Greville reserved the painting for himself and then left it at Romney’s till he was able to pay. In this case, he never did pay. Circe was destined to remain among Romney’s many rolls of canvas till his death. The picture was never quite completed, which may have made Greville hesitate to pay for it. There was a small matter of wild beasts, with which Romney had intended to surround the enchantress. Gilpin was to do them, but never did. A surgeon who bought the picture cheaply at a sale following Romney’s death took it upon himself to paint in a leopard on Circe’s left, and two wolves on her right. The leopard has since been painted out; the wolves remain.

From this picture, from a beautiful preliminary painting of Circe’s head, and from Nature, a fair description can be given of Emma’s appearance when she first lived at Edgware Row. Huge, violet eyes were dominant under long, heavily marked eyebrows in a short oval face. Her nose was long, without much bridge to it, but sat delicately enough above an exquisitely indented upper lip. Emma’s mouth was quite extraordinarily admired in her lifetime, and was the component of her beauty which most elicited comparisons with Greek sculpture. Her short expanse of forehead and softly moulded, small chin fostered the classical illusion, while her flawless complexion induced thoughts of marble in those who preferred statuary to life. Romney’s innumerable sketches of Emma about this time show, however, that she had a whole range of expressions which, while they always exhibited a certain sweetness, had nothing to do with the pensive airs she thought appropriate when she posed as Circe or Ariadne or other antique personages.

Her figure at seventeen was not as striking a feature of her appearance as it was to be some six or seven years later. She was tall and well proportioned, her small head with its magnificent, thick load of auburn hair set off by square shoulders and a powerful bosom. Her waist in the Circe picture, however, is only moderately neat, and the draperies look to conceal quite heavy hips and limbs. Emma, at this date, was evidently beautiful, but she was not yet at the height of her attraction. Greville for instance told his uncle later that, when Emma first came to him, he considered himself an ‘over-match’ for her.

Nature, Circe, and the head for Circe, are the only paintings of Emma by Romney we can be sure were painted in this first series of sittings in 1782. He made a great number of drawings of her both now and when she sat again to him over a period from December 1783 to March 1786. These drawings are in pencil, gone over with pen and brush, often with a brown wash. Though some are in sketchbooks marked, for instance, ‘January-June 84’, others are on loose sheets of blue paper and undated. The drawings featuring Emma range from rough likenesses, probably jotted down while she was at rest between poses, to elaborate designs and compositions, intended for later transference to canvas.

One set of designs we can assign to the 1782 period on stylistic grounds. These are designs for a composition of Medea slaying her children. Romney had been interested in this part of the Argonaut epic since his days in Rome. He produced a cartoon for a painting of Medea in about 1778 or 1779 – after the classicist Dr Potter had sent him the appropriate translated extract from Euripides’ Medea. In 1781, Romney went so far as to read the whole of Potter’s translation of the play, when it was published that year. At any rate, his name was on the subscribers’ list. When Emma appeared in his painting-room the following year, he recognized, Hayley says, that she had ‘such expressive powers, as could furnish to a historical painter, an inspiring model for the various characters, either delicate, or sublime, that he might have occasion to represent’. Romney’s sketches of Emma as Medea slaying her children are in quite a different mould to his commissioned portraits, which can suggest the chocolate box. There can be little doubt that these designs, four in all, date from this time.

Romney may also have begun, at this date, designs for a large-scale historical painting, in which Emma features as Thetis Pleading with Achilles Before the Walls of Troy. No designs have ever been discovered for this exceptional work. Stylistically the picture resembles The Ghost of Darius and The Dream of Atossa, on which he was working shortly before 1782. Like all Romney’s historical paintings, this was painted for his own pleasure, and never left his studio. Working the designs up to a state where the composition might be committed to canvas was hard work to him. He probably painted the canvas over a period of years, doing only the designs at this date.

Romney worked on these designs for Medea and Thetis in the evenings; after dining simply at four, he would walk out into the countryside with his sketch-book. Romney probably made only a rough sketch of Emma in some suitable attitude in the morning and then worked from memory. As Hayley says, he ‘delighted in sketching scenes from fancy’. Unfortunately, ‘he did not equally love the less amusing labor, by which a figure rapidly invented must be slowly ripened into an accurate perfection of form’. The Medea designs are among hundreds which Romney never committed to canvas.

The sittings came to a temporary halt on 3 August 1783. Not until 1784 was Romney to paint again Emma’s features – which Hayley likened to the language of Shakespeare in their power to express ‘all the gradations of every passion, with a most fascinating truth’. If Romney missed Emma, her attendance at Cavendish Square had been a welcome break from her domestic round at Edgware Row.

Richard Cumberland has described Romney’s style of conversation. When he was:

in company with his intimates … he would give vent to the effusions of his fancy, and harangue in the most animated manner upon the subject of his art, with a sublimity of idea, and a peculiarity of expressive language, that was entirely his own; and in which education or reading had no share. These sallies of natural genius, clothed in natural eloquence, were perfectly original, very highly edifying, and entertaining in the extreme. They were uttered in a hurried accent, an elevated tone, and very commonly accompanied with tears, to which he was by constitution prone.

The mild-faced, stocky painter, from whom these torrents issued, may well have seemed a sage to the girl thirty years his junior. Emma was a natural pupil. Romney probably told her, as she sat there, of the theories of theatrical realism which his friend, the actor Henderson, was at this date expounding to him. Henderson, Sheridan and their cronies now were eager to express the weaknesses and emotions, and the ‘human condition’, of the characters they played. Emma definitely took heed of Henderson’s theories, as her expression in the Medea designs, for example, shows. She must have been distressed to give up this exciting whirl of classical legend and wildly expressed ideas about art.

She probably did not know, when she left Cavendish Square on 3 August, that there was to be any more than a month’s interval till they next met. Romney went to stay with his friend William Hayley in Kent. Greville went, as was his custom, to Warwick Castle in the month of August. Emma and her mother may have gone to Hawarden to see Mrs Kidd and ‘little Emma’, while he was away. Later, in 1784, Emma tells Greville that she loves her two-year-old daughter, and ‘when she comes & looks in my face & calls me “mother”, endead I then truly am a mother, for all the mother’s feelings rise at once, & tels me I am or ought to be a mother’. This sounds as though she had, at some earlier point, probably in August 1782, felt exactly the opposite about the child, and was astonished by these new feelings.

Why the sittings did not resume with painter’s and patron’s return to London in October cannot be known. There was no jealousy of Romney on Greville’s part. Greville liked other men to admire Emma in vain. In fact, he mentions to his uncle, with pride, their offers of marriage and other proposals made to her. He had inculcated in Emma such a strong ‘desire for prudence’, or habit of monogamy, that she was never to be tempted from it for nearly twenty years.

The sittings may have lapsed because Greville was in financial difficulties. In 1781, he wrote to his uncle, ‘I have gone on a little in the midst of poverty in virtu,’ and again, ‘I go on, more bit by virtu than ever, consequently I buy but very little.’ He may have thought himself poor then, but matters swiftly worsened. On 20 March 1782, Lord North, the Prime Minister who had appointed Greville to the Board of Admiralty, was driven to resign. The Opposition had successfully won support from all sides of the House for motions condemning the continuation of the American War. George III wrote to North on 27 March: ‘At last the fatal day is come, when the misfortunes of the times … have drove me to, of changing the Ministry, and a more general removal of other persons than I believe, was ever known before. I have fought to the last for individuals, but the number I have saved, except my Bedchamber, is incredibly few.’ Greville was not among those saved. At the very time when he was busy assuming the support of Emma, her mother and child, his ‘philosophy, patience, and resolution’, as his uncle put it, were thus put to a severe trial. He was particularly cheerful, as he tended to be when real trouble faced him. He moved out of King’s Mews, back into Portman Square. And he said he gave up all his luxuries – a carriage and some horses – as easily as he had taken them up.

Sir William’s view, expressed in May 1782, that he dared say it would not be long before Greville was ‘in’ again, was optimistic. Greville declined to ‘go in’ with the ministry Lord Shelburne formed following Rockingham’s death in July 1782. He explained that he did not ‘like precipitately to join any set’, though the members of Shelburne’s administration suited his political colour perfectly – once Charles James Fox and his coterie had resigned. He waited. He had a disastrous tendency, in these years of coalition governments, to hang back when he should have advanced, and to withdraw when he should have hung on. He wrote in this same letter to his uncle that he was ‘enmeshed in polities’, but, in reality, he never engaged, except on behalf of others. He truly declared himself to be ‘an excellent jobber for a friend’. He used his good political connections and his abilities as a ‘character’ judge to others’ advantage, never to his own. He had a more distinct vision of the ignominious fall than of the glorious leap.

The winter months of 1782 went by, and still no opportunity seemed right for Greville to ‘go in’ with the Government. The ‘handouts’ which Greville made periodically to Emma, and with which she maintained the household, became less generous. Greville was naturally parsimonious. No doubt he made Emma feel that every one of her expenditures this winter brought him nearer to ruin. Her reference, in 1791, to her time with Greville being ‘years of poverty and distress’ may have been less of an exaggeration that at first it seems. In 1784, she was deeply apologetic about some few shillings she had been constrained to spend. With her capacity for self-denial, Emma may well have been the one to suggest that her sittings to Romney should halt.

Romney charged at this time twenty guineas for a three-quarter-length portrait (the popular size), eighty for a full-length, and forty for a half-length. So for Nature and the Circe, Greville would have to pay at some point one hundred guineas. He may well have been reluctant to initiate further payments. He prided himself on his ‘credit and punctuality in money matters’, which, he told his uncle in 1789, gave him ‘the air of a rich man’, although he was then ‘at my worst’. Fine words. In fact, he paid only for Nature (in 1788), and never for the unfinished Circe.

There was only one glimmer of hope for Greville in the sea of financial worries that faced him, now he was maintaining Emma on £500 a year. Sir William’s wife, Lady Hamilton, died at a country villa outside Naples from a febbre biliare, or bilious fever, in August 1782. Charles wrote to Sir William, when he heard the news in September, to express the shock he felt at ‘the unexpected news of your loss’. In fact, the news cannot have been very unexpected. Poor Lady Hamilton had survived a serious crisis in her health, never good, in 1781. In April 1782, she had been so ill that she had penned letters to Sir William specifically for him to read after her death, and he had written sorrowfully to Greville of her ‘tattered constitution’. Nor did Greville feel so much shocked as anxious. Horace Walpole, writing to Sir Horace Mann in Florence, mentions the matter which concerned Greville. ‘I hope’, wrote Walpole, ‘as she was a good fortune in land, that Sir William loses nothing by her death.’5 Catherine Hamilton possessed estates in Pembrokeshire and other parts of Wales which brought in £8,000 a year. She left the lands, for which Sir William had originally married her, to her adored husband, as all expected. As Sir William’s favourite nephew, Greville stood a fair chance of inheriting these Welsh estates himself, in due course.

While Greville was thinking of plans by which he could somehow capitalize on these expectations in his uncle’s lifetime, what of Emma? She was pursuing her attempts to rectify the ‘little or no education’ which, she told a correspondent in 1802, she had had till she was seventeen. She was running the household to Greville’s exacting standards on a shoe-string, and trying to be in all things ‘what Greville pleases’. Her letters of 1784, in which she reflected on the past two years at Edgware Row, provide a clear picture of her trials and joys.

She had only ‘one happiness in view’, she wrote then, and that was to ‘manege myself & try to be like Greville’. Emma was an immensely flattering companion. Her spirit of competition and her tendency to deride her own qualities led her to try and acquire others’ characters. She also attempted to follow them in all their pursuits. This led to trouble with Greville. He wished Edgware Row to be a haven where he might ‘read wright or set still’ in his own apartments, as Emma put it. He wished Emma to provide an ‘agreeable’ home, ‘without disturbing him’ in any pursuits he wished to follow. For Emma his arrival at the house was a moment of high excitement in her life, a moment to which she might well have looked forward for days. She no doubt pestered him, as he saw it, with displays of affection while he was busy at his desk, interrupted his work with chatter and questions. He, tired from the dissipations of town life, rebuffed her demonstrations of affection, answered her questions shortly. Her expectations disappointed, her hurt feelings and hurt pride led her to anger. The ‘eveness and steadiness of temper’, the ‘amiable goodness’ Emma tells us, with which Greville met her outbursts, may be imagined.

He knew very well that Emma, once having ‘tried [him] to the utmost’, would then become miserably penitent, and desperately grateful for his magnanimous forgiveness of her ‘little temper’. He could then impress on her the importance of his doings in town which kept him away from her, the importance to him of a noiseless home, free of disturbances such as conversation. Emma, still breathing mea culpa, would agree in everything with him. ‘I have allways thought you right in the end when I have come to reason,’ she wrote, speaking of her ‘past follies’. Greville wrote to his uncle of Emma, ‘I have made her conduct suitable to my retired stile by leading her by good humour and confidence.’ Again he writes: ‘I have never known any one led so completely by good nature, & I believe she would die before she yielded to ill-treatment.’ As we have seen, there was a good deal of sadism in his ‘good nature’.

Greville was, on the whole, pleased with Emma’s efforts to improve herself, which pleased her in turn. In 1786, she told him her principal worry at the thought of being parted from him was that she ‘should neither profit by [Greville’s] conversation nor improve in any degree’. Even Emma, who was always insecure of Greville’s feelings for her, felt confident enough in 1784 to declare ‘there as been some little pleasure as well as pain’. Their sexual relationship was certainly satisfactory. Greville, that fastidious critic of women, wrote in 1785, ‘she is the only woman I have ever slept with without having ever had any of my senses offended, & a cleanlier, sweeter bedfellow does not exist’.

Greville says Emma had a certain amount of vanity, and was pleased to discover her looks improved by her sober life. Whatever the difficulties involved in pleasing Greville, she would not have given him up for the King himself. She was painfully in love with him when he heard in early 1783 that his uncle was coming home on leave. Sir William Hamilton meant to bury his wife’s embalmed body and to look into the management of his newly acquired estates in Wales.


Chapter Three

Endead I then truly am a mother

The death of Lady Hamilton had dealt the English Minister a blow which, as he wrote both to his sister, the Dowager Countess of Warwick, and to a niece, Mary Hamilton, all his philosophy could not sustain. Though he knew the vanity of regrets, he told Mary Hamilton, he could not help indulging himself in them every moment. He had depended on his wife for twenty-four years, since their marriage in 1758, to make his home comfortable and his hours there a quiet delight. Now he found the traces of her industrious personality, ‘a chair, a table, a pianoforte’, insupportable. He told his sister in October that he felt ‘quite unhinged by the cruel separation’. Sir William attempted to ‘drive away thought as much as I can’ through the autumn and winter following her death with a ‘savage’ programme of hunting and fishing expeditions with the King of Naples. He passed his evenings with the Queen and the Princess Royal, unwilling to remain at home. ‘What is a home’, he remarked, speaking again in 1785 of his ‘desolate’ situation, ‘without a bosom friend and companion?’

When young William Hamilton married plain, rich Miss Barlow (’somewhat against my inclination’, as he confided to Greville), he did not foresee what an agreeable wife she was to make him. It had proved a remarkably happy union, in large part because Catherine Hamilton allowed Sir William to ride rough-shod over her wishes. ‘Her passion for him … was as lively to the last moment of her life as it was when she first knew him’ – so Sir William’s nieces Lady Stormont and Mary Hamilton agreed in 1784. ‘She had no object in life but him & only regretted dying because she left him behind.’

Catherine Hamilton took a dislike to the Court of King Ferdinand and Queen Maria Carolina on arrival in Naples in 1764. Writing to a relation to invite her to stay in 1768 she said that she ‘need not fear any of the Italian ceremonies and nonsense with us. We enter as little as we can into their stupid Assemblys.’ And she later described the Court as ‘the most extraordinary Court in Europe, – so full of Spanish etiquette at times; then no etiquette at all’. She never changed her opinion, and declared herself in 1777, on a visit to England, as ‘thoroughly unwilling to go [back to Naples] … I am a bad Courtier.’

She offended the Duchess of Beaufort, who visited the Kingdom in 1772, by saying she had never heard of her. The Duchess then declared, ‘Ce n’est pas surprenant qu’une petite Bourgeoise ne me connoît pas’ As a result, Lady Mary Coke cancelled her own plans to visit Naples. She was not going there ‘to be treated impertinently by Lady Hamilton’.1 Catherine probably did well to make only rare sorties into Court and diplomatic life. Her preferred form of entertainment was giving concerts, at which all the best musicians, herself included, performed.

Sir William adored the life. He had been bred at the English Court, and he found the oddities of the Bourbon Court most entertaining. ‘It is highly proper when one has an office to perform the duties of it with the utmost exactness,’ was his view. Leaving Catherine to live ‘the life of a hermit’, he followed the passionate hunter King Ferdinand up hill, down dale, in pursuit of game. He stood by and encouraged while Ferdinand sported among the lazzaroni, the beggar population of Naples he loved. He thought that the King could have contended at the ancient Olympic games with success. The Queen, who had all the interest in statecraft and foreign policy her spouse lacked, was similarly fond of the English Minister. Sir William could be all things to all men, and he courted her as assiduously, in his urbane way, as he did her husband, for she directed the affairs of the country. He could say in 1775 that he had ‘long been Le Doyen du Corps Diplomatique’, a position more rightfully, at a Bourbon Court, that of the Spanish or French Minister.

Catherine hoped one day to settle in her native Wales. Sir William’s thoughts were fixed on promotion. He was supremely happy in Naples. Still, as he wrote to Greville in 1775, ‘I think it right to endeavour at getting to the head of one’s profession.’ He wanted to become an ambassador, not remain an envoy to a minor court. If he felt that Catherine did not help him by her reluctance to make a show at Court, he never said so.

They were happiest together in their charming villa at Portici, where they went when the Court removed annually to the Palace there. Catherine adored the quiet. She spent happy hours playing her instruments, the pianoforte and the harpsichord, in a music-room which was ‘vis-à-vis’ to Vesuvius. Catherine, always animated when talking about her beloved music, described to Mary Hamilton in 1778 how the volcano ‘now & then treats me with an explosion while I am playing, the other night there was the finest “Girandole” of red hot Stones you can imagine, it made an amazing report but we played on, as you would, if you had heard a pop-gun in the street – See what custom does.’ Sir William, on this occasion, had joined her at her instrument with his violin. All too often, he was out all day taking ‘great & almost constant exercise’ with the King and only came home to drink tea before going off to the Palace to play a lottery game called Biribis with the King and Queen. ‘How tedious are the hours I pass in the absence of my beloved,’ she wrote in a soliloquy in April 1782. How tedious, and, it is tempting to add, how many. William only discovered the extent of her loneliness and isolation when he found the soliloquy and two letters addressed to him in her workbox following her death. ‘No one but those who have felt it can know the miserable anxiety of an undivided love,’ she wrote in one of her impassioned revelations of her soul. ‘When he is present, every object has a different appearance, when he is absent how lonely, how isolated I feel.’

Her attempts to ‘seek peace in company’ generally made her only more ‘uneasy’. In 1780 she made a friend, a cousin of her husband’s, who could afford her some kind of peace while Sir William was occupied. By this date, Catherine had become severely religious. Indeed, her earnest wish at her death was that William, a professed free-thinker, should give up his ‘dissipated life’ and attend to ‘those great truths in comparison of which all is folly’. Twenty-year-old William Beckford, future author of Vathek and a confirmed exhibitionist, found he had a dark, brooding side in common with Catherine Hamilton, and a love of the pianoforte. Combining the two, he wrote, ‘we indulge our imaginations at home [while Sir William hunted] and play strange dreams upon the pianoforte and talk in a melancholy visionary style which would … fill you with pleasing sadness.’2 Catherine had a real understanding of music. Dr Burney was much indebted to her for information on Sicilian music when he visited Naples in 1770 to research his History of Music. She played before the young Mozart. What Beckford prized above all in Catherine, however, was this. ‘I can venture expressing to you all my wayward thoughts, can murmur – can even weep in your company.’ Catherine’s companionable qualities were what her husband also valued. Sad, then, that it should have been young Beckford who took her ‘weak, tottering frame’ for drives in the delightfully verdant King’s Boschetto. It was Beckford who had the benefit of her informed conversation in the last days of her life in 1782.

Lady Hamilton’s other favourite was Dr Drummond, a noted English doctor, who had retired to Naples in the 1770s. Drummond ‘does not act as a physician here, but is happy to assist his countrymen on all occasions’, Sir William informed a friend. He was, to all intents and purposes, Lady Hamilton’s personal physician. The nature of the illness that plagued her all her life is not clear. Horace Walpole described her in 1764 as ‘dying of an asthma’, and the Marchese di Gallo, Neapolitan Minister to the French Court, confirmed that she was ‘un poco astmatica’. Sir William refers to her ‘too frequent and severe sufferings’, and Greville to her ‘weak frame’. The resignation with which Catherine announced to her husband, ‘My cold has turned into a cough,’ suggests that such occurrences were all too frequent. Perhaps the ‘miserable anxiety’ of her love for Sir William preyed on her nerves and resulted in physical debility. Dr Drummond calmed those nerves just as Beckford did. Catherine was looking forward to the tonic of his presence at the Portici villa when he was thrown from a horse on his way from Naples. He died of his injuries on 13 August 1782. The loss of this treasured companion is said to have contributed to her end. She died on the twenty-fifth of that month.

In February 1783, Sir William applied to Lord Grantham, the Foreign Secretary, for leave. He drew attention to ‘the heavy loss’ he had sustained the preceding August. He also wished to settle his affairs in England after five years’ absence. He was unhappy about the steward of the Welsh estates. He intended to ‘put my affairs in Wales on another footing’. At the same time, he would carry out Catherine’s wish that she should be buried in Slebech in the county of Pembrokeshire. In her workbox letters she had also entreated him ‘not to suffer me to be shut up after I am dead till it is absolutely necessary’ and to ‘remember the promise you have made me that your bones should lie by mine when God shall please to call you’.

Another project he had in mind was the sale of a painting by Correggio, and of a number of pieces of antiquity. He was £4,000 in debt to James Byres, among other dealers in virtu. Hopes of selling the Correggio to the Grand Duke of Russia had not been realized.

Among the antiquities he hoped to sell was a Roman glass vase which he had bought from Byres recently for a thousand pounds. Sir William believed it to be one of the finest ‘monuments of antiquity’. The translucent cobalt vessel was adorned with a mythological frieze in milky white glass. Debt persuaded him to bring the vase with him to England in 1783. He had heard that the Duchess of Portland was interested in his vase, and he hoped to sell her the Correggio and a colossal Jupiter head, too. He considered the three of them ‘the cream of all the Virtu I have ever possessed in my life’.

In Naples Sir William was packing up all, selling his horses, and letting his country houses for the year he intended to be away. In England, a change of ministry finally brought Charles Greville employment. He became Treasurer of the Royal Household. His younger brother, Robert Fulke Greville, a most assiduous courtier, had advocated Charles for this useful post. It was in the King’s personal gift, so future changes of ministry were immaterial. Greville took up his duties on 22 February, and on the same date moved back into King’s Mews. He cut a strange figure at Court, his pretensions and his joyless mien being kindly received only for the sake of his popular brother. Still, he could comfort himself with the adoration lavished upon him by Emma, and the eagerness with which she drank in news of the Court. Her main amusement was walking round Paddington Green, looking at the ducks in the three ponds there, and watching the carriages going past her windows on their way to London.

By 14 August 1783, Sir William was in London, at Nerot’s Hotel in King Street, Mayfair. He made Emma’s acquaintance very soon after his arrival. So struck was he by her ‘exquisite beauty’ that he forgot his debts and commissioned Reynolds to paint her portrait. The first sitting was in the month he arrived, and there were a further spate of sittings at the beginning of 1784. In April 1784, Mary Hamilton heard that Sir William had been often at Sir Joshua Reynolds’ house recently, that ‘he escorted my Cousin Chas Greville’s Mistress, in a Hackney Coach’, and that Sir Joshua was painting ‘this Woman’s picture for him to take to Naples’. Mary intended to ‘have some entertainment in plaguing Sir William with this information’.

Sir Joshua was an old friend of Sir William’s. He had painted his picture twice – once, on his last leave, as part of a group portrait of members of the Society of Dilettanti, who were shown toasting Sir William on his introduction to the Society. Sir Joshua was an integral part of the ‘set’ Sir William saw on his leaves in England. The set included Sir Joseph Banks, Mrs Garrick, Horace Walpole and Lord Pembroke, and they shared an interest in science and the arts. Reynolds’ picture of Emma as a Bacchante is not a success. Emma looks as if she has been squeezed into the frame, and most unlike the maenads of Sir William’s Greek vases in Naples. It was her likeness to them which prompted him to commission the portrait of her in this guise. Still, Sir William paid, and the picture was duly sent to Naples and much admired by connoisseurs.

How did Sir William appear to Emma in 1783? He was fifty-three years old. Though he felt himself in 1782 to be growing old ‘apace’, he could still boast that he bore ‘fatigue much better than those who are much younger and fresher’. ‘The crows feet are deep in my face,’ he told Georgiana Countess Spencer, following his wife’s death. Still, the description which his friend Sir Nathaniel Wraxall gave of him in 1779 may stand as a description of the widower Emma met in 1783. ‘In his person, though tall and meagre, with a dark complexion, a very aquiline nose, and a figure which always reminded me of Rolando in “Gil Blas”, he had nevertheless such an air of intelligence, blended with distinction, in his countenance, as powerfully attracted and conciliated all who approached him.’3 Emma may well have felt awkward before such a personality at first.

Her shyness wore off, and her life became enhanced by Sir William’s presence in London. She speaks, in the summer of 1784, of the gratitude she feels to him. He effected the reintroduction of Romney into her life. Sir William sat, in December 1783, to Romney for a portrait in which he wears the Star of Bath, emblem of his knighthood. At the same time, Emma’s name reappears in Romney’s Day Books, and one of the paintings for which she sat was a Bacchante. The inference is plain. Sir William was not satisfied with the Reynolds Bacchante. On one of his visits to ‘The Fair Tea-maker of Edgware Row’, Emma spoke wistfully of her visits to Cavendish Square. Sir William had a talent for kind, practical action. He arranged that Romney should paint an alternative portrait of Emma as a Bacchante, to join the other in Naples. Emma is depicted as running, laughing, encouraging a dog beside her. Emma’s association with Romney resumed. From this December till March, 1786 when she left London, the artist painted her constantly. Greville no doubt noticed the difference in Emma’s spirits, after her sittings for the Romney Bacchante. With his finances on a more even keel, he decided to afford her a pleasure which could benefit him, as has been described.

It is a mark of the admiration Sir William felt for Romney that he gave up seven different days to sit to him. Ever since his arrival in London he had been involved in a flurry of visits to all the relations and friends who clamoured to see him. Clubs and societies demanded his attendance. The King and Queen at Windsor thought of him with affection and wished personally to express their sorrow at his loss. In a great many activities Sir William was accompanied by his favourite, Greville. Emma had no bone to pick with him for dragging her beloved away. Still, Sir William made time to visit Edgware Row periodically. He told Greville that Emma’s beauty ‘often had its effect’ on him. These visits had an effect on Greville, too – and a salutary one. He wrote to his uncle, in 1785, ‘I know you thought me jealous of your attention to her.’ He was spurred on by his jealousy to show Emma a good deal more attention himself. Emma did indeed have reason to ‘allways think of [Sir William] with grattude’, as she wrote in 1784.

In November, Sir William was introduced by Greville to the elderly Duchess of Portland at Bulstrode Park, where she spent most of her days playing cards with her equally decrepit friend, Mrs Delaney. Horace Walpole describes the Duchess as ‘a simple woman, but perfectly sober, and intoxicated only by empty vases’.4 Sir William and she had something in common, then. After preliminary negotiations for the vase had been conducted, Sir William set Charles free from the wearisome task of helping him charm the old ladies. He employed instead Mary Hamilton, who proved a far more willing aide. In Sir William’s letters to Mary, from January to June 1784, he apologizes for employing her as his go-between. In fact, it was Mary who did almost all the hard work, which resulted in the Duchess buying what is now called the Portland Vase, together with four lesser pieces for eighteen hundred guineas.

Charles Greville may have been released from the ardours of executing this sale because of his political problems. In December 1783, the uneasy coalition between Fox and North, which had brought him employment in February, ended with the defeat of the India Bill. George III had given his famous permission to let it be known that whoever voted for the bill was no friend of his. Pitt then formed an administration. In January 1784, when Parliament reassembled, Fox and North commanded an Opposition majority. Charles Greville resigned, and, as Lady Craven coyly tells us, ‘in consequence of this retirement, many of his leisure hours were bestowed on me’.5 She notes at the same point that, while having ‘an elegant taste for the fine arts, he had indulged [it] too much for the narrow limits of his fortune’. This scapegrace peeress had had such a flagrant affair with the French Ambassador to London in 1773 that few continued to speak to her. She was evidently well served by having to listen to Greville’s complaints of his poverty following his resignation. Emma, in 1791, refused to visit Lady Craven in London. Fury over her affair with Greville, rather than the prudery which Horace Walpole suggested, may have been the reason.

From December 1783 till March 1786, Emma sat to Romney for portraits four or five times a month. He also painted her into the historical pictures he painted for his own pleasure. If she was not present, he could conjure up some appropriate expression of hers (with the help of his sketch-book) for whatever character he was painting. This was certainly the case with the Shakespearean scenes he painted in late 1786 and 1787, after she had ceased to sit to him; Cassandra and Miranda, for instance, have the features of Emma. Of the likenesses of Emma which were definitely painted during the second series of sittings, perhaps the finest work is The Spinstress. This work was commissioned by Greville, and sittings had commenced by April 1784. Robinson, a pupil of Romney’s, tells us that the artist ‘first caught the idea [for the pose] from observing a cobbler’s wife sitting in a stall’ on one of his afternoon sorties into the country with his sketch-book. He also observed Emma practising ‘the country craft’ of spinning in Edgware Row. Greville and Romney sit at a sturdy table while Emma sits at her wheel, set a little apart from the gentlemen, drawing out the thread with the shuttle in one hand. She is listening intently to her beloved Greville, who has turned to address a remark to her. Sir William stands beyond Romney, gazing intently at Emma. Clearly, her ‘exquisite beauty’ is having its effect on him. Emma complained in 1786, ‘I cant stir a hand, a legg, or foot, but what he is marking as graceful & fine.’ Some have claimed that Greville is the standing figure, but to suggest that Greville ever looked at Emma in that searching, soulful manner, or that Romney is the youthful figure conversing with Emma, is folly. These lightning sketches are unmistakable portraits of Sir William and Charles Greville.

Romney broke his usual rule, of having his sitters come to him, on 21 April 1784, on which day his Diary has the appointment, ‘Mrs Hart at 10 Edgware Road’. His son tells us it was his practice to make only a light sketch of Emma’s attitude, when beginning a portrait, and to use a model or layman to flesh it out. There can be little doubt that he came to Edgware Row on this day, with the attitude of the cobbler’s wife in mind, to make this light sketch. As Patricia Jaffé says in her catalogue to the 1972 exhibition of ‘Lady Hamilton’ at Kenwood, it gives the impression of ‘having been made in the open air outside a simple country house such as Greville’s must have been at Edgware Row’.

It was not the difficulty of transporting the spinning-wheel to Cavendish Square which prompted Romney to break his rule. He wished to capture the sense of contentment Emma felt in her home. The finished portrait, which has chickens scrabbling in the dirt round Emma’s feet, in fact loses much of the touching quality of the first sketches. In place of the intent figure bent over her work, there is a fine lady, plying her wheel with the amused air of Marie-Antoinette at her dairy. Greville evidently liked the finished work, referring to Emma more than once as ‘the original of the Spinstress’. This did not, of course, stop him from leaving it at Romney’s house for others to covet.

There is a typical Grevillean coda to the story of this painting. In 1788, a Mr Christian Curwen offered to buy it. As it was still on reserve for Greville, Romney informed this other patron of the offer. Greville was still in debt to him for every painting of Emma he had commissioned. Nevertheless, Romney said, if Greville still wanted it, he would turn down Curwen’s offer, keep it for Greville, and ‘postpone the payment till it might suit Mr Greville’s convenience’. Greville wrote to protest he did indeed want it, only ‘I find myself daily so much poorer.’ In fact, he suggested that Curwen should buy the picture, on the condition that he, Greville, should have the option of repurchasing it (an odd use of the term) when he should be in funds. Curwen was persuaded to agree to this, and, in turn, he imposed his own condition that, should this occur, Romney should paint him another picture of Emma as a replacement. Greville wrote to tell Romney of Curwen’s condition, which he knew ‘would be agreeable to you’. He expressed blithe satisfaction that he did not have ‘repeatedly [to] benefit by [Romney’s] sacrifices’. Here he referred to the occasion on which Romney had lost a buyer for the Circe, through keeping it on reserve for Greville. Unsurprisingly Greville never considered himself in quite so satisfactory a financial position as to ‘recover what I now lose with regret’. Curwen paid one hundred and fifty guineas for the picture.

Romney mentioned to his son ‘a scheme he had contrived for illuminating the theatres, by throwing the light upon the stage from above; by which the actors would be seen to greater advantage and with more effect’. He applied this scheme in his paintings. The pictures known respectively as Lady Hamilton at Prayer, Lady Hamilton as St Cecilia and Lady Hamilton as a Vestal, painted about this time, and the head of Miranda, painted in 1786, all show Emma gazing upwards, most expressively, with a strong light from above throwing her features into bold relief. The pose and the lighting mean that her chin, a weak feature, is obscured, and her lovely eyes emphasized, to her ‘greater advantage’. In the portraits of this time we see Emma and Romney joining to produce the effects of theatrical realism with which he experimented in later years.

Other paintings Romney was producing in 1784 were illustrations to his friend Hayley’s poem, The Triumphs of Temper. Hayley had offered it for illustration to Romney at the time of its composition in 1780. The poem tells the story of a young dressmaker, called Serena, who had a turbulent life, due entirely to the excesses of her temper, and who won happiness at last by curbing it. It makes dull reading today, but was much admired on publication and ran into many editions. Such ladies as the Duchess of Devonshire took its moral temporarily to heart. Hayley tells us that Romney, ‘in despite of his many avocations’, had finished four of the ten plates which appeared in the sixth edition, 1788, within two or three years after the first publication of the poem in 1780. Emma modelled for some of these, including Serena in the Boat of Apathy, and, more cheerfully, Serena Reading the Gazette. Emma admired Hayley’s poem greatly; she found its allegorical dwellings on the advantages of good temper most pertinent to her own life.

No doubt she referred to this ‘bible’ after a stormy quarrel which she had with Greville in May 1784. The repentance she felt has been detailed in the last chapter. She was eager that he should follow his pursuits at home ‘or else whare, for your absence has taught me that I ought to think my self happy if I was within a mile of you’. However diverting she found Cavendish Square, however often Greville appeared with Sir William at Edgware Row, she still felt neglected, and envious of the amusements Greville indulged in without her. Moreover, a separation from Greville, long planned, which was to last two whole months, was about to occur. Emma was no doubt in a highly nervous state when she raged and fumed.

Greville had certainly been amusing himself extensively without her in Polite Society. He and Sir William dined with the Stormonts in March, before going to the Prince of Wales’s ball at Carlton House. Sir William’s niece, Mary Hamilton, was a reluctant member of their party. When Mary acted as lady-in-waiting at Kew Palace in 1779, the Prince of Wales had been deeply smitten with her charms. She was the first to capture his susceptible heart. He wrote her long letters, signed Palemón, in which he described his love. She treated him as an errant younger brother, and reproved him for swearing and other faults. She elicited from him a most amusing character sketch of himself. ‘Tho’ rather too great a penchant to grow fat, ye features of his Countenance are strong & manley … un petit nez retrousse cependant assez anime … I forgot to add my uggly ears.’ The correspondence was halted abruptly by Mary, when he veered in his affections and began to confide in her his love for the actress ‘Perdita’ Robinson.

She had not seen the Heir to the Throne since she resigned her post (for reasons of fatigue). She was now looking forward to marrying a Derbyshire squire called Dickenson. Unfortunately, the Prince of Wales ‘particularly’ requested her presence at his ball. She was in no mind to go. A ball dress would be an expense she could little afford; she had no ambition to be ‘in the first circles’. Sir William exerted pressure on her to comply. Relations rallied round with offers of millinery and flowers, velvet for her bodice, shoe buckles. The ‘carelessness of her dress’ was reckoned to be her only fault. A friend explained that Mary knew ‘assez bien, that she can charm without it, & she despises it’. She was pretty, intelligent, an excellent musician, and had ‘saucy eyes’ besides. Emma found Sir William’s and Greville’s affectionate relation of Mary’s virtues insupportable. Her anger at Greville’s neglect of her may well have been exacerbated by his, and his uncle’s, attendance on Mary. (Nor did Mary think much of the time Sir William spent with Emma, referring to her as ‘this Woman’.)

On 6 June 1784, Emma set off with her mother for Hawarden. This visit had been arranged by Greville to occupy the time he would be out of London. He was accompanying his uncle first to Pembrokeshire and thence to Scotland, to the Hamilton estates there. Greville was still severely displeased with Emma and her ungovernable temper. After an interview in which he forgave her, he would not see her off. He left that duty to Sir William. In her distress at leaving Greville with such unhappy memories of her, Emma tried to be gay on parting with Sir William. ‘Ask him how I looked,’ she directed Greville. Yet she was so distraught, ‘my heart was ready to break’. She could not stop crying long enough to offer Sir William a kiss. She forgot, under the strain of parting with Greville, an important book which had instructions ‘how to bile that Bark’, or boil that bark.

Hawarden was not the end of Emma’s journey. She had been suffering from rashes on her knees and elbows, and Mr W—, her doctor, had given her a prescription which had done little good. She referred contemptuously to his medicine as ‘those things’, presumably pills. A course of sea-bathing was then recommended, the favoured remedy for skin complaints in the late eighteenth century. Emma’s particular complaint was probably eczema, which is nervous in origin. At the bathing resort to which she went, she was given the treatment held to cure scurvy, eczema and a host of associated complaints. The ‘Bark’, to which she refers, was Peruvian Bark, which was boiled in water. The infusion, known as ‘tang’, was drunk or applied to the affected areas. Salt water, however, was considered the essential part of the cure. It was drunk. Most discreetly and awkwardly, sufferers bathed in it, with the aid of a ‘bathing-house’, which an attendant rolled down to the sea, and from which the client then emerged into the water, clad in a cumbersome long shift. Sea-water was heated at home, in Emma’s case, for her to rest her elbows in it.

At Hawarden, Emma’s object was to fetch ‘little Emma’ away from her grandmother. She repaid Mrs Kidd five guineas that she had ‘laid out’ on the child – ‘I would not take her away shabbily.’ Greville had decided that the child should now leave the care of her great-grandmother. Though Mrs Kidd survived till at least 1791, she may well have complained of the burden she felt little Emma to be on a woman of her years.

With little Emma, Mrs Hart and her mother went to Chester. They stayed here with Mrs Burt, who recommended to them the bathing resort of Parkgate, and the lodgings of a Mrs Ladmore there. Emma was distinctly worried about going to a resort which was so near the place of her birth. She knew Greville would think it indiscreet. The resort, also port for Ireland, lay only four miles west of Denhall, below the village of Neston on the Wirral Peninsula, as has been mentioned. But Mrs Burt warned against the expense of Abergele, the more distant resort Greville favoured. His second choice, Hoylake, had only three houses and not one fit for a Christian, Emma reported.

Possibly it was now that Emma’s mother, going right into Lyon country, changed her name to Doggin, soon altered to Cadogan. Possibly she feared being recognized and conclusions drawn about the small child with her husbandless daughter. No doubt Emma had some marvellous story about a husband lost at sea for the lady with whom they lodged at Parkgate, when they arrived there on 12 June. This was a Mrs Darnwood, whose husband was a customs officer, and the house can still be seen, distinguished by the design ‘NELSON’ picked out in black pebbles on a yellow ground in the front garden. Faced in rough stone, it stands at the foot of a terrace looking out to sea.

Emma wrote constantly to Greville. Her letters reveal the growing love she felt for her child. From ‘poor Emma’ in the first letter, the child becomes a ‘great romp’, then ‘this guidy wild girl … you dont know how I love her’. Greville dashed her hopes that the child might live with her at Edgware Row with a cruel reminder of ‘agreaments’. Emma had earlier agreed to put the two-year-old child in the boarding school Greville proposed. Now she had discovered that ‘when she comes & looks in my face & calls me “mother” … I then truly am a mother.’

She had no choice but to ‘come in to all as you propose’, she wrote to Greville. She might love her wilful, affectionate, blue-eyed daughter. Financial considerations rendered impractical all choice between giving up her child ‘intirely’ to Greville, and giving up Greville for her daughter. By 27 July she was back in London with her mother and with Emma, awaiting Greville. With her beloved’s return would also come the dreaded moment when she would lose her child to Mr and Mrs Blackburn’s establishment in Manchester. She tried to ‘come in’ to Greville’s ‘whay a thinking’ and believe ‘Hollidays spoils children’, to think, ‘O Greville if her poor mother had ever had the luck & prospect, merly in haveing a good edducation that she has, what a whoman might she have been.’

The dread and anticipation she felt as she awaited Greville found physical manifestation in a ‘rash out all over me and a fevour’. She says she was eight days ill. ‘I dare say I should have been very dangerously ill iff it had not come out,’ she says with some self-importance. She spoke more truly than she knew. The crisis was over, and she had sloughed off her maternal feelings. Greville occupied all her heart once more.

The letters tell the story in Emma’s words. She wrote on 15 June, when she had reached Parkgate:

I bathe & find the water very soult. Here is a great many laidys batheing, but I have no society with them as it is best not. So pray my dearest Greville, write soon & tell me what to do as I will do just what you think proper & tell me what I am to do with the child for she is a great romp & I can hardly master her. I dont think she is ugly, but I think her greatly improved, she is tall, good eys & brows & as to lashes she will be passible, but she has over grown all her cloaths. I am makeing and mending all as I can for her. Pray my dear Greville do lett me come home as soon as you can for I am all most broken hearted being from you, endead I have no plasure nor happiness. I wish I could not think on you, but if I was the greatest laidy in the world I should not be happy from you so dont lett me stay long.

She wrote again on 22 June:

Parkgate
June 22 1784

My ever dear Greville,

How teadous does the time pass a whay till I hear from you. I think it ages since I saw you & years since I heard from you. Endead, I should be miserable if I did not reccolect on what happy terms we parted, – parted yess, but to meet again with tenfould happiness. Oh, Greville, when I think on your goodness, your tender kindness, my heart is so full of grattitude that I want words to express it. But I have one happiness in vew which I am determined to practice & that is eveness of temper & steadyness of mind. For endead, I have thought so much of your aimable goodness when you have been tried to the utmost that I will, endead I will, manege myself & try to be like Greville – endead I can never be like him. But I will do all I can towards it & I am sure you will not desire more. I think if the time would come over again I would be different. But it does not matter, there is nothing like bying expearance, I may be happyer for it hearafter & I will think of the time coming & not the time past, except to make comparrasons to shew you what alterations there is for the best – so my Dearest Greville, dont think of my past follies, think on my good – little as it has been & I will make you amends by my kind behavior; you shall never repent your partiality – & if you had not behaived with such angel like goodness to me at parting it would not have had such effect on me. But I have done nothing but think on you since & O Greville, did you but know when I do think, what thoughts – what tender thoughts, you would say Good God & can Emma have such feiling senceibility – no. I never could think it, but now I hope to bring her to conviction & she may now prove a valluable & aimable whoman – true, Greville & you shall not be disapointed. I will be every thing you can wish. But mind you Greville, your troo great goodness has brought this at bear, for you dont know what I am. Would you think it Greville? – Emma – the wild unthinking Emma is a grave thoughtful phylosopher. Tis true Greville & I will convince you I am when I see you. But how I am running on – I say nothing abbout this guidy wild girl of mine: what shall we do with her, Greville, she is as wild & as thoughtless as somebody when she was a little girl, so you may gess how that is. Whether you will like it or no there is no telling but one comfort is she is a little afraid of me. Would you believe on satturday whe had a little quarel, I mean Emma & me & I did slap her on her hands & when she came to kiss me & make it up I took her on my lap & cried. Now do you blame me or not, pray tell me. Oh Greville, you dont know how I love her, endead, I do. When she comes & looks in my face & calls me “mother”, endead I then truly am a mother, for all the mother’s feelings rise at once, & tels me I am or ought to be a mother, for she has a wright to my protection & she shall have it as long as I can & I will do all in my power to prevent her falling into the errors her poor once miserable mother fell into. But why do I say miserable. Am not I happy abbove any of my sex, at least in my situation, does not Greville love me, or at least like me, does not he protect me, does not he provide for me, is not he a father to my child. O why do I call myself miserable: No, it whas a mistake & I will be happy, chearful & kind & do all as my poor abbilitys will let me to return the Fatherly goodness & prottection he has shewn. Again, O my dear Greville, the reccolection of past scenes brings tears to my eys, but the are tears of happiness. To think of your goodness is two much. But once for all, Greville, I will be grateful. Adue.

It is near batheing time & I must lay down my pen and I wont finish tell I see when the post comes, whether there is a letter; he comes in abbout one a clock. I hope to have a letter to day.

I must not forgett to tell you my knees is well as I may say there is hardly a mark & my elbows is much better. I eat my vittuels very well & I am quite strong & feil hearty & well & I am in hopes I shall be very well; you cant think how soult the watter is & there is a many laidys bathing here. But, Greville, I am oblidged to give a shilling a day for the batheing house & whoman & twopence a day for the dress; it is a great expence & it fretts me wen I think of it. But wen I think how well I am & my elbows likely to gett well, it makes me quite happy for at any rate it is better than paying the doctor. But wright your oppinion freily & tell me what to do. Emma is crying because I wont come & bathe, so Greville, adue tell after I have dipt. May God bless you, my dearest Greville & believe me faithfully, affectionatly & truly yours only

Emma Ht.



She wrote again three times that week. Why did not Greville write to her? ‘If you knew my uneaseyness you would.’ She sent her love to Sir William, or ‘Pliney’ as she called him. (The nickname derived from Sir William’s points of resemblance to the Roman naturalist and volcanic expert, Pliny.)

‘Can you, my dear Greville, no you cant have forgot your poor Emma already,’ she wrote in her next letter. He had said he would be happy to see her again. ‘There as been some little pleasure as well as pain & endead, did you but know how much I love you, you would freily forgive me any former quarels for I now suffer for them & one line from you would make me happy.’

At last she received a letter. She wrote back merrily, saying that her daughter was ‘much oblidged to you for remembering her & she hopes you will give her a oppertunity of thanking you personally for your goodness to her. I think you wont be disappointed in her, tho mothers – Lord bless me, what a word for the gay wild Emily to say – should not commend, but leave that for other people to do.’

This presumption – that with Emma would return her child to London – prompted a swift reply from Greville.

Unkind Greville, yes I have got your letter but why do you scold me; if I wrote scrai & ill, it was with thinking with two much kindness on you. You have mad me unhappy by scolding me; how can you when you know my dispotion, when you know it breaks my heart to be scolded & speacily by Greville, but I wont think you meant it ill-natured, tho you have maid me unhappy & if you had killd me, your kindness to my poor Emma would make me forget it for, endead, my dear Greville, I love you two well to neglect you in any one point, so pray forgive me – & has to your goodness in regard to agreaments, endead I will come in to all as you propose: I will give her up to you intirely; do what you will with her, I here sollemnly say that I will never break from my word. You shall take her, put her there where you propose, lest any quarels, tho I hope there will be none – hope she shall stay whear you propose putting her. Lett what will happen I give her up to you to act as you think proper by her. Take her, Greville & may God reward you for it, tho her mother cant. All as I desire is that if you will lett me take her home when I go to stay tell you come to see her whilst she is there. Nobody shall see her, tho neither you nor I need be ashamed of her, but if you dont like that, I will give it up, so you see, my dearest Greville, what confidence I put in you. Now scold me, unkind Greville, how can you do so. Pray write to me derectly & wright kind. Give my dear kind love to Sir Willm say everything from me that you can for endead I love him. I should not now wright in such a hurry only if I dont send it of by 4 o clock I cant send it of tell Tuesday, so dont think I cant spare a hour, yes, 6 hours, all my whole life I could spare to do any thing for Greville, so God bless you, my dear Greville. Mrs Ladmore is gone to live at Chester or I should have gone there, that is my reason as I am at Mrs Downwards, but it is the cheapest place I could gett for she thinks nothing a truble, she eat soult watter 4 or 5 times a day for me to wash my elbows in, but pray lett me come to town before you if it is only a day or two, you know my reason. It may be some comfort to you peraps to know that my elbows & knees is allmost well & I never was better in my life, so Greville, if you will be happy to see me, you will find me in good health, handsome & fonder & kinder to you than ever. So my dearest cruil Greville, why did you scold me, I would not have scolded you at so great distance, but I will forgive you & I say again you shall see me every thing you can wish & I will be allways yours ever affectionatly & sincerely

E. H. Adue.

Greville had made his point. He wrote again in kinder vein.

Parkgate
July the 3rd 1784

I was very happy, my dearest Greville, to hear from you as your other letter vexd me, you scolded me so, but it is over & I forgive you. I am much oblidged to you for all the kind things you say to me & I am very happy to think we shall meet soon again, happy, good humerd & chearfull. I will be so & I think there is no fear of you. You dont know, my dearest Greville, what a pleasure I have to think that poor Emma will be comfortable & happy & Greville, if she does but turn out well, what a happyness it will be & I hope she will for your sake. I will teach her to pray for you as long as she lives & if she is not grateful & good it wont be my fault but what you say is very true, a bad dispotion may be made good by good example & Greville would not put her any whear to have a bad one. I come in to your whay a thinking Hollidays spoils children; it takes there attention of from there scool, it gives them a bad habbit, when the have been a month & goes back, this does not pleas them & that is not wright & the do nothing but think wen the shall go back again. Now Emma will never expect what she never had, so I hope she will be very good, mild & attentive & we may have a deal of comfort. O Greville if her poor mother had ever had the luck & prospect, merly in haveing a good edducation that she has, what a whoman might she have been, but I wont think. All my happiness now is Greville & to think that he loves me makes a recompense for all, for if he did not love me would he be so good, kind & affectionate, No, tis imposible, therefore I will have it so, I have said all as I have to say abbout Emma yet, only she gives her duty & I will now tell you a little abbout my self. I have not took but 2 of those things from Mr W – as the sea watter has done me so much good I have drunk a tumbler glas every morning fasting, walked half an hour & then bathed & breakfasted. I have had the tang apployd to my knees & elbows every night going to bed & every day washed them twice a day in sea water & the are just well, therefore, as long as I stay I had better go on in my old whay for I can take Mr W’s prescription at home, but not sea water, tang etc. I am very well, looks well, has a good appetite & is better than ever I was in my life. I have no society with anybody but the mistress of the house & her mother and sister. The latter is a very genteel yong lady, good nattured & does every thing to pleas me; but still I would rather be at home, if you was there. I follow the old saying, home is home if ever so homely. I must go to diner therefore I will say no more but that I long to see you & dear Sir W. Give my kind, kind love to him, tell him next to you I love him abbove any body & that I wish I was with him to give him a kiss. Dont be affronted Greville, if I was with you I would give you a thousand & you might take as many as you pleased for I long, I mean I long to see you. I sopose you will scold next. Adue. I hope to have a letter from you this next week. We have been a month from home today, Greville, its a great wile. My mother gives her compts to you & Sir W & say everything that is kind or will render me dear to him; to more than you can say my heart with gratitude assents & I must ever remain yours ever affectionately & sincerely

E. H.

P.S. Good by, my dear Greville, I hope we shall meet soon, happy & well. Adue. I bathe Emma & she is very well & grows. Her hair will grow very well on her forehead & I dont think her nose will be very snub, her eyes is blue & pretty, but she dont speak through her nose, but she speaks countryfied, but she will forget it. We squable sometimes, still, she is fond of me & endead I love her for she is senceble, so much for beauty. Adue I long to see you.

So Emma and her mother returned to London, with ‘little Emma’ as companion till she went off to her ‘scool’.

Edgware Road
Tuesday August 10 1784

I received your kind letter last night & my Dearest Greville I want words to express to you how happy it made me, for I thought I was like a lost sheep & everybody had forsook me. I was eight days confined to my room, very ill, but am, thank God, very well now, & a deal better for your kind instructing letter & I own the justness of your remarks. You shall have your appartments to your self, you shall read wright or set still just as you pleas, for I shall think my self happy to be under the seam roof with Greville & do all I can to make it agreable with out disturbing him in any pursuits that he can follow, to employ him self in at home or else whare, for your absence has taught me that I ought to think my self happy if I was within a mile of you, so as I could see the place as contained you, I should think myself happy abbove my shear. So, my Dear G, come home & you shall find your home comfortable to receave you, you shall find me good, kind, gentle & affectionate & every thing you wish me to do I will do for I will give myself a fair trial & follow your advice for I allways think it wright, therefore will own myself wrong & begin again on a sure fowndation that shall ensure happyness for ous boath. Dont think Greville, this is the wild fancy of a moments consideration, it is not. I have thoughraly considered everything in my confinement & I say nothing now but what I shall practice.

I must now inform you abbout my illness. My dear Greville, I had a rash out all over me and a fevour & I should have been worse if I had not had the rash out, but I think I am better for it now for I look fair & seems better in health than I was before. I dare say I should have been very dangerously ill iff it had not come out. Pray my dearest Greville, do come to see me as soon as ever you come in to town, for I do so long to see you, you dont know & it will make me so happy, I mean if you should come but to town before diner, do come because I now you will come at night. I have a deal to say to you when I see you. Oh Greville, to think it is nine weeks since I saw you. I think I shall die with the pleasure of seeing you. Endead, my dearest Greville, if you knew how much I think of you, you would love for it, for I am allways thinking on you, of your goodness, in short Greville, I truly love you & the thought of your coming home so soon makes me so happy I dont know what to do. Good by, my ever dearest Greville, may God preserve & bless you for ever, pray yours ever affectionately & sincerely

Emma

My kind love to Sr Wm & tell him if he will come soon, I will give him a thousand kisses, for I do love him a little. Emma is very well & is allways wondering why you dont come home; she sends her duty to you. Good by, my dearest Greville, pray, pray come as soon as you come to town. Good by. God bless you. O how I long to see you. Adue6
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