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PREFACE.

f[‘Hls Volume is the second contribution to a scheme pro-
.jected some twelve years since by Rev. J. H. Cardwell.
The first part of the plan was comprised in the Book entitled
“Two Centuries of Soho: Its Institutions, Firms, and
Amusements,” which was published at the beginning of
1898.

It seemed to the Rector of St. Anne’s, and to a few of
those helpers, both clerical and lay, who have had the
privilege of sharing his labours in this Parish of many
creeds, languages, manners, and vicissitudes, that it would
be a design of possibly some slight historic value, to attempt
a record of the romances and realities of the present and
past of Soho.

Some phases of the Present were considered in the
narrative of the latter of the Two Centuries. That work,
whatever its merits or demerits, must always possess a
distinction that no subsequent production, under the same
auspices, can rival; for it was honoured by a generous and
appreciative Preface from the pen of the lamented Sir
Walter Besant, one of the greatest authorities of his day on
Central London, and an almost daily visitor to our Square
for three or four years. An attempted Soho estimate of the
gifted author, to whose encouragement we owe so much,
can be read later on. It is entirely with the Past of Soho
that it is the province of this second Volume to deal.

One of the former assistant Curates of St. Anne’s, who
penned the first line of this book exactly five years ago, has
been asked to add these final, though prefatory, words.

As we survey, in these two Volumes, the more striking
features of the life stories of men and women who have won
their way to fame or infamy within a square mile of Charing
Cross, we are impelled to the conviction, that never on the
world’s surface, within so constricted an area, has there
been such a magnificent theatre for the display of what is
most efficient in the nations of Europe. Intellectual
luminaries, each of which, in solitary splendour, would
suffice to light its own generation, here shine in a galaxy:



so great has always been the attraction of the centre of
earth’s supreme City for that which is pre-eminent and
noble in mankind, as well as for much that is base and evil.
There is good cheer in the reflection, that the pages which
follow are able to commemorate the efforts of some who
have toiled faithfully for the spiritual and moral welfare of
‘their Race, as well as of many whose genius has been con-
secrated to the happiness of humanity, in the manifold
ministries of literature and art. S

It has often been an inspiration for the contributors to
these biographies, to feel, amid their prosaic parochial tasks
in a region where little of the grace and glory of a dead day
is left, that they have been treading humbly, through porticoes
whose symmetry Time cannot blur, and up staircases grand
even amid their decay, in the footsteps of men and women who
have made history. 7To commune, in imagination and in
retrospect, with these brilliant and exceptional personalities,
has been to them a pleasure and a refreshment, some part
of which they would fain might fall upon their readers.

The shares in the writing of this Book, have been dis-
tributed as follows: Actors and Authors, (pages I to g6),
with the exception of the articles on Miss Fanny Kelly by
Mr. John Hollingshead and on Theodore Hook by Mr.
Frank Manby, are the work of Rev. H. B. Freeman, who has
also furnished the Preface, the memoirs of Canon Wade,
Sir Walter Besant, and the Angelos. The Recollections
of Dr. McLeod are those of his grand-daughter, the
Countess of Caithness. With these exceptions, the
sections dealing with the Rectors of St. Anne’s, the Vicars
of St. Mary’s, Charing Cross Road, and the Clergy of
St. Patrick’s, Soho Square (R.C.) are contributed respectively
by Rev. J. H. Cardwell, the present Rector of St. Anne's,
by Rev. G. C. Wilton, the present Vicar of St. Mary’s, and
by Canon Vere, the present Rector of St. Patrick’s. The
accounts of the Dramatists, and Entertainers, have been
written by Mrs. Bealey, and of the Soho Engravers by Mr.
C. E. Melhuish. Rev. J. H. Cardwell is responsible for the
direction and arrangement of the volume.

November 1, 1903.
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MEN AND WOMEN OF SOHO.

ACTORS AND ACTRESSES.

“The Poet to the end of time
Breathes in his verse and lives sublime,
But when the A&or sinks to rest,
And the turf lies upon his breast,
A poor traditionary fame
Is all that’s left to grace his name.”’
William Combe.

JOHN BANNISTER, 1760—1836.

Frite STREET has no doubt seen some amusing adventures in
its time, but an incident which took place at number two, on
December 8, 1788, would be difficult to beat for comedy in a less
lively locality. And yet one of the principals in this real drama
was the most celebrated tragic actor on the stage of his day, the
brother of the stately ¢ Siddons,” the Roman and statuesque
John Kemble. There was a rumour at the time, but one can only
give it for what it is worth, that the daughter of a noble Earl was
in love with Kemble. The haughty father, then in the decline of
health and years, made an appeal, and not in vain, to the emi-
nent actor’s sympathy and compassion. He pointed out that as
Kemble did not even know the high-born damsel by sight he
could do no violence to his feelings by resigning her, and there
were some who alleged, perhaps maliciously, that a substantial
pecuniary consideration was hinted at by the distracted and aris-
tocratic sire. The rest of the curious tale is solid history. John
Kemble did make a hasty proposal to a young and vivacious, but
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quite exemplary, widow who acted in his company, and was
known in the Green Room as * Pop Hopkins.” A quiet and
simple wedding was arranged, and Kemble asked Mr. and Mrs.
Bannister, then living at 2 Frith Street, to be present at the
ceremony, On the appointed morning, the bride expectant and
her mamma, a veteran actress, called for the Bannisters, and

Jonx BANNISTER, 1760-1836.

they all sallied forth to the bridegroom’s bachelor lodgings in
Bedford Square. With the oblivion of genius, Mr. Kemble had
apparently forgotten all about so trivial a transaction as marriage,
and was still in bed and fast asleep. Mr. Bannister, however,
succeeded in arousing him, and he was conveyed to a neighbour-
ing church, and there safely married by a clergyman who was
one of his cronies. As no preparation whatever had been made
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for .any wedding breakfast, Mrs. Bannister, a lady as delightful
as she was good, and who had recently, by her husband’s wish,
retired from the stage, suggested that the newly-married pair
should dine in Frith Street, ¢ only,” she said, ‘“the repast must
be early and punctual, as Mr. Bannister and young Mrs. Kemble
have both to play to-night.” Theatrical pieces were changed in
those days from evening to evening, and John Kemble happened
to be out of the bill. At the three o'clock dinner the tragedian
never turned up, and his wife and Mr. Bannister had to start for
the theatre, leaving the hostess to welcome the laggard guest,
who eventually arrived so late that all the dishes had to be
warmed up again. After a dinner in solitary state, Mr. Kemble
so far condescended to a cognizance of the day’s proceedings,
that, when he had accepted a cup of tea from the kind hands of
Mrs. Bannister, he hired a hackney coach, and was just in time
to fetch his wife home from her performance. This funny mar-
riage seems, on the whole, to have turned out better than many
which start more romantically. Cheery Mr. and Mrs. Bannister
must have had many a hearty laugh over the comical matri-
monial beginnings of the most distinguished tragic actor of his
day.

And, indeed, John Bannister, who at the date of this episode
would be just under forty years of age and at the height of his
brilliant professional reputation, was the friend of all with whom
he associated, as well as of the public whom he served so faith-
fully and well. It is a pleasure for a Soho historian to dwell
upon a character so honest and amiable, as it is to admire a
genius so varied, so thorough, and so convincing. His father,
Charles Bannister, had been a noted singer at Covent Garden,
and was renowned for his quickness in repartee. On one occasion
he was present as a witness at the Court of King's Bench, and
on the retirement for a few minutes of the Lord Chief Justice,
a facetious King’s Counsel asked if Charles would favour the
Court with a song, though he was afraid he could hardly be
obliged by an accompanist. ‘“ Why not?” flashed the ready
wit, ¢ I see you have a very good band under your nose.” One
of the few legal transactions in which his son John (or Jack as
he was affectionately called) was concerned, was that he once
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took proceedings against a theatrical critic for ¢ saying that he
acted ill, when he was too ill to aét at all.” The plaintiff ob-
tained substantial damages. It was at Charles Bannister’s final
Benefit at Covent Garden, that, during the representation of a
farce called ¢“The Honest Thieves,” Johnstone, the comedian,
poured a quantity of lamp oil out of a black bottle, in mistake for
wine, down his colleague Munden’s throat. The results were
distin¢tly unpleasant, and Munden strenuously spluttered that he
would be ‘“blessed” if he would play for ¢ Old Charley’s "
Benefit again. His services were never needed, for the old man
died within a fortnight, and was interred at St. Martin’s-in-the-
Fields. The son deeply mourned his father’s loss, and expressed
a determination, duly carried out more than a quarter of a cen-
tury later, to be buried in the same grave.v
= In the first year of this century it was Bannister’s lot to be a
sharer in a scene quite as startling and dramatic as any in which
he was ever engaged on the boards. On a certain evening,
George III. and the Queen had commanded the performance of
¢ She would and she would not,”” at Drury Lane. His Majesty,
upon entering his box, was fired at by a miscreant in the pit.
With splendid composure the old King refused to budge an inch,
and when the Marquis of Salisbury suggested that he should
retire, replied, snubbingly, ¢ Sir, you discompose me and your-
self ! ”  The enthusiasm of the great audience was tremendous,
the National Anthem was sung before the play began, and at the
fall of the curtain was demanded three times over. With his
marvellous resource, Sheridan handed to the soloist some
impromptu stanzas, of which one ran as follows :

“ From every latent foe,
From the assassin’s blow,
God save the King!”

It is difficult to recall, after a period of nearly a century (for
Bannister left the stage amid the thunder of the cannons of
Waterloo), the impression which an aéor’s art, so poignant in
its essence, and yet so volatile, has made upon his contempora-
ries ; but the capable critics of his day appear chiefly to have
noted his heartiness as a player, and his exuberant vitality. If
he acted a sailor, a favourite character with him, he had the bluff
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manner and weather-beaten exterior of one who really had braved
the battle and the breeze. In'a picture of ludicrous distress, such
as that of Sheridan’s Bob Acres, in ¢ The Rivals,” when told be-
fore his duel that there is a very ¢ snug lying ”” in Bath Abbey,
Bannister could even make the poltroon’s cowardice acceptable to
the audience by the air of helpless good nature with which he in-
fused it. As Dr. Pangloss, in ¢ The Heir at Law,” the most
comical creation, to our thinking, of all Colman’s genius, Ban-
nister was said to be much more natural in the part than Fawcett,
for whom it was written. As a smug Dutch trader, with a big
pipe in his mouth and with a brown coat reaching down to his
heels, he was inimitable. The very set of his skirts, as he came
slouching upon the stage, somehow subtly suggested “ money.”
He was least successful, like Charles Dickens in novel writing,
in the portrayal of a finical gentleman, as his method was better
calculated for broader effects. His old men were admirably sus-
tained, and, during a long performance, he would never forget
for a moment the tremulousness, hesitation, and occasional loss
of memory which we associate with senility. ¥ob Thornberry, in
¢John Bull,” (in which the present writer is old enough to have
seen Samuel Phelps), was one of Bannister’s artistic triumphs.
It is a complex charaéter, but Leigh Hunt tells us that this
accomplished actor was versatile enough to make it ¢ respected
with all its bluntness, and pathetic with all its oddity.”

Jealousy, the curse of the theatrical profession, seems to have
been alien from Jack’s temperament. He had been a tolerably
acceptable Hamlet in his day (though his true forte never lay in
tragedy), but when Edmund Kean first electrified the Town, he
cheerfully supported him in the small part of First Gravedigger.
He had his reward in a most amusing conversation which he
chanced to overhear at the wings, himself unnoticed, among the
scene shifters. They were debating whose was the finest Hamlet
they had ever witnessed. One gave his vote in favour of Hen-
derson, another of Kean, another of Kemble, and so on. ¢ No,”
said the last,  Jack Bannister is the Hamlet for my money, for
he always gets done a good twenty minutes before any of the
others.”

It was a few months after this friendly support of Kean that
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Bannister began his one-and-twenty happy and contented years
of retirement, blessed with an enviable reputation, and a com-
fortable future, the result of honourable labour. Younger acétors
delighted to visit him, and were wont to call him ¢ Father.”
He was the friend of George Morland, the Soho painter, and also
of the artist, Rowlandson, to whom, in a hasty conversation at a
Tavern, and with a few virile strokes of an apt pencil, he sug-
gested the main ideas of the pictures for the immortal Dr. Syntax,
which is quoted at the head of this series. The gifted William
Combe was found to supply the poem. In the early thirties,
«little Fanny Kelly,” who founded the Royalty, wrote to him
from 73 Dean Street to ask him to accept a box for her perform-
ance at the Strand, and he died just before the joy bells chimed
out for Queen Victoria’s Accession. He desired to receive the
Sacrament a fortnight before his end, and almost his last words,
too solemn to quote at the close of a light article, were expressive
of his hope in the Central Truth of Religion. Honest Jack! He
was one who deserved that the earth of St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields
(where he is buried) should indeed lie lightly on him.

MRS. BATEMAN,
No. 1 CARLISLE STREET, 1793.

WE must be content to present our readers with a representation
of this lady’s agreeable personality, for we cannot find out any-
thing about her beyond what is contained in ¢ Soho and its
Associations,” that mine of local knowledge, where, though the
nuggets may be occasionally rough in shape, the gold is always
abundant, and of the finest quality. We have not, at present,
discovered the date of Mrs. Bateman’s birth or death. She
certainly lived at the corner of Carlisle Street in Soho Square,
in the blood-red year of the Great French Revolution. Tickets
for her benefit at the Haymarket Theatre were advertised for
sale at her Soho address. By the special wish of her admirers,
she performed at this benefit the character of Lady Restless in
¢ All in the Wrong,” and at the conclusion of the play, indulged
the spectators with a fencing bout, her antagonist being the
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celebrated Chevalier D’Eon. On the sixteenth of January, 1793,
Mrs. Bateman gave an ¢ elegant amusement ” to a company of
about five hundred ladies and gentlemen at twelve o’clock in the
forenoon. In a questionable play offered for the delectation of
these fashionable patrons, she refused a mask, saying, ¢ I have

MRgs. BATEMAN, 1793.

kept suitors at a respectful distance fifty years without, and now
cannot adopt it."” '

We hope that Mrs. Bateman was herself more interesting
than this brief fragment which we have as yet been able to
recover of her biography.
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JOHN FAWCETT.
1768-1837.
How difficult it is to appraise the exact merits of an actor sixty
years after his death. He has left us no statue or picture like
the sculptor or painter, of which we can pronounce the worth-
lessness or the excellence. We cannot go to our shelves, and
take down a volume whereon to pass judgment, as we can in
the case of the historian, the poet, or the novelist. Of the
aétor’s artistic worth we have no standard save the opinion of
his contemporaries, and when they differ widely among them-
selves, it is hard indeed to arrive at an equable and satisfactory
verdict. Of John Fawecett, for example, two of the leading
dramatic critics of his period appear to entertain almost diame-
trically opposite ideas, and what modern Aristarchus shall strike
the just balance between the blame and the praise? This is
how Fawcett's aéting impressed Leigh Hunt, who evidently
compared him as an artist very unfavourably with Bannister, for
whom his admiration was unquestionably warm and sincere.
“ He has a singular harshness and rapidity of utterance, and a
general confidence of manner.” ¢I am acquainted with no
actor who can procure so much approval for charaéters and
speeches intrinsically wretched.” (One would deem, however,
that this last piece of criticism is really a compliment, though
rather a left-handed one. It would surely need a consummate
orator to make ‘ Sing a song of sixpence,” sound as grand as
Mark Antony’s speech on the body of Cesar). But Leigh Hunt
goes on, ¢ In attempts at gentlemanly vivacity Fawcett becomes
awkward and vulgar.” It is even more fromn the general tone of
his criticism than from its isolated expressions, that one gathers
how low was Leigh Hunt’s opinion of Fawcett’s histrionic
power. He obviously thought his stage style hard and thin,
mechanical and lacking in refinement,—none of the broad hu-
manity, the suppleness and ease of Bannister. Now let us
listen to Talfourd, a literary giant in his day, and author of the
once celebrated tragedy ““Ion.” ¢ Fawcett’s style was essentially
hard, yet he managed, by art and care, to bend it so as to dis-
criminate the varieties of character which he attempted. He
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had not the richness of Munden, or the antique elegance of
Farren, he could not act grotesque parts like the one, or elderly
beaux like the other, but in representations of bluff honesty and
rude manly feeling, he had no rival. His performances were
eminently English; few performers,’ indeed, have spoken our
language so purely, and none have reproduced so well those

Joux FAwceTT, 1768-1837.

manly feelings of which we are habitually proud.” When we
read these divergent views, we feel that he would be a bold
prophet who should foretell what conception of, let us say, our own
Mr. Charles Wyndham will go down to posterity. It happens
that in the November of 1898 in which we write, most of the
London critics think that Mr. Wyndham's rendering of an im-
portant part he has just assumed, is far from perfect, while the
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eminent (and usually drastic) censor of the “World” does not see
how he could possibly act better in any shape or way. Let actors
reap their rich harvest of praise in the present; for their reputa-
tion may have a ticklish time of it in the generations that come
after.

John Fawecett’s life is less uncertain than his genius,
though it is doubtful if it is quite as interesting. It was at the
school of Dr. Barwis, 8 Soho Square, that he early faced the
footlights, and tasted the first blood of applause. Of this up-to-
date and enterprising Academy we are speaking more fully in
our following memoir of Holman. We can hardly be surprised
that the exemplary Dr. Barrow, who eventually took on the
school, found it consonant with the best interests of education to
discontinue the performance of these plays, though he frankly
owns, in a very sensible memorandum on the subject, that he
lost many pupils by doing so. There was, however, a difference
in parental opinion.

¢ Several of the actors,” said Dr. Barrow, ¢ who have since
attained considerable eminence on our publick theatres, imbibed
in the Academy over which I presided their first passion for the
stage; and some of the most intelligent of the parents of our
pupils became so sensible of the dangers to which their sons
were exposed, that they refused to have their names inserted
amongst those of the dramatis persone. It was soon found that
the only effectual remedy for our play’s various evils was its total
abolition.”

When only eight years of age, Fawcett attracted the notice
of Garrick, who was just at the end of his stage career, and
" the responsive child seems to have been fascinated by the
glamour &f that picturesque personality. After his triumphs
in private theatricals in Soho Square, the boy was trans-
ferred to St. Paul's School, whence, to endeavour to eradicate
his marked stage proclivities, his father apprenticed him to
a linendraper in the City. Of so unromantic an occupation young
Fawcett soon had enough; he ran away to Margate, where, in
our own generation, the theatre, under the management of Miss
Sarah Thorne, has been the best nursery of English actors.
There was no Miss Thorne in those days to receive Fawcett as
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a pupil at her training school, and, calling himself « Foote,” he
started straight off with a principal character in ¢ The Belle’s
Stratagem.” He abandoned his early aspirations for tragedy
after his tremendous success as Femmy Yumps in O’Keefe's
musical farce, ¢ The Farmer,” and was content for the rest of his
professional life to be a faithful wooer of the Comic Muse.  His
Covent Garden record was splendid, for he was connected with
the House from his first appearance in 1791 till his retirement in
1830, a period of close on forty years. That he left so few char-
acters by which he is remembered is a circumstance attributed by
his admirers to the inferior quality of the dramatists of his day.
It was accounted, and justly, as a brilliant feather in his cap,
that by appearing in a play a few nights after its most unfavour-
able reception, he turned it into a success, though all hope had
previously been abandoned. The piece was Dibdin’s ¢ Five
Miles Off,” and the Kalendar whom Fawcett impersonated,
only appears in Act ii. If our memory serves us, ¢ The Black
Crook,” at the Alhambra in Leicester Square, was saved some
years ago in much the same way by Miss Kate Santley, who
was interpolated, after the first performances, into an opera that
had been a dead failure, with a song or two, which speedily
crowded the theatre, and became the rage of London. ¢ The
Heir at Law,” by George Colman the younger, is, to our think-
ing, one of the most amusing comedies of its century, and, in
this, the part of Dr. Pangloss was specially written for Fawcett.
Those among us who may have seen John S. Clarke, the Ameri-
can, in the character, will have some idea of its possibilities.
The complete play, it might be worth while to mention, can be
purchased from Messrs. Dicks for a penny. It was long before
John Bannister was permitted by Colman to attempt Pangloss,
but when he did so, he was considered by many to have surpassed
Fawcett. Oneis glad to find that there was something in the way
of rudimentary Church feeling in London five years before this
century dawned, for the subject of our present sketch, Holman, and
other actors, instituted Readings and Music at the Freemason’s
Hall on Wednesdays and Fridays in the Lent of 1795, for the de-
leGtation, presumably, of those patrons who were too strait-laced
to attend regular theatrical performances. It was on this prin-
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ciple that the German Reeds and poor Corney Grain amassed
their honourable fortunes, and it may have had something,
though by no means everything, to do with the success of the
Moore and Burgess Minstrels, and Maskelyne and Cooke.

John Fawcett took his Farewell Benefit in 1830. With an
allowance of a hundred a year (‘‘ three hundred pounds a year”
was what Dr. Pangloss was always asking for), as Treasurer and
Trustee of the Covent Garden Theatrical Fund, he made his
home in a cottage at Botley, near Southampton. He was twice
married, and left two sons (one of whom became a clergyman)
and a daughter. His eulogist, Talfourd, says that his speeches on
behalf of his Fund were models of persuasiveness, ability, and
tact. In thisaccomplishment he must have resembled Sir Henry
Irving. During his latter days, he took immense interest in the
building of a Church in his neighbourhood, subscribed to it most
liberally, if he did not praétically endow it, and when it became
consecrated, was elected a Churchwarden. Mr. Edward Terry,
our present day favourite comedian, has even ¢ gone one better’
than this ; for he has for years been a Churchwarden, at Barnes,
while still in the active exercise of his profession. John Fawecett
was the first person to be buried within the Church he reared and
loved; so he did not long enjoy his parochial dignity. As he took
round the plate demurely on Sundays, while the Old Hundredth
was being sung, did he remember, we wonder, Dr. Pangloss ;
and how ‘‘the finest gentleman in Europe,” George IV., once
apologised to him for being so unfortunate as to miss a Benefit
of his at Covent Garden ?  Sic transit gloria mundi.

JOSEPH GEORGE HOLMAN.
1764-1817.

Tris Dr. Barwis, who kept a school (usually called an Academy
by our great grandfathers) at what is now No. 8, Soho Square,
towards the close of the eighteenth century, must have been an
amiable and easy-going sort of pedagogue, for it was here also
that young Holman, whose father, a British officer, had died
when he was two years old, first acted in private theatricals, and
imbibed his passion for the stage. The elaborate and expensive
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performance, at least as often as once a year, of an English
tragedy or comedy, was one of the attractions, as we have seen,
of this seminary. To ‘“Soho and its Associations” we are
indebted for a couple more interesting side lights on this curious
educational relic of the past. ¢« Dr. Barwis’s view,” says
Boaden, “in not merely permitting, but urging and correéting
such performances, was confessedly to give the pupils a free
and unembarrassed manner, and an accurate and powerful elo-
cution, which he concluded to be essential to the display of the
sound erudition which occupied their studies. I am not able
to state whether the Church or the Bar, or the Senate have
derived any accession of graceful oratory from the plan. It, I
confess, seemed to me, if I may parody the poet,
¢ Stage born, and destined to the stage again.’ 2

Angelo says in his “Reminiscences,” ““ the first time I saw Holman,
the performer, was when at school in Soho Square, at the Rev.
Dr. Barwis’s. Hamlet was the character. It was in the Christ-
mas holidays; there was afterwards a dance in the schoolroom.”
After these preliminary glories, Holman went up to Oxford with
a sort of hazy intention of becoming a clergyman, but he did
not proceed so far in such a serious direction, as to take his
degree. In fact, he only stayed at the University about a year,
and disdaining those lowest rungs of the dramatic ladder, which
must nowadays be patiently trodden by the aspirant to histrionic
honours, he made his first appearance at Covent Garden as
Romeo, and speedily became the favourite of fashionable audi-
ences. When we think how hard Oxford actors of our own day,
such as Mr. Benson or Mr. Bourchier, have worked for the dis-
tinguished position they now hold, we must conclude that young
gentlemen with a veneer of polite education came to the front
more rapidly on the stage of those less crowded (and perhaps less
critical) times. At the end of three seasons Holman left Covent
Garden through some quarrel as to terms, and though he came
back after a brief experience in Dublin, a serious and wide-spread
dispute between actors and managers, which the Marquis of
Salisbury, who, as Lord Chamberlain, was chosen as arbitrator,
gave against the actors, caused Holman's final rupture with Covent
Garden. He either resigned or was dismissed, and his subse-
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quent successes were mostly Irish or American. Once at least
he turned his back on his chosen career, and took to farming,
but he was soon ready to exchange the scent of the clover for the
smell of the footlights. The daughter who played Lady Townly
to his Lord Townly in the ¢ Provoked Husband,”’ seems to have

JosErH GEORGE HoLMAN, 1764-1817.

been a young lady of considerable talent. Holman was married
either twice or thrice: for this clever dayghter’s sake we would
hope the latter, as the first recognised Mrs. Holman could not
have been her mother, unless the girl acted Lady Townly at
thirteen years of age. About Holman’s death, however, as about
his marriages, there hangs a sort of mystery, for one account
says that he died in America of apoplexy, and another that he
fell a victim to yellow fever together with his second wife, two
days after their wedding.
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Holman, whom we must not confuse with Holcroft, the more
famous author of ¢ The Road to Ruin,” &c., wrote several very
tolerable plays, and as an actor, in addition to undoubted
talent, he appears to have been much indebted to a fine figure,
a handsome countenance, a pair of sparkling eyes, and a
powerful but melodious voice, which could with- ease penetrate
the farthest corners of a theatre. These attributes go a
long way on the stage. As a conscious re-action against
the formal and stilted elocution of the Kemble school, Hol-
man’s utterance was at times too rapid and irregular to
satisfy the more conservative of the critics. Charles Lamb
calls him ‘“ the jolliest person ” of any Hamlet he had ever seen.

-Posterity may well be in doubt whether to take this as a compli-

ment, or the reverse. Macready, who was not prone to infuse
too much of the milk of human kindness into his judgments of
the members of his own profession, says that Holman’s good
looks were qualified by his tendency to  obesity.” Certainly
an ‘‘ obese ” Prince of Denmark is hardly ideal, although Queen
Gertrude does in one place speak of her son as ‘ fat and scant of
breath.” It is much to Holman's posthumous artistic credit that
once in his early days he was so engrossed in the part he was
rendering, and so lost to outward things, that he stepped, or
stumbled, clean over the footlights into the orchestra, a ‘ header”
more unexpected and sensational than that which the heroine
usually takes (to slow music under the limelight) at the close of
A& iii. in a modern melodrama. Perhaps, like history, the
apses of genius repeat themselves, for precisely the same ac-
cident occurred, from the same reasons, to Mr. Lewis Waller,

when he was impersonating D’Artagnan in ¢ The Three Mus-

keteers ’’ at the Globe Theatre, in the autumn of 1898. A friend
of the writer’s was a witness of the occurrence. Except as regards
the ‘obesity,” Mr. Waller’s fair admirers would probably see
many other outward resemblances to Holman.

As we take our leave of this citizen of ours who conceived
his love for the glittering profession in which he became famous,
amid the staid and sober surroundings of Soho Square, we can
relate an amusing incident which happened at the Booth Hall
Inn, Gloucester. Holman was irritated on one occasion when he
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was staying at Gloucester, by the attack of some anonymous
critic, and scribbled the following lines on one of the window
panes with a diamond,
“ My life is like the glass I mark, at best,

Shining, but brittle; easily impressed ;

The missile of a wanton, unseen foe

Can smash a glass or a&or at a blow.”
A certain Miles Andrews, who was travelling with Holman, is
stated to have been a wretched play-wright of the period, but the
distich which he scrawled under his friend’s lines, before the
travellers left the Inn, does not give by any means the impres-
sion of the work of a fool. Here is the addition of the ingenious
Mr. Miles Andrews,

“Your life like to this glass! Not so, my lad;
This has refleéion, which you never had.”

EDMUND KEAN, 1787—1833.

“Tuis boy belongs to No. g Lisle Street, Leicester Square
Please bring him home.” Whether it be true, or no, that Moses
Kean really did affix a brass collar with this inscription to the
neck of his eccentric and erratic nephew, there can be no doubt
that the early and most miserable years of one who was, perhaps,
the greatest tragedian of all time, do belong in a particular way
to our Soho localities. Such extraordinary tales were related
concerning Edmund Kean after he attained to eminence, that
one may be pardoned for doubting any story, unless well evi-
denced, that sounds specially apposite and dramatic. That his
mother was a certain Anne Carey, a hawker and third-rate
alress, is clearly established, and that she was about as bad a
mother as an unfortunate lad could have, hardly seems open to
question. A kind couple who lived in Frith Street took compas-
sion on the neglected or deserted child; whether they actually
picked him up on their doorstep does not much matter. This
pathetic detail sounds like a little bit of subsequent garnishing.
Anyhow, the boy never went back to the spot of his birth, Castle
Street, Leicester Square, after he had been rescued by his humane
protectors.
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The little education with which he was ever blessed, Edmund
owed to this neighbourhood, for he went, through the charity of
a Jew and against the will of his mother, to a humble school in
Orange Street, Leicester Fields, and afterwards to a seminary in
Chapel Street, kept by a Mr. Vining. One of his first public
appearances was at the Sans Souci Theatre, in Leicester Place,
where his powers in reading and recitation already marked him

Epmunp KEaN, 1787—1833.

out as the possessor of histrionic abilities far above the average.
So far, then, as Edmund Kean was a hero at all, we may justly
claim him as a Soho hero.

And few Personalities so gifted and so unstable, so persever-
ing and yet so prodigal, so generous and still so petty, can have
ever drawn the breath of life within even our historic borders.

While his irregularities dim the rich tribute that candour wo:ld
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ungrudgingly pay to his surpassing genius, it is fair to take into
account the tremendous disadvantages under which this great
Artist started upon his career.  Cuffed about from pillar to post,
ridiculed for his short stature, gaunt features, and spare frame,
his legs bent by the contortions to which they had been subjected
by the posture master when he acted a demon at Drury Lane,
ridiculed too, it may be, by jealous rivals because his mother was
a wanton and his father a myth—we need not wonder if poor
Edmund’s youthful experiences were hardly of a sort to lead to
the abundant secretion in his nature of the milk of human
kindness. Nothing but an indomitable pluck, and a quiet but
fixed conviction of his own genius, could have carried him over
those first twenty-seven years of struggle, stress, and storm.
And his meridian was brief, if splendid, for he died at forty-six,
and at his death he had long passed his physical and artistic
prime.  We watch him tumbling in cold booths for a meal and
a few coppers ; going without food, now and again, for fifteen or
twenty hours at a stretch; willing to recite a few yards of
Shakespeare with the very voice and manner of that pompous
mediocrity, John Kemble (Kemble, by the way, never forgave the
little man who was destined to oust him from his tragic throne,
for his masterly imitations); ready to sing half-a-dozen comic
songs and to play his own accompaniments; only too glad, as
one of the glories of Richardson’s show, to act any charaéter, and
act it well, from a Cupid with wings to a Savage in war paint;
equally apt as a Hamlet or a Harlequin—the apprenticeship of
Edmund Kean had few charms save that of variety. The iron
of disappointment must have entered into his soul, but it was
only, he says, when he had to sustain the part of Harlequin
(though he also danced the tight rope) that he felt his cheeks
burn with shame through their paint.

Nor were his fortunes bettered when he married an aétress,
nine years older than himself, upon ten shillings lent by the
bridesmaid, and a breakfast provided gratuitously by a kind-
hearted landlady. In the improvidence of his wedding, at any
rate, Kean showed himself a true child of the Soho from which
he sprang.

And then there were weary wanderings from town to town in
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search of work, and, after a while, the father had a baby strapped
upon his back in addition to his scanty luggage, and the mother
trudged after her husband through miry roads in the depth of
winter, while the wind whistled through their thin and threadbare
clothing ; -and, as the shades of night began to fall, the friendly
ale-house must have seemed a long way off, where they might
hope, by songs and recitations, to earn a meal and a bed. There were
glimpses of comparatively better fortune. Kean occasionally got
decent engagements, but his earnings were precarious, and his
receptions uncertain. Two-thirds of the Public in every age have
to be told that a person has abilities, or that an article is good,

as they are destitute of discrimination to find out the truth for
themselves. In the year 1814, however, by a combination of
circumstances in which some little provincial success was a
factor, Edmund Kean at last got his chance at Drury Lane. The
details of that first London appearance, and of the insults and
privations which preceded it, are tolerably well known, for the
occasion was, upon the whole, the most momentous in all
theatrical history. It was bitter January weather, and the
debutant, who was lodging with his wife and Charles, his only
surviving son, in a garret in Cecil Street, had to face every
species of disheartenment that could result from poverty, opposi-
tion and malice. At rehearsals, the other players treated Kean
with studied rudeness, so much so, that Miss Tidswell, a iady
who had been connected with Drury Lane for years, and was a
good friend of the luckless little man from his youth, besought
him to give up his idea of acting in London at all.  “ He has a
meagre body,” said his wife to a sympathiser, ¢ but look at the
power in his eye.” ¢ This is very different to anything we have
been accustomed to, Mr. Kean,” was the remark of the stage
manager at rehearsal, when the tragedian first shadowed forth
his grand idea of Shylock as a pathetic figure, instead of the
contemptible buffoon to whom audiences of the period had grown
accustomed.  “ Sir, I mean it to be,” was the rather unexpected
reply. On the afternoon of the eventful night, Kean indulged
himself with the somewhat unusual luxury of a dinner, for he felt
that he needed his strength.  The theatre was not more than a
third full, and the new-comer was politely, but certainly not very
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enthusiastically, received. Real genius, however, can hew its
way through every obstacle. Before the conclusion of his first
aét, he held the imagination and attention of the house captive,
while Shylock’s great scene with Tubal, in which he ¢ raged like
a lion,"” roused the audience to a frantic pitch of excitement, and
brought down thunder upon thunder of applause. “ How on
earth so few of them could kick up such a row passes my
comprehension,”” observed one adtor who was present, to a friend
afterwards.  Shylock’s ¢ trial scene ” sealed his success, and
with his gabardine and his black wig rolled under his arm, he
was back at his garret before the play had concluded. He felt
that he had achieved his purpose at last, and the ambitions of a
lifetime were fulfilled. He came, he had been seen, and he con-
quered. Several more performances of the ¢ Merchant of Venice’”
took place within the next three weeks. The audiences were
enormous, and the theatre coffers overflowed. It is agreeable to
know that an adequate proportion of the profits went into the
pockets of the rightful possessor, him of whom William Hazlitt
wrote, upon the night of his first triumph, ¢ the gleam of genius
has at last broken athwart the gloom of the modern stage.” At
the beginning of February, his performance of Richard III.
completed Edmund’s victory ; the enthusiasm with which it was
received exceeded that, probably, which had been evoked by his
Shylock, and to the last it seems to have been considered his finest
charaéter. It was on this occasion, and not after his first
London appearance, that he rushed back to the comfortable rooms
for which he had already exchanged his squalid garret with the
memorable words, to his much-tried and long-suffering wife,
¢ Mary, you shall ride in your carriage, and Charles shall go to
Eton.” ¢ Ah,” he is reported to have added, * if Howard had only
lived!” Howard was his elder son, who had died in the days of
his penury, and to whom he had been devotedly attached.
During the rest of his career, spite and envy could have no
terrors for Kean; he had suffered from their venom long and
severely, but their fangs were drawn for ever. ‘I am told that
he is an excellent tumbler,” sneered an embittered and chagrined
actor in the Drury Lane green room. ¢ It may well be so,”
replied honest and good-natured Jack Bannister, *‘for he has
tumbled clean over our heads.”
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Henceforward, Kean had only one powerful enemy, and that
was himself. There is no need to follow him through his long
list of successes, he may have equalled, but he never excelled,
his two carliest London triumphs. He was best in parts like
those of Richard III. and Othello, which demand a continual
stress of furious and passionate emotion. In quiet and level
passages, he does not seem to have been so impressive. Cole-
ridge’s criticism will not soon be forgotten, and it suggests a
good deal, that “ to see Kean act is like reading Shakespeare by

_flashes of lightning.” He had been ten years fighting his way
to fame, and for about ten years, not for much (or very much)
longer, he reigned supreme upon the stage of his country,
making an income, which went beyond any previous actor’s
wildest dreams of avarice, of about ten thousand a year.

Drink was the beginning of his downfall. He took stimulants,
perhaps, to help him in the simulation of the mighty passions he
portrayed, or to repair his fatigue, but he began to break faith
with his public, and would not seldom be discovered tippling in
a tavern, when the time was approaching for the curtain to ring
up at Drury Lane, too intoxicated to sustain his part. Reckless
as regards himself, though with few expensive personal habits save
drink, he was generous in the extreme, and there is a pretty story
of how, when away for his holiday, he played at a country theatre
(securing of course a bumper house at good prices), to rescue a
struggling theatrical company from its difficulties. The money
he won so easily he valued lightly, and no tale that appealed to
his compassion ever found his ear inattentive or his purse closed.
One of the meanest things recorded of him concerned his son
Charles. Mrs. Kean happened to say one night that she thought
the lad had some notion of acting. His father at once made the
boy recite, discerned some promise of success, and then sent him
angrily to bed, swearing in a sort of mad frenzy to which he had
become prone, that Charles should never be an actor, for he
himself would be the first and last tragedian of the name of
Kean.

The more immediate cause of Edmund’s undoing was a
distressing” scandal which involved the name and fame of a
certain alderman’s wife, together with his own. If any palliation
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is sought for Kean's conduct, it must be found in the loathsome
and perfeétly contemptible characters of this woman and her
husband. While it is difficult to believe that the actor was
without grave reproach in the matter, the proceedings look like a
plot, with blackmail as its basis, against a vain and impres-
sionable man. In any case, however deeply Kean may have
sinned, the punishment meted out to him was fearful. At his
first appearance at Drury Lane, after he had paid the two
thousand pounds damages, a riot occurred. No epithet was
considered too vile to hurl at a man who had encountered the
British Public in one of its periodical fits of virtue, and then, and
on two or three subsequent evenings, Kean was practically
hooted from the stage. In the press, the Times headed the hunt
against him, with language only applicable to the most disgust-
ing criminal. ¢ Obscene mimic” was one of its flowers of
speech. At Edinburgh, a man with a red head rose up in one of
the boxes, and said he would quit for ever a theatre polluted by
such a presence. One pious censor pitied the poor actresses who
were compelled by managers, ¢ for their bread,” to endure upon
the stage the contaminations of such an abandoned wretch.

It appears to us that Edmund Kean. one of the greatest actors
of any century, was the embodiment of the most usual virtues
and vices of the profession to which he Lelonged. That pro-
fession, so lavish of its service to those in distress, has always
found the seventh commandment a stumbling block over which
it is very apt to trip. This assertion, so far as regards our own
day, could be proved by a computation of the number of actors
and actresses who have figured in divorce cases, and are at
present applauded nightly by the London Public. The world
was more censorious towards poor Edmund Kean than it is now-
adays to its favourites, male and female, who have not a tithe of
his talent.

From this crushing blow to his pride, and perhaps to his
finer sensibilities, Kean never really recovered. Public opinion
became kinder to him after awhile, but the nervous strain,
coupled with alcoholic excesses, slightly disordered a mind
which had never been particularly stable. Instead of the
moving and not undignified remonstrances which he made to
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his persecutors from the stage, at the beginning of his trouble,
he would now unintentionally mix up his private affairs with the
words of his part, in a most singular way.  In the middle of
some tragic speech he would sometimes turn head over heels,
excusing himself to the audience by saying that he expected
soon to have to get his living in that way again, and he thought
it as well to keep in pradtice. “ Ah,” he would exclaim with
pathos, “I am too old and fat, I cannot tumble as once I
could.” These pranks could hardly be considered an improve-
ment on Shakespeare.

Kean’s final departure from the boards of Covent Garden
was as unique as his first entrance at Drury Lane. He had
been living, for a considerable period, the life of an invalid at
Richmond, tended by the faithful Miss Tidswell, who had been
so kind to him since he was a boy. There can be few living
who remember the little figure, with the white face and burning,
splendid, eyes, that tried to hobble along the lanes and glades
supported by his friend’s arm, or by a stick, the man who in-
variably had a gentle word for the unfortunate, and was always
tender with children. This artist, whose income had been
counted by tens of thousands, was in danger of arrest for a
hundred pounds, and, as Charles Kean was acting at Covent
Garden, it was thought that he might play Othello to his son’s
Iago. As the tragedy began, the father took the son’s hand,
and presented him to the public,—perhaps an atonement for his
ungenerous behaviour years before. The old favourite’s feeble
efforts were received, it is pleasant to know, with generous
applause, and his delivery of one or two of Othello’s famous
speeches, is said to have been almost as beautiful as ever. The
" stricken man struggled on till towards the close of the third act,
and then, falling on his son’s neck, he whispered, ‘“ I'm dying,
Charlie, speak to them for me.” It was not, perhaps, an ignoble
end to a life of ¢ so much shame and so much glory.” He was
carried out of the theatre, and passed peacefully away, a few
weeks later, in his simple home at Richmond. Beggared in
pocket and broken in spirit, he was rich in the fame that can
never die. His wife, who had been separated from him for eight
years, forgave him on his deathbed, and was with him towards
the last.
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CHARLES KEAN, 18r1—1868.

¢« LEsseR than Macbeth, and greater.” The younger Kean had
character, but no genius; the elder Kean had genius, but not
over much character. It seems to us that the most dramatic
episodes in Charles Kean’s life are those which have dire¢t
reference to his extraordinary father. The dutiful share he took

CHARLEs KEAN, 1811—1868.

in the sad romance of Edmund’s final appearance has already
been recorded. He was a good son both to his mother and
father, as well as a good husband to the lady, Miss Ellen Tree,
whom he married, after having acted with her, more or less, for
about fourteen years. It was Charles who brought about the
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reconciliation between his father and mother (to which allusion
has already been made) at .the last. When Chacles was a little
boy in Cecil Street, Edmund had lately taken the town by storm,
and money was flowing in by hundreds and thousands of pounds
into the depleted family exchequer. A striking story is told of
two ladies who called to pay their respects to the distinguished
tragedian. They found the living room empty, save for a pretty,
fair-haired lad, with curly locks, who was sitting upon the floor,
letting piles of golden guineas flow through his hands like water,
while every nook and corner of the mantelpiece was stuffed with
bank notes. Unfortunately for Charles and his prospeéts, that
Pactolian river did not run for ever. On account of the family
embarrassments, he was taken from Eton, whither he had been
sent in fulfilment of his father’s vow, and he nobly refused a
cadetship that was offered him, because his father declined to
settle four hundred pounds a year on his mother after their
separation. The greater Kean and the lesser acted together once
in London before the memorable final occasion of which we have
spoken. The elder man’s troubles had already begun, and the
audience were moved by some lines in the play, which seemed to
bear a chance reference to the domestic situation, and which
involved (as the ordinary business of his part) the son throwing
himself on his father’s neck. The sympathetic house was in
tears, but the astute Edmund, too old a stager to be led away by
any real feelings, where acting was concerned, whispered in
triumph over his son’s shoulder, ¢ We touched 'em up a bit that
time, Charlie, my boy.”

The honourable and painstaking career of Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Kean will be chiefly remembered in connection with
their grand spectacular Shakesperian and other productions at
the Princess's Theatre, Oxford Street, of which Charles was
manager for seven years onwards from 1852. It was just about
half way in this period that he reached -the height of his reputa-
tion as Cardinal Wolsey. He also produced ¢ The Corsican
Brothers.” It is curious to notice in how many characters
Charles Kean distinguished himself, in which Sir Henry Irving has
also won success. It was for Kean that Charles Reade made his
splendid adaptation from the French, ¢ The Lyons Mail,” and



26 MEN AND WOMEN OF SOHO.

Dion Boucicault his ¢ Louis XI.” By common -consent,
Louis XI. was Charles Kean's greatest part. There are good
judges who consider it to be also Sir Henry Irving’s. It was in
this character that Charles made his last appearance on any
stage, in Liverpool, nearly twenty-two years ago.

MISS «FANNY” KELLY, r790—1882.

By MRr. JouN HOLLINGSHEAD.

Miss FrancEs Maria KeLLy, better known as ““ Fanny ” Kelly, was
born at Brighton, December 15, 1790. Her father was an officei
in the army, and brother to Michael Kelly, the celebrated musical
composer, who taught his young niece music and singing.  She
went on the stage at a very early age—partly from choice, but
more from necessity, and very wisely about 1800 made her
appearance as a chorus child at Drury Lane. There was no law
at that time to prevent the employment of children. In 1807,
she appeared as an aétress in Glasgow, at the old and spacious
Theatre Royal, famous in theatrical annals. The following year
she came to London, and joined Mr. George Colman’s company
at the ¢ little theatre” (once Foote's Theatre) in the Haymarket.
When the curious colleé¢tion of buildings attached to Cross’s
Menagerie in the Strand were turned from an early ¢ Polytechnic
Institution ”’ by Dr. Arnold, the musical composer, into a lyric
theatre, and the name was changed from the Lyceum into ¢ The
English Opera House,”” Miss Kelly was invited by Mr. Arnold,
junior, who was then the manager and carried cn the policy of
his father, the composer, to join the company, and she made her
first hit in 1810 in ¢ The Maid and the Magpie,” a free version
of Rossini's light opera, ¢ La Gazza Ladra.” From this period
she found herself in possession of the stage as the recognised suc-
cessor to Madame Storace. = When she left the English Opera
House, she went back to Drury Lane (in a very different posi-
tion), and while performing there she was fired at by a maniac
from the pit, but happily escaped all injury. A similar attempt
upon her life was made a short time afterwards at the Old
Theatre, in Dublin, but happily with equally harmless results.
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Miss Kelly (who had the inestimable advantage of playing
with Mrs. Siddons) was an actress of great versatility and talent,
in addition to her great vocal ability. She was a fine melodra-
matic performer, and excelled also in the *“tomboy " parts asso-
ciated with and made famous by Mrs. Jordan, the legitimate
successor of Mrs. Abington. William Haclitt, the great dramatic
critic, writing in 1821, seems to have had a very high opinion of
her. He says, ‘“in the roundness of her limbs, the ease and
grace of her motions, and the entire absence of anything sharp or
angular in her form, she resembles Miss O’Neill, like whom, she
is formed to succeed best in the representation of characters
where passion and suffering have taken possession of the soul;
where the will is passive, and a fair form is agitated by emotions
which display the irresistible might of weakness. Her voice has
more compass than Miss O’Neill’s, its lower notes are almost as
ripe and mellow, and her upper notes, which she sends forth in
the playful passages, have an angelical sweetness which reminds
us of the singing of Miss Stephens. Her action, though it has
never the triumphant character which her predecessor sometimes
assumed, is free, unembarrassed, and natural. But these excel-
lencies are trivial compared to that fine conception of the fervour
and the delicacy of the part which she manifests, and which
enables her to identify herself, not only with its more prominent
features, but its smallest varieties—its lightest words. There is
nothing sentimental or reflective in her acting; her mind never
deems to have leisure for reverting to itself; her heart is evidently
too busy to allow of opportunity for thought. She remembers
that the emotions of a life are to be crowded into a few short
~ hours; that the first dawning of love in an innocent bosom, its
full maturity and strength, its power of anticipating time, of de-
veloping the loftiest energies in one who was but lately a child,
of defying the pale appearances of death, and finally embracing
death with gladness, and all the corresponding excitement of the
intelle&t and the fancy which suddenly blooms forth in the
warmth of the affections, form part of that wonderful creation
which it is her aim to embody.”

Miss Kelly had the usual ambitiois and weaknesses of
actresses, however eminent.  Of course, she played Fuliet, and
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equally, of course, she was not an artistic success. Tom Moore,
the poet, saw the performance, and voted it ¢ very bad, but, as it
seems, good enough for the public, who are delighted with her.”
Miss Kelly was fortunate in having the friendship of most of
the best literary and artistic celebrities of her time. She was an
intimate friend of Charles and Mary Lamb and their most inter-
esting circle. Soon after the Napoleonic peace, a party was
made up to go to Paris, consisting of Charles Lamb and his
sister, Mr. James Kenney, the dramatist, and Mrs. Kenney, who
was a Frenchwoman, my aunt, Miss Sarah James, and John

N\ o\ &/

Miss “FanNy” KELLY, 179g0—1882.

Howard Payne, the dramatist, who wrote ¢ Clari, the Maid of
Milan,” and whose ballad, ¢ Home, Sweet Home," in that piece
(music by Bishop), was never better interpreted than it was by
Miss Kelly. The travellers had to go by stage coach, packet-
boat, and diligence, but they were well received in Paris by a few
friends, prominent amongst whom was Talma, the great French
actor, who had made their acquaintance when he was in London
for a short time, and lived in Soho. He braved much for their
sake, for the English at that time were, naturally, not popular in
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Paris. At a holiday performance at the Théatre Frangais, when
admission was free, he passed them in at the stage door, disre-
garding the quene, amidst the execrations of the crowd. Charles
Lamb gave his party very little trouble, passing his days on the
quays, grubbing amongst old bookstalls and print-shops, return-
ing late at night to his hotel, and skating up the waxed stairs
cuddling his treasures under his arm, with much triumph, but a
little unsteadiness.

Miss Kelly, when she was about fifty years of age, took up
her residence in one of the many magnificent old houses in Dean
Street, Soho, and opened a dramatic school. She had always
many kind and influential friends, and the then Duke of Devon-
shire, a great patron of the drama, fitted up a stage for her at the
back of this house, and this stage afterwards developed into a
little theatre, on the site of the present Royalty, called and
known as ‘“ Miss Kelly’s Theatre.” After a few years the name
of the house was changed to ¢ The Soho,” and in 1861 it was
again changed to ‘“ The New Royalty,” the old Royalty having
been at Wellclose Square, at the East End of London. Miss
Kelly lived to the advanced age of ninety-two, and died in 1882.
She saw much during her long lifetime. She saw her ‘little
theatre ”’ in the Haymarket, which stood where the *“ Epitaux ”
restaurant now stands, pulled down, and the present Hay-
market - Theatre, designed by Nash, erected next door; she
saw her English Opera House burnt down, and the present
Lyceum substituted; she saw her Drury Lane Theatre
destroyed by fire, and the present house raised on its ashes; she
smelt Garrick, and she saw Irving.

The Soho Theatre, sometimes jocularly known as the ¢ So-so
Theatre,” was used, originally, more as an amateur theatre, a
place where any dramatic aspirant—author or actor—could try
his skill upon as many friends as he could induce to come, and
as many curious and confiding members of the public as he could
entice into the fold. It filled at that time the recognised place
for “trial trips” of all kinds afterwards acquired by the Gaiety
Theatre in the Strand, which, in 186g-70, started its famous,
day-by-day, miscellaneous matinées. The Soho Theatre differed
in this from the Gaiety, that the performances given were gener-
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ally organised by the management for the time being, and a
regular tariff of charges for playing characters in the plays was
exhibited at the stage door and at the house in front in Dean
Street, which served as a residence and as a box office. It is on
record that a dispute once arose between a would-be customer and
the dealer ¢ in parts,” the amateur performer complaining in no
measured terms of what he considered an attempt at over-charge.
¢ What? " he shouted, *‘ Ten shillings! Ten shillings, to play
Tybalt, and be killed in the second act! That’s double the price
they charge in Catherine Street!”  Catherine Street, in the
Strand, at that time possessed another amateur theatre, and
there were several more existing in various parts of London.

A little playhouse conducted on these lines was not very
costly to work, but it was too costly for Miss Kelly. She soon
let the theatre, retaining the private residence. Her first tenant
was a local tradesman—I believe, a shoemaker. His chief recre-
ation was amateur acting, and as he got the place at a very
moderate rental (I believe, for about £120 a year), he found it
cheaper to be his own landlord. ¢ You see, sir,” he said to a
friend of mine, ‘“ they charge me £10 a night for the house and
gas every time I want to play, which is about four times a year;
and I can now let the theatre when I am not using it, and appear
twelve times a year for nothing.” I have heard that his
ambition soared as high as Hamlet.

The next tenant was Mr. Caldwell, the proprietor of the well-
known dancing rooms in the same street (now the National
Schoolrooms), who paid an increased rental, and he, in turn,
let the theatre to Mr. Mowbray, also at an increased rental.
Mr. Mowbray let again to Mrs. Selby, a pleasant and capable
altress of old women's parts—the wife of Charles Selby, the
ac¢tor and author, of the Adelphi Theatre, and Mrs. Selby was
succeeded in turn by Miss Patty Oliver, who was backed to a
certain extent by Albert Smith, and who produced two
abnormally successful burlesques by Mr. F. C. Burnand,
¢ Ixion,” and ¢ Black-eyed Susan.” It was then called the
Royalty Theatre.

Miss Henrietta Hodson (Mrs. Henry Labouchere) succeeded
Miss Oliver, and Miss Kate Santley followed Miss Hodson. I By
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this time the rent had increased to about £50 a week. Miss
Santley enlarged and improved the little theatre at considerable
cost, and had the luck and honour to produce Gilbert and
Sullivan’s ¢ Trial by Jury,” under the direction of Mr. D'Oyly
Carte. This was the first combination of these three gentlemen
in the early seventies, although Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan had
collaborated two or three years previously at the Gaiety Theatre,
<1n a two act comic opera called ¢« Thespis.”

Charles James Fox and Richard Brinsley Sheridan had a very
high opinion of Fanny Kelly, if we are to believe her distinguished
uncle, Michael Kelly. He says: ¢ Mr. Sheridan called on me
one day and said, ¢ Last night I was at Brookes’s. Charles Fox
came there with Lord Robert Spencer; they had both been at
Drury Lane to see ¢ King John.” I asked him if he was pleased
with the performance. He replied that he was, particularly with
Mrs. Siddons. ¢ But,” he added, ¢ there was a little girl who
acted Prince Avthur with whom I was greatly struck, her speak-
ing was so perfectly natural. Take my word for it, Sheridan,
that girl, in time, will be at the head of her profession.”’ Mr.
Sheridan did not know at that time that Miss Kelly was a rela-
tion of mine, but upon this favourable report went to see her,
and told me that he perfectly agreed with Mr. Fox, and further
said that he should like to read the charaéter of Monimia, in
¢“The Orphan,” to her; he was convinced she would act it
admirably.”

Though Miss Kelly never changed her name to become Mrs.
X, Y, or Z, it was not for want of several offers of marriage.
Her personal attractions and manner commanded these.
Amongst her suitors was Charles Lamb, and, but for the
unfortunate taint of madness in his family, which afflicted him
in a mild form, she would probably have become Mrs. ¢ Elia ™
when less than forty years of age.

Note.—I am indebted to my old friend, Mr. Dillon Croker,
for many facts and dates in the above little article.—]. H.
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CHARLES KEMBLE.
1775—1854.
THE singular genius of the Kembles, that ¢ truly noble family,”
as they were called, which enlightened the English stage for
nearly half a century, seems to have reached its culminating
point in the unsurpassable Sarah Siddons. The rest of the

CHARLES KEMBLE, 1775-1854.

stock were great, but in lesser degrees of greatness. Charles
Kemble, who at one period lived with his wife in the house in
Gerrard Street which formerly belonged to Edmund Burke, was
the youngest and last of his race. With Charles the dramatic
fire seemed to die out on the male side, for his only son, John
Mitchell Kemble, turned out to be a noted philologist and
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historian, 2 man who occupies a larger space in most biographical
dictionaries than his father. ¢ Art in the blood,”” says that great
modern observer, Sherlock Holmes, ¢ takes the strangest forms,”
so we need not wonder at the intellectual contrast between sire
and son. One of the daughters of Charles, Adelaide, afterwards
Mrs. Sartoris, gained distinction as an accomplished musician
and authoress.

This last of the Kembles was originally a clerk in the Post
Office, but family tradition was too strong for him, and in 1794
he made an encouraging first appearance at Drury Lane, as
Malcolm, in ¢ Macbeth.” His figure was well proportioned,
though a trifle heavy, and, on the whole, elegant, and his air
romantic. He was especially successful in parts which required
delicate wit, gaiety, and raillery; he knew how to sparkle (which
is a different gift from flaring, as Edmund Kean could flare) upon
the stage, and was acknowledged to be eminently happy in his
portraiture of a gentleman. Perhaps his best characters were
those of Mercutio, in *“ Romeo and Juliet,” and Charles Surface,
in the ¢ School for Scandal.” ¢ It was a treat,” a hearer has
remarked, ¢ to listen to one of Mercutio’s speeches from his lips,
when he was seventy years of age.”” Macready tersely, and per-
haps truly, summed him up as ‘“ a first-rate actor in second-rate
parts.” Laertes and Falconbridge, in which he shone, might
come under this category, but there were many critics who
immensely admired his Hamlet and his Romeo. His voice,
though not as rich and majestic as his greater brother’s at his
best (when ¢ Black John was in power,” as the elder’s friends
used to say), seems to have been always a pleasure to listen to.
¢] had never imagined,” wrote Westland Marston, ¢ there
could be so much charm in words as mere sounds.” Surely this
capacity for verbal music is as rare as it is delightful. The art
of all the Kembles was of slow growth, and it is a consolation to
the middle-aged to know that, in the opinion of most competent
observers, the acting of Charles took a sudden change for the
better when he was about forty, and he was far more efficient in
his later years than he had ever been before. His conceptions
grew richer and broader, and at the same time the execution was

more finished. His private life was irreproachable. The last
G
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glimpse which the public caught of him was at the farewell
dinner given to Macready, early in 1851. He was then an old
man of seventy-six, and, on being called upon to return thanks
for the drama, could only manage to falter forth a few quavering,
grateful words in reply. That was the last utterance of the last
of the mighty Kembles.

MRS. CHARLES KEMBLE.
1774—1838.
THE marriage of this lady and her husband forms an interesting

example of how frequently children of immense ability result
from the union of two distinét races. When Mademoiselle

MRrs. CHARLES KEMBLE, 1774-1838.

Thérése De Camp, who was born at Vienna, first began her pro-
fessional career in London, she hardly knew a dozen'[words of
English, and those she had learnt, like a smart young parrot, by
imitation.  Mrs. Charles distinétly gives the impression of
having been cleverer than her handsome husband, and she was
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certainly the mother of a talented progeny. Of her son and
other daughter we have spoken, but it was the elder girl,
Fanny (afterwards unhappily married to an American named
Butler), whose grand tragic acting was for several seasons the
Jainstay of her father’s theatre, and enabled him to clear off a
debt of thirteen thousand pounds. Mrs. Butler, who died not
long ago, was also vastly talented with her pen, and.her ‘¢ Recol-
lections of a Girlhood” is a very popular book. Her French
mother also combined dramatic and literary ability. An enthu-
siast (probably masculine) in ¢ Blackwood's Magazine” speaks of
Mademoiselle De Camp as ¢“ a delightful, dark-eyed, dark-haired
girl, whose motion was itself music ere her voice was heard, and
the glance of her gleaming eyes, ere yet her lips were severed,
itself speech.” We could do with a few more actresses of this
type nowadays. This paragon was converted into Mrs. Charles
Kemble in 1806.

Before this period she had apparently perfected herself in
English, for she became the authoress of several plays, stronger
in their merry than in their sober scenes. One little Comedy,
¢ The Day after the Wedding,” or ¢ The Wife’s First Lesson,”
which is still extant, is said to possess exceptional merits. Her
acting was like her writing, better upon its brighter side. Her
industry was so great that she was said in her youth to have
almost lived in Drury Lane. Like many other pretty ladies, she
inclined rather to embonpoint in middle life, and did not advance
her reputation as an artist by insisting on appearing in youthful
characters, for which her mature figure hardly fitted her. She
retired from the stage in 1819, but ventured on one solitary re-

_appearance just ten years later, when her daughter Fanny made
her debilt as Fuliet. On this occasion, Mrs. Kemble enacted the
part of Lady Capulet. In such a character, stoutness would not
be a drawback.

WILLIAM CHARLES MACREADY.
1793—1873.
¢ Murper ! Murder!” were the terrible sounds which fell upon
the startled ear of an American visitor, as he awoke from his
sleep in the small hours of the morning, at his London lodging.
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¢ Murder! Murder!” Now it was a throttled gasp, and now a
fiendish cry, and the American quaked in his strange bed, and
wished himself well across the herring pond. At last he could
bear the strain no longer, he rose and knocked at the door of his
landlady to ask her what these horrors meant. ¢ Oh, sir,” ex-
claimed the apologetic dame, as she put forth a head garnished
with the monstrous night-cap of our grandmothers, ¢ don’t be
frightened, it is only Mr. Macready, the tragedian, whose room
is next to yours, doing a bit of rehearsing!” Next morning,
Mr. Macready sent the transatlantic stranger a polite note re-
questing full forgiveness. He had been playing Macbeth at
Drury Lane, he said, during the earlier part of that night, and as
he was not satisfied with his rendering of the scenes concerning
Duncan’s murder, he was practising them over again before re-
tiring to rest. The American must have been impressed with
the thoroughness of English art. This curious incident hap-
pened when Macready was still quite a young man, and, for all
we know to the contrary, it may have taken place at 64 Frith
Street, where the enthusiast, who was not yet married, was cer-
tainly lodging a little before this date, when he made his first
appearance on the London stage, in the charaéter of Orestes, at
the age of twenty-three. It would be well if all the shouts of
murder which have echoed at midnight in Frith Street and its
vicinity, could have been of as little sanguinary a nature.

This story is useful as indicating the intense industry, perse-
verance, and patient faculty for elaboration and improvement
which made Edmund Kean’s successor to a supreme position on
the English stage, the consummate artist he eventually became.
For, unlike Kean, it hardly seems probable that Macready was
born a tremendous dramatic genius; great talent he must un-
doubtedly have had, and this talent he sought unceasingly to
foster during his career, as an actor, of more than forty years.
Kean, they used to say, would ¢ clutch’’ a character, Macready
would study it. Kean played by instinét, Macready by applica-
tion.

The younger actor, however, had infinitely less of a struggle
to achieve his reputation than the elder. Macready’s father was
a provincial manager of repute, and the son, from the first mo-
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ment that he bounded upon the metropolitan stage, with the
introductory line of Orestes, in the play of ¢ The Distrest
Mother,” on his lips, ¢ O Pylades, what'’s life without a friend !”
had always a certain amount of influence to help him on. And
the year of Macready’s appearance was opportune, The splendid
star of the Kembles was sinking below the horizon, and the vast
powers of Edmund Kean had already begun to dwindle. Intem-

\WirLiaMm CHARLES MACREADY, 1793-1873.

perance and irregularity of life had half done their fatal work.
Everything was prepared for the success of a performer of first-
class ability. The public were beginning to weary of dissolute
and capricious favourites, and the absolute respectability of the
new candidate for their suffrages stood him in extremely good
stead. ¢ Mr. Macready is a very moral man,” said an excellent
clergyman who was introducing him, in his youth, to some
influential members of the Committee of Drury Lane. Oh, is
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he ? ’ replied Lord Byron, at that time a leading spirit in the
management, ‘then I suppose he will ask five pounds a week
more for his morality ! ” Though no love was lost, at a later
period, between the waning and the waxing adtor (they only
played once together, and then it was as much as they could do
to be civil), it is an interesting fact that Kean was in a private
box on the occasion of his rival’s debiit, and rewarded points in
his performance of Orestes with considerable applause.

Though Macready, from the first, had more than a moderate
share of success, he is remarkable as always having heartily
detested his profession. He strove to do his best with it, but he
regarded it as, in some sort, a personal degradation. He never
would add to his fortune by unworthy, or even inartistic, means;
he thought, for example, that long runs are prejudicial to the best
interests of the stage, and when he became manager of Covent
Garden and Drury Lane, successively, he would not permit a
play, whatever its financial success, to be represented for more
than a certain number of nights; at the same time, he appears
to have considered acting rather as a means of livelihood than
with any higher idea. In his innermost soul he was perpetually
ashamed of the art of which he has been one of the most distin-
guished exponents that the present century can boast. Quite
early in his London triumphs, in spite of the sweets of dramatic
success, he greatly desired to quit the stage, and to become a
clergyman. Towards the Church he had always been drawn,
since the days when he was a schoolboy at Rugby. A friend
had offered to lend him a sum which would keep him
during his preparatory study at Oxford. He was just about
to avail himself of this opportune kindness, when money
was suddenly wanted to help one of his brothers on in the army.
At once he sacrificed his own wishes, resigned himself for life to
a profession (if such it can be truly called) which he thought un-
satisfying and ignoble, and availed himself of the proffered
pecuniary assistance for his brother’s use. Of all the long line
of theatrical heroes whom Macready impersonated, from Shake-
speare’s Brutus to Bulwer Lytton’s Claude Melnotte, we do not
recall one who wrought an action more heroic, more unostenta-
tiously or intrinsically great.
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It has been said that Macready’s only inheritance from his
father was a violent and difficult temper. This failing, against
which he fought long and bravely, but which, during his
theatrical life at any rate, he could never entirely conquer, was a
grievous scourge to himself, and perhaps to a good many of
those with whom he came into contact. Certainly it did much
to blind some who did not thoroughly understand him, to his
sterling character and to his more amiable qualities. His diaries
.show what a bitter source of continued repentance this temper
was to him, and how earnestly he prayed for divine strength to
subdue it. But people who knew him well forgave him his chief
fault. There was a pretty little girl in a red cloak, about nine
years old, who was cast to take a small part in one of the dramas
of his provincial days. She was not perfe¢t in her words, and
he scolded her, and made her cry. It would seem as though his
conscience reproached him for his treatment of this unhappy
child, for when she was seventeen or so, he took her into his
company, and bestowed upon her the honour of acting Virginia
to his Virginius, in the once famous play of Sheridan Knowles.
Virginius, written expressly for him, was one of Macready’s
greatest parts. This little girl, now a big girl, and without the
red cloak, was eventually married to the distinguished tragedian
to whom she owed her tears. Ste lived with him in great hap-
piness till the day of her death, nearly three decades afterwards,
and was the mother of a numerous family, whose welfare and
education her husband made the supreme object of his life.
When he heard the shouts of the mighty crowds who were
surging round the densely packed theatre on that last memorable
night of his ¢ farewell,” February 26, 1851, he relates how they
‘reminded him of the trepidation with which he used to listen to
the popular clamour years before, as he reflected that his own
and his wife’s and children’s bread hung upon the applause of
the fickle public. At this supreme moment of his retirement,
when half London was at his feet, and his name was known
through two hemispheres, Macready does not seem to have felt
an atom of regret that he was hearing the bravos of his admirers
for the last time. He woke next morning, he tells us, with a
curious feeling of lightness; a blessed sense of relief that
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the theatrical portion of his life was at an end for ever, that he
could live peacefully at Sherborne on the modest twelve hundred
per annum he had amassed by nearly forty years’ exertion of
brain and body, and devote himself to the benefit of his poorer
neighbours and the education of his children. This appeared to
Macready a happier aim than to subsist on the cries of a public
willing to laud a man to the skies to-day, and to howl him down
(should the contrary humour take them) to a place considerably
below the skies to-morrow. Perhaps his wisdom was not at
fault. In any case, the night schools and various philanthropic
societies at Sherborne, of which he was the founder, are an
admirable, if an incongruous, postscript to his despised histrionic
fame.

This idiosyncrasy of Macready, so rare in the class to which
he belonged, is not without a peculiar fascination, and has caused
us to anticipate a little in our recital of his story. As an actor,
Mr. William Archer, perhaps the most scholarly and competent
of all our modern critics, considers that Macready must rank
next to Edmund Kean in the dramatic era that is bounded by
the reign of ** Garrick and statelier Kemble ” on the one side, and
the rise of Sir Henry Irving on the other. Second to Edmund
Kean perhaps by a long interval ; but certainly second. He was
at his best in characters where intelleét was to the fore, such as
ITago, Richlien, Hamlet, Macbeth, Richard III., and it is perhaps
his finest achievement to have made his representation of
¢ Crook-back Richard ” widely popular in London, at a period
when it was still played by the great Edmund, who was not
yet very far past his prime. It is the good fortune of the present
writer to have seen the Riclhliex of Samuel Phelps, under the
management of Mr. John Hollingshead, an eminent contributor
to this series. Samuel Phelps (who closed his own theatre to
play Macduff on the great ¢ farewell ” night to which we alluded,
and who was one of the ablest of Macready’s lieutenants) has
always been supposed to be a faithful interpreter of the Master’s
traditions. We can only say that our boyish criticism deemed
his interpretation of Lytton’s great Cardinal to be very far in-
ferior to Irving’s. Macready’s own favourite character was
Macbeth, but his King Lear (tabooed from the English stage
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during the earlier years of this century, owing to poor old
George I11.’s madness) is said to have been an especially mag-
nificent performance. In this character, Irving does not appear
to us to be at his finest, while, curiously enough, his a&ing
manager once told the writer that no Lyceum representation has
ever exhausted him so much. Macready was endowed by nature
with a splendid voice, but with little grace of figure or beauty of
person ; his jaw was square, and his neck, in certain dresses,
notably the one he was accustomed to wear as Hamlet, seemed
somewhat scraggy. He always looked best, and, as some of his
critics seem to have thought, always acted best, in classical
costume. When, however, he produced Shakespeare’s “ Corio-
lanus,” a wag, piqued by the attempt of the tragedian’s friends to
prove him superior to John Kemble, ¢ the noblest Roman of
them all,” wrote this epigram, which made them wish they had
kept silence : '
“ What scenes of grandeur does this play disclose,
Where all is Roman—save the Roman’s nose!”

This “ Coriolanus "’ was a wonderfully complete production,
and Macready was perhaps the first manager to show that re-
markable faculty for stage fout ensemble, to which Sir Henry
Irving owes something, at least, of his fame. But the tragedian’s
irritable temper was sorely tried by the carelessness and
stupidity of his supernumeraries and minor actors; nor was the
violence of the language he was often provoked in using always
a credit to his unquestionably sincere religion. In his diary he
frequently records his remorse for these outbreaks of spleen. But
he had much to try him. On one occasion, at a rehearsal of the
banquet scene in ‘¢ Macbeth,” the First Murderer would persist

“in taking the centre of the stage, and completely hiding the hero
from the audience. Remonstrances were of no avail ; at last the
carpenter was told to bring a hammer, and to drive in a brass-
headed nail at a certain spot. ¢ Look at that nail, sir,” said
Macready, ¢ stand there till I come, don’t move an inch further!”
At night the curtain drew up on the banquet scene, and the
“star” was in all his glory. Enter the First Murderer. He
walked down the stage, and then halted suddenly, as though he
were looking for something which he had dropped. The people
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in the pit began to laugh. Macbeth could stand it no longer.
““What on earth are you about ? ” he whispered, marching to his

involuntary tormentor’s side. ¢ Sure, your honour,” exclaimed
the unfortunate histrion, ¢ ain’t I looking for that blessed nail of
yours ! ” Old Mr. Howe, who only died a year or two ago, and

who was acting almost till the last at the Lyceum, used to tell a
good story of his former chief. One very hot night, Macready
was standing at the wings waiting his cue to go on, and holding
in his hands a pair of lighted candles, upon which the effe¢t of
his entrance depended. Feeling the intense heat, he said to his
dresser, who was by his side, ¢ puff, puff,”” meaning that he was
to put a little more powder upon his face. That worthy, how-
ever, immediately blew out both the candles, and at the same
instant the cue was given, and the tragic entrance hopelessly
marred. Mr. Howe has related that the curse of the baffled
artist was “not loud, but deep.” Once when ¢ Hamlet "’ was
being rehearsed in America, and the rank and file of the char-
acters had to be native, the actor who took the small part of
Guildenstern, kept pressing close upon the Prince of Denmark,
much to His Highness’s annoyance. ¢ What, sir,” at last ex-
postulated the outraged Dane, ¢ you would not shake hands with
Hamlet, would you?” <« Well, I don’t know,”’ answered the
free citizen of the great republic, I shake hands with my own
President.”

Macready, as we said before, was a man of the highest char-
aéter, and of real, though sometimes, concealed, kindness of
heart. He also did more than any man of his generation, pro-
bably more than any man of his century, to purge the theatre
from abominations which had made it unfit to be the resort of
respectable men and women. The impress of his reforms is
felt even at the present day. He had his foibles, and he fre-
quently suffered for them. His sensitive and perhaps rather
vain nature can hardly have enjoyed the reply of the manager
with whom his relations had been somewhat strained, and whom
he asked if he would mind cutting the music out of ¢ Macbeth,”
to make the play shorter. ¢ No,” answered his enemy, “ but I
will gladly cut out the Macbeth, if you like.” This was unkind,
as Macready considered Macbheth to be his supreme achievement.
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And there were some who accused the great tragedian, perhaps
unjustly, of jealousy. After some theatrical performances which
Charles Kean had arranged at Windsor, and in which Macready
was invited to take part, the Queen presented Kean with a
valuable diamond ring. This ring he had soon the misfortune
to lose; and there were certain ungenerous folk who did not
scruple to assert that it would eventually be found ¢ sticking in
Macready’s gizzard.”

CHARLES MATHEWS (THeE ELDER).
1775—18335.

« Bress the little dear ! it’s not a beauty, to be sure, but what a
funny face it has!” This was the criticism which was passed
apon him, Charles Mathews tells us, by his mother’s friends, in
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his infancy. The opinion of his nurse appears also to have been
of a qualified nature, ‘‘ A long, thin, skewer of a child, fidgetty,
and his nose a bit twisted, but his eyes make up for all, they’re
so bright and lively ! These singular facial characteristics,
however, did not prove a bad stock-in-trade for the most finished
and mirth moving public entertainer of his era. For it was not as
an actor among other actors, and upon the boards of the regular
‘“ winter theatres,”” that Mathews the elder particularly excelled.
His art was too delicate, too minute, too full of rare detail, to
shew up to advantage in a great and garish frame. Almost the
only serious fault of this high principled and estimable man, if
we except a sort of artistic fretfulness, was an overweening love
of approbation (he was once known to sing fourteen songs in one
evening, for the delectation of private friends who applauded
him), and it appears likely that he withdrew from the theatre,
after no very long experience, partly because he could not endure
that his own brilliancy should be tarnished by the unworthy
setting of his compeers.

In any case, it is by his incomparable monologues, ‘“ Mathews
at Home,” and the like, that he has become famous. In one
evening he would sustain any number of charaéters, and con-
trived to differentiate them with wonderful success. His powers.
of mimicry and adaptation seem, if we can trust contemporary
records, to have been almost without parallel. It is hardly cor-
rect to say that he assumed a personality, not fictitious, such as
that of Curran or Coleridge ; he did not assume, says one of his
chroniclers, he was that personality for the time being.  During
part of his career he lived in a house in Lisle Street, from which
there was a view down into Leicester Square. It is possible
that, for our generation, the fame of Charles Mathews the elder
may be partially obscured by the merits of his namesake and
only son, Charles Mathews the Comedian, whom many of us
have seen and admired. His grandson, still bearing the same
name, is a prominent Q.C. in the London Law Courts.  Of the
versatility of the founder of the line, it may be said :

,
“A man so various, that he seemed to be
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome.”
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MISS NELLY MOORE, 1845—186g.

No lady of the past two generations can have been more of an
ornament, in every sense, to the dramatic profession, during the
short time she was a member of it, than was Nelly Moore ; and
it is pleasant to think that she is in a special sense connected
with St. Anne’s, Soho, as a Sunday school teacher, a regular
worshipper, and a communicant. Her memory is still green in
the hearts of some amongst us who admired her public talents,
honoured her private virtues, and loved her particularly sweet,
simple, and winning personality. We regret that, after repeated
endeavours and enquiries, we. have been unable to procure any
picture of Miss Moore which would be suitable for presentation.
Her face, by those who remember it, is said to have been by no
means the least of the elements of attractiveness by which she
fascinated her audiences and her friends. Mr. and Miss Parris,
of 57 Greek Street, who always rejoiced to hear Miss Nelly’s
cheery greeting, as she tripped past their front door on her way
to rehearsal, and from whom we have gleaned most of our infor-
mation, have kindly lent us a carte de visite photograph of their
friend as Ada Ingot in ¢ David Garrick,” which she acted with
much distinétion in the far away days when it was E. A. Sothern,
and not Charles Wyndham, who captured all feminine hearts as
David. This photograph shows us a bright and winsome coun-
tenance, with a slight figure, which certainly owes nothing to
one of the hideously gigantic crinolines of the period ; but it is a
poor pi¢ture at the best, and we would rather our readers trusted
to their imagination for the presentment of this delightful young
‘adtress. .

Perhaps we can help their imagination better than by our own
imperfet words. We have been for many years familiar with
some verses by the late Henry S. Leigh. They are a parody,
and an excellent one, on Edgar Allan Poe’s famous American
poem, “ The Raven.” They describe how the bard, poor, soli-
tary, and unfriended, but in quest of a cheap evening’s amuse-
ment, pays his humble shilling at the door of ¢ Mr. Buckstonc’s
Playhouse,” i.e., the old Haymarket, and is considerably bored
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by the performance—(he shall tell the rest of the story in his own

words) :
But at last a lady entered, and my interest grew center’d
In her figure, and her features, and the costume that she wore,
And the slightest sound she uttered was like music; so I muttered
To my neighbour, “ Glance a minute at your play-bill, I implore,
Who's that rare and radiant maiden? Tell, oh, tell me! I implore.”

Quoth my neighbour, ¢ Nelly Moore.”

Then I asked, in quite a tremble—it was useless to dissemble—
¢ Miss, or Madam, do not trifle with my feelings any more ;
Tell me who, then, was the maiden, that appeared so sorrow-laden
In the room of David Garrick, with a bust above the door ?
(With a bust of Julius Casar up above the study door.)
Quoth my neighbour, ¢ Nelly Moore.”

I've her photograph from Lacy’s; that delicious little face is
Smiling on me as I’'m sitting (in a draught from yonder door),
And often in the nightfalls, when a precious little light falls
From the wretched tallow candles on my gloomy second floor
(For I have not got the gaslight on my gloomy second floor),
Comes an echo, * Nelly Moore ! ™’

Mr. Parris was so good as to show us a note, whereof the ink
is a trifle faded, indited in an exquisitely neat and pretty hand-
writing, enclosing an order for the Haymarket, from his (Mr.
Parris’s) ¢ Very sincerely, Nelly Moore.” What would not the
lovelorn writer of the verses we have copied have given for such
a treasure ! It would have been as a blaze of eletric arc lamps,
in place of ¢ the wretched tallow candles,” for one who had not
even ‘ got the gaslight on my gloomy second floor.™

Miss Moore’s London career was brilliant, though brief, and
with every promise of high distinétion for the future. She came
from Liverpool to play with Sothern at Stratford-on-Avon, at the
Shakespeare Ter-Centenary. Aftefwards, as we have seen, she
supported him at the Haymarket. Her last engagement was at
the Queen’s Theatre, Long Acre, which we have often visited in
its palmy days, but which has been long turned into a prosaic
carriage factory. It was while playing at this theatre in H. J.
Byron’s ¢ Lancashire Lass,” that Miss Moore was seized with
typhoid fever, that vile pestilence which has proved the extinction
of more than one loved and valued life in Central London. Of
the many actors who were standing beside the untimely grave in
Brompton Cemetery of more than thirty years ago, there were
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some who are still, happily, amongst us, in the full tide of health
and work and popularity, such as Messrs. Charles Wyndham,
Lionel Brough, and James Fernandez. ¢ The funeral left Soho
Square ” (it was No. 31), we quote from the Era, “between
eleven and twelve, for the parish Church of St. Anne, where the
late Miss Moore was a constant attendant, and of which the Rev.
Nugent Wade is Rector. From this clergyman she received
spiritual consolation in her last moments. The first part of the
service was performed at St. Anne’s, and in the Church were
many poor people of the district, who had good reason to pay
their last homely tribute of respect to the dead.”

Our researches for the purpose of this series have not led us
to consider theatrical history an unmitigated literary Paradise,
and we can assert that it contains no wholesomer or lovelier
memory than this of the Soho girl, whose life was as virtuous as
her art was refined. Such memories ¢ smell sweet and blossom
in the dust.”

WILLIAM HENRY WEST BETTY,
OTHERWISE KNOWN As ‘“THE CELEBRATED AND WONDERFUL
Young Roscrus.” 1791—1874.

In this last year of the nineties, when half the London world has
gone theatre mad, we are accustomed to see invincible first-
nighters take up their position at the pit doors for an important
premiére, with camp stools, magazines, and sandwiches, soon
after breakfast. But in the fourth year of this nearly worn out
century, it was an unwonted spectacle when people rushed into
the piazzas round Covent Garden, and filled Bow Street, as early
as one o'clock in the afternoon. It was the night of December
the first, and the occasion was the initial appearance, in the
metropolis, of the ¢ Young Roscius.” This lad, who was thir-
teen years of age, had come to Town after a triumphant dramatic
progress in the provinces. At Edinburgh, for example, the lead-
ing men of Church, College, and State had overwhelmed the
youthful prodigy with their gifts and homage, while critics,
apparently sober, declared that his powers as an actor were far
greater than those of John Kemble. Betty had caught the infec-
tion of the footlights from witnessing a performance of the
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majestic Mrs. Siddons. He had previously learnt by heart
Wolsey's famous speech out of ¢ Henry VIII.,” of which he had
become enamoured after hearing his father, a linen dealer of Bel-
fast, recite it to his mother, who was a clever and accomplished
woman. The lad is credibly asserted to have made himself
master, as far as words go, of the part of Hamlet in three hours.

TuE CELEBRATED AND WONDERFUL YoOUNG Roscius.

The Young Roscius had undoubtedly prodigious mnemonic
faculties ; but this stupendous statement staggers any ordinary
powers of belief, even when it is made concerning one of the
pupils of Dr. Barwis’s celebrated Academy, at 8 Soho Square, to
which the ‘¢ Betty-Boy ’ was at one time attached. Hence his
inclusion in our illustrious Soho category.

The character in which, on that notable December evening,
Roscius took Covent Garden by storm, was that of Selim, in the
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tragedy of ¢ Barbarossa.” So mighty were the crowds, that,
while a strong posse of constables was stationed inside the
theatre, in the adjacent streets order was partially preserved by a
detachment of the Guards, who had been specially called out. In
spite of all precautions, many of the attempting audience were
half choked or trampled to death, and the bodies of men, nearly
lifeless, were lifted from the boxes into lobbies where there hap-
pened to be a breath of air. The phenomenon’s first London
appearance was a veritable victory. Later, at Drury Lane, the
average receipts for his performances were at the rate of ove
£600 a night, of which the boy himself took at least £100. The
Prime Minister, Mr. Pitt, actually adjourned the House of Com-
mons, in order that the members might go and see Roscius as
Hamlet. On another occasion, Mr. and Mrs. Fox, together with
Samuel Rogers, were watching the representation of the same
tragedy, when Fox remarked to Rogers, during the play scene,
much to the latter’s surprise, ¢ This is finer than Garrick.”

The extraordinary ¢ Betty-Boy™ craze, however, so far as
London was concerned, was of no long duration; it lasted a
couple of years or so, at most. The stripling still continued, for
a short time, to attract large audiences in the provinces, and
added considerably to an already solid fortune. When his popu-
larity waned, he went to school and college like other lads.
Subsequently, he tried his luck as a grown-up actor, without
much success, and prudently took his final leave of the stage be-
fore the close of his twenty-third year. The truth about the
¢« Celebrated and Wonderful Young Roscius,” so far as it
emerges from the glamour of theatrical tradition, seems to be
that, though without a spark of real genius, the boy had an ex-
¢ceptional memory, unbounded self-confidence, and a truly mar-
vellous precocity for the assimilation of other people’s tones,
emotions, and ideas. He could create the illusion of having
himself felt the sway of grand passions, the expression of which
he had learnt from the hearts and brains of men and women of
wordly experience and mature age. A certain amount of natural
grace, vocal charm, fire, energy, and genuine love for his profes-
sion, may be safely placed to his undivided credit. He lived for

fifty years after his withdrawal from the theatre in comfortable
D
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enjoyment of the independence earned by his early talent and
exertions ; and died when he was well over eighty, at his house
in Ampthill Square.

William Betty frankly allowed, in later life, that the enthusi-
astic admirers of his boyhood had been mistaken in their
extravagant estimate of his abilities. But, for all that, he was
the brilliant comet of two or three seasons; a gifted boy; as
well as a wise and good man.

THOMAS SHERIDAN,
1719—1788.

WHEN Dr. Johnson chose to be disagreeable, he had the knack
of being very disagreeable indeed. For this somewhat common-
place father of Richard Brinsley Sheridan, the sage of Fleet
Street had conceived a mortal antipathy, which was the more
ungrateful, as it was mainly through Thomas Sheridan’s influ-
ence that the Doctor obtained his Government pension of £300
a year. ‘“Why, sir, Sherry is dull, naturally dull; but it must
have taken him a great deal of pains to become what we now see
him. Such an excess of stupidity is not in nature.” Boswell is
responsible for this specimen of his hero’s .caustic humour.
Johnson had also the profoundest contempt for Sheridan’s
numerous books on English education and grammar, as well as
for his le¢tures upon the art of elocution. ¢ What influence, I
ask, can Mr. Sheridan have upon the language of this great
country by his narrow exertions? Sir, it is burning a farthing
candle at Dover to shew light at Calais.”

Thomas Sheridan, however, does not appear to have been
half such a fool as his crusty critic would seek to make out. He
took his B.A. degree at Trinity College, Dublin, and subse-
quently became manager of the Theatre Royal in that city. It
is much to his credit that he was one of the pioneers in the
somewhat herculean task of endeavouring to elevate the morals
of the stage. A drunken rascal of a Galway gentleman named
Kelly attempted one evening to show disrespect to some of the
ladies engaged at the theatre. Kelly threatened the manager
with his vengeance for a severe reprimand, and a riot had the



THOMAS SHERIDAN. 51

satisfactory consequence of the committal of the miscreant to
prison with a fine of £500. Sheridan generously interceded for
his enemy, and obtained a remission of both penalties. He also
fell in love with and married a literary young lady who wrote a
poem and pamphlet on the occurrence, in both of which his

THOMAS SHERIDAN, AS ‘‘ BRuTUS.”

courageous and quixotic condu¢t became the theme of much
eulogy. Mrs. Sheridan was herself by no means without talent
as a versifier and playwright, but her most successful production,
and that for which posterity owes her the deepest debt of grati-
tude, was certainly her son, Richard Brinsley, the author of
“The Rivals,” and ¢ The School for Scandal.” After leaving
Dublin, Sheridan ac¢ted in London at Covent Garden Theatre.
With regard to his histrionic merit, there have been the widest
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and wildest differences of opinion. Churchill ranked him as next
to Garrick, while Macklin speaks of ¢ his incapacity, the disson-
ance of his voice, the laboured quaintness of his emphasis, his
general appearance,” and adds that ¢ his audiences laughed him
to scorn.” This estimate certainly sounds too venomous to be
true.

It is as a lecturer on elocution, and as a public reader, that
Thomas Sheridan gained his greatest appreciation, and did his
most useful work for his generation. For a considerable period,
he lived with his family in Frith Street, where he was a professor
of declamation, and Harry Angelo furnishes us with a vivid and
interesting account of his pompous and rather impatient and
embarrassing methods of instruction. He is described as a great
advocate for, what he termed a ¢ perspicuous pronunciation.” At
his later house, in Henrietta Street, he was the honoured host of
many men of birth, intellect, and culture, and his private char-
acter, up to the.day of his death at Margate, was always above
reproach.

MADAME VESTRIS,

1797—1856.
In the year of the Battle of Waterloo, there bounded on to the
Parisian stage a graceful and vivacious girl, who was born at 73
Dean Street, Soho, and who had inconsiderately married, at the
age of sixteen, a certain worthless Armand Vestris, ballet master
of the King’s Theatre, Haymarket.  She seems to have already
separated from her husband, and though she was very far from
being a failure during the three or four years of her artistic
career in the French capital, it was in the London of her birth
that she made her most conspicuous success. In the early
twenties she gained much distinétion at Drury Lane and else-
where as Lydia Languish, in ¢ The Rivals,” Phabe, in ¢ Paul
Pry,” Miss Hardcastle, in ¢ She stoops to conquer,’”’ and in many
other comedy characters. The present writer can well remember
when gentlemen, who would be old if they were now alive, used
to speak in glowing terms of the beauty and fascinations of *‘ the
Vestris.”
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This object of eulogy was left a widow in 1825, and she did
not again bestow her hand, whatever she may in the interven-
ing years have done with her heart, till 1838, when she married
Charles Mathews, the son of the Mathews of whom we have
previously written. Her bridegroom was considerably younger
than herself, and was a member of the company who were then

MADAME VESTRIS.

under her direction at the Olympic. In their subsequent man-
agements of Covent Garden and the Lyceum, Madame Vestris
(as she always continued to be called) and her inimitable
Charles, at whom so many of us have laughed in later years, did
a great deal to bring the representation of comedy, both as re-
gards the treatment of the characters and the accuracy and luxury
of the stage appointments, into fuller agreement with nature,
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and the conditions of ordinary life. In this respect they were
the precursors of the Bancrofts, at the old Prince of Wales’s
Theatre, in Tottenham Court Road, and at the Haymarket.
Madame Vestris, besides being a consummate comedian, was an
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MARGARET WOFFINGTON.

admirable actress in burlesque. She made her last appearance
in a piece called ‘¢ Sunshine through the clouds,” in July, 1854.
Two years afterwards she died, after long and severe suffering,
the cruel and incongruous fate, so often, of those who have
ministered to the gaiety of the world, at Gore Lodge, Fulham.
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MARGARET WOFFINGTON,
1720—1760.

WE have decided to leave our artist in full possession of the
field, and not to attempt a verbal sketch of Peg Woffington. For
one reason, if we began to write anything at all, we should wish
to write so much, and, for another, Charles Reade has limned
her times, and idealised her life and character, in his beautiful
and easily accessible novel bearing her name.  Suffice it to say
that Mrs. Woffington was gay, clever, witty; a most accom-
plished actress, and—a regular ratepayer to the Parish of St.
Anne. But in spite of all these many virtues, she needed
Charles Reade’s romantic idealisation. She is buried at Ted-
dington, where she endowed several almshouses.

NOTE BY THE WRITER OF «“ACTORS AND
ACTRESSES.”

THE first instalment of “ Men and Women of Soho” is now
complete. With the exception of the article signed by Mr. John
Hollingshead, it is the work of one penman, and is his contribu-
tion to what promises to be a task of some magnitude. He has
little trust in the educative and moral power of the much
vaunted and widely extended and frequented modern theatre, and
still less belief in its influence for good upon the ideals and
characers of those for whom it is a way of fame or livelihood.
But he has striven to be just and charitable to those whose
careers he has been called upon, either in whole or in part, to
portray. He has certainly not pressed too hardly upon
faults or frailties he has found, and he has always endeavoured
to place in the foreground aught that has come before him that
is generous, high-minded, and noble. He prefaced the series
with some lines which spoke of the transitoriness of the actor’s
art. With other verses, by W. E. Henley, he may fittingly con-
clude. They are from ¢ The Ballade of Dead Actors.”

« Where are the braveries, fresh or frayed ?
The plumes, the armours—friend or foe ?
The cloth of gold, the rare brocade,
The mantles glittering to and fro ?
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AUTHORS AND AUTHORESSES.

WILLIAM BECKFORD,
1759—1844.
¢ THE inheritance of wealth,” someone has truly said, ¢ destroys
more greatness than it stimulates.” In spite of his many suc-
cesses in literature, William Beckfoid, the author of ¢ Vathek,”
never did justice to the really remarkable gifts with which he had
been endowed. If, instead of inheriting a hundred thousand a
year and a million in cash, he had been born of poor, struggling
parents, and had had to set to and earn his own bread, stern
poverty might have made his name far more famous. As it
was, jealously watched by his fond mother and surrounded by
indulgent tutors, he grew up wilful, capricious, and extravagant.
His father, who died when he was a child, was William Beck-
ford, a notable London merchant, and twice Lord Mayor. The
town residence, where he entertained in great magnificence, is
now the House of Charity at the corner of Greek Street. Wil-
liam Beckford the younger was born at Fonthill in 1759. When
he was but seventeen years of age, he wrote a ¢ History of
Extraordinary Painters,” in mockery of the ¢ Lives of Flemish
Painters,” describing many mythical paintings as the works of
“ Qg, King of Basan.” He seems to have been exceedingly fond
of travel. In 1780 and 1782 he visited the Low Countries and
Italy, where he wrote a series of most delightful letters, under
the title of ¢ Dreams, Waking Thoughts and Incidents.” During
this same year, he wrote  Vathek,”’ in French, which, according
to his own account, was produced in a single sitting of three
days and two nights, only stopping now and again for refresh-
ment. He married next year Lady Margaret Gordon, and lived
with her in Switzerland for three years, when she died. After
this sad loss, he spent his time in travelling about from place to
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place, collecting, no doubt, those curiosities and objects of art
for which his home at Fonthill became so famous. Though he
was a Member of Parliament for some years, he was never much
of a politician, nor did he reside a great deal at his father’s beau-
tiful town house, which Miss Braddon describes in her well-
known novel, ¢ Mohawks.” The latter part of his life Beckford
spent in retirement. For twenty years he shut himself up with
his doctor at Fonthill, amongst the rare and costly treasures

WiLL1aM BECKFORD, 1759-1844.

which he had colle¢ted. During this time he saw next to
nobody, and completely laid aside his clever and nimble pen of
former years. Hazlitt describes Fonthill as ¢ a desert of magni-
ficence, a glittering waste of laborious idleness, a cathedral
turned into a toy shop, an immense museum of all that is most
curious and costly, and at the same time most worthless, in the
production of art and nature.” Later, he removed with all his
costly paraphernalia to Lansdown Terrace, Bath, where he con-
tinued to colle¢t as eagerly as before. Curiously enough, the
present writer was speaking of Beckford the other day to a
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former inhabitant of Bath, who said, ‘¢ Ah, yes, I remember the
name in connection with an ugly, useless tower on Lansdowne,
called ¢Beckford’s Folly!’” Such is the irony of fate, that a
man gifted far above the ordinary run of mankind, whose genius
Byron commemorated in song, should now only be remembered
by his useless * Folly.” He died in 1844 in his eighty-fifth
year, and was buried beneath this self-same tower. How truly
sings the old Poet of the Restoration :

‘ Oft have I seen, as from a catara& cold,
Hearts froze to stone by Danae’s wave of gold :
Not earth’s gay gauds can dower men truly great;
*Tis Soul lifts Sense beyond the storms of Fate.”

JAMES BOSWELL,
L7 Oemsly 95
GERRARD STREET (number unknown) plays a humorous, and yet
almost a pathetic, part in the career of the man who wrote the
best biography in the English tongue. ¢ Eclipse is first,” as
Macaulay says in his otherwise most ungenerous and one-sided
essay on Boswell, and his Life of Johnson, ¢ and the rest no-
where.” A year of London Town, when he was about twenty,
ruined the young Scotch Laird, eldest son of Lord Auchinlech,
for a provincial destiny. In his remote Scotch seclusion he was
always longing for the multitudinous metropolitan din, in which
we seem to hear (the metaphor has been invented since Bos-
well’s day, but he would have appreciated it) ‘‘the roar of the
Loom of Time.” Before he was married, Boswell found it less
difficult to come to London, and to dance attendance upon his
lexicographical Idol, and to cultivate the acquaintance of any
men or women of distinction who would admit his advances ;
but after he had tied himself up fast in the bonds of matrimony
with his cousin, Miss Peggy Montgomerie, partly, it would seem,
out of pique at having been rejected by several other young
ladies who were not prepossessed with his conceited manners and
rather ugly visage, his straitened means and his dependence
upon his father for a large portion of his income, kept him pining
and eating his heart out in the Highlands which he hated, when
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he would far rather have been drinking tea with Tom Davies,
the bookseller, in Covent Garden, sitting in the pit of Drury
Lane in his new periwig, or ruffling it with the best in the pur-
lieus of Soho. Lord Auchinlech was so averse from coming to
his son's imprudent marriage (though Mrs. James Boswell, a
sensible and amiable girl, turned out to be one of the best friends

James BosweLL, 1740-1795.

that her improvident and erratic spouse ever had) that he unex-
pectedly took unto himself a second wife on the very same day,
and this sudden and capricious act made a great change for the
worse in our poor ‘Bozzy's ” worldly prospeéts. His step-
mother, he frankly tells us, he never could abide, but he is honest
enough to add that he could not accuse her of any ¢ capital de-
fect,” which is perhaps about as much as most stepsons can be

expected to say of their stepmothers. Mrs. Boswell, #née Mont-
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gomerie, could not sympathise, as all students of the former's
¢ Life”” will remember, with the marvellous fascination which
the uncouth and dictatorial Doctor exercised over her husband.
She had heard, she said, of a bear being led about by a man, but
never before of a man being led about by a bear. As family ex-
penses increased, and as the exertions of her bread-winner at the
Scotch Bar, where his father was a judge, were not sufficiently
strenuous or successful to bring much grist to the mill, it is
hardly surprising that she raised objections to these wanderings
to London, upon the score of expense. A journey which took a
week cannot be supposed to have been accomplished at the rate
of a modern third-class fare, though that, indeed, as a glance at
an A B C Time Table will show us, is no inconsiderable item.
Some of the unfortunate exile’s subterfuges and excuses to
attain his cherished object, are decidedly amusing. We do not
in the least doubt that in his many-sided and ill-balanced
character, so acute and wise in some respects, so frivolous and
irregular in others, a character which seems to have belonged to
a man who was a sort of cross between a Shakespeare and one
of the most foolish of Shakespeare’s fools—there was a genuine
strain of real religion. At the same time, when we think of his
usual avocations in Gerrard Street (or ¢ Gerard’’ Street as it
used to be spelt), and the vicinity, we can hardly help smiling as
we read his letter to Dr. Johnson in 1774, consulting his friend
as to whether he should make his annual expedition, and alleg-
ing as a reason the ¢ peculiar satisfaction ” he experienced in
celebrating the festival of Easter at St, Paul's! It appears to
- him “like going up to Jerusalem for the Passover, and the strong
devotion he felt on such occasions influenced him for the rest of
" the year.” ¢ Fantastic” as this pious protest rightly seemed to
Johnson, as he says in his letter in reply, and rather ridiculous;
as we must ourselves think it, we question if one who has truly
studied Boswell’s peculiar temperament, would venture to pro-
nounce it to be the language of a mere charlatan and hypocrite.
The project of this particular expedition was also cruelly
drenched with cold water by the angry Lord Auchinlech, who
could have no patience with his son’s desire to waste so much of
his own time, and his father’s money. However, the pertinacious



62 MEN AND WOMEN OF SOHO.

Boswell, as usual, got his own way, and repaired to his beloved
Gerrard Street. On one occasion at least he distinétly mentions
the locality in a letter. He had been vastly flattered by an in-
vitation to use the house of his distinguished friend, General
Paoli, where he ‘“ had the command of his coach.” ¢ My lodg-
ings in Gerrard Street were taken by a gentleman for longer than
I could stay, so it was obliging my landlord to quit them, and
all cards and messages of every kind were taken in there for
me.” We are not told how much time during this jaunt our
lively friend spent in St. Paul’s Cathedral, or whether he ¢ went
up ” to his Passover, in General Paoli’s borrowed coach.

During another visit to London, he asked Dr. Johnson to
dine with him at the ¢ Mitre,” but the Sage, for some occult
reason, ‘“ had resolved not to dine at all that day, and I was so
unwilling to be deprived of his company that I was content to
suffer a want which was at first somewhat painful ; but he soon
made me forget it, and a man is always pleased with himself
when he finds his intellectual inclinations predominate.” It is
certainly a test of friendship to go without one’s dinner, to
gratify the whims of an old gentleman who preferred to be
without any. But Johnson, with all his  gorings " of his fussy,
inquisitive, and occasionally very irritating little follower, seems
to have been genuinely attached to him ; and certainly approved
himself a staunch companion and salutary mentor. It was en-
tirely through the Dodtor’s great popularity and influence that
Boswell ever got elected a member of the celebrated ¢ Literary
Club,” the weekly meetings of which are supposed to have been
held (though the locality is not actually certain) at what is now
the Westminster Dispensary, g Gerrard Street. There were
several persons, as Johnson frankly told the candidate, who
wanted to keep him out of the Club; Burke doubted ‘if he
were fit for it;”’ yet when he was once in, his patron assured
him none were sorry. It was something to acquire the privilege
of meeting men like David Garrick and Oliver Goldsmith one
evening in every week, and we are disposed to envy the happily
elected Boswell.

The last time that the ¢ Eclipse ” among biographers, and
the great and admirable man whom his volume has made im-
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mortal, ever met, was at a ¢ frie‘ndly confidential ” dinner at the
house of Sir Joshua Reynolds in Leicester Square. No other
company were present. ‘“Had I known,” says our chronicler,
¢ that this was the last time that I should enjoy, in this world,
the conversation of a friend whom I so much respected, and from
whom I derived so much instruétion and entertainment, I should
have been deeply affected. When I now look back to it, I am
vexed that a single word should have been forgotten.” Boswell’s
affectionate, if somewhat shallow and volatile, nature must have
felt afterwards the pathos of that farewell ; an unconscious one:
for neither of the two friends knew, though the ailing and failing
Doctor may have suspected, that they were destined never to
meet on earth again. More than once, indeed, they exchanged
letters before the end, and, to an epistle of Boswell’s charged with
querulous murmurings about his own, largely imaginary, misfor-
tunes, Johnson returned this noble counsel: ¢ My dear friend,
life is very short and uncertain; let us spend it as well as we
can . . . . write to me often, and write like a man.”

Five years after the passing of Johnson, his henchman (whose
love of the bottle—especially of ¢ old hock,” his particular weak-
ness—had unfortunately much increased) was again disporting
himself in London, when news reached him that his excellent
wife was at the point of death. Hers had been a sharp tongue,
but her husband must have been more than enough to aggravate
most women. To do him justice, he seems to have been kind to
her according to his own very curious lights. He had kepta
commonplace book in which he recorded her witty sayings: e.g.,
when he once remarked that an old scarecrow of a horse was an
animal of good blood, ¢ He had need to be,” replied Mrs. Bos-
well, ¢ for he has mighty little flesh.”” Smitten with remorse at
the intelligence of his wife’s dangerous state, the repentant Bos-
well, with his two sons, actually made the journey to Scotland in
sixty-four and a half hours. He was four days too late. Sel-
fishness, in this world, generally is too late.

Boswell has another conneéticn with Soho, a connection not
generally known. One of his sons was at the Soho Square
Academy, and the father was much perplexed as to what to do
with this lad after the mother’s death. Let him speak for him-
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self. ¢« My second son is an extraordinary boy ; he is much of
his father (vanity of vanities). He is still in the house with me;
indeed, he is quite my companion, though only eleven in Sep-
tember. He goes in the day to the Academy in Soho Square,
kept by the Rev. Dr. Barrow, formerly of Queen’s, Oxford, a
coarse north-countryman, but a very good scholar ; and there my
boy is very well taught. After the holidays, I am to take resolu-
tion and board my little James somewhere, for while under my
roof he passes his time chiefly with my old housekeeper and my
footman. What shall I do? Soho is a competently good place,
there are few boys there but of an inferior rank; in justice to a
good master, should I remove my son?” One hundred and nine
years later, Soho is still a ¢ competently good place,” but we are
acquainted with a boy considerably less than eleven years of age,
and born of genteel parents, who has spent his life in the Square
within a short stone’s throw of the site of the Soho Academy,
and who has contracted a cockney—or something—accent of the
vilest description. Let us hope that young Master Boswell and
his aristocratic schoolfellows were more fortunate, or his punc-
tilious father would have been certainly well advised in his
removal.

Poor Boswell, whose many self-indulgences hastened his
demise, only survived Johnson eleven years. During this time
he completed and published a work which will last as long as the
language in which it was written. He was a man of many
faults, but possessed (like most of us) a few stray virtues.
¢ Endeavour, Sir, to be as perfe¢t as you can in every respect,”
his truly Christian Guide, Philosopher, and Friend had said to
him during their last solemn interview. Had this clever, and
not quite ignoble, creature of impulse, been able to follow this
excellent advice, Posterity would have given him the reward he
would have loved best ; for he would have had a larger share in
his great Patron’s honoured memory, and imperishable name.

HESTER CHAPONE,
1727—1801.
THis talented, if rather didactic, lady, celebrated principally for
her letters to young ladies on ¢ The Improvement of the Mind,”
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is variously stated to have lived at 17 Carlisle Street, or at
“7 or 8” Dean Street. She was originally a Miss Mulso. Her
mother is described as a beautiful woman, but seems to have
been prouder of her advantages of mind than person, for when
the precocious Hester composed and published a tale called ¢ The
Loves of Amoret and Melissa,” Mrs. Mulso was jealous of her
daughter’s literary reputation, and dissuaded her offspring (per-
haps in a practical manner) from further literary efforts.  Upon
this contemptible or eccentric parent’s demise, the little Hester
became an excellent housekeeper to her father, devoting such
time to Latin, French, Italian, and Music as she could spare
from her domestic avocations. Her love for literature steadily
grew and matured. When she was still quite young, the famous
Dr. Johnson paid her the high compliment of inserting four of
her contributions in his ¢ Rambler.” After this encouragement,
it was rather ungrateful of the pampered Bluestocking to speak
very disparagingly in print of her Patron’s ** Rasselas,” though
we are disposed to believe that a good many older critics have
since agreed with her low estimate of this vastly lauded story.
With Samuel Richardson, the eminent novelist and bookseller,
Mrs. Chapone (she married an attorney, who died within ten
months of their wedding) was always upon pleasant and intimate
terms. She signs her letters to him, ¢ your ever obliged and
affectionate child.” In a picture of Richardson reading his  Sir
Charles Grandison’ to friends in his grotto at North End,
Hammersmith, Hester Mulso is the central figure. We speak
without accurate knowledge, but we are of opinion that the print
which appears here, has been reproduced from the ‘¢ Richardson ™
painting.

" Of all Mrs. Chapone’s claims to an honourable notoriety, the
one which we are most disposed to envy her, is the long letter
which is quoted in full in Boswell’s Life, as having been addressed
to her by Dr. Johnson. Those who remember Boswell's famous
account of his introduction to his Hero in the back shop of Mr.
Davies, the bookseller, in Covent Garden, will remember that
almost the first words he heard Johnson utter were a reproach
against Garrick because he had not obliged him with an order

for the play for Miss Williams. This indigent female to whom,
E
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together with a cat and other dependents, the kind-hearted Doc-
tor gave food and house-room, was once present with him at a
party where Mrs. Chapone was also a guest. She tells us that
Johnson behaved to the poor afflited lady (who was blind, or

nearly so) ‘“with all the loving care of a fond father to his
daughter.”

HesTER CHAPONE, 1727-1801.

Mrs. Chapone strikes us as being interesting, first, on ac-
count of the people she lived amongst; next, through her own
personality ; and thirdly, and less especially, from those letters
of hers which had so vast a vogue among the young gentlewomen
of her era. They were originally written for a dearly-loved
niece; but speedily obtained a wide generalicirculation. We
will quote an extract from the Letter on ¢ The Government of
the Temper.” The sentiments and style are fair specimens of
the whole work :

«“ May you, my dear, be wise enough to see that’every faculty of entertain-

ment, every engaging qualification which you possess, is exerted to the best
dvantage for those whose love is of more importanceto you !—for those who
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live under the same roof, and with whom you are connected for life, either by
the ties of blood, or by the still more sacred obligations of a voluntary engage-
ment. To make you the delight and darling of your family, something more
is required than barely to be exempt from illtemper and troublesome humours ;
the sincere and genuine smiles of complacency and love must adorn your
countenance: that ready compliance, that alertness to assist jand oblige, which
demonstrates true affetion must animate your behaviour, and endear your most
common acquaintance ; politeness must accompany your greatest familiarities,
and restrain you from everything that is really offensive, or which can give a
moment’s unnecessary pain; conversation, which is so apt to grow dull and
insipid in families, nay, in some to be almost laid aside wholly, must be culti-
vated with the frankness and openness of friendship, and by the mutual
communication of whatever may conduce to the improvement or innocent
entertainment of each other.”

It is difficult to imagine that this salutary and staid advice
was given by one whom Richardson delighted to call his ¢little
spitfire.”

In later years, when Mrs. Chapone, then a widow, was stay-
ing with her uncle, the Bishop of Winchester, at Farnham
Castle, the Queen, who had come on a visit, introduced the
Princess Royal to the fortunate authoress, saying that she hoped
her daughter had adequately profited by her juvenile perusal of
the edifying Letters. Complimented by her Queen, a protegee
of the author of *¢ Clarissa Harlowe,” and enshrined in the finest
biography in the English language, Mrs. Chapone, useful as her
literary work, no doubt, was in its generation, certainly got all

the credit she deserved.

JOSEPH CRADOCK,
1742—1826.

So great was the prejudice against inoculation among the
Léicester mob when Joseph Cradock was a child, that his
father's insistence on this precaution caused a sort of riot, and
the surgeon’s fee was one hundred pounds, enough to make a
modern Public Vaccinator's mouth water. The object of this
parental solicitude went in due course t& school and to Cz?.m-
bridge, but the attractions of the stage and of Lon.don Sf)mety
proved so strong for him that he left the Univer51ty.w1thout
taking his degree. Cradock was cultivated, but volatile. He
gives one the impression of having been one of those agreeable
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fritterers who present a pleasant combination of the actor, the
dramatist, the man of letters, and the poet, not a very first-class
specimen of either variety. He married when he was twenty-
three, and took a house in the fashionable quarter of Dean
Stregt. Here he diverted himself by play-going to his heart’s
content, and aspired to the reputation of a critic and a 'wit. At
a country house which he set up at Gumley, he produced private
theatricals on a very elaborate scale, and, on one occasion, his

JosepH CRADOCK, 1742-1826.

friend Garrick (whom he is said to have curiously resembled)
offered to play Ghost to his Hamlet. At his native town of
Leicester, an ode of his composition was once performed. The
words were set to music by Boyce, whose name is familiar to us
in the anthems of St. Anne’s.

The most really dramatic episode in his life seems to have
been the smashing of his windows in Dean Street by a crowd
who were the adherents of John Wilkes. It was this Wilkes
who was so heartily detested by Dr. Johnson, but whom Boswell



JOSEPH CRADOCK. ¢

craftily arranged that the sage should meet at dinner, and the
dem?gogu'e overcame for the moment the Doctor’s prejudices by
helping him, with much ceremony and attention, to the tit-bits
of the joint and pie.  Joseph Cradock, in his Literary Memoirs,
speaks feelingly about this window-smashing incident. After say-
ing that *“ my house in Dean Street was by far too good for me,”
he goes on, ‘ Being absent from London, and a great mob
requiring every house to be illuminated for Wilkes’s birthday,
mine suffered most severely. The street was then paving, and
on my arrival I found large stones in my drawing-room upstairs
on the carpet. The damage was estimated at several hundred
pounds.” This Dean Street house was soon afterwards disposed
of to a new Bishop of St. Asaph. By way of reprisal for his
riddled windows and soiled drawing-room carpet, Mr. Cradock
published what seems to have been rather a smart pamphlet,
called « The Life of John Wilkes, Esq., in the Manner of
Plutarch.”

The extravagancies of his country house eventually plunged
him into money difficulties, and he was obliged to sell his estate
and library, and to come to London to retrench. His diet, alike in
the days of his affluence and penury, appears to have been scanty
and somewhat eccentric, for he is said to have subsisted mainly
upon small quantities of chopped turnips and roasted apples, a
truly delicious mixture. His only stimulant was coffee, and he
seems to have been as much in favour of bleeding as his father
was of inoculation, for we read that he was sometimes ¢cupped”
thrice a day. Neither loss of blood, however, nor deprivation of
alcohol, nor banquets of turnip and apple mash, can have been
instrumental in shortening the days of Joseph Cradock, Esq.,
F.S.A., for when he died, at his house in the Strand, he was
eighty-four years of age. A

MRS. DELANY,
1700—1788.
WaEN the pretty and clever Mary Granville, aged seventeen,
was bullied by her uncle, Lord Lansdowne, into marrying
Alexander Pendarves—sulky, snuffy, sottish, and sixty—she
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made a mistake, the effects of which lasted till her husband’s
decease in 1724, and for which the attractions of his ¢ swinging
great estate” (the term is Fielding’s, and smacks somehow of
the period) must have failed to render due compensation. An
amiable young gentleman called Twyford had already made timid
advances to the fair Mary, but her noble relative went so far as
to assure this suitor that if he continued to prosecute his ad-
dresses, he should be under the unpleasant necessity of having
him dragged through the family horse pond. Alexander accord-
ingly conquered : and the ill-mated pair went to live in Soho, in
what is now Manette Street. In those days it was known as
Rose Street, Hog Lane. The street would seem to have been
a suitable residence for the wife, and the lane for the husband.
Pendarves was a great lover of his bottle, and it is noted as a
tribute to his comparative respect for his young wife, that he
really kept tolerably sober for two years after his marriage. The
day before he died, he was, curiously, dissuaded by his dutiful
Mary from signing his will, and so his widow was left with
nothing but her jointure after all.

For nineteen years Mrs. Pendarves resisted all offers to again
change her state, but she eventually succumbed to the fascina-
tions of an elderly Irish Divine, a certain Patrick Delany, him-
self a widower, and one of the best friends of Dean Swift. In
spite of certain eccentricities and irritabilities, this Reverend
Patrick appears to have been by no means a bad sort of fellow,
‘and with him the vivacious reli¢t of Alexander the Snuffy spent a
happy quarter of a century; post fot naufragia, tuta. One
anecdote about Delany, who is chiefly known by his intimacy
with Swift, and some sermons which he published on the iniquity
of duelling, and other important social subjects, always strikes
us as amusing. He was extremely desirous to preach before
George II., and for that purpose intrigued successfully to get a
turn on a spare fifth Sunday in the month, a date which was not
set down for one of the Royal Chaplains. The King and Queen'
sat apart (like creatures of a higher order), in a secluded pew
termed the ¢¢ Royal Closet,” and there was an invariable custom,
of which the ambitious Delany does not seem to have been
-aware, of handing the Text to their Majesties, written by the
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preacher on a slip of paper, some time before the beginning of
the sermon. When Delany entered the Chapel he did not know
where to sit, and so crowded up next to the Reader in his Desk.
As the Prayers were drawing to their conclusion, the  Vesturer”
of the Chapel, a species of Georgian Spindelow, who had with
difficulty found out where the Preacher was, pulled the kneeling
Patrick by the sleeve of his silk gown, and said, in an audible
whisper, ‘I have got no text!” I have a text!” retorted
Delany. The misunderstanding still went on, and, on being
further disturbed in his devotions, the peppery Irishman so far
forgot himself as to launch out an oblique kick at the unoffending
and well-meaning Vesturer. When he at last discovered the
true state of the case, the hand of Patrick trembled so much that
he could not set down the Text he ought to have brought with
him, nor at such short notice could any proper paper be procured.
His self-possessed and accomplished spouse came, as usual, to
his assistance, and the lady who had not quailed before Pendarves
in his cups, wrote the Text in a fair hand on the back of an old
letter, and it was duly handed up to George II. and his Queen.
History does not record whether Delany gave the Vesturer a
substantial tip as a set off against the unmerited kick, or whether
the Discourse, eventually delivered, dealt with the ¢ Duty of
Keeping one’s Temper under Difficulties.”

After her second husband’s death, Mrs. Delany crept into
favour with Royalty, and coquetted with a good many of the
Muses. As Mr. Leslie Stephen well remarks, a ¢ little learning,”
at that period, ‘‘ went a long way in a woman,” and we have no
reason to think very highly of her literary pretensions. The
Miss Burney (afterwards Madame D’Arblay), who wrote Eve-
lina,” and who was a member of Mrs. Delany’s coterie, was no
doubt a girl of great and genuine ability ; but, in our opinion,
if Mrs. Hester Chapone, Mrs. Delany, and other sworn friends
of that ilk and epoch had lived nowadays, they would have been,
at best, but agreeable writers in the various Harmsworth publi-
cations. Distance, and almost universal feminine ignorance,
lend so much enchantment to a literary view. Horace Walpole,
however, speaks of Mrs. Delany with respect. George II.I.
(apparently before he went out of his mind) called her his
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¢ dearest Mrs. Delany,” and gave her a house at Windsor, and
three hundred a year on which to keep it up. Here the royal
family used to visit her, sometimes as often as twice a day.

During the ten years from 1774 to 1784, Mrs. Delany, who
had previously shown much ability as a painter, developed an
extraordinary ability for imitating flowers, in a black background,
with cut paper of various colours, which she occasionally dyed to
suit her artistic needs. In a decade she executed nearly a thou-
sand specimens of this unique floral mosaic, some of which are
said to have possessed extraordinary merit. Her eyesight at
length gave out, and the indefatigable old woman, at the hoar
age of eighty, took to writing poetry, which ¢ at least evinced a
pious disposition.” We are not aware that any of these later
lucubrations survive, and, probably, it is as well; we think we
should have liked her better as ¢ sweet seventeen,” and as
pretty, clever Mary Granville, while the amiable Twyford* was
still to the fore, and when her uncle had not yet sold her to
Alexander, the Snuffer, the Sulker, and the Sot.

EDWARD EDWARDS,
1738—1806.
NosiLity of mind rather than comeliness of body was the char-
a&eristic of this estimable and talented painter, etcher, designer,
versifier, violin player, historian, and professor of perspective at
the Royal Academy. Weakly from his birth, and with per-
manently distorted limbs, it was well for Edwards that the great-
ness of his soul was able to afford compensations for the meagre-
ness and narrowness of the frame wherein it was enshrined.

Till he was eighteen years of age, the future Academician
worked with an upholsterer named Hallet, at the corner of St.
Martin’s Lane, and drew patterns for the furniture, About four
years later his father died, and Edwards honourably charged
himself with the care and maintenance of his mother and sister,
who were left dependent upon his exertions. Towards this duti-
ful end, he took lodgings in Compton Street, and opened an
evening school for the instruction of those who wished to learn
drawing. The drudgery of this routine task-work did not blunt
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his talent, or quench his ambition; he composed and painted
steadily. After several smaller successes at the Royal Society of
Arts, he was so fortunate as to get his first picture into the
Academy in 1771, when he was only thirty-three. The subject
of this painting was ¢ The Angel appearing to Hagar and
Ishmael in the wilderness.” From this date Edwards was a
constant exhibitor as long as he lived. A list of his principal
pictures is furnished by the Dictionary of National Biography.
He is responsible for ¢ Anecdotes of Famous Painters,” and this
easy style of historical writing gives, here and there, a vivid and
faithful representation of the artistic times in which he flourished.
Men of wealth and discrimination seem to have sought him out,
to bring his art and taste to bear upon the decoration of their
homes. He was employed at Bath upon one of Thornhill’s ceil-
ings, and he did a good deal of work for Horace Walpole at
Strawberry Hill. With this powerful patron he unluckily
quarrelled, but his Professorship of Perspective at the Royal
Academy, doubtless, proved a good social and financial stand-by
for him in later life. His etchings are beautiful, and in 1792 he
published a set as many in number as the days of the year. His
mother died in the first year of the new century, but he laboured
for his sister till his death.

How much pleasanter it is to write (and perhaps to read) a
brief record of a gifted, self-denying, and hard-working man such
as Edwards, than of an apparently unpractical rattlepate such as
Ignatius Geohagan, who follows next in our catalogue.

IGNATIUS GEOHAGAN,

1711—1797.

WE must not omit this estimable and vivacious gentleman, an
inhabitant of Soho Square, from the List submitted to us,
though we have not succeeded in discovering exactly for what he
was famous. As his name implies, he was an Irishman, but he
was educated partly in Paris. On the death of his elder brothe'r,
and his succession to the paternal estate, he gave up his prosaic
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position as a merchant in Dublin, and soon gravitated, like so
many latter-day sons of his ¢ most disthresthful counthry,” to
England. For some years after his marriage, he seems to have
lived not far from Charles Dickens’s later house at Gad’s Hill, in
Kent ; but he subsequently-came up to London. In London he
remained till his death, either in Soho Square, or at a house in
Hampstead, where he died in his eighty-seventh year.

It is difficult to discern, from the stilted language of what is
obviously meant to be a eulogy, in a number of the Gentleman's
Magazine published shortly after his death, what manner of man
Ignatius Geohagan was. So much that is said about him
would apply so well to so many modern folks of our acquaint-
ance. He was quick to take offence, but was so susceptible to
attentions that it was easier to get into his good books again
than to fall out of them. He was a great play-goer, and was
accounted a capable dramatic critic, as well as an amusing
anecdotist. ‘¢ Raillery and ridicule were his peculiar forte. By
a word, a gesture, or a look, he rendered whatever he chose
ridiculous. Too volatile for patient research, he had not pene-
trated far into the depths of science, but his reading, though
desultory, was various and extensive. His conversation was as
irregular as his reading, and his transitions from one topic to
another were so frequent and so sudden as sometimes to bewilder
his hearers, but the strokes of pleasantry which he incessantly
introduced made ample amends for want of connexion.” We
have quoted enough of this affected panegyric to shew that
Geohagan was much like many another smart and cultivated
Irishman, and if he had not lived in Soho Square, we think he
would have had few claims to literary immortality.

In Creed he was a Roman Catholic, and is buried at St.
Pancras, where the famous and beloved Rector of St. Patrick’s,
Father O'Leary, together with so many of his flock, have been
also laid to their last earthly rest.
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WILLIAM HAZLITT,
1778—1830.
THESE pages happen to be written on a Bank Holiday.
oTzve William Hazlitt no deeper debt of gratitude, the perusal of
his Essays has at least charmed away for us a good many dull
hours of one of the most intolerable days of our London year.

If we

WiLLiam Hazritr.

And the imagination, wit, good sense, and sympathy, which have
lifted us out of sordid Soho surroundings on a Whit Monday,
nearly seventy years after the fervid heart and busy brain of the
Essayist were laid to rest, after life’s fitful fever, in St. Anne’s
Churchyard, make us feel disposed to ask whether it is not a
pity to attempt to record the life of a man whose work was so
much more noble than his charadter.
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You read an exquisite bit of writing, such as the famous pas-
sage in ¢ First acquaintance with Poets,”” in which Hazlitt
describes how he once heard Coleridge (in early years a Unitarian
Minister) preach. This experience was in 1798. ¢ The organ
was playing the 1ooth Psalm, and when it was done Mr. Cole-
ridge rose and gave out his text. ¢And He went up into the
mountain to pray, HIMSELF, ALONE.” As he gave out this text,
his voice ¢ rose like a steam of rich distilled perfumes,’ and when
he came to the last two words, which he pronounced loud, deep,
and distin&, it seemed to me, who was then young, as if the
sounds had echoed from the bottom of the human heart, and as
if that prayer might have floated in solemn silence through the
universe. The preacher then launched into his subject like an
eagle dallying with the wind. The sermon was upon peace and
war ; upon Church and State—not their alliance, but their sepa
ration; on the spirit of the world and the spirit of Christianity—
not as the same, but as opposed to one another. He talked of
those who had ‘inscribed the Cross of Christ on banners dripping
with human gore.” He made a poetic and pastoral excursion,
and to show the fatal effects of war, drew a striking contrast be-
tween the simple shepherd boy, driving his team afield, or sitting
under the hawthorn piping to his flock, ‘as though he should
never be old,” and the same poor country lad, crimped, kidnapped,
brought into town, made drunk at an alehouse, turned into a
wretched drummer-boy, with his hair sticking on end with
powder and pomatum, a long cue at his back, and tricked out in
the loathsome finery of the profession of blood :

¢ Such were the notes our once loved poet sung.’”
You read an extract such as we have quoted, and it is but a
sample of scores of other passages of equal or greater beauty
scattered up and down through the Essays, and you are inclined
to curse the candour of the Biographer who is compelled to tell
you that Haczlitt was far from irreproachable in his marriage
relations, that he got drunk to drown his disappointment on
Napoleon’s defeat at Waterloo, that his temperament was so
wayward, jealous, and supra-sensitive as to alienate his best
friends, and to induce him to suspect, if his servants neglected
him, that they had been prejudiced against him by reading ad-



WILLIAM HAZLITT. 77

verse reviews of his books. His Essays are a better monument

to his memory than the sickly sentiment and tawdry rhetoric of
the portentously long inscription on the slab in the Churchyard
of St. Anne’s.

How beautiful are these two or three lines from the Essay
¢ Of Persons one would wish to have seen.” It is supposed to
be a record of a conversation, either real or imaginary, between
Hazlitt, Lamb, and other literary men and women, as to those
of the Departed whom they would most desire to meet again.
The disputants have exhausted their other suggestions. ‘¢ There
is only one other Person I can ever think of after this,” Charles
Lamb is made to say, just as the dawn is breaking, (but without
mentioning a Name that once put on a semblance of mortality).
¢ If Shakespeare was to come into the room, we should all rise
up to meet him; but if That Person was to come into it, we
should all fall down and try to kiss the hem of His garment.”

Hazlitt was the best dramatic critic of his period, and his
¢ View of the English Stage ”’ was of much service to us in our
earlier series of articles on ¢“Actors and Acdtresses.” He was
present on the memorable evening which we have previously de-
scribed, when that superb, but hitherto despised, genius, Edmund
Kean, in the teeth of the bitterest discouragement, played ¢ the
Jew that Shakespeare drew” in a three-quarters empty Drury
Lane, with fifty people—and William Hazlitt—in the pit. It
must have been a glorious experience to have assisted at that
night of merited enthusiasm, that celebration of a long-deferred
triumph. We can look leniently on some of Hazlitt’s frailties,
when we remember how, in next day’'s Morning Chronicle, his
potent critical verdict set the seal on the future fame of Edmund
Kean. ¢ For voice, eye, action, and expression, no actor has
come out for many years equal to him.” We are disposed to
envy the opportunity of the great critic on that occasion almost
as much as we do the chance of the great actor. It is well to be

“ Some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken.”

Hazlitt does not often gush, but his description of his youth-
ful impressions as to the personality and acting of Mrs. Siddons
has a grandioseness well in keeping with the majestic object of
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his high-wrought eulogy. ¢ I was stunned and torpid after see-
ing her in any of her great parts. I was uneasy and hardly my-
self; but I felt (more than ever) that human life was something
very far from being indifferent, and I seemed to have got a key
to unlock the springs of joy and sorrow in the human heart. . . .
I was in a trance, and my dreams were of mighty empires fallen,
of vast burning zones, of waning time, of Persian thrones and
them that sat on them, of sovereign beauty, and of viétors van-
quished by love. Death and Life played their pageant before
me. . . . She was tragedy personified. She was the stateliest
ornament of the public mind. She was not only the idol of the
people, she not only hushed the tumultuous shouts of the pit in
breathless expectation, and quenched the blaze of surrounding
beauty in silent tears, but to the retired and lonely student,
through long years of solitude, her face has shone as if an eye
had appeared from heaven; her name has been as if a voice had
opened the chambers of the human heart, or as if a trumpet had
-awakened the sleeping and the dead. To have seen Mrs.
Siddons was an event in everyone’s life.” As we transcribe this
glowing tribute, just at the hour when the London theatres are
about to close on Bank Holiday evening, we cannot help won-
dering whether these grand emotions, or emotions like them,
have been aroused in any British breast, however susceptible, by
the acting of (say) Miss Ellen Terry, in ¢ Robespierre,” or of
Miss Winifred Emery, in ¢ The Manceuvres of Jane?”

Hazlitt was a most gifted painter, and if he had not preferred
to lay aside the brush for the pen, which he loved even better,
it is believed he might have attained considerable eminence as an
artist. The last pi¢ture which he executed, one of his friend
Charles Lamb, in fancy dress, is to be seen in the National Por-
trait Gallery. With this ancillary faculty, it is not surprising
that he excels in descriptions of natural scenery, that the words
of his vocabulary serve him almost as well as the pigments of
his colour box. He rejoiced in Country as well as in Town.
He was fond of living and writing in a lonely cottage on the old
coaching road, by the borders of Salisbury Plain. When he took
a wayside ramble, he preferred to have no companion but Nature,
and he has left it as his opinion that the only subject worthy of
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discussion on a rural journey is what you are going to have for
supper when you arrive at your inn at nightfall. Whether this
repast be ¢ eggs and a rasher, a rabbit smothered in onions, or
an excellent veal cutlet,” he tells us he likes to wash it down
with ‘¢ whole goblets of tea.” It is much to his credit that he
seems to have confined himself, for the rest of his life, to this
beverage, to the exclusion of stronger liquors, after the unfortu-
nate Waterloo experience. In fact, he became quite Johnsonian
in his capacity for strong black tea. It was therefore too bad of
his enemies, or ‘ half friends ” (two of whom, he said, would not
make a whole one) to go on calling him ‘ Pimpled Hazlitt,”
after this permanent proof of reformation. One can hardly
wonder, by the way, at his only possessing ‘ half-friends,”” when
it used to be objected that the hand he extended was as cold and
flabby as the fin of a fish. It was suggested that a fish slice
should be applied to this proffered hand as a protest, but nobody
ever appears to have ventured on the rash experiment.

And yet this impulsive and erratic man of talent had friends.
He could win and preserve the affection of a gentle and amiable
character like Charles Lamb, a student of human nature who
could make allowance for his curious failings. ‘I should belie
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my own conscience,” wrote Lamb to a third person, on one
occasion when his brother Essayist had (as usual) quarrelled
with him, ¢<if I said less than that I think William Hazlitt to be,
in his natural and healthy state, one of the finest and wisest

(R

spirits breathing.” That is a testimonial worth having, better
than hecatombs of the high-falutin of the St. Anne’s epitaph.
Largely through his own irregularities, into which we prefer

not to enter, poor Hazlitt’s later years were solitary, embittered,

" and depressed. He was beset, besides, by money difficulties,

and though he had exchanged Salisbury Plain for Frith Street,
he perhaps felt that, when the heart is sore, there is no solitude so
intense as that of a great city. In Frith Street, William
Hazlitt died. His last words were, ¢ Well, I've had a happy
life!” The Essay from which we quoted the description of
Coleridge’s preaching, contains these sentences : ] have loitered
my life away, reading books, looking at pictures, going to plays,
hearing, thinking, writing on what pleased me best. I have
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wanted only one thing to make me happy; but, wanting that,
have wanted everything !” The writer seems to imply that he
never found any real partner of his joys and sorrows. He cer-
tainly made more than one attempt.

DAVID HUME,
1711—1776.

A sTUDENT of middle age remarked in the hearing of the present
chronicler the other day that, when he was a boy, he found him-
self so fascinated by the volumes of Hume’s History of England
that he devoured them as though they had been works of the
most absorbing fiction, and was disinclined to raise his eyes
from the printed page. Hume wrote a century before the glitter-
ing periods of Macaulay, and to Hume may be awarded the
credit of having been the first to endeavour to make the history
of our country interesting as well as instruétive. It is true that
it is by his philosophical writings that the historian achieved, at
any rate as far as posterity is concerned, his widest and most
enduring fame, and his has been called the acutest mind of the
eighteenth century. But with his philosophy we are not. much
concerned. Dissatisfied with the immediate results as regards
fortune and distin¢tion, he abandoned it before he came to live in
Lisle Street (as he did for a few years about the very middle of
last century), and applied himself to the composing and polishing
of the history which was the lucrative pursuit of his later years.
In his early foreign travels he heard some - Jesuits disputing
about miracles, and he then advanced his well-known proposition,*
which contained, in germ, so much of his later attacks against
Revealed Religion, that ¢ It is more probable that the witnesses
to a miracle should be dishonest or deceived, than that a miracle,
being contrary to Nature, should aétually have happened.”

For our present purpose, however, it is sufficient to think of
David Hume, not as the most able sceptical writer of his epoch,
and the literary progenitor of a multitude of considerably smaller
fry, but as a graphic, if slightly superficial, historian, an accom-
plished man of letters, and as a vivacious, though somewhat
portly, bachelor, of kindly disposition, and of high moral charac-
ter. He began life with the world against him, for his father
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died when he was an infant, and his mother, a remarkably hand-
some woman, her son tells us, (in which characteristic he cer-
tainly did not take after her), gave herself up entirely to the
maintenance and education of her three children. Apparently,
Mrs. Hume did not consider David’s precocious abilities, as
evinced in most stilted epistolary compositions when he was
barely sixteen, of a sort that were likely to bring grist to the
family mill. ¢ Our Davie’s a fine, good-natured crater,” she is
reported to have said, “ but uncommon wake-minded.”

The subject of this rather qualified maternal encomium was
some time in discovering his true bent in life. He started to be
a lawyer, and though he soon discovered that this was not his
real vocation, he always retained an orderly and methodical
habit of mind, and was able to state his case, whether philoso-
phical or historical, with clearness and precision. Like Charles
Dickens, a hundred years later, Hume was a conspicuous contra-
diction to the pestilent but popular heresy that a man of genius
cannot be a good, sound man of business as well. Before he
was five-and-twenty, or so, his weak and uncertain health was a
great drawback, but he eventually developed an enormous appe-
tite, and, instead of being spare and gaunt, acquired that com-
fortable plumpness for which he was always afterwards remark-
able. ¢ Le gros David,” the grand ladies of Paris used to call
him in his later'maturity, when they used to court the company
of the agreeable and fashionable English historian, in order to
complete their parties.

Any country seems to have been preferred by him to
England, and any city to London. It is doubtful if he con-
sidered even Lisle Street a terrestial Paradise. Though Hume
was fully appreciative of the favours heaped upon him by the fair
leaders of Society in the Capital of France, and was content that
his ¢ broad, unmeaning face ”’ and rather ungainly figure should
be represented at a tablean vivant between two young and lovely
ladies, he was always content to withdraw to his native Edin-
burgh, where he lived for a long time in much quiet, domestic
happiness with his unmarried sister. So great was his prejudice
against Englishmen, that when he wrote, as he did without,

apparently, the slightest tincture of jealopsy, to congratulite
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Gibbon upon the massive and magnificent success of his ¢“Roman
Empire,”’ he expresses his surprise that so grand a work could
have been accomplished by a man who owned England as his
country. Lack of patriotism, and an undue longing for praise .
and speedy recognition of his work, as apart from its more en-
during qualities, appear to have been the chief foibles in Hume's
otherwise generous and admirably balanced character. In the

Davip HuME.

light of later events, a remark that he makes about the Germans,
during one of his travels through their country, is deserving of
remembrance. ‘‘ Germany is full,” he writes, ‘* of industrious,
honest people, and, were it united, would form the greatest
power that ever was in the world.” Those words sound strangely
prophetic of William the Conqueror—of Sedan, and his great
Chancellor, the man of blood and iron.
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After he had left Soho, and was finishing his life at Edin-
burgh, Hume is said to have been noticeable for his kindness to
women and children, and he gives us, generally, the impression
of possessing a very amiable disposition. A story is told con-
cerning him at this period which sounds almost too amusing to
be true, but which is too good not to tell. He was taking a
solitary country walk, and had the misfortune to become en-
tangled in a Scotch bog, in which, owing to his great weight and
rotundity, he began rapidly to sink. When he had begun to
despair of life, a market woman happened to pass, and to her the
philosopher called lustily for help. Knowing Mr. Hume’s anti-
Kirk proclivities, the orthodox and implacable dame refused, it is
asserted, to extricate him until he had consented to say, in an
audible voice, the Apostles’ Creed and the Lord’s Prayer. She
then hauled him out of the bog, and bade him (we must suppose)
go to Church twice every sabbath for the future.

About a year before his death, David Hume was attacked by
a dangerous but, it would seem, not agonizing internal com-
plaint, to which his mother, on his resemblance to whom he al-
ways prided himself, had also succumbed. He submitted with
philosophic calm to the inevitable, and sat down to write what
he called “ My own Life.” So excellent is this, and it gives
such a good idea of our historian’s resignation and tranquillity,
and is, besides, such a pleasant and representative example of
the simplicity and lucidity of his style, that we need no apology
for quoting the following fairly lengthy extract:

1 now reckon upon a speedy dissolution. I have suffered very little pain
from my disorder; and what is more strange, have, notwithstanding the great
decline of my person, never suffered a moment’s abatement of spirits ; inso-
much that were I to name the period of my life which I should most choose to
vpass over again, I might be tempted to point to this later period. I possess the
same ardour as ever in study and the same gaiety in company ; I consider, be- .
sides, that a man of sixty-five, by dying, cuts off only a few years of i.nﬁrmities;
and though I see many symptoms of my literary reputation’s breaking out at
last with additional lustre, I know that I could have but few years to enjoy it.
It is difficult to be more detached from life than I am at present.

“ To conclude historically with my own character, I am, ?r rather was (for
that is the style I must now use in speaking of myself, \vh‘lch e_mbo!d.ens me
the more to speak my sentiments); I was, I say,a man of mild dispositions, of
command of temper, of an open, social, and cheerful humour', ca'pable of
attachment, but-little susceptible of enmity, and of great 'moderatlon in all my
passions. Even my love of literary fame, my ruling passion, never soured my
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temper, notwithstanding my frequent disappointments. My company was not
unacceptable to the young and careless, as well as to the studious and literary;
and as I took a particular pleasure in the company of modest women, I had-no
reason to be displeased with the reception I met with from them. In a word,
though most men anywise eminent, have found reason to complain of
calumny, I never was touched or even attacked by her baleful tooth; and
though I wantonly exposed myself to the rage of both civil and religious fac-
tions, they seemed to be disarmed in my behalf of their wonted fury. My
friends never had occasion to vindicate any one circumstance of my character
and condu& ; not but that the zealots, we may well suppose, would have been
glad to invent and propagate any story to my disadvantage, but they could
never find any which they thought would wear the face of probability. I can-
not say there is no vanity in making this funeral oration of myself, but I hope
it is not a misplaced one; and this is a matter of fa&t which is easily cleared
and ascertained.”

It is possible that Hume’s faith may have been more of a
reality than he would himself have been disposed to acknowledge
or to believe. When he was in bitter grief at his mother’s death,
and a friend ventured to remind him how much his sorrow must
be intensified- by his resignation of the hopes of Christianity, the
adversary of miracles is asserted to have answered, ¢ Though I
throw out my speculations to entertain the learned and meta-
physical world, yet in other things I do not think so differently
from the rest of the world as you imagine.” This observation,
if authentic, curiously reminds us of an expression certainly
made use of by the late renowned Judge, Sir James Stephen, on
his retirement from the Bench. Like his brother, Mr. Leslie
Stephen (who writes the life of Hume in the Dictionary of
National Biography, and who spells Anglican with a little ¢ a,”
and Jesuit with a little ““j,” to shew his impartiality), Sir James
was understood to be a pronounced Agnostic. But his last
words to those numerous members of Bench and Bar who had
assembled to bid the distinguished Judge ¢ farewell,” were,
¢ God bless you all—and I mean more by that than perhaps you
suppose.”’ It may be that the splendid intelligence of David
Hume ¢¢ meant more,” too.
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THEODORE HOOK.
1788—1841.
By Mr. FRANK MANBY.
IN a quiet corner ‘of Fulham Churchyard, under the shadow of
the Church to which, in spite of all his faults and follies, he was

always deeply attached, stand the modest head and foot stones

which mark the resting place of, perhaps, England's greatest

THEODORE HoOK.

wit. A man whose brilliant talents, varied abilities, ric_h
humour, literary success, and strangely eventful career, made }.ns
name’ring, sometimes indeed for good, more often alas ! for ill,
from :)ne end of the land to the other, and far over the seas. :
Theodore Edward Hook, wit, dramatist, novelist, journalist,
and even poet, was born in Charlotte Street, Bedford Square,
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London, on September 22, 1788, in the same year as Lord
Byron, and Sir Robert Peel, with both of whom he was after-
wards for a short period at school at Harrow. He was one of
the most striking examples of heredity that modern biography
affords, for in him were exhibited as he grew up, in an almost
equally marked degree, the mental and physical characteristics of
both his parents. His father, James Hook, an organist and
musical composer of considerable eminence was a good-looking,
easy-going, pleasure-loving Bchemian, possessed of a rich fund
of natural and spontaneous humour, whose jokes and witty
sayings bore a strong family resemblance to those which, later
on helped to make Theodore so famous. His mother, a Miss
Madden, was equally distinguished for beauty of person and of
character, and for her literary ability. She was the author of a
piece called the *“ Double Disguise,” produced with great success at
Drury Lane Theatre in 1774, the music being provided by her
husband. By her Mr. Hook had two sons, James, and nearly
eighteenbyears afterwards, Theodore. James who was sent to
Westminster School, and then to Oxford and the Church, had
the inestimable advantage of a mother’s watchfulness and care,
all through the years of youth and early manhood. Theodore
unhappily was but a child when his mother's death left him in
sole charge of a father singul'arly unfitted to have the care of such
a precocious youngster. At about ten years of age he was sent
to a middle-class school somewhere in the neighbourhood of
Vauxhall, and at that time was described as being ¢ a dull little
boy, affording no promise of future distinction.” From Vaux-
hall he passed through a succession of genteel private academies !
one of them being in Soho, and eventually, at his own request,
was sent to Harrow ; too late, however, to do much good there,
for his school life was neither happy nor successful. He was, in
his own language, ‘“idle and careless of his work, had no apti-
tude for languages, hated Greek, and literally shuddered at
Hebrew.” He fancied himself a genius, as indeed he was, and
anything which could be done in a spurt with little or no trouble,
he did splendidly, but he had neither patience, perseverance nor
industry.

Immediately upon his arrival he appears to have been thrown
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into close companionship with young Byron, but whether that
early intimacy ever ripened into real schoolboy friendship is not
known. If it did, it was a friendship not sufficiently warm or
lasting to protect him from a wholly gratuitous sneer, in ““ English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” on the production of “Tekelhi,'.’
one of his most successful and popular plays.

“Gods! o’er those boards shall Folly rear her head
Where Garrick trod, and Kemble lives to tread ?
On those shall Farce display Buffoonery’s mask,
And Hook conceal his Heroes in a cask ?

This attack was promptly and amply avenged ‘ by the severe,
but just, criticisms which appeared in ¥ohn Bull on certain of
the noble bard’s effusions and on the Satanic School of Poetry
in general.”

Being good-looking, witty, and full of fun, Theodore easily
persuaded his father to keep him at home after his mother’s
death, and ere long his capacity for singing and song writing
was turned to profitable account by the composer, who not only
enjoyed his son’s society with a keen relish, but eagerly availed
himself of the opportunity of getting words written for his music
at home. Soon the idea was suggested and immediately adopted,
of utilizing his “talents in the construction of a comic opera for
the stage, and his maiden effort, entitled, ‘“ The Soldier’s Return,
or, What can Beauty do? "’ was produced at Drury Lane in 1803.
The plot is said to have been slight and the incidents extrava-
gant; but innumerable puns, good, bad, and indifterent, borrowed
and original, the real fun and bustle of the piece carried it
through triumphantly, and landed its youthful author, at one step,
in the proud position of a successful dramatist. His share of
the proceeds was £50, and thus at the age of 16, just when his
elder brother was beginning the grave and steady career which
was to terminate in the deanery of Worcester, Theodore Hook
had the misfortune to be free of the theatre, the indulged
companion of a light-hearted race of singers and players, and
pet of the Green Room, where popular actors laughed at his
jokes, and pretty actresses refused to accept their bouquets from
any other hands than his.
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At about this time, with the idea of preparing for the Bar,
having previously been entered at St. Mary’s Hall, he went into
residence at Oxford, but whether this step was attributable to a
whimsical freak of his own, or to the urgent remonstrances of
his brother, is not very clear.

It is clear, however, that a young gentleman of his habit and
free and easy disposition, unused to control of any kind, the
companion of wits and ‘“men about town,” was little likely to
submit long, even to the not very severe rules and restrictions of
Alma Mater, and he left the University after two or perhaps
three terms, without, however, having involved himself in any
scrape more serious than risk of expulsion at the very outset,
through an excess of complaisance which, at matriculation, in-
duced him to volunteer his signature not to the 39 Articles only,
but to 40, or even more, if the Vice-Chancellor wished it. He
was very little impressed with the solemnity of Oxford; his
genius lay in another direGtion, in which the gaieties and not
the gravities of life were the prominent attraction ; his prescribed
career as a lawyer was soon abandoned in favour of the theatre,
to which he as naturally returned as a duck to water, and
within the next five years, sometimes in collaboration with his
father, more often independently, he produced, with never varying
success, innumerable farces and melodramas, which were exceed-
ingly popular, and employed the histrionic talents of Charles
Mathews, Liston, Bannister, and other noted actors. In the
farce ¢“Killing, no Murder,” Mathews and Liston made play-
goers mad with merriment for months, and ¢ Paul Pry” is
still identified with Liston’s fame. Mrs. Mathews, in her
Memoirs, bears eloquent testimony to Hook’s brilliant ability
as a dramatic author, and generously acknowledges the great
extent to which her husband was indebted to him, for his own
unrivalled professional success.

Hook’s social qualities, however, gained him even more
celebrity than his dramatic performances; his conversational
powers were unrivalled, abounding with wit and drollery, and
the exuberance of his animal spirits impelled him to ceaseless
practical jokes, sometimes harmless, sometimes heartless, always
clever. The most celebrated of these was, of course, the great
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Berners Street Hoax, perpetrated upon a Mrs. Tottenham, who
lived at No. 54 in that Street, a most amiable and inoffensive
lady of independent means, who had in some unknown way
incurred his displeasure. Many weeks were occupied in the
preparation, and something like four thousand letters were sent
out, all inviting the recipients to call, under one pretext or
another, at this poor lady’s residence.

Scarce had the eventful morning begun to break, ere the neighbourhood
resounded with the cries of ‘sweep,” uttered in every variety of tone, and
proceeding from crowds of sooty urchins and their masters, who had assembled
by five o’clock beneath the windows of the devoted No. 54. In the midst of
the wrangling of the rival professors, and the protestations of the repudiating
housemaid, heavy waggons laden with chaldrons of coal from the different
wharves, came rumbling up the street, blockading the thoroughfare, impeding
one another, crushing and struggling to reach the same goal, amid a hurricane
of imprecations from the respective conductors. Now among the gathering
crowd, cleanly, cook-like men were to be seen, cautiously making their way
each with a massive wedding-cake under his arm tailors, bootmakers, up-
holsterers, undertakers with coffins, draymen with beer-barrels, &c., succeeded
in shoals, and, long before the cumbrous coal-waggons were enabled to move off,
about a dozen travelling chariots and four, all ready for the reception of as many
“ happy pairs,”” came dashing up to the spot. Medical men with instruments
for the amputation of limbs, attorneys prepared to cut off entails; clergymen
summoned to minister to the mind diseased ; and artists engaged to portray the
features of the body, unable to draw near in vehicles, plunged manfully into
the mob. Noon came, and with it about forty fish-mongers, bearing forty *“cod
and lobsters; ”’ as many butchers, with an equal number of legs of mutton;
and as the confusion reached its height, the uproar became terrific, and
the consternation of the poor old lady grew to be bordering on temporary
insanity, up drove the great Lord Mayor himself--state carriage, cocked hats,
silk stockings, bag wig and all, to the intense gratification of Hook and his
two associates, who, snugly ensconced in an apartment opposite, were witness-
ing the triumph of their scheme.

The author of the outrage was pretty generally suspected, and
the consequences threatened to be serious, but Hook and his
confederates had laid their plans well, and taken extraordinary
precautions to defy detection. After a brief retirement in the
country Theodore returned to London, not only scot-free, but
more famous than ever.

About the year 1808 or g in the height of his popularity as a
dramatist, he suddenly and without any better apparent reason
than pure caprice, refused to write any more for the Stage, and
as it were, began life afresh, this time as a novelist.

His first effort, * The Man of Sorrows,” was not a success,
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and attraéted but little attention, probably because it was pub-
lished without the Author's magic name on the title page. Its
literary merit, however, was not great, and the most noticeable
feature about it, is a striking passage, extraordinary as coming
from the pen of a boy in his twentieth year, and strangely pro-
phetic of his own fate.

‘“ Are not the brightest talents made nothing worth by perpetual intoxica-:
tion? Is not the statesman degraded, and the wit rendered contemptible by a
constant and perpetual use of wine ? Have we not examples before us where
every earthly qualification is marred by it, and where poverty and ignominy
are the reward of exertions weakened by its influence, which used with sobriety
and temperance, would deserve and might have received, the meed of honour
and the wreath of fame ? ”

This novel was afterwards re-cast with some improvements in
¢ Sayings and Doings,” under the title of ¢ Merton.”

In the art of punning, which Dr. Johnson described as no
better than pocket-picking, Theodore Hook was facile princeps,
his only real rival being Tom Hood, whose more polished puns
were, however, elaborately prepared beforehand, and carefully
led up to when occasion served, whereas Hook’s were absolutely
spontaneous, and he was often unable to resist laughing at them
himself.

Perhaps of all Hook’s many talents the most extraordinary
and peculiar to himself, was his faculty for improvisation, a talent
declared by a writer in the Quarterly to have been, at that time,
¢« absolutely unique, at all events in England.” In a numerous
company of strangers he often composed, and sang to his own
accompaniment, a verse upon every person in the room, full of
the most pointed wit, and with the truest rhymes, gathering into
his subject, as he rapidly proceeded, every incident of the
moment, as it occurred.

The suggestion of impossible surnames as subjects for his.
verse was a favourite amusement, and he was never at fault.
Even the ¢ fair Mrs. Humby,” who submitted hers in the com-
fortable assurance that nothing could be done with such a
common-place patronymic, was promptly put to uncomfortable
confusion.

Once only, he is said, to have hesitated in the case of a young
Dane, Mr. Julius Rozenagen. Even then the hesitation was but
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momentary, and had barely been noticed before the difficulty
was mastered :

‘ Yet more of my Muse is required,
Alas! I fear she is done;
But no, like a fiddler that’s tired,
I'll rosin again and go on.”

It was by the exercise of this gift that Hook first attracted
the attention of Sheridan, who was astonished at his marvellous
faculty, and declared that he could not have believed such a
power possible, had he not witnessed it himself; no description,
he said, would have convinced him, of so peculiar an instance
of genius (‘ Life of Mathews,” vol. 11.)

Tom Moore wrote in his “ Diary,” < Words cannot do justice
to Hook’s rare talent for improvisation ; it was perfectly marvel-
lous.” And Coleridge undoubtedly refers to him in his Introduc-
tion to Greek Classic Poets ™' thus, ““ A noted English wit of the
day, can improvise in rhyme, even in our own language, as long
as you please ta listen to his amusing exhibition.”

Hook’s passage from the comparatively humble society of
theatrical circles into the regions of the aristocracy was rapid.
Introduced by the Rev. E. Cannon and Tom Sheridan to young
men of their own social standing, and by them, in turn, to re-
latives and friends, he climbed rung after rung of the social
ladder. His handsome person, faultless manner and modest
demeanour, coupled withunrivalled conversational and social gifts,
enabled him to make his footing secure in even the most exclusive
circles, and in a very short period he became not only a welcome
but an eagerly sought guest at the tables, and even the country
houses, of the highest and wealthiest in the land. But this

“social success entailed proportionate disadvantages; it led him
into habits of reckless extravagance, and a lavish expenditure, far
in excess of any income he could make by his writings, highly
paid as they were. Debts and difficulties began to accumulate
with fearful rapidity, writs and judgment summonses poured in,
till at last, just when material ruin stared him blankly in the
face, and he could no longer hope to either avert or postpone it,
he was, by the dire¢t influence of the Prince Regent, to whom
he had been presented by the Marchioness of Hertford, ap-
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pointed, all unfitted as he was for such a post, Accountant
General and Treasurer of the Mauritius, with a salary of £2000 a
year.

Thus suddenly and unexpectedly relieved of his embarrass-
ments, the young official, with little care for the past, still less for
the present, and none at all for the future, gaily and joyously set
out to face the great misfortune of his life.

He reached the scene of his new employment under circum-
stances than which none could have been more favourable. The
reception which awaited him was more than encouraging, and
his own convivial qualities and agreeable address, soon made
him as popular among the élite of Port Louis, as he had been in
the fashionable and literary circles of London. For four happy
years, probably his happiest and idlest, he enjoyed life in what
he called ‘¢ that Paradise ”’ as only a young man of his age and
temperament could enjoy it; and then the blow fell. A change
of Governors led to alterations in the respective duties of the
higher officials, and a committee was appointed in January,
1818, to examine into the state of the Treasury and audit the
Accounts. This committee signed a certificate of the correct-
ness both of the accounts and the balance in hand, but two
months afterwards a letter was sent to the Governor, by a negro
clerk named Allan, in the Accountant General’s office, who had
fallen into disgrace for official irregularities, roundly accusing
his master of having appropriated to his own use, a sum of about
£9000, received by him as Treasurer in December, 1816.

A second committee of enquiry was forthwith appointed, with
the result that an actual deficit of nearly f20,000 was dis-
covered. But the false entries were conclusively proved to be
in Allan’s own handwriting, all the evidence tended to show that
he, and he alone, was guilty of the fraud, and, to escape the con-
sequences, he shot himself, before the conclusion of the case.
Although, probably, not a single person in the whole Colony,
with the possible exception of the new Governor, believed him
guilty, Hook was held responsible for the fraud. Without wait-
ing for instructions from England he was arrested, treated with
inexcusable severity, and finally sent home for trial, all his goods
being sold for the benefit of the Treasury. Immediately on his
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arrival at Portsmouth he was released from custody, the Law
Officers of the Crown having reported that ¢ there was no tittle
of evidence upon which to found any kind of criminal prosecu-
tion.” But one of the defects of English criminal law was then,
as it unhappily is now, that no matter how reckless and absurd
the charges brought against an innocent man may be, he is too
often ruined in proving his innocence. Hook had lost his ap-
pointment, his property had been confiscated, there was no
redress, and he was not only compelled at once to write again
for his daily bread in newspapers and magazines, but for five
weary years of suspense, had to endure the examinations and
cross-examinations of a Commission of Audit appointed to in-
vestigate the Mauritius accounts. They were found to have
been kept with scandalous carelessness, but Hook was exonerated
from all blame, except that of a culpable reliance on the accuracy
and honesty of his subordinates ; and surely for ¢his those who
placed him in a position for which he was conspicuously unfitted,
were at least as much in fault as he. Some of the errors in the
books were heavily to hisown disadvantage,and the Commissioners.
reduced the original deficit from £20,000 to £12,000. Hook
acknowledged himself responsible for £gooo, but unable to pay
either sum, he was again arrested, this time as a civil debtor, in
August, 1823, and remained in custody till the Spring of 18z3.
Meanwhile, he had tried to establish a shilling Magazine of his
own, called the ¢ Arcadian,” but it lived through very few numbers.
In 1820, by the influence of his newly-made friend and admirer,
Sir Walter Scott, he was appointed editor of a new Tory weekly
paper, the John Bull, the main object of which, was the dis-
comfiture of the supporters of the unfortunate Queen Caroline,
and as he had always been a sound Tory, he «“launched the
envenomed shafts of his sarcasm and invective at the assailants
of the King without pity or remorse. The audacious wit and
caustic humour of the articles, which were at first all written by
himself, produced a striking effect upon the public mind,” and
the paper rapidly attained an enormous circulation.

While in custody, Hook published the first series of ¢ Say-
ings and Doings,” which will alone be sufficient to keep his
name in the remembrance of those with a taste for the better
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form of light literature, making use of his experience in the
sponging house to introduce many whimsical personages and
scenes. A second series was published in 1825, and a third,
three years later. Some of the tales are humorous, and others
almost painfully realistic. In 1830, ¢“ Maxwell ” was published,
the most pathetic, natural, and in many respects the best of his
novels, ‘“tho’ not by any means the one which brought most
grist to the mill, or most fame to the Author.” In this work his
sad experiences, as well as the brighter phases of his career in
the Mauritius are admirably described, and it was the wonderful
power of clothing his fitions with the a&ualities of life, which
lends to all his works, ¢ a lasting interest and permanent value.”
Two years later appeared the ¢ Life of Sir David Baird,” the
only book upon the writing of which Hook prided himself, but
which excited no great notice from the reading public generally.
In 1836 he became editor of the ¢ New Monthly Magazine,” and
contributed to its pages ¢ Gilbert Gurney,” one of the most
remarkable and mirth-provoking books ever written. It scarcely
comes within the category of fiction, for his own adventures
form the ground-work and his friends figure as the dramatis
persone. The sequel, ¢ Gilbert Gurney Married,” is of inferior
merit and less interest. In 1837, appeared ¢ Jack Brag,” pro-
bably now the best-known of all his books. It has been un-
generously described as ¢ a successful parasite’s mockery of an
unsuccessful one.” With all his faults Hook was no parasite.
He was always the sought, and never the seeker. A  He sold his
pen it is true, but he never prostituted it by writing for wage that
which he did not honestly believe. ¢ Births, Deaths, and Mar-
riages,” ¢ Precept and Practice,” ‘“ Fathers and Sons,” ¢ Cousin
William,” and many others followed in rapid succession. The
¢ Ramsbottom Letters” are the most amusing examples of his
purely comic vein, and in the words of Lockhart, ¢ his Political
songs and jeux desprit, when the hour comes for collecting
them, will form a volume of sterling and lasting attraction.”
Writing of him as a novelist, the ¢“ Rambler” says, ‘“his defects
are great, but Theodore Hook is, we apprehend, the only male
novelist of this time, who has drawn portraits of contemporary
English Society, destined for permanent existence.” This was
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written before ¢ Vanity Fair.” Hook’s keen sense of the ridiculous
is shewn in the portraiture of men and women of eccentric
character, mostly in the higher classes of society, but they are men
and women, not merely pegs upon which to hang extravagant
action. It has been said of him ¢ that he was to the upper and
middle life of British Society what Dickens was toits low life—a
true and authentic expositor. But in manner he was entirely
original and can be likened to none.” He had all the rollicking
humour-and even broad farce of Dickens, without his proneness
to burlesque and not infrequent coarseness, and far excelled him
in the magical felicity of phrase with which he brought out the
ludicrously picturesque.

In knowledge of the world he was Lytton’s equal, equal to
him also in refinement of style, minus his obtrusive pedantry,
and sometimes stilted di¢tion. His satire was little inferior to
Thackeray’s and unmarred by the latter’s cynicism and sameness.

«“ He wrote as a scholar and a gentleman, and no single word
or line in all that he wrote indicates that he ever forgot what
was due to himself in either character.” Probably there is no
modern novelist of the front rank, all of whose works might with
equal safety be placed within reach of the young, in the full
assurance that, from them, no evil could be learnt or previous
knowledge of it increased.

In laying bare the hidden springs of nature, in the faithful-

ness of
« His glowing portraits, fresh from life, that bring
Home to our hearts the truths from which they spring,”
he was without a rival.

Undoubtedly 2 man of rare original talent, sweet tempered,
warm hearted, humane, charitable, and generous, under a better
" and sterner discipline in his earlier years, he would probably
have taken rank with the first minds of his time. But it was
not to be, and the pi¢ture drawn in his diary of daily struggles
against growing pecuniary embarrassment, while his evenings
and nights were spent in the company of the luxurious and
wealthy, he the gayest of the gay, is deeply affecting ; and the
double strain upon his vital energies which such a life demanded,
injured his physical health and led to an excessive use of
stimulants. Against the ravages thus made in his naturally fine
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DIVINES.

BISHOP BURNET.
1643—1715.

‘THERE is no need to be either a historian or an ecclesiastic to find
a great deal to instruct and amuse in the life of the Bishop of
Salisbury, who lived from 1643 to 1715.

His father being an anti-episcopal Scottish Lord of Session
and his mother the stri¢test of Presbyterians, and indeed sister
of Lord Warristoun, who actually framed the great Covenant of
the extreme Protestants, Gilbert Burnet had in his pedigree all
the ingredients of a narrow-minded bigot; and it is all the more
remarkable that his name must for ever be associated with all
that is broad-minded, tolerant, and just. 2

How boys used to work in those days! At fourteen years of
age Gilbert had thoroughly mastered Greek (think of those irre-
gular verbs!) and passed a course of Aristotle’s logic and
philosophy, and in the following year became an M.A. of Aber-

"deen University. He now began to study the chief commen-

tators, and, to get a grasp of European history, often occupying
fourteen hours a day with his reading.

It is rather a shock in our times, in which (by a recent
admirable enatment) no clergyman can be put in charge of a
benefice until he is at least 26 years of age, to find this precocious
young scholar refusing an important living at the age of 18.
Preferring to study still further, he acquired a complete know-
ledge of Hebrew, and returned at the age of 21 to choose the
living of Saltoun in the South of Scotland from among the several
offered to him. Here, during a devoted ministry of five years,
his unwearying zeal won for him the deep affections of his flock,
and even the most rigid of his Presbyterian neighbours forgave
him personally the use of our Anglican liturgy, to which l;p,
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with but few others, was consistently loyal. Such sympathy
means much, for the odium theologicum was very bitter in those
times, and the Presbyterian toleration for so staunch an observer
of sound Church practices is an interesting object-lesson for all
time.

When Burnet was still only 23 we find him indicting a
memorial against certain abuses of the bishops, and sending a
copy of it to all with whom he had any acquaintance. Such an

Bisuor BURNET, 1643-1715.

act seems at first sight a most unwarrantable piece of presump-
tion, but it must be remembered that he had acquired from his
father—who devoted himself to his instru&tion—a wonderful
knowledge of public affairs; and history proved his protest to be
both well advised and far-seeing. For this bold action he was
brought before the bishops, and, after being threatened with ex-
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communication, was called upon to ask pardon ; this, however,
he staunchly refused to do, and the matter was quietly dropped.

After returning to the many calls of his parish at Saltoun,
he was appointed Professor of Divinity of Glasgow University
in 1669, where he remained four and a half years ¢ in no small
exercise of my patience,”” he says.

Here his energy showed no abatement; he was busy with
his studies every day from 4 a.m. to 10 a.m., and from 10 a.m.
till late at night his professorship left him but little leisure. He
was a perfect lion at work, and with the help of consistent good
health, he accomplished a stupendous amount, of which all seems
to have been of the best.

During his professorship, Burnet wrote and published his
¢« Modest and Free Conference between a Conformist and a
Non-Conformist,” in which he ably expounded the liberal
principles of Church government which controlled his actions
throughout life. At Glasgow, too, he made the acquaintance of
Archbishop Leighton, who had, no doubt, a great influence on
both his life and character.

At this period his position and influence became very power-
ful, clergy and statesmen brought their difficulties to him for
advice, and in 1671 he was offered the choice of four vacant
bishoprics in Scotland; but, fearing any impediment to his
freedom, he chose to refuse them all. ;

At Glasgow, too, he met and married Lady Margaret
Kennedy, a lady of a certain age, ancient lineage, and consider-
able wealth; but he takes pains to tell us, in his enormous
« History of My own Times,” that he refused to have any of the
responsibility of the control of her means. Lady Margaret did
not long survive her marriage, and Burnet had two other wives ;-
his first left him a fortune, his second a family, and his third—
the devout authoress, Elizabeth Burnet—a veritable library of
prayers (one to be used twice daily by servants covers four and a
half closely printed pages!)

In 1674 he found his way to London, to which centre 2
certain innate desire seems to have drawn him, for he was essen-
tially English in his sympathies ; and true to his character of a
bold protestant against vice, we hear of him at once personally
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rebuking the profligate King Charles II. for his evil life, for which
the Merry Monarch forbad him the Court, and, indeed, to come
within twenty miles of London, ‘‘for he proves himself too
busy !” To Burnet, however, such orders were of little moment,
and in the following year, after declining the living of St. Giles’,
Cripplegate, he accepted the chaplaincy of the Rolls Chapel and
the Lectureship of St. Clement’s, in direét opposition to Court
influence ; and shortly afterwards addressed a letter to the King,
of which the following is an extract. Probably never had King
Charles heard such home truths from so unexpected a source !

(Extract from Letter).

« There is, sir, one thing and one thing only that can easily extricate you
from your troubles, it is not the change of a minister or of a council, a new
alliance or a session of parhament, but it is a change in your own heart and in
your course of life. And now, sir, permit me (with all the humility of a subject
prostrate at your feet) to tell you that all the distrust your people have of you,
all the necessities yon are now under, all the indignation of Heaven that is now
on you, and appears in the defeating of all your counsels, flow from this, that
you have not feared nor served God, but have given yourself up to so many
sinful pleasures.”

King Charles read it twice, and misquoting a rhyme, still
familiar, said to himself, ¢ Isn’t this a pretty note to set before
a king ?” threw the letter into the fire.

After writing this letter, Burnet fell into great disfavour with
the king, and varying and intricate is the history of his middle
life ; now we find him overwhelmed with honour and preferments,
and now, driven from all of them, seeking safety in France and

Rome.

One example of his strange life he tells himself. Having
written a book of ¢ Travels,” exposing the evils of Popery and
tyranny, < which was much read,” he found that he had very
greatly raised the king’s displeasure. Being condemned in the
Scottish Courts of high treason, he remained in exile in Holland
and became a naturalised subject after three years’ absence from
England ; but the king demanded the Dutch to hand him over,
and their refusal—after due trial of Burnet—would have led to
war between the English and the Dutch had the English ex-
chequer permitted it, failing which the king ¢ did and said many
things but little to his honour.” But Burnet was denounced as
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an outlaw, and a price of £5,000 was offered to anyone who
should seize or destroy him; these threats, however, had no
further effect than to cause him to stay within doors, “for I
never possessed my own soul in a more perfect calm, and in a
clearer cheerfulness of spirit, than I did during all these
threatenings.”

The opposition to Burnet, however, cost the family of the
king more than he had anticipated ; for all his power of intrigue
and organisation Burnet handed over to the interests of Prince
William of Orange, to whom he became chaplain, on his under-
taking the Great Revolution of 1688; and within a very short
time he was appointed Bishop of Salisbury.

Now it was that the true bent of his character found full play.
Not to follow in detail the tenure of his office, we find throughout
that breadth of sympathy and wide toleration of those outside his
own party—if party he had—and, indeed, outside his own
communion, were the keynote of his rule.

The great Archbishop Tillotson was his most intimate friend ;
on his death Burnet wrote:—“A man of the truest judgment
and best temper I have ever known,a man of clear head and
most compassionate and tender heart, a faithful and zealous
friend, but a gentle and soon conquered enemy—so I found him.”
A telling tribute surely both to the writer and to him written of.

The Bishop of Salisbury remained a constant friend and adviser
of King William’s, and on the death of his devoted and pious
Queen Mary, the king said that no one—unless it be the Bishop
of Salisbury—knew a very tithe of her virtues; to this noble
lady the Bishop was much attached, and he wrote and published
in 1695 an essay on her character, with a portrait, of which Mr.
D’Israeli, Lord Beaconsfield’s father, gives an interesting
account in his ¢ Curiosities of Literature,” a book which everyone
should know. )

Subsequently, King William appointed the Bishop preceptor
to the young Duke of Gloucester, the only one of Queen’s
Anne’s ‘seventeen children to survive childhood, and even l"le
only just completed his eleventh year, a boy delighte'd i
warlike sports and hunting, and so sweet-tempered, pious,
and spirited as to be generally beloved.”
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But in his duties of preceptor, the Bishop was not to be
free from cavil and criticism; Parliament even was concerned
about it, and a private address was presented to the king to
remove him from that post. Some objected that he was a
Scotchman, some that he was a heretic, but, as a whole, Parlia-
ment would not petition against him. If we may judge of his
capacity from his own account, we can imagine that the little
Duke watched these proceedings, not without interest. He
writes :—*¢ I was trusted with his education for two years ; I read
over the Psalms, Proverbs, and Gospels with him, and had ex-
plained these things very copiously. I went through geography
with him so often that he knew all the maps very particularly,
with the forms of government in every country, with the interests
and trades of each. I acquainted him with all the great revolu-
tions that had been in the world, and gave him a copious account
of Greek and Roman historians and of Plutarch’s lives. I
explained to him the Gothic constitution and the beneficiary and
feudal laws: these things were both delighting and easy to
him.” But the little Prince died when he was just eleven years
old, and the good Bishop’s hopes of bringing up another marvel
of scholarship like himself, to be King of England, were dis-
appointed.

The rest of his life Bishop Burnet devoted to his episcopal
duties, living still in Soho Square, where he first occupied a
house on the north side, but subsequently he lived on the east
side, next door south of Carlisle House, where he had for neigh-
bours many of the most adtive and distinguished men and
women of his time. His death, which occurred in 1715, robbed
the now firmly-established House of Hanover of one of its most
valued supporters ; but the Church and the Nation retained the
works of onewho was at once voluble and for the times trnst-
worthy. His ¢ Exposition of the Thirty-nine Articles” has, it
is true, been superseded, but no doubt has had its influence
on modern thought ; but his monumental ‘¢ History of My own
‘Times,” in spite of a somewhat rugged style, is a book so
brimful of life, so genuine in tone and feeling, that it must
ever remain the standard work on its particular aspect of,
perhaps, the most interesting period in British history.
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BISHOP COMPTON.
1632—1713,
In St: {&nne's Clergy Vestry lies a large discoloured parchment
c?ntammg 130 lines of about 40 words each ; it would fill about
sixteen pages of TuE Somo MagGazing, but as it is half in the

Latin tongue, and all in the lawyers’, (who were paid according

to the number of words used) it is ‘““unavoidably held over.”

Henxy Compton Bathop of London.,
after D Loggon.

Ffis Saal & Autrgrapd, /;:1.; %:_?mam.m@r%@;y

This document is the Deed of Consecration and bears the
signature ¢ H. Londin ” over the bands of a missing seal. The
writer of this signature was Henry, Bishop of London, sixth
son of Spencer Compton, second Earl of Northampton. His
tamily has taken a leading part in the history of their country ;
generation after generation has produced bishops, ambassadors,
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chancellors, generals, and statesmen ; and the present Bishop of
Ely, and his brother, the late Marquess of Northampton are—
there is a charm in exatness—his great-great-great-great-great
nephews !

Henry Compton was the founder of St. Anne’s Church; for
not only did he, as Bishop of London, consecrate it to the
service of Almighty God, but he also took the initial step of
giving a sum of money, which was at his disposal, towards the
building of the fabric.

The Bishop’s father, a soldier distinguished for his brave
services to the cause of James I., was killed in action at Hopton
Heath; his five elder brothers were all knighted for military
service in the Cavalier interest ; no wonder then that he himself
began life as a cornet in the Royal Horse Guards. His military
career, however, was brief; and, having previously .studied at
Queen’s College, Oxford, and travelled in Italy and elsewhere,
he became a ‘graduate of Cambridge, and took Holy Orders at
the age of thirty. To a man of unquestioned piety, of great
force of character, and let us in honesty add, of noble birth,
promotion in these stirring times was rapid; and twelve years
after his ordination, Compton was made Bishop of Oxford, and
in the following year (1675) he was translated to the See of
London. ¢ This worthy person’s talent,” says Evelyn in his
inimitable diary, ‘“is not preaching, but he is like to make a
grave and serious man,” and this estimate of his character
seems to be well supported.  His published works, of which

»

many remain to us,—though the writer has never seen them
outside the British Museum,—prove him to have been a violent
opponent of the errors of the medizval papacy; and this
avowed attitude accounts for his being suspended from his
bishopric by King James II.’s influence, and for the appointment
of two other bishops tc administer his see. His suspension
robbed him neither of his influence, his revenues, nor his home,
where he ardently pursued his favourite study of botany to the
lasting benefit of the Fulham Palace gardens. ‘¢ Meanwhile
his clergy,” says Bishop Burnet, ¢ were really more governed by
the secret intimations of his pleasure, than they had been by his
authority before.”
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There is no need to follow the details of his eventful episco-
pate; at one time we find him transplanting a rare exotic plant
with his own fingers at Fulham; at another, dressed in full
uniform as Colonel of a body of two hundred horse, marching
with drawn sword into Oxford to ensure the escape of his
former pupil, Princess Anne, from the household of her father,
James II.

On the accession of William and Mary in 1688, Archbishop
Sancroft refused to recognise them, and Bishop Compton
crowned them King and Queen ; and, when the Archbishop was
consequently deprived, he was appointed to act as primate ; but
after some delay, Tillotson was appointed Archbishop, and four
years later Tenison succeeded him, and Compton was, no doubt,
somewhat disappointed ; subsequently, he gradually drew out of
his active life, and dying at the age of 81, was buried outside
Fulham Church at his own request.

He had spent his large private fortune in charity, and the
re-building of Churches, so that when he died he was quite a poor
man.

ORATOR HENLEY.
1692—1756.

Joun HENLEY's life presents an interesting but disappointing
picture, The son and grandson of successive vicars of Melton
Mowbray, he took his degree at St. John’s College, Cambridge,
in 1712, and began his career as a schoolmaster; but his breadth
of intellectual range and ready wit soon began to chafe under
the restritions of the hide-bound and monotonous systems of
education then in vogue. This impatience led him to publish
numerous new grammars: Spanish grammars, Italian gram-
mars, French grammars, Greek grammars, Latin grammars,
Hebrew grammars, and Chaldee grammars, culminating in a
work called ¢ The Complete Linguist: universal grammar of all
the considerable languages in being: a compendious way to
master any language in the wosld.” In the following year he
wrote a ¢ Dissertation on Nonsense.” Such was the man, self-
confident, assertive, and presumptuous, but with just enough of
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that humour (so rare in the omniscient!) to appreciate the
absurdity of his presumption.

In 1716 he took Holy Orders in the Church of England, and
came to London as reader at the Church of St. George-the-
Martyr. Here he gained a wide reputation both as a preacher
of popular charity sermons, and as a writer of pseudonymous
skits. After retiring for a short time to a country living in
Suffolk, he returned in 1726 to London, and rented rooms in
Newport Market, where he preached every Sunday morning,
discoursed every Sunday evening, and lectured every Wednes-
day ¢ On some other science.” By such methods as awarding
medals to his regular adherents, and by the strangest of ad-
vertisements, he invariably drew together large crowds. Here
is an example of how he collected the shoemakers :

¢“To SHOEMAKERS.

How to make a shoe in 23 minutes, by a new and speedy method.”

The discourse opened to this effect :

“ About that shoe, get a top boot and cut the top off; but now about
weightier matters, &c.” '

And here is another :

“ On Wednesday, the oration will be on the skits of the fashion, or a live
gallery of family pictures of all ages; ruffs, muffs, puffs, manifold; shoes,
wedding shoes, slip shoes; heels, clocks, pantogles, buskins, pantaloons,
garters ; shoulder knots, periwigs, modesties, tuckers, fardingales, minnikins,
slammakins, ruffles, round robins, toilets, fans, patches: dames, forsooth,
madam, my lady, the wit and heauty of my grandma; Winifred, Joan, Bridget,
compared with our Winnie, Jenny, or Biddy: fine ladies and pretty gentle-
women : being a general view of the beau-monde from before Noah’s flood to the
year ’29.”

“He would jump into the pulpit,” said a contemporary,
‘““like a harlequin, and beat his notions into his audience, with
arms, hands, legs, and head, as if people’s understandings were
to be courted and knocked down with his powerful and often-
used fists.”

His ¢“Oratory ” was brilliantly decorated with velvet and
gold, but centred in the gilded tub in which he was ¢ preacher
at once, and zany of the age.” His ritual was gaudy and
elaborate, but purely arbitrary, and calculated to do no more
than fire the fancy and entrance the eye.
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In 1729 the Grand Jury of Westminster did him the honour
to forbid him preaching, ¢ For that he being in Priests’ Orders
by his advertisements in the Public Newspapers invited all
persons to.come thither and take seats for twelve pence apiece,
promising them diversion under the title of Voluntaries, Chimes
of the Times, Roundelays, College Bobs, Madrigals, Operas,
&c.” By the help of such opposition, and of the untiring satire
of Pope, Henley succeeded, for some time time at least, in

Joux HENLEY, 1692-1756.

establishing his claim to be the ‘‘restorer of eloquenFe to the
Church,”’ especially among the butchers, to whom his uf]con-
ventional methods (together with his boxing success “"wtthout
the gloves!”) were a great attraction. But'as time went
on the fluent nonsense that trickled from his tongue, and
hurtled from his lips with paralysing buoyancy, began to pale,



108 MEN AND WOMEN OF SOHO.

to glimmer, and so die, till the leader of thousands became the
beggar from tens, and died in 1756 in disrepute, ignominy,
penury, and contempt.

The memory of Orator Henley still lives in Pope’s Dun-
ciads, in Hogarth’s two pictures, ¢ The Christening of the
Child,” and *¢ The Oratory,” and in his voluminous publications
of Apologies, Discourses, Disputations, Conflicts, Transaétions,
in which he teaches all languages, and all eloquence, exposes all
unbelievers, explains all problems, and translates most of the
Classics. -

Henley’s is an interesting life, because he played a pro-
minent part in the London of his time, and was a living protest
against the humdrum monotony of some of the educational and
ecclesiastical methods of the eighteenth century; a disappoint-
ing life, because gifted with the enterprise of a Barnum, and the
eloquence of a Burke, he allowed a vulgar ambition to degrade
his enterprise to buffoonery, his eloquence to cant.

BISHOP OSBALDISTON.
16go—1764.

RicHarRD OsBALDISTON, Bishop of London, was born in 1690,
and was the second son of Sir Richard -Osbaldiston of that
ilk, lord of Havercroft, and head of a very distinguished
Lancashire family.  After being educated at Beverley school,
he became Master of Arts at St. John’s College, Cambridge,
and a Fellow of Peterhouse, and rapidly began to tread the
primrose path of preference. His first preferment was to the
¢ very rich living ” of Hinderwell, to which the Duke of Port-
land presented him: times are sadly changed! the present
rector of Hinderwell is also a Peterhouse man, but he provides
a curate (for there are 4900 acres in his parish), and receives
considerably less than £200 a year. While there, King
George II. appointed him Royal Chaplain, and he had charge
of what intellectual development there was in the mind ot
George III.; in 1728 he became Dean of York, and in 1747
succeeded Bishop Fleming as Bishop of Carlisle, in which
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cap.acity we learn that he was ¢ rich, indolent, and chiefly non-
resident.”  After fifteen years, however, he followed Bishop
Hayter as Bishop of London, “to nobody’s joy,” so at least
says Hurd, who having received promotion from him, was
p.robably not prejudiced ; “and proved everyway unequal to the
situation,” adds Chandler in his Life of Doctor Johnson,

BisHoP OSBALDISTON, 1690-1764.

His tenure of the see lasted but two years, for he died, says
the_National Dictionary of Biography, at Fulham in 1764, and
was buried in the Parish Church: this statement is probably
inaccurate, as the Bishop had a princely mansion in Soho,
which extended from Frith Street to Dean Street, in which
he is generally believed to have died; a newspaper, dated
May 1764, contains this notice :—

% To-morrow morning (May 23rd) early, the corpse of the late Lord Biskop
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of London will be carried from his late dwelling in Thrift Street, Soho, in
order to be interred at his seat in Yorkshire.”

This house was of great magnificence, and its painted staircase
was, till recent years, well remembered by the old inhabitants
of the neighbourhood ; but, with eight other houses, it was
burnt down in 1803.

The Bishop, though he married twice, left no children.

This latter fact emboldens the writer to refer to a very
¢“modern,” if not very edifying correspondence, which is pre-
served between the Bishop and his successor, Bish)op Lyttelton,
of Carlisle: the latter complains bitterly of the state of Rose
Castle, the episcopal seat; the chimneys had not been swept for
years, the beds were ragged, the saucepans were rusty, the
claret, which was paid for as good, was growing * staile, naught,
and sour as verjuice,” the port was ‘“ so foul as to have to be
filtered,” nay, even the Chaplain’s surplice had been carried off,
so that the new Chaplain must needs read prayers before half
the county without a surplice—(oh, sad disgrace !).

It is sad, too, to have to record that Bishop Osbaldiston’s
letters in reply refle¢t as little credit upon the courtesy of his
manner, as the charges do upon the cleanliness of his person
and household; perhaps we can afford to be thankful after all
that times are changed.

In spite of the combined effort of Archbishop Secker of
Canterbury and Bishop Newton, who was then the a¢ting Dean
of St. Paul’s, the Bishop of London stoutly refused to admit any
statuary into his Cathedral; “ for,” said he, * Sir Christopher
Wren designed no such thing, since then there has been no
statue before my time, neither now shall there be any!” and
the old Bishop worked himself up into such a passion about it,
that it was never again attempted ; and not until 1796, thirty
years later, was the first statue (that of John Howard) raised in
the Metropolitan Cathedral.

We will conclude our glance at this rather uneventful, and
not altogether picturesque life, by one of the few little pieces of
appreciation which are left to us: Archdeacon Moss, in a sermon
soon after his death, admired ‘‘his sense of responsibility, his
love of literature, his talent for business, and his love of hospi-
tality,” Of a truth, ¢“the good is oft interred with their bones.”
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WILLIAM WAKE,

1657—1737.
ALTHOUGH Mr. William Wake, the Archbishop’s father was a
man of no little importance in the little town of Blandford, in
Dorsetshire, doubtless he took some pride in the fa¢t that the
great Doctor Fell, Dean of Christ Church, and subsequently
Bishop of Oxford, had urged him to send his promising son to
Christ Church, Oxford, the doctor’s own college, rather than to
Trinity, as he had previously intended.

“To Christ Church, therefore, the young man went, and from
there he wrote a letter to his father (as young men will) which
astonished him ; for had not the father conceived a magnificent
plan by which his son should seek his fortune in a large whole-
sale clothing business, and become a civic ornament at least, if
not, indeed, a civic alderman. But Oxford influences proved too
much even for so glorious a prospect, and the letter announced
that he had decided to take Holy Orders.

After his ordination, he started for Paris in 1682 as chaplain
to his college friend, the young Lord Preston, who had become
Ambassador to the Court of France. As it happened, at that
time a great synod of French clergy had just issued a ¢ Declara-
tion ” considered by some historians to be the ¢ most important
act of Gallican Christianity,” and Wake was inspired with a
keen interest in French Church affairs, which he never lost, and
which led to his earnest but futile efforts, as archbishop, to es-
tablish a reunion between the British and French Churches.

About this time Dr. Fell, who had succeeded Bishop Comp-
ton of London, as Bishop of Oxford, employed Wake to collate
some manuscripts of the Greek Testament for him. Poor Dr.
Fell is known to many only as the vitim of Tom Brown’s
cruelly memorable lines :

1 do not like you, Dr. Fell,
The reason why I cannot tell,
But this I know, I know full well,
1 do not like you, Dr. Fell.”

which by the way are probably a playful parody of Martial’s
Epigram ¢ Non amo te, Sabelle.” Dr. Fell was none the less a
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most devoted and popular dean, even among those under-
graduates of which Tom Brown was but one.

But to return, Lord Preston came back from Paris in 1685,
and with him Mr. William Wake, who in 1687 became con-
nected with St. Anne’s, Soho, as the first curate, or as it then
was, lecturer; for assistant clergy, as we know them, were un-
known, and the Vestry appointed Lec¢turers and Readers of

ArcHBISHOP WAKE, 1657-1737.

Prayers. But this position failed to provide either the work or
the position of which so eminent a man was capable, and before
very long both these failings were remedied, the former by his
appointment in 1688 to the Preachership at Gray’s Inn, the latter
by his acceptance in the following year of a Canonry of Christ
Church, Oxford.
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In his famous diary, Evelyn wrote: “I went to hear Mr.
Wake at the new-built Church of St. Anne, on Mark viii. 35,
upon the subject of taking up the cross and strenuously behaving
ourselves in times of persecution, as this now threatened to be.”

From the index sheet of some lost Vestry minutes we learn
that Mr. (we should have said Canon) Wake resigned his lec-
tureship at St. Anne’s in 1691 ; but his love for the Church and
Schools is proved by frequent gifts, including ¢ branches for the
gallery for holding candles,” and, perhaps, even by his ordering,
twenty-five years after, when he was Archbishop of Canterbury,
¢t that ye boys have each a pennyworth of bread and cheese and
a pint of strong drink in ye evening at school till 11 o’clock at
night.” This indulgence was probably to compensate the boys
for their detention from the many temptations of Bartholomew
Fair; but would Archbishop Wake's present successor, or the
C.E.T.S. approve ?

One other period of Archbishop Wake’s life demands
mention as associating him with our immediate neighbourhood :
his retorship two years after leaving St. Anne’s, of the parish
of St. James’, Piccadilly or Westminster, extended from 1693 to
1706, although in 1703 he became Dean of Exeter, and in 1705
was consecrated Bishop of Lincoln, and on the death of Arch-
bishop Tenison in 1715, he was translated to the see of Canter-
bury, which he held till his death in 1737. He wasa moderate
man in all but two particulars, his writings were voluminous, his
family vast.

LECTURERS AT ST. ANNE’S.

JOHN MARSHALL.

We find from the Vestry minutes that Dr. John Marshall
succeeded Dr. Wake as Lecturer of St. Anne’s, being appointed
in 1692, and that he resigned the lectureship in 1729; but this

is all that we can discover about him. i
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RICHARD BUNDY.

Dr. Ricuarp Bunpy was appointed ¢ Reader of Prayers” in
1720. Two years later he became ¢ Clerk of the Parish ” and
we find the following Vestry minute for November g, 1726.

¢ Ordered that £30 per annum be allowed Mr. Bunday for his extraordinary
care and diligence in his office as Clerk in Orders, to be paid quarterly out of

the Communion Money.”

~He became joint-Lecturer with Mr. Thomas in 1729 and
resigned in 1732. In that year he was appointed Vicar of St.
Bride’s, Fleet Street, and made Prebendary of Westminster.
He was already Chaplain-in-Ordinary to the King. From the
Gentleman’s Magazine, vol. ii. p. 777, we learn thatin 1732 he
accompanied the King when he paid a visit to his dominions in
Hanover, and was presented by his University (Oxford) with the
degree of D.D. Next year he was presented with the rich living
of East Barnet, which he appears to have held until his death in
1739. In 1740, the year following his death, there appeared two
volumes of his sermons which passed through a second edition,
and were republished in 1791. They are sermons of con-
siderable power and deserved the popularity they obtained.
It is interesting to see how many names of the parishioners
of St. Anne’s appear in the list of 1220 subscribers to these
volumes, amongst them, the Royalties who then lived at
Leicester House, Leicester Square, Martin Clare, F.R.S,,
of Soho Square, Earl of Macclesfield, Countess of Carlisle,
and many more. Dr. Bundy was not only a preacher of repute,
but a translator. He translated Lamy’s Apparatus Biblicus,
and the Roman History by Catron and Rouille, in 6 vols.

JOHN THOMAS.

Dr. JounN THowMas, the fourth Lecturer of St. Anne'’s, was
another very eminent man with a somewhat remarkable history.
He was a son of a Colonel in the Army and was sent to Christ
Church, Oxford, with a view to his taking a valuable living pro-
mised to him by a wealthy friend of his father. When the living
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became vacant the promise was not kept. But this disappoint-
ment was really the foundation of his fortunes, for it decided
him to take a curacy in London, where he very quickly established
his reputation as a preacher, and attracted large congregations.
His sermons, of which many were published, explain his popu-
larity, for they were full of fervour and of forcible and telling

Dr. JouN THoMmas.

illustrations. He was presented in 1732 to the Rectories of St.
Benedict’s and St. Peter’s, Paul’'s Wharf. In the same year he
succeeded his friend Dr. Bundy as sole Lecturer at St. Ann'e’s,
having been joint-Lecturer with him during the .three previous
years. It was in the same year that he became §t111 more .closely
connected with the parish by his marriage with the sister of
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Thomas Mulso, of Twywell, Northamptonshire, whose town
residence was for many years in King’s Square Court, now
Carlisle Street. Thomas Mulso also married the sister of Dr.
Thomas, and was the father of the celebrated Mrs. Hester
Chapone. In 1742, Dr. Thomas became Canon Residentiary of
St. Paul’s, Chaplain-in-Ordinary to King George II., and Boyle
Lecturer. In 1747 he was consecrated Bishop of Peterborough,
and five years later, in 1752, he became tutor of the Prince of
Wales (afterwards George IIL.), who at that time was living at
Leicester House, Leicester Square. He thoroughly won the
heart of his royal pupil and exerted the best influence upon his
life. A strong personal attachment sprung up between the
Prince and his tutor, which lasted to the end of the good Bishop’s
life. The King and Queen were afterwards his frequent visitors
both at Chelsea and at Farnham Castle. He was made Bishop
-of Salisbury in 1757, and Bishop of Winchester in 1761. We
find his name in St. Anne’s Rate books as a resident in Soho
Square during the time that he was Bishop of Peterborough,
and Bishop of Salisbury. He died at the Episcopal Palace,
Chelsea, May 1, 1781, at the age of eighty-five.

THOMAS CHURCH.

It is impossible to find out exactly how long Dr. Thomas
Church was Lecturer at St. Anne’s, but it is clear that he filled
the office for a considerable time. From that most useful period-
ical, the Gentleman’s Magazine, to which every biographical
di¢tionary is largely indebted, and from Dr. Church’s published
works in the British Museum we are able to gather a few facts
.about him. He was born in 1707. He received his University
education at Brasenose College, Oxford. At the age of thirty-
three he became Vicar of Battersea, and held the living until his
death in 1756. During this period he was appointed to a
Prebendal stall in St. Paul’s Céthedral, and was Lecturer at St.
Anne's. He preached an eloquent sermon at the death of Dr.
Pelling, the second Rector of St. Anne’s in the year 1750, to
which we shall have occasion to refer later on in our notice of
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Dr. Pelling. But his published sermons are mainly of a contro-
versial character. Wesley and Whitfield come in for a share of
his adverse criticism, and Oxford in 1749 conferred upon him
the degree of D.D. for his * Vindication against Conyers Middle-
ton of the miraculous powers of the early Church.” More remark-
able still, as shewing his impartiality, is the attack which he
made upon the Deism of Lord Bolingbroke, who had been one of
his patrons. His writings throw considerable light upon Church
life in the middle of the eighteenth century. i

MARSHALL MONTAGUE MERRICK.

Dr. M. M. Merrick was lecturer of St. Anne’s during the latter
part of the eighteenth century. He was a great book collector.
His library was sold by Messrs. Leigh & Sotheby in 1783, and
the sale occupied 22 days.

MASTERS OF THE SOHO ACADEMY.

MARTIN CLARE.
AmMong the Clergy who during the eighteenth century exercised
a considerable influence over the life of Soho, were the Head
Masters of the famous Soho Academy. This high-class Com-
mercial School was established early in the eighteenth century,
not later than 1719, in which year it appears to have been a
flourishing institution. It was situated at the north side of Soho
Square, and occupied the site of what is now the French Pro-
testant Church. Martin Clare appears to have founded the
school in 1719, for this is the first year in which his name is
found on our rate books. We have no documentary proof that
he was a clergyman, but as St. Anne’s Vestry appointed a
¢¢ Reader of Prayers” of the name of Clare in 1741, we think we
may give him the benefit of the doubt, and include him amqngs_t
the Clergy. He was a man of some distinction both as an
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author and as a schoolmaster. He wrote a ¢ Youth’s Introduction
to trade and business,” a book which reached a tenth edition.
The first edition bears the date of January, 1739, and is dedi-
cated to his young pupil ¢ Master George Onslow, only son of
the Right Hon. Arthur Onslow, Esq., Speaker of the Honourable
House of Commons.” According to our rate books Speaker
Onslow lived on the east side of Soho Square, near to Carlisle
House. He was also the author of a ¢ Treatise on the Motion
of Fluids,” dedicated to Viscount Weymouth, the Grand Master
of the Freemasons. This also appears to have been a popular
book, and it is interesting to find in the list of ¢ Encouragers’’
at the begining of the book a number of names which appear at
that time on the rate books of St. Anne’s. We also find in the
catalogue of the British Museum a lecture delivered to his
brother Freemasons on the ¢‘Advantages enjoyed by the
Fraternity.”

But fortunately we are able to draw a better mental picture of
the Academy itself than of its Founder, for in 1719 there was
published an elaborate prospeétus of the school, entitled : ‘¢ Rules
and Orders for the Government of the Academy in Soho Square,
London.” Martin Clare and Cuthbert Barwis are described as
the ¢¢ Directors.”

The reason for publishing these ¢ Rules and Ocders” is
stated to be:

‘“ That the parent and the scholar may be apprised of the discipline in this
place of Instrution; and the rather, as it is expected that the scholar should
in all respe@s conformto what is thus given, as the Rule of Condu& during
his Tuition here.” S

Under ¢ General Laws for the Pupil’s Conduct in the Gram-
mar and Writing Schools’” we find a list: first of ¢ Petty Omis-
sions and Commissions.”

““The penalty to each of the Faults above is one-eighth of a penny or pro-
portionable Punishment.”

Then follow ¢¢ Grand Commissions,” amongst which are :

“ Inattention to the Reading of Holy Scripture, Misbehaviour in Time of
Prayer, and not Reading the Morning Psalms with Sobriety and Devotion.
Penalty is discretionary.”

Under ¢ Grand Commissions "’ we find :

‘ Buying, Selling, and Gaming in school time, for which the penalty is one
penny.”’
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Last of all were * Capital Offences,” to which the penalty
of ¢ whipping” was attached :
‘- ¢ Lying, Theft, Rebellion, Swearing, Immodest Speech, Tormenting, Striking
in School, the Aggressor in a Quarrel out of School, Coming more than Half-
an-hour Late, Being noted to the Value of Three Pence in any one week in
the Monitors® Bills.”

The Monitors kept an account of the fines, and presented a
bill at the end of every week. This put considerable power into
their hands, but it was enacted that :

‘ Monitors who should show themselves partial in the execution of their office
will be whipped.”

These ‘“ fines " were spent in providing ‘¢ diversions " for the
boys and an Annual “ Collation,” to which they might invite
their friends.

A strong desire is expressed to ¢ banish the rod as far as
possible,” but it appears to have been an important factor in the
discipline of the Soho Academy. The  strap’ was used for
smaller offences when the fine was not forthcoming, and the
alternative of ¢ strap’ or “fine” seems to have been offered to
offenders, for we find that the ¢ equivalent” of a farthing was
a ‘“stroke with a strap on the hand.”

School began at seven in the morning all the year round. At
nine o’clock, half-an-hour was allowed for breakfast, and twelve
(noon) and five p.m. were the times for dismissing school. On
Thursday and Saturday there was a half-holiday.

Saints’ Days were observed as follows :

« The pupils are taught in the schools till nine o’clock. They then spend
some time in religious Exercises and Considerations; and on S}mdays the
Domestic Scholars are employed in this way more than once, besides attend-
ing the Public Worship of Almighty God.”

After dinner on Saints’ Days, as also on ¢ State holidays,” the
s« Domestic Scholars”’ (Boarders) were allowed to  visit their
friends and otherwise divert themselves.”

There was a French School which formed a Department of
the Academy, and for which there were elaborate rules. At this
time we know from a census recorded in our Vestry Minutes,
that nearly one-half of the population of St. Anne’s was French,
and from the large number of French servants we conclude that
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there were many well-to-do Frenchmen who would probably bs
glad to avail themselves of the instruction given in the Soho
Academy.

The ATHLETICS of the School seem to have consisted chiefly
of Dancing and Fencing. Under the ¢ Orders” for the Dancing

School we find the following :

“ Every Saturday between Michaelmas and Lady Day there are to be at
least Two Country Dances after Lessons, at which all the Dancers are to
assist; and with the Dancing Master’s permission, others of the Domestic
Scholars may join therein, if there be room and they behave properly.”

s Ascension Day is the time fixed for the Annual Ball, to begin exactly at
Six in the Evening, and to end at Ten (as all other Dancings are to do). To
this the Dancers are at liberty to invite their friends and relations, and the
settled allowance to the Dancing Master for Music and Candles is five shillings
from each of the pupils.”

No mention is made of cricket, though at that time there
would be fields very near to Soho in which it might have been
played. The only reference to Games is the following, which is
found among the Laws and Regulations to be observed by the
Boarders or Domestic Scholars of the Academy in Soho Square

out of schools.

“Out of Hours of Study ‘none but detrimental Diversions are forbidden
them: castle-tops for instance and span-farthing within doors; and the use of
balls, stones, arrows and other projeiles without are not tolerated.”

The following extracts from the Rates for Learning, Boarding
and Tuition at the Academy in Soho Square, London, are in-
teresting for the light they throw upon the middle class education
180 years ago:

“ The Customary Entrance to the House and Master is Five Guineas, or an
Equivalent in Linen, Plate, &c.

“The Rate of Boarding, Instru&ion, and the ordinary Contingencies, is
Thirty Pounds a year without further charge.

¢ The Gentlemen for this are entitled to the Learning of Writing, of Arith-
metic, Grammar-Learning of all kinds, Geography and French, and to the
hearing all public Lectures read Weekly in Morality, Religion and Useful
Literature, such as Natural and Experimental Philosophy, for the Explication
of which, a large Apparatus of Machines and Instruments is provided.

*“ They are also to have the use of a Barber; of a Pew, both at the English
and French Churches ; of the Maps and Globes; Pens and Ink; School-Fire
and Candles; and are to have small repairs done to their Linen, Stockings and
Clothes into the same Rate.

“ Such Gentlemen as require a Single Room, are to pay Five Pounds a year
more.

«1f they choose to sup with the Master, another Five Pounds a year.

¢ If breakfast-tea is required it will be half-a-guinea a term extra.”
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Amongst the ‘“Extras” we find that each of the ¢ Sub-
Masters ” was to receive a present at Christmas and Whitsun-
tide, and that presents must also be given to each of the ¢ Menial
Servants.”’

A School Library was provided :

“ They have also the use of a large and select Library of the best English

authm:s in prose and verse, and enjoy all other advantages of the Society
established among the pupils of this place in 1719.”

The Vacations were shorter than they are now :

‘ Vacations at Christmas three weeks; at Easter ten days; at Whitsuntide a
fortnight, and ten days at Bartholomew-tide.”

We shall be able to learn a little more of the educational
methods and ideals at the Soho Academy under the names of
Cuthbert Barwis and William Barrow, the Head Masters who
succeeded Martin Clare. We find Mr. Martin Clare’s name
in the Rate Books of St. Anne’s from 1719 to 1736, and conclude
that he died or resigned in the latter year.

CUTHBERT BARWIS.

CutHBERT BaRwIs succeeded Martin Clare as Master of the
Soho Academy. During his time the Academy acquired fame
for the training which was there given in the acting of English
tragedy and comedy.

In the Diary of Frances Burney, Tuesday, November 135,
1768, we find the following :

¢ We all went in our coach, Mrs. Pringle, and her son, Mr. Seaton, and our
Ladyships to see the play of ‘“Tamerlane ” a&ed by young gentlemen at an
Academy in Soho Square. The play was much better performed than I ex-
pe&ted, and the dresses were superb—made new for the purpose, by the
members of the Society, and proper for the characters and country—that is,
after the Turkish manner. The farce was very well done. We were much
entertained—Mr. Seaton was so very clever, droll and entertaining, you can’t
imagine. When the performance was over, Tamerlane came to me to open

the Ball!”

According to Boaden :

« Dr. Barwis’s view, in not merely permitting, but urging and correcting
such performances, was confessedly to give the pupils “a free and unem-
barrassed manner, and an accurate and powerful elocution, which he conclude.d
to be essential to the display of the sound erudition which occupied their

studies.”
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Henry Angelo says in his Reminiscences :

“ The first time I saw Holman, the performer, was when at School in Soho
Square, at the Rev. Dr. Barwis’s. Hamlet was the charaéter. It was in the
Christmas holidays ; there was afterwards a dance in the Schoolroom.”

Holman the adétor, Fawcett the actor, and Morton the
dramatist were schoolfellows at the Soho Academy under Dr.
Barwis.

We find on consulting the Minutes of St. Anne’s Schools
Committee that both Dr. Barwis and his successor Dr. Barrow
took a lively interest in our Parochial Schools. For some years
Dr. Barwis acted as Hon. Secretary of the Committee, an
office which involved a considerable amount of labour, and
under his influence a system of quarterly examinations was
introduced which considerably increased the thoroughness of
the teaching.

WILLIAM BARROW.

THeE Rev. Dr. Barrow, the third headmaster, succeeded Dr.
Cuthbert Barwis in 1785. He was a Yorkshireman; educated
at Queen’s College, Oxford: B.A. 1778, M.A. 1783, B.and D.C.L.
1785. He was Bampton Lecturer in 1799, and retired from his
scholastic work in 1802. He afterwards became Prebendary of
Southwell, Rector of Beelsby, Lincolnshire, and Archdeacon of
Nottingham. ¢ An essay on Education” in two vols., which he
published in 1802 throws some interesting light upon middleclass
education of the time, and contains a frank statement of his
views after an experience of seventeen years as Master of the
Soho Academy. He deals with the ¢ estimation, treatment, and
grievances of Masters in our Academies,” complains that a
“Schoolmaster is not well received by the higher orders of
society,” and that he is merely looked upon as ‘“a humble
drudge;” the great Milton himself ‘“having to be defended
against the imputation of having kept @ common boarding
school.” He also dwells upon the ‘¢ merits and defets of the
Discipline and Instruction in our Academies.” A perusal of the
volumes make us feel thankful for the progress in educational

ideals which has taken place during the last hundred years.
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We must content ourselves with quoting an extract from
his book which is especially of local interest, we mean his views
of the theatrical performances for which the Soho Academy had
so long been famous :

‘“ When I first engaged the Academy in Soho Square, I found that the annual
performance of one of the Dramas of Shakespere had been an established custom
for many years; and for four years longer it was continued ; and then, from a
convicion of its impropriety, finally relinquished. That in consequence of sparing
neither care nor time, neither labour nor expense upon the preparation, our per-
formances obtained an extraordinary degree of excellence, or at least of celebrity,
I may the more freely venture to state: not only because it was universally
admitted by all who were acquainted with the School, but because I avow this
very excellence to have constituted the principal objection to the exercise. It
exposed us the more to the censures, which I have passed upon such perform-
ances in general, for it rendered our own more produive of the evils which
naturally result from them. Several of the a&ors, who have since attained
considerable eminence at our public theatres, imbibed in the academy over
which I presided, their first passion for the stage; and some of the most intelli-
gent of the parents of our pupils became so sensible of the dangers to which
their sons were exposed, that they refused to have their names inserted amongst
those of the dramatis persone. Various attempts were made to guard against
the inconveniences of the practice, by what were thought necessary or judicious
regulations. But it was soon found that the only effe@ual remedy for its vari-
ous evils was a total abolition.”

Dr. Barrow died in 1836.

JOHN HEARNE.

THERE is a tablet over the door of the Clergy Vestry which
bears the following inscription :

THIS CHURCH WAS BUILT
ANNO DOMINI
1686.
REV. JOHN HEARNE, RECTOR.

MR. RICHARD CAMPION,

} CHURCHWARDENS.
MR. AUGUSTINE BEARE,

and we are filled with a desire to know what manner of man the
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first rector was. Unfortunately, the records of the man and his
work are very scanty. One thing we know, and that is, the
active encouragement which he gave to the establishment of
St. Anne’s Schools, and from the lately published Minutes of
the Society for the Promotion of Christian Knowledge we find
that he was one of the first subscribers and most earnest
workers in the cause of popular education. The special work
which he set himself to do, beyond the ordinary work of the
Committee, was to ‘‘ induce Vestries to found Charity Schools.”
For this the nation and his own parish owe him some grateful
remembrance.

Turning to our only other source of information, the Vestry
Minutes, we gather that he was a man of courage and deter-
mination. In those days the ¢ Gentlemen of the Vestry”
appear to have managed pretty nearly everything connected
with the Church and Parish, and were jealous of the exercise
of rights which the Redctor claimed. Amongst these rights to
which the Rector considered himself entitled was the appoint-
ment of one of the Churchwardens. Dr. Hearne considered it
his duty to insist upon this right and entered a ¢ caveat” at
Doctors’ Commons against the ¢ swearing in” of one of the
Churchwardens whom the Vestry had insisted upon electing.
But he was defeated. In spite, however, of this defeat he tried
a little later to assert what _he considered-to be his rights in
another and a smaller matter, the appointment of Sexton. On
December 3, 1703, he appointed one Richard Brown to be ¢ sole
sexton "’ when the Vestry had determined to appoint a second.
In vain did Dr. Hearne lay before the ¢¢ Gentlemen of the Vestry”
the written opinion of the Bishop in favour of Richard Brown
being i* sole sexton.” They declined to yield the point, and
ordered ‘‘a letter to be writt to the Bishop of London to show
cause why they did not consent to fall in with the wishes of his
Lordship and the Rector.” In the-endthey won. It is pleasant,
however, to note that in spite of these and other differences with
Dr. Hearne, the Vestry did him what they considered a
great honour at the last. When he died on December 26, 1704,
they put the parish to the expense of buying a new pall for his
funeral.
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JOHN PELLING.

Dr. Jou~N PerriNG succeeded Dr. John Hearne as Re@or of
St. Anne’s. The Vestry minutes afford abundant evidence that
he was an active and popular rector, and that he had considerable
repute as a preacher. As we have already pointed out in our

Dr. JoHN PELLING.

notice of Dr. Hearne, the Vestry, in the early days, were
determined to manage everything, the rector inf:lu'ded, and they
appear to have found Dr. Pelling more- submissive tha'n Dr.
Hearne. He did, indeed, attempt to claim at least the right to
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nominate the sexton, but the Vestry would not hear of it, and
appear to have had very little trouble in reducing him to sub-
mission. At a Vestry Meeting on February 16, 1716, we read
that, ¢ he gave up all pretensions to the same, and left it to the
Vestry to elect a fit and proper person.”

The parishioners, during the first year of Dr. Pelling’s
incumbency built him a Rectory House at the north-east corner
of the churchyard. This house is now owned by Messrs. Miiller,
having been exchanged for the present rectory during the
incumbency of the Rev. Canon Nugent Wade. The parishioners,
as the Vestry minutes show, for many years kept the rectory in
repair, but after a time they took a less generous view of their
duty, and threw this responsibility upon the reétor, who now
bears this expense himself.

We have been fortunate enough to find in the British
Museum an eloquent appreciation of the life and work of Dr.
Pelling. It is contained in a funeral sermon preached by Dr.
Thomas Church, who was Lecéturer of St. Anne’s and Vicar of
Battersea, and it gives some interesting details about Dr.
Pelling's ministry of forty-six years at St. Anne’s. He was
educated in the house of Dean Aldrich, at Oxford, and later on
assisted him with his pupils. Afterwards, he became Chaplain
to Compton, Bishop of London, who presented him to the living
of St. Anne’s, and a Prebendal Stall in St. Paul’s Cathedral.
The Speaker, Sir Thomas Hanmer, made him Chaplain of the
House of Commons, and shortly afterwards he was appointed to
a Canonry at St. George’s, Windsor. He seems to have been
such a favourite in high places that he might easily have had
more preferment if he had wished it. He declined the Canonry
of Christ Church, Oxford, also the Hebrew Professorship at
Oxford, frankly acknowledging, with regard to the latter offer,
that he did not know sufficient Hebrew to enable him to fill the
chair as it ought to be filled. He was not the one to grasp at
all which was to be got in those days of pluralism. He believed
that it was ‘“ more blessed to give than to receive,” and Dr.
Church describes him as one ¢ whose heart and whose purse
were ever ready and open.” He gave away large sums during
his life. He was single and his personal wants were few, so he
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adopted his sister’s children as his own, and they always found
in him a real and tender parent. His preferments, which came
to him early in life, provided him with ample means. The Pre-
bendal Stall of St. Paul’'s brought him in several thousand
pounds. But all his money was spent in liberal and unostenta-
tious charity. Dr. Church notes another pleasing feature in his
character, viz.: ‘‘an entire absence of all bitterness and severity
of expression,” a characteristic which was by no means common
in Dr. Pelling’s day. And in his summing up of Dr. Pelling’s
life and character, Dr. Church uses these words :

Even in our days, which may be thought the dregs of time, God has not

left Himself without a witness, amidst all the corruptions, profaneness and
debauchery which surround us.

Beneath his picture, which hangs in the Clergy Vestry of
St. Anne’s, are inscribed these words:

HE WAS TRULY PIOUS.

« Benevolent, without worldly views,
And liberal without ostentation.
His charities were extensive :
The distribution of them secret.
By his doérine and pragtice,
He promoted
¢Peace on earth, and Goodwill towards men.’
By his Death,
The Church has lost a valuable ornament,
The Poor a daily Father
To his family and friends is left
A bright Example of Christian love and goodness ;
And to all mankind
A plain and glorious Path to follow Him!”

Also these:

« The Reverend Joux PELLING, D.D.,

Senior Canon of the Royal Chapel of St. George, Windsor ; Prebendary of the
Cathedral Church of St. Paul’s ; and forty-seven years Rector of St. Anne’s,
Westminster.

He died the 3oth March, 1750. Aged 82 years.

And his remains were interred in the Chancel of St. Anne's, Soho,

April 7th, 1750.

His Pall was supported by the Bishops of Worcester, Bristol, Norwich,

St. David’s, Carlisle, and Peterborough.”
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SAMUEL SQUIRE.
1713-1766.

ForTUNATELY we are able to obtain a considerable amount of
information about Bishop Samuel Squire, the third rector of
St. Anne’s. In the British Museum there is a manuscript
biography of him written by his son Mr. Samuel Squire, and
prefixed to a printed collection of his works. From this bio-
graphy we learn the main facts of his life. He was born at
Warminster in 1713, and was the son of Thomas Squire,
druggist and apothecary, and probably received the rudiments of
his education at the grammar school in that town. He entered
as a pensioner at St. John’s College, Cambridge, on June 23,
1730. He took his degree in 1733, was elected Craven Scholar in
1734, and became a fellow of his college in 1735. His college
expenses were mainly paid by scholarships, and by what he
received from pupils, and it was his boast that during seven
years he had only cost his father £314. He was ordained in
1739, and in 1741 he was presented by his college to the
living of Minting, Lincolnshire. Soon after he was appointed
Chaplain to the Bishop of Bath and Wells, and Archdeacon
of Bath. In 1748 George II. presented him to the Crown
living of Toppesfield in Essex, and in the same year he was
chosen by the Duke of Newcastle to be his domestic chaplain.
In 1750 he was collated by Archbishop Herring to the Rectory
of St. Anne’s, Westminster, resigning the living of Toppesfield
in favour of a relative of the Archbishop. Soon after he was pre-
sented to the valuable living of Greenwich, and became Clerk
of the Closet to the Prince of Wales. He married Charlotte, the
eldest daughter of Mrs. Ardesoif, a widow lady of fortune living
in Soho Square. In 1760 he was appointed to the Deanery of -
Bristol, and in the following year to the Bishopric of St. David’s,
being the first Bishop appointed by George III. He died at the
age of 53, after a short illness caused by his anxiety about the
health of one of his sons. The following is a list of the most
important or his writings :

1. Ancient History of the Jews Vindicated, 1741.
2. Two Essays By Theophanes Cantabrigiensis; (a) A Defence of the
Ancient Greek Chronology; (4) An Inquiry into the origin of the Greek
Language, 1741.
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3. Plutarch.i de' Iside et Osiride liber, Graece et Anglicae.
4. ‘.:nl Inquiry into the English Constitution, 1745, ;
5. etter to a Tory Friend on the present Critical Situat:

Affairs, 1746. (Invasion by Pretender.) ’ e L
6. Rémar'ks on Mr. Carte’s Specimen of his General History of England.
7. Histerical Essay on the balance of civil power in England, 1748.

8. Remarks on the Academie 1
: -« .. I751; an attack i
of Cambridge University. UL LD
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SAMUEL SQUIRE, 1713—1766.

9. Indifference to Religion inexcusable, 1758. Dedicated to George, Prince
of Wales.

10. The Principles of Religion made easy to young persons, in a short and
familiar catechism, 1763. Dedicated to Prince Frederick William.”

It is intereresting to read what the men of his own time
thought of him. Thomas Gray, the poet, who wrote the Elegy
in a churchyard, frequently mentions him in his letters. Writing

I



130 MEN AND WOMEN OF SOHO.

to his friend the Rev. William Mason, who had lately been
appointed Chaplain-in-Ordinary to George II., he says, ¢ You
are welcome to the land of the living, to the sunshine of a
court, to the dirt of a chaplain’s table, and to the society of
Dr. Squire.”

Again, in a sketch of character, Gray says :

“A place, a pension he did not desire.
But left Church and State to Charles Townsend and Squire.”
And in a letter to his friend Dr. Wharton, soon after Squire’s
appointment to the Bishopric of St. David’s, he says: “ I wish
you joy of Dr. Squire’s Bishoprick ; he keeps both his livings,
and is the happiest of devils.”

When Warburton was Bishop of Gloucester there were two
men expecting the Deanery of Bristol—one was Dr. Josiah
Tucker, who had written and done many things with regard to
trade which had won him popularity with the people of Bristol ;
and the other was Dr. Squire, the Rector of St. Anne’s, who got
the Deanery. Dr. Warburton made the sarcastic remark that
Squire made religion his trade, and that Tucker made trade his
religion.

Dr. Squire during his Cambridge days assumed the office
of a literary critic; but his criticisms were not appreciated.
Bishop Warburton, writing to Dr. Philip Doddridge in 1739,
says: ¢ The author of ¢Theophanes Cambrigiensis’ is a
yvoung man whose name is Squire, fellow of St. John’s of
that university. All that I have seen of Morgan is in that
pamphlet; and for my part I am amazed that anyone should
think it worth while to answer the most senseless and abandoned
scribbler that ever came from Bedlam or the Mint.”

Dr. William King ridicules him under the name of ¢ Samuel
Squib.”

“This is one Samuel Squib, a furious fanatic preacher, and Sir Thomas
Duke’s Chaplain ; to which post he recommended himself by that kind of para-
sitical Impudence and Adulation, which is generally successful in the houses
of great men. Squib is a great Pretender to Learning of all Sorts. He would
persuade you that he is the most sagacious Antiquary of the Age, and no man
living is better versed in Natural Philosophy and the Belles Lettres. But he
would be chiefly renowned for his extraordinary Skill in Criticism, in which in
his own Estimation of himself, he far excels all the Scaliger’s Causabon’s, etc.
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.+« .. In short our Squib is a composition of Malice, Ignorance, and
Impudence; Qualities indeed which have been very useful to him in these
iniquitous times. He is an eternal Talker, and his discourse is a Rhapsody of
Nonsense and Blunders, etc., etc.”

But it is fair in forming an estimate of Dr. Squire to make
due allowance for the extravagant way in which divines as well
as others wrote in the eighteenth century.

We have come across two anecdotes which at least show
him to have been at times a generous patron. The first has a
special interest because it concerns one whose long and faithful
service to the parish is recorded in our Vestry chronicles.
The Rev. Henry Pynyott had been a ‘ reader of prayers”
at a salary of £30 a year for ten years before the Bishop
was appointed to the living of St. Anne’'s. He was the
descendant of a refugee family, a man of learning, and a devoted
parish priest, respected and loved by the whole parish. But
he had never asked for promotion, even when his rector
became a bishop. This was a matter of much surprise to
Bishop Squire, who invited Mr. Pynyott to dinner, and after the
other guests were gone, said to him ¢ You have been to me
a most able and indefatigable assistant, and I wonder that while
so many who have no claim upon me have applied to me to use
my power and patronage on their behalf, you who have the
strongest claim have never once intimated to me, that I could be
of service to you. This is a matter of surprise to me as I know
that you are not in affluent circumstances.”

To this Mr. Pynyott is said to have replied: “It is true
I might have taken advantage of the intimacy with which during
a long series of years you have honoured me, but this I had no
mind to do, as I was sure that you would promote me if you
deemed me worthy of promotion.”

¢« This, my esteemed friend, I certainly do. [ bhave, per-
haps, with less merit, been more fortunate in this world than
yourself, and I am glad that I have it in my power to offer you
now a valuable living which has fallen to my gift. The presen-
tation is executed in your name : it is here ” (handing the papers
to him). Mr. Pynyott was about to speak his gratitude, but the
Bishop stopped him, saying, 1 will have no acknow]edgme.nts,
my friend, I have never done anything in my life that has given
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me more pleasure. You must not walk home. A chair waits
in the hall to convey the Rectorof . . . . . . to Meard’'s
Court.”

Another story is told of Bishop Squire. In 1761 a living
was vacant in Carmarthenshire which was in his gift. The
Earl of B— wrote strongly recommending a Mr. L and pro-
mising that the Bishop might command his (the Earl’s) interest
for himself or friends at any time, etc. It happened that before
he replied to the Earl’s letter that a poor curate, miserably
dressed, came to the Bishop’s house, and sent in a letter to his
Lordship setting forth that he had a wife and five children, that
his income was only

, that he wanted the common neces-
saries of life, that he had no friend to recommend him, and that
he must throw himself upon the Bishop’s consideration in con-
nection with the livingof . . . The Bishop ordered him in,
gave him a dinner, for he had walked twenty Welsh miles,
required a testimonium of his good behaviour, which he pro-
duced, found him to be a good scholar, and then not only
presented him to the living, but gave him money to pay the
expenses connected with his institution.

Amongst those who received kindness from Bishop Squire was
his chaplain, the gifted and unfortunate Dr. William Dodd, who
mentions the Bishop over and over again in his writings. In
“ An Ode written in the Walks of Brecknock’ he expresses his
gratitude to his friend and patron. At the Bishop’s death he
preached his funeral sermon, which was published with a dedica-
tory letter to Mrs. Squire. It is full of expressions of regard and
affection for the Bishop. And in his ¢ Thoughts in Prison,”

week 1v., just before his execution, he writes :—
¢ And still more, when urged, approved
And blessed by thee, St. David’s, honour’d friend,
Alike in Wisdom’s and in Learning’s school
Advanced and sage, etc., etc.”

RICHARD HIND,
1713—1790.
TuE late Archbishop of Canterbury used to say  History is
comforting,” and this is especially true of the history of the time
during which Bishop Samuel Squire, Dr. Richard Hind and Dr.
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Robert Richardson were rectors of St. Anne’s. Whatever there
may be to deplore in the Church life of to-day,i we may take
comfort when we learn what it was in the middle of the eighteenth
century. The ministry of Dr. Richard Hind, the fourth Rector
of St. Anne’s, so far as we can form an idea of it, is even less
inviting than that of Bishop Squire. He was the son of the
Rev. Thomas Hind, Chaplain of the Bishop of London, and was
born at Boddington, Northampton, in 1713. He was student of
Christ Church, Oxford, and took his degree in 1733, at the early
age of twenty. In 1744 he was proctor of his university. Ten
years later, in 1754, he became domestic chaplain to the Bishop
of Norwich, and was presented by his college to the living of
Sheering, near Harlow, Essex. In 1766, at the age of 53, he
was coilated to the Rectory of St. Anne’s, and we find the
following notice of the event in our vestry minutes :

Memorandum. That the Rev. Dr. Samuel Squire, Bishop of St. David’s,
died 7th of May, 1766, and was deposited in the Old Vault on the 13th of the
same month, and was succeeded by the Rev. Rickard Hind.

At the time of his appointment to St. Anne’s, Dr. Hind was
chaplain to Dr. Terrick, Bishop of London, and had not resigned
his living of Sheering, Essex. He was also secretary of the
Society for the Propagation of the Gospel.* As the Bishop's
examining chaplain he had not endeared himself to the candidates
for Holy Orders. He is mentioned in no flattering terms in “ A
Letter to the Bishop of London on his public conduct. Pointing
out amongst other particulars, his Lordship’s inattention to
Public Ordinations, and Hireling Preachers, in which is delineated
the character of a late examining chaplain. By a Curate, 1772.”
In this letter, Dr. Hind is described as a “ pedantic bully,” as a
¢ tyrant chaplain,” and as the ¢ pompous Dr. Hind.”” Reference
is made to his unpopularity when proctor at the University of
Oxford, and to his overbearing treatment of candidates for Holy
Orders. We refer to this letter chiefly because of what it has to
say of Dr. Hind, but we feel that we can hardly put it on one
side without noticing the lurid light which it throws upon Church

matters at that time.

*Dr. Hind \‘\'as Sec;'etary of the S.P.G. from 1773-1778, and St. Anne’s
Westminster, was the official address of the Chief Secretary from 1772-1778.
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The writer refers to the fact that the bishop was, amongs®
other things, ¢ Lord Commissioner of trade regulations,” and
says that he never answered letters from his clergy because he
was too busy assisting at the Board of Trade, and doing other
things outside his proper episcopal work. At the ordination
season the Bishop was bhardly seen by the candidates, and at the
ordination service itself did not make his appearance until after
the prayers and ordination sermon. Half a crown ¢“was
insolently demanded, in the bishop’s presence, from each of the
candidates for furnishing them with dirty surplices.” After the
ordination they were bidden to go to the bishop’s house in Bond
Street for their letters of Orders, then told to call again next
evening as his Lordship was engaged. This involved the
candidates in additional hotel expenses as no hospitality was
offered. This is part of the picture which the letter gives of an
ordination in 1772.

But to return to Dr. Hind. He did not find St. Anne’s a bed
of roses, and it would seem that this was largely due to his own
contentious disposition and his exaggerated notion of what was
due to him. At the time of his appointment Dr. Jackson, the
clerk-in-orders and curate of the late rector, was in office. Dr.
Hind ¢ demanded the services of the clerk-in-orders as a right.”
The right was disputed and the question was taken before the
Exchequer Court with the result that the rector did not establish
his right to use the services of the clerk-in-orders as if he were
his curate. He had also ‘o pay the costs of the suit. But he
was soon after engaged in another contention which lasted to the
end of his ministry at St. Anne’s. On the 13th of February,
1769, Dr. Hind gave a title for orders to Thomas Martin, and
engaged his services as curate for 50 guineas a year, undertaking
““to continue him to officiate in his said church until he should
be otherwise provided with some ecclesiastical preferment, unless
by fault of him committed he should be lawfully removed from
the same.” Mr. Martin was ordained on this title by the Bishop
of London, Dr. Terrick, and at a meeting of the parishoners in
vestry on the 26th day of June

“ The Rev. Mr. Thomas Martyn was unanimously appointed Reader of
extra Prayers in this parish Church at eleven and four o’clock in the room
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of th.e late Rev. Mr. Moore, deceased.” Resolved That the said Thomas
Marfm bfz allowed the sum of Thirty pounds per Annum for the performance
of his said Duty and that the same be paid by the Churchwardens for the time

befng and be charged in his Account. And that said salary do commence from
Midsummer last.”

On November 26th, 1774, Dr. Hind, without assigning any
reason, gave Mr. Martyn three months’ notice to quit the curacy.
Mr. Martyn refused to go though the bishop also required him
to withdraw. He kept to his post and then demanded his salary
from the rector. This was refused, and Mr. Martyn brought an
action in the Court of King’s Bench which was heard before
Lord Mansfield and a, jury of Middlesex, and was decided in his
favour. ¢ Dr. Hind immediately renewed hostilities in two other
courts—the Chancery and the Common Pleas. (See Gentleman'’s
Magasine, Vol. 47, p. 281.) Mr. Martyn then published an
address with the following title page :—

« An address to the inhabitants of the parish of St. Anne, Westminster; by
the Rev. Thomas Martyn, containing a full State of the Case with the Rev. Dr.
Hind, and the Opinion of the Court of King’s Bench upon the subject of their
contest ; in which the Clergy in General are materially Interested ; and by
which the Rights of the Inferior Clergy in particular are clearly ascertained
1777. [Price one shilling.]”’

The address states that there had been more curates during
Dr. Hind’s incumbency than in almost a century before, attributes
these changes to the « haughty, imperious, tyrannical temper”’
of the rector. Mr. Martyn speaks sarcastically of the welcome
which his London parishoners gave the doctor when he returned
to the parish from his ¢¢ summer residence,” referring, no doubt, to
his living in Essex. He compares his own situation to that of
Asop's crow, and Dr. Hind to the cunning fox, and soon. A
little later there appeared 2 satirical pamphlet entitled ¢ Ecclesi-
astical Gallantry : or, The Mystery Unravelled,” the authorship
of which was attributed to Mr. Martyn. Itis dedicated, without
permission, to the Archbishop of Canterbury, and is full of clever
but vulgar, indecent abuse. (See Gentleman’s Magazine, Jan.,
1779, P- 36.) Under the title ¢ Remarkable Ecclesiastical Case,”
Vol. 55 of the Gentleman’s Magazine, pp- 146-147, gives the

following information :
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“ The Court of Delegates decreed in this unhappy case of libel promoted by
Dr. Hind against Mr. Martyn in 1776, that all the charges except defiance,
were decreed by the Ecclesiastical Court to be void of foundation or proof.
And yet Dr. Wynne, judge of the ‘Consistory Court, pronounced in 1779 that
Mr. Martyn ought to be removed from the curacy, and condemned him in costs
which in that court alone amounted to £400. From this sentence Mr. Martin
appealed to the Arches Court and the sentence of the Consistory Court was
confirmed, and the costs nearly doubled by the appeal. The last resort was to
the Delegates. The hearing came on January 31st, 1782. The final decree
was then given when the Judge Delegates pronounced for the appeal, and
annulled the sentence of the Ecclesiastical Courts, by which, as Mr. Martyn
said, he was ‘delivered from a persecution as cruel, unjust, and oppressive as
ever came before a Court.” Mr. Martyn, who pleaded for himself, received
every indulgence and encouragement from the Court.”

In the course of the litigation attention was drawn to an
important clause in the Act of the 13th year of Charles II., by
which certain emoluments were secured to the Rectors of
St. Anne’s. After reciting these emoluments, the Act contains
the following clause :

*“ Provided always, that such Re&or and Reors shall and are hereby
enjoined to reside four parts in five of every year in the said parish.”

The question was raised as to the operation of this clause in
the case of Dr. Hind, who was non-resident a considerable part
of the year, but we cannot ascertain the answer that was given.
It is clear, however, that the raising of the question would not
help to make Dr. Hind’s position more comfortable at St. Anne’s.
The Vestry of the Parish became involved to a certain extent in
this quarrel between the Rector and the Curate as appears from
the Vestry Minutes of March 5, March 15,and May 6, 1778.

On the 5th March, 1778, the Vestry met to consider a notice
received by the Churchwardens from Mr. Martyn with reference
to the burial of non-residents. The Churchwardens had waited
upon Dr. Hind to inform him of the notice which had been
received, and to “‘request” his opinion and determination thereon,
and the Doctor had signified to them that he would give his
answer thereto at the Vestry. The following letter was read from
Mr. Martyn:

“ CHURCH ST., Feb. 20th, 1778.
¢ (GENTLEMEN,

¢ It hath been determined by the Judgment of the Ecclesiastical Court,
in a Cause instituted against me by Dr. Hind, that ’tis no part of my duty
to officiate at the burial of such persons as were neither Parishioners or
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Inhabitants of this Parish. I therefore take the Liberty to acquaint you that
I hold myself discharged from that Office, and (unless Salary be appointed
equivalent to the service) that I will bury such only as shall Die in or belong to
the parish of St. Anne. But as the interest of the parish may suffer if my
attendance be abruptly discontinued, I think it proper likewise to acquaint you
that I shall continue to bury without distincion till it be determined by whom
and at whose expense the Duty shall be performed. In this Enquiry I must
intreat you to be as expeditious as possible, for though my service is a compli-
ment which the Parish may command, the burial of a single corpse to accom-
modate the Rector, is a Favour which he neither deserves nor (without
meanness) can desire from
¢ Yours and the Parish’s most obedt. Hble. Servt.

*“THOs. MARTYN.”

Dr. Hind said that he considered the burial of non-parishioners
part of the duty for which the Curate was paid, and it was his
“final resolution not to pay anything more for such burials.”
“ Mr. Martyn being also present declared that if the said duty
was to be paid for by Dr. Hind he would not do it any more;
but if it was to be paid for by the parish, he would do it and
not put them to any expense.” Finally it was resolved to
obtain counsel’s opinion. This was done, and the opinion was
laid before the Vestry at their meeting on the 6th day of May,
1778. Dr. Hind, though specially invited to attend the Vestry
refused to do so, and said that ‘“if the duty had to be done by
him, or if he had to pay for it, he would not consent to opening
the ground, and also that he should very soon leave the parish.”

The intimation that he was about to leave the parish would
be very welcome to the parishioners, and it would seem that at
this time he knew that the chance of leaving St. Anne’s was near
at hand, for in the following month, June 6th, 1778, he was
presented to the more valuable living of Rochdale. In the same
year he resigned the living of Sheering, and was presented by
Christ Church, Oxford, to the living of Skipton in Craven, York-
shire.* The Bishop of London had made him Prebendary of
St. Paul’s in 1772, and these three appointments he held to the
end of his life.

" The Vicar of Skipton sends thieifollowing note from the Skipton Parish

Register; ] . )
« Richard Hind, B.D., indu&ed into the Vicarage of Skipto<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>