Yet lest we got a
these dmnh-. it is
m of Mr. Turberville's
ensier than to exaggerate the dt'hl\qnulmel
. Iﬂhuhduhm elight; it

ﬂu  Sileiveo, brisk vunes, s lively
. First, you must know that I led up
L & 5% wiias i mor, 1 batiovs 1o

Mr, Wortley had

and sho writes of riding between

" mm.ny a horse * mmmor to any
h”int m\hauz a fault"

ts in Richmond Plxk
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and I make one of the beau monde in his train'’. Another glimps
at social activity is afforded by the remark: “We have assembli
for every day in the week besides court, operas, and masquerade
with youth and money 'tis certainly possible to be well divert
in spite of malice and ill-nature”.

content was so complete that she could write, “If life could b
always what it is, I believe 1 have so much humility in

this two or three hundred years; but alas!

Dullness, and wrinkles, and dlseme, Sl
And age, and dmh‘; irrevocable door

But the sun did not always shine; there were dark days
Oceasionally it was a stroke of ill-fortune that caused the gloor
as when she became involyed in a nasty affair connected witl
speculation in South Sea stock, or when her son ran away
school and began his strange wayward career. Her eynicisn
and contempt for mankind in the mass led to the old ery, vanitas
vanitatum, as when she began one letter, ¢
dear sister . . . one is stifled with a certain misture of toal
and knave that most people are composed of".

tainment”. An odd expression of her eynicism is this compa
1t is my established apinion ﬁm ﬂ.\.\sglahe of ours
than a Holland cheese, and U
possess my mind in patience, lel What will happen; an i
Bl Solorably” casy though & great rat came snd ate half of i g

Her satirieal description of the company in Westminster
at the coronation of George 11 is too long to quote.

endowed with a sharp tongue and a facility for writing sa
verses, and little regardful of the feclings of others, of
she made enemies. Though the verses were rarely pul

by the author, but were either passed in manuseript from han
to hand, or printed by someone’s well designed indisere
Lady Mary was eredited with the writing of a number of {
and indeed of more than she had anything to do with. She
her sister of “a ballad that is said or sung in most houses .
which has been laid firstly to Pope and secondly to me, wk
God knows we bave neither of us wit enough to make it",
also tells of being in disgrace with a lady because *‘she fancie
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bettor gg.m vilo ballads whioh T am

in
that wy Mary's reputation
, from the gross slanders of this clever,

t surprising to find coupled with a certain hardness
bri - #hiat, shining not too brightly, mani

novel generalizations, pithy, fanciful

her sister wrote in a gloomy vein,

’.;wu matched? T suppose we shall
a5 in a country dance the hands are
le ey are in motion, at last all
fhe jig is done”,—certainly a queer
alimpses of feuds

0 to 50 one another like two
m with civility”". In another

things”, and she thinks they are

I‘dy Bristol have quarrelled

e h.v- i s]n one another all
the

wished me with; heing sensible that
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to these two qullmeu simple as they appear, all the plunm
of life are owing”. Often when retailing some bit of gossip
she does so with a salty wit that causes it to stick in the memory
Shaugh the persons concerned are soon forgotten. For instance
here is her account of an odd love affair:

The first of theso ladies is tenderly attached to the polite
Mr, Mildmay, and sunk in all the joys of happy love, notwit
standing shie wants the s of her two hands by & theumatisn,
and he has an arm that ho eannot move. I wish I could send
you. the partisulars of this amour, which s as curious as that
betwoan. w0 oysters, and as well worth the scrious enquiry of
the naturalists

And this is her cynical announcement of & recent wedding:

As for news, the last wedding is that of Peg Pelbam, and 1
think T luye never secn 4o comortable 3 prospect of bagbiness:
aceording to all ap) sl canaot Sl of being a widow ia
B woeks At faibésh, and secordingly she bas oo 50 a
Rousewits to line ber wedding-ciothee with blad

But she made a bad guess—the husband lived nearly fifty years
longer.

IV. To Her Davenren Frowm Itany—1739-1762. A, 49-73

During the Iatter part of her life Lady Mary lived abroad,
in the south of France and in Northern Italy, while Mr. Wortley
remained in England attending to his parliamentary duties
and amassing a fortune, Apparently there was no quarrel
between them; they kept up a correspondence and each showed
regard for the welfare and happiness of the other, but they
were better friends at o distance. Lady Mary's health had not
been good, she eomplained of the cold and damp of England;
her spirits “faltered in the mist”, and her thoughts turned with
longing to the charms of the fine arts and the sunshine of Ttaly.
Moreover, her sharp tongue and satirieal pen had made enemies,
while the malicious attacks of Pope as well as her own indisere-
tions had injured her reputation; so that instead of being
and flattered <he found herself the object of dislike lnd censure.

After going for some years from one place to another in
Southern Europe, she settled down in a village by one of the Italian
Inkes in Venetian territory. Here in early old age, associating
for the most part with elderly people, living a quiet life in the
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country, remote from English socioty, she wrote o her daughter,
the Countess of Bute, deseriptions, anecdotes, and reflections

ally ranked with those from Turkey as the best specimens of
Lady Mary's epistolary art. They are simple, spontaneous, and
direct; the animated monologues of a woman with a vigorous,
tored mind, wide experience of the woﬂd interested in
many things, especially in people and bool
Lively descriptions of her house, her gn-rrlen her village,
urs, prominent Italians she met, flowed from her
She bought an unfinished palace on Lake Iseo, and, as
was not enough ground with it to make a garden, she
obtained possession of a near-by vineyard, the farm house on
which she fitted up as a sort of summer cottage. A detailed
~account of her manner of life, “which is as regular as that of
4 monastery” fills one letter:

1 generally rise at six, and as scon as | have breakfasted,
Dut Ayaeit o4 tha head of thy weedor woren and work with them
4 take & turn umong my

ks . At

y
3 aiter dinner till about threo,
T then send for somo of my old pn- sts, and either plnv at mqnnt
oe whist,tll it s cool enough {0 o v, One oveas in
5/ 00d - . . tnke the air on hossoback the next, and go o the

,‘tun;. “1 confess T sometimes wish for a little conyersation”.
She often wrote character sketches of outstanding Italians
hom she had met. There was the good old Doge of Venice,
had befriended her, and of whom she said, “Authority

0 aimable in him, no one wished it less except himself’
there was Cardinal Querini with his literary ambition,
d him to publish several volumes a year for fifty years,

on a voluminous autobiograph;

hiis that of & country doctor who, she believed, saved her life:

Hoth his character and practice are so singular | eannot
arbear giving you some account of them. He will not permil
‘patients Lo have cither surgeon or apothecary: he performs
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all o aperations of tho fit with groat dexterity; and. whatever
compounds he gives he makes in his own ro very
fow the Juice af herbe, and those walers (the modicinal waters
of Louvere) being commonly bis sole proscriptions . , e
professes drawing all his knowledgo frow exporionce, which h
sses cotor degreo than any other ortal,
ing the seventh doctor of his family in a direet line. His for
B have all of ibem left journals solely for the Sve of thele
posterity, and he has recourso to these manuseripts on evers
difficult case. But what most et T T 1. iintereated:
ess I never sww in wny other: he is as reguiar in bis attondance
on the poorest peasant from whom he uever can roceive one
fay s on the richest of the nobility; and whenever he is
wantod will elimb, threo or four mils in the mountains n the
hottest sun or the heaviest rain, where a borse cannot go, to
arrive at 4 cottage, whore if their condition roquires it, ho does
ot only give them advice and medicines gratis, but bread, wine,
whatever is needful [ orien 1ot hon:so diviy aad tred
S footpost, having cat nothing &l duy but a roll or two that
T carfies i s pockel, et blest with sach @ perpetual flow of
spirits he is always goy fo a degroe above checrfulncss.

Social customs, uf nobility or peasants, interested her.
In Gotolengo, where s , the villagers were accus-
tomed to present & play at carnival time, and obtained permission
to use a large unfurnished room in her house as a theatre. She
was surprised by the beauty of the seenes painted by a country
painter, and still more so by the excellence of the comedy-
acting by the tailor of the village, though the play itself did not
amount to much. But this was not the only way in which she
took part in the life of the village. She writes, "I have learned
them to make bread . T have introduced French rolls,
custards, minced pies, and plum pudding . . . T expeet immor-
tality from the science of b\lttervmukmg. in whieh they are
hecome so skillful from my instruetions”. ~ Moreover, she visited
the sick and was thought a great physician. And the villagers
were not ungrateful. Without letting her know, they deei
to set up her statue in a prominent place, ordered the marble
and engaged the sculptor. When he called to model her face,
she firmly rejected the whole plan, fearing it would make her
ridieulous in England. The villagers were determined, however,
and did not give up their project till she told them that her
religion would not permit it. 'An odd social custom among what
in England would be ealled the county gentry is deseribed in
this lively report of a surprise visit:
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Lhad a isit in the boginaing of these holidays of thirty horso

of ladies and gentlemen with their servants came wit

the kind intention of staying with me at least a fortnight, though
hiad nover seen any of them before; but they wero all neighbours

within ten miles round. 1 could not avoid entertaining them at
eupper, nd by good ek ad  lrge quantity of gamo n the house
Whih, with th help of my posltry, furnished out  plentiful

wble, T sont o Alddl and they were so obliging us to
dasos all uight. and o with mo next day, though none
(€ them bad been in bod: and. wero tnuch disappointed I did not
press them to stay, it being the fashion to go in troops 1o one
another's honses, hunting and duncing togother s month in each
castle. 1 left the room sbout one o'clock, and they continued
their ball in the saloon ubove stairs, without heing at all offended
my departure. But tho groatest diversion | had wus 10 soe 4
of ty own age (36) ‘comfortubly dancisg With bor own
nabnd, some years older! and I can asscrt hay sbo Jumpe snd
galaps with the best of them

0mon-lly the best part of a letter is taken up with a
story. Such is the gloomy account of the haughty marchioness,
whose pride was “‘Luciferan”; the romantic tale of the beautiful
poor Octavia; and her own adventure in saving the life of
‘neighbouring signora, whose husband having surprised her
infidelity stood over her with a stiletto in his hand. These
related in a simple straightforward style are memorable

only for the characters and cyents bui for the effective

iy in which they are told. Perhaps with the Italian air she

breathed in something of the art of Boceaccio.

Lady Bute with a large family of daughters, living when
¢ home in Scotland out of the great world, asked her mother
dvice on the girls’ education. This Lady Mary gave in |

i and whilo the ideas are less on edneutlun m

36 Noard tha ber et
was elever, she wrote **Learning, if she has a real
ity -m not only make her contented but happy".
be allowed to learn Latin, aud oven Greek, at least
0 be able to read books in these languages in their
She must remember, however, that lumzlux-l a.re
learnin “Trug

She should

tory, Eaglish poetry, and
Mﬂnh i ve o el scieate).
tion from hooks is not to exclude needlework and
‘Nnk itas scandalous for a woman not to know
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how to use a needle as for a man not to know how to use a
ord."

Notwithstanding imperfections of her scheme, her vigorous
advocacy of education for women entitles her to an honourable
among early feminists. She contrasts the pride shown
by Italians in learned women with the attitude of Englishmen.
“There is no part of the world where our sex is treated with so
much contempt as in England,” she declares; and she makes
an amusing allusion to Gulliver, the popular book of the day:
“Iam persuaded (that) if there was a commonwealth of rational
horses, as Dr. Swift has supposed, it would be an rstabluhnd
maxim n.mong them that a mare could not be taught to pace”.

lary was an omnivorous reader, and her husband and

dlll[rhwr often sent her out from London boxes of e
published books. These she read avidly and freely diseussed
in her letters. She was fond of novels, from those that she called
“trash and lumber serving only to pass away idle time” to the
productions of Smollett, Richardson, and Fielding. She is
sorry that her friend Smollett, who certainly had a talent l'or

invention*loses his time in translations (he translated
Quizote), and disgraces his talent by wfmng those nupni

romances commonly called history”. How strong was
interest in the novels of her cousin Fielding is shown by her
confession that once when a box of new books arrived, she sat
up all night reading Joseph Andrews and Tom Jones. When the
news a( F’lal(hngs death roached her, she devoted part of a

letter timate of the novelist's d character:
No man atjoyed ffe mor than ha did, thongh few had less

reason to do so is happy constitution (even when he had
with great, pains half Someneon 0 hade T onget everything

When ho was before a emison pasty or over  flusk f champagnei
3 1 more happy moments
than any prince upon s e smilitude
between his charucter and that of Richard Stacl.  Ho had
v bolh in Icarning and, in wy o nins: they
both sgread in. wanting money i spite. of all thelr {riends, aad
would bae wantad 1t if iheir hereditary lands had bega a8
ensive s their imaginutions yet each of them was so forme
for happiness it is a pity he was not immortal

Richardson she eriticized very severely, though she confessed
that she was such an old fool as to weep over Clarissa Harlowe
“like any milkmaid of sixteen”. On reading a volume of The
Rambler, she remarked, “(the essayist) always plods in the beaten
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track of his predecessors, following the Spectator with the same
pace & pack-horse would do a hunter . . . I should be glad to
know the name of this laborious author”. It may come as a
surprise that she belittled the lotters of Madame rle Sévigné,
but the two great ladies were of opposite temperaments. It is
the familiar antithesis of heart and head. The letters of Madsme
de Sevigné are suffused with maternal tenderness; those of
~ Lady Mary are ruled in the main by reason and common sense.

She seems to have held a vague deist belief in

Author of Nature”, though not in Providence, being con-
that destiny or fate or chance rules our lives. More
once she compares human beings to cards being played:
| much lnaﬁnod to think we are no more free agents than
‘queen of clubs when she victoriously takes prisoner the
e of hearts”. At another time she expressed the opinion
M human life is a chimerical idea and has no real
n “The poor efforts of our utmost prudence . . .
ear, T fancy, in the eyes of some superior heings like the peck-
3 unnn 1o break a wire cage, or the ehmbmg of

m plsuure from the little store that is allowed
4 religions woman, she was an upholder of
N-. 'Nohody can deny but religion is a

& common enemy .
her daughter with some complacency how
nent Romanist disputants, She cannot
irtue: “Faith cannot
being involuntary, and only
i "' do not believe what we
b 50 1 with the face of truth.” Human

hi to

in
v'hm not gone very far:
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ne wo are now arrivod at that period which answers
10 ffteen. [ cannot, think we are older when the many
palpable folles which are il alost Sy
place that of war amongst the most glaring . . . Whenever

¢ (perhaps a thousand years hence) 1

dojnot doul it il appear as ridieulous us the pranks of unlicky

Though not an amiable woman, Lady Mary was an interest-
ing one. There was little about her of the tender emotions, of
feminine softness; she had a lively, clear and rather hard intel-
lect, that had been sharpened by association with clever men,
and an outlook broadened by contact with foreign customs and
ways of thinking. Her individual opinions and her freedom
from convention combine with her cynical wit in giving an
astringent quality to the letters like the flavour of a good dry
wine. She early acquired an easy, natural, unforced style
adequate to express with lucidity, and on oceasion with vigor,
whatever she wanted to say. A salient characteristic of her
letters is abundance of material, Her lively curiosity and habit
of close observation gave her plenty to say: things to describe,
stories to tell, faults to find, advice to give, pointed comments
to make. Thus she found no need for elegant drawing-out of
parrum in multo—tor what she scornfully desribed as “tho
tittle-tattle of a fine lady, sometimes that of an old nurse’”
Certainly her letters differ widely from those of Madame do
Sévigné and of Horaco Walpole; indeed one might fancy many
passages in Lady Mary’s lotters written by a hard-headed man
of the world, and many of Horace’s by a fine lady. But nothing
is further from our intention than an attempt to magnify tho
merits of Lady Mary’s lotters at the expense of those of her
two great contemporaries. As Augustine Birrell said of poetry,
“Let us be Catholics in this matter, and burn our candles at
iy shrines”. Suffice it to say that among the letter writers
of England, and indeed of Europe, Lady Mary Wortley Montagu
holds an honoured place in the front rank.



