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PREFACE
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This attempt to write a full-scale but not multi-volume biography of Gladstone is by far my rashest literary enterprise. It is like suddenly deciding, at a late stage in life and after a sedate middle age, to climb the rougher face of the Matterhorn. I hesitated for some time after the idea was suggested to me. But eventually the fascination of the subject, aided maybe by an inherent liking for taking a risk, overcame my caution at the presumption of the task.

The fascination arises from Gladstone’s own peculiar qualities and pre-eminence. He was the quintessential Victorian statesman, fitting the reign, although not latterly the prejudices of the Queen, like a hand into a glove. He first briefly held office two years before Victoria’s accession and he predeceased her by only two and a half years. Of the other great politicians of the age, Peel survived little more than a fifth of the Queen’s reign, Palmerston was always more of a throwback to the Regency than a true Victorian, Disraeli was an exotic exile from lusher civilizations cast up on the shore of England, and Salisbury, although undoubtedly English and looking like a caricature of a Victorian, practised a detached statecraft which would equally well have been pursued at the time of the early Cecils or from such another capital as Vienna.

Gladstone, however, was uniquely matched to nineteenth-century Britain. The evolving size of the electorate suited him perfectly. During his active lifetime and keeping very good step with his increasing democratic enthusiasm it moved from half to a million to a little over five million, large enough to accommodate his taste for mass audiences but restrictive enough to prevent his instinctive sense of hierarchy becoming obviously anomalous. It also suited him well that Britain was the most powerful country in the world. He hated ‘jingoism’ (a phrase coined only in his sixty-ninth year) and deeply disapproved of the showy imperialism which he saw as Disraeli’s hallmark. The Concert of Europe was his frequently reiterated lodestar. ‘Securus judicat orbis terrarum’ (the united verdict of the whole world must be accepted as conclusive), which was Newman’s ultimate reason for joining the Church of Rome, did not lead Gladstone in that particular direction. The concept nonetheless had a most powerful impact upon his later policy positions, in relation particularly to justice for Ireland. As, however, he liked pronouncing with great moral force upon international issues, it suited him well that he was able to do so from such a pulpit of power. Britain’s reduced late-twentieth-century status would have been less suited to his style.

He was also lucky that his sixty-three years of active politics embraced no war which threatened Britain’s vital security. The Napoleonic Wars were over when he was five. The First World War was nearly a generation after his retirement. Of the two medium-grade conflicts, the South African War began in the year after his death, and the Crimean War was the only one for which he bore any responsibility. He had no natural martial spirit and his uneasy experience with the Crimean conflict underlined his good fortune in not having, like Asquith, to try to turn himself from a peacetime to a wartime leader. Unlike the two Pitts, Lloyd George and Churchill, therefore, he was not tested in a fight for survival.

Perhaps for this reason I hesitate to claim that he was Britain’s greatest Prime Minister. He made many mistakes, failed to carry his last endeavour of Home Rule for Ireland, and left a squabbling Liberal party which was excluded from office for a short generation after his withdrawal. But I have no doubt that he was the most remarkable specimen of humanity of all the fifty who, from Walpole to Major, have so far held the office of British Prime Minister. This was partly a question of his prodigious energy. He lived for nearly eighty-nine years, a more unusual feat a hundred years ago than it is today, and although he spent a surprising amount of time on a sickbed he always bounced back with devastating vigour. He read over 20,000 books. He chopped down innumerable trees. He could walk vast distances in Snowdonia or the Scottish Highlands, but sometimes just in the ordinary course of his life, from Chester station to Hawarden, or around the less respectable parts of the West End of London, trying to redeem prostitutes, but filling himself as a result of these irresistible excursions with far more guilt than self-righteousness. He was a great classicist, although perhaps a powerful rather than a subtle scholar. Homer and Dante were his literary heroes, but he also read contemporary fiction (and in the prolific mid-Victorian period there was a lot of it) in a way that no subsequent Prime Minister has done.

At the same time he claimed, and to some extent justified the claim, that religion was more important to him than politics. He was deeply involved in all the theological and liturgical battles of the nineteenth century. He was a compelling orator who, despite his addiction to endless sentences, convoluted constructions, and classical allusion and quotation, could hold both the House of Commons and popular audiences transfixed for hours at a time. This was largely a function of his physical magnetism, his flashing eye and the eagle’s swoop of his cadences. He had all the earnestness of Victorian England, yet he was rarely dull. He was always the biggest beast in the forest, and he had inherent star quality, difficult to define but on the rare occasions when it exists easy to recognize. Everything he did he infused with a touch of magic. In this respect he was comparable among his near contemporaries with Newman, with Tennyson, with Darwin, maybe Carlyle, and some (but not I) would say with Dickens. In any event it was a select company.

To attempt to write afresh about such a creature, by and about whom the number of books is already incomparable and whose papers, in the British Library Catalogue, amount to 750 volumes, is obviously a formidable undertaking. This mammoth bibliography, at least ten if not twenty times that relating to Asquith for instance, does not however comprise much in the way of recent general biography. In this category Disraeli has proved far more of a modern honeypot. One or two long essays apart, there has been nothing written as complete biography since Sir Philip Magnus’s Gladstone, which appeared forty-one years ago. Magnus still reads freshly and is in the idiom of modern biography, although to my mind wrong on a number of points, including in particular Gladstone’s motivation in his prostitute-reclaiming activities. And the interval back to Magnus is now almost as long as the fifty-one years separating his work from John Morley’s massive and splendid three volumes which appeared simultaneously only five years after Gladstone’s death. Morley’s was a commissioned ‘tombstone’ life, although one at the very top of this category, and inevitably therefore now appears somewhat dated in format and over-respectful in content.

Complete biographies apart, there is the dense, informative and controversial half-life by Professor R. T. Shannon of Swansea. The first volume (up to 1865) appeared in 1982, and was obviously intended to be followed by another, but as that has not yet been forthcoming there arises some doubt whether the half will become a whole. Then there are the collected introductions of Professor H.C.G. Matthew, the doyen (in spite of his relative youth) of Gladstone experts, who has just brought to triumphant completion the fourteen-volume edition of Gladstone’s diaries, which work of dedicated and brilliant scholarship he took over from Professor M.R.D. Foot twenty-three years and twelve volumes back. The two volumes of Professor Matthew’s introductions between them cover the complete life, with an 1874 break point, but they were not written as a whole or with an explicit biographical intention, even though the result, almost as a by-product, has been a considerable biographical achievement.

Nonetheless Gladstone biographical territory is not over-populated, and, although I encountered many difficulties in comprehending some facets of Gladstone’s multifarious interests and activities, I never found myself short of new things to say about him. My book is written from published sources. I have no new cache of material, as I did in the case of Asquith with the then unused letters to Venetia Stanley. But the published sources are in Gladstone’s case so vast and variegated that I in no way felt that this constrained me to move only along over-trodden paths.

Throughout I have been anxious to set Gladstone in the context of other British Prime Ministers and proximate political figures, those who have come after him as well as those who came before. I have also tried to relate nineteenth-century patterns of political life to those of today, although often more by contrast than by affinity. For this purpose I have drawn extensively on the details of Victorian habits, travel arrangements, meal-times, property values, for which Gladstone’s diaries are an unusually rich and detailed source, as well as on my own experience of modern political life. I have also tried to retain Gladstone’s vivid interest in landscape and buildings. Relating Victorian mentalité, particularly in matters of religion, to that of today has presented a more difficult problem. Yet it is impossible to write adequately about Gladstone, even more during his first forty than during his last twenty years in politics, without engaging closely with both the framework and the content of his religion.

This has been the more necessary because I have to some extent adopted a policy of ‘front-end loading’. The image of Gladstone which readily springs to most people’s minds is that of a somewhat wild-eyed and wild-haired old man in a hurry, a prophet from the Midlothian hills to his admirers, a destructive obsessive concerned only with Ireland to his detractors. Yet Gladstone’s career cannot possibly be seen in perspective if his old age is allowed to obscure either his talented if somewhat priggish youth or his occasionally unhinged but immensely productive middle age. He was a Cabinet minister at thirty-three. He was Chancellor of the Exchequer for fourteen budgets between his forty-third and his fifty-seventh birthdays and was so successful that he enhanced not only his own career but also the long-term status of the office. And until almost his sixtieth year his interest in Ireland was less than that of the average British politician.

His life will not be seen in focus if it is looked at primarily through the telescope of his last two or even his last three premierships. I have therefore given full weight to the earlier period, devoting nearly half the book to the years before even the first of his four premierships. This was made easier by my belief that he led the most interesting pre-Prime Ministerial life of any of his predecessors except for the Duke of Wellington.

I have accumulated many debts in the process of bringing the large ship of Gladstone into some sort of harbour. My agent Michael Sissons and my then publisher Roland Philipps were responsible for the original idea. Michael Sissons has remained an invaluable adviser and Roland Philipps’s successors at Macmillan, William Armstrong and Tanya Stobbs, have provided much publishing skill and attention. Peter James has once again, as with my autobiography A Life at the Center, been an exceptional freelance editor, and Douglas Matthews, former librarian of the London Library, has once more compiled a complicated index. None of them would, however, have been able to function had not Mary Rundell transformed my increasingly elusive handwriting into a series of typescripts of diminishing inaccuracy.

Outside the process of book-making my largest debt is to Professor H.C.G. Matthew. The Gladstone diaries, in spite of their author’s taste for obscurity, are made almost pellucid by the quality of his editing. And, once understood, they constitute a unique background of detailed fact, like a fine tapestry dominating one wall of a library, against which to construct a Gladstone narrative and try out Gladstone theories. In addition Colin Matthew was good enough to apply his eagle eye to any inaccuracies in my manuscript, while standing well back from its opinions and interpretations.

My second debt is to Sir William Gladstone, the present holder of the baronetcy which Peel conferred upon old John Gladstone in 1846, and also the proprietor of both the Hawarden and the Fasque estates. By several times welcoming me to Hawarden and straightening out some of my topography (and occasionally my history as well) he has greatly facilitated my task.

ROY JENKINS

East Hendred
February 1995


FORENOTE TO THE AMERICAN EDITION
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This forenote, which did not appear in the London edition, endeavours to set the context of the England into which William Ewart Gladstone was born (of Scottish parents) and in which he lived his long life. At the date of his birth Britain was in the eighteenth year, the brief peace of Amiens apart, of the Napoleonic wars, and there was no light of victory on the horizon. Bonaparte was supreme in continental Europe. Britain’s European toeholds were confined to Sicily and an insecure presence in Portugal, from which latter country tentative expeditions into Spain could be mounted. At the beginning of 1809, Sir John Moore had been forced to end such a foray with a skillful (but for him fatal) retreat to embarkation at Corunna. It was a success in the sense that the 1940 evacuation from Dunkirk was a success, and in much the same way indicated what a long haul it was to be to victory.

Yet comparisons between that war and World War II, particularly as circumstances into which an Englishman was born, are invalid for one central reason. Both wars, it is true, had a decisive effect upon the future. The history of the nineteenth century would have been very different had Napoleon won, as certainly would that of the second half of the twentieth century had Hitler done so. In this way they were qualitatively distinct from the Crimean War, which was the only European war of Gladstone’s long career as a minister, or the South African War, which began in the year after his death. Nevertheless, the degree of British concentration upon beating Napoleon was not comparable with that on the defeat of Hitler after 1940. Between Gladstone’s second and fifth birthday Britain allowed its eye to be diverted sufficiently far from the ball to fight the War of 1812 with the United States. Winston Churchill would hardly have allowed a similar diversion to have occurred in 1942 and 1943. Of course there had been a vast change both in United States power and in Anglo-American relations in the meantime. The ‘continental divide’ of the latter process was Gladstone’s 1872 acceptance as Prime Minister of the Alabama Award with its vast damages by the standards of the time. This was despite an unfortunate speech by him during the Civil War itself having been unhelpful to the Union. Yet his acceptance at the plenitude of Britain’s power of the supremacy of the international rule of law in a way that neither Palmerston nor Disraeli would have been likely to do, far outweighed this. Behind 1872 lay a hundred years of fluctuating hostility. Ahead of it lay two world wars fought in partnership as well as NATO, the American-led but partly British-created alliance which won a (Cold) war without ever firing a shot.

Internally to Britain a still more striking difference between the Napoleonic Wars and 1939–45 was that the impact of the former on life at home was negligible. Those years of the earlier war were the years of Jane Austen’s novels. In 1809, having moved to Chawton in the northeast corner of Hampshire, she was busy preparing for the press both Sense and Sensibility and Pride and Prejudice. Yet there is not the slightest suggestion that it ever occurred to Willoughby or Darcy, the heroes of those books, or to their demure but sharp heroines, that vigorous young men of good family and patriotic views ought to be doing anything for the war effort. Nor were there even many ripples of economic inconvenience. The squirearchy and the more prosperous clergy were subject to Pitt’s income tax and to some general inflation, but they were more than compensated for the effects by the high rents and tithes which followed from the strong market for corn and other agricultural products. G. M. Trevelyan wrote of precisely this time that “at no period had the upper class been wealthier, or happier, or more engrossed in the life of its pleasant country houses.”*

Gladstone was not born into a family of landed proprietorship and established membership of the ruling class. He was nonetheless even more free of the privations of war than were Miss Austen’s squires. His father was not merely floated up on a general tide but was one of the new class of mercantile or industrial princes whose prosperity was exploding, and who were becoming eager to use their wealth to buy political power as well as to secure material ease.

The benign effect of the war upon both the traditional ruling class and the ‘new men’ of the North was in no way matched by any benign impact upon the mass of the population. This again was a sharp difference between the Napoleonic wars and 1939–45. So far from promoting social cohesion the former struggle made divides deeper and resentments greater. This broadly applied to both the agricultural labourer and the new industrial proletariat. Late eighteenth century enclosures and agricultural improvements greatly increased land productivity but destroyed many of the supplementary benefits of rural life, such as cottage industries and grazing rights on common land, without raising agricultural wages. Furthermore the so-called ‘Speenhamland system’, which began in 1795, took the pressure for providing a living wage off the landowner or prosperous farmer and put it on the parish, thereby leading to a deadening rural pauperization.

A sullen alienation which expressed itself in hayrick-burning and a vicious poaching war, with the most horrendous penalties for the most venial crimes, rather than ‘Merrie England’ and maypoles, was the spirit of much of the countryside at the time of Gladstone’s birth. And in the new industrial areas the same spirit showed itself in the loom-breaking of the Luddite riots which began in Nottingham in 1811 and spread to Lancashire, Yorkshire and the Lowlands of Scotland in 1812. The reaction of government to these discontents was almost totally negative. Having repealed the old fair wage legislation, Parliament forbade any combination of workmen and thereby ensured that there could not be fair free bargaining. And when at the end of the war a faltering price for wheat showed some prospect of producing cheaper food, this possibility was repulsed by the Corn Law of 1815, which provided for a high degree of protection (and incidentally provided the basis for Gladstone—at Peel’s side—to fight his first reforming battle thirty years later). At least up to the 1819 massacre in St Peter’s Fields, Manchester, after which a hesitant liberal reaction began to set in, the only answer of executive, legislature and judiciary alike to these injustices was repressive legislation backed by cruel punishments.

The England into which Gladstone was born was thus far from being the stable and relatively humane society, with improving condition for most of the population, which set in around 1850 and persisted, even if less certainly in the fourth than in the third quarter of the century, for the rest of his life. It was a harsh and divided society, in which no one assumed much more stability for British institutions than was achieved across the Channel in France. The King was declining into permanent madness, the Prince of Wales (soon to be Regent) redeemed his shop-soiled self-indulgence only by flashes of aesthetic taste, and had long retreated from any liberal sympathy. Temporarily presiding over a far from inspiring government was the man who, of all nineteenth century Prime Ministers was the least like Gladstone. Spencer Percival was a Mann ohne Schätten. He came from nowhere and he left little behind him, except for the distinction of being the only British Prime Minister to be shot dead. But it was not even a grand assassination with him falling victim to an insurrectionary upsurge. His killer merely had an individual grievance so obsessive that his counsel pleaded insanity, which plea did not however prevent his being hanged within a week of the attack. Justice (and/or punishment) was at least quick in that rough epoch. Its violence was illustrated from another angle by that year of Gladstone’s birth also being marked by the two principal Tory statesmen, Castlereagh and Canning, fighting a serious duel on Putney Heath, a sign of party disunity greater even than anything recently displayed. Brutality was thus not confined to the lower orders, as was illustrated by the vicious man-trap against poachers which many gentlemanly squires introduced upon their land, or the notorious Eton fight several years later when a nephew of the Marquess of Londonderry killed a brother of the future Earl of Shaftesbury in a fight which lasted two hours with half the school looking on.

The other educational institution, the University of Oxford—which was to be even more intertwined with Gladstone’s life than Eton—was hardly beginning to rub its eyes after its long eighteenth century torpor. The four Scottish universities (England still had only two) were more professorially interesting, even though the students were taught as though they were at an austere high school away from home, as indeed their age made appropriate. Edinburgh, although the youngest of the Scottish four, was in the van. There Thomas Carlyle arrived (on foot) from Ecclefechan at the age of not quite fourteen, six weeks or so before Gladstone’s birth. He was five years older than John Henry Newman, another of Gladstone’s co-evals amongst the brightest stars of the nineteenth century, who had just gone to a quiet school in Ealing, while Edward Bouverie Pusey was at a preparatory school in Mitcham. John Keble however was already an Oxford undergraduate at Oriel. Henry Manning and Alfred Tennyson were both still in swaddling clothes, the future Cardinal Archbishop in a Hertfordshire country house, the future Poet Laureate in a Lincolnshire rectory. Disraeli was a precocious five in his father’s book-lined Bloomsbury house—it was another seven or eight years before Isaac D’Israeli became both a Christian and a country gentleman. Palmerston, although only twenty-five, was already a minister of the Crown.

Britain, divided and discontented, was also advancing. The population was growing rapidly, although this led more to the dismal doctrines of Malthus and Ricardo than to any upsurge of national optimism. In 1801 there were ten and a half million inhabitants of Great Britain, and in 1811 there were twelve million. (The last figure compared with six million for Ireland, seven million for the United States and a massive thirty million for France.) National wealth, difficult to measure at the time, was probably increasing still more rapidly, although, needless to say, not nearly as fast as that of the Gladstone family. The twelve million people and the towns in which they increasingly lived were connected by substantially improved roads. A coherent railway network was still three or four decades into the future, but McAdam with his hard surfacing and Telford with his bridges and turnpikes were greatly increasing the ability of the mobile classes to get about the country. Better roads brought lighter and much faster post chaises. It was the short-lived golden age of the fast (perhaps fifteen miles per hour) public coaches which made the yards of the principal inns of the country towns of England the more intimate precursors of railway termini and airport concourses. London to Bath could be done in eight hours, and, more relevant to the much-travelling Gladstone family, London to Liverpool in twenty hours.

It was still however the case that journeys between some of the principal cities—London to Edinburgh or Liverpool to Glasgow—could more conveniently be done by boat. London to Dublin, a still more vital link since Pitt had forced through the union of the Irish with the British Parliament eight years before Gladstone’s birth, remained a tenuous link. The only remotely speedy route involved a land journey of 280 miles, followed by a sea voyage of sixty. Most nineteenth century English and Scottish politicians solved the problem by not going to Ireland (Disraeli never, Gladstone only effectively once) even though it then contained a third of the total population of the British Isles. Many large landowners in Ireland followed the example of the politicians and remained firmly based on the London side of the Irish Sea. Their rents however were expected to make the eastward journey with regularity. There, already fermenting a quarter century before the great famine, lay the roots of the intractable Irish problem which was to dominate the last two decades of Gladstone’s life.

By then it was a vastly different England from that into which he had been born. The Regency had given way to the 1820s with George IV fully on the throne, and then to the adjectiveless seven-year reign of his brother William IV. And by 1880 the early-Victorian period had ceded to the mid-Victorian period, which in turn was evolving into late Victorianism. Gladstone shadowed the Queen’s life. That was perhaps part of her trouble with him. He was always there, or at least always turning up. He had come to appear to her almost like a ‘stalker’. She was ten years his junior, but she enjoyed only two and a half years after his death. As she succeeded so young she was his sovereign when he was still a young MP of twenty-seven. Already, however, he had been a junior minister in a brief administration under her predecessor. This gave him a unique seniority after Derby had died in 1869 and Russell, much withdrawn for some time previously, had followed him in 1878.

For the first part of Queen Victoria’s reign, difficult although subsequent events made it to believe this, Gladstone was something of a court favourite. So long as the Prince Consort was alive (until December 1861), the improving earnestness of Gladstone, Peel and Aberdeen, chimed well with the spirit of Windsor. It was only in his first spell as Prime Minister (1868–74) that Gladstone’s relations with the Queen seriously deteriorated. A combination of his own clumsy royalism and Disraeli’s cynical but skillful flattery made her a Conservative partisan for the rest of her life. This caused Gladstone dismay and displeasure but could not undermine the fact that he stamped the Victorian age even more than did Victoria herself, and represented it almost as much.

Although Gladstone lived nearly to the end of the Queen’s reign, through the two jubilees of 1887 and 1897, and dominated the politics of these years (although without commanding the success of his Irish policy) the late-Victorian age was not really his period. It was too imperialist, too flamboyant, too drum-beating for his taste. As Britain’s superiority became more challenged, by Germany from the east and America from the west, so paradoxically but perhaps typically, it began to be more noisily asserted. The imperial jingoism of the 1897 golden jubilee celebrations would have been unimaginable under Peel, Aberdeen, Derby, Russell or even Palmerston. Gladstone, although respecting aristocracy and the acquiring of money but not its lavish expenditure, was much more at home in the good solid bourgeois Britain of the third quarter, the mid-Victorian years, the nineteenth century equivalent of West Germany’s unostentatious and unassertive Federal Republic. In mid-Victorian Britain, as in the Germany of Adenauer and Erhard, wealth multiplied but, a few Palmerstonian pyrotechnics apart, power was not brutally asserted. They were also years of much greater religious intensity and controversy than were the last decades of the century, when, Welsh revivalism apart, there was an ebbing of the mid-century liturgical disputes.

Gladstone was not a Regency man despite his date of birth. He was not exactly an early Victorian; he was as unlike Melbourne as it is possible to imagine, and he was also very much at sea from his own political and intellectual moorings during the beginning of the Queen’s reign. Essentially he was a mid-Victorian. Those were his golden years when he made his reputation as Chancellor of the Exchequer, and was most in tune with the spirit of the age. Paradoxically, these years were nearly all over even before the first of his four premierships.

During these last thirty years he could not be regarded as a beached whale, for he remained by far the dominant politician of the age, and beached whales do not dominate, except for a small area of sand around them. But although his one central idea on Ireland was farsightedly right, he became rather out of touch with other aspects of the 1890s, whether they were the decadence of Beardsley’s Yellow Book, or the heavy opulence of the furniture, or the ‘constructive radicalism’ of new semi-socialist Liberalism from which he remained very detached. In the twentieth century he would have found it still more difficult to operate. His death marked not merely the fall of a great and more venerable oak than any of those he himself felled, but also the effective end of the century.

ROY JENKINS

September 1996


* British History in the Nineteenth Century and After, p. 129




PART ONE
A TALENTED AND TORTURED YOUNG MAN 1809–1852
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A LIVERPOOL GENTLEMAN?
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WILLIAM EWART GLADSTONE was born in Liverpool at the end of 1809. When, just over half a century later, he had introduced the pattern-setting budget of 1860, Walter Bagehot recorded this description of him: ‘Ah, Oxford on the surface, but Liverpool below.’1 Bagehot, founder of the Economist, was in many ways the nineteenth century’s best substitute for Dr Johnson. He could aphorize at the drop of a hat, and often with wisdom. But was he right on this occasion? Gladstone undoubtedly became a great Oxonian, an accomplished scholar in his youth, a member of Parliament for the University for seventeen years in middle age, and towards the end of his life its most famous ornament. The town of his birth, on the other hand, faded into the background while he was still a very young man. Did he nonetheless remain ‘Liverpool below’?

He was indisputably born in the heart of that metropolis of ships and commerce which from about 1790 to 1925 had a high claim to be the second city of England. Its population in 1810 was 94,000, below that of Manchester (and of Dublin, Glasgow and Edinburgh, but they were not English), but it was growing more rapidly and had more metropolitan quality than its inland rival. The day of Gladstone’s birth was 29 December and the place was 62 Rodney Street. The late-December date meant that he was always a year younger than was signified by a superficial calculation, although his morbidity made him stress the reverse. Furthermore, despite his longevity and the fact that he was Prime Minister later in life than any other holder of the office, he was the youngest among his best-known near contemporaries, Newman or Disraeli, Manning or Tennyson. The Rodney Street address meant that it was a good modern 1793 town house, less than a mile from the waterfront. Over the two centuries that have since gone by Rodney Street property has experienced two transitions: first from merchants’ semi-mansions to consultants’ rooms and residences in what became outside St Marylebone the most eminent medical street in Britain (at the end of which from 1912 onwards there arose the massive solidity of Giles Gilbert Scott’s Anglican cathedral); and then, much more recently, the further change to the sad decay of the Liverpool 8 of the late twentieth century.

Gladstone did not have many years of the town life of Rodney Street. He was there long enough to be brought downstairs at the age of barely three and shown off at a large dinner party which his father, John Gladstone, was giving for George Canning, whom Gladstone père was instrumental in persuading to stand and be elected for Liverpool against Henry Brougham the future Lord Chancellor. Thereafter Canning remained for William Gladstone a hero until and indeed well beyond his early death six months after he had become Prime Minister in 1827. But John Gladstone was at this period of his life both socially and geographically mobile, and Rodney Street could not long contain him. His wealth, which he had estimated at £15,900 in 1795, had risen to £145,600 by 1812 (and continued to climb to £502,000 by 1828).

There is no difficulty about knowing the exact current cash value of John Gladstone’s assets. He kept very careful stock of them, and when in 1815 he built two churches, St Andrew’s in the city and St Thomas’s at Seaforth, he entered them in his balance sheet at £10,000 and £4000 respectively, and endeavoured to get a 5 per cent return, mainly through pew rents, on these amounts. What is more difficult is to make a rough estimate of what his wealth was worth in modern terms. If this is to be done simply it must also be done crudely, and the best working rule I have been able to devise is to multiply all nineteenth-century values by a factor of fifty in order to turn them into late-twentieth-century terms. This obviously leaves jagged edges. The last century compared with the present enjoyed relative currency stability. But there were fluctuations from decade to decade for which no allowance is made. There have also, between the centuries, been variations within this general price level, the cost of services rising much more rapidly than that of manufactures. But the ‘fifty factor’ produces results which rarely defy common sense and give a vivid and reasonably accurate impression of the command over resources that went with the relatively modest cash sums which were involved in the various Gladstone family transactions. On this basis John Gladstone’s 1828 fortune would be worth a modern £25 million.

From where did it come? In his early Liverpool days he had been primarily a corn trader, bringing with him to the Mersey the skill which he had developed in Leith, and making mostly Baltic purchases. Then he was a partner in an East Indian house, dealing mainly with the subcontinent, and coming up against the restrictive privileges of the East India Company. This and Liverpool’s natural direction made him look more westward. In 1789–90 he spent a year buying cargoes in what had just become the United States. He did some cotton trade with Brazil. But it was on the West Indies and particularly on the two territories of Demerara and Jamaica that he became increasingly concentrated. By 1833, which was the peak of his trading activities, he showed total assets of £636,000, of which £296,000 were in Demerara and £40,000 in Jamaica. By 1843, however, he had turned himself from a merchant adventurer into a rentier. The West Indies stake was down to £53,000 and his shareholdings (mainly in railways) were up to £213,000.2 Sugar was the core of his West Indies activity, but tobacco and cotton were also important. He did not trade in slaves, even before the slave trade was outlawed in Britain in 1807, but the plantations he owned operated on slave labour throughout his time as a West Indian magnate.

In 1811 he began the building of Seaforth House, a full-scale country residence (except that it was not really in the country, having the mouth of the Mersey on one side and the beginning of Liverpool on the other) set in an estate of a hundred acres. By 1815 the family had effectively removed themselves five or six miles downstream to this new location. In 1817 he sent his eldest son, Thomas Gladstone, to Eton. Liverpool wealth did not intend to be shut out from privileged education, and already by 1811, according to William Ewart, a business partner of John Gladstone’s whose name was immortalized in W. E. Gladstone, there were ‘enough Liverpool Etonians to fill a coach’.3

Then in 1818 John Gladstone became a member of Parliament. His parliamentary career never prospered. He was too old (fifty-four) when he started. But there was more to it than that. He was like an elderly philanderer who always had to buy his favours, and failed to make neat transactions. Liverpool rejected him, and he went to Lancaster. Most of his two years as member for that borough was occupied with fighting off a petition alleging that he had been corruptly elected. In 1820 he transferred to Woodstock, where the Duke of Marlborough had a seat going cheap – for £877 to be exact. But by 1826 the market seemed to have improved and John Gladstone failed to come to terms with the Duke for the renewal of his mandate. With a fine indifference to locality he once more removed himself, this time to Berwick-on-Tweed. There he was elected in second place (in a two-member borough) by a margin of three votes, but was once again subjected to a petition for corrupt practices. This time it succeeded, and his far from splendid parliamentary career (much of it devoted to defending the rights of West Indian slave-owners, of which he was a leading example) came to an end in 1827. But these nine years at Westminster, inglorious though they may have been, required five or six months a year of London residence, for which 5 Grafton Street, between Bond Street and Berkeley Square, was rented, and which constituted a further extension of the horizons of Rodney Street.

After the débàcle of Berwick John Gladstone never again sat in Parliament. It was not for want of trying. He was humiliatingly defeated at Dundee in 1837 and flickered towards the prospect of a nomination for either Aberdeen or Leith in 1841, when he was seventy-seven. He did, however, largely turn his back on England. He regarded his £500,000 as adequate (although it grew to £750,000 by 1850), and he abandoned Liverpool, the base of his West Indian trading fortune. At the end of 1829 he bought Fasque, a Scottish estate on the northern slope of the Mearns, between Dundee and Aberdeen, for the very considerable sum of £80,000 and supplemented it with an Edinburgh New Town winter house in Atholl Crescent. Fasque was (and is) a fine mansion, as elegant as it is substantial, built in the year of William Gladstone’s birth. It has a delicate staircase and a particularly good first-floor library with a commanding view to the south-west.

John Gladstone took time to move in to these two houses, and for the years around 1830 led a somewhat nomadic existence taking his invalid second wife (William Gladstone’s mother) and his invalid elder daughter (William Gladstone’s senior by seven years) on an ineffective search for health at some of the watering places of England. Thus when William Gladstone was at Oxford he several times did the forty-five-mile walk to join his family at Leamington, and when he was summoned to Newark for the beginning of his first election campaign in September 1832 he was at Torquay and had to do some hard posting to get there via London in forty hours.

After about 1834, however, John Gladstone settled down in his two Scottish houses. He was seventy that year, he had already lost his elder daughter and in 1835 he was to lose his second wife. His old age was long and prosperous but lonely and sometimes irascible. He was eighty-seven when he died in 1851. He had been made a baronet in Peel’s resignation honours list of 1846, but this was more of a tip to William Gladstone than a mark of personal regard to his father, who was a very reluctant Peelite. John Gladstone made the money on which his sons lived in near affluence. He was shrewd, mostly generous to his children and sometimes more broad-minded in family matters than they were. But he was dominant and demanding. He imposed upon his only surviving daughter a lonely isolation at Fasque which helped to turn her into a drug addict and a religious fanatic. And he treated his distinguished fourth son even when he had been a Cabinet minister – and no doubt so treated the other three too – as though he was still at the end of his adolescence. William Gladstone was pietistic and used habitually to spend a couple of autumn months at Fasque. During these visits he had to superimpose on his own voluminous letter-writing the copying out of dictated replies to his father’s correspondence.

John Gladstone had not been born a gentleman. Nor indeed was he born Gladstone. His own father was called Gladstones, and John Gladstone abandoned this usage, simply on the ground of euphony, it appears, only after he went from Leith (the port of Edinburgh) to Liverpool in 1787. Thereafter the ‘s’ never appeared south of the border, not in his own name, his trading designations or the names of his children, although he waited until 1835 to formalize the change by letters patent. There is no suggestion of social climbing in the change, although it is difficult to imagine the more tentative name of ‘Gladstones’ ringing down the nineteenth century with quite the clear-cut authority of ‘Gladstone’. What was more to the social point was that John Gladstone, although his father (who had come from the Lanarkshire town of Biggar in 1746) had evolved into a modestly successful Leith corn merchant, left school at thirteen. He was fully literate and for seventy years and more could write business letters of singular pith and force. But the Scottish Enlightenment, which was pulsating through the Edinburgh of his youth, was as alien to his experience as it was to a crofter on the most remote Hebridean island.

John Gladstone had two wives, who were both nearly as ‘delicate’ in health and as retiring in tastes as he was vigorous and domineering. The wives had little else in common. The first, Jane Hall, was the daughter of another Liverpool merchant but one of less note and fortune than himself. He married her soon after his 1790 return from America, which was the only oceanic journey that he ever made, despite his controlling so many argosies and speaking with such dogmatic authority of the beneficial conditions in which slaves lived on the West Indian sugar plantations. Jane Gladstone was the first mistress of Rodney Street, but filled it with neither children nor local society. She quietly subsided and survived only six years of marriage.

Two years later in 1800 John Gladstone married Anne Mackenzie Robertson, whose father (dead in 1796) had been a gentleman lawyer and Provost of the little Ross-shire county town of Dingwall. Her mother was also of Highland gentry stock. Anne Robertson was twenty-eight years old and a distinct beauty. It was surprising that she had not been married before, although what was even more surprising (and unexplained) was how John Gladstone found her. The Gladstones, father and sons, both before and after the onset of the railway age, were remarkably mobile within Britain, but it was a long way from Dingwall to Liverpool, or even to Leith, and there was no obvious reason for John Gladstone to go to the far north or for Miss Robertson to come south.

Once they had met, however, there was no obstacle to the match. There was a suggestion that John Gladstone wished he had been better educated for the polite society of Dingwall (which must have been very select, for the total population of the town was only 750) but his wealth more than made up for this. He carried his bride-to-be off to Liverpool for marriage. They arrived almost simultaneously with two Raeburn portraits of his parents which he had commissioned for the Rodney Street dining room. The wedding took place in the parish church of St Peter’s, for Anne Robertson was a Scots Episcopalian and John Gladstone, although brought up in the strictest tradition of the Presbyterian Church of Scotland, had slipped over to the Church of England in Liverpool. But he did not do so in a latitudinarian way. Both he and his wife embraced the most determinedly Low Church Evangelicalism, which was very different from the High Anglicanism to which their fourth son shifted as a young man. There is a paradoxical suggestion that they rejected the Scottish kirk in Liverpool because it was too easy-going and did not produce a sufficient fervour of hell-fire preaching for their taste.

As her health declined, which it did fairly steadily at least from 1815, Evangelical religion became the central feature of Anne Gladstone’s life. This did not separate her from her husband, for he, although engaged in the most vigorous pursuit of mammon, professed an equal attachment. Furthermore, Anne Gladstone, unlike her predecessor, produced six children, all born between 1802 and 1814, rather liked entertaining provided she could spend most of her days reclining upon an invalid’s couch, and survived until the age of sixty-three.

William Gladstone’s brothers and sisters had no qualities of personality, energy, intellect or success comparable with his own. As he was by any standards among a handful of outstanding figures of the Victorian age this was hardly surprising. What was perhaps more so was that, although his three brothers were almost as drawn to politics (local Liverpool politics in the case of the second) as he was himself, and although in theory at least he was naturally family minded, they constituted no continuing close-knit phalanx of support or even of companionship. After his marriage in 1839* he saw far more of his wife’s family than he did of his own. This was not only true of her brother, Sir Stephen Glynne, where there was the special factor of Gladstone’s gradual taking over of his Hawarden estate, although Glynne continued to live there, almost as a guest in his own house, until his death in 1874. It was also so with his wife’s sister’s husband, Lord Lyttelton, whose Hagley Hall outside Birmingham became almost a second country house for the Gladstones. An account of the political and religious differences, and largely ineffective ambitions, of the other brothers belongs to later in the story, as does the tragedy of the surviving sister Helen Gladstone. William Gladstone was mostly detached from them during their lives, although occasionally interfering and intolerant, particularly with his sister, and immensely solicitous at the times of their deaths.

When William Gladstone left Liverpool to go to Eton for the first time in 1821, his eldest brother Tom had been there for four and a half years, most of the time as unhappy as he was unsuccessful, and his second brother Robertson had just been removed from the school after two years. So far the Gladstones were a determined rather than a successful Etonian family. Tom had several times asked to be taken away. He was no good at composing Latin verse, which was the basis of the very limited curriculum. He quarrelled constantly with his ‘dame’ (house matron) and with Keate, the famous flogging headmaster. He found the atmosphere harsh and irreligious, and he made few friends. But his father was determined that he should not leave. To do so would mean that the Gladstone attempt to infiltrate the citadel of upper-class education had failed at the first encounter. So Tom accepted not merely that he could not leave voluntarily but that he must submit to several Keate floggings in lieu of expulsion.

Robertson was different. He was not the eldest son, and when it was decided, entirely with his own concurrence, that his future lay in continuing in Liverpool the mercantile tradition of the family, he was smartly removed from Eton. John Gladstone’s approach to education was strictly vocational. He was willing to pay to turn his sons into members of the ruling class. But if they were going to become merchants rather than rulers there was no point in paying. And the cost was surprisingly high, particularly as Eton was not well run at the time, with too few masters, and those that there were of uncertain quality. Its main advantage was the opportunity to make influential friends. For this the total cost in Tom’s case, according to the meticulous Gladstone accounts, was £261 for a year, a figure which was somewhat above the average for the all-in expenditure of an Oxford undergraduate 120 years later.

Robertson, who had been doing rather better at Eton than Tom but had acquired no affection for it, was then despatched to Glasgow College, as the 270-year-old university was known at the time. It was still on its old High Street site around the cloisters of which Adam Smith had recently paced, and its curriculum, while far from narrowly commercial, was thought more suitable for Liverpool trade than an almost exclusive diet of hexameters. Glasgow seemed to do well for Robertson, an effective and intelligent man of business, who became Mayor of Liverpool before he was forty. Like his youngest brother but not many others, he moved across the political spectrum to the left as he got older, but his habits of thought and pattern of life were never remotely like those of William Gladstone. He was an immense mountain of a man, over twenty stone in weight, and he aged early, leading a disorganized and even dishevelled life after the death of his wife in 1865 until he too died in 1875.

The third son, John Neilson Gladstone, just short of three years older than William, was also entered for Eton. But he was resolved to go into the navy, although it was a bad time to do so – in the aftermath of the Napoleonic Wars when the south coastal counties were spattered with small Regency gentleman’s residences from which redundant naval officers looked out in vain for ships to command. His determination however was great and he went to the Royal Naval College at Portsmouth in 1820. His career at sea was over at the age of twenty-eight, but although he could not thereafter get a ship he got some promotion and ended as a captain RN. He lived the second half of his life as a Wiltshire country gentleman, settling at Bowden Park, near Chippenham, preceding Lord Weinstock by a century and a quarter in the acquisition of that estate. He was also intermittently an MP, never tempted by his brother’s transition to fluctuate from his Tory faith. Although he appeared to have the most robust health and least neurotic temperament of all the Gladstone children, he died the first of the brothers, in 1863.

On the day in September 1821 when William Gladstone for the first time accompanied his brother Tom to Eton, there was no reason for him to feel exhilarated. He had hitherto had only slight schooling experience. He had been taught, but not very much or very skilfully, by the Evangelical vicar of St Thomas’s, Seaforth, the church which his father had built and entered in his balance sheet. The Revd Mr Rawson was imported from Cambridge by John Gladstone and ran a school for about twelve boys in the parsonage.

This instruction singularly failed to excite him: ‘To return to Mr Rawson,’ he wrote at the 1892 beginning of his unfinished autobiography. ‘Everything was unobjectionable there. I suppose I learnt something there. But I have no recollection of being under any moral or personal influence whatever.…’4 But if he thought little of Rawson he thought still less of himself as a child. He had a strong conviction, in retrospect at any rate, that he was neither a good nor an engaging child. ‘The best I can say for it is that I do not think it was actually a vicious childhood,’ he continued in 1892. ‘… But truth obliges me to record this against myself. I have no recollection of being a loving or a winning child.’5 The confluence of his lack of response to Rawson and lack of esteem for himself no doubt accounted for the remarkable absence of any nostalgia for childhood when he paid a return visit to Seaforth Rectory and indeed to the Rawsons thirty-two years later.*

In these circumstances it was lucky that such a wide new window opened to him when he went to Eton in 1821. The journey to South Buckinghamshire was a formidable one for an eleven-year-old boy, although he already had a remarkably wide geographical experience for a child of that age in the pre-railway years; he had travelled to London, Cambridge, Bristol, Edinburgh and Dingwall. His 1821 journey (to deduce backwards from his diaries, which he began just under four years later) involved departure from Seaforth in the early afternoon, leaving Liverpool by the Birmingham coach at 3.30 p.m. and getting to that Midland town at about 5.30 the next morning, making an interchange and proceeding onwards by a coach sometimes called the ‘Hibernian’, which presumably came from Holyhead, and allowed its passengers to breakfast at Leamington and dine at Benson (between Oxford and Henley) before depositing them at Slough in time to get to Eton at 7.00 p.m.6 Tom’s presence may have given some reassurance, particularly as William was to be in the same house and also to do his fagging under him. But it must also have been something of a wet blanket, for Tom can hardly have fired him with Eton enthusiasm.

However, William took to Eton like the proverbial duck to water. Despite his later tendency self-consciously to defer to rank, there is no suggestion that he ever felt or suffered from any sense of inferiority because of his northern trading origin. Magnus thought that he was ‘never a popular boy’ because of his lack of interest in games, but this is implausible. Gladstone was at school well before the mania for the football field and the cricket pitch spread from Thomas Arnold’s Rugby into the new ‘imperial’ public schools and reached its apogee in Henry Newbolt’s end-of-the-century Clifton-inspired ‘bumping pitch and a blinding light’. Regency England, which was only a year over when Gladstone got to Eton, thought more of gaming than of games. He was also there before that new wave of schools imposed on their pupils the standard accent of the southern upper middle classes.

The old schools never did this. Addington, Winchester’s one Prime Minister, nicknamed ‘the Doctor’, spoke like the mixture of Reading apothecary and Hampshire yeoman which was his provenance. Peel, who went to Harrow from a rich but parvenu northern background very similar to that from which Gladstone came twenty years later, always spoke with a distinct Lancashire accent. And Curzon, who was a notable Etonian half a century after Gladstone, was famous for his short Derbyshire as, as in bräss and gläss (when complaining that the Foreign Secretary’s inkstand was that rather than silver and crystal).

In Gladstone’s case, as opposed to Addington’s or Peel’s, there are faint and scratchy wax cylinder recordings which give some indication of the authority, but not of the depth or melodiousness, of his voice late in life. The accent is faintly northern. Seventy years earlier Gladstone must, if anything, have spoken with more and not less of a Liverpool accent, but this was neither unusual nor inhibiting to him at Eton. He was an early and central member of the Eton Society (Pop as it later came to be called, or the Literati, giving it a rather different connotation, as it was known at the time) and at its meetings first showed his unusual command over an oratory which was classical in structure and illustration, yet infused with a fervour and expounded with a profligacy of words which made it hardly Roman. The stylized nature of the framework, even if not always of the contents, of the debates was accentuated by the strange convention, an exaggerated inversion of the ‘fourteen-day rule’ in the early years of political television, that no issue which had arisen in the past fifty years could be debated. It at least gave the participants a need for historical knowledge and a taste for argument by analogy.

Gladstone’s mind meshed well with Eton teaching. He later claimed that ‘we knew very little indeed, but we knew it accurately’.7 This was perhaps true so far as the limited and severely classical curriculum was concerned. Gladstone liked conventional learning, and was good if not brilliant at Latin and Greek composition. He had great application and muscular intellectual strength. But he had no special verbal facility in English, and probably not in the dead languages either. For an outstanding orator, which he was already on the way to becoming, he was singularly lacking in neatness of phrase. He was too periphrastic and too addicted to qualifying subordinate clauses. His force depended essentially on his flashing eyes and the physical authority of his presence. Thus the printed records of his speeches do not compare with those of Chatham or Burke or Canning or Abraham Lincoln, or even with the contrived epigrams of Disraeli, whose flippancy was so antipathetic to Gladstone. There was also a degree of sentimentality about Gladstone’s later speeches, ‘intellectual sentimentality’ Morley called it with a well-chosen oxymoron, which was absent from the oratory of the other five just cited. Even in the sentimental category, however, John Bright made finer arches out of hackneyed but emotive images. Gladstone’s oratory was a most powerful vehicle for moving men’s minds on a particular issue rather than an art form which stood on its own because of the limpidity of the construction.

Nonetheless Gladstone did a good deal better at Eton than Lincoln or Bright would have been likely to do. Unlike Tom he attracted the interest of and got on well with the best masters. Although occasionally beaten by Keate, he appears to have both liked and respected him. Certainly he persuaded himself that this was so and wrote in his last years of Keate’s enthusiastic reception at an 1841 banquet to celebrate the 400th anniversary of the school as ‘one of the most moving spectacles that in my whole life I have witnessed’.8 But it was E. C. Hawtrey, Keate’s successor as headmaster from 1834, later Provost and the maker of Victorian Eton, from whom Gladstone claimed that, about Easter 1822, he first received a spark – divinae particularam aurae – which opened his mind and set him on a determined course of acquiring knowledge.9

Hawtrey was a great schoolmaster, but he was unlikely to have been as necessary an agent as Gladstone retrospectively suggested. Gladstone had phenomenal energy, both mental and physical, a blotting-paper mind, and an imbued sense that the highest challenge of life was to satisfy God of the most effective possible use of time. William Gladstone respected the minutes as much as John Gladstone respected money. Just as the father meticulously kept count of how he spent his pounds so the son equally meticulously kept count of how he spent his quarter hours. His diary, which he began in July 1825 at the age of fifteen and continued until he was eighty-five, with an entry for each day of nearly seventy years, was as unique and impressive a document in the round as it was often bleakly factual in its individual entries. It mostly eschewed comment, for its essential quality, as Gladstone expressed it when trying to persuade his youngest son to follow his example, was as ‘an account-book of the all-precious gift of Time’.

Gladstone’s combination of energy, eclectic interest and feeling of intellectual accountability to God made him develop
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