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				Those who profess to range in the wide and unbounded Field of inexhaustible Imagination, may boldly cull the sweet, tho’ wild flowers of Fancy, unfettered in their progress by the strict rules which Truth imposes; -not so the Historian, the Biographer, or the humbler Narrator of any particular Event, which tho’ actually true, is so uncommon as to stagger the belief of Posterity, when the persons in whose days those Scenes were transacted have ceased to exist.

				— MARY ELEANOR BOWES,
THE COUNTESS OF STRATHMORE
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				[W]ho can say, after this, that fictitious characters, as they are drawn by the novelist, can be ever over-strained.

				— JESSÉ FOOT,

			

			The Lives of Andrew Robinson Bowes, Esq., and
the Countess of Strathmore
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		AN AFFAIR OF HONOUR

		London, January 13, 1777



		SETTLING DOWN TO READ HIS NEWSPAPER BY THE CANDLE-light illuminating the dining room of the Adelphi Tavern, John Hull anticipated a quiet evening. Having opened five years earlier, as an integral part of the vast Adelphi development designed by the Adam brothers on the north bank of the Thames, the Adelphi Tavern and Coffee House had established a reputation for its fine dinners and genteel company. Many an office worker like Hull, a clerk at the government’s Salt Office, sought refuge from the clamor of the nearby Strand in the tavern’s upper-floor dining room with its elegant ceiling panels depicting Pan and Bacchus in pastel shades. On a Monday evening in January, with the day’s work behind him, Hull could expect to read his paper undisturbed.

		At first, when he heard the two loud bangs, at about 7 P.M., Hull assumed they were caused by a door slamming downstairs. A few minutes later, there was no mistaking the sound of clashing swords. Throwing aside his newspaper, Hull ran down the stairs and tried to open the door to the ground-floor parlor. Finding it locked, and growing increasingly alarmed at the violent clatter from within, he shouted for waiters to help him force the door. Finally bursting into the unlit room, Hull could dimly make out two figures fencing furiously in the dark. Reckless as to his own safety, the clerk grabbed the sword arm of the nearest man, thrust himself between the two duelists, and insisted that they lay down their swords. Even so it was several more minutes of struggle before he could persuade the first man to yield his weapon.

		It was not a moment too soon. The man who reluctantly surrendered his sword now fell swooning to the floor, and in the light of candles brought by servants, a large blood stain could be seen seeping across his waistcoat. A cursory examination convinced Hull that the man was gravely injured. “I think there were three wounds in his right breast, and one upon his sword arm,” he would later attest. The second duelist, although less seriously wounded, was bleeding from a gash to his thigh. With no time to be lost, servants were dispatched into the cold night air to summon medical aid. They returned with a physician named John Scott, who ran a dispensary from his house nearby, and a surgeon, one Jesse Foot, who lived in a neighboring street. Both concurred with Hull’s amateur opinion, agreeing that the collapsed man had suffered a serious stab wound when his opponent’s sword had run through his chest from right to left—presumably on account of the fencers’ standing sideways—as well as a smaller cut to his abdomen and a scratch on his sword arm.

		Disheveled and deathly pale, his shirt and waistcoat opened to bare his chest, the patient sprawled in a chair as the medical men tried to revive him with smelling salts, water, and wine and to staunch the bleeding by applying a poultice. Whatever benefit the pair may have bestowed by this eminently sensible first aid was almost certainly reversed when they cut open a vein in their patient’s arm to let blood, the customary treatment for almost every ailment. Unsurprisingly, given the weakening effect of this further loss of blood, no sooner had the swordsman revived than he fainted twice more. It was with some justification, therefore, that the two medics pronounced their patient’s injuries might well prove fatal. The discovery of two discarded pistols, still warm from having been fired, suggested that the outcome could easily have been even more decisive. With his life declared to be hanging by a thread, the fading duelist now urged his erstwhile adversary to flee the tavern—taking pains to insist that he had acquitted himself honorably—and even offered his own carriage for the getaway.

		This was sound advice, for duels had been repeatedly banned by law since the custom had been imported from continental Europe to Britain in the early seventeenth century. Anyone participating in such a trial of combat risked being charged with murder, and subsequently hanged, should the opponent die, while those who took the role of seconds, whose job it was to ensure fair play, could be charged as accomplices to murder. Yet such legal deterrents had done little to discourage reckless gallants bent on settling disputes of honor. Far from withering under threat of prosecution, dueling had not only endured but flourished spectacularly in the eighteenth century. During the reign of George III, from 1760 to 1820, no fewer than 172 duels would be fought, leaving sixty-nine dead and ninety-six wounded. The gradual replacement of swords by pistols in the later eighteenth century inevitably put the participants at greater risk of fatal injury. John Wilkes, the radical politician, survived a duel in 1763 only because his opponent’s bullet was deflected by a coat button. As the fashion for settling scores by combat grew, so too the perverse rules of etiquette surrounding dueling became more convoluted and rule books, such as the “Twenty-six Commandments,” published in Ireland in 1777, were produced in an attempt to guide combatants through the ritualistic maze.

		Yet despite the legal prohibition, the deadly game was widely tolerated. During George Ill’s long reign, only eighteen cases were ever brought to trial; just seven participants were found guilty of manslaughter and three of murder, and only two suffered execution. This lax approach by authority was scarcely surprising, given that duels were fought primarily by the tided, the rich, and the powerful, including two prime ministers—William Petty Shelburne and William Pitt the Younger—and a leader of the opposition, Charles James Fox. Public opinion largely condoned the practice, which was frequently glorified in romantic fiction, too.

		Yet despite the very real risk that he might swing on the gallows on account of the condition of his opponent, the second duelist in the Adelphi Tavern that night declined the offer of escape. Certainly, the wound to his thigh meant that he was in little shape to run. But it was also the case that he was too well known to hide for long.

		As the parlor filled with friends and onlookers, including the two seconds belatedly arriving on the scene, many recognized the fashionably attired figure of the apparent victor of the contest as the Reverend Henry Bate. Although attempted murder was hardly compatible with his vows to the church, the 31-year-old parson had already established something of a reputation for bravado. Educated at Oxford, although he left without taking a degree, Bate had initially joined the army, where he acquired valuable skills in combat. But he promptly swapped his military uniform for a clerical gown when his father died, and the young Bate succeeded to his position as rector of the country parish of North Fambridge in Essex, in the south of England. Before long he had added the curacy of Hendon, a sleepy hamlet north of London, to his ecclesiastical duties. Comfortably well-off but socially ambitious, Bate’s impeccably groomed figure was a more familiar sight in the coffee-houses and theatres of London than in the pulpits of his village churches. Indeed, it was his literary, rather than his religious, works for which Bate was famed.

		Friendly with the capital’s theatrical community, Bate had written several farces and comic operas that had met with moderate acclaim, but he employed his pen to much greater effect as editor of the Morning Post. Set up in 1772 as a rival to the Morning Chronicle, the Post had developed a pioneering combative style that contrasted sharply with the dull and pompous approach of its competitors. Since his appointment as editor two years previously, Bate had consolidated his newspaper’s reputation for fearlessly exposing scandal in public and private life, boosting circulation as a result. While taking full advantage of the recent hard-won freedom for journalists to report debates in Parliament, the Post took equal liberties in revealing details of the intrigues and excesses of Georgian society’s rich and famous, the so-called bon ton. Although strategically placed dashes supposedly obscured the names of the miscreants, the identities of well-known celebrities of their day, such as “Lord D—re” and “Lady J—sey,” were easily guessed by their friends and enemies over the breakfast table.

		At a time when the importance of the press in a constitutional democracy was becoming increasingly recognized—as was its potential for abusing that freedom—Bate stood out as the most notorious editor of all. Flamboyant and domineering—some would say bullying— Bate had recently sounded the death knell of a copycat rival of the Post in characteristic style, by leading a noisy procession of drummers and trumpeters marching along Piccadilly. Horace Walpole, the remorseless gossip, was appalled at the scene that he watched from his window and described to a friend: “A solemn and expensive masquerade exhibited by a clergyman in defence of daily scandal against women of the first rank, in the midst of a civil war!” he blustered. Samuel Johnson, as a fellow hack, at least gave Bate credit for his “courage” as a journalist, if not for his merit. This was something of a backhanded compliment, however, since as Johnson explained: “We have more respect for a man who robs boldly on the highway, than for a fellow who jumps out of a ditch, and knocks you down behind your back.”

		Acclaimed then, if not universally admired, as a vigorous defender of press freedom, Bate had also established a reputation for his physical prowess. A well-publicized disagreement some four years previously at Vauxhall, the popular pleasure gardens on the south bank of the Thames, had left nobody in doubt of his courage. Leaping to the defense of an actress friend who was being taunted by four uncouth revelers, Bate had accepted a challenge by one of the party to a duel the following day. When the challenger substituted a professional boxer of Herculean proportions, Bate gamely stripped to the waist and squared up. Although much the smaller of the two pugilists, the parson proceeded to pummel the boxer into submission within fifteen minutes, mashing his face “into a jelly” without suffering a single significant blow himself. The episode, which was naturally reported fully in the Morning Post, earned Bate the nickname “the Fighting Parson.” Having established his credentials for both bravery and combat skills, the Reverend Bate was evidently not a man to pick an argument with. Oddly this had not deterred his opponent at the Adelphi.

		A relative newcomer to London society, though he had acquired some notoriety in certain circles, the defeated duelist was seemingly a stranger to everyone in the tiny parlor with the exception of his opponent and his tardy second. Although he was now sprawled in a chair under the ministrations of his medical attendants, it was plain that the man was slenderly built and uncommonly tall by eighteenth-century standards. The surgeon Foot, meeting him here for the first time, would later estimate his height at more than five feet ten inches—a commanding five inches above the average male. Despite a prominent hooked nose, his face was strikingly handsome, with thin but sensuous lips and small, piercing eyes under thick dark eyebrows. His obvious authority and bearing betrayed his rank as an officer in the King’s Army, while his melodic brogue revealed his Anglo-Irish descent. And for all his life-threatening injuries, he exuded a charisma that held the entire room in thrall. His name was gleaned by the gathered party to be Captain Andrew Robinson Stoney. And it was he, it now emerged, who had provoked the duel.

		With the identity of the duelists established, details of the circumstances leading to their fateful meeting quickly unfolded and were subsequently confirmed in a report of events agreed between the combatants for release to the press. In providing this statement, attributing neither guilt nor blame, the duelists were complying with contemporary rules of dueling conduct. But as their version of events made plain, most of the circumstances surrounding the Adelphi duel had flouted all the accepted principles of dueling behavior. Meeting at night rather than in the cold light of day (traditionally at dawn), staging their duel inside a busy city venue rather than a remote location outdoors, and fighting without their seconds (who should have been present to promote reconciliation) were all strictly contrary to the rules. Yet the pretext for their fight to the death was entirely typical of duels that had been conducted since medieval knights had first engaged in the lists. The honor of a woman, it emerged, was at the crux of the dispute.

		In the perverse code of honor that governed dueling, any form of insult to a woman was to be regarded by a man whose protection she enjoyed as the gravest possible outrage. According to the “Twenty-six Commandments,” for example, such an insult should be treated as “by one degree a greater offence than if given to the gentleman personally.” So while women were by convention almost always absent from duels, shielded from the horror of bloodshed and gore, their reputation or well-being was frequently at the very core of the ritual. Indeed, for some women, it might be said, the prospect of being fought over by two hot-blooded rivals could be so intoxicating that they sometimes encouraged duels even if they later regretted the consequences.

		There was no doubt, in the case of the duel at the Adelphi, that the reputation of the woman in question had been grossly impugned. Since early December 1776, readers of Bate’s Morning Post had read with mounting interest reports of the amorous exploits of the recently widowed Countess of Strathmore. Despite having only just shed her mourning costume, the young countess had been spotted in her carriage riding through St. James’s Park engaged in a passionate argument with a military man whom the Post had named as Captain Stoney. Simultaneously fueling his readers’ titillation and moral outrage, the newspaper’s anonymous correspondent had speculated on whether the wealthy widow would bestow her favors on the Irish soldier or on a rival suitor, a Scottish entrepreneur called George Gray, who had recently brought home a small fortune from India. Even more scandalously, the Post suggested, the countess might find herself in the “arms of her F—n,” a thinly disguised reference to her own footman. Less than two weeks later, readers spluttered into their morning coffee as the Post divulged on successive mornings, first that the countess had broken with her “long-favoured-paramour,” presumably Gray, and next that she was planning to elope with him abroad.

		If the readers of the Post harbored any doubts as to the impropriety of the countess’s conduct, these were briskly swept aside by a concurrent series of articles, in the form of a curious exchange of letters, that alternately condemned and defended her behavior. Written under a variety of pseudonyms, one side accused the countess of betraying the memory of her late husband, the Earl of Strathmore, whose death she was said to have greeted with “cold indifference,” and of forsaking her five young children in her blatant exploits with her various suitors. Equally forthright in her defense, the other side insisted that the young widow suffered “heart-felt sorrow” in her bereavement.

		Whether or not the countess, in exasperation at the intrusion of the press into her private affairs, had provoked the duel to defend her honor was a matter of conjecture. One member of her household in London’s fashionable Grosvenor Square would later claim that the countess had declared that “the man who would call upon the Editor of that Paper, and revenge her cause upon him, should have both her hand and her heart.” By the middle of January 1777, the Irish army officer Stoney had stepped forward and taken it upon himself to act—in Bate’s words—as the “Countess of Strathmore’s champion.”

		Given the vindictive nature of the articles naming both the countess and himself, Stoney had initially written to Bate demanding to know the identity of the writers. Somewhat surprisingly, Bate responded by insisting he did not know. In truth, this was not unlikely. The lurid public interest in the sexual misdemeanors of Georgian celebrities had spawned a highly organized industry in gossip-mongering. Certain newspapers even provided secret post boxes so that those with salacious information could anonymously submit their claims directly to the printers, while newspaper editors frequently had neither sight nor supervision of such material prior to publication. Although publishing inflammatory accusations, without the least effort made to check their veracity, raised the serious prospect of being sued for libel, publishers often gauged that the boost in their circulation figures justified the risk.

		Bate’s protestations of ignorance, coupled with his profuse apologies, did little to mollify Stoney, who took the somewhat progressive view that an editor should assume responsibility for the material published in his newspaper. Bate had therefore little option but to agree to a meeting with the irate soldier. According to their record of events, this meeting took place on the evening of Friday, January 10, in the Turk’s Head Coffee-house in the Strand. Here, in the convivial atmosphere of the fuggy coffee-house, Bate had managed to convince Stoney that he had been innocent of any involvement in the articles and promised to ensure that no more insults would appear. And so when Stoney opened the Post the following morning to read yet further revelations about the countess’s love life, he was apoplectic. The latest article, which reported that “the Countess of Grosvenor-Square, is frequently made happy by the visits (tho’ at different periods) of the bonny, tho’ almost expended Scot, and the Irish widower,” seemed almost calculated to incense him. Immediately, Stoney dashed off another letter to Bate demanding his right “to vindicate the dignity of a Gentleman” by seeking satisfaction in the traditional manner. He concluded by naming an old army friend, Captain Perkins Magra, as his second who would arrange events.

		Still Bate blustered and equivocated. In the flurry of letters that flew back and forth across the city that weekend, all faithfully reproduced in the jointly agreed record, the men’s accusations and counter-accusations grew more and more heated. When finally he was denounced as a “coward and a scoundrel,” Bate had little alternative but to accept Stoney’s challenge. On Monday, January 13, therefore, Bate had consulted his own old army buddy, the rather dubious Captain John Donellan, who had recently been dismissed from service in India. Already accused of various financial irregularities while serving with the East India Company, Donellan would eventually be hanged for poisoning his wife’s brother to get his hands on her family’s riches. Agreeing to stand as Bate’s second, Donellan had lent the parson his sword, which Bate hid under his greatcoat. That afternoon Bate had sent Stoney a final letter, which ended resignedly: “I find myself compelled to go so far armed, in the event at least, as to be able to defend myself, and since nothing can move you from your sanguinary purposes—as you seemed resolved, that either my life or my gown shall be the sacrifice of your groundless revenge—in the name of God pursue it!”

		Having dined out on Monday afternoon, Bate set off apprehensively just after 6 P.M., his friend’s sword held ready beneath his coat, to walk the dimly lit streets to his home, one of the new Adelphi houses in Robert Street. Turning off the bustling Strand onto Adam Street, he was passing the doorway of the Adelphi Tavern when the towering figure of Stoney loomed toward him, seized him by the shoulder, and forced him inside. Still protesting that he did not wish to come to blows, “the Fighting Parson” had reluctantly accompanied the Irishman into the ground-floor parlor, where Stoney once more demanded he reveal the names of the writers of the offending articles. On Bate’s insistence that he did not know, the soldier declared: “Then, Sir, you must give me immediate satisfaction!”

		In the sputtering light of candles, Stoney’s valet brought in a case containing a pair of pistols that had been purchased that day from the shop of Robert Wogdon, London’s most celebrated gunsmith whose exquisitely crafted dueling pistols were renowned for their lightness, speed, and—above all—deadly accuracy. A duel being now unavoidable, and the death of one or both duelists probable, both men sent word to summon their seconds. Stoney dispatched his valet to locate Captain Magra, while Bate sent a hurried note to find his friend Donellan. When neither of these fellows had appeared after some considerable delay, and with Bate becoming increasingly anxious to escape, Stoney abruptly locked the parlor door, stuffed the keyhole with paper, and placed a screen in front of it. Opening the case of Wogdon’s pistols, he had ordered Bate to choose his weapon. When the parson refused first fire, Stoney immediately snatched up a pistol and took aim. But for all his military training, the proximity of his target, and the superiority of Wogdon’s guns, his bullet had merely pierced the parson’s hat and cracked the mirror behind. In returning fire, according to dueling procedure, Bate’s aim was equally askew—or equally well-judged—for his bullet apparently ripped through Stoney’s coat and waistcoat without so much as grazing his opponent’s skin.

		Still thirsty for blood, Stoney insisted that they now draw swords. Only when blood had been spilled, according to dueling law, could honor be said to have been satisfied. As Stoney charged toward him with his sword outstretched, Bate deflected the weapon and speared his opponent right through the chest. So fierce was the ensuing combat in the expiring candlelight that Bate’s borrowed sword was bent almost in half, at which point Stoney decently allowed him to straighten it. And although he was bleeding profusely and was severely weakened by his injuries, Stoney insisted on continuing the fight until the door finally burst open and Hull tumbled into the room. Quickly taking in the scene dimly reflected in the broken mirror, Hull and the other rescuers had little doubt that they had only just prevented a catastrophe.

		Later publishing his own version of what he described as the “late affair of honour” in The Gazetteer and New Daily Advertiser, Hull had declared his surprise, given the darkness of the room and the ferocity of the fencing, that “one of the combatants were not absolutely killed on the spot.” It was a sentiment with which the two medical men, Foot and Scott, readily agreed. In a joint statement published in the same newspaper, in which they described their patients’ injuries in detail, the pair attested that Stoney’s chest wound had “bled very considerably.” They concluded “we have every reason to believe, that the rencontre must have determined fatally, had not the interposition of the gentlemen who broke into the room put an end to it.” Indeed, as Foot helped the ailing Stoney into his carriage and rode with him back to the officer’s apartment at St. James’s Coffee House in nearby St. James’s Street, his professional concern was so great that he insisted on stopping en route in Pall Mall, at the house of the celebrated surgeon Sir Caesar Hawkins, for further medical assistance. One of the most popular surgeons in London, numbering George III among his patients, the elderly Hawkins visited Stoney in his rooms two hours later. Although he did not personally examine the wounds, merely checking the patient as he languished in bed, Hawkins would later add his own testimony as to the severity of the duelist’s injuries. Four respectable witnesses, therefore, all testified to the life-threatening nature of Stoney s wounds. It was scarcely surprising, then, given the captain’s plight, that the object of his devil-may-care venture should visit her hero the very next day.

		STEEPED IN THE romantic literature of eighteenth-century Britain, it would be a rare woman who could fail to be moved by the actions of a handsome young captain who had leapt to defend her honor with the ultimate act of chivalry. Mary Eleanor Bowes, the 27-year-old Dowager Countess of Strathmore, was no exception. Indeed, as an accomplished writer of fashionably lyrical literature herself—her five-act tragic play, which itself featured a duel, had been well received in her small literary circle and her poems admired by friends—there could be little doubt that the countess would respond to such a sacrifice with passion. And so, after sending her hero a gushing letter of gratitude the morning following the encounter, the anxious countess arrived at St. James’s Coffee House later in the day to deliver her thanks in person.

		Bustling into Stoney’s apartment, the countess was understandably distressed at the sight of the stricken soldier who lay groaning in bed, his face “deadly white.” The surgeon Jesse Foot, still tending his patient, was touched by the scene, which he later described. Wearing a loose, low-cut dress, which showed off her small figure and ample bust to best advantage, the countess rushed to comfort Stoney. Although her best feature, her luxuriant dark brown hair, was almost certainly hidden beneath the customary powdered gray wig, the young widow had lively, wide eyes in a pretty, fair-complexioned face with a determined chin. She appeared, recalled Foot, “in very fine health” while her cheeks “glowed with all the warmth of a gay widow.” Her rosy countenance heightened by her obvious agitation, the countess drew close as the soldier informed her that his injuries were mortal, a diagnosis swiftly confirmed by Foot. Apparently weakened by his wounds, the Irishman delivered his news “in a very low Tone of Voice,” the countess would later recall, while he appeared to be “in great Torture.” Aghast to hear of her champion’s impending demise, the countess seized the sword Stoney had used in his ordeal and insisted on taking it home to place beneath her pillow. “She seemed poor silly soul! as if she blessed the duel,” Foot later remarked, “and blessed every body about it, for the sake of the precious prize the contest brought her.” Yet the dying devotion of an Irish soldier might appear a trifling reward, given the life of seamless indulgence that the countess had enjoyed so far.

		The only child of one of the most successful entrepreneurs in Georgian times, Mary Eleanor had become the richest heiress in Britain— some said in Europe—at the age of 11, when her father died. Having led a life of pleasure and accomplishment since her earliest years, she continued to indulge her fine taste for expensive jewelry, lavish costumes, and generous entertaining after her marriage at the age of 18 to the Earl of Strathmore—a match that at a stroke increased both of their fortunes while providing her with a title. Since the earl’s premature death less than a year before, she had enjoyed more liberty than ever to pursue her extravagant lifestyle as well as her twin interests in science and the arts.

		Educated to an unusually high standard by her doting father, Mary Eleanor had established a modest reputation for her literary efforts and was fluent in several languages. More significantly, she had won acclaim in the almost exclusively male-dominated world of science as a gifted botanist. Encouraged by senior figures in London’s Royal Society, she had stocked her extensive gardens and hothouses with exotic plants from around the globe and was even now planning to finance an expedition to bring back new species from southern Africa. According to one writer, she was simply “the most intelligent female botanist of the age.”

		If her stupendous fortune had brought her material pleasures and intellectual enlightenment, a life of unremitting flattery and dissipation had not helped the countess to develop a shrewd judgment of character. Beset by eager suitors and fawning admirers since her husband’s death, the merry widow enjoyed flirting and cavorting, with little discrimination. Now that the respectable period of mourning for her first husband was coming to an end, however, she turned her mind to finding a suitable new partner for herself and a dependable stepfather to her five young children. Having proved himself a faithful companion and an athletic lover for almost a year, George Gray seemed a reasonable choice. A rakish entrepreneur, in the mold of her beloved father, 39-year-old Gray had returned from India four years previously. A flamboyant man about town, friendly with James Boswell and the playwright Samuel Foote, Gray shared Mary Eleanor’s appetite for fine living and her love of literature. His unpopularity with her late husband’s family, who were anxious to deter fortune hunters from squandering her children’s inheritance, only made him more alluring. And so in a secret ceremony in St. Paul’s Cathedral last August, the countess pledged to marry Gray—a commitment regarded as legally binding.

		The arrival in town that same summer of the charming and handsome Irish soldier Andrew Robinson Stoney had piqued Mary Eleanor’s interest, and they soon embarked on a flirtation. Yet for all Stoney’s passionate declarations, she was not swayed from her commitment to Gray, and their plans to elope and marry abroad were well under way by the beginning of 1777. Now that she saw her Irish admirer lying close to death from his battle to defend her reputation, however, she found her emotions in turmoil. When Stoney begged her to grant him a final request before his death, she felt it would have been heartless to refuse. Elated at the real-life drama in which she found herself, and reluctant to deny herself the tragically romantic ending that must surely unfold, Mary Eleanor agreed to her dying hero’s request: to marry him before he expired. At a time when marriage was laughably easy to enter but well nigh impossible to end, her decision may have seemed reckless. Yet what harm could possibly ensue from marrying a poor dying soldier who would shortly make her a widow again? She even commemorated the mournful occasion in verse.

		
			Unmov’d Maria saw the splendid suite
Of rival captives sighing at her feet,
Till in her cause his sword young Stoney drew,
And to avenge, the gallant wooer flew!
Bravest among the brave!—and first to prove
By death! or conquests! who best knew to love!

			But pale and faint the wounded lover lies,
While more than pity fills Maria’s eyes! 
In her soft breast, where passion long had strove,
Resistless sorrow fix’d the reign of love!
“Dear youth,” she cries, “we meet no more to part!
Then take thy honour’s due—my bleeding heart!”

		

		Three days later, on January 17, 1777, Mary Eleanor Bowes, the Countess of Strathmore, married Andrew Robinson Stoney, in St. James’s Church, Piccadilly. Borne to the church on a makeshift bed, Stoney made his vows at the altar while doubled in pain. Mary Eleanor’s footman, George Walker, and Stoney’s friend and financial adviser, William Davis, were the witnesses. And it seemed to the small gathering who watched the ceremony that it could be only a matter of days before the groom returned to the church—in a wooden casket. Convinced of her new husband’s imminent demise, the countess felt no need to reveal to him two quite devastating secrets. And for her part, Mary Eleanor was about to discover some surprising facts about “Captain” Stoney.
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		DOWNRIGHT GIRLISHNESS

		Gibside, County Durham, 1757



		FROM THE MOMENT THAT SHE WAS TALL ENOUGH TO PEEP over the windowsills of Gibside Hall, the infant Mary Eleanor had been confronted by the sight of a majestic stone column rising before her eyes. Begun in the year after her birth in 1749, as a potent symbol of her aging father’s wealth, power, and—not least—virility, the Column to Liberty had gained in feet as Mary grew in inches. By her eighth birthday in 1757, it had soared to a staggering 140 feet, making it the second tallest column in Britain after Wren’s Monument commemorating the Great Fire of London. At last the finishing touches could be added. As Mary labored over her lessons indoors, a shed was raised to the summit, providing shelter for the sculptor who scaled the wooden scaffolding to carve the figure of Lady Liberty at the top. Finally unveiled later that year, the twelve-foot crowning statue, covered in gold leaf, represented not only an uncompromising belief in individual liberty over state interference but also an inspiring vision of female power and independence. It was a sight that the young Mary Eleanor would not forget.

		Long before her birth, great things had been anticipated of Mary Eleanor Bowes. Her father, George Bowes, had unexpectedly inherited his family’s estates in County Durham and Yorkshire, in northern England, with their extensive coal deposits, at the age of 21, after the sudden deaths of his two elder brothers. The Bowes family had been powerful landowners in the northeast since Sir Adam Bowes, a high-ranking lawyer, was granted land at Streatlam, near Barnard Casde, in southern County Durham in the fourteenth century. Sir Adam’s descendants had increased their property and influence through well-judged marital alliances with wealthy local families and through loyal service to the Crown. Mary’s great-great-great-grandfather Sir George Bowes had escorted Mary Queen of Scots to imprisonment in Bolton Casde, Yorkshire, in 1568, and he remained a staunch supporter of Elizabeth I the following year when the Catholic Earls of Northumberland and Westmorland launched their failed Northern Rebellion. Holding Barnard Casde against the rebels for a crucial eleven days, Sir George was “the surest pyllore the queen’s majesty had in these parts,” according to Lord Burghley, Elizabeth’s chief adviser. His great-grandson, Sir William Bowes, who was elected MP for County Durham five times, brought the family further wealth through his marriage to heiress Elizabeth Blakiston in 1691. When Sir William died in 1706, Lady Bowes was left not only to bring up their four sons and four daughters on her own but also to manage the vast coal-rich estate of Gibside, ten miles south of Newcastle, on the southern bank of the River Derwent, which she inherited from her own father in 1713. She accomplished both with aplomb, handling disputes within the local coal trade with shrewd determination while patiently keeping in check her eldest son, William. Spending most of his time in London, the ungrateful heir neglected his country seat while upbraiding his mother, “Surely you don’t think me such a fool as to prefer the Charms of a stupid, dull, Country Life, to the pleasures of the Town.” When William died unmarried at the age of 24 in 1721, and his ill-tempered brother Thomas followed him to the grave within a year, it was the third son, George, who came into possession of the Bowes Blakiston estate.

		Dynamic, tall, and good-looking, George Bowes had run away from home at the age of 18 to buy himself a commission as a captain in a cavalry regiment, using money given to him by his mother for an entirely different purpose. Army life did nothing to cool Bowes’s intractable temper or his zest for life. At six feet tall, with expressive gray eyes in an open, oval-shaped face, Bowes presented both a formidable figure and a pleasing countenance. He was, according to his daughter Mary Eleanor, “uncommonly handsome” and a “great rake in his youth.” Yet while he shared the fiery temper and forceful temperament of his two elder brothers, unlike them George Bowes shouldered his responsibilities as a landowner, employer, and public figure. Abandoning his brief army career, he took up his seat at Gibside Hall, which he preferred to gloomy Streatlam Castle, and grasped the reins of the family’s coal business with customary zeal. His youthful reputation for aggressive business tactics earned him the nickname “The Count” from one rival, while another called him “the Csar.” Yet Bowes also demonstrated a keen appreciation of the arts as well as a flair for romance.

		Soon after inheriting his estate, at the age of 23, Bowes married 14-year-old Eleanor Verney following a passionate courtship that began when she was only 10. Born shortly after the death of her father, Eleanor was heiress to the considerable wealth of her grandfather, the Dean of Windsor. By the age of 13, she was renowned for her beauty and her learning. A tiny book of her poetry, copied out in miniature copperplate handwriting, survives to this day. Undoubtedly, the marriage negotiations had initially been prompted by financial motives on the part of Bowes and possibly his mother, in common with the vast majority of marriages between prosperous landed families in the early eighteenth century. By the time the marriage neared settlement, however, Bowes was helplessly in love with the beguiling Eleanor.

		Mostly kept apart from the object of his fascination by distance and propriety, Bowes plied her mother with letters that professed his “great Respect & love” for her “Beautiful Daughter.” Eventually allowed to address the captivating Eleanor directly, Bowes gushed, “I conjure you thus to ease a Heart full of You, & tell you with the utmost sincerity I love you above all things.” As 13-year-old Eleanor responded with cool formality, describing the trivia of her daily life, Bowes could hardly restrain his impatience: “Dear Madam, I am not able to bear the cruel absence from my angel any longer without having recourse to Pen & Paper for relief of my tortur’d heart which can at present find no other way to ease its self.” At last, with the cumbersome financial details settled, the wedding took place on October 1,1724, shortly after Eleanor turned 14. Her youth itself was no bar to the marriage—12 was the minimum marrying age for girls and 14 for boys—but the couple had waited until Eleanor was old enough to receive her inheritance. Bowes was finally united with his adored child bride—in every sense. In one loving letter to his “Nelly,” when Bowes was away on business, he ended with the jaunty postscript: “I assure you that I found my Bed very cold last night for want of my Companion.”

		Just two and a half months after the wedding, Eleanor died suddenly, probably from one of the many infectious diseases that stalked eighteenth-century Britain. Bowes was devastated. He poured out his grief in frenzied letters to Mrs. Verney, confessing that his loss had made him doubt his faith and lose his reason. All his future happiness, he wept, had depended on his young bride, whom he described as “the most accomplish’d of her Sex.” Although many promising Georgian relationships ended in premature death, Eleanor’s sudden demise was considered sufficiently tragic to merit the attentions of not one but two acclaimed literary minds. The poet and travel writer Lady Mary Wortley Montagu revealed her jaundiced view of marriage in a poem written on the day of Eleanor’s death that began: “Hail, happy bride, for thou art truly blest!/Three months of rapture, crown’d with endless rest.” Fellow writer Mary Astell, who is thought to have penned her response at the same social event, blamed marriage itself— or lust at least—for the young bride’s early death, with the words: “Lost when the fatal Nuptial Knot was tie’d,/Your Sun declin’d, when you became a Bride./A soul refin’d, like your’s soar’d above/The gross Amusements of low, Vulgar love.” Bereft of his love, vulgar or otherwise, George Bowes escorted his wife’s corpse to its burial at Westminster Abbey, after which he was forced to repay her dowry with interest. It took him a full nineteen years to recover sufficiently from his grief to consider remarriage. In the meantime, he threw himself into improving his estate at Gibside and transforming the coal industry.

		With the abundant coal seams running beneath his Durham and Yorkshire estates, Bowes was literally sitting on a fortune. His marriage settlement with Eleanor Verney had named as many as forty collieries, or coal mines, owned by the Bowes family in County Durham alone. For the men, and boys as young as 7, who hewed and hauled the coal in precarious, gas-filled tunnels, and the women who sorted the coal at the surface, it was hazardous and unpleasant but—for the men at least—well-paid work. For the colliery owners like Bowes, coal was big business. In eighteenth-century Britain, with industry mushrooming and urban populations burgeoning, coal was in sharp demand, with Durham coal particularly prized. By the middle of the century, almost 2 million tons of coal were being produced annually by northeastern coalfields—nearly half the national output—and most of this was shipped to London, which by now was Europe’s biggest city. The process was highly convoluted. Coal owners like Bowes, with pits close to the Tyne River and its tributary the Derwent, transported their coal in horse-drawn trucks on wooden rails—forerunners of the railways— to quays or “staithes” that lined the riverbanks. From here, the coal was loaded onto small boats, known as “keels,” then rowed downriver to the mouth of the Tyne, where it was hauled onto seagoing colliers for the two-week voyage down the coast to London. Once it arrived in the Thames estuary, the coal was loaded on to river-going vessels called “lighters,” and then transferred to members of the Woodmongers Company who enjoyed a monopoly on its sale in London. With each change of transport the coal changed hands, going through four expensive and closely controlled transactions that hiked up its price each time.

		Frustrated at the lack of control over their hard-won product, several of the powerful northeastern coal owners seized the initiative. Setting aside for once his usual disputes with his neighbors, in 1726 Bowes joined forces with four other major coal owners from the region to forge the Grand Alliance. By cooperating in buying land, limiting supply, and sharing profits, the allies formed an effective monopoly that controlled virtually all coal production in the northeast. The cartel would dominate the British coal industry for the rest of the century. When Bowes was elected MP for County Durham in 1727, a seat he would hold for the rest of his life, he used his lobbying power to promote the partners’ interests in the accepted manner of Georgian politicians, spending the winter months when Parliament met lodging in the capital. With the immense profits his coal produced, supplemented by rents from the many farms on his Durham and Yorkshire estates, Bowes invested in stocks and shares, property, ships, racehorses, and art. Any surplus was ploughed into improving his beloved rural retreat of Gibside.

		It was not until 1743, at the age of 42, that George Bowes felt ready to form a new romantic alliance. In March, he blamed a delay in writing to a friend on a “Fair Lady” whom he hoped to “persuade to come into the North this Summer.” Still a handsome man, though by now somewhat corpulent, Bowes had evidently not lost his courting skills, for in June he married Mary Gilbert, sole heiress to her father Edward Gilbert’s idyllic country estate of St. Paul’s Walden Bury in Hertfordshire, north of London. Some twenty years Bowes’s junior, Mary brought a sizable dowry, or marriage “portion,” worth £20,000, equivalent to more than £3 million, or $5 million, today. It is probable that the marriage was largely one of convenience, bringing together two ancient landed families in the hope of providing an heir for both. Although their partnership proved companionable enough, Mary would always stand in the shadow of her formidable husband and the ghost of her adored predecessor, Bowes’s “favourite first wife” in the words of Mary Eleanor. If she were ever tempted to forget her forerunner, there were no less than six portraits of “the first Mrs Bowes” hanging at Gibside, including one in the second Mrs. Bowes’s bedroom, to remind her.

		Hardworking and pious, Mary Bowes devoted herself to managing the family’s several large households, while steadfastly supporting her husband in his busy public and private life. Proving herself a capable businesswoman, she managed the family’s voluminous accounts and large domestic staff, at Gibside each summer, in London every winter, and at their rented house in Yorkshire, which served as a staging point between the two. Settling the numerous bills for food, travel, clothing, medicine, servants’ wages, and family entertainment with meticulous efficiency, she gave George Bowes his “pocket expenses” and paid for his barbers’ fees, while dispensing generous sums to charity.

		The couple had been married six years, and had doubtless given up all hope of an heir, when Mary Bowes gave birth to a daughter on February 24, 1749. Since it was the parliamentary season and the household was ensconced in London, the baby was born at the family’s rented home in affluent Upper Brook Street, delivered by one of high society’s favorite “man midwives,” Dr. Francis Sandys. Baptized a month later in London’s most fashionable church, St. George’s in Hanover Square, the baby was named Mary Eleanor, in homage both to her dutiful mother and to her father’s beloved first wife. Bowes hoped that she would combine the attributes of both.Immediately, George Bowes had grand designs for Mary Eleanor’s future. If she was not born literally with a silver spoon in her mouth, her doting father was quick to remedy that absence, purchasing a candlestick and spoon “for the Child” from a London silversmith within weeks of her birth. After the customary four weeks’ lying-in for Mrs. Bowes, during which time Mary Eleanor was breastfed by a wet-nurse, the family packed up the house in London and undertook the arduous two-day journey north by coach. Accompanied by her nurse and proud parents, baby Mary Eleanor was conveyed to her family seat with the pomp normally associated with a royal progress. When the family stopped overnight at Ledstone, their halfway home in Yorkshire, bells were rung to announce her birth. As the entourage continued on to Darlington, Durham, Gateshead, and finally Gibside, villagers, servants, and neighbors were left in no doubt as to the importance of the tiny girl’s arrival. Church bells pealed and coins tinkled into the hands of the poor at every stop along the route.

		If anyone suspected that for all his show of celebration Bowes might secretly have yearned for a son to continue the family’s ancient name, they could see no signs of disappointment. One friend, Captain William FitzThomas, congratulated Bowes on his daughter’s birth while bluntly expressing the prevailing misogyny of the times. “What tho’ it be’nt a Boy, the same materials will produce one,” he encouraged lustily, adding by way of compensation that “at least your Blood, if not your name will be transmitted to Posterity.” Another well-wisher was rather more tactful, remarking that if nothing else Mary Eleanor’s birth presented the opportunity for an advantageous marriage that might mend the wrangles that continued between coal owners despite their compact. Such an alliance would be “the liklyest way to put an end to all Disputes,” he suggested, adding pointedly: “Never did young Lady come into this world with more good wishes from all Ranks and Conditions of Men, Women & Children.”

		Indeed, daughters blessed with large dowries from rich, property-owning families were often deemed more valuable in the competitive Georgian marriage market than sons. Aristocratic mothers fell over themselves to secure a daughter from a wealthy middle-class family for their needy heirs. Describing such arranged marriages as “Smithfield bargains,” in reference to the famous London cattle market, the writer Hester Chapone exclaimed sardonically, “so much ready money for so much land, and my daughter flung in into the bargain!” But after decades of waiting for an heir, the prospect of handing over his daughter and his hard-earned profits to another prominent family held little attraction for Bowes. He had no intention of moderating his ambitions for his long-awaited offspring just because she happened to be the wrong sex. Adamant that his baby girl would not only perpetuate his bloodline but would also continue the family name, he made a new will just before Mary Eleanor’s first birthday. Accordingly, the document named her as the sole heir to his vast estate and stipulated that any future husband must change his name to Bowes. Insisting that a man should take his wife’s surname was not completely unprecedented— one of Bowes’s coal partners, Sir Sydney Montagu, had been forced to adopt his bride’s name of Wortley—but it was still highly irregular, and much resented, in Georgian Britain.

		LEARNING TO CRAWL across the thickly carpeted rooms of Gibside Hall, taking her first steps in the 1,000-acre gardens, Mary Eleanor Bowes—as she would remain all her life—began to explore the glorious rural retreat she would one day inherit. It was a work still in progress. Bowes had made only cosmetic alterations to the draughty Jacobean mansion, built by his Blakiston great-great-grandfather at the beginning of the seventeenth century, with the arms of James I still emblazoned above the door. Perched on a ledge above the Derwent, the imposing three-story seventy-room house turned its back to the river—the conduit of Bowes’s wealth—and instead faced south across the landscaped parkland that Bowes was slowly transforming. Within the spacious main rooms, lit by tall mullioned windows, the toddling Mary Eleanor negotiated bulky pieces of mahogany and oak furniture while Bowes’s valuable collection of silverware, china, art, and books was kept carefully beyond her reach. More than 300 pictures adorned the walls of the house, with 119 lining the staircase alone, including works by Rubens, Raphael, and Hogarth. Since both her mother and father were avid readers, the library held more than 1,000 volumes, from seventeenth-century classics such as Dryden’s Virgil and Milton’s Works, to contemporary writings on science, law, and architecture, as well as novels by Fielding and Smollett. But no sooner had Mary Eleanor learned to walk than she found her explorations thwarted. When she was 16 months old, her mother bought a pair of “leading strings”—reins—in an effort to harness her wanderings, and a year later steel bars were fixed across the nursery fireplace. But if her mother sought to restrain her daughter’s free spirit indoors, outside Mary Eleanor was free to roam. That same summer, one of the estate carpenters fashioned “a Set of little Chaise Wheels for Miss Bowes”— presumably a small cart to be pulled by a pony—in which she could trundle around the gardens.

		Determined to build himself a country seat to rival any in the land, Bowes had started landscaping his estate twenty years earlier. Although he had consulted some of the best known landscape gardeners of the era, the resulting mixture of romantic swathes of woodland and natural-looking contours, made popular by designers such as Capability Brown, combined with formal straight walks and long rides, fashionable from an earlier age, was essentially his own vision. A new driveway, carved out between 1738 and 1740, drew visitors toward the house along a sweeping road that threaded between the trees, affording views of intriguing architectural structures on the way. In 1741 Bowes had commissioned Daniel Garrett, one of the northeast’s most successful architects, to build a “banqueting house” in his signature Gothick style. First glimpsed through the trees, as visitors navigated the drive, the fanciful one-story building sat overlooking an octagonal pond and across to the valley beyond. Used for intimate concerts where guests were offered light refreshments, rather than full-blown banquets— since it possessed only a small kitchen—the banqueting house provided an ideal viewing point for Bowes’s improvements.

		Continuing down the precipitously steep drive, visitors arrived at a stately building in the latest Palladian style, which could easily have served as fine accommodation for any country gentleman. This was where Bowes kept his horses. Designed by Garrett to resemble a two-story villa with five bays, the stable block was finished by 1751, when Mary Eleanor was 2. She may well have watched as the twenty or so horses were led into their stalls, and she doubtless sat in one of the family’s several coaches as it was driven into the central courtyard. Naturally enough, as a former captain in the cavalry, Bowes had a passionate interest in horses. Having introduced fox hunting into the county in 1738, he had enlarged the horse-breeding enterprise he had inherited from his father at Streatlam. His horse Cato won the Newcastle Races, which were run each year on the city’s Town Moor, in 1753.

		At last, as they swept around a final bend in the driveway, guests would arrive at a broad grassed terrace in front of Gibside Hall. This impressive avenue, which stretched half a mile in either direction and was bordered by young elms, was known as the Grand or Great Walk. It had taken estate laborers three years to dig, level, and turf, working entirely by hand. As soon as the avenue was finished, in the year after Mary Eleanor’s birth, Bowes had set his mind to his grandest project, the Column to Liberty, which would stand at the walk’s northeastern end and provide his tenants, workers, and neighbors with a powerful reminder of his own towering importance over their lives. Workmen had begun boring a hole for the foundation in September 1750. The following month Bowes consulted Capability Brown, who had built a similar edifice at Stowe a few years earlier. After detailing precise measurements of the 115-foot-high octagonal column at Stowe, Brown offered to design a similar model for Gibside and to “put you in a way that you will be sure to have your Building stand.” Bowes never took up Brown’s proposal but he promptly ordered his own architect, probably Garrett, to design a column that would be taller, grander, and sport a bigger statue than the one at Stowe.

		When Garrett died in 1753, work on the column halted temporarily but resumed the following June with James Paine, who took over many of Garrett’s contracts, assuming its supervision. The Swedish industrialist Reinhold Angerstein, who visited Gibside in 1754 as part of a six-year fact-finding expedition around Europe, watched in awe as the great slabs of stone were winched to the top of the rising column, sheathed in its wooden scaffolding. Having toured Bowes’s mines, railways, and staithes, as well as his “splendid park” with its “magnificent buildings,” Angerstein was so inspired by the sheer human effort put into building Bowes’s monument that he sat down to draw it. A little too susceptible to his host’s self-aggrandizement, Angerstein noted that the project was expected to cost £4,000. In fact, the final bill would come to an only slightly less remarkable £1,600.It was only as the great column reached its completion that Bowes settled on the form of the statue that would grace its summit. Anger-stein had recorded that the column would be dedicated to Minerva, the Roman goddess of wisdom, medicine, commerce, soldiers, art, and music—which conveniently encompassed most of Bowes’s interests. Still undecided, in 1756 Bowes visited St. Paul’s Cathedral and St. George’s Church in Bloomsbury, looking for inspiration. Whether in a fit of nationalistic fervor or as an expression of his radical Whig sympathies, he settled on the figure of Liberty the following year. At a time when the words of the poem “Rule Britannia” had only recently been set to music as a patriotic anthem, the figure of Liberty was a powerful icon, celebrating as it did the traditional rights of Britons within a constitutional monarchy.

		Having approved the final design depicting Lady Liberty holding the “staff of maintenance” and the “cap of liberty”—traditionally also held aloft by Britannia—Bowes ordered the final stones to be hauled to the top. Laborers watched as Christopher Richardson, a sculptor from Doncaster, climbed the scaffolding to his makeshift shed at the summit, and the figure slowly began to take shape.

		GROWING UP AMID the perpetual thrill of concert parties, dinners, hunts, electioneering rallies, and a stream of admiring visitors at Gibside—and in the heady social spin of London each winter—Mary Eleanor soon acquired a taste for being the center of attention. She was already at the hub of her parents’ privileged world. When she caught measles in London just after her third birthday in 1752, both parents were understandably frantic. Measles was only one of a plethora of common childhood killers—along with mumps, scarlet fever, diphtheria, smallpox, and whooping cough—which meant that more than half of babies born in London in the mid-1700s never reached their fifth birthdays. For nearly two weeks, as Mary feverishly battled the disease, servants took shifts sitting with her night and day while her parents consulted an apothecary and a physician for advice. Despite their attentions—the apothecary bled the 3-year-old twice according to medical custom—Mary Eleanor pulled through.

		Returning to the fresh country air of Gibside, Mary Bowes gave thanks for her daughter’s recovery with gifts to the poor while her husband lavished a chair, silver buckles, and “playthings” on his precious only child. Having nearly lost their daughter to one virulent disease, it was not surprising that they took precautions against an even more deadly one a few years later. At 6, Mary Eleanor was inoculated against smallpox by a surgeon in London using the contemporary technique of jabbing her arm with some live smallpox virus taken from the pustules of an infected patient. The method had been imported to Britain in the 1720s by Lady Mary Wortley Montagu—in the face of initially strong medical opposition—after she had observed the practice in Turkey. Although still highly risky, both for the patient and for anyone the patient came into contact with, the inoculation did confer future immunity and had become highly popular by the mid-eighteenth century. Immediately after her inoculation, Mary Eleanor was whisked into quarantine for four weeks; there were further alms for the poor on her recovery.

		Cosseted from disease, indulged with toys and treats, clothed in the finest fashions, and fed on the choicest foods, it is little wonder that Mary Eleanor grew up headstrong and precocious. Waited on by a fleet of servants from the moment she awoke in her nursery bed until the second her eyelids drooped at night, she quickly learned how to attain whatever she wanted. While her mother attempted to inculcate a sense of humility and charity into her growing daughter, giving her money to distribute to the poor on their journeys north, her father would slip her a guinea pocket money—equivalent to a quarter of their kitchen maid’s annual wage. If her reserved, thrifty mother demonstrated the attributes of the ideal female in eighteenth-century Britain, this made little impact on the impulsive Mary Eleanor. Far more compelling was the example of her flamboyant and brash father with his talent for the grand gesture and his determination to accomplish whatever he set his mind to. One contemporary would later insist that Mary had been “spoiled by overindulgence, ruined by overkindness, and corrupted by over caresses.” Yet her childhood was by no means a life of unending indolence. For just as much as his beloved Gibside, George Bowes regarded his daughter as a project for improvement.From the beginning, Bowes was determined that his only daughter should receive the education normally enjoyed by the most privileged sons of the aristocracy. Mary Eleanor would later recall that “he brought me up with a view to my being as accomplished at thirteen, as his favourite first wife was at that age, in every kind of learning, except Latin.” Initially under the guiding eye of a governess, closely supervised by Bowes, Mary learned to read and write. By the age of 4 she could read fluently and was proudly paraded at social gatherings to recite by heart passages from the Bible, verse by Milton, and elegies from Ovid. “At four years old I could read uncommonly well,” Mary later wrote, “and was kept tight to it, made to get many things off by heart.” With her father encouraging “an insatiable thirst for all kinds of knowledge,” Mary Eleanor was well on her way to becoming what she later described as “a prodigy of learning.”

		At a time when the education of girls, even in wealthy families, was generally restricted to the acquisition of social graces and accomplishments such as dancing, needlework, painting, and music, Bowes’s approach was a rare and enlightened one. Children’s education had become a popular topic for debate, with children being considered as individuals in their own right, with specific needs, for the first time. But discussion centered mainly on the appropriate education for boys, fueling the growth of public boarding schools, the popularity of universities, and enthusiasm for sending sons on the “grand tour” of Europe. Since no respectable profession was open to upper-class girls, and they were essentially being groomed for marriage, few parents saw any point in wasting time and money on improving their daughters’ minds. Indeed, learned women were often viewed as objects of ridicule, if not scorn, since they offended the idealized image of the acquiescent, passive female. “Nothing, I think, is more disagreeable than Learning in a Female,” declared Thomas Sherlock, the bishop of London, while Lord Bath blamed the headaches suffered by the poet and classicist Elizabeth Carter on her devotion to learning. Lady Mary Wortley Montagu confessed to “stealing” her education by surreptitiously studying Latin when her family believed she was reading “nothing but romances.” Writing to her own daughter, Lady Bute, in 1753, she urged that her granddaughter should enjoy a similarly advanced education since “learning (if she has a real taste for it) will not only make her contented but happy in it.” But equally she took pains to urge that her granddaughter should “conceal whatever learning she attains, with as much solicitude as she would hide crookedness or lameness” since revealing her knowledge would engender envy and hatred. Certainly, Lady Mary Wortley Montagu suffered her fair share of contempt, for all her literary accomplishments and her vital legacy to health. Other well-educated women, such as Elizabeth Carter and Catharine Macaulay, who defied convention by producing scholarly work, did achieve some recognition for their skills. Yet even one of the most strident founding members of the intellectual blue-stocking movement, Hannah More, concurred with the popular view that women had inferior intellects and were incapable of serious study.

		George Bowes believed otherwise. Having felt the lack of education in his own youth, and having admired the precocious talents of his first wife, he had read widely on the subject. As well as novels and plays by the feminist writer Aphra Behn, his library contained several books on education, including Instructions for the Education of a Daughter by François Fenélon, archbishop of Cambray, published in English in 1713. More famous for his scathing condemnation of the French monarchy in his novel Telemachus, Fenélon adhered to the view that women had weaker minds but nonetheless urged that their education should not be neglected, nor left to “ignorant” mothers. While there was no point in teaching girls language, law, or science, since “it’s not their business to govern, make wars, sit in courts of justice, or read philosophical lectures,” he advocated that girls should learn reading, writing, grammar, arithmetic, and bible studies from a “tender age.”

		Having launched his daughter on her program of learning at the requisite tender age, Bowes proceeded to engage the best tutors in French, writing, and dancing before she turned 6, and in music by the age of 8. As she bent her head, with its thick chestnut curls, over her French verbs and English compositions, Mary Eleanor reveled in her father’s praise. Enjoying her studies, she became an expert linguist and soon aspired to literary talent in her own right. Her schoolbooks, which still survive, are crammed with neatly copied extracts of poetry and prose in English, French, Spanish, and Italian. When she was 8, shortly after the family moved to a rented house at London’s most desirable address, Grosvenor Square, her French tutor was dismissed and his place taken by a Swiss pastor, the Reverend Andreas Planta. A brilliant linguist and scholar who had emigrated to London with his young family five years earlier, Planta would shortly take up the post of assistant librarian at the fledgling British Museum. He would later be engaged to teach Italian, his native language, to Queen Charlotte when she arrived in Britain in 1761 as George Ill’s bride, while two of his daughters, Frederica and Margaret, would become teachers of English to the future royal princesses. A third daughter, Elizabeth Planta, was taken into the Bowes household as a governess to 8-year-old Mary Eleanor in 1757. Elizabeth Planta would become her constant companion—not only supervising her lessons but accompanying the family on outings to the opera and theatre, as well as serving as her chaperone and confidante. The loyalty and ultimate betrayal of the Planta family would be crucial in Mary Eleanor’s future fortunes.

		Just as he sought to improve his daughter’s mind, George Bowes laid as much emphasis on strengthening her body, endeavoring to “harden” her constitution through field sports such as riding and hunting. It was an intense and rigorous exercise regimen, producing a physical strength and resilience that would prove vital in later life. Unfortunately, George Bowes’s own health was failing as fast as he sought to improve his daughter’s. Now in his late fifties, Bowes suffered a serious illness in the winter of 1758, necessitating almost daily visits from his surgeon and physician. He survived their attentions sufficiently to recuperate at his father-in-law’s Hertfordshire estate the following spring, but as Mary Eleanor continued with her lessons, practiced her dance steps, and learned to play the harpsichord, her

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	
		
			For Mum and Dad,
in celebration of more than fifty years of marital harmony

		

	
		
			ALSO BY WENDY MOORE

			The Knife Man:

			Blood, Body Snatching, and the Birth of Modern Surgery

		

	OEBPS/images/Moor_9780307452238_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780307452238_title_page.jpg
"WEDLOCK

The True Story of the Disastrous Marriage
and Remarkable Divorce of

Mary Eleanor Bowes, Countess of Strathmore

WENDY MOORE

"

Crows PuaLisuErs

New York





OEBPS/images/Moor_9780307452238_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9780307452238_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Chapter 1 - An Affair of Honour: London, January 13, 1777


						Chapter 2 - Downright Girlishness: Gíbsíde, County Durham, 1757


						Chapter 3 - A Worthy Little Woman: Newcastle, 1767


						Chapter 4 - My Imprudencies: Newcastle, 1767


						Chapter 5 - Powerful Pleading: London, April 1776


						Chapter 6 - Bowes and Freedom: London, December 1776


						Chapter 7 - Loathsome Weeds: Cape Town, January 1778


						Chapter 8 - Improper Liberties: Newcastle, September 1780


						Chapter 9 - An Artful Intriguing Woman: London, May 1784


						Chapter 10 - Vile Temptations: London, February 3,1783


						Chapter 11 - Say Your Prayers: London, May 25, 1786


						Chapter 12 - The Taming of Bad Wives: Westminster Hall, London, November 28, 1786


						Chapter 13 - Out of the World: Southwark, London, March 5,1790


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Notes


						Bibliography


						Other Books By This Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Table of Contents


						Copyright


						Start


						Title Page


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/Moor_9780307452238_epub_001_r1.jpg








OEBPS/images/9780307452238_cover.jpg
WEDLOCK

THE TRUE STORY OF THE
DISASTROUS MARRIAGE AND
REMARKABLE DIVORCE OF MARY
FLEANOR BOWES, COUNTESS

OF STRATHMORE

WENDY MOORE








