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EIGHT

Into Europe: I

1817–1819

Having been confined within the shores of Britain for fifteen years, Turner made two long and energetic European tours in quick succession. As was the case in 1802, new peace in Europe gave British travellers the opportunity to leap onto packet boats and head across the Channel. The route Turner took to Waterloo in 1817 – from Ostend, via Bruges, Ghent and Brussels – exactly matches the plan he had written out in advance in the “Itinerary Rhine Tour” sketchbook.[1]

He was at Waterloo, the village and the unpretending nearby farmsteads, fields and crossroads where the future of Europe had been decided, for one day only, Saturday 16th August. Although he had the same enquiring attitude to the events of the battle as he had had for the events of Trafalgar, Waterloo was not a place to linger. He might have hired a guide and questioned the locals about what had happened and where, just as he had questioned the Trafalgar veterans at Sheerness in 1805; but the events of 18th June 1815, minute by minute, were so well known in Britain that Turner will have read it all up in advance.

Two years after the battle the bodies had been cleared away, but nevertheless the place was redolent of slaughter. From a high point near the battlefield, Turner drew a view of La Haye Sainte, marking the pencil sketch with annotations – “Line of Army E[nglish]”; “Picton killed here”; “4000 killed here”; “orchard”; “1500 killed here” and “Causeway down which Bonaparte advanced”. On another sketch he wrote “Hollow where the great Carnage took place of the Cuirassiers by the Guards.”[2] Details of this kind suggest that Turner had it in mind before he left England to make a painting of the battlefield. There was talk of a prize for a painting to commemorate the battle and its outcome in Britain,[3] but at this time, as he stood looking down at the battlefield, he had not fully resolved how he would approach the subject.

From Waterloo, Turner took a stage coach via Líge and Aix la Chapelle to Cologne, where the most dramatic part of his journey began. This was to be Turner’s first sight of the Rhine gorge. His preliminary notes told him what to look out for, such as:



Mentz [i.e. Mainz] to Bingen 21 miles between which there are 40 towns with several castles  3 miles below Baccharah a Platz and a castle on a rock in the middle of the R[hine]  A small distance below Vessel a dangerous Whirlpool a mile below where the banks are very close  A league below towards Cologne Rowland’s Keitz Castle – v romantic with Umkel or Unkel.[4]



Turner walked the first thirty-five or forty miles from Cologne to Remagen and then went by boat up as far as Mainz and back to Cologne.[5] Those eleven days in August 1817, spent between massive precipices falling down to the river, beneath castles soaring skywards, and on a river that runs quietly and with a calm sobriety – a gentle paradox, this, which teases the physical energy of the landscape – those few days gave Turner a new source of inspiration and subject matter. Refreshed by later visits, it was to last his lifetime.

Leaving Cologne, Turner returned to Líge by coach the way he had come, and travelled north-east to Antwerp. He was there for two days, and undoubtedly carried out his plan to see Rubens’s paintings in the city. He went north to Dutch towns, including Rotterdam and Amsterdam, where his “Itinerary” sketchbook particularly reminded him to see Rembrandt’s Night Watch and The Anatomy Lesson. One of his final ports of call before leaving for England was Dordrecht, where he watched and sketched the life of the waterside on a calm, clear late summer day.[6] One study of the harbour at Dordrecht is inscribed “Dead calm. Water lighter in the Nort.”[7] Another, of a sight that deeply impressed Turner, and one which he could never have seen in England, is inscribed: “Float of timber 1000 feet long at least lashed in two places and guided by the cross piece of timber which hauls either part of the float or buoy in two lines – and drawn by 3 horses down the canal.”[8]

After the visual drama of the Rhine gorge, the slow pace of the life and flat landscape of coastal Holland came as an extreme contrast. A cabbage boat caught Turner’s eye,[9] as did the sight of men ploughing with four horses[10] and dozens of other incidental details. Turner was blessed by prolonged fine weather that August and September of 1817, and by a reflective mood which echoed the calm that he found in the harbour. In the same “Dort” sketchbook is an early idea for one of the three large paintings that Turner made for the 1818 Royal Academy exhibition, the work with a title as long and slow as its subject, Dort, or Dordrecht, the Dort Packet-Boat from Rotterdam becalmed.

Probably through his own carelessness, if we take Clara Wells’s observation at face value, Turner lost his knapsack, his “walett”, on his travels. As he travelled on foot this will almost certainly have been his sole article of luggage, and the contents that he lost, listed in his sketchbook, reveals how light he now travelled. In one hand he held his umbrella, and on his shoulder was the knapsack containing a sketchbook, pencils, his paints, his Campbell’s guide to Belgium, shirts, a night shirt, stockings, a waistcoat, seven cravats, a razor and a spare ferrule for his umbrella. The seven cravats suggest he was anxious to keep his neck warm – a sensible precaution, given his susceptibility to illness.[11]

Turner came back to England from Rotterdam to Harwich, and almost immediately travelled north. He had work to do in County Durham, to make studies for a painting of Raby Castle, commissioned from William Vane, the third Earl of Darlington, and to make drawings for a proposed History of Durham by the antiquary Robert Surtees. The two projects interlinked, for Raby Castle, as well as Hylton and Gibside, was among the proposed subjects for Surtees. Another host on this north-eastern tour was Lord Strathmore, who picked Turner up from Raby and took him north to Durham and Newcastle.[12]

A great deal hung on the Raby commission. Vane was an enthusiastic, even obsessive, sportsman. He kept a stable of successful racehorses, and is said to have hunted six days a week.[13] Before succeeding to his earldom in 1792 he sat as a Whig MP for Totnes and later for Winchelsea, and was well-connected in political and social circles in London and the north of England. The connection that brought him and Turner together may have been their mutual friends Neweby Lowson and Walter Fawkes. Darlington had expressed to Henry Lascelles his “great intimacy with Mr  Fawkes’s family” in 1806 when he turned down Lascelles’s request for his support in that year’s parliamentary election.[14]

Turner’s visit to Raby coincided – inevitably – with a meet. In the “Raby” sketchbook there are drawings of huntsmen and hounds interspersed with detailed drawings of Raby Castle itself. That Turner could move so effortlessly from expressing the clatter and breathy vivacity of conglomerating hounds and horses on an autumn morning, to sparkling drawings of a great house, demonstrates how integrated and organised was his mind and how controlled his energies. Notes on one of the panoramic studies of the castle and its landscape show his eye for tree types, and the importance to him of getting the planting of the grounds right – “Sycamore – Ash – Fir – Ash and holly” he wrote on the drawing.[15]

We do not know how far the Earl suggested the subject matter of his painting to Turner, but he might have specially asked for a fox hunt to be prominent, for one most certainly was when the picture was exhibited at the Royal Academy the following May.

X-rays of Raby Castle reveal mounted horsemen in the right foreground, with the dead fox being held aloft by a huntsman at left centre. This was the only fox hunt Turner had exhibited, and it seems to have upset an influential portion of his loyal public. The Literary Chronicle lambasted Raby Castle as Turner’s



 detestable fox hunting picture, which we consider a disgrace to his great talents. If there is one man in existence whose works possess the quality [of poetry] in a higher degree than another, it is Turner; but we should be sorry to carry our admiration of his genius so far as to tolerate his failures or applaud his errors.[16]



As the painting is known now, the fox hunt is restricted to a relatively discreet gallop across the wide sweep of the middleground, and there is no doubt that after the Academy exhibition Turner painted out the offending hunt himself, and added what we now see. If it were not through pressure from his patron, his reasons for replacing the original detail with a lower key version more in the manner of the early-eighteenth-century painter John Wootton, remain a mystery.

Raby Castle is the most overtly Rubensian of all Turner’s oil landscapes. The fact that it was painted soon after his visit to Antwerp can be no coincidence. Turner had set country houses within wide landscapes in earlier oils – Pope’s Villa; Petworth  Dewy Morning; Somer Hill – but in all these the house had been rooted in the background, at the far end of the painting. Raby Castle, however, picked out by a strike of sunlight, has far greater distances beyond it than the acres before; the Castle sits in the landscape like a jewel on a beautiful breast. It is comparable more to Turner’s London, then with Fawkes at Farnley, than it is to any other of Turner’s house portraits.

While he was in County Durham, and in the following weeks when he moved south to Farnley, Turner worked energetically on a series of watercolours of scenes up and down the Rhine. From outline pencil drawings expressing prosaic landscape fact, Turner made fifty-one watercolours which were acquired in their entirety by Walter Fawkes. Though Fawkes’s good humour and generosity may have kept him well armed against some of his difficulties, it tended to blind him to others. For ten years or more he had been refusing to look his financial problems squarely in the eye. The root of these must have been excessive expenditure during the election campaign of 1806, continual political expenses, together with the cost of running Farnley and the Grosvenor Place house. Fawkes began regularly to mortgage property on his estates, and to accept loans from individuals. He did not listen to his accountant, in whose view Fawkes spent far too much money on inessentials, such as books, prints and paintings.[17] When Fawkes bought paintings from Turner he was spending money he could not afford.

Although Turner was fortunate in Fawkes’s support and friendship, Fawkes was equally so in having Turner’s constancy. When quiet remarks passed, as they must have done, between the two men about finance – the cost of running the house and remaining estates, of educating Fawkes’s sons, of publishing political opinions of the greatest importance and urgency for the nation – Turner was the incarnation of practical help and generosity. Some time around 1818 he made part, if not all, of the loan of £3,000 that appears as an outstanding debt to Turner in Fawkes’s accounts for 1824. This was generous, but not that generous. Fawkes’s 1824 accounts show that Turner’s £3,000 loan carried an annual rate of interest of £150. In the “Liber Notes (2)” sketchbook of 1818 or 1819 is a memorandum which includes the reference: “Mr Fawkes: Bond £1,200; Note £780.”[18]

Turner’s own financial situation was as secure as any could be in the early post-war years. He did not keep his money in the commercial banks, but instead invested through his stockbroker, William Marsh, in government and other stocks at the Bank of England. The “Finance” sketchbook gives Turner’s own extended lists of figures of his income, investments and interest payments over the period c. 1809–14, and throws light on his attention to detail in handling his money.[19] Watching his close friend ignoring advice and slipping from a position of great wealth and status inexorably through misplaced generosity towards ruin will have terrified him. Though Turner had been naturally cautious about money from his youth, having earned every penny he owned, Fawkes’s situation confirmed and hardened his attitude. Most stories of Turner’s alleged meanness, as opposed to his tough business deals, emerge from the years after his experience with Fawkes, as do his own forebodings about personal ruin. Watching Walter Fawkes, Turner could see how vast sums of money could evaporate; his own wonderful flashes of generosity were always tempered with caution, as was his attitude to money. “Don’t wish for money,” he said to an “intimate friend”, “you will not be happier, and you know you can have any money off me you want.”[20]

The £500 that “it is said”[21] Fawkes paid for the fifty-one Rhine watercolours and the further 500 guineas that Farington recorded, from gossip he had heard,[22] that Fawkes had also paid for the Dort, may well have remained unpaid, and the paintings actually comprise a proportion of the debt. The evidence of the payments for these paintings is so vague, that under the circumstances that Fawkes and Turner found themselves to be in, they can probably be discounted. We may also be able to clear up the mystery of the ownership of Turner’s London. It was with Fawkes by 1811, and then mysteriously “exchanged”.[23] This may mean that London was quietly returned as a collateral for the debt.

For Turner the years 1818 and early 1819 were transitional; they were years in which he absorbed his new experience of Europe and prepared for its consequences. It had a parallel marker in what family life he had by the marriage on 31st October 1817 at St  James’s Church Piccadilly of his elder daughter Evelina to a self-opinionated young diplomat, Joseph Dupuis. The marriage took place with Turner’s “consent and approbation”.[24] Turner had no cause to refuse to allow his daughter to marry an honourable man with prospects; there is no evidence that he had shown any responsibility for her in the past. Dupuis was waiting to leave England “to fill a Consular situation abroad”, and nearly a year after the pair married they went off together to Ashanti, in the Gold Coast, where Dupuis was to be Consul.[25]

The 1817 Rhine journey was to be the first of seventeen or eighteen journeys in Europe. While his focus began now increasingly to include Europe, Turner was able in the light of foreign travel to reflect more keenly on the social history of Britain, on what it meant to be British and on the meaning of his own life. After the 1817 tour, he undertook a curious apprenticeship for his long awaited journey to Italy. An acquaintance, the architect and topographical draughtsman James Hakewill (1778–1843), proposed to John Murray that he publish a book of landscape engravings to tempt the post-Waterloo tourist market. This was to be called A Picturesque Tour of Italy. Turner was drawn in, at first as one of a number of artists, then as the sole artist, to make watercolours for engraving based on Hakewill’s own run-of-the-mill sketches of Italian views.[26]

The eighteen watercolours Turner made for engraving for Hakewill were evocations of what he hoped to see, and how he saw it already, both in his mind’s eye and through the work of brother artists. A commission of much the same kind as Hakewill’s, though for one image only, came at about the same time for the frontispiece to Picturesque Views of the Antiquities of Pola, in Istria by another architect and draughtsman, Thomas Allason (1790–1852). Although Turner had not been to Pola, now Pula on the Croatian coast south of Trieste, he knew Aosta, a remarkably similar Roman city set, like Pola, on the fringes of Roman Italy.

As Turner’s 1802 sketches of Aosta show, he had already seen for himself the way a Roman provincial city was set out, how its remains were pillaged for building materials by inhabitants over the intervening centuries, and how its street plan dictated the layout of the new city. Like Pola, Aosta had an amphitheatre, temples and a great triumphal arch, and like Pola, too, its carved stones, inscriptions and so on were scattered about, as if they were leaf mould redistributed by ants. Turner’s depiction of Pola’s buildings, though imaginary in their juxtaposition, was based on first-hand knowledge, experience, and mature recall. The Hakewill and Allason commissions were practice, neat but brilliant little sparring punches in the air before Turner could take on the real thing in earnest, with plenty of time to set about it. One romantic watercolour jousting exercise of this kind, Landscape: Composition of Tivoli, had a public outing in the 1818 Academy exhibition.

At the same exhibition, Turner displayed three muscular reactions to the reality of post-Waterloo European landscape: Raby Castle, Dort and The Field of Waterloo. These three large oils express three very present European questions: Raby in its original form showed an England at peace, but with blood on her hands; the future of Europe and its independent nationhoods as it waits for the wind to get up is expressed in Dort; and the burnt and bloodsoaked fields that the new Europe now had to plough is tragically evoked in Waterloo. All three paintings have their roots in the seventeenth-century European painting that Turner had seen in Holland and Flanders the previous year – Rubens, Cuyp and, in Waterloo, a specific amalgam of Rubens with Rembrandt’s Night Watch.[27] And all three aspire to be read as European art.

Real estate was high in Turner’s mind at this time. The parliamentary acts that led to enclosures, the creation of fields throughout rural England, and hedges, walls and ditches to mark them out, had the effect of causing land here and there to be redistributed as compensation for acres lost elsewhere. Turner made a net gain in 1818 when he was given about an eighth of an acre sited two and a half miles west of Sandycombe on common land down by the River Crane.[28] This award came partially at least out of the blue; but Turner’s response showed foresight and forethought. He immediately bought three similarly awarded plots adjoining his own to the south, giving him almost an acre of contiguous land.

This determined action marks the first practical step Turner took towards his dream of building a set of almshouses for “decayed male artists”. He first voiced this formally in the will he drew up in 1829. The realities implicit here are an awareness of his own mortality, and his deep and practical concern for members of his profession less fortunate than he. His work with the Artists’ General Benevolent Fund, and his long-running commitment to the Royal Academy made the idea of founding almshouses for artists a logical extension of his interests. Although it was not in itself particularly special – charity almshouses were being founded up and down the country every year – in the light of Fawkes’s troubles it was purposeful philanthropy intended to assuage financial suffering among artists. Turner laid down no conditions of the quality of the work that his “decayed artists” had produced over their lifetimes, but appeared to be very strict on other matters – the artists had to be landscape painters, male, legitimate, and born in England of English parents.

His own children would never have qualified had they become painters, and not only because they were both girls. This insistence on nationality, gender and legitimacy has been interpreted as a piece of jingoism and hypocrisy on Turner’s part; but we must remember the unwavering strength of Turner’s well-intentioned and staunch patriotism, and the fact that he knew that his wishes had to be carried out after his death by others under the public gaze in a climate of strong social disapproval of promiscuity and illegitimacy. It is irrelevant that Turner was himself sexually active and interested. He may not have been particularly open about his proclivities, but on the other hand he did not take any active steps to conceal them by destroying his sex drawings. Others did most of that for him. He did, however, have the greatest concern for the well-being of his brother artists, and by being seen to nod towards the reality of social conventions as they were, Turner took steps to ensure that the great majority of English artists at least would be eligible for his charity.

At much the same time there were changes to Turner’s property holding in Harley Street and Queen Anne Street. The lease on his former house 64 Harley Street was reassigned by the Portland Estate Trustees to the dentist Benjamin Young “as occupier” at the expiry of ten years after Turner had sublet it to Young. The property at the end of the back yard of number 64, however, that fronting onto Queen Anne Street with some land beyond, had been leased to Turner and others since 1809 as “44 Queen Anne Street”. He now prepared to enter into a legal agreement with the Portland Estates Trustees which would oblige him to demolish the property and rebuild it “before Michaelmas 1821 in a workmanlike manner”. In doing so he took the opportunity to build a second gallery afresh within his new boundaries. But as if he, Mr  Young and the Portland Trustees were playing a game of musical chairs around this small corner of London, Turner also took the leases of numbers 65 and 66 Harley Street. Whether by accident, design or desire Turner now had Mr  Young the dentist surrounded.[29] He probably started making plans for the new gallery before he left for Italy in the summer of 1819, and arranged for the foundations to be laid while he was away. The property was listed in the Marylebone rate returns as “empty and in building” at Christmas 1819.

Before going to Italy, Turner had yet another job to complete. Such was his esteem for the work of Sir Walter Scott that he agreed to be one of a group of artists contracted to make illustrations for engraving and publication in The Provincial Antiquities of Scotland, a compilation of writings on the history and archaeology of Scotland assembled by Scott. This brought to seven the number of different publications or serials in which he was currently actively engaged by making watercolours, either by contract, friendly agreement or his own desire. It was by any standards a heavy workload. Scott and his publisher made no bones of the fact that they were bringing Turner into the project because they knew that his name would purchase them a good opinion, and far greater sales. Turner knew this too, and pressed for the highest possible fee, 25 guineas for drawings made on the spot, and 20 if made from sketches. This was more than twice the amount offered to the other artists, who included Edward Blore, John Thomson, J. C. Schetky, Hugh William Williams and A. W. Callcott.[30] Blore at least accepted this situation, as he wrote to Scott: “We cannot too highly appreciate the advantages which his [Turner’s] name is likely to confer on our work.”[31]

Because of the expense of a publishing project such as this, risks were spread among the author, artists and engravers involved, by each becoming a shareholder. What detailed haggling there may have been with Turner in advance of signing the contract took place either in lost correspondence or face to face in London. Scott wrote bitterly to a friend: “Turner’s palm is as itchy as his fingers are ingenious and he will, take my word for it, do nothing without cash, and anything for it. He is the only man of genius I ever knew who is sordid in these matters.”[32] This is less than fair; Scott wrote for money too. This was the kind of gossipy remark that gave Turner a bad reputation in the publishing market, and has coloured the general perception of him for 150 years or more. Turner was in business, had a living to make and a high reputation, and five or six hundred miles to travel to carry out this particular work.

Although the letter above was written some months after Turner’s 1818 visit to Scotland, the suggestion that Scott felt that he was employing a primadonna preceded Turner to the dining-rooms of Edinburgh. He was invited for breakfast with the painter John Christian Schetky and his family, but for reasons unknown – the mood of the moment, the effects of a long tiring journey – the famous artist came across as distant, reserved, even cold in his manner, and his hosts abruptly cancelled a dinner they had planned in Turner’s honour. Schetky’s sister wrote: “We intended to have a joyous evening on his arrival, but finding him such a stick, we did not think the pleasure of showing him to our friends would be adequate to the trouble and expense.”[33] Things having got off on the wrong foot, Turner continued to behave badly, and reportedly let down a party of lads who had expected to spend a rollicking evening with him. The putative host, the portrait painter William Nicholson, complained that: “after preparing a feast and having ten fine fellows to make merry with him, Turner never made an appearance.”[34]

With some of his fellow artists on the Provincial Antiquities project, Turner made sketching trips out into the landscape around Edinburgh. He stayed at the manse with the Rev. John Thomson, Pastor of Duddingston, a village at the foot of Arthur’s Seat. Thomson was a talented amateur painter, warmly appreciative of his famous friend and colleague. Stories of how secretive Turner was of his sketches on these trips, as on others with fellow artists, are familiar enough. The gist of one which attached itself to this particular episode is that Turner would not let the others see his sketches when his friends showed off theirs; and that he chased after the pastor’s wife when she found one of his sketchbooks on the hall table and ran off with it.[35] The point of Turner’s reluctance to show his preliminary work was because it was just that; initial ideas, bland and unremarkable in themselves, on which he would later work magic in the quiet of his own studio. It was the results of the magic that he would exhibit to anybody with great pride and delight; the preceding raw material on the other hand was his own business entirely, and would probably be intensely disappointing to the casual viewer. In the quiet of his studio Turner would transform sketchbook drawings from workaday pencil studies to great narrative watercolours, by introducing weather effects, human figures and a moral allusion.[36] The difficulty that some of Turner’s amateur friends had was that they continued to expect him to perform like a magician – indeed there are many instances when Turner’s great talents were described as magic powers.

On the way home from Scotland, Turner called at one of the few places where he was not expected to perform, Farnley Hall. But so relaxed was he within those four walls that on this particular visit he did in fact perform as an artist, in front of an audience, on demand. Perhaps Walter and Hawkesworth had been talking over breakfast about the scale of things, the size of a great man o’ war in particular: “I want you to make me a drawing of the ordinary dimensions that will give some idea of the size of a man o’ war,” Fawkes asked his friend. Turner laughed, took Hawkey aside, and said “Come along we will see what we can do for Papa.”[37] (Although this story has always been read as if Hawkesworth were a child, he was in fact twenty-one by now.)

Upstairs in Turner’s painting room, over the course of the morning, Hawkesworth witnessed the gradual evolution of A First Rate Taking in Stores, in which the giant ship, standing high in the water, with her masts far beyond the top of the picture, takes on provisions from two small lighters. The young man sat entranced by Turner’s side as he worked, and later described how Turner began by saturating the paper with wet paint, then tearing, scratching, scrubbing at it in a kind of frenzy until all he had created was a chaotic mass of colour. But, “gradually and as if by magic the lovely ship, with all its exquisite minutia, came into being and by luncheon time the drawing was taken down in triumph.” The magic was in the painter’s hands and fingers, and in his gentle and persuasive use of the brushes, which Hawkesworth does not mention but which were surely there, and in his instinctive knowledge of the architecture of shipping.

There is a subtle parallel in the compositions of the Dort and the First Rate watercolour, which may have been auto-suggestion. Turner’s glowing exhibit at the 1818 Royal Academy, Dort, or Dordrecht, the Dort Packet-Boat from Rotterdam becalmed, had just come to Farnley. Hawkesworth, in a jocular manner throwing his weight around as the new heir, had insisted that his father buy the painting, threatening to cut off the entail to the Farnley properties if he refused. Walter protested, in his first known acknowledgement of his financial situation, that he had already spent more money on pictures than he was justified in doing.[38] So Dort, paid for or not, came to Farnley to hang over the drawing-room fireplace where Turner showed it in his painting of the interior of that room. Presumably at about this time, Turner began a companion watercolour to the First Rate, an image of a violent shipwreck. This colour study, known as Wreck of an East Indiaman, is inscribed “Beginning for Dear Fawkes of Farnley”, as clear and piquant a measure as any of Turner’s loyalty to Fawkes at this difficult time in his life.[39]

In these transitional years, a further change in Turner’s life came when in January 1819 he scrapped his Liber Studiorum venture. This had been sustaining him intellectually for more than a decade, but certainly not financially or socially, for it lost him money and friends among the network of London engravers and print publishers. It also affected his reputation among collectors, for the Liber parts came to be issued sporadically and late, and many subscribers did not get the quality of proofs they had paid for. The original purpose of the Liber, as dreamt up at Knockholt, had been achieved, but not as expected. Though the Liber had firmly sealed the identity and ownership of Turner’s compositions, and acted as a security measure, his subsequent work for engravers demonstrated to him how the process could be turned on its head for everybody’s benefit. Now, in his work for the Cookes, Walter Scott and others, the preliminary watercolour image was a means to an end; the engraving, with its wide circulation, was the final product.

More changes concerned Turner’s attitude to his teaching commitments. He made radical amendments to his Perspective lectures in the 1818 and 1819 series, writing new texts, changing the running order and drawing new diagrams to show his audience. There had been criticism of the Academy in the press, and Turner may have been reacting to this through these changes. As a senior Councillor of the Academy he shared a collective responsibility for its public image and its effectiveness as a teaching institution. Notes on some of the lecture sheets suggest that Turner was also stung by the students’ lazy reluctance to grapple with perspective problems, so in the time-honoured professorial tradition he felt justified in criticising them roundly.[40]

Turner had a pronounced sense of duty towards his work, his students, his engravers and to the Academy. Looked at with a wider perspective, this sense of duty, one of his noblest qualities, was directed at the public, whom he rarely, if ever, let down. It may be fairly weighed in Turner’s defence against his apparent lack of interest in his own two children. Even when he was feeling as sick as a dog Turner would plough on with his work until he was satisfied, and would react quickly to events. Writing to W. B. Cooke in February 1819 Turner asks to be sent his cover design for Views in Sussex for reworking:



Just send me the vignette Helmet for an Hour or so I think I can further improve it at least Allen will be released from a little more of the coat of mail. I have got a most confounded cold and swelled throat by paddling  last night; send it if possible before the Evening because there will be a General Assembly tonight which I mean to attend.[41]



Before Turner went to Italy in 1819 two old friends honoured him with two separate exhibitions of his paintings in their London houses. In March, Sir John Leicester showed his Turners off at his gallery in Hill Street, while the following month Walter Fawkes opened his house in Grosvenor Place for the public to see his collection of one hundred or more Turner watercolours, and further paintings by other contemporary watercolourists. Fawkes’s exhibition had been long in the planning, with Turner’s own involvement, for Fawkes produced a printed catalogue with a cover designed by Turner. This showed a classical plinth surmounted by a watercolourist’s palette, brushes, paint, ink and sketchbook, and inscribed with the names of nineteen watercolour painters, professional and amateur, one for each year of the century. Turner’s name, “Turner RA PP,” heads the list.

The exhibition at Grosvenor Place pleased Turner no end. He was ineffably proud of his achievement, and properly so:



[He] generally came [to the exhibition] alone, and while he leaned on the centre table in the great room, or slowly worked his rough way through the mass, he attracted every eye in the brilliant crowd, and seemed to me like a victorious Roman general, the principal figure in his own triumph.[42]



While Fawkes’s exhibition was taking place, the largest painting Turner had made was then on show at Somerset House – England: Richmond Hill, on the Prince Regent’s Birthday. This canvas, eleven feet long, was a celebration of nationhood, and of the unity of the nation under the crown. Turner had been thinking about the subject for at least two years, for, as Jean Golt has pointed out, it is based on an actual event, the birthday celebration given for the Prince by Lady Cardigan at Cardigan House, Richmond on 12th August 1817.[43] Here at the party was the future of England after the Napoleonic Wars – a few men in uniform, some children and many women. They all seem to stand around as if waiting for something to happen, perhaps the arrival of the Prince himself who, with the royal party “after dinner promenaded in the delightful walks”.[44]

If this is so, then we are standing in the position of the Prince, for something exciting has just caught the attention of the central figure of a young girl who looks directly at the viewer, and sends her excitement out in ripples to the other party-goers. If this is Turner’s intention, it is a characteristically dramatic narrative engagement. Turner had not yet had any royal patronage, and it may be that this was his pitch for such recognition.[45] If this was one impulse for the artist, it was an over-elaborate, even obvious gesture dangerously liable to misfire. More likely, knowing as he did that he would be leaving England soon enough for Italy and who knows what rival inspiration and influence, England: Richmond Hill was Turner’s adieu, for the time being, to a long and nourishing relationship with his native landscape, in which the view from Richmond Hill had been an ever recurring theme. How touching that out of sight in the plumb centre of this great panorama of England should be Sandycombe, and that the viewer, standing in the shoes of the Prince Regent, is looking directly towards Turner’s own country house, and at his own place in the landscape of Britain.





ELEVEN

Italy: “Terra Pittura”

1828–1829

Turner crossed to the Continent from England during the first week of August 1828, heading for Rome. Here is his own whistle-stop description of his journey south from Paris, as written to George Jones:


Two months nearly in getting to this Terra Pittura, and at work; but the length of time is my own fault. I must see the South of France, which almost knocked me up, the heat was so intense, particularly at Nismes and Avignon; and until I got a plunge into the sea at Marseilles, I felt so weak that nothing but the change of scene kept me onwards to my distant point. Genoa, and all the sea-coast from Nice to Spezzia is remarkably rugged and fine; so is Massa.[1]


Pulled by two conflicting enticements, to see southern France and to rush to Rome, Turner did both, and made himself ill in the process. He had promised Charles Eastlake that he would be in Rome by 1st September, but he could not leave “the loadstone London” as he put it,[2] until he had finished some watercolours for the England and Wales series, and other commitments to engravers. He was torn between his professional responsibilities and his reluctance to disappoint friends, and his health took the rub. His further anxieties were that he should get to work as soon as possible, and not be hindered by the lack of the right materials. Writing from Paris, he asked Eastlake to buy him a canvas “8 feet 2 1/2 inch
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Appendix 1



Turner and Thornbury

Though many hundreds of writers and art historians have written about every aspect of Turner’s work since his death, there have been only seven significant biographers: Walter Thornbury (1862), P. G. Hamerton (1879), Cosmo Monkhouse (1879), Bernard Falk (1938), A. J. Finberg (1939), Jack Lindsay (1966) and Andrew Wilton (1979 and 1987). The most acute problem which they all faced was the dearth of documentary sources. Turner was an active and lucid correspondent, as revealed by the surviving letters collected by John Gage.[1] He wrote to good friends such as James Holworthy and Ambrose Johns at some length, and with an easy, conversational style. His detailed and careful correspondence with one of his many business partners, James Wyatt, suggests that there would have been many more such relationships by letter with engravers and patrons.

However, his three great friendships, with Henry Scott Trimmer which lasted for nearly sixty years, with Walter Fawkes which lasted for about thirty, and with Lord Egremont which was of about the same length of time, are hardly traceable through correspondence. The reason for this is that the heirs of each of these men decided for whatever reason to destroy their papers, and documented the fact that they had done so. The existence of letters to Holworthy, Johns and Wyatt can only lead us to the conclusion that Turner wrote at length to his closer friends also. In the case of Trimmer, Thornbury writes:



Mr  Trimmer was remarkable for a habit of keeping all letters that he ever received; and the result of this literary accumulation was that, after his death, his son, exhausted by the labour of reading a packet or two of crabbed MS, set to and with ruthless hands burnt some twenty sacksful of original and unpublished letters, including, no doubt, some hundreds of Turner’s.[2]



E. M. Fawkes recorded the destruction of Walter’s papers in her typescript “Turner at Farnley”,[3] although the flotsam and jetsam of this destruction, including Walter’s financial accounts of 1824, have found their way into the West Yorkshire Archaeological Society in Leeds.

This loss is compounded by the disappearance of all of Turner’s own private papers, those thousands of letters sent to him and otherwise accumulated over the years. They will have been left at Queen Anne Street when he died, probably in some chaos. It took over four years of legal wrangling to settle the ownership of Turner’s money and of his paintings and drawings, and in the heat of that battle his papers were either an irrelevance or an embarrassment. Of the very few letters to Turner that do survive, most have sketches or other notes on the back, suggesting that his executors carefully picked over the remaining detritus and took out what they wanted to keep. So until other evidence emerges, we can only assume that the mass of Turner’s papers slipped through the net and into the bonfire. Thus, deeper knowledge of both sides of three very important friendships, and much else, has been lost.

The first biographer, Walter Thornbury (1828–76), has been excoriated by his successors one by one. Indeed ever since his Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner RA was published Thornbury has been the butt of intense criticism, much, but not all of it, justified. Though it could possibly have been arranged, Thornbury never met Turner, and did not claim to have done so. He was a professional journalist who had worked on the Athenaeum and with Dickens on Household Words. He had a natural eye for a good marketable story, and in Turner’s life, found one. He did claim to have asked around to find out if anyone more qualified than he was writing Turner’s life:



I determined to take no steps in such a scheme until I had ascertained whether Mr  Ruskin might not himself have some intention of one day becoming the biographer of that great painter whose genius he had done so much to illustrate  Encouraged by this certainty that I was neither trespassing nor interfering with anyone, I at once set to work steadily and quietly [4]



Thornbury encouraged a number of Turner’s friends and acquaintances to write or talk to him about his subject. Some, such as George Jones RA and John Mayall wrote to him at length, and there is no reason for us to doubt their words as published by Thornbury.[5] However, neither Sarah, Hannah, Evelina nor Georgiana Danby, all of whom were living when Thornbury was writing, talked to him, nor did Sophia Booth who lived on until 1868.

The most serious omission among Thornbury’s direct sources appears to be Turner’s oldest friend the Rev. Henry Scott Trimmer, who lived until November 1859. Thornbury says in the Preface to his first edition that the desire to write a life of Turner first entered his mind “some four years ago”, i.e. around 1858. This was before Trimmer’s death, and it is surprising that Thornbury seems not to have sought out straight away the man who was Turner’s oldest friend. The most likely explanation for these obvious gaps is that Thornbury did approach some or all of them, but they refused to co-operate, knowing that a clever journalist might ferret personal information from them that they, and Turner, would not wish to be revealed. Nevertheless, no day passed, Thornbury claims



without some search for materials, some noting down of traditions, some visit to Turner’s old friends [I] resolved not to complete my book, however long it might take me, until I had collected all that patience and enthusiasm could enable me to gather together.



Perhaps as a result of the unwillingness of Turner and his loyal relations and close friends to reveal themselves to Thornbury, there has been a long history of Thornbury-bashing by his successors as Turner’s biographer. Bernard Falk, whose Turner the Painter: His Hidden Life was published in 1938, called Thornbury’s book a “ voluble and shapeless biography, a rag-bag of odds and ends, unassimilated and to a large extent uncorroborated ”[6] A. J. Finberg, who had been studying Turner for longer than anyone, and was pipped to publication by Falk, wrote of Thornbury:



To cover up his tracks, [Thornbury] distorted the material he appropriated without acknowledgements, and amplified his distortion with a wealth of fictitious detail. His personal contribution to the Life may be best described as the deliberate falsification of current information, legends, and gossip.[7]



However, as a more or less contemporary biographer working within the covers of one book, Thornbury is all we have got. He is the Old Testament of Turner studies – chronologically unreliable, vague, muddled and repetitious, but containing a few searing truths, many inaccuracies and lots of good stories. As an example of the dynamics by which the readers of Thornbury’s biography have been misled, I quote the mysterious life of Mary Turner’s portrait. There are no surviving portraits of Turner’s mother, unless the small pencil profile of a woman in a mob-cap in the “Bristol and Malmesbury” sketchbook of 1791 can be taken to be her.[8] Thornbury, however, draws Mary Turner’s picture by describing a portrait supposedly painted by Turner as a boy and which, if it ever existed, is now lost. Thornbury had never seen it. The resulting description from this phantom portrait quoted here in Chapter One, has echoed as the fact of Mary’s appearance through the work of Turner’s biographers, even though it is hearsay.

Thornbury got his information about the portrait from a source he describes as “the rector of Heston, the eldest son of Turner’s old friend and executor”. Even this statement is riddled with impossibilities. Turner’s “old friend and executor” was the Rev. Henry Scott Trimmer, the vicar of Heston, Middlesex from 1804 until his death. He had three sons: Henry Syer Trimmer (1806–76) who became Vicar of Marston-on-Dove, Derbyshire; Barrington Trimmer (1809–60) who became his father’s Curate at Heston, and only survived his father by a year; and Frederick Edmond Trimmer (1813–83) who became a businessman, landowner and JP. He lived in Heston all his life.

None of Trimmer’s sons could have known Mary who died in 1804, though they may have seen the portrait. All these can only have got their information from their father, though to compound the muddle further Thornbury goes on to say that “Mr.  Trimmer [sic]  obtained his facts from an authority no less unquestionable than Hannah Danby, Turner’s old housekeeper, who personally had them from the painter’s father.” To bring Hannah Danby into the chain at this point was in fact unnecessary, as Henry Scott Trimmer had had every opportunity to meet Mary Turner when he was a boy, and thus pass on his own first hand account to his sons.

Thornbury credits the information with a “Trimmer” source as coming from F. E. Trimmer, H. S. Trimmer’s third son, who was not born until 1813. So the more trust we put into Thornbury’s “Trimmer” material, the more we have to accept that it did, in fact, come directly from the aged Henry Scott Trimmer himself. When Thornbury was beginning the research for his book, the conditions of Turner’s will concerning the display of his pictures had not been met. As one of his executors, H. S. Trimmer technically shared responsibility for the state of affairs. In the intense legalistic atmosphere surrounding the proving of Turner’s will, Trimmer would have been rash to speak freely about Turner under his own name, particularly to a professional journalist. He could, however, speak of Turner through the mouthpiece of one of his sons, and this, I suggest, is what happened.

In a devastating review of Thornbury’s book in Quarterly Review, the unnamed reviewer, actually Elizabeth Rigby, Lady Eastlake, pointed out that during the four years in which the author claimed to have been researching and writing Turner’s Life, he also “enriched our literature with at least nine other separate volumes” as well as reviews in pamphlets and contributions to periodicals. Lady Eastlake described the Life of Turner by “this indefatigable gentleman” as “simply the most deplorable piece of bookmaking that has ever fallen our way”.[9]

It is significant that nobody else in Thornbury’s day took up the challenge to write Turner’s life. Ruskin wavered over the matter, but ultimately refused, urging a Frenchman, Ernest Chesneu, to write the life. George Jones, another great friend and executor, had the knowledge and understanding to write at the very least an anecdotal account. So did C. R. Leslie and David Roberts, though both left extensive notes, and may both be excused on the grounds that they had pictures to paint.

Two writers however did have the knowledge and the ability to write Turner’s life, but failed to do so. One, the poet and banker Samuel Rogers, was an executor, and had known Turner since the 1790s. They had many mutual friends, and Turner was a regular guest at Rogers’s renowned breakfast parties. Rogers was also a useful gossip, inquisitive about the lives, opinions and intentions of his artistic friends, and an easy writer. The other was the demolisher of Thornbury herself, Elizabeth, Lady Eastlake. She had known Turner since 1844 when they had met over dinner with the publisher John Murray in Albemarle Street. She was then the perceptive and inquisitive thirty-five-year-old Elizabeth Rigby, who had already travelled widely, particularly in Germany and Russia, had written a book about the Baltic, and had been a regular contributor to the Quarterly Review since 1842. She recorded her first impressions about Turner in her diary: “a queer little being, very knowing about all the castles he had drawn – a cynical kind of body, who seems to love his art for no other reason than because it is his own.”[10]

Five years after she and Turner met, Elizabeth Rigby married Sir Charles Eastlake, then secretary of the Fine Arts Commission, and, by the time of Turner’s death, President of the Royal Academy. Lady Eastlake went on to translate Waagen’s Treasures of Art in Great Britain, 1854–57, and to publish extensive art criticism. If anybody could have written a reliable and contemporary life of Turner, it was Lady Eastlake. She had known him, she was in a unique position to ferret information out of Turner’s surviving friends, she seems to have been an eager seeker out of the truth, and she had a good turn of phrase and publishing contacts. That she failed to take up the challenge, and so let in Thornbury, is a serious matter.

The possible reasons, however, are not hard to find. Turner had a “dark side”, as Ruskin had pointed out to Thornbury, that if fully revealed would have upset mid-Victorian propriety. He had had a shadowy unmarried relationship with Sarah Danby, and had had two known children by her; he had recently lived as the husband of a Margate landlady under an assumed name; and he had a highly developed libido which found expression through pornographic drawings which Ruskin and the Keeper of the National Gallery felt they had to burn. Furthermore, Turner was reportedly tight with money, though rich as Croesus, and had run up a bill of more than £500 with his doctor which remained unpaid at his death. His doctor, David Price of Margate, had to take legal action in 1853, naming inter alia George Jones RA, Philip Hardwick RA, the Treasurer of the Royal Academy, and John Ruskin, in order to recover the money (see Appendix 3). Turner had a secret life that, by the time Thornbury’s book was published in 1861, was common knowledge in the upper reaches of the art world establishment.

It does Lady Eastlake no credit when she says at the beginning of her review of Thornbury’s Life:



It may appear surprising that the task of writing Turner’s life should have been left to an utter stranger, since there must be among those who knew him persons well qualified to do justice to the subject. [Here Lady Eastlake suggests George Jones might have done it.] But it would seem that, for whatever reason, Turner’s personal friends have declined the task.



And at the end:



 it is even possible that, by requesting some competent friend to draw up a modest memoir of him, and furnishing the necessary information, he might have saved himself from the worst of his posthumous misfortunes – that of falling victim to such a biographer as Mr  Thornbury. Perhaps the appearance of this wretched book may be the means of calling forth some writer qualified, by knowledge of the man and of his art, to investigate the truth and to tell it as it ought to be told.



Had Lady Eastlake taken her own advice, she might have made a greater name for herself. Where angels had feared to tread, however, a fool – no, Thornbury was no fool, but a very canny, opportunist young journalist and an inexperienced biographer – walked right in.

Notes to Appendix 1

1 John Gage (ed.): Collected Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner; Oxford, 1980. See also John Gage: “Further Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner”; TS, vol. 6, no. 1 (1986), pp. 2ff.

2 Thornbury, p. 225. After this passage Thornbury adds the Trimmer son’s unconvincing palliative that, inter alia, Turner “like most artists did not like writing”.

3 Copies in the National Gallery and Clore Gallery Libraries.
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5 The Jones MS is in the Ashmolean Museum, Oxford.
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7 Finberg, p. 4

8 TB VI, p. 2.

9 Quarterly Review, vol. CXI (1862), pp. 450ff.
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Appendix 2



Turner’s Medical Recipes

The recipes which follow were written in his sketchbooks by Turner at different times of his life.



TB XXX=Turner Bequest catalogue number. Sketchbook kept in the Clore Gallery, Tate Gallery, London.

“Swans” [e.g.] = name given to sketchbook by Ruskin when he first catalogued the Turner Bequest in the 1850s.



TB XLII “Swans” c. 1796/97

Inside front cover:

“Receipt for making an Efficable ointment for cut  [?]

Solomon’s Seal leaves and buds

Comfrey do.

Bay

Elder

Valerian

An equal quantity to which may be added a handful of Parsley these herbs must be cut small bruise in a stone mortar boil’d for some hours in a Bell mold kettle over a slow fire in a sufficient quantity of unwashed butter [?] to make the herbs thoroughly moist it must stand ten or 12 days after which strain thro a cloth, the Juice then to be boild and well skimmed and run into small jars or pots.

Given by Miss Narraway of Bristol.”



TB CXI “Hastings and Oxford” c. 1809–11

p. 2a

“The Herb Stramonium

Smoke 2 or 3 pipes every day

Swallow the saliva.”



p. 8a-8

“Dis[solve] Blue Vit[riol] in Spring Water. Precipitate it by six  Evernescence  separate it out of a clear spirit. Wash the precipitate in warm water  decant the liquor  of salt  the solution and reserve the precipitate in  precipitate  to filter it 

5 drops of the fluid to an ounce of water  a dram of the solution to your w  after  with x 2 or 3 times day during the ”



TB CXXXV “Chemistry and Apuleia’ 1813

p. 1

“Maltese Plague

1. Symptoms: Sickness, debility, shivering, heat, thirst, headache

2. Delirium

3. Darkspots, ulcer.



Emetic: 10 grains Epicacuina

Purge: 5 grains of Calomel, 10 of Jalep

Teaspoonful of Sal Mendaveri every 2 hours. Common drink lemonade – Head shaved. Vinegar and water applied with a sponge to head and body.”



TB CLIV(a) “Liber Notes (2)” c. 1816/17

p. 53a

“Half an ounce of camphor dissolved in a gill of Brandy and taken at three different times of 3 minutes a remedy for surfit or when the [?rinsing] of cold water has taken Effect. Dr  John  [?] White [?]”



Prescription dated December 1827 [Turner Family Papers]

This is named for “William Turner” and may refer to J. M. W. Turner’s father.



“Rx Spir Aether Nitrosi z xx

Liq. Ammon. Acetat. z xx

Glyn. Scilla z xx

Aqua Mentha pip. z xx”



TB CCXXXVII “Roman and French Notebook” 1828

p. 10a

“Alum Com zp

Zinc Sulphur gr x &

[?] prl Matte x”



TB CCLII “Guernsey”, c. 1830

Inside back cover:



	“1 oz of Cinnamon water E

	



	1 grain Epicackuana    

	



	35 drops Laudanum

	“within an hour




	2 drams of Spirits of Lavender

	after the attack”




	2 dr of Tincture of Rhubarb”

	




p. 92a

“Soda and ginger

20 gr of carbonate of soda



	Carbonate of soda


	8 scruples





	Tartarate of Potash


	3 scruples





	Nitrous ether


	4 scruples








distilled 7 1/2 oz for 6 or 8 [?] days.”



TB CCLXV “Berwick”, c. 1831.

p. 42

“25 drops of Cajeput oil in glass of Hot Water, if not relieved in 5 min take 50 more. Sir M. Turpey [?] remedy for the Cholera.”



TB CCXCI (a) “Rhine, (between Cologne and Mayence) also Moselle and Aix-la-Chapelle.” c. 1835

p. 14a:

“Said to be an infallible cure for the bite of a mad dog. Leaves of Rue. Bruised Vincu[?] treacle Mithridate, and scrapings of Pewter – each 4 ounces. Boild slowly in 2 quarts of Strongs Hale [sic] until the ale is one quart.

9 table spoonsful 7 mornings fasting. Warm cattle 10 cold dog 5. apply some of the ingredients strained to the wound within 9 days of the bite.”



TB CCXCVI “Brussels up to Mannheim”, c. 1837/38

Inside cover:

“1 oz of Cinnamon water (?)

1 gr Epicachua

25 drops laudenum

2 drams tincture of rhubarb

Q 

20 grains of carbonate of soda

Tart[ar] of Potash 8 scruples

N[itrous?] Ether Distilled W[ater] for 6 or 8.”





Appendix 3



Dr David Price’s Affidavit

David Price (1787–1870) practised in Margate from 1826. He was Sophia Booth’s doctor, and through her came to be Turner’s doctor. He was a consulting surgeon at the Royal Sea Bathing Hospital, Margate, a Justice of the Peace and a member of the Margate Town Council. He attended Turner through his latter illnesses, and claimed through this affidavit that he had not been paid by his patient since May 1850.

The original document is in the collection of the Price family, and is quoted here by permission.



In Chancery

Between Henry Scott Trimmer, George Jones, Charles Turner, Philip Hardwick, Henry Harpur and Hugh Andrew Johnston Munro – Plaintiffs

Hannah Danby, Mary Tepper, William Turner, Thomas Price Turner, Mary Mathews, John Widgery and Mary Ann Turner his wife, John Turner, Sophia Caroline Booth and Her Majesty’s Attorney General – Defendants.

And Between Henry Harpur – Plaintiff

Henry Trimmer, Samuel Rogers, George Jones, Charles Turner, John Ruskin the Younger when he shall come within the jurisdiction of the court, Philip Hardwick and Hugh Andrew Johnston Munro. Defendants.



I David Price of Margate in the County of Kent, a Doctor of Medicine, a Fellow of the Royal College of Surgeons of England and also Consulting Surgeon to the Royal Sea Bathing Infirmary at Margate aforesaid where I have practised for twenty-seven years last past, make oath and say, That Joseph Mallord William Turner Esquire Royal Academician deceased the Testator in the pleadings of this cause named, was in his lifetime and at the time of his death and his Estate still is justly and truly endebted to me in the sum of Five hundred and twenty-one Pounds seventeen shillings for professional Journies, and the attendances taken and made by me as consulting Surgeon for and upon the Testator at his request at Margate and Deal in the County of Kent and at Chelsea in the County of Middlesex and for Travelling and other Expenses attendant thereon during the life time of the Testator And I say that I so attended the said Testator at Margate where he was then living in Lodgings and at Deal during a severe attack of Cholera and a serious illness consequent upon it where he resided in a house of the Defendant Sophia Caroline Booth, and also at Davies Place Chelsea in the County of Middlesex where he was also residing in a house belonging to the said Sophia Caroline Booth and that I was on various occasions summoned to Deal and also to Chelsea by messages through the Electric Telegraph And I say that in order to save the expenses of journeys by myself to Chelsea it was arranged by the request of the Testator that Mr William Bartlett of Chelsea aforesaid, Pharmaceutical Chemist, should see him daily and make reports to me of the daily progress of the Testator and of the effect of the Medicines And I visited the Testator personally from time to time only when my attendance was deemed indispensible and particularly requested by him And I further say that the following contains a just and true particular of my Account for the said sum of Five hundred and twenty-one Pounds seventeen shillings, that is to say,



1850

11th May to 6th July: For a daily attendance at Margate on the Testator, from the 11th May 1850 to the 25th May 1850, and for occasional visits from the last mentioned day to the 6th July 1850

 £10.10.0



1850

August 20, 25 & 26, and September 1st, 4th, 10th, 11th, 12th, 15th and 18th: For Journeys to Deal from Margate specially to visit the Testator by his request, and attendances on the Testator on each of those days (ten in number) including Travelling and other expenses from Margate to Deal and back again

 52.10.0



1851

February 5, March 8, April 9 and 30, May 29, July 2nd, 6th and 15th, September 5, 17th and 29th, October 9th, 23rd and 30th, November 11, 19 and 28, December 9th and 18th: Journeys from Margate to London specially to visit the Testator by his request and attendances on the Testator on each of those days (nineteen in number) and on some occasions attending the Testator on two successive days at Twenty Guineas for each journey, and for numerous letters to Mr Bartlett and prescribing from time to time for the Testator, from the end of the month of June 1851 to the death of the Testator on the 19th December 1851

 399.00.0



Travelling and other expenses from Margate to Chelsea and back, at Three guineas per journey

 59.17.0

£521.17.0



And I further say that the aforegoing is a true and just particular of the said Account or claim and that the charges therein made are fair and reasonable and such as are usual or customary in the same profession and under similar circumstances And I further say that neither I nor any person or persons by my order or to my knowledge or belief for any use hath or have received the said sum of Five hundred and twenty-one Pounds seventeen shillings or any part thereof or any security or satisfaction for the same or any part thereof but that the whole of the said sum of Five hundred and twenty-one Pounds seventeen shillings still remains justly due and owing to me on the said Account.



Sworn at Margate in the County of Kent this 17th day of December 1853. Before me

John Hawly Boys

A Commissioner for administering Oaths in Chancery in England



David Price.
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