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  About the Book


  When Queen Victoria’s husband, Prince Albert, succumbed to typhoid fever in December 1861 the nation was paralysed with grief. He was only forty-two and official bulletins had, until the day before, given no cause for alarm.


  Albert had in fact been in a decline for years  worn out by overwork, stress and the exacting standards he set himself. His death was a catastrophe for Victoria, who not only adored her husband but had, through twenty-one years of marriage, utterly relied on him: as companion, father of their children, friend, confidant, wise counsellor and unofficial private secretary. There was not a single aspect of public business on which she had not deferred to his advice and greater wisdom. She would even consult him on what bonnet to wear.


  For the 150th anniversary of Albert’s death, Helen Rappaport’s fascinating history examines the profound impact his loss had on Britain. Cast adrift and alone, the Queen donned the widow’s weeds that she would wear for 40 years. Without Albert to guide and support her, with a feckless heir who had caused her nothing but anxiety, and a family of nine children to parent alone, she retreated into a state of pathological grief which nobody could penetrate and few understood. Her stubborn refusal to return to public life rapidly began to alienate even her closest family and friends and to bring a resurgence of republicanism. There was even talk of abdication.


  Marshalling brilliant social detail about a court, a Parliament and a nation initially as bereft as their queen, but rapidly tiring of her cult of grief, Rappaport tracks Victoria’s single-handed mission to commemorate her husband in perpetuity, setting in train plans for the monuments  in stone, on canvas and on paper  that would properly memorialise him and set their visual stamp on the art and culture not just of her reign but of Britain today. Drawing widely on contemporary letters, diaries and memoirs, she brings new and compelling light to bear on the causes of Albert’s death.


  Most grippingly of all, Rappaport focuses on the enduring relationship between Victoria and Albert  the magnificent obsession that not even death could sever.


  About the Author


  Helen Rappaport is an historian and Russianist with a specialism in the Victorians and revolutionary Russia. Her books include Ekaterinburg: The Last Days of the Romanovs and No Place for Ladies: The Untold Story of Women in the Crimean War. She lives in Oxford. For more information, you can visit her website at www.helenrappaport.com
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  For Charlie Viney


  Peel cut down my income, Wellington refused me rank, the Royal Family cried out against the foreign interloper, the Whigs in office were inclined to concede me just as much space as I could stand upon. The Constitution is silent as to the Consort of the Queen … and yet there he was, not to be done without.


  Prince Albert, letter to Baron Stockmar, 24 January 18541


  He conquered my heart; so that I could not choose but to love him  there was an indescribable something about him  an elevation, an humility, a power and simplicity, a thorough genuineness of character, a style and tone in his whole manner, opinions … which made him to me my very ideal of a Christian Prince! What a Godfearing man he was! What a sense of duty he had.


  Reverend Norman Macleod, 28 December 18612


  For me, life came to an end on 14 December. My life was dependent on his, I had no thoughts except of him; my whole striving was to please him, to be less unworthy of him!


  Queen Victoria, letter to King of Prussia, 4 February 18623


  Preface & Acknowledgements


  QUEEN VICTORIA IS one of the most written-about women in British  if not world  history. Her consort Prince Albert has also been the subject of several biographies, as well as studies of his contribution to the arts and British culture. This book is neither a biography of the Queen nor of Prince Albert. Instead it focuses on what is, I argue, a crucial period in her life, one that completely changed the course her reign took for the next forty years and had a profound impact on Britain: the lost ten years from Albert’s death at the end of 1861 to the beginning of her re-emergence from deep mourning in 1872.


  Much has been written about Queen Victoria’s later years as the gloomy, humourless, reclusive widow at Windsor, but virtually no attempt has been made to explore the nature of her grief or to describe the circumstances leading up to Prince Albert’s death in December 1861 and its catastrophic impact on her. This book seeks to understand why the Queen reacted in the extreme way she did, by explaining her obsessive love for her husband and her total and utter reliance on him. The second half of the book considers Queen Victoria’s untiring memorialisation of her dead husband  in biography, art and architecture  at a time when criticism of her withdrawal from public life was mounting.


  Prince Albert’s death, funeral and the public response to it have been paid surprisingly little attention to date; recent accounts tend to stop abruptly at his deathbed or fast-forward to the Queen’s life thereafter. This book sets out to describe the effect that death had both on Prince Albert’s contemporaries and on the nation at large. With this objective in mind, I have sought out unpublished, forgotten and neglected sources that comment on the Prince’s declining health, his death and funeral and the Queen’s reaction to it. In Britain we are blessed with a wealth of published letters, diaries and memoirs from the Victorian period, many of them by personalities who have long since been forgotten and consigned to obscurity, but which nevertheless contain valuable testimony on the impact of Prince Albert’s death. It has been a pleasure to rediscover these now-neglected Victorian letter-writers and diarists, who have enlightened and enlivened my research and impressed me with their wonderfully perceptive comments about the Queen, Prince Albert and the true nature of their relationship.


  A key resource in the writing of this book has been the Royal Archives in the Round Tower at Windsor Castle. I am indebted to their registrar, Pamela Clark, and her staff for making a range of fascinating material available to me during my research there, and for the permission of Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II to quote from it, as well as use photographs and illustrations from the Royal Collection. My thanks also go to Sophie Gordon for her assistance in this latter respect.


  From Germany, I was able to obtain copies of letters written at the time of Prince Albert’s death by the Crown Prince of Prussia and Princess Alice of Great Britain. I am indebted to Christine Klössel at the Arkhiv der Hessischen Hausstiftung, Schloss Fasanerie, Eichenzell, for providing me with transcripts for those of the Crown Prince; and to Professor Eckhart G. Franz at the Staatsarchiv Darmstadt for making available digital images of the original letters by Princess Alice. Quotations from these letters are included with the gracious permission of Prince Donatus von Hessen. I am greatly indebted to Hannah Veale for translating both sets of letters from German, and in particular for her enormous patience in deciphering Princess Alice’s difficult handwriting.


  I would also like to thank a number of British archivists who provided valuable help and access to material: Alan Tadiello at Balliol College, Oxford, for the Queen’s letters to General Peel in the Morier Family Papers; Nick Mays, at The Times Archive, News International Archive, for those of John Delane and Lord Torrington; Caroline Picco at Cheshire Archives, for providing a photocopy of the ‘Descriptions of the Death of the Prince Consort, 1861’ by Arthur Penrhyn Stanley, and for the permission of the present Lord Stanley to quote from it; the British Library, for permission to quote from the Duchess of Sutherland’s letters in the Gladstone Papers and from Queen Victoria’s ‘Album Consolativum’; Colin Harris at the Bodleian Library Special Collection, for making available to me the diaries of Katharine Clarendon, John Rashdall and Charles Pugh and the Bodleian Library, University of Oxford for permission to quote from them; Briony Hudson at the Royal Pharmaceutical Society of Great Britain, for allowing me to access the account books of Peter Squire; Phil Tomaselli, for obtaining material for me from the Lord Chamberlain’s papers at the National Archives, Kew; Helen Burton at Keele University Library, for information on Sarah Hildyard; and Ian Shapiro at Argyll Etkin, for allowing me access to the MS diaries of Sir John Cowell in his collection, as well as providing other materials for my research.


  Many other people offered invaluable support, advice and information along the way: Denise Hesselroth alerted me to the underrated diaries of Lady Lucy Cavendish; Paul Frecker provided information on Victorian cartes de visite and images for this book; Kevin Brady shared his research on Princess Alice and her family; Marianne Kouwenhoven in The Hague investigated sources in the archives of Queen Sophie of the Netherlands; Geoffrey Munn at Wartskis kindly showed me items of jewellery relating to the Queen, Prince Albert and John Brown from their private collection; fellow historians David Waller, Matthew Dennison and Hugo Vickers answered my queries and suggested sources. Nicholas Janni and Juliet Grayson suggested sources on death and bereavement, and my dear friend Linda Blair gave me her invaluable views on the same, read sections of the manuscript relating to the Queen’s grieving and offered insightful comments. Among royalty buffs, Sue Woolmans, Richard Thornton and members of the Royalty Weekend annual conference held at Ticehurst offered valuable support for, and interest in, this project. On a memorable research trip to Whitby to investigate the jet industry, Lynne and George provided a home-from-home at the No. 7 Guest House; Rachel Jones and Matt Hatch at Hamond’s Jewellers on Church Street responded generously to my passion for Whitby jet; Peter Hughes, custodian of the wonderfully idiosyncratic Whitby Museum, which has an extraordinary collection of jet jewellery and artefacts, offered valuable background information.


  The arguments contained in the Appendix to this book  ‘What Killed Prince Albert’  are my own, based on extensive research and much deliberation. I arrived at my conclusions thanks to the assistance of doctors Simon Travis (Consultant Gastroenterologist) and Chris Conlon (Consultant in Infectious Diseases), who read my draft and offered their comments and observations. Professors Ronald Chaplain (Consultant Oncologist) and Neil Mortensen (Consultant Colorectal Surgeon) also offered valuable advice, as did Dr Anne Hardy on the incidence of typhoid fever in the Victorian period. But, in the end, the conclusions are mine. I would welcome comments and feedback on this book, to my website www.helenrappaport.com


  Finally, my thanks as always go to my family for their support in all my work, in particular to my brothers Peter and Christopher, and also to my friend and fellow writer Christina Zaba, for her generous and unstinting encouragement in all my literary endeavours. My agent Charlie Viney, to whom this book is dedicated, has been a wonderful friend and guide over the last six years and will I hope support my efforts on many more books to come. I count myself enormously fortunate in having wonderfully supportive and sympathetic commissioning editors and friends, in Caroline Gascoigne at Hutchinson in the UK and Charlie Spicer at St Martin’s Press in the USA.


  Helen Rappaport


  Oxford, August 2011
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  PROLOGUE


  Christmas 1860


  IT WAS THE coldest Christmas for fifty years, so they said, a bitter winter having followed hard on the heels of a chilly and sunless summer. So cold was it that country people talked of the birds frozen on the trees and song thrushes dying in their thousands; so cold that the legs of waterfowl stuck hard to the ice on the surface of lakes and ponds. Londoners got the best of it  the ice on the Serpentine in Hyde Park was thirteen inches thick, providing welcome Christmastide recreation to the hundreds who skated there well into the night by torchlight. Indeed, such had been the unprecedented cold that year that there was talk of reviving the old seventeenth-century frost fair on the Thames.1


  Out at Windsor, twenty-one miles west of London and south of the Great Western Railway junction at Slough, a heavy frost had descended across the bare chestnut trees of the park, above which Windsor Castle rose in all its magnificence. A great impregnable stone fortress of history and tradition, dating back to an original wooden structure built after the Norman Conquest, it was reached by climbing the hill from the King Henry VIII Gate down in the little town of Windsor below, and passing through the narrow archway of the Norman Gate that separates the Lower from the Upper Ward of the castle.


  The week before Christmas the royal family had transferred from Buckingham Palace to their private apartments here in the Upper Ward for the festive season. In the 1840s the interior of the castle had been extensively remodelled to accommodate the rapidly growing royal family, and from their apartments on the first floor they could look out over the East Terrace, across the ornamental garden and fountain to the dry moat, and beyond it the open grassy swathes of Windsor Home Park. Outside, in the paved quadrangle, soldiers in bearskins perpetually on guard paced back and forth below their windows within sight of a bronze equestrian statue of Charles II.


  A labyrinth of staircases and carpeted corridors greeted anyone venturing inside the apartments of the East Terrace, the interior shadowy on dark winter days until it was lit at four in the afternoon by huge lamps that were left to burn all night.2 The royal family’s rooms here  including the Oak Room, where they took informal meals, and a larger Dining Room and the White and Crimson Drawing Rooms for more formal events  were connected along a Grand Corridor, which stretched from Queen Victoria’s rooms in the King’s Tower at one end to the state rooms and the Prince of Wales’s Tower at the far end. The Grand Corridor itself was a place of recreation and association for members of the royal household as they went about their duties, its walls hung with paintings and its length interspersed with white marble busts on pedestals, bronzes, fine inlaid cabinets and choice pieces of furniture. At regular intervals between them huge doors decorated with gilding opened into the royal apartments and guest rooms beyond.3


  Despite the attractiveness of its interior, Queen Victoria had never found Windsor congenial, remarking that she hoped that ‘this fine, old dull place’ would never hold her bones. To return there from the more cosy, purpose-built family homes at Osborne and Balmoral that she and her husband so loved was always a wrench. ‘I have no feeling for Windsor,’ she once wrote, ‘I admire it, I think it a grand, splendid place  but without a particle of anything which causes me to love it.’4 Nevertheless, the royal couple had spent all their Christmases at Windsor since the birth of their first child, the Princess Royal, in November 1840 and, with Prince Albert’s encouragement, the royal apartments each Christmas gave pride of place to a host of Christmas trees.


  Windsor Castle came into its own at this festive time of year. The silence along its Grand Corridor, where noise was muffled by the red carpets and huge damask curtains that hung at the tall, arched windows looking directly into the quadrangle, was broken by the happy sound of laughter and children’s voices. Games of hide-and-seek along the corridors and in the towers and staircases of the castle by the royal children ensured that it had a happy family atmosphere. Fires were kept blazing with beech logs in all the reception rooms  the Queen did not like the smell of coal, although her pathological intolerance of heat was such that she ordained that the rooms should be kept at a temperature of only sixty degrees and she had thermometers in ivory cases mounted on every chimneypiece in order to check that her directive was adhered to. Victoria liked the old way of things: she refused to concede to gas lighting, which had been introduced into the official state rooms at Windsor, insisting that her private apartments were lit only by candles. Such stubbornness might have been an inconvenience, but at Christmas time the softly flickering candlelight throughout the royal apartments lent a particularly romantic atmosphere to the surroundings.5


  For the first half of December the rain had come down in torrents, but now in the final days before Christmas fine, cold weather and a sharp frost had arrived and would persist right through the holiday. From 5 p.m. on the afternoon of the 20th it had begun snowing and continued till midnight, the snow piling in drifts around the castle, as it rose up like a fairytale citadel in the dazzling white of the surrounding landscape. Prince Albert had always loved ‘the dear Christmas Eve’ and took great pleasure in his children’s ‘happy wonder at the German Christmas tree and its radiant candles’.6 Christmas was a profoundly nostalgic time for him, reminding him of those he had spent with his brother as children. Separated from the home at Coburg that he so loved, he now had to ‘seek in the children an echo of what Ernest and I were in the old time’, as he mused to his stepmother.7 By 1860 he and Queen Victoria had nine children, ranging from Vicky (aged twenty) to Beatrice the youngest, who was only three. Yet already, young though they were, the royal children had begun to fly the nest. Vicky, Albert’s much-adored favourite, had been married at seventeen to the Crown Prince of Prussia, the first stage in a personal project nurtured by her parents to secure a united, democratic Germany under Prussian leadership. Already the mother of two children, Vicky was now resigned to having to spend Christmas isolated from her family at her palace in Berlin. Her sister Alice  Victoria and Albert’s third child and second daughter  would be the next to marry. At the end of November she had become engaged to Prince Louis of Hesse; he was rather dull, but Alice had fortunately fallen in love with him, and Louis was visiting Windsor that Christmas in anticipation of their marriage in a year or so’s time. Victoria and Albert had similar plans for their son and heir Albert Edward, better known as Bertie in the family, who had just returned from an official tour  his first on their behalf  to Canada and the USA. He had acquitted himself well, demonstrating his popular touch and natural social skills, although at a dance in his honour at Pike’s Opera House in Cincinnati he had looked with rather too much pleasure on the ‘vast array of beauties’ lined up for him.8 Such reports discomfited his parents; Bertie must be married off, and soon, in Albert’s view.


  It was an unusually large family gathering that year. The days before Christmas were full of laughter and activity as the family was reunited with Affie (Prince Alfred) who, having joined the navy at the age of only twelve, was home from sea, much to his mother’s delight. Everyone busied themselves with present-wrapping in between frequent trips down the hill to skate on the frozen pond on the Slopes below the north-east side of the castle. On the 23rd Victoria was delighted to see that the severe frost persisted. Despite the freezing weather, everyone eagerly walked down to the pond again to skate, returning for an intimate family supper, after which, like any ordinary family, ‘albums were looked at and Albert played at chess with Affie’.9


  That particular Christmas, John Delane, editor of The Times, was fortunate to receive an insider’s view of the royal family at their leisure, thanks to his friend at court, Lord Torrington  ‘that arch gossip of gossips’.10 Torrington had been a permanent lord-in-waiting to Queen Victoria since 1859 and, in a private joke with Delane, with whom he frequently corresponded, described himself as ‘your Windsor special’.11 In letters written that Christmas to Delane, Torrington vividly captured the happy and relaxed atmosphere at Windsor: how he played billiards with the two young princes, Arthur and Alfred, and had sat and chatted informally with the Queen and Prince Albert. On Christmas Eve he had ventured down to the castle’s cavernous kitchens to see the great baron of beef  all 360 pounds in weight  that was being cooked on a huge spit with great iron chains, constantly attended by four men.12 Elsewhere in the vast Windsor kitchen with its twelve ranges, other huge fires had roasts suspended in front of them  one alone had fifty turkeys. Yet everywhere the greatest calm and order prevailed among the kitchen’s legion of white-jacketed and white-capped cooks.


  Everyone was delighted to wake on the 24th to ‘true Xmas weather, snow on the ground and sharp frost’, as Victoria recorded. In the heart of his family and away from the limelight of public scrutiny and onerous official duty, Prince Albert took an almost childish delight in the pleasures of the Christmas season. In the morning he and the young princes went out for some invigorating shooting, while the others once more went down to the skating pond. The ice lured them all back in the afternoon to enjoy a game of ice-hockey, in which Victoria was delighted to see that the shy and nervous Louis ‘joined with great spirit’. Back in their apartments after 4 p.m. as the dark of Christmas Eve drew in, the family set about arranging their many gifts to each other on the present tables. It was, recalled Victoria, ‘most bewildering’ sorting them all out, but with her husband’s ‘great indefatigability’ they succeeded.13


  At 6 p.m. everyone in the royal household gathered in the Oak Room for the exchange of presents. Here they were greeted by the Queen and Prince Albert standing by a large table covered with a white damask cloth, in the middle of which stood a decorated fir tree surrounded by presents and handwritten cards for them. In addition, three artificial fir trees about eight feet in height had been specially put in place in each of the Queen’s three private sitting rooms  one each for herself, the Prince and the Duchess of Kent  with another tree for the children in the nursery. Smaller fir trees imported specially from Prince Albert’s childhood home at Coburg were on display elsewhere in the castle.14 The chandeliers had to be taken down specially to accommodate the larger ornamental trees, which were securely suspended from the ceiling, their bases resting on the table. The ten rows of symmetrical branches of these trees were decorated with edible fancies: sweetmeats, little cakes, fancy French bonbons, gilt walnuts  and gingerbreads whose delicious aroma filled the air  the effect completed with coloured ribbons and wax tapers and a frosting of artificial snow and icicles. At each tree-top stood a Christmas angel of Nuremberg glass, its outstretched wings holding a wreath in each hand.


  Lord Torrington watched as the family exchanged their presents. The largest drawing room was like an Aladdin’s cave, ‘fitted up with everything that was handsome, various, and in good taste’, he wrote. ‘Each member gave a present to one another, so that, including the Prince Louis of Hesse and the Duchess of Kent, [everyone] gave and received thirteen presents.’ It was a most joyful sight, none more so than that of ten-year-old Prince Arthur  ‘the flower of the flock’ in Torrington’s opinion  who ‘speedily got into a volunteer uniform, which, with endless other things, including a little rifle, fell to his lot, took a pot-shot at his papa, and then presented arms’. Torrington could not help noticing how carefully chosen all the presents were, how ‘beautiful in taste and suited to the receiver’. Those chosen by the children for their parents were selected with great care, so that ‘even the Queen might find use for them’. Victoria was delighted with the gift of a bracelet containing small hand-coloured photographs of Louis and Alice. ‘All the dear children worked me something,’ she recorded with delight in her journal.15


  After the family had exchanged their own presents, the Queen handed out gifts to the royal household. Torrington wondered whether the Prince Consort had ‘had a quiet joke in his mind’ in the selection of somewhat quirky presents for gentlemen members of the household  Charles Phipps (Keeper of Prince Albert’s Privy Purse), Thomas Biddulph (Master of the Queen’s Household), General Charles Grey (Prince Albert’s Private Secretary), and General Bruce (Governor to the Prince of Wales):


  Phipps had salt cellars resting on little fish with their mouths open, Biddulph a bread basket, Grey a sugar basin, and Bruce a claret jug; but at any rate, the four articles were somewhat true emblems of the loaves and fishes. The parties concerned have not observed the possible joke, nor have I suggested the idea.16


  Torrington himself was delighted to receive ‘a supply of studs, sleeve buttons, and waistcoat ditto, handsome, plain gold; a pocket-book’. In addition, everyone was presented with ‘a large cake of Nuremburg gingerbread’. That day at Windsor, he confided to Delane, he had never seen ‘more real happiness than the scene of the mother and all her children’. Even Prince Albert, notorious for his reserve, had ‘lost his stiffness’ and had allowed himself to rest and relax for once. All in all, ‘your Windsor special had much cheerful and friendly conversation with them both’. It was, he concluded, ‘a sight I should have liked you to have seen’. The Queen concurred in her journal that evening: ‘As usual such a merry happy night with all the Children, and not the least happy, dear Alice and Louis.’17


  On Christmas Day the family awoke to intense cold of minus two degrees Centigrade and an icy fog hanging across Windsor Home Park. ‘The windows were frozen, the trees all white with frost,’ wrote the Queen. After breakfast everyone gathered round to look at all the unwrapped presents laid out round the Christmas trees on the tables. Then once more they went down to the pond to skate. It was such a wonderful fine day, the church bells echoing Christmas joy across the crisp morning air, as the Queen recalled. The sound made ‘such a beautiful effect’ as they walked down the hill to St George’s Chapel in the Lower Ward for morning service.18


  Christmas Dinner was a grand affair, once more enjoyed by the entire royal household. ‘How I live to tell the tale I don’t know,’ Torrington told Delane, such was the vast banquet placed before them, the centrepiece of which was the great baron of beef he had seen cooking the previous day, surrounded by dozens of capons, turkeys, pea-hens and Cochin China pullets. The two youngest children, Beatrice and Leopold, had been allowed down from the nursery to join the family for dessert, and after lunch Prince Albert played happily with his little daughter, who had brought some joy back into his life after the departure of Vicky  swinging her back and forth in a large table napkin to shrieks of delight.19 Altogether it was a most ‘jolly’ day of relaxed informal conversation with the Queen and Prince Albert and family games of chess, pool and billiards.20


  On Boxing Day, Prince Albert again took his sons out shooting while the Queen, Prince Louis and Princess Alice and the girls went down the hill to skate. Snow fell all that night and the following day, the 27th. As the candles on the Christmas tree were lit for the last time in the drawing room at 7 p.m. (all the trees in the royal apartments would be lit up again on New Year’s Day and Twelfth Night), everyone gathered to dine ‘en famille’. ‘All were very gay,’ the Queen recalled, ‘and telling many stories.’21 The happiness and informality of that memorable Christmas continued into the 28th, when everyone piled into sledges and took one last turn across the snowscape of Windsor Home Park before the time came to bid farewell to Prince Louis.


  * * *


  No one who was at Windsor that Christmas of 1860 could have failed to be impressed and moved by the conviviality of the British royal family at home. ‘Even as in a public bazaar, where people jostle one another, so lords, grooms, Queen, and princes laughed and talked, forgot to bow, and freely turned their backs on one another,’ Torrington told Delane. ‘Little princesses, who on ordinary occasions dare hardly to look at a gentleman-in-waiting, in the happiest manner showed each person they could lay hands on the treasures they had received.’22


  For Torrington, as for the vast majority of the British people, the royal family basked in a halo of sentimentality that reflected the affection that it was now increasingly enjoying as the model British family. No matter that the aristocracy had persisted in disliking Prince Albert and what they perceived as his disdainful and reserved German manner; he and Victoria  the virtuous and devoted couple with their nine pretty children  were idolised by the respectable classes as the epitome of the reassuringly bourgeois, Victorian domestic ideal. More importantly, their happy married life was confirmation of the stability and continuity of the British monarchy itself as a working monarchy, focused on the family and with pride in its material and social achievements. ‘The more I see of the Royal domestic life, the more I am in admiration of it,’ General Grey had written in 1849. He was convinced that ‘so pure and exemplary a Court never before existed’.23 Two years later the youthful Eleanor Stanley, who had been in waiting at Windsor that Christmas, had told her parents, ‘you can’t think how simple and happy all the Royalty looked, just like any other family, of the most united and domestic tastes’.24 This reputation for informal happy domesticity was one that Prince Albert had worked hard to establish and was determined to maintain, as the archetypal paterfamilias. Torrington’s admiration was much the same in 1860. There was no doubting the esteem in which Victoria and Albert were held, he told Delane. He had never seen ‘a more agreeable sight’ that Christmas: ‘It was royalty putting aside its state and becoming in words, acts, and deeds one of ourselves, no forms and not a vestige of ceremony.’25


  At the end of that year the royal family was at the height of its popularity, at a time of political stability and economic progress in Britain. After riding out much hostility in the early years of his marriage and a storm of controversy over his perceived meddling in foreign affairs during the Crimean War of 18546, Prince Albert was finally beginning to receive some grudging acknowledgement for his many contributions to the cultural, scientific and intellectual life of the country, for the efficient way in which he conducted official business and for the strict moral code he maintained in his family life.


  Victoria herself had enjoyed twenty years of happy marriage, secure in her husband’s love and fidelity. That in itself was a rarity, in an age when princesses had little choice in their life partners and were too often consigned to loveless marriages of dynastic necessity. For Britain’s queen adored her husband with a fierce and unquestioning devotion that none dared criticise and nothing could dim. Quite simply, he was all in all to her: surrogate father, husband, best friend, wise counsel, amanuensis and teacher  King in all but name. And, thanks to his influence, the British monarchy had been reinvigorated under its queen as a democratic and moral example for a new age that had at last divorced itself from the lingering reputation of the unpopular Hanoverians.


  As the Christmas holiday drew to a close and the members of the royal household dispersed and returned to their duties, the Queen and her husband settled down to watch the last hours of 1860 turn, Victoria as always confiding it all in meticulous detail to her journal:


  Dearest Albert and I took leave of the old year and wished each other joy of the new, at 12, before going to bed. I felt much moved, so anxious for the future, that no War should come, and fear for the state of Europe. My precious Husband cheered me and held me in his dear arms saying we must have trust, and we must believe that God will protect us.26


  God had indeed protected them; their children had all survived infancy, confirmation in itself, as Lady Lytton observed, of the ‘numberless instances of perfect awful, spotless prosperity’ that had blessed the royal family till now, in an age when around one in five children died in infancy.27 Victoria and Albert had yet to endure the anguish, at first hand, of close family bereavements. Death was still a stranger to them; it had yet to cast its shadow over the grey stone battlements of Windsor.


  PART ONE


  Albert the Good


  CHAPTER ONE


  ‘The Treadmill of Never-Ending Business’


  AT THE AGE of only eleven, the precocious Francis Charles Augustus Albert Emmanuel of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha had already planned his future. ‘I intend,’ he confided in his diary, ‘to train myself to be a good and useful man.’1 It was a noble, if exacting aspiration for one so young, but one that, as husband of Queen Victoria, he would more than fulfil in his years of devoted service to the British throne and its people.


  He had been born three months after his cousin Princess Victoria, on 26 August 1819, and was delivered by the same German midwife  Charlotte Heidenreich von-Siebold  at the Schloss Rosenau, four miles from Coburg. The second son of Ernst, Duke of Saxe-Coburg-Saalfeld and his wife Louise (of the rather more wealthy and prestigious house of Saxe-Gotha-Altenburg), Albert was very close to his older brother Ernst.2 Theirs was an idyllic and harmonious childhood, spent sharing a hedonistic love of nature during their summers at the Schloss Rosenau on the edge of the ancient Thuringian forest. Here they spent their time walking, hunting, shooting and fencing, as well as indulging their fascination with science and nature in a passion for collecting specimens. Both boys were trained in musical skills by their father, Albert becoming an accomplished pianist and organist as well as a fine singer and talented composer. He was always at his most self-expressive when playing the organ; music, his greatest love, providing a conduit for the reflective and melancholic side of his nature. It was a refuge for the poetical streak in him, which rarely found an outlet in his public life and which in adulthood was all too soon overwhelmed by responsibility. Fearful of strangers and prone to outbursts of tears, Albert had had his young life marred by the collapse of his parents’ marriage in 1824. His philandering father, who had never attempted to conceal his extramarital affairs, had abandoned Albert’s young and vulnerable mother Louise to long periods of solitude while he went out shooting, hunting and womanising. When Louise later sought consolation elsewhere, he banished her from their home  and from their two sons. Albert was only five. Louise remarried, but died of cancer six years later in 1831, without ever seeing her boys again.


  The loss of his mother affected Prince Albert deeply. His diffidence and insecurity manifested themselves in later life in a compulsion to be controlling over others; more significantly, his father’s libidinous character and his mother’s flirtations (which prompted later unproven rumours of Louise’s promiscuity and Albert’s illegitimacy) instilled in him a pathological horror of sexual licence and a fear of the seductive power of women.3 The path of duty and usefulness was a far safer one and he expected life to be a ‘hard school’, where pleasure came second.4 With this in mind, at the age of fourteen the young and idealistic prince established his own exacting curriculum of study: nine hours a day of ancient and modern history, theology, translation from Latin, geography, English, mathematics, logic, music and drawing  all overseen by one of the most formative influences in his early life, his tutor Herr Christoph Florschütz.


  As the good Herr Florschütz proceeded with kind but Teutonic vigour to educate Albert, he was guided in his task by Baron Christian Stockmar. As Private Secretary and physician to Albert’s uncle, Leopold King of the Belgians, Stockmar was the Machiavellian figure who would long lurk in the shadows of Albert’s life  envisioning a future role for him leading the thrones of Britain and a united Germany in the cause of constitutional monarchy. The vehicle for this would be marriage to Leopold’s niece Victoria, heir to the British throne, and Albert’s future life was already being mapped out for him when he was in his early teens. The subordinate, if not redundant role of consort was not the future that the Prince would have wished for himself, but as the second son of the ruler of a minor duchy the size of Lancashire and with no throne coming his way, marriage to Princess Victoria was, as Stockmar told him, a responsible task ‘upon the fulfillment of which his honour and happiness depend[ed]’. Such cold logic was the stock-in-trade of the punctilious Stockmar. It would shape the austere, intellectual Albert’s mind for the roles to come, so much so that he would later tell the Queen, ‘To me a long closely connected train of reasoning is like a beautiful strain of music.’ Stockmar’s rationale lent the indelible mark of dry, Germanic formulas to Albert’s abstract attitude not just to the masses and the human condition, but also to his approach to history and politics  a fact that would later put him at odds with the instinctive, empirical way in which they were conducted in Britain.5


  After a period of intense intellectual and cultural grooming in Brussels, the University of Bonn, the Swiss Alps and the art galleries of Italy, Albert was deemed ready to take up his burden of duty. The prospect made him fearful, for despite being the most handsome student prince in Europe, he had remained supremely indifferent to the charms of the opposite sex, preferring the man’s world of the intellect and philosophical debate. He had heard tell that his putative bride was ‘incredibly stubborn’ and, worse, frivolous, delighting in ‘court ceremonies, etiquette and trivial formalities’.6 Albert was shocked that Princess Victoria took no apparent interest in the beauties of nature, but was prone to staying up late. She didn’t like getting up early either, something he would have to change. For a young man of Albert’s sober mentality, marriage to the English princess had, in his opinion, ‘gloomy prospects’. When Leopold and Stockmar had stage-managed the couple’s first meeting in England in 1836, Albert had come away thinking Victoria ‘amiable’, but little more. She, for her part, had found ‘dearest Albert’ handsome and kind, but rather pale and sickly. Although Victoria soon came to the conclusion that her putative husband was possessed of ‘every quality that could be desired to make me perfectly happy’, marriage to Albert after she became Queen in 1837 was not an immediate, foregone conclusion. For the first time in her life Victoria was independent of her mother’s stifling control. She was determined to enjoy her freedom and have her own way in everything, as well as relishing her sovereign power, all of which was far more attractive than matrimony and the inevitability  and dangers  of childbirth. Besides, to her mind, Albert needed to gain wider experience and improve his English in order to be the consort of a queen. As princeling-in-waiting, Albert was therefore obliged to sit it out while the impressionable and impetuous Victoria was distracted by the claims of the other candidates jostling for her hand. Leopold and Stockmar, meanwhile, began to fear their long-held dream was slipping beyond their reach.


  * * *


  An absence of three and a half years and a string of unsuitable candidates changed everything. Just as Albert was losing patience with the long wait for Victoria’s final approval, he was summoned to England in October 1839. The young queen was taken aback; the shy, podgy young man of 1836 had been transformed into a storybook-handsome prince who, with his large blue eyes and his ‘exquisite nose’, was both ‘striking’ and ‘fascinating’.7 She was swept off her feet by Albert’s good looks, fine figure and youthful charm. What had begun as a stage-managed dynastic union now unexpectedly burst into the full bloom of ecstatic love, certainly on Victoria’s part. Five days later, using her queenly prerogative, she proposed. Albert was far less certain of his feelings at this point, playing the role of acquiescent, if not bewildered mate, happy to bask in Victoria’s passionate attachment to him: ‘Victoria is so good and kind to me. I am often at a loss to believe that such affection should be shown to me,’ he told Stockmar.8 Mentally prepared though he may have been for the marriage to come, it was far harder for Albert to adapt in the four short months left to him to the idea of leaving his beloved Coburg for Buckingham Palace in the heart of sooty, polluted London. He contemplated his future life in England and the task of adapting to its language, the customs of its court, its chilly climate and its food with great apprehension. Marrying Victoria, and all the expectations that went with it, was a tremendous burden. He would have to leave behind everything that he loved, but he was characteristically single-minded about the sacrifice he was expected to make and the challenge that awaited him. ‘With the exception of my relations towards [the Queen] my future position will have its dark sides, and the sky will not always be blue and unclouded,’ he wrote resignedly to his stepmother. ‘But life has its thorns in every position, and the consciousness of having used one’s powers and endeavours for an object so great as that of having promoted the good of so many, will surely be sufficient to support me.’9


  It was a terrible wrench for Albert to leave Coburg and especially the Rosenau, the ‘paradise of our childhood’, not to mention his brother Ernst, who had till then been his dearest and closest friend.10 At the end of January 1840 Albert departed in floods of tears, accompanied by his faithful greyhound Eos and his Swiss valet Isaac Cart, vowing that he would ‘never cease to be a true German, a true Coburg & Gotha man’, and suffering violent seasickness all the way across the Channel.11 Much as he loved Victoria, hers was the overwhelming passion. Young, introverted and inexperienced sexually, he did not know how to respond to her ardour and felt swamped by it. Never being one to express his feelings openly, he anticipated marriage more as a test of his purity of intent than as the fulfilment of any personal or emotional aspirations. Love, in his book, came second to the greater good; but for Victoria, it was absolutely everything. And even as Albert travelled, debate was raging in Britain on the thorny subject of his cost to the nation. Victoria’s demand for an annual income for him of £50,000 had prompted much satirical comment on this German prince, who ‘comes to take “for better or for worse” England’s fat queen and England’s fatter purse’.12


  * * *


  On a freezing cold 10 February 1840 Victoria and Albert were married in the Chapel Royal at St James’s Palace, in a ceremony from which many of the leading members of Parliament were absent. Victoria allowed only five Tories to be invited, in retaliation for the open hostility of men in that political party to her choice of a German bridegroom: ‘It is MY marriage,’ she declared with her characteristic stubbornness, ‘and I will only have those who can sympathise with me.’13 Critics of her beloved Albert would henceforth be given short shrift. That day, as everyone agreed, Albert had never looked more handsome, nor she more radiant as she gazed up at his beautiful face. When asked by the Archbishop of Canterbury the previous day whether she wished to promise ‘to obey’, Victoria had replied that she wished ‘to be married as a woman and not as a Queen’.14 Her lifelong role as Albert’s votaress was born on her wedding day. After only three days’ honeymoon at Windsor, punctuated by walks on the terrace and duets at the piano, she was eager to get back to business, professing herself to be the ‘happiest, happiest Being that ever existed’. Albert clearly had more than fulfilled his sexual expectations; but as for the rest  he was left to shift for himself, his only perceived role being that most marginal one of royal stud; ‘we should erect a statue to Prince Albert for having provided us with this additional barrier against the King of Hanover’, remarked one of the royal household when the Princess Royal was born that November.15


  Prince Albert had been only too right to anticipate the sense of alienation he would feel in England; it had been made far worse by the fact that he arrived in a country already disposed to dislike him as a German, as a ‘pauper prince’ and, even worse, that suspected him of being a secret Catholic. From the outset he was made fun of in the satirical press and among old-school Tories at court for his heavy German accent, his stiff and starchy manner and his outmoded style of dress. Soon after his arrival he was deeply affronted when Parliament voted to reduce his allowance to £30,000. But the worst of it was that, as a man driven by a sense of purpose, he found it very hard to deal with the idleness imposed on him by his role as husband to the monarch. He could not reconcile himself to being married to a wife who, whilst acknowledging at all times her husband’s authority as head of domestic affairs, often treated him with brusque impatience and seemed intent on excluding him from any useful assistance in her official duties. In May 1840 he observed with some disgruntlement: ‘In my whole life I am very happy and contented; but the difficulty in filling my place with the proper dignity is, that I am only the husband, and not the master of the house.’16


  Albert’s emasculation during these early months, as he struggled for a modicum of independence while Victoria demanded that he be at her constant beck and call on domestic matters, was frustrating and deeply humiliating. It took place against a backdrop of heated arguments between the Queen and the government over his precedence at court and his appointment as regent (should she die in childbirth). Having accepted naturalisation on his marriage to the Queen, Albert expected some official recognition of his position of pre-eminence  perhaps a peerage and, with it, a seat in the House of Lords. The Queen could not deny that she would have liked him to be accorded the status of King alongside her, but this was not to be. Albert’s crippling shyness did not help matters. The artist Benjamin Haydon observed him at a ball in 1842, looking ‘like a cowed and kept pet, frightened to sit, frightened to stand’.17 Nevertheless Albert’s patience paid off: he gained great influence over Victoria, subtly and by degrees, judiciously giving way in trivial things, so much so that he ‘never finished a game of chess with her for the first three years’.18 For the time being he established his influence in the only way open to him, by inculcating his own lofty ideals and interests in his impressionable wife. Victoria, whilst having natural gifts of intuition, was never his equal intellectually and accepted it. She was ‘as full of love as Juliet’, as Sir Robert Peel had observed, and, hungering as she did for Albert’s praise and approval, submitted herself willingly, adoringly, to his greater wisdom.19 Prince Albert became for her the much-longed-for father figure. Under his diligent tutelage, Victoria’s mind was reformed: her slim grasp of the arts and science was enhanced. She eagerly accepted Albert’s leadership as regards the books they read, the music they enjoyed, the paintings and sculpture they collected. She even modified her own ‘bad’ habits  as Albert perceived them  by ceasing to stay up late and giving over less and less of her time to dancing and idle gossip with her ladies-in-waiting.


  But Albert, with his thirst for constant self-improvement, was discontented merely to sit by his wife’s side, blotting her official letters as she wrote them; he sought to play an active role in the political life and culture of his adopted country. The first step came when in September 1840 a heavily pregnant Victoria made him a member of the Privy Council in order to stand in for her when she was confined; soon after she gave him a duplicate set of keys to her official boxes. From there Albert set about studying British laws and the constitution, educating Victoria, who by temperament was an autocrat, in the art of good administration and her sovereign duty. He worked hard to soften the obstinate and shamefully partisan attitude that she had displayed in the early years of her reign, weaning her away from her Whig bias towards an acceptance of the new Tory government and impressing upon her the all-essential political impartiality of the sovereign. Victoria was reluctant to relinquish any royal prerogatives, but understood the constitutional limitations placed on her, which her husband insisted she scrupulously observe. In so doing she ensured that her throne did not share the fate of those that later fell, like Louis Philippe of France’s, in the revolutionary year of 1848.


  In the battle to assert his supremacy over the Queen, in the autumn of 1842 Albert engineered the removal of her closest and most powerful confidante, her old governess, Baroness Lehzen. The first real opportunity to exercise his punctilious sense of order and frugality had come earlier that year when he had reorganised the royal household in a sweeping programme of cost-cutting and the rigid elimination of the ‘canker’ of waste, inefficiency and pilfering that had gone on for decades.20 The money saved by this exercise would later be used to fund the building of Osborne House. By 1845, having endured the first years of his anticipated martyrdom uncomplainingly, Albert now held a position of moral and sexual power over his wife, as she slipped increasingly into the contented role of Hausfrau. Such was his concerted re-education of her as monarch that Victoria became convinced that her life before Albert had been worthless  entirely artificial and frivolous. The royal couple had become effectively a dual monarchy, receiving ministers together and talking of their role collectively, in terms of ‘We think, or wish, to do so and so’. They even worked side by side at adjacent desks. Officially, the only title Albert was conceded was that of ‘Husband of the Queen’, but the marked elevation in his role by his wife prompted the court diarist, Charles Greville, to observe that ‘He is become so identified with her that they are one person.’ The Queen patently disliked official business, whereas Albert relished it; as a result, Victoria’s dependency on him grew as her resistance to his control waned. It was obvious to Greville ‘that while she has the title he is really discharging the functions of the Sovereign. He is King to all intents and purposes.’21 And behind the scenes Albert worked hard to repel any encroachments on the power of the Crown that he now effectively controlled.


  While he was set on a determined course of slowly winning the confidence of the British government as an unofficial, self-appointed minister, as the years passed much of Albert’s time was necessarily consumed by domesticity. He was to provide patient and reassuring support to his wife through her successive pregnancies and bouts of post-natal depression. Victoria’s histrionic outbursts were, however, extremely hard to deal with; as a natural introvert, Prince Albert hated emotional conflicts  and those with his wife were tempestuous, to say the least. He therefore developed a habit of avoiding confrontations and writing headmasterly notes to her about her behaviour, rather than dealing with it face-to-face, a practice that infuriated the headstrong and combative queen. Albert would not be diverted from his mission to remould his petulant wife; he doggedly and repeatedly urged her to curb her temper and learn self-restraint. Duly chastised, Victoria tried hard to rise to the challenge and aspire to the levels of perfection with which her adored husband was endowed. Little by little, Albert chipped away at his wife’s impetuosity, and with it, one might also say, her instinctiveness and natural vivacity. Power and control were the aphrodisiacs that drove Albert; he might never be King, but all the time his wife was his creature, and so often physically sidelined by pregnancy that he could vicariously enjoy some of the power he knew he would never officially be given.


  Without doubt, Albert’s domestic life with Victoria brought many pleasures, as the children arrived in quick succession, from Vicky, their firstborn, in 1840 to their ninth child, Beatrice, in 1857. As a typical patriarch, he imposed his authoritarian attitudes on the royal nursery, putting his children in characteristic Victorian awe and fear of him. He oversaw their health, diet and welfare with Teutonic precision, recommending simple food and a rigorous curriculum. Much as he loved them and enjoyed their company, the Prince was a hard taskmaster. ‘Upon the good education of Princes, and especially those who are destined to govern,’ he remarked to his secretary George Anson, ‘the welfare of the world in these days greatly depends.’22 With this in mind, he closely supervised the schoolroom’s day-to-day running with his children’s governors and governesses. One of them, Madame Hocédé  French teacher to Prince Leopold and Princesses Helena and Louise  later recalled her regular consultations with the Prince about his children’s education and how he never left her ‘without my feeling that he had strengthened my hands and raised the standard I was aiming at’.23 Having a particular interest in education, Albert personally devised his children’s demanding curriculum and administered corporal punishment (albeit reluctantly) when they failed to toe the line. All of the children suffered, to varying degrees, from the academic and personal pressures placed on them by both parents, as well as the constant comparisons made with their sainted father by the Queen. But whereas the intellectually gifted Vicky blossomed under Albert’s favouritism and tutelage, his son and heir Bertie wilted and rebelled under its rigour; the emotional scars Bertie suffered in hopeless pursuit of academic achievements beyond his grasp set the scene for future conflict between them.


  * * *


  Only a handful of people in the inner sanctum of the royal household ever came to know Prince Albert intimately; even fewer won his friendship. The majority at court and in government  whom Albert always held at arm’s length  found it impossible to warm to his inhibited manner and thought him cold and egotistical, like a ‘German Professor’, one of several nicknames in circulation.24 Even the Queen’s jealous Hanoverian relatives, such as her uncle the Duke of Cambridge, viewed him as a ‘Coburg interloper’. She might promote her husband as a paragon of virtue to anyone who would listen, but too often the Prince Consort appeared inflexible, particularly over matters of royal etiquette and protocol, and humourless too. He always seemed so decidedly superior in his detachment from court circles, and in particular in his disdain for the profligacy of the British aristocracy. They in turn could not understand why the Prince had no mistresses, or, for that matter, any apparent interest in women. It was only a matter of time, they assumed, before this would change. ‘Damn it, Madam,’ Lord Melbourne had remarked to the Queen when she was first married, ‘you don’t expect that he’ll always be faithful to you, do you?!’25 But in fact Albert was. He refused to play the gallant and was notorious for being offhand with ladies at court, so much so that his secretary Anson noted that ‘the Queen is proud of the Prince’s utter indifference to the attractions of all the ladies’.26


  Albert’s apparent incorruptibility was infuriating, for he did not seem to be susceptible to the corrosive lifestyle of the typical courtier. He was abstemious, ate frugally and stuck to the German habit of dining early, never stopping to lounge around over the port and cigars; nor did he frequent the London clubs or cultivate any English friends. Instead, he went to bed early and walked every day with his wife and children, like any bourgeois paterfamilias. Even the way he rode to hounds was criticised: ‘he did not fly his fences in true Leicestershire style,’ carped the fox-hunting aristocracy who so despised him, and who hated him even more for regularly stealing the best prizes with his cattle at agricultural shows.27 Everything about Albert was so proper; he was altogether ‘too good’. The dullness and sanctimoniousness of the ‘bourgeois court’ over which he and Victoria ruled soon became legendary  both at home and abroad.


  The prudish, antisocial streak in Albert’s nature thus often made him appear more pedant than paragon, a man so formal and so circumspect that his real character was rarely divined by others. His reserve set up barriers to those who might otherwise have admired him, and people tended to respond to his personality as one of two extremes  as Queen Victoria’s saintly ‘Albert the Good’, or as the much-disliked foreign interloper, ‘Albert der King’. Steeling himself to this barrage of hostility, Albert meanwhile forged ahead with his wide-ranging interests in science, industry, education and the arts. He received a great fillip in October 1847 when  against considerable and undignified opposition  he was elected Chancellor of Cambridge University, in which capacity he would encourage a rapid and dramatic liberalising of its academic courses. In the visual arts he and Victoria collected paintings by Cranach, Dürer, Memling and Van Eyck, which would later greatly enhance the national collections; as patron of the Royal Photographic Society, Prince Albert was a passionate supporter of the genre and, with the Queen, amassed an unrivalled collection of early photographic work. In his reorganisation of the incomparable print collections at Windsor and his cataloguing of the royal collection of drawings by Raphael, Holbein and Leonardo da Vinci, the Prince left a lasting memorial to his own considerable scholarship as an art historian. In music, through his patronage of the Royal Philharmonic Society, Albert championed the work of his compatriots Wagner, Mendelssohn and Schumann.


  Prince Albert’s passionate interest in art and architecture had brought an invitation to join the Royal Commission of Arts, set up in 1841 to supervise the interior decorations of the new Houses of Parliament, inspiring him later to take a hand  in his spare time from all his many other pursuits  in supervising the design and construction of the royal family’s new homes, at Osborne in the 1840s and Balmoral in the 1850s. As time went on he found himself increasingly in demand to give lectures on art, science, business and philanthropy, to attend exhibitions and play a high profile in the cultural life of the country. He sat on numerous humanitarian committees, such as the Society for the Extinction of the Slave Trade and the Society for the Improvement of the Condition of the Labouring Classes. Duty and yet more duty was piled on him; as a connoisseur, humanitarian and polymath, Albert found it impossible to say no. But by 1848, during the year of revolutions in Europe  when it took him all day just to get through all the French, German and English newspapers  he was complaining to his stepmother in Coburg that he could not remember being ‘kept in the stocks’ of work as he was now.28 His workload intensified at an alarming rate thereafter, culminating in the drain on his energies demanded by his visionary approach to the promotion of British excellence at the Great Exhibition, which he masterminded, as chair of the Royal Society of Arts, from 1849 until its opening in 1851. Similar, smaller exhibitions had taken place before in England, in northern cities such as Leeds, Liverpool and Sheffield during the 1830s and 1840s, but Albert’s plan was far more ambitious. His objective had been nothing less than ‘to give us a true test and a living picture of the point of development at which the whole of mankind has arrived … and a new starting-point from which all nations will be able to direct their further exertions’.29


  The Exhibition proved to be the apogee of Prince Albert’s civilising and cultural aspirations for his adopted country; it was also a triumphant celebration not just of British, but of international arts and industry. Throughout the planning Albert played the role, effectively, of a government minister and refused to be deterred by the many difficulties and disappointments he had to deal with along the way. Confirmation of his achievement  despite the continued sneering and sniping of the beau monde who still despised him  was only too visible when 34,000 people gathered at the Crystal Palace in Hyde Park on
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