To JAMES DE BATHE [1808]

and of common sense so little, that I mean to leave a Byronian
prize at each of our “Almae Matres” for the first discovery,—
though I rather fear that of the longitude will precede it.

I once thought myself a philosopher, and talked nonsense
with great decorum: I defied pain, and preached up equanim-
ity. For some time this did very well, for no one was in pain
for me but my friends, and none lost their patience but my
hearers. At last, a fall from my horse convinced me bodily suffer-
ing was an evil; and the worst of an argument overset my max-
ims and my temper at the same moment: so I quitted Zeno for
Aristippus, and conceive that pleasure constitutes the ro xaov.

In morality, I prefer Confucius to the Ten Commandments,
and Socrates to St. Paul (though the two latter agree in their
opinion of marriage). In religion, I favour the Catholic emanci-
pation, but do not acknowledge the Pope; and I have refused
to take the sacrament, because I do not think eating bread or
drinking wine from the hand of an earthly vicar will make me
an inheritor of heaven. I hold virtue, in general, or the virtues
severally, to be only in the disposition, each a feeling, not a
principle. I believe truth the prime attribute of the Deity,
and death an eternal sleep, at least of the body. You have here
a brief compendium of the sentiments of the wicked George,
Lord Byron; and, till I get a new suit, you will perceive I am
badly cloathed.

I remain yours, etc.,
BYRON.

To JAMES DE BATHE.
Dorant’s Hotel, February 2d, 1808.
My dear De Bathe,
. . . In January 1809 I shall be twenty one & in the Spring
of the same year proceed abroad, not on the usual Tour, but
a route of a more extensive Description. What say you? are
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you disposed for a view of the Peloponnesus and a voyage
through the Archipelago? I am merely in jest with regard to
you, but very serious with regard to my own Intention which
is fixed on the Pilgrimage, unless some political view or acci-
dent induce me to postpone it. Adieu! if you have Leisure, I
shall be as happy to hear from you, as I would have been to
have seen you. Believe me,
Yours very truly,
BYRON.

To HIS MOTHER.
Newstead Abbey, November 2, 1808.
Dear Mother,

If you please, we will forget the things you mention. I have
no desire to remember them. When my rooms are finished, I
shall be happy to see you; as I tell but the truth, you will not
suspect me of evasion. I am furnishing the house more for you
than myself, and I shall establish you in it before I sail for
India, which I expect to do in March, if nothing particularly
obstructive occurs . . :

. . . I have already procured a friend to write to the Arabic
Professor at Cambridge, for some information I am anxious to
procure. I can easily get letters from government to the am-
bassadors, consuls, etc., and also to the governors at Calcutta
and Madras. I shall place my property and my will in the hands
of trustees till my return, and I mean to appoint you one. From
Hanson I have heard nothing—when I do, you shall have the
particulars.

After all, you must own my project is not a bad one. If I
do not travel now, I never shall, and all men should one day or
other. I have at present no connections to keep me at home;
no wife, or unprovided sisters, brothers, etc. I shall take care
of you, and when I return I may possibly become a politician.
A few years’ knowledge of other countries than our own will
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To FRANCIS HODGSON [1808]

not incapacitate me for that part. If we see no nation but our
own, we do not give mankind a fair chance;—it is from ex-
perience, not books, we ought to judge of them. There is noth-
ing like inspection, and trusting to our own senses.

Yours, etc.

To FRANCIS HODGSON.
Newstead Abbey, Notts., Nov. 3, 1808.
My dear Hodgson,

.. . You know, laughing is the sign of a rational animal; so
says Dr. Smollett. I think so, too, but unluckily my spirits
don’t always keep pace with my opinions. I had not so much
scope for risibility the other day as I could have wished, for
I was seated near a woman, to whom, when a boy, I was as
much attached as boys generally are, and more than a man
should be. I knew this before I went, and was determined to
be valiant, and converse with sang froid; but instead I forgot
my valour and my nonchalance, and never opened my lips even
to laugh, far less to speak, and the lady was almost as absurd
as myself, which made both the object of more observation
than if we had conducted ourselves with easy indifference. You
will think all this great nonsense; if you had seen it, you would
have thought it still more ridiculous. What fools we are! We
cry for a plaything, which, like childen, we are never satisfied
with till we break open, though like them we cannot get rid
of it by putting it in the fire. . . .

BYRON.

To THE HON. AUGUSTA LEIGH.
Newstead Abbey, Notts., [Wednesday], Novr. 30th, 1808.
My dearest Augusta,
. -« Mrs. Byron I have shaken off for two years, and I shall
not resume her yoke in future, I am afraid my disposition will
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To THE HON. AUGUSTA LEIGH [1808]

suffer in your estimation; but I never can forgive that woman,
or breathe in comfort under the same roof.

I am a very unlucky fellow, for I think I had naturally not
a bad heart; but it has been so bent, twisted, and trampled on,
that it has now become as hard as a Highlander’s heelpiece. . . .
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II

TRAVELER AND POET (Aetat. 21-26)

To HIS MOTHER.
Prevesa, November 12, 1809.
My dear Mother,

I have now been some time in Turkey: this place is on the
coast, but I have traversed the interior of the province of Al-
bania on a visit to the Pacha. I left Malta in the Spider, a brig
of war, on the 21st of September, and arrived in eight days at
Prevesa, I thence have been about 1 50 miles, as far as Tepaleen,
his Highness’s country palace, where I stayed three days. The
name of the Pacha is 417, and he is considered a man of the first
abilities: he governs the whole of Albania (the ancient Illyri-
cum), Epirus, and part of Macedonia. His son, Vely Pacha, to
whom he has given me letters, governs the Morea, and has great
influence in Egypt; in short, he is one of the most powerful
men in the Ottoman empire. When I reached Yanina, the
capital, after a journey of three days over the mountains,
through a country of the most picturesque beauty, I found that
Ali Pacha was with his army in Illyricum, besieging Ibrahim
Pacha in the castle of Berat. He had heard that an Englishman
of rank was in his dominions, and had left orders in Yanina
with the commandant to provide a house, and supply me with
every kind of necessary gratis; and, though I have been allowed
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to make presents to the slaves, etc., I have not been permitted
to pay for a single article of household consumption.

I rode out on the vizier’s horses, and saw the palaces of him-
self and grandsons: they are splendid, but too much ornamented
with silk and gold. I then went over the mountains through
Zitza, a village with a Greek monastery (where I slept on my
return), in the most beautiful situation (always excepting
Cintra, in Portugal) I ever beheld. In nine days I reached
Tepaleen. Our journey was much prolonged by the torrents
that had fallen from the mountains, and intersected the roads.
I shall never forget the singular scene on entering Tepaleen at
five in the afternoon, as the sun was going down. It brought to
my mind (with some change of dress, however) Scott’s descrip-
tion of Branksome, Castle in his Lay, and the feudal system.
The Albanians, in their dresses, (the most magnificent in the
world, ‘consisting of a long white kilt, gold-worked cloak, crim-
son velvet gold-laced jacket and waistcoat, silver-mounted pis-
tols and daggers,) the Tartars with their high caps, the Turks
in their vast pelisses and turbans, the soldiers and black slaves
with the horses, the former in groups in an immense large open
gallery in front of the palace, the latter placed in a kind of
cloister below it, two hundred steeds ready caparisoned to move
in a moment, couriers entering or passing out with the des-
patches, the kettle-drums beating, boys calling the hour from
the minaret of the mosque, altogether, with the singular ap-
pearance of the building itself, formed a new and delightful
spectacle to a stranger. I was conducted to a very handsome
apartment, and my health inquired after by the vizier’s secre-
tary, da-la-mode Turque!

The next day I was introduced to Ali Pacha. I was dressed
in a full suit of staff uniform, with a very magnificent sabre,
etc. The vizier received me in a large room paved with marble;
a fountain was playing in the centre; the apartment was sur-
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T o HIS MOTHER [2809]

Tounded by scarlet ottomans. He received me standing, a won-
derful compliment from a Mussulman, and made me t,sit down
on his right hand. I have a Greek interpreter for general use,
but a physician of Ali’s named Femlario, who understands
Latin, acted for me on this occasion. His first question was, why,
at so early an age, I left my country?—(the Turks have no idea
of travelling for amusement). He then said, the English minis-
ter, Captain Leake, had told him I was of a great family, and
de.sired his respects to my mother; which I now, in the name of
Ali Pacha, present to you. He said he was certain I was a man
of birth, because I had small ears, curling hair, and little white
hands, and expressed himself pleased with my appearance and
garb. He told me to consider him as a father whilst I was in
Turkey, and said he looked on me as his son. Indeed, he treated
me like a child, sending me almonds- and sugared sherbert,
fr.uit and sweetmeats, twenty times a day. He begged me to visit
him often, and at night, when he was at leisure. I then, after
coffee and pipes, retired for the first time. I saw him thrice
af.tftrwards. It is singular that the Turks, who have no hereditary
dignities, and few great families, except the Sultans, pay so
Much respect to birth; for I found my pedigree more regarded
than my title.

To-day I saw the remains of the town of Actium, near which
Antony lost the world, in a small bay, where two frigates could
hardly manoeuvre: a broken wall is the sole remnant. On
another part of the gulf stand the ruins of Nicopolis, built by
Augustus in honour of his victory. Last night I was at a Greek
H.lal‘riage; but this and a thousand things more I have neither
time nor space to describe.

His highness is sixty years old, very fat, and not tall, but with
a fine face, light blue eyes, and a white beard; his manner is
very kind, and at the same time he possesses that dignity which
I find universal amongst the Turks. He has the appearance of
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anything but his real character, for he is a remorseless tyrant,
guilty of the most horrible cruelties, very brave, and so good a
general that they call him the Mahometan Buonaparte. Napo-
leon has twice offered to make him King of Epirus, but he
prefers the English interest, and abhors the French, as he him-
self told me. He is of so much consequence, that he is much
courted by both, the Albanians being the most warlike subjects
of the Sultan, though Ali is only nominally dependent on the
Porte; he has been a mighty warrior, but is as barbarous as he
is successful, roasting rebels, etc., etc. Buonaparte sent him a
snuff-box with his picture. He said the snuff-box was very well,
but the picture he could excuse, as he neither liked it nor the
original. His ideas of judging of a man’s birth from ears, hands,
etc., were curious enough. To me he was, indeed, a father,
giving me letters, guards, and every possible accommodation.
Our next conversations were of war and travelling, politics and .
England. He called my Albanian soldier, who attends me, and
told him to protect me at all hazard; his name is Viscillie, and,
like all the Albanians, he is brave, rigidly honest, and faithful;
but they are cruel, though not treacherous, and have severgl
vices but no meannesses. They are, perhaps, the most beautiful
race, in point of countenance, in the world; their women are
sometimes handsome also, but they are treated like slaves,
beaten, and, in short, complete beasts of burden; they plough,
dig, and sow. I found them carrying wood, and actually repair-
ing the highways. The men are all soldiers, and war and the
chase their sole occupations. The women are the labourers,
which after all is no great hardship in so delightful a climate.
Yesterday, the 11th of November, I bathed in the sea; to-day is
so hot that I am writing in a shady room of the English con-
sul’s, with three doors wide open, no fire, or even fireplace, in

the house, except for culinary purposes.
I am going to-morrow, with a guard of fifty men, to Patras in
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To HIs MOTHER [1809]

the Morea, and thence to Athens, where I shall winter. Two
days ago I was nearly lost in a Turkish ship of war, owing to
the ignorance of the captain and crew, though the storm was
not violent. Fletcher! yelled after his wife, the Greeks called on
all the saints, the Mussulmans on Alla; the captain burst into
tears and ran below deck, telling us to call on God; the sails
were split, the main-yard shivered, the wind blowing fresh, the
night setting in, and all our chance was to make Corfu, which
is in possession of the French, or (as Fletcher pathetically
termed it) “a watery grave.” I did what I could to console
Fletcher, but finding him incorrigible, wrapped myself up in
my Albanian capote (an immense cloak), and lay down on deck
to wait the worst. I have learnt to philosophise in my travels;
and if I had not, complaint was useless. Luckily the wind abated,
and only drove us on the coast of Suli, on the main land, where
we landed, and proceeded, by the help of the natives, to Prevesa
again; but I shall not trust Turkish sailors in future, though
the Pacha had ordered one of his own galliots to take me to
Patras. I am therefore going as far as Missolonghi by land, and
there have only to cross a small gulf to get to Patras.

Fletcher’s next epistle will be full of marvels. We were one
night lost for nine hours in the mountains in a thunderstorm,
and since nearly wrecked. In both cases Fletcher was sorely
bewildered, from apprehensions of famine and banditti in the
first, and drowning in the second instance. His eyes were a little
hurt by the lightning, or crying (I don’t know which), but are
now recovered. When you write, address to me at Mr. Strane’s,
English consul, Patras, Morea.

I could tell you I know not how many incidents that I think
would amuse you, but they crowd on my mind as much as they
would swell my paper, and I can neither arrange them in the
one, nor put them down on the other, except in the greatest

1Byron’s manservant.
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confusion. I like the Albanians much; they are not all Turks,
some tribes are Christians. But their religion makes little differ-
ence in their manner or conduct. They are esteemed the best
troops in the Turkish service. I lived on my route, two days at
once, and three days again, in a barrack at Salora, and never
found soldiers so tolerable, though I have been in the garrisons
of Gibraltar and Malta, and seen Spanish, French, Sicilian, and
British troops in abundance. I have had nothing stolen, and was
always welcome to their provision and milk. Not a week ago an
Albanian chief, (every village has its chief, who is called Pri-
mate,) after helping us out of the Turkish galley in her distress,
feeding us, and lodging my suite, consisting of Fletcher, a Greek,
two Athenians, a Greek priest, and my companion, Mr. Hob-
house, refused any compensation but a written paper stating
that I was well received; and when I pressed him to accept a
few sequins, “No,” he replied; “I wish you to love me, not to
pay me.” These are his words.

It is astonishing how far money goes in this country. While
I was in the capital I had nothing to pay by the vizier’s order;
but since, though I have generally had sixteen horses, and gener-
ally six or seven men, the expense has not been half as much as
staying only three weeks in Malta, though Sir A. Ball, the
governor, gave me a house for nothing, and I had only one
servant. By the by, I expect Hanson to remit regularly; for I
am not about to stay in this province for ever. Let him write to
me at Mr. Strane’s, English consul, Patras. The fact is, the
fertility of the plains is wonderful, and specie is scarce, which
makes this remarkable cheapness. I am going to Athens, to
study modern Greek, which differs much from the ancient,
though radically similar. I have no desire to return to England,
nor shall I, unless compelled by absolute want, and Hanson’s
neglect; but I shall not enter into Asia for a year or two, as I
have much to see in Greece, and I may perhaps cross into Africa,
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To HIS MOTHER [2809]

at least the Egyptian part. Fletcher, like all Englishmen, is very
much dissatisfied, though a little reconciled to the Turks by a
present of eighty piastres from the vizier, which, if you consider
every thing, and the value of specie here, is nearly worth ten
guineas English. He has suffered nothing but from cold, heat,
and vermin, which those who lie in cottages and cross moun-
tains in a cold country must undergo, and of which I have
€qually partaken with himself; but he is not valiant, and is
afraid of robbers and tempests. I have no one to be remembered
to in England, and wish to hear nothing from it, but that you
are well, and a letter or two on business from Hanson, whom
you may tell to write. I will write when I can, and beg you to
believe me,
Your affectionate son,
BYRON.

P.S.—I have some very “magnifiques” Albanian dresses, the
only expensive articles in this country. They cost fifty guineas
each, and have so much gold, they would cost in England two
hundred.

I have been introduced to Hussein Bey, and Mahmout Pacha,
both little boys, grandchildren of Ali, at Yanina; they are
totally unlike our lads, have painted complexions like rouged
dowagers, large black eyes, and features perfectly regular. They
are the prettiest little animals I ever saw, and are broken into
the court ceremonies already. The Turkish salute is a slight
inclination of the head, with the hand on the heart; intimates
always kiss. Mahmout is ten years old, and hopes to see me
- again; we are friends without understanding each other, like
many other folks, though from a different cause. He has given
me a letter to his father in the Morea, to whom I have also
letters from Ali Pacha.
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To HENRY DRURY.
Salsette frigate, May 3, 18r0.
My dear Drury, ;

- - . This morning I swam from Sestos to Abydos. The imme-
diate distance is not above a mile, but the current renders it
hazardous;—so much so that I doubt whether Leander’s con-
jugal affection must not have been a little chilled in his passage
to Paradise. I attempted it a week ago, and failed,—owing to
the north wind, and the wonderful rapidity of the tide,—though
I have been from my childhood a strong swimmer. But, this
morning being calmer, I succeeded, and crossed the “broad
Hellespont™ in an hour and ten minutes . . ,

The Troad is a fine field for conjecture and snipeshooting,
and a good sportsman and an ingenious scholar may exercise

‘their feet and faculties to great advantage upon the spot;— or,

if they prefer riding, lose their way (as I did) in a cursed quag-
mire of the Scamander, who wriggles about as if the Dardan
virgins still offered their wonted tribute. The only vestige of
Troy, or her destroyers, are the barrows supposed to contain
the carcasses of Achilles, Antilochus, Ajax, etc.;—but Mount
Ida is still in high feather, though the shepherds are now-a-days
not much like Ganymede. But why should I say more of these
things? are they not written in the Boke of Gell? and has not
Hobhouse got a journal? T keep none, as I have renounced
scribbling.

I see not much difference between ourselves and the Turks,
save that we have ** and they have none—that they have long
dresses, and we short, and that we talk much, and they little.
They are sensible people. Ali Pacha told me he was sure T was a

2Sir William Gell, English archeologist, diplomat, and traveler. His Topogra-
phies and Itineraries were standard works in his lifetime (1777-1836). See letter

of May 12, 1823.
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