
Letter to H.F. Cary, October 1834  

 

[...] I protest I know not in what words to invest my sense of the shameful violation of 
hospitality, which I was guilty of on that fatal Wednesday. Let it be blotted from the 
calendar. Had it been committed at a layman’s house, say a merchant’s or 
manufacturer’s, a cheesemonger’s or greengrocer’s, or, to go higher, a barrister's, a 
member of Parliament's, a rich banker's, I should have felt alleviation, a drop of self-pity. 
But to be seen deliberately to go out of the house of a clergyman drunk! a clergyman of 
the Church of England too! not that alone, but of an expounder of that dark Italian 
Hierophant, an exposition little shortof his who dared unfold the Apocalypse: divine 
riddles both and (without supernal grace vouchsafed) Arks not to be fingered without 
present blasting to the touchers. And, then, from what house! Not a common glebe or 
vicarage (which yet had been shameful), but from a kingly repository of sciences, human 
and divine, with the primate of England for its guardian, arrayed in public majesty, from 
which the profane vulgar are bid fly. Could all those volumes have taught me nothing 
better! With feverish eyes on the succeeding dawn I opened upon the faint light, enough 
to distinguish, in a strange chamber not immediately to be recognised, garters, hose, 
waistcoat, neckerchief, arranged in dreadful order and proportion, which I knew was not 
mine own.  

 


