Lady Croom:

Mr. Hodge, you must speak to your friend and put him out of his
affectation of pretending to quit us. I will not have it. He says he is determined on
the Malta packet sailing out of Falmouth! His head is full of Lisbon and Lesbos,
and his portmanteau of pistols, and I have told him it is not to be thought of. The
whole of Europe is in a Napoleonic fit, all the best ruins will be closed, the roads
entirely occupied with the movement of armies, the lodgings turned to billets and
the fashion for godless republicanism not yet arrived at its natural reversion. He
says his aim is poetry. One does not aim at poetry with pistols. At poets, perhaps.
I charge you to take command of his pistols, Mr. Hodge! He is not safe with them.
His lameness, he confessed to me, is entirely the result of his habit from boyhood

of shooting himself in the foot.



