


















the most unique, habitation in this fair realm to the yokels-to brutal,
unpoetical yokels-but 'tis the fault of old Sir Thomas Phillipps
.... Why didn't the old curmudgeon leave it to you .... At the seeming
stern bidding of necessity the Tower must be surrendered and degraded­
unhappy Tower-where poets, artists, philosophers etc etc have smoked
their intellectual pipes swinish bucolics will puff theirs of the coarsest clay
(metaphorically) ....

And just what did the Tower mean to my grandfather who gave so
freely of his hospitality all those years? Perhaps a clue can be found in
this typically understated diary entry for 2nd August 1870:

Tower as usual in apple-pie order; family increased by a pig and a kitten:
earwigs abound.

To my mind, the tone is unmistakably one of affection, tinged with the
smallest degree of exasperation.

Illustrations to CormeU Price, Esq. are from the family papers; the heading to
the article is a facsimile ofa postcard sent to c.P. at Broadway Tower by E. B. J.
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