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The Selby, Lecesne and Hobkirk story   
· written in 1881 by Frances Mary Hobkirk (née LeCesne) and addressed to her 
      daughter, Louisa Hobkirk Fooks [extracted from pages 46 – 53 of ? a book]
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  

The original papers of the following narrative were sent to Mrs. Louisa Fooks (née
Hobkirk) by her mother in 1881.   They were handed to my uncle Eric Fooks by Dora Fooks, daughter of Louisa, then passed on to Barbara, daughter of Eric, who kindly gave them to me per John Breheny of Ulverstone, Tasmania.  I submit them to the reader exactly as received by me.  [? who is this author]

[[therefore ownership of this document appears to be in the following order /succession = Frances Mary LeCesne Hobkirk 1881; Louisa Hobkirk Fooks (daughter of FMLH); Dora Fooks (daughter of LHF); Eric Fooks; Barbara Fooks (daughter of EF); ? then Hedley Chamberlain of Tasmania, Australia.  Hedley Chamberlain in 2009/2010 authorises my publication of this document to any library, interested person etc.]]
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  

In reply to your questions as to my grandmother’s maiden name etc, It was her mother who was the Mrs. Wakeman of ‘Berkford Manor’ who displeased her family (a big old one and Roman Catholic one) by marrying a Church of England clergyman of the name of ‘Owen’.  She and her husband both died young, leaving three children named John, Sarah and Frances, the eldest Sarah, was my grandmother, married when very young, a Yorkshire gentleman, Mr. Selby (William) who was an orphan and after the birth of their eldest child Sarah, went to the United States as Mr. Selby’s health was not strong.  

On their arrival in the “Hudson,”   they found the harbour floating with tea, the outbreak of the War of Independence having commenced in that way, as owing to the very heavy duty placed on that article by the English government, the first act of the drama was to throw several cargoes of tea overboard.  
My grandfather and his wife landed at Newport, Rhode Island, and there my mother, their second child was born.  At the very time that the said place was being bombarded by the English.  They then went to Boston where they lived for years and where several children were born to them, all of whom died young, excepting one named Margaret, about 10 years younger than my mother.  The young couple (my grandfather and grandmother) took with them to the United States their first amount of fortune.  I do not know in what or how this was invested, though I do know that they were considered amongst the elite of Boston society, then remarkable for its royalist adherence, many being tarred and feathered in consequence, though I never heard that my grandfather was, for when again in Boston in 1815 en route to Brazil, the aristocracy of Boston, considered at the time the proudest in the States, vied with each other in attention to my mother and her family.  At Mr. Selby’s death, my grandmother always so truly English at heart, determined to return to England with my mother who was then a young widow (Mrs. Browne of three and twenty) and also her two other daughters, Sarah and Margaret Selby.  There also went with them a daughter of my mother’s husband (Mr. Browne).  So you see it was my mother who was twice married and both times to a widower with a daughter.  Indeed, she seemed to possess peculiar attractions to those seeking a second wife, for I know of two other widowers who aspired to the honour of her hand, and an honour it was; for a more perfect lady in looks, manner, education, and feeling, there could not be.  As you have heard, she like myself, was deaf from the effect of scarlet fever at the age of 15, a little so at first, this deafness increased until her death at the age of 49. 
However it is of my grandmother I am writing.  She died at the age of 63, when I was 7 years old, at New York, from the effects of the sea voyage from England to rejoin us.  I remember her well, a tall, majestic, rather stout old lady; but we will return to the time when, after the death of my grandfather, Mr. Selby, my grandmother decided on returning to England with her three remaining daughters, viz my mother and her two sisters, Sarah and Margaret.  They were all at an hotel in Philadelphia waiting the departure of a vessel for England.  My father (Mr. LeCesne) happened to be staying at the same hotel, he having just arrived from Cuba; and now I must go back to the beginning of his career, and bring his history to the same point.  

You know, I think my father was a native of Al?escon, the son of a large landed proprietor there, that place was Caen, being the headquarters of the LeCesne family, where now their descendants are rich and influential people.  ‘Mais ravenous a nosi-moritous’ [end of her page 46]     

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

My father was Louis Francois Le Cesne, the second of three brothers. He had sisters also.  He was of a very scientific turn and was with three young doctors selected by the French government to be sent out to St. Domingo, the present ‘Hayti’ to report on the sanitary state of that island.  There he remained, liking the place; and he purchased two large coffee estates and soon became a very wealthy man.  In 1791, the mutual antipathies of the three races, white, black and mixed, under the influence of the French revolution, burst forth into what may be characterised as the most vindictive struggle on record; and which before the close of the 18th century, led to the total extermination of the once dominant European, and the independence of the coloured races.  When this broke out, my father, warned by a faithful and attached black servant, managed to make his escape to Port Royal, and from there to New York, where to one of the banks he had fortunately sent before the catastrophe, remittances of a few thousands in cash, so on reaching that place he was not completely ruined, as were most of those who had managed to save their lives, but he not yet 30 years of age, had become quite white-headed in a week.

The faithful black servant who had saved my father’s life took charge of a trunk containing all my father’s papers, but as neither he or they ever made their appearance, he was doubtless killed in his attempt to carry them to Port Royal.  This proved a great misfortune to us, for in 1825, after my father’s death, the French government agreed to acknowledge the independence of Hayti on their agreeing to pay an indemnity to the owners of property, or their heirs there or who could prove the value of the estates so lost in the insurrection which we could not do, as we had only 2 or 3 papers to show, which my father had in his possession.  (the next line is unfortunately unreadable).  This as you see, is a digression, but it was a great disappointment to us, and is as well mentioned here. 

To return to my father’s flight, he managed to get money from Port Royal to New York.  There he soon after met a Mademoiselle Eugenie de la Piroeniere of Juesnene, Doire Inferienre, France, of one of the best and most ancient of Breton families; well Mademoiselle de la Piroieniere was in New York with a married sister and her husband, Madam and Monsieur de ?Pantbourne   My father became acquainted with them and soon after married Mde de la Peroinmiere, who died at the birth of her first child, ‘Coralie Eugenie.’   A few months after, my father, leaving the child in the charge of a faithful old nurse, left for Cuba (the Havanna) where he again purchased two large coffee estates.  These had just come to perfection and in full bearing when Napoleon and his army entered Spain and the inhabitants of the Havanna, getting alarmed, ordered all newcomers to leave the island at a week’s notice.  He had therefore to sacrifice his property (having been there 7 years) for what he could get for it, and again, he returned to the United States, where he landed at Philadelphia, and we find him there staying at the same hotel in which my grandmother and her three children were awaiting a vessel to take them to England.  With my father, was a Spanish gentleman, a fellow passenger from Cuba, and standing on the balcony of the hotel one day, they saw my mother coming up the street when my father remarked to his friend ‘mais que cette jeune dame marche bien’.  (she was always remarkable for her very graceful walk and the beauty of her feet and ankles).  Well the acquaintance was made, which ended in an engagement and my father joined their party and went to England with them, taking his little daughter Coralie (my step sister) with him.  

My mother’s step daughter (Miss Browne) also going with the party.  They arrived safely in England, landing at Lands End, from which place they proceeded to London, where my father and mother were married; and went soon after to Paris, as I know they were there and saw Napoleon and Josephine crowned in May 1803.  They remained in France at least two years, my mother who was not very strong, going to the Pyrenees for the baths there.
My grandmother remained in England, and with her, my Aunt Sarah and my father’s little girl, Coralie.  My other aunt, Margaret Selby, then about 18, was sent to Paris and was at the celebrated Madame ?Carnpairs school at the same time with Josephine’s daughter.  My aunt was there to perfect herself in singing, piano and harp, in both of which instruments she was proficient, though my mother excelled her in the latter instrument (much more in vogue then that it is now).  My aunt had a most magnificent voice.  
[end of her page 47 of the book]

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -     
Whilst in France, my mother had a little baby boy, who died at a few weeks old.  Then shed had afterwards another boy, my brother Louis William, born in Paris six weeks before his parents returned to England on the 13 April, 1805.  I remember hearing that my brother’s bassinet covered with pale green silk, was padded with Brussels lace, good lace being my mother’s weakness, for jewels she did not care in the least.  

My father and mother returned to England in June 1805 and all the family went to live in Bath where they all continued until 1808, when my father left to return to the United States, tired I suppose, of an idle, gay, Bath life, he being a very clever and scientific man.  In France, he would not live, hating the military life as under Napoleon.  With my father went also to the United States, Monsieur le Conte de Masson, who had married my mother’s step daughter, Miss Brown[e].  Monsieur de Masson had a sister Madam de Nereville, who was a friend of my mother’s in Bath.  Monsieur de Masson was an exceedingly clever man and his family, one of the best in France.  His daughter married the Viscount de Clichy.  I do not know how long before I was born (in August 1808) my father left England; but when I was two years old, (in 1810) my mother and Madam la Contesse de Masson (née Browne) joined their husbands in New York, leaving me, my brother William, and our step-sister Coralie with our grandmother, who then went to live in Chestenham /Cheltenham, taking me with her and leaving my brother and my step-sister Coralie at good schools in Bath.  You now see how I came to be born in a house in the Crescent in Bath on the 22 of August, 1808.  Why the Selby’s and the LeCesne’s chose that city to reside in, I do not know.  At that time, Bath was a very fashionable place, and many of the French prisoners (officers on parole) resided there; and with many of them my parents were acquainted.  Perhaps alas, my mother required the treatment of the Bath waters.  The society of Bath was also very good; and the Selby’s always kept up caste and were now also on very good terms with their Worcestershire cousins, the Wakeman’s of Berkford Manor.  Besides, there were other cousins, the Welch’s and Long’s and others in Worcestershire whom they used to visit.  I recollect being on a visit at Berkford Manor, when I was about 4 years old.  

Well, after 2 years, my step-sister Coralie, brother William and myself left England for the United States.  My aunt Sarah Selby taking us out to our parents.  Whilst we were at sea (the voyage out in those days was a very long one) America chose that time to declare war with England, a cowardly thing taking advantage of England’s having her hands full with war against France etc etc.  We must have been passengers in an American vessel so we were taken prisoners by an English one and carried into Newfoundland.  The vessel was condemned and the passengers including my little self, sent on to our destinations, New York.  

My next recollections are of living in a very large and handsome house in New York, with plenty of servants, carriages, horses etc.  A few months after our arrival, our coachman called Laurance, walked into our drawing room and signified his intention of leaving.  The emancipation of the slaves in the northern states having been proclaimed the day before.  A very fine looking man he was.  

Well, two years afterwards, the scene was a very different one with us.  The Banks in New York had all failed; and my father’s and mother’s money most of it all gone with them.  This was the result of the war, in the course of which the English had burnt Washington.  My father [Louis François LeCesne] now determined to go to Cuba in hopes of retrieving some money due to him there.  On the voyage, he was wrecked off New Providence; and for some time, my mother knew not if he had been saved.  After a year had elapsed, he returned to us; and we (that is, my mother, my step-sister Coralie, my brother and myself) then just 8 years old, met him in Boston, from whence we sailed for Rio de Janeiro, my father thinking he would like there to purchase land for coffee estates.  
I have omitted to mention in its proper place, that two years after we went to New York, my grandmother, Mrs. Selby came from England to us, with my Aunt Margaret.  The former however, never recovered from the effects of the long voyage and which brought on ‘water on the chest’ of which she died.  After her death, my two Aunts returned to England.

Well we arrived safely in Rio from Boston in February 1816, the exact date I do not remember (but it was a few days before Ash Wednesday).  We took a cottage on the old road to Botafogo; and as we had brought out a great part of our furniture with us, we were soon ‘at home’ with our table domestics, such as they are, slaves of course, as free black in those days was a ‘bara avis’.   My father and mother had brought letters of introduction to the American minister and others at the court of Rio; and this fact placed us at once in the One A clap of society there.  But before going further, I must give a sketch of what Rio was in those days.  

//End of her page 48 of her book //            
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When the French under Napoleon’s generals entered Spain and Portugal in 1808 at the beginning of the Peninsula War, and the occupation by the French troops of Lisbon was imminent, the royal family of Portugal, consisting of the Queen (Maria the 1st) her son (Dom Pedro the 6th) and his two sons (Dom Pedro and Dom Miguel) and four or five daughters, all took refuge on English men-of-war then in the Tagus, and by them were conveyed to Rio de Janeiro, the chief city of Brazil, then a Portugese colony. 

The royal family were attended and followed by all the nobles of the court, and indeed all those who could get away from Lisbon, including some 12 or 14 of the first English merchants, long established in Lisbon.  To the court of Dom Pedro at Rio were of course sent foreign ministers from the different courts, with their attendant secretaries, Chargés d’Affaires, consuls general, and vice consuls etc.

Of these diplomats and their wives the foreign society was constituted; into which were admitted the few English ‘Lisbon merchants’ who certainly were very superior in manner and education to the same class of the new Manchester school, of which there were then none in Rio.  Amongst the nobles in the Portugese court was a duchess, sister of the French ‘Duc de Loxembourge.’    My father, having an introduction to him, was by him, presented to the King.  
It was a cherished plan of my father’s to inaugurate large government establishments for the growth of coffee and a plan he laid before the King.  To this proposal, the old King replied that he was anxious to attempt the growth of wheat and the making of flour in his Brazilian Dominion; and he said that if my father would undertake to establish this, he would give land and any money required.  

Now had my father not been the honourable man he was, he would have closed with this scheme of the King’s and have made his own fortune, though not that of the government.  But his reply to the King was that the climate of Brazil was not suitable for the cultivation of wheat; But especially so for that of coffee and sugar, in exchange for which wheat was always to be had; and it ended by father’s grand scheme.  
He then determined on purchasing for himself with my mother’s remaining fortune, a coffee plantation; and the Duke of Luxembourg believing in my father’s great abilities, begged to be allowed to take a share in the undertaking which he finally did. 

So the Duke and my father became the joint possessors of a very large estate which was named ‘St. Louis’ after my father.  Before completing the purchase however, my father, mother and 4 or 5 of the Duke’s suite rode up to the ‘Gavia’ the name of the mountain on the side of which, on a plateau the estate of St. Louis is situated, about 15 miles from the city of Rio.  
This riding up was no easy matter in those days, taking with them as they did, all the materials for a mid-day meal etc, and I remember my mother’s amusing account on her return of how these young French noblemen cooked the dinner, one undertaking the making the fricassee and another, an omelette, salad, coffee etc; and all most delicious.  A proof what I believe to be perfectly true, that all Frenchmen are born cooks; a digression this.

Well the estate was bought, called St. Louis; and belonged in thirds to my mother, my father, and the Duke of Luxembourg; and my father began to build immediately a nice cottage residence, which although still in an unfinished state, we took possession of in 1817.  

In the interval, my dear mother had a very serious illness.  However she recovered and we then went to St. Louis.  Of course, the house was still in the rough.  However, my mother’s and sisters industry and ingenuity were brought to bear; and the sitting room (a very large one, soon made to look very nice, pretty and comfortable, walls papered and coloured, muslin curtains, ottomans, couches, etc, so that before long, our residence was called the ‘Palace of Tisuca.’ Our exceedingly handsome drawing room furniture, curtains, pier glasses, we were told before we left Rio, as unsuited to our mountain home.  My mother very reluctantly and against her agent’s advice in Boston, disposed of her half-share there for 100,000 dollars.  The other half share belonged to her step-daughter, Madam de Masson; and sold some years afterwards for 300,000 dollars.  
Well things went on without any change until the early part of 1818, when Monsieur de Langsdorf, the Russian Consul-General, paid us a visit, accompanied by a young Monsieur de Kielchen, who was the Russian vice-consul at the Court of Rio.  He was then about 22, an exceedingly fair and handsome young man; and it soon turned out that there was to be a marriage between him and my dear step-sister Coralie, which marriage took place on 25th May, 18?18.  

//end of page 49 of her book//
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The marriage would have been delayed a few months, had it not been for the unexpected arrival in Rio of my mother’s two sisters, the Misses Selby, who having been great sufferers from the American War proposed that they should bring their remaining property with them to Rio and investing it in the St. Louis Estate at 10% interest and they to live with us.  So, Mr. de Kielchen took a house half-way between the foot of the mountains and the town.  He and my sister were married, and in their house by the time my Aunts Selby arrived.  I may however, here mention that my aunts finding St. Louis very triste [?sic], went to spend weeks at a time at my sister’s house; and my aunt Margaret, being a splendid musician, both on piano and harp and possessing a most remarkably sweet voice, they all got on very well together – my sister’s husband being very musical, and my sister Coralie being to my aunts, as she ever was to everyone, the kindest, the most unselfish and most loving person possible. 
My dear good sister, how I grieved when she married and left us.  She was so fond of me, and I of her; and equally so of my dear mother.  I was never so happy as when at rare intervals, my mother and I stayed at her house.  
In 1821, the old King, who with his mother, the Queen of Portugal had fled from thence to Rio with all the royal family, consisting of two sons and five or six daughters, was summoned by the Portugese to return to his European dominion, as otherwise his title would be forfeited.  So he left Rio with all his family (the old Queen had died there) and the whole court of Portugese nobility of course followed the King.  
In consequence of their exodus, the good houses being suddenly vacated became quite reasonable in price, and to be had at very low rents.  My mother, whose health had become delicate, and who could not stand the mists of St. Louis, took one of these large vacated houses jointly with my sister and her husband.  It was situated at Botafogo, then the most lovely little bay imaginable, now spoilt by houses, causeways etc.  Then, as nature had made it, with only a dozen or more houses built around it, surrounded by mountains at a short distance with the waves lapping up on the nice hard dry sand.  Never boisterous or noisy being land-locked with an occasional passenger on foot or on horseback passing along.  Amongst the latter, I often was, having a delightful canter on a handsome pony given me by my brother-in-law when I was 11 years old.  Said pony never allowed anyone but myself or my brother to mount him.  When anyone else attempted to do so, he would plant his forefeet out firmly.  Neither whip or spur would make him stir a step.  In this most charming spot, and beautiful house, we continued to reside, that is, my mother and myself, with an occasional visit to St. Louis, for a month or so when the weather suited my mother’s health - my father coming to Botafogo also now and then until the end of 1822; when my sister Coralie and her two children, Eugenie and Sammy took up their abode for a time with my father at St. Louis.   

In June 1823, my dear father was taken from us by a stroke of apoplexy, aged 63 and 2 months.  A great grief and shock to my dear mother and to us all, rendered more so by his being at the time quite alone at St. Louis – my sister having left him for a week’s stay with us at Botafogo.  It seemed he had retired to his room for his usual afternoon siesta which continued so much longer than usual, that his servants were alarmed.  Finding no replies to their repeated knocks at his door, sent off to a neighbour at the Luxi estate who came; and on breaking open the shutters (which are invariably kept closed in Rio) found him insensible.  Being an old army surgeon, the neighbour adopted the measure then in those days so generally used, bled him and sent off a messenger to my brother who on receiving the message at 11p.m., set off with our medical man Dr. Williams, my sister following as soon afterwards as possible.  They found my dear father still alive but unconscious, from which state he passed away.  We fully hope and trust to a life more peaceful than this, in which he had so many trials and disappointments.  

He was a very tall, stoutish (though not fat) man of rather florid complexion; fair, with very blue eyes and auburn hair (a true Norman type).  He was remarkably temperate in his habits, a cup of café with bread his breakfast (he never tasted butter); his dinner of the simplest, generally entirely of vegetable, he scarcely ever tasted wine.  We always considered that the mortification he felt at having been duped (by the Duke of Luxembourg’s secretary, as he was with regard to the purchase of the St. Louis estate), conduced to his attack and death.  

//end of page 50 of the book//      
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From the time my father died, my mother’s health gave way.  I was her sole companion and nurse to within two months of her death, as my sister lived at St. Louis.  A woman of great strength of mind, she fought hard against her daily declining strength.  She and I slept downstairs in one of the many fine rooms (to avoid the stairs) with all the windows open for her breathing.  I slept in her room on a red morocco couch (my true ideal of a couch it has always been) with merely a thin sheet thrown over me, for though the nights were chilly, I knew that frequently [going] up and down during the course of them to give my dear mother broth and other nourishment, I should take cold were I to become warm in bed.  At daylight, I was up, called our coachman to get ready the hooded curricle [in which my mother had her drive] before the sun was up to beat the air around that beautiful little bay, down towards the botanical gardens for her glass of milk there, fresh from the cow; and back again before the sun was high.  

Then I gave her a light breakfast.  Afterwards I prepared her an early dinner of either fish or chicken, which I always dressed myself, and never trusted to anyone else.  The rest of the day, I spent with her, reading, working, studying French, German and Spanish.  My brother-in-law, Mr. de Kielchen, was a great linguist.
After undraping and seeing my dear mother in her bed before darkness came on, and my attendance no longer required by her until 11p.m., I spent the evenings with my old French friend, Admiral G?livel, to whom I used to read aloud, converse etc.  Admiral ?Glivel was very fond of ‘yon enfant’ as he used to call me; and indeed I owed him a great deal, as he made me feel how very little I really knew, though a little inclined to think otherwise myself.  At this time, I [Frances Mary LeCesne] was between 15 and 16, a child in years, but always having been the companion of my mother and sister and grown-up people, I never was a child.  I do not say that this is an advantage, but so it was with me.  An only child (my brother excepted) with no companions of my own age, I did not wish or care for any.  You see, my dear daughter, as I have often told you, mine was a very desultory [=disconnected] education, much and sound reading in several languages, I had.  I did not see much, but that very good, refined society etc. etc.  However, I am allowing self to take up too much of my space and time.  
It was at the end of that year (1823) that my mother asked her great friend, Sir Henry Chamberlain, who was her Britannic Majesty’s Chargé d’Affaires (there were no ministers in those days yet in Rio) as Dom Pedro, the King of Portugal’s eldest son (whom he had left in Rio to be proclaimed Emperor) had not yet been recognised as such by Europe.  My mother asked Sir Henry to be our guardian – my brother [Louis William LeCesne] then being 18 and myself 15 ½ .  Sir Henry came to our house one day bringing with him his private secretary, to witness my dear mother’s Will.  I remember standing at the end of the wide hall (some 100 feet long) and seeing Sir Henry, a tall, portly and very handsome man, pass across the other end into what we used to call the ‘bird drawing room’ from its being painted ‘al fresco’ with diverse wings of birds.  Sir Henry was followed by a gentlemanly young man [=John Peter Hobkirk].  That was the first time I was to see the dear one, who was to be for 54 years, my beloved life’s partner.  [=John Peter Hobkirk].  Your father [= John Peter Hobkirk] has also said that he remembers seeing a young lady in white (my usual morning costume) at the further end of the hall.

I do not remember being introduced or speaking to him until some months later, when I went for the first time to stay with Sir Henry and Lady Chamberlain, three months after my dear mother’s death, which took place on the 24th August 1824, the same day of the month as that of my dear husband [= John Peter Hobkirk] (58 years afterwards) [= JPH must have died 24.8.82].  

After the death of my mother, my sister Coralie with her two children as well as myself, spent a few months at St. Louis [=estate], and at the beginning of 1825, I went to live with my guardian, Sir Henry and Lady Chamberlain.  My brother-in-law, Mr. de Kielchen, had now left his beautiful house at Botafogo to the English Admiral on the Station (Sir George ? Eyre) and many pleasant dinners and dances did he give, and we attend, there.  He himself the nicest of admirals and gentlemen and his Flag Captain Gordon Thomas Falcon, a very great and old friend of the Chamberlains – a very charming man.  These few months were very gay and eventful ones in Rio.  

Sir Charles Stuart, afterwards Lord Stuart de Rothesay, came to Rio as Ambassador Extraordinary from George 4th of England and the King of Portugal, to make a treaty with the new Emperor of Brazil (the eldest son of the King of Portugal).  That being done, they (all the European powers) were to acknowledge the independence of Brazil.  Of course, Sir C. Stuart had a suite, Lord Marcus Hill (his secretary), Captain Fremantle of Peninsula celebration, one of the  

//end of page 51 of her book//    
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

three land seers and others.  Very gay times were these and very pleasant they were, of which I had the benefit for some time.  When Sir Henry thought I had had enough of gaiety, I went for rest to my sister and her children at St. Louis [estate].  I was however, soon down again for some special ball or other, and from that time until the Embassy left, I was up and down so often that a gentleman once said to me ‘Mademoiselle Le Cesne, vous passes votre vie sue le grand Chemin.’   However, all this came to an end.
In October, a very grand ball was to be given to Sir Charles Stuart and I came down to the Chamberlain’s to attend it with them.  In the evening of the day on which it was to be held, just as we had commenced dressing for it (I remember Sir Henry was trying on diamond sprays on his wife’s hair), Lord Marcus Hill came running up the wide staircase, shouting out ‘no ball; no ball; the King of Portugal is dead.’   The King, being the Emperor’s father, and Sir C. Stuart, Ambassador from Portugal as well as from England, it was deemed indecorous to proceed with the ball, though many were of the opinion (I amongst the number) that the news might have been kept back until the next day – particularly as it was too late to prevent the invited (some hundreds) attending the place from which they had to be turned away.  Lord Marcus Hill, your father [John Peter Hobkirk] Captain Fremantle, and others were all sent off to the different ministers and big whigs with the news.  
In the beginning of November, Lady Chamberlain and her two youngest children went up to St. Louis; and there remained until the beginning of March, with short intervals of a week now and then, when she left the children, the only two she had in Brazil (Tom, aged 4; and Kate 2) with their black nurse, under my care.  In April, she returned to Rio; and a few months after, sent for me, as it was decided that she was to go to England by vessel – Sir Henry to follow as soon as he received his leave of absence.  In July 1826, she left, much to my sorrow, for I had become immensely attached to her; and a dear good staunch friend she proved all her life to me.  She went in a Frigate, commanded by Sir Murray Maxwell, who offered me a passage with her; but after some consideration, was not accepted.  My brother and sister would have been grieved to part with me.  

After Lady C’s departure, I lived almost entirely at St. Louis with my sister Coralie, who gave up their house in Rio.  At the end of six months, Sir Robert Gordon, a brother of Sir Robert Aberdeen’s, came to Rio as minister from the British court, and Sir Henry Chamberlain left.  I went and stayed with him before he left.  Your father [John Peter Hobkirk] who had been Sir H. Chamberlain’s private secretary, by his advice accepted Sir Robert Gordon’s offer to make him his secretary.  So your father [John Peter Hobkirk] was not living with Sir Henry, but was there every day – having all Sir Henry’s affairs to wind up and arrange; not a very agreeable business for the two chiefs cordially disliked each other.  It was during this stay of mine with Sir Henry that your father [John Peter Hobkirk] and I first found out that we might become more to each other than friends, though my guardian had no idea of this, as it certainly was a doubtful matter then when it would be possible for us to marry; so we kept our counsel.  My sister Coralie alone being let into the secret.

Well Sir Henry Chamberlain left; and Sir Robert Gordon took our house at Botafogo (this house was afterwards bought by the Emperor for his summer palace).  There your father [John Peter Hobkirk] lived with Mr. Gordon, the British Minister as his private secretary.  Mr. (afterwards, Sir Edward Astor) was Sir Robert Gordon’s secretary of Legation; Mr. Fraser was Attaché.  Sir Robert Gordon was a most hot-tempered man at all times and particularly so just then, when he was suffering from loss of voice; and threatened by the doctors with a permanent affliction of the throat if he attempted to talk much.  This of course, did not improve his very irritable temperament.  He had to write all he wished to say to his secretary, and his written communications were often very curious documents.  Your father’s [John Peter Hobkirk] position was, between his new and former chiefs, very uncomfortable – your father having the charge of Sir Henry’s outstanding affairs, there were continuous complaints about them, all made to your father, who was expected to see everything sighted.  Sir Robert Gordon’s temper on recovering his voice, used to carry him into most intemperate language.  Although your dear father [John Peter Hobkirk] in his dealings with him, as they have always been in every phase of his life, made the most constant and arduous endeavours to do, more than his duty.

//end of page 52 of her book//      
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Several times he had made up his mind to leave his very disagreeable position, but was persuaded upon not to do so by Sir Robert Astor [sic], who begged him to remain and endure Sir Robert Gordon’s temper, as he had it so much in his power to forward his career; and would he was sure, eventually use it.  So your father [John Peter Hobkirk] bore with it all until one day Sir Robert’s language towards him in Lord Henry Thynes’ presence was so offensive and unjustifiable that your father [John Peter Hobkirk] took his dispatch box under his arm and bade adieu to diplomacy.

As he had been suffering for some little time from pain in his side, he thought of accepting a passage offered him to England in HMS Blancho, but an offer made to him just then, altered his plans.  I was at this time living with my sister and my brother at St. Louis and I there remained until I [Frances Mary LeCesne Hobkirk] married on the 16th August, 1828.  

Now that my life merges into that of my dear husband, your father, [John Peter Hobkirk] I will come to an end of my rather confused autobiography.  Of course, in my younger days, I saw a great deal of life; was brought into contact with many; intimacy with some; people, civilian and naval, that in a less changeable community, I might probably have never met.  There was in those days, a very different state of society in Rio, to that which has since existed there, much fewer English in number and very superior in calibre; besides which our family’s own prestige and consideration (as also our being Wards of Diplomacy made us much noticed).
By the way, I have heard that France and England were on the point of a quarrel     
on our account.  The French Chargé d’Affaires (an old friend of ours), an old Bourbonist exile, laying claim to the guardianship of my brother and myself, as French subjects, is Code Napoleonic, my father being French and Sir Henry Chamberlain the British Chargé d’Affaires declaring that the charge had been given [to] him by my mother on her death bed; and that he intended to keep it.  The Count de J., being a very good and amiable man, let the matter drop; not thinking it worth a ‘Casus Bill’ of.   
‘Oh, my aunts, the Misses Selby’ Sir Henry Chamberlain used to say… 

‘Whatever faults they had, they were most highly bred gentlewomen, and that’

Now my dearest daughter (Louisa Hobkirk), you have my very imperfect sketch of our younger days and years.  If it afford you any gratification, excuse its many imperfections.  I have done what I could.  Signed your loving mother, F.M. Hobkirk, 
[note: Louisa Hobkirk became the 2nd wife of Rev. Samuel Berjew Fooks]

//end of extract of her book//
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Please note: If you have more information about this autobiography, we would love to hear from you. Please email: hopkirk@hopkirk.org                   
Thank you.
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