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About the Author 
 
JOSSLEYN HENNESSY was educated at Charterhouse and New College, Oxford. He 
obtained an Honours degree in History, and a Diploma with Distinction in Economics. 
 
On leaving Oxford, he was successively on the staffs of Lloyds Bank and the Chartered 
Institute of Secretaries in London, and the International Chamber of Commerce in Paris. He 
has been fluent in French from his earliest years. 
 
Between 1931 and 1937 he was Reuters correspondent in Paris and then Chief Paris 
correspondent of the News Chronicle, covering innumerable economic and political 
conferences and crises. He travelled widely in Europe and reported the Spanish Civil War. 
His despatches annoyed the Franco regime so much that they posted his photograph on the 
frontier with a reward for his capture, but he cannot remember how much he was worth. 
 
The President of the French Republic created him a Chevalier of the Legion of Honour with 
the citation “For the greatest services to the cause of Franco-British friendship”. 
 
In 1937 Viceroy Lord Linlithgow appointed him Director of Public Relations to the 
Government of India to reorganise its press and public relations department.  In 1942 he was 
sent to Washington DC to inaugurate The Government of India’s Information Services in the 
U.S.A and Canada. 
 
In 1946, he returned to India as special correspondent of the Sunday Times to cover the last 
days of the British Raj. Always to the fore amidst the scenes of flames and violence, he was 
ambushed twice in Pathan tribal territory in the company of Jawarharlal Nehru. 
 
Since his return to the U.K. in 1953 he has been a frequent contributor to Encounter, The 
Spectator, The Economist, The Listener, The Times, New Society, and many other 
publications. 
 
He has participated in innumerable sound and television broadcasts in the U.K., the U.S.A., 
France and India. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This word document is typed from a copy of the original, given to Peter Seilern by Armyn Hennessy, Jossleyn 
Hennessy’s younger son. Jossleyn was born in 1902 and died in 1976. He is buried in Dean, Edinburgh, Scotland, 
together with his wife Lora Frances Noel-Paton (1904-1975) and his son Flavian (1937- 1961). 
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I Introducing Philip and Ida 
 

This is the story of my parents’ marriage. My father, Philip Hennessy, loved my 
mother, born Ida * Seilern and Aspang (a Countess of the Austro-Hungarian Empire), good 
humouredly, nonchalantly. Throughout their lives, they exchanged a flow of letters – 
imaginatively, extravagantly, baroquely gallant on his part, affectionate on hers. They always 
had interesting things to talk about: their conversations were animated, punctuated by my 
father’s bursts of hearty and infectious laughter at his own wit – which, for the most part, was 
kindly, though he had barbed shafts of reserve for moments when people or circumstances 
frayed his normal joie de vivre – and by my mother’s silent laughter; she laughed with her 
eyes. Philip respected Ida and took care to insist to me that she was “a very great lady”, by 
which he meant that she never once reproached him for his mistresses, for the bevies of 
women in adoring attendance upon him, for his financial fecklessness, for the loneliness of 
her life – a long struggle with the burdens that negligently he shifted onto her shoulders. 

Philip was an extravert of a now extinct species – the Edwardian man of pleasure. 
He enjoyed vital, full bosomed, flamboyantly bedworthy women, of whom he tired easily and 
from whose clutches he then deftly or, if necessary, ruthlessly, disentangled himself. Ida was 
as handsome as she was distinguished, but she was eight years older than Philip, and she 
aged quickly. At a party she was interested and observant, rather than an active participant. 
She had studied music and was a gifted pianist. Philip’s interest in music ran the gamut from 
Lottie Collins’ Ta-ra-ra boomdiay through Marie Lloyds’ I sits among the cabbages and leeks 
to Franz Lehar’s classical Merry Widow. Ida’s interests were intellectual: she had a real 
contribution which she made diffidently when talking intimately to two or three intelligent 
friends. Philip savoured Balzac’s melodrama and Anatole France’s irony, as did Ida, but he 
was only mildly interested in her views on education and psychology, based on wide reading, 
that Ida loved to discuss and clarify. Yet he listened with gravity, appreciative gestures and 
shrewdly inserted comments intended to show that he was following the argument. If pressed 
for his opinion, he would formulate one in line with Ida’s reasoning or just sufficiently different 
to encourage her to elaborate one of her points. Thus Ida enjoyed her voyage round her 
mind and was delighted to find that Philip agreed, while Philip basked in his own mastery of 
the art of conversation and of spreading good humour. 

To the friends of each – as to me for years – the marriage was incomprehensible. 
Why did Philip marry a woman so different from those whose beds he continued to 
patronise? Why did Ida tolerate the shocks, difficulties, and miseries of her marriage? 
Since pain is worse when repressed in aching silence, how came it that Ida was 
emotionally inarticulate? 

Reflection and research have, I believe, enabled me to unravel some of the 
twisted links that bound them. If we are to understand them, we need to go back a 
little distance into the histories of the ancestry of each to see what heritage each 
brought to their marriage. 
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II The Heritage of the Aristocratic Zaluskis and Seilerns 
 

My maternal grandmother, Ida Zaluska (1841 -1916) was born in Austrian 
Poland, the tenth child of Count Charles Zaluski (1794 – 1846) and his wife Amelie 
(1803 – 1858). Ida was a neurotic, who created the tragedies of her life. In illustration of 
her character, my mother quotes William McDougall: “The man of unformed character is 
not integrated; he is moved by the crude impulses of his native tendencies and by the 
motives that spring from his various sentiments, but there is no governing centre, no 
dominant power that can control them, set them in due subordination to one another, 
or resolve incipient conflicts between them”. Ida Zaluska wrecked her marriage, laid the 
foundations of the tragedy of my mother’s marriage, and of the life-long adolescence of 
her son’s character, my uncle Carlo. 

My mother attributed her mother’s persecution mania and perpetual self-pity to 
Mina, the old retainer who for years was nurse maid to Amelie’s succession of children. 
Fanny, the baby of the family, two years younger than Ida, was Mina’s favourite. Fanny 
could do no wrong, Ida no right. Mina was forever scolding and punishing Ida. 

Yet Ida could have had a wonderful life. 

The break-up of the Austro-Hungarian empire into penny packets in 1918, and 
the national animosities bred of two World Wars, ended an era when aristocratic society 
was international. Amidst today’s democratic nationalism, the kind of family to which I 
belong, with first cousins in the United States, France, Germany, Austria, and Poland, 
and family connections with Ireland, Holland, Italy, and various Austro-Hungarian 
successor states, is losing its links and its identity. To many people today, a Frenchman, 
a Pole, or an Austrian is a foreigner, a person whose attitudes and customs are strange, 
of ten faintly ridiculous, probably “wrong”. In the educated cosmopolitan pre-1914 
world, such an attitude would have been unnatural when one travelled around visiting 
cousins of different nationalities. 

Ida Zaluska was born fortunate. She inherited a dowry of 50,000 gulden, say 
£50,000 in 1973 sterling. As a Zaluska she had the world of the nineteenth century 
cosmopolitan aristocracy at her feet. She was a pretty brunette. She had a natural 
elegance and taste in dress. Her gaiety and charm gave her great initial success in 
society everywhere. Young men crowded to dance with her. Mothers and fathers 
welcomed her for her beauty, her birth, and her dowry. But she rarely kept friends; 
sooner or later her sensitivity to fancied slights and imagined wrongs created a desert 
round her. “Poor little mother!”, wrote her daughter, “happiness could have been hers, 
but the threads which she chose to weave her life’s tapestry were rotten.” She 
enveloped her husband, her daughter and her son in her neurotic self-pity. 

In 1863, Ida Zaluska, aged twenty-two, married Count Hugo Seilern, aged 
twenty-three, a member of an Austrian family, which had made its contribution to public 
life in the Holy Roman Empire. The family owed its fortunes to Johann Friedrich Seilern 
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(1645-1715) who, by his abilities, rose from bourgeois origins to be the outstanding 
Imperial diplomat of his time and to be First Austrian Court Chancellor to the emperors 
Leopold I (1657 – 1705), Joseph I (1705-1711) and Charles VI (1711 – 1740). Charles 
VI, having no male heir, wished his daughter Maria Theresa to succeed him. To ensure 
this, Seilern drafted the famous Pragmatic Sanction, which remained the fundamental 
law of the Empire until its dissolution in 1918. He was “the architect of the Austrian 
monarchy”.  

My great-great-great grandfather, Christian 
August Seilern (1712 – 1801), was the Imperial a 
ambassador in London from 1763 to 1769. He 
aroused the ridicule and contempt of Horace 
Walpole, but his friendliness to Great Britain and his 
diplomatic talents were appreciated by a series of 
Secretaries of State. He was the friend and patron of 
Joseph Sonnenfels (1733 – 1817), the theorist of 
“enlightened despotism” and was an active 
participant in the reforms of the Emperor Joseph II. 

Hugo Seilern’s marriage to Ida Zaluska was a 
love match. Ida poisoned it. After two or three years 
of scenes and reproaches they lived apart, and Ida began a restless life wandering 
around Poland, Austria, Italy and France in a succession of impermanent flats, hotels, 
pensions and villas. 

Hugo and Ida continued to meet at intervals. Their periodical re-unions would 
begin well but sooner or later Ida made scenes. “Poor father!” my mother wrote in 
retrospect, “he wanted to win his wife’s love, share her life, live with his family … She 
could have had him at her feet. He had loved her passionately madly… I realized this 
when I grew older and saw him with Maman. Papa had a warm heart and great nobility 
of character. In a letter to my mother that I read, he expressed his love for her delicately, 
charmingly… Papa was an atheist and a Free Mason*, but he behaved more often like a 
Christian than Maman. She passed happiness by. One cannot help feeling sorry for 

her.” 

*Idetchka was mistaken. F  ree Masons believe in a deity. 

However many scenes Ida made, Hugo did not, according 
to my mother, answer back: he bore his cross in silence. When in 
1879, Ida brought an action against him for a legal separation, 
the judge asked him what he had to reproach his wife.  

Quietly, without bitterness, he said “Nothing”.  Over the 
years Idetchka* began gradually to see her father in a new light.  

Ida, 9 months old 1864 or 1865

Ida aged 3 years
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She wrote:    “I found it difficult to understand what was going on. Too young at 
first, for years separated from my father, subject to the influence of Maman, whom I 
used to see suffering, I could not form a clear idea of him. The charm of my father’s 
personality attracted me. I sensed the quality of the 
man, of his way of life, of his remarkable intelligence 
but, especially when I was a girl, I could not be my 
natural self with him after years of Maman’s 
complaints, criticisms, and false insinuations had 
seared my mind. He had no religion, while I, convent-
educated, was still full of piety. He was not intolerant or 
bigoted, but his atheism created a barrier between us. 
He conceded the support that faith gave to those  that 
had it, but he denied the necessity of religion, and 
condemned the disdain of Christians towards those 
who had no faith.” 

My mother began a school essay: “Life, alas, is 
a road strewn with briars and thorns.” She was ten 
years old when she wrote this. 

That her father gambled away his wife’s comfortable dowry was, in the 
judgement that Idetchka formed when she reached maturity, a compensation for his 
unrequited need for affection and his lack of a home life. This may have been so, but his 
mother** must share some of the blame for his fecklessness. She did not give him his 
inheritance but made a modest allowance of 1,200 thalers a month, a substantial part 

 Ida aged 10 years in 1874  of which he passed on for the upkeep of his wife and 
children. When he ran up debts, his mother paid them, but their relationship was  

*My mother was christened Ida after her mother. Her parents called her Idetchka, 
Polish for “little Ida.” 

**Antonie Seilern (1811 – 1877), née Baroness Krosigk  Not easy – sometimes 
they were on good terms, at others he refused to write or 
speak to her. She kept him thus like a schoolboy until 
she died in 1877 when he was thirty seven.  Only then 
did he become responsible for the management of his 
affairs. Hitherto he had lived for music. H e was a pupil of 
Liszt and a friend of Brahms, with whom he played four 
handed; he wrote a number of charming pieces for piano 
and orchestra, which enjoyed some public success. But, 
on coming into his own, he struck out into a series of 
business ventures – mostly backing new inventions, all of 
which were going to make his fortune. However, as 
Idetchka said on one occasion when she went to meet 
him: “Papa is arriving with the first million, adding later: 

Ida in 1880 or 1881

Ida aged 10 years in 1874
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“He came – but without the million!” He earned a varying living until afflicted with cancer 
of the tongue. He suffered and when he could no longer speak, he played the piano to 
his wife and daughter. He died in poverty in Munich in 1886 when Idetchka was twenty-
two. 

The sight of her father sinking slowly, painfully and bravely, added to her tragic 
memories of him. 

Idetchka recorded that for the rest of her life she suffered from a recurrent 
nightmare in which she faced her mother in agony, filled with a sense “of helplessness, 
bitterness, even resentment that a child feels towards its parents … I seek to resist my 
mother’s domination, her peremptory orders and arguments, full of evasions and 
excuses…” She concluded “but when I meditate on her character and her life, I am filled 
with indulgence and pity. My resentment fades.” 

Idetchka could have found the joys of family life in Austria, where she had Seilern 
uncles, aunts and cousins innumerable in those days of large families. The Seilerns were 
well-disposed towards her, her brother, and her mother. They were comfortably off, 
influential and “knew everybody”. Idetchka did enjoy some happy times, going to balls 
and concerts with cousins. She continued her studies at the piano, which she had 
begun as soon as she could reach the keyboard. In Vienna, she did not work under the 
great Theodore Leschetizky (1830 – 1915), because he only took pupils when they had 
attained sufficient mastery to have professional ambitions (his pupils included 
Paderewski, Mark Hambourg, Moisiewitsch, Katherine Goodson, and many others) but 
he used Fraulein Melanie Wiendzkowska to prepare pupils for him, and Idetchka was 
among those whose talent Wiendzkowska regarded as worth cultivating. She learned 
Leschetizky’s technique based on a study of muscular movement and concentration of 
detail. 

Hugo Seilern was his mother’s favourite son and she adored Idetchka because 
she was her only granddaughter: this was enough to ensure that her daughter-in-law 
should quarrel with her. All the mother-in-law’s efforts at conciliation were useless. Ida’s 
attitude made visits and invitations to parties eventually impossible. 

Ida remained, however, on passably good terms with her Polish relations, so that 
her visits to Poland were the happiest days of Idetchka’s life. 
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III My Mother’s Love Story 
 

In the pensions in Italy and France Idetchka was hourly under her mother’s eye, 
and mostly saw her mother’s grown-up acquaintances. In this wandering existence, she 
had few opportunities to make lasting friends of her own age. But in Poland she entered 
a joyous world of uncles, aunts and, above all, cousins – boys and girls – of her own 
age, who lived in a scattering of manor houses mostly in Galicia, starting off with Uncle 

Michel Zaluski (1827 – 1893) and Aunt Helena (1833 – 1892) at 
Iwonicz. Her 
mother’s 
presence and 
influence were 
diluted. 
Cheerfulness 
broke in. Youthful 
high spirits 
abounded. The 
cousins went 
riding – “How 
madly we 
galloped!” – they 
went swimming; 
they picnicked; 
they danced 
Polonaises, 

mazurkas, tarantellas. “Que nous étions folles*!” wrote my mother looking back fifty 
years later. Of the 438 pages of her autobiography, these are among the few that 
sparkle. 

Ida’s sister, Emma, had married Count Théophile Ostaszewski. Since they lived 
at Klimkoofka** manor farm, a few miles away, their sons Kazio and Stash*** were 
constantly in and out. Stash taught Idetchka to ride and somehow, as the troop of 
cousins cantered among the fields and the forests of the Carpathian foothills, Stash was 
always at Idetchka’s side. “Our eyes said the words that we did not speak. A vague, 
undefined fear made us keep our secret, a treasure too precious to expose to unknown 
dangers and misfortunes.” 
*“ What madcaps we were!” 
** This is the phonetic English pronunciation of Klimkowka. The name means “kneeling cows” and 

commemorates a visit some centuries ago by the Holy Virgin when the manor’s pious cows knelt 
before her. 

*** Stash, to rhyme with ash, is the phonetic English pronunciation of t he Polish Stas 
 

 

Emma Zaluska in front, Kazimierz Ostaszewski with Ida, Carlo Seilern and
Josef Zaluski behind, mid 1880s

Count Théophile Ostaszewski
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One day, while Kazio was playing the piano, Stash stood on one side, Idetchka 
on the other. Kazio sang “If I were a bird in the forest, Only for you would I  sing. If I 
were the sun in the heavens, Only for you would I shine.” Stash joined in, his blue eyes 
fixed on Idetchka. “Moment délicieux!” wrote Idetchka. “Un des ces moment de bonheur 
dont le coeur et l’âme jouissent d’une paix profonde … . Un de ces moments où rien 
n’existe en dehors du sentiment qui possède tout nôtre être. Goethe said ‘Glück ohne 

Ruh’, Liebe bist 
Du’ : ‘Amour, tu es le bonheur 
dans repos’. ‘C’est vrai,’ 
Idetchka commented, ‘mais 
pas pour des heures comme 
celles-là. Elles sont rares. Bien 
des humains ne les ont jamais 
éprouvées, mais elles sont 
ineffaçables pour ceux qui les 
ont vécues.’* 

Idetchka was then 
twenty-three, Stash twenty-

five years old. 

* I quote this (and shall quote other 
passages) in French, because they thus retain 
the charm and an idiom of their own, but for 
the benefit of those who do not know French 
and who, like me, are exasperated to find 
chunks of an unknown language quoted at 
them, here is a translation : « A delicious 
moment! One of the moments of happiness 
when the heart and mind enjoy a deep peace 
… .  One of those moments of happiness in 
which nothing exists save the feeling which 
enthrals our whole being. Goethe said “Love, 
thou art happiness without peace.” This is true, 
but not for moments like these. They are rare. 
Many people have never experienced them, 
but they are unforgettable for those who have 
lived them.” 

On a day when Stash rode over to Iwonicz from Klimkowka, Ida Seilern was in 
bed with a sick headache. “Stash hope you’re better, “ Idetchka told her mother. “I feel 
too ill to see him,” Ida said. “Thank him and embrace him for me.” Idetchka returned to 
Stash. “Maman is too unwell to see you but sends you a kiss.” 

His hands behind his back, Stash approached Idetchka. “ Well, her orders must be 
obeyed,” he said smiling. 

The three Ostaszewski brothers
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“Le regard de ses yeux bleus pénétra les miens de son rayon lumineux,”* 
recalled my mother. ‘Innocent of the facts of life, of love, I took Stash’s kiss. My heart 
sang. Always after that we kissed when we met – our lips alone touching.’ 

So the idyllic days passed, until the time came 
when Stash had to leave for a spell with the Lancer 
regiment in which he was a reserve officer. He drove over 
in a Bryczka  to say good-bye. He stayed to supper and 
the merry group of cousins talked and danced until the 
moment came for Stash to leave. They saw him off on the 
verandah. He kissed the hands of his aunts and shook the 
hands of his cousins. 

The drive at Iwonicz takes a U turn half circling the 
park. By cutting across the top of the U, Idetchka could 
hope to intercept Stash at the park gates. 

 
* “The gaze of his blue eyes penetrated mine with 

their luminous gleam” sounds affected in English, which is 
why I have left it in the delicately poetic French.  

“The park was bathed in the light of a wonderful 
full moon,” Idetchka remembered. “I slipped out. I 
skimmed across the garden into the park. The last lap 
was up hill and I arrived breathless. Stash was already 
outside the gate, his back to me. I called his name with 
wh  at breath I had left, but a lover’s hearing is sensitive. 
Stash stopped the horses. He jumped out of the bryszka 
landing with his feet together. “Idetchka!” he cried. He 
ran to me. His hands behind his back, he gazed at me 
and smiled comme font les êtres simples, bons, droits. 
Joie ineffable. Un baiser, et le voilà parti!* I  turned and 
sped back to the house.  

Idetchka ran back to the manor house where she 
was met by her kind Aunt Helena, who said to her with a 
smile in her eyes: “Was the park looking lovely in the 
moonlight up at the top there?” 

“Yes,” murmered Idetchka, “Very lovely.” 

Idetchka resumed her wanderings with her 
mother. Two years later, in 1889, Ida Seilern was worried 
about her daughter’s health and took her to Szczawnica, 
a little watering place in the Carpathian mountains. Since 

two photos of Stash in uniform

Stash Ostaszeski as a
young man in uniform
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Idetchka’s health did not improve, Ida decided that she was pining for Stash and invited 
him over. He proposed and was accepted. 

“Un bonheur infini possédait nos coeurs, pénétrait jusqu’au plus profond de 
nos âmes. Le ciel, les montagnes, les bois, les fleurs souhaitaient la bienvenue à nos 
fiançailles.’** 

They left on a round of joyous visits to cousins. 

It was too good to last. 

Ida Seilern, having taken the initiative of bringing Stash and her daughter 
together, now veered to doubts. She laid down two conditions; they must not live at 
Klimkowka, Stash’s property, because, she alleged, the manor was damp, the ceilings 
low and airless, and heaven knows what else. She countered Stash’s promise to rebuild 
the manor with exasperation, insisting that she could not allow her daughter to live in a 
dark, damp house, and so on and so forth. 

* “…as do simple, good honest beings. Joy ineffable. A kiss and he was gone!” 

** “An infinite happiness filled our hearts, penetrated the deepest depths of our 
souls. The sky, the mountains, the woods, the flowers smiled on our betrothal.” 

 

“The autumn came,” remembered Idetchka. “The leaves yellowed, took on 
shades of brown, copper, and the leaves of wine, beautiful with the beauty of 
melancholy. The fallen leaves had ended their mission on earth, leaving naked the trees 
which they had adorned. The cold winds quickened their fall, scattering them far. Thus, 
sometimes, is it with our hopes which life’s 
chances scatter, revealing the naked reality – 
sharp, hard, inexorable. 

Maman and I returned to Vienna. She 
indulged her moodiness. The triumphant 
happiness of the first weeks of my betrothal 
ebbed, and the disadvantages of the marriage 
loomed.” 

Idetchka’s health continued to trouble her. 
The doctor said that she must not think of 
marriage for some time, that once that she had 
recovered she could only lead a “normal” life if 
surrounded with comfort and free from over-
exertion – a poor lookout for a woman expected 
to share in running a manor farm. The doctor shook his head over the severity of the 
Polish winters. 

A last photo of Stash Ostaszewski
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What the doctor’s diagnosis was we do not know, but the chances are that 
Idetchka was suffering from the lack of self-confidence, the fears, and the anxieties that 
her mother’s moody domination, unpredictable as a weathervane, had instilled in her. 

Other objections readily suggested themselves to Ida. Stash had had a patch on 
a lung. No matter that this had healed and that he had been passed for military service: 
“tuberculosis remains latent and can revive.” Idetchka’s lungs were supposed not to be 
too good either. Marriage between two T.B. subjects and first cousins at that! 
Impossible! What of the children? Ida used all her ingenuity to demolish her daughter’s 
confidence. She succeeded. Together they returned to Iwonicz so that – refinement of 
torture – Idetchka could break off the engagement herself. If it had to be, could not Ida 
have written a letter? 

Idetchka remembered: 

“L’heure atroce, funébre, sonna”.* We were sitting opposite each other across 
the dining room table. The sun streamed in through the windows… I don’t know what I 
said to him. I don’t know how I found the courage or the strength. I had to convince him 
that I was not the woman for him. I said that my inability to cope with the responsibilites 
of the wife of a small landowner would seriously handicap him; he would grow to resent 
this and I would reproach myself all the time… . Stash looked at me like a drowning 
man. He hardly spoke – all that he had to say was in his eyes, which have haunted me 
ever since. I felt his heart break with mine. To see him suffer, to be compelled to make 
him suffer in order to convince him of the need for a sacrifice – was torture…” And my 
mother ended with this cry from her heart: “I never saw him again. I have never ceased 
to love him!” 

This was in 1889. 

Stash told his mother that he would never marry before Idetchka married. So 
year after year Stash’s mother wrote to Ida Seilern “Will Idetchka be getting married this 
year?” – a cheerful source of conversation between mother and daughter.  

In January, 1900, eleven years after breaking off her engagement with Stash, 
Idetchka married Philip Hennessy. Three months later Stash married Anielka Sekowska. 
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IV The Story of the French Ambassador and the Safety Pin 
 

We now approach an event which, at first glance, suggests that Noel Coward 
had bedroom farcically teamed up with Ibsen, breathing doom, in a play that would 
have strained my credulity had I not loved through its final acts and been myself a 
member of its cast. Philip de Wolf Mather Hennessy, aged twenty-six years and nine 
months, Edwardian man of pleasure, proposed to, and was accepted by, Ida Seilern*, 
who was eight years and two months older than he. 

Against which of the two were the stars in their courses fighting? 

Ida was a handsome woman, indeed to anyone with eyes to see, she was 
interesting and beautiful. Her slim figure and naturally waving blue-black hair would have 
rejoiced artists among couturières and coiffeuses. But Ida’s clothes were too often 
cheap or behind the fashion. She did not despise pretty things. But as long as Carlo 
(nineteen months younger than she) was at home, her mother, defying her father’s 
indignation, spent all money available on his education, clothes, and pocket money. By 
the time Carlo was out in the world, Ida, aged twenty-three, had become conditioned to 
make-do with cast-off clothes and to economise on herself in everything. On her 
periodical visits to Poland Ida was gay in the company of her happy-go-lucky country 
cousins, but the lonely years spent elsewhere, moving among the middle aged or 
elderly frequenters of pensions, in her mother’s crushing company, had denied her 
opportunities to acquire the ease of manner, the cheerful, allusive give and take, and the 
quickness of reparte that spread among young people who made the rounds of the 
same houses, parties and pastimes. Ida read widely. She was interested in serious 
things. She was responsible. 

Philip Hennessy was a phenomenon outside Ida’s experience. He could have 
held his own among the characters of the Importance of Being Earnest. Indeed Philip’s 
suave charm would have won over Lady Bracknell where Jack Worthing was getting 
nowhere until Wilde conveniently but unfairly provided him with the means to blackmail 
her. But in pensions Ida had met no Oscar Wilde characters. To her it was important to 
be earnest and in the first years of her marriage she strove to understand what, to her 
was the incomprehensible – Philip’s frivolity and cynicism. 

* From the date of her marriage, Idetchka, “little Ida”, became Ida Hennessy. 
Hereafter “Ida Seilern” refers to her mother. 

Philip kept a register of his conquests. In the twenty years between 1886 and 
1906 he entered sixty-two ladies, fifty-four of whom have various symbols against them 
which, from my personal knowledge of several, I can see, were a method of scoring, 
say, on the analogy of cricket, the number of singles stolen, hits to the boundary and a 
not infrequent Six. The eight names without symbols I take to indicate maiden overs. In 
deference to the representations (which seem to me to flout both the criteria and 
obligations of historical scholarship and to be unduly emotional) of two or three of the 
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now aged grandchildren of the sixty-two ladies, I refrain from citing names, but they 
range from the more passionate upper reaches of the aristocracy to the down-to-earth 
jollity of the once famous Gaiety Theatre chorus. 

On October 18, 1899, Philip turned up after his usual early morning ride in 
Rotton Row late for breakfast at the Grosvenor Gardens house of his friend, Count 
Carlo Seilern and Aspang (1866 – 1940) and his American millionaire’s wife, Nettie. He 
found his host’s sister, Ida, at the breakfast table. Whether Philip was his debonair self 
and strolling from silver covered dish to silver covered dish, fastidiously to help himself 
to his usual hearty post-ride meal, or whether he was, for once, pre-occupied, I do not 
know. But years later my mother told me that eventually he said: 

“Will you come to Paris with me next week?” 

To which she replied: “Well, I don’t see how I can unless I marry you.” 

Ida would have said this with the shy sweet smile, simultaneously clasping her 
hands with a slight awkward movement of the body that was her way of seeking 
reassurance when something made her feel embarrassed. 

“That is what I meant,” Philip said from the other side of the table. He would have 
said this quietly, slowly, a barely perceptible pause between each word, with the studied 
gravity that was his way of emphasising that what he was saying was of particular 
interest – the nub of an anecdote or, as in this instance, of a proposal of marriage. 

 
Ida, seized with emotion, could not speak. She smiled her answer. Philip gravely 

wiped his superbly curled moustache – to which in accordance with the custom of the 
dandies of those days he applied hot tongs when he rose in the morning and again 
when dressing for dinner – laid his napkin on the table, and walked round to Ida with the 
winning smile and diffidence (expressed physically in his gait) that had won many hearts. 
With reverence and gallantry, he kissed her hand, and then, chastely, her cheek. For 
nonchalance of feeling and perfection of manners, Philip’s proposal was perhaps 
unique. 

Ida had begun her thirty-sixth year. Perhaps she told herself that this was her last 
chance to escape from the endless vista that stretched ahead with her dominating, 
tearful, nagging mother. It would be marvellous to have a settled home of one’s own. 
She was also a natural woman and she wanted children. She had had time to think 
these things over, because Philip’s proposal had not come as a surprise. Philip and 
Carlo were friends. When Ida arrived to stay in Grosvenor Gardens, Philip was in and 
out of the house every day. Carlo and he rode in Hyde Park before breakfast. After 
forty-eight hours’ acquaintance with Ida, Philip began to pay her marked attention, 
which (she emphasised in a letter to her mother) she had been careful not to encourage, 
because of the obvious difficulties. Doubtless it would have been natural if she had also 
been flattered by the unexpected attentions to a country cousin like herself – and of her 
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age – of a man so handsome, young, popular, and so accomplished in the social 
graces.  

Of Philip it was true to say that, given the least chance, he was the life of any 
party. 

Philip’s stories were all about himself, frequently against himself, and conveyed 
with studied casualness his wide acquaintance with royalty, the titled, “the great and the 
good”. Whereas too many people often give the impression that they are waiting to cap 
your anecdote, Philip was, as well as a fascinating raconteur, an enchanted listener: he 
laughed at all your jokes and subtly helped to underline your points. Philip was sensitive 
to the reactions to what he or anyone else present was saying, he steered away from 
the least hint of emerging unpleasantness between two people and steered his own 
talk, and that of those around him, into smooth topics, which he lifted from the banal by 
his sense of fun. I have never met anyone with his gift of sweeping everyone along with 
him in his total enjoyment of the passing hour of his own creation. Justin Huntley 
McCarthy endows a character in one of his now forgotten romances with the ability to 
improvise verses on the spot for any occasion. Philip could improvise fictitious but 
rollicking stories in which he figured in improbably ridiculous situations. Anything 
sufficed to fire his imagination. Nor were his stories single simple anecdotes; he was a 
master of what dramatists call “complication”: the unforeseen twist of a story. 

I remember once at a party, one of the guests was upset when he realised that 
he had a hole in an embarrassing part of his trousers. At once Philip intervened. “Why, 
that’s nothing to worry about”, he beamed. “A year ago, when I was at a levee at the 
Court of St. James, I stooped to pick up my handkerchief so abruptly that I burst both 
the back buttons of my court breeches. My braces flew to my neck. It was minutes 
before I was to be presented to His Majesty. How could I bow to him with one hand 
holding up my breeches? You know our respected George V as well as I do – of course 
you do – so, you know he’s a stickler for etiquette and has no sense of humour. What 
to do? Roger Cambon, the French ambassador, was behind me. 

“Excellency, have you a safety pin?” I enquired. 

“Pardon?” 

“Une épingle de nourice’, I repeated. 
‘I’m not sure, but I think not’, he said. 
I pointed to my breeches. Roger smiled his suble smile (son sourire fin). 
‘Ah! Mon cher!’ he said. ‘Vous voilà dans la pagaie, un beau pétrin*!’ 
‘My eye fell on the row of orders pinned to his breast.’ 
‘Mais, Excellence, vous avez toute une collection d’épingles de nourice. Ayez la grace 
de m’en preter une** - you can get the one at the end off easiest’ 
 
“And that was how my breeches came to be held up by the French Ambassador’s 
Siamese Order of the White Elephant”. 
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If you think that was the end of the story you did not know Philip. He went on to 

recount how despite a distracting scratching on the back, he enjoyed the levee, the 
number of old friends he met, and so on. He went home, unpinned his breeches, forgot 
about the Order until a Third Secretary at the French embassy rang to request its return. 
Philip searched everywhere – in vain. Could he have put it in his breeches pocket? 
Where were the breeches? Gone to his tailor to be mended!  Tableau! 

 

A hope seized him. He telephoned Sir William Tyrell’s secretary and asked if he 
could have five minutes with the Permanent Under Secretary of the Foreign Office on an 
urgent matter that could destroy Curzon’s last hope of securing the Anglo-French pact. 
When at 6.50 p.m. he explained his predicament to Tyrrell and urged him to cable the 
British ambassador at Bangkok to procure another Order and despatch it at once to 
London by special courier, “Willie looked at me over his thick glasses, with his head 
quizzically on one side – you know the way he does my father continued. “Philip!” he 
began – but this was too much for one of the listening company. 

“Really, Philip”, he said. “You don’t expect us to believe that! Why all you had to 
do to get a duplicate Order was to – “ 

Most people would betray some annoyance at being interrupted in the middle of 
a successful story, and might be embarrassed by a threat to its credibility. Not so  

 

* ’My dear fellow ! You are up a gum tree !’ 
** ‘But, Excellency, you have a whole collection of safety pins. Be good enough, I 

beg you, to lend me one’. 
 
Philip. Unruffled, he cut in before the interrupter could spoil his dénouement. 

 

“Of course, my dear Bill, you have, with your usual astuteness, spotted my stupidity in 
failing to see the real solution…” 

 

The few seconds pause which followed while Philip collected his imagination for an 
alternative “complication” served only to intensify the pleasurable suspense. 

 

“Willie’s nerve did not fail him. At once he grasped the fundamentals. He knew I was 
wrong. But, for someone, who had, on occasion, persuaded Curzon and Austen 
Chamberlain to change course, I was child’s play.” 
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“You were right to waste no time in coming to me,” he said – a note of concern in his 
gentle voice. “There’s not a moment to be lost. Unfortunately, I can’t put this up to the 
Foreign Secretary because he left this morning for Cannes to confer with Briand. I’ll 
have to take the responsibility on myself. I’ll phone Willy Clarkson this minute.” 

“Willy Clarkson!” I was lost in admiration of Tyrrell’s resourcefulness. Of course! We 
could get a replica of the order from the theatrical costumier.” 

 

There was a roar of laughter. Again, if you thought that Philip could extract no more 
from the story, you knew nothing of his ability to live in his fantasies. 

 

Seizing the right moment when the laughter was abating but before the attention of the 
audience had wandered elsewhere – Philip never tried their patience by trying to revive 
dead embers – he resumed: 

 

“Sometime later Roger Cambon invited me to dine at the embassy. 

“Philip” he greeted me, “This is a Vin d’honneur for you. Vous le méritez!” 

“Plait-il, Excellence?’ I asked. ‘Que diable ai-je donc fait ?’* 

‘You’ve got me a promotion,’ said Roger. “The King of Siam honoured me with a White 
Elephant of the Second Class. Vous-êtes prestidigitateur de valeur.** You’ve secured 
me one of the First Class.” 

 

All this looks long-winded and boring, because I cannot get onto paper Philip’s 
verve and bubbling spirits. He was no deadpan raconteur. He laughed at his own jokes 
till his tears ran, and such was the infection of his own enjoyment that no one could 
resist laughing with him. 

 

* ‘This is an official reception for you, you deserve it !’ 
‘I beg you your pardon, Excellency, what on earth have I done?’ 

**  “You are a first class conjuror!” 
 
 

Note that the success of Philip’s story was based on two premises to which he 
attached importance: he sought (1) to amuse and (2) to smooth out a socially awkward 
moment. Amidst smiles the guest with the torn trousers borrowed without 
embarrassment a safety pin from his hostess and he remained ever after one of Philip’s 
devoted admirers. 
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V The Heritage of the Bourgeois Hennessys and Mathers 
 

All his life Philip talked of his descent from the kings of Ireland. Well, I suppose 
that if one could go back far enough only a red-faced minority would have to find 
plausible reasons for not having royal blood in their veins. Be that as it may, I have only 
been able to trace Philip’s ancestry back to my great-grandfather John (1802-1875), 
who was born in Knocktopher, Kilkenny, of a middle-class family of small landowners, 
professional men, dignitaries of the church, and the like. 

John was active in all Irish national movements and was intimate with the leaders 
of the Old and Young Ireland Parties, so much so that after the abortive Young Ireland 
rising of 1848, he fled to the United States, taking with him his wife Catherine (née 
Laffin, another sound middle class family), his sons Michael (1833-1892) and William 
John (1839-1917). John was able to bring sufficient funds from Ireland to set up a 
wholesale provision business in New York and to buy a house at 9 Lispenard Street 
between Canal Street and Sixth Avenue, now a slum but then a fashionable quarter on 
the outskirts of the city. When I walked down the street in 1943, the original houses had 
been demolished, all except number 9, which, although dilapidated, stood out a two-
storeyed building in contrast to the tall dreary warehouses all round. Its nineteenth 
century architecture was that of a well-to-do residence. The ground floor was a sleazy 
eating house. A brass plate bore the name of a Jewish tailor who occupied the two 
upper floors. Queer feelings of grand-filial pietas brought a lump to my throat as I 
climbed the stairs. I knocked. A voice said: “Come right in!” 

I entered a large cutting room. Patterns, cloth and half-made suits were 
scattered on trestle tables. A small, bald-headed, middle-aged Jew, in waistcoat and 
shirt sleeves, a measuring tape round his neck, peered at me over his spectacles. 

“This was once my grandfather’s home,” – I began. 

“Why!  Whaddya know!” he said enthusiastically. “Take a look around. The whole 
place is yours!” 

In the grip of ancestor worship, I looked around – reverently. What had once 
been a spacious drawing room was now partitioned down the middle. A pleasant 
Victorian cornice disappeared under the partition into an adjoining room, but some 
decorative mouldings on the walls struck me as aggressively ornate. The tailor followed 
my glance. 

 
“Your Grandpappy a bootlegger?” he enquired unexpectedly. 
Startled, I said: “No. He lived here years before prohibition.” 
“Then I guess he didn’t see them decorations,“ the tailor chuckled. 

“They were put up in the 1920s when this was a speak-easy… Moider – and all – was 
done here, he added proudly. 

The tension of grandfilial pietas dissolved in laughter. 
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John Hennessy and his family became American citizens. 

Michael was on the staff of the “New York Times” from its foundation in 
September, 1851, and rose to be its Commercial Editor. He died in July, 1892. His 
hobby was Irish Catholicism, genealogy and place names. His obituary said that on 
these subjects his library was the most complete in the United States. Michael is the 
only Hennessy of whom I have ever heard who had not only signed the pledge but was 
a temperance preacher. In his obsession for books, however, he was a characteristic 
Hennessy. Like me, he brought a new book home every day as often as not, and his 
house at 227 Baltic Street, Brooklyn was, as mine is, bursting with books. When books 
began to overflow into her drawing room, Michael’s wife, Joanna (née Spruhan) was 
exasperated. She threatened that if he came home with another book, she would throw 
it out of the window. “Very well, my dear,” said Michael mildly, “I will bring no more into 
the house.” 

Nor did he. He made his bookseller do his purchases up in a parcel with fourteen 
feet of string attached, which, keeping an eye on the front windows, he lowered furtively 
into the basement area. He then pulled the front door bell in a special way as a signal to 
his (Irish compatriot) cook, who took the books in through the kitchen window. This 
story came to me from my aunt Norah*, who stayed with her uncle and aunt when she 
was seven years old. Uncle Michael took his niece out to see the town, inevitably 
brought some books, and had no option but to take her into his confidence when they 
got back. Norah never forgot the experience: she was thrilled, mystified, and loyal. She 
never gave him away. 

Their memories of 1848 made John and his sons virulently anti-English. William 
John (known to everybody as “Will”) was, however, in two minds about the money that 
his father kept subscribing to Irish causes. “Patriotism is fine but its finer when it begins 
at home,” he once said to me. “Father had been well off but he left nothing when he 
died. Much good it did Ireland! But much more good it could have done me – and you! 
After all you and I are both deserving Irish causes.” 

*Eleonor Hennessy, born 1884, married 1915 Paul Methuen (fourth Baron) died 
1958. 

Among the New York drawing rooms in which Will was guest was that of a 
middle-aged doctor named John Ward, whose wife, Charlotte, many years younger 
than her husband, was an acknowledged beauty. She parted her rich chestnut hair in 
the middle, drawing it closely to either side of her round face. She had an intelligent 
forehead above naturally pencilled eyebrows, eyes capable of a merry twinkle, a well-
proportioned nose and a pleasant imperturbable mouth set in readily dimpling cheeks. 
Without being aggressive, her chin suggested the courage and determination that she 
was to show all her life. 
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Charlotte’s father, William Mather of New England, had died in 1856. Two years 
later, when Charlotte was sixteen, her mother re-married. Charlotte detested her 
stepfather. She left home to become a schoolteacher. She qualified herself largely on 
the job. I possess the “crib” from which she taught Vergil to the top classes. Fifty years 
later she smiled a trifle grimly when she told me “I had my work cut out to keep one 
pace ahead of those tough farmers’ sons. Many a time I sat up the night before. I was 
determined to hold the job down so as not to be compelled to go home to my 
stepfather.” 

How old was she when she got to New York? Gossip has it that she frequented 
a crowd of “advanced” free lovers and thinkers, but since this was an obvious reaction 
to a “bachelor” girl in those days, it may mean anything or nothing. She married Doctor 
John A. Ward, who was many years older than she. For love? Security? Position? Did 
her husband allow her to visit Will Hennessy’s studio to have her portrait painted? 
Whatever the answers, the day came when Charlotte was with child and Doctor Ward 
denied that it was his. He divorced her. She married Will on June 19, 1870. The scandal 
in New York’s Victorian society was such that Will decided to emigrate to England. 

These discoveries reminded me that Grandma had told my wife that her first son 
had died while a baby. My wife said to my father’s sister Moya, that she had not known 
that Grandma had had another son before Philip. “Nor had she,” said Moya. “Grandma 
is 91 and wandering in her mind.” Later my wife said to me: “I must say Grandma talked 
perfectly sensibly about her lost baby and not at all as if she were confused in mind.” 

So one thing leading to another, I tracked down, first, the Law Report of a case 
heard on February 20, 1868, before the New York Supreme Court, First District, 
between Charlotte Ward and Doctor J. A. Ward – not the divorce but a case in which 
the wife denies adultery and puts forward the plea, accepted by the Court, that pending 
the divorce case Doctor Ward should support his wife and also pay her lawyer’s fee. So 
bitter was Ward against Charlotte that he preferred to go to prison rather than pay her 
alimony and he would have gone had his counsel not successfully pleaded a technical 
flaw in his sentence. 

My grandparents were married at St. Patrick’s Catholic church, New Haven, 
Connecticut, home town of Charlotte’s mother and stepfather. 

The marriage certificate is puzzling. 

In the spaces allotted for the names and maiden names of the couple’s parents 
is the entry: “Not stated.” To have entered their names would, one would have thought, 
have been harmless. Was the omission intended to hinder the New England 
newspapers from publicising the wedding among the respectable Mather clan? 

Despite the pre-divorce proceedings, the Clerk of the Court told me: “ We have 
checked the records from 1784 through 1910. There is no record of divorce from Dr. 
John A Ward v. his wife. Bronx Country is part of the Supreme Court’s First District. 
Please write to them.” I did. Bronx replied that their records go back only to 1914 and 
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suggested I try Westchester County. I did. Westchester did not reply. So the question 
is: Was there or was there not a divorce? 

If there was no divorce, Charlotte was committing bigamy. If there was a divorce, 
Charlotte could not have been married in a Catholic church without a religious 
annulment from Rome. To obtain that she would have to have been a Catholic. Did she 
seek religious instruction? Was she received into the Church? If she applied for an 
annulment (which is not automatic) was it granted? Some months before her death in 
1940, Charlotte received instruction and was received into the Church (which gave her 
great comfort, because she felt that it would enable her to rejoin Will in the next world). 

This makes it look as though she had not been received before. On the other 
hand, she was suffering from senile decay : had she forgotten the first ceremony? Was 
she received once or twice? 
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VI CIRCE Gate-crashes Ida's Honeymoon 
 

We now return to Philip Hennessy 's proposal to Ida Seilern. 
Since he regarded himself as an aristocrat, marriage with a countess, of ruling 

families in Austria and Poland, appealed to him as an “alliance”, proof of his own claim 
to aristocracy. Secondly, his sister, Moya , had married the Vicomte, Léon de Janzé, 
and this may have been an additional incitement to climb into the first league by 
marrying into the aristocracy himself.  
 

Then, again, Philip may have thought that Ida was an heiress. Her brother lived in 
grandeur at 24 Grosvenor Gardens and rented country seats, like Frensham Place* for 
the summer.  Ida did have an inheritance of her own -1 the Villa Cornelia in Cimiez, Nice 
~ and she had some capital (how much I do not know),but characteristic of what some 
would call her filial piety and others her capacity for self-inflicted suffering and the 
inadequacy of her defence mechanism, Ida allowed her mother to manage the property 
and to live off its income until she died in 1916.  Nor, for reasons that will emerge, did 
she get anything out of the property thereafter.  The constant financial uncertainties 
which wore Ida down throughout these years would have been relieved had she quietly 
insisted on her rights in the Villa Cornélia.  

 

It is clear from her letters written in these weeks to her mother that Ida was as 
joyous and excited as any normal newly engaged girl expects to be and that, like so 
many others, she wondered at her good fortune as she made one happy discovery after 
another about her fiance's delightful character.  For example, she tells her mother that 
Philip is at heart deeply sincere and not at all the cynical man of the world that he likes 
to pretend to be.  Ida was living in a castle·-in-the air of her own building.  Her stay in it 
did not survive her honeymoon. 

 

The Hennessy family and Ida's brother, Carlo, were disturbed at the possibility of 
this marriage, because of the difference in ages and because while Ida's dowry was 
meagre, Philip had neither a penny nor a job and would continue penniless and jobless 
for as far ahead as the Hennessys and Carlo could see. 

  

For some days the Hennessy-Seilern opposition created discords at Grosvenor 
Gardens, which made the sensitive Ida wilt: "I felt quite ill," she wrote.  

 

 
1 Moya Hennessy, born 1875, married 1897, Léon, Vicomte de Janzé, died 1940. 
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The one person who immediately approved of the marriage was Ida's 
unpredictable mother, who gave her blessing from the Villa Cornelia, where she was 
living.  Did she feel that Philip ought to be seized as her thirty-five year old daughter's 
last chance? Had she come to regard her spinster daughter's company as a burden for 
the rest of her life? Did she want to be rid of the expense?  

 

I do not know, but as one of my cousins once put it to me: "The trouble with our 
grandmother was that she was just a bloody fool."  Gaps there are in this as an 
assessment but, as a definition, I am unable to better it. 

 

While Carlo Seilern reveled in Philip's company all his life, neither then nor later had 
he any illusions about him as a husband for his sister. He wrote to his mother protesting 
that he could not understand how she could accept Philip as a son-in-law, a letter 
which doubtless clinched her. approval. 

 

But what were Ida and Philip to live on?  And where? 

 

The answers may provoke., among the charitable or compassionate, amazement 
at Ida’s, childlike attitudes, inexperience, and defencelessness, or, among no-nonsense, 
common-sense observers, exasperation. At Philips, fecklessness, and irresponsibility, 
or, among the psychiatrically. Minded, forebodings about the destinies that these two 
obviously disturbed personalities were ensuring for themselves. 

 

As to income, Philip had been a special correspondent of the New York Herald in 
the Graeco-Turkish war of 1897 in which he was as successful in galloping about 
picturesquely, enjoying himself and being overtaken by the advancing Turks, causing 
diplomatic enquiries to be made about him, as he was in getting despatches published.  
The Herald had not kept him on after the war.  He had then done desultory free-lance 
journalism and regarded himself as an author.  True that he had as yet published 
nothing, but he told Ida that he was confident that success was round the corner.  All 
his life he wrote himself novels and short stories.   They were his form of psychedelism.  
Most authors seek freedom from distraction. Philip could write anywhere.  For the 
eighteen years that he was a manager in the old Lloyds and National Provincial Foreign 
Bank, in intervals between clients, passionate love scenes would stream from his pen in 
his complicated ornate, baroque, indeed ro0coco, handwriting.  I have scores of them; 
the trouble is that few are finished.  His talent was as a verbal entertainer.   When he 
wrote, he produced what amounted to drafts with splendid possibilities, but he was 
verbose and ornate. He was full of ideas; too full because half, or even a quarter, way 
through a story, he would lose interest in it and launch out on another dazzling idea.  
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In the autumn of 1899, Philip assured himself - and Ida - that he was going to 
outdistance his favourite Balzac. 

 

That, however, was in the future.  What to do to bridge the interval between effort 
and triumph?  

 

The sort of fairy godmother good luck that publishers' readers deplore in novels 
solved the problem.  Nettie Seilern2, Carlo's charming, generous, beautiful, wealthy, 
twenty-four-year-old American wife, offered Ida an allowance of £800 a year for life. 

 

In 1900,  £800 a year bought perhaps ten times what it could have bought in 
1973 (and doubtless much more than that by the time these words are published). You 
could not cut a dash on £800 a year, but you could live comfortably in the country, with 
a cook, parlour, and house maid.  You could have, as did my parents, a landau, a 
wagonette, a luggage cart, and three or four horses, one a hunter. The husband could 
afford to belong to a London club and the wife to entertain adequately. With fees at £30 
a term, a son or two could be educated at a public school.  

 

Splendid: Now, we can marry! It apparently occurred neither to Ida, nor to Philip to 
suggest that solicitors should perform their function, which is to make legal provision for 
unforeseen eventualities, e.g., what would Ida's position be if, having married on the 
verbal promise of £800 a year for life, Nettie later were to fall out with the Seilerns and to 
divorce Carlo - or to die?   Nobody asked.  Again, if £800 a year is fine to live on, it 
won't buy a house. Where do we live? 

 

Ida answered that by pointing to her Villa Cornelia, in which both her mother and 
her uncle Charles Zaluski* lived for long spells throughout each year.3 

 

Ida, who yearned for happy relationship with her mother, thought that the sight of 
her own happiness with Philip would at last melt her mother's heart towards her. As for 
Uncle Charles, was he not the kindest of men? He had given away most of his sizeable 

 
2 Antoinette Woerishofer, born 1875, married Carlo 1898, died 1901.  

 
3 Her bachelor uncle, born in 1833, then retired after a long and distinguished career in 

the Austrian diplomatic service.  Died 1919 at Iwoniez 
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fortune to sisters, nephews and nieces, and lived modestly on his pension. What Philip 
thought of the prospect of living with his mother and uncle-in-law is not recorded but he 
had his own techniques for avoiding unpleasantness. 

 

Philip's contribution to the housing problem was to point out that hi sister Moya 
and her husband Léon de Janzé had, besides their town residence in Paris, the 
Château de Parfondeval, a beautiful estate in Normandy.  Léon and Moya only visited its 
2,000 acres of forest and arable land for the shooting season.  For the rest of the year if 
Philip and Ida wanted a change from the Villa Cornélia, they could, Philip said, live at 
Parfondeval.  So now that they, or rather Ida, had an income and a home, and that 
Philip could offer no income but someone else’s home, no obstacles remained to the 
marriage, which was solemnised by the Bishop of Nice on February 10, 1900, in the old 
church at Cimiez which, Ida noted, without, however, attaching any symbolic 
importance to it, had a stuffed crocodile suspended from the ceiling 4. 

 

Immediately after the return from their honeymoon at Cap Martin, Ida was years 
later to write in her autobiography: 

 

Circe, a french woman, who played a certain role in your father's life, began to 
telegraph and write to him.  He left her telegrams lying about the place and it is 
probable that the maid read them. In an exercise book containing his short stories., 
which he gave me to read, I found a letter from her saying ‘But quit, then (laches donc), 
these two crazy women’.  I said nothing, but he noticed a change in my manner and 
asked. I mentioned the letter. He seemed distressed, was very affectionate, and offered 
explanations which I found it difficult to know how to take – 

 

The letters, a sheaf of which I have before me as I write, could have but one 
meaning:  they reveal Circe to be one of the women who became obsessed with Philip, 
crazed with passion for him, oblivious of public opinion or consequences.  As the 
French say crudely but clearly ‘Elles avaient Philip dans la peau’, the dictionary 
translation of which “They were infatuated with Philip” is pallid beside the literal “They 
had Philip in their skin.” 

 

Thus. In the earliest weeks of her marriage, Eder learned that she was but one in a 
procession. In her husband's life. Would it be any consolation? To her to discover. That 
she was prima inter pares or, more strictly, prima inter pares mutantes? 

 
4 I am told that this must have been a votive offering from someone who had escaped from a 

crocodile or who had an enemy who had not. 
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Philip was in the habit of giving his inamorata allusive names, like Roxane, 
Carmen, or Diane.  Circe’s real name was Lily.  She was one of the. fiftyfour*.   Study of 
her letters suggests that older than Philip, she was the mistress of a wealthy man, or a 
high class woman of easy virtues: she stays at the Savoy in London.: keeps a horse to 
ride in the In Paris bois ; spends holidays on the Riviera or in Egypt. Her handwriting is 
uneducated, her spelling unreliable. She is primitive in physical passion and in the 
spitefulness of her jealousy.  She has a pretty line. In elementary sarcasm.  She has not 
met the two Ida Seilerns, mother and daughter, but she apparently knows Carlo. And a 
number of Philips other friends. She simply, but simply, cannot understand how Philip 
can have left her for these two folles (crazies) - the thirty-five year old invalid. Aida. And 
her tearful mother. She received no reason why Philip should not drop everything and 
come at once whenever she feels like it, which is often. Regardless of appearances, she 
showers letters and wires on Philip to whom they must have meant something because, 
since Circe rarely dates a letter, he takes care to write on each of the dates on which he 
receives it and he keeps them all (as trophies?). Commas, semi colon's and many initial 
capitals flee before the intensity. Of sickest feelings. Here is a letter dated May 8, 1900, 
written (four months after Philip's marriage) in French, the style of which I try to convey. 

 

My dear Philip, 

I am absolutely angry at you if you loved me. You would easily find a way to come to me 
a few days alone. All you have to do is to say you've been commissioned by a 
newspaper to report on the Paris exhibition but you don't love me and some madame 
Sampson5 or other detains you in Nice.  The exhibition6 Is magnificent and nearly over. 
The newspapers are idiotic. 

 

I'm bored to death without you. If you don't come quickly, I will be unfaithful to 
you. So much the worse for you. I'm not such a fool. Darling, I love you. But really what 
a let-down. For that matter the Idas don't need to come they’re too great molly-coddles 
the exhibition would be too tiring for them. I can just see each of them in a little baby’s 
pushcart and you trotting behind like a well-trained poodle. We could have such fun 
now before it gets ……. 

 

 

 

 

 
5 i.e., Delilah. 
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This sentence continues on next 
page. Scanned from original 

typewritten document. 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

35 

 



 

 

 

36 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

37 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

38 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 

39 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 

40 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

41 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

42 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

43 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

44 

 
  



 

 

 

45 

VII „I have neither mother, nor husband, nor child“  -  IDA 
 

Ida Marie Hennessy, (born Seilern)  1864 – 1944 
sister of Carlo Seilern 

married Philip Mather Hennessy 
 

Ida's first son, Patrick, was born on January 24, 1901. It was a difficult birth. 

Ida was a devoted mother.  She began by nursing Patrick herself - by no 
means usual in those days - but her supply being inadequate, he had to have  
"formulae" which Ida. prepared herself.  She also gave him his bath, another unusual 
point in an age of nannies. 

As the months went by, Ida became worried about the baby.  He did not seem 
well.  Dr. Jukes re-assured her:   it was the exceptionally hot summer, which did not 
suit many babies, he said, and he told Philip that she fussed too much.  

One day when Patrick was asleep, Ida noticed that his eyes were fluttering up 
and down beneath the lids.  She sent for the doctor, who would not commit himself.  
Patrick cried in a new and strange way.  Ida wrote:  

 

I racked my brain for a way to soothe him.  He quietened when I played the 
piano softly to him.  The next day Jukes said Patrick must be kept in a dark room, lit 
only by a shaded candle.  Patrick cried more and more.  The meningitis cry is 
peculiar and distressing.   At one time my poor adored baby cried incessantly for 16 
hours. 

My anxiety gave way to terror. I felt like someone imprisoned in darkness, 
groping for a way out. I knew with everything in me that Patrick was not being given 
the right treatment. To have an intuition that this precious life, which seemed to be 
fleeing from me, could be saved, and that every hour, every minute, lessened the 
chances, was an ordeal. 

I asked for a consultation with a specialist.  Jukes had difficulty in tracking one 
down in London because it was August.  At last Dr. Coutts came on the 26th...  When 
the child was examined, I saw for the first time what the darkness had prevented me 
from seeing: Patrick's lips were blue... Coutts gave me no hope... The mustard bath 
prescribed - and that I gave Patrick myself - revived him for a moment.  His eyes 
sought mine.  What distress was in their look ! The inability to breathe tortured him 
and was torturing to watch.  The Doctor therefore asked us to leave the nursery.  He 
stayed there alone with the nurse.  Towards midnight the soul of our child left its 
bruised body.  Early the next day I went into the nursery. The big windows, flung wide 
open, let in the pure air and the sun. lt was chilly. 

I ran to the bed on which Baby lay in a white dress. His tiny hands and his 
forehead were cold - like marble. He no longer had need of warm clothing.  He had 
need of nothing - except a grave. One does not always realise the full horror that the 
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ward "grave" carries with it. The horror of helplessness is worse than the horror that 
one feels in peering into an abyss, deep, unfathomable, silent, without light, without 
life, without hope...  In a few weeks thirty-nine years will have fled since August 27, 
1901, but one does not forget. The tears well when one recalls feelings that lie deep 
in one's heart.  

When I saw the undertaker touch the tiny body on the bed, a strange 
sensation, something like indignation, seized me.  But reason prevailed. I realised 
that it was his job to take the measurements for the coffin that would be from now on 
my child's (Patrick H.) cradle. 

 

lt is staggering to think that neither Philip nor the nurse thought of keeping Ida 
out of the way when the undertaker was due.  

On August 28, 1901, Ida had been married eighteen months.  How, in the light 
of her experiences. at Nice, at Parfondeval, and at Matlock Lodge, did she look upon 
her situation?  

Following immediately on the entries in her (Ida Marie H.) autobiography 
quoted above, I find this:  

On the morning of August 28, your father (Philip Mather H. ?), hollow-eyed, 
took the coffin away in the landau.  Standing behind a curtain in the corner of a 
window, I watched them go, and I said aloud “I have neither mother, nor husband, 
nor child”. 
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VIII Uncle Carlo and the Great Blotting Paper Crisis of 1907  
 

Some weeks before Patrick's death (Jossleyn's elder brother who died aged 7 months 
in 1901), Philip (Hennessy, Jossleyn's father) had looked at a neighbouring property for sale. 
lfield Park was a three storeyed country house with thirteen bedrooms; drawing room, 
dining room, library, theatre (with proscenium, footlights, dressing rooms and auditorium to 
seat thirty), servants hall, roof observation-balcony (commanding lovely views over several 
miles north east and west) garage, stables, coach-house (beneath quarters for the 
coachman's family), conservatory with vines and figs, greenhouses (with rank upon rank of 
flowers) in pots, huge, middling, and small; long, narrow tanks covered with water plants; 
pools glimmering with gold fish; the warm, humid air, laden with exotic aromas); croquet, 
tennis, and archery lawns; a glorious, full grown copper beach, a supported weeping willow, 
traditional monkey-puzzle tree, summer house star-shaped rose beds, herbaceous border, 
high-pink-walled kitchen garden, orchard with loose box, the privacy of the whole ensured 
by a circle of thickly growing rhododendron bushes, hazelnut alleys, and fir and pine trees, 
pierced at a single point by a quarter of a mile drive guarded by a lodge in which lived the 
farmer and his family who rented the home farm.  

 

lfield Park entranced Philip. A late nineteenth century builder's speculation, 
architecturally the house was nondescriptly inoffensive, comfortable and spacious, and he 
rightly considered that, with its tree-encircled lawns and park lands, it was ideal for a country 
gentleman who wished to give leisurely Edwardian week-end parties in the summer, 
amateur theatricals in the winter, provide his guests with mounts for hunting or hacking, 
garage space for three or four cars, and for breakfast fresh eggs and milk from the farm. 
Always providing that one had the income to foot the bills, a point on which Ida was from 
the first apprehensive.  

 

Ida had no idea of costs in England but she judged from the upkeep of her Villa 
Cornelia (whose garden was run on the metayer system (cultivation of land for a proprietor 
by one who receives a proportion of the produce) that lfield Park with acres of roof to 
maintain, lawns, gardens and orchards to tend, was altogether too lavish. She would have 
preferred a modest four or five-roomed house and more land than a meagre twenty-five 
acres to rent or farm. Philip ridiculed her fears. The rent from the farm, he said, would be 
¬£100 a year; the farmer would supply labour to tend the gardens and orchards, the ample 
surplus produce from which could be sold in Crawley. Why, lfield would not only pay for 
itself, it would make money. It is possible that these dreams could have been made to come 
true if Philip had known anything of horticulture, estate management, and farming, and 
been prepared for the year in, year out, slog of a farmer's life. His plans for lfield were 
characteristic of the various glowing schemes, always on the verge of making a fortune, that 
he pursued until he joined Lloyds Bank in 1914. These ventures resembled his novels in that 
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they left behind a train of brilliant starts, each readily abandoned in favour of an even more 
dazzling idea.  

 

Philip's ample income from writing was still, and was always to remain, in the future. 
Meanwhile Ida's allowance from her sister-in-law, Nettie (Seilern), was ¬£800 a year. Full of 
doubts, but yielding to Philip's judgement, Ida bought lfield for ¬£3'600 with a mortgage of 
¬£2'000 on which the interest was ¬£120 a year. She bought a carriage-horse, a hunter, a 
brood mare, a landau, wagonette, dogcart, station wagon, furniture for the house and 
coachman's quarters; garden mowing machine and (what was to become to me) a 
fascinating water cart - a zinc barrel suspended from hinges on a creaking and boum-
bouming push-carrier with two large flat-rimmed iron wheels.  

 

On September 22, 1901 - twenty-five days after Patrick's death - as they were sitting 
down to breakfast, Philip asked Ida to get ready to catch the next train to Farnham, the 
station for Frensham Place, the country mansion that Carlo had rented for the summer. 
Nettie had died.  

 

The loss of a loved and gracious sister-in-law ("the closest and dearest friend I ever 
had" Ida once told me), coming so soon after her own bereavement, was grievous. The loss 
of ¬£800 a year was, in Ida's eyes, ominous: she would willingly have got rid of lfield Park, in 
which they were not yet living as it was still in the hands of decorators, and furniture was 
being bought and delivered piecemeal; the mortgage was signed but they could sell the 
house and find a modest alternative.  

 

To Philip, Ida's attitude was defeatist. She was, he said, invariably hypnotised by 
forebodings of calamity. Carlo, as heir to Nettie's fortune, would, "of course" assume Nettie's 
obligations to his sister, besides there would be the income from Philip's writing and from 
letting the farm. As usual, Ida's lack of self-confidence yielded to Philip's carefree optimism.  

 

He was, of course, right about the farm: it was let, if not for ¬£100 a year at least for 
¬£24, plus the obligation to mow the lawns and maintain the gardens. He was also, of 
course, right about Carlo, who promised an allowance, if not of ¬£800 at least of ¬£500. But 
the trouble with Carlo throughout his life was that although he was wealthy, he was never 
quite wealthy enough. He always mustered pocket money to rough it at the Ritz or, when 
engaged in one of his periodical economy drives, to id it at the Grosvenor Hotel in Victoria 
Station (which, he pointed out, was a terrific economy on taxis between station and hotel). 
But life was so expensive that he was compelled to engage in a series of enterprises intended 
not only to make his own fortune but his sister's too - for - and I write this sincerely, without 
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a trace of irony, in the light of my experience of Uncle Carlo over thirty years - he was 
unselfishness, generosity, and bonhomie personified. Bonhomie is here the right word; it is 
often used in English as synonymous for "hail-fellow-well-met", but its true meaning 
combines the notions of simple good-heartedness and good nature with guilessness.  

 

In their infinite resource for unearthing stupidly neglected schemes for making 
money, Philip and Carlo were identical, except that Carlo was always worried by his lack of 
money, whereas Philip more often than not rode resiliently over his, scattering generous tips 
right and left. There was, however, in Philip, as I hope to show, more than the superficial 
flaneur. Even if lacking in depth, his superstructure was complex. On the other hand, Carlo 
was straightforward, uncomplicated, and loveable at first sight, although more enduring 
relations required stamina, because his affairs were usually in some muddle and therefore a 
trial, sore to himself, sorer to Ida and others who dad to deal with him.  

 

When Carlo married Nettie, he found the sums settled upon her and the allowance 
made to him inadequate. He therefore cast around. He observed from the newspaper that 
people made fortunes on the London Stock Exchange. All you needed was  

Some capital in hand,  
Flair and  
Inside information.  

Carlo could always borrow (1), knew that he had plenty of (2) but he could only 
acquire (3) by becoming a member of the Stock Exchange and for this it was necessary to be 
a British subject. Carlo became naturalised (His male descendants remain British subjects to 
this day.)  

 

He then proceeded to back the inside information so acquired until his mother-in-law 
(Anna Woerishoffer) said to him:  

"I am rich but I'm not rich enough to bail you out every time you try to beat the 
market".  

Mrs. Woerishoffer's anxiety for the future of her grandsons led her to tie her money 
up in a trust, which prevented Carlo from touching capital and gave him an income that 
would have been comfortable but for his discovery, half a century before Northcote 
Parkinson, that "expenditure rises to meet income." Carlo, hurt by Mrs. Woerishoffer's lack 
of confidence in his flair, and puzzled by her frivolous "je m'en foutism" (I don't care a damn) 
towards sound investment, decided to pay her out by giving up the Stock Exchange; if, in 
consequence, her grandsons starved she might see the point.  
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Carlo was as much a slave to efficiency as to economy. He kept his clocks a quarter of 
an hour fast so that everyone should be in time for the theatre or a train. Curtains, however, 
persisted in rising, and trains in departing, before the scheduled hour whenever he turned 
up. Philip maintained that this was because theatres and trains observed Greenwich Mean 
Time and not Carlo's Mean Time. After that, when Carlo announced the hour at which he 
wished something done, everyone would chorus "GMT or CMT?" Carlo would smile 
tolerantly and say "Well, just keep your eye on the clock." He suspected that his household 
loitered, safe in the belief that his clocks gave them fifteen minutes in hand, so now and 
again, he would surreptitiously put them back to the correct hour, which made everyone 
thirty minutes late for their dentists or their dinners. Carlo would ask innocently "Didn't you 
see the time?"  

 

Philip, who was fond of his brother-in-law, used to say that Carlo was like a high-
spirited terrier; he had the same wistfully intelligent expression; the illusion was complete if 
you went for a stroll with him. He never walked; he trotted with short, quick steps. He would 
dart from your side to look at a shopwindow. Before you could join him, he would be off to 
study a poster elsewhere. After motors came in, if you suddenly heard hoots and screaming 
brakes, you would see a bespattered Carlo beaming at the traffic from the edge of the 
opposite pavement, with a "What-fun-life-is" smile stretched from ear to ear. It was best to 
walk steadily on. Carlo always came back to the house.  

 

Periodically after Nettie's death, Ida kept house for Carlo, his three small sons and 
their nurse, Julia. In 1907, she and Philip stayed with him for some time at 131, Harley Street, 
which he had rented.  

 

On morning, as Carlo was rushing out of the house - he was always pressed for time - 
Ida called after him:  

"Carlo, buy me some blotting paper, will you?"  

Carlo put a harassed face round the door.  

"What?" Quickly now, or I'll be late." "We're out of blotting paper,"  

"Good God!" Blotting paper! Blotting paper!!"  

Carlo shrugged expressive shoulders.  

"As if I hadn't enough on my hands with all this-"  

he waved round while my mother's eyes followed the circle in hopes of discovering 
what it was that he had on his hands - "without having blotting paper thrown in."  

 

The next day, King, the butler, came in to my mother and said:  
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"Some blotting paper has arrived, madam."  
"Oh? I thought Count Seilern might forget, so I bought a packet myself," Ida smiled. Never mind, 
a few extra sheets will be useful."  
"There's a van outside. With a ton, madam," King said distinctly. "A ton?"  
"Twenty hundredweight, madam."  
"What does he want a ton for?" Ida asked, laughing in spite of herself. "Maybe his lordship is 
thinking of writing a letter, madam" King said, strictly in character.  
"How many sheets are there in a ton? Ida wondered. "Several millions by the looks of it," King 
said gloomily.  
"Say there's been a mistake and send it away," Ida had decided, when Carlo trotted happily in.  
"I've saved you ¬£4 in housekeeping money, my dear Ida," he announced. "You have?" It was a 
sigh rather than a question.  
"By taking a ton, I got a 20 per cent discount," Carlo said triumphantly. "I've already got a packet 
for a shilling."  
"Yes, at the rate of ¬£20 per ton instead of ¬£16," Carlo scorned. "Where shall I store it, my 
lord?" Kind said.  
"Store it?" Carlo put on his "For-heaven's-sake-must-I-do-everything-for-you" tone. "The house 
is big enough."  
"We might squeeze a hundredweight into the wine cellar - King began.  

Carlo bristled at him.  
"I will not have the claret disturbed. What about" - he thought rapidly- "one of the maid's 
bedrooms?"  

My mother and King, who were firm allies in the management of the household, exchanged glances.  
"Where will the maid sleep?" Ida asked, mildly enough.  

As my father used to say, my mother's reasonableness only encouraged her brother's aptitude for 
solving difficulties.  

"Sleep?" Carlo snorted contemptuously. "On the blotting paper, of course."  
 

Suddenly inspiration seized him and he began to pace round the room. "A new use 
for blotting paper!" he cried. "We can furnish room with it! Wallpaper, carpets, chairs, chests 
of drawers, tables, beds, pillows, sheets, blankets - all made of blotting paper of different 
colours! There's a fortune in it! And think of the convenience if you are an author. You can't 
mislay it! There it is, all round you. Are you writing on the mantelpiece?" (Carlo thought of all 
possibilities) "You don't need to move -you blot there. Do you write in bed? You use the 
sheets! And what a room for children! They could throw ink at the walls - wallow in it - and 
only have to blot themselves on the floor to be ready for a party! And no more sweeping or 
dusting! You simply tear off the top sheet." That's where you'd make the money-" Carlo said 
shrewdly - "on the re-fills. You'd have a monthly re¬¨blotting day. It's the idea of the 
century!  

 

Philip entered. From the expressions with which everyone turned to him - Carlo rapt - 
King respectfully washing his hands of the whole thing - Ida signalling an S.O.S. - Philip saw 
that he was being called upon to play his recognised role as conciliation officer in awkward 
social situations.  
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"Carlo's got the idea of the century," Ida said.  
"This century or the last?" Philip asked, deeply interested.  

 
Carlo ran up excitedly and seemed about to leap all over him, but instead he began 

walking him rapidly up and down while he explained. When he finished, Philip said 
impressively:  

 
"Carlo! If people would only listen to you -  
'"'There!" Carlo rounded on the other two. You see! Philip understands at once."  
 
" - They would be richer and happier," Philip continued, in the tones of a Victorian moralist. 
"But, alas! You are, as usual, a century before your time. Remember that the Inquisition 
imprisoned Galileo for fooling about with the sun-"  
 
"But I'm not "fooling about" with blotting paper," Carlo interrupted with some heat.  
"I'm only putting the stupid official viewpoint," Philip said. "Remember that  
it took half a century to persuade the War Office to adopt the breech-loading gun. People will 
make absurd objections. They'll say that a blotting paper room would absorb the damp in wet 
weather."  
"But you could devise a non-absorbent blotting paper," Carlo cried.  
 
"Of course, you could," my father agreed warmly. "Blotting paper which didn't blot! It would 
catch on like - he searched for a simile.  
"Wild fire that didn't burn," Ida said.  
"That suggests an advertising campaign, "Philip said. "you know the sort of thing: "Keep that 
escutcheon blotted! Or - "  
"Mothers! It's baby's blotting time! "Carlo nodded enthusiastically. Ida rose.  
"Whether it's GMT or GMT, it's certainly ML T" she said. "What's that?" Carlo said, suspiciously.  
"My lunch time," Ida answered, moving towards the dining room.  
Carlo looked at the clock, which said 1.35. He turned slightly away from Philip and stole a glance 
at his watch.  
"It's all right, it's only " he began, checked himself, and finished carelessly:  
"Twenty-five minutes to two."  
"I'll just wash. Don't wait for me," Philip said waving Carlo and Ida to the dining room.  
 

Quietly, he told King to put a hundredweight of blotting paper in the cellar and to 
send the rest back. Carlo's interest was always absorbed in the things and people in front of 
him. Philip judged that if the blotting paper were out of sight, he would forget it.  

Carlo received the bill a few days later, and my mother feared that this would re-
open the question of the maid's sleeping arrangements, but by that time Carlo was working 
on a plan for reducing his transport costs by keeping an elephant, so although he regretted 
the opportunity missed in blotting paper, he was only half-hearted about it.  
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Unfortunately, when he came to write the cheque, he unerringly spotted that since 
he had taken only one hundredweight, Frank Smythson had reduced the discount from 20 to 
10 percent. Instantly blotting paper obliterated elephants from his mind.  

"I'm not going to throw money away like this," he said angrily. But after a moment, a 
"big business" expression came over his face, and he retired to his study at a purposeful trot.  

Later Carlo said:  

"I've solved the storage problem. Frank Smythson agreed to take 15 hundredweight back."  
"We've got one hundredweight here" Ida said. "What have you done with the remaining four?"  
"I'll give you two guesses," Carlo said, dancing from one foot to the other in excitement.  
"You've taken a suite at the Savoy for it?" Ida suggested. "Wrong!" Carlo replied seriously. "Give 
up?"  
"You've deposited it for safe custody in the strong room at your bank," Philip said after careful 
thought.  
"How did you guess?" Carlo was crestfallen.  
"It's the one place where he could keep it for nothing," Philip explained to Ida, and he managed 
to inject such admiration into his voice that Carlo's spirits were restored and what was 
remembered in the family (until the Agadir crisis of 1911 blotted it out) as the Great Blotting 
Paper crisis of 1907 was over.  

 
Note:  Nothing, incidentally, came of Uncle Carlo's idea of keeping an elephant to economise on 

horses and station waggons to fetch the luggage of his weekend guests form the station to 
his house in the country, because (so he claimed) Philip persuaded Carlo that the economies 
that he would make on the horse transport would be outweighed by the fines that he would 
incur for frightening the trains with his elephant.  

 
The aftermath was that the one thing with which, despite several financial crises, Ida 

was always bountifully supplied was the finest quality of Ford's pink blotting paper. I myself 
used the last sheets in 1928, some twenty-one years later, which suggests that Carlo had, in 
sheer size, brought off the biggest bargain of the century. I confess to have invented the 
price and discount that Smythsons' offered, the real figures of which have long been 
forgotten. It is, of course, possible that the story may have lost nothing in countless re-
tellings, but its spirit is in keeping with the characters of the protagonists - and that in a way 
which emerges only after reflection.  

In the first place, Carlo was the son of his parents' broken marriage and of his 
mother's self-pity: he retained an eleven-year old's enthusiasm for new experiences and a 
teenager's maturity of judgment. But, whatever his weaknesses, he was a sentient human 
being. Here, in illustration, are extracts from the letter that he wrote in French to his mother 
(Ida Seilern, born Zaluska) on September 22, 1901, a few hours after the death of his 
beautiful 26-year-old wife, Nettie, after three and a half years of marriage:  

Darling Maman,  
When you receive these lines you will already have learned of the terrible blow dealt me by the 
loss of my beloved Nettie, the staunchest, most loving of wives, the best of mothers. My family 
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happiness which, thanks to her unique qualities, was perfect, is shattered for ever. I am still 
completely unable to realise the extent, and the tragic consequences, of my misfortune: when I 
think of my three motherless darling children, I become crazed with grief.  
I know that, despite the sad misunderstandings that came between you and her  
(see Note below) , you loved her sincerely and appreciated her exquisite qualities of heart. I 
know that my tears, which keep brimming over, will mingle with yours and that together in our 
grief we shall forget our differences in the past...  
 
Towards the evening yesterday the poor child lost consciousness .... She died at four this 
morning without regaining it and probably without any idea that her end was near ...  
 
I cannot write more today, dear Maman, because I am prostrate ....  
Poor darling Ida and poor Philip, they also have had a terrible shock and are still overcome by 
their own sufferings ....  
I kiss you hands and commend myself to your motherly compassion. Your unhappy Carlo.  

 

Note:  Ida Seilern, Carlo Seilern's mother (born Zaluska) apparently did not get along with Nettie. 
Chapter II (above) partly explains this state of affairs.  

 

Nettie lies in the far corner of the cemetery at Farnham, Surrey, in a tomb which, 
beneath the arms in coloured relief of the Seilern and Aspang family, bears an epitaph taken 
from Archbishop Fenelon (1651-1715): "Gathered by the angels, her death was asleep and 
her soul knew not the agonies of its passing. While in our amidst she was a gentle zephyr, 
good, sweet, tender, affectionate - fleeting."  

The epitaph is among that minority which is both beautiful and true. I wish I knew 
who took the time and pains to seek it out for Nettie. Since Francois de Salignac de la Mothe 
Fenelon was an aristocrat and a prince of the Church, a combination for which Philip had a 
special cult, and since he had a copy of Fenelon's Telemachus in his library at lfield, Philip 
may well have been responsible. It would have been characteristic of his urge to give 
pleasure to others which found expression in graceful flattery or, as in this possibility, a 
gracious need.  

 

Ida and Philip scrambled through 1903 to 1906, partly by paying some lengthy visits 
to generous friends, such as Dr. Ludwig Mond, father of Robert and Alfred (Later the first 
Baron Melchett), or to Count Alexander Perpocher, and his wife, Rosette, daughter of Ida's 
aunt Fanny Zelenska (nee Zaluska). My parents and I, aged 3, spent Christmas of 1905 on the 
Perpocher estate at Neudorf Silesia (at that time part of Germany). Then uncle Carlo helped 
out by inviting Ida to keep house for him at 131, Harley Street, and again by renting lfield for 
a summer.  

But Philip's dependence on his wife's allowance, and on prolonged visits, irked Carlo 
and he periodically lectured him on his responsibilities as a husband and a father and on the 
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need for any self-respecting man in his position to get himself a job and an income of his 
own. Now, an average man, and especially an average brother-in-law, clearly vulnerable, as 
Philip was, to such criticisms, might easily have responded by taking offence, quarrelling, or 
developing an attitude of hostility towards Carlo, perhaps refusing to meet him. Philip was 
neither an average man nor an average brother-in-law. He listened patiently, and refrained 
from exploiting opportunities for "What about you?" retorts. He invariably left Carlo in a 
pleasant glow at having accomplished his duty and grateful towards Philip for having made it 
so easy. But although above the average, Philip was no superman. His way of getting his own 
back was to tell amusing and somewhat patronising stories about "ce pauvre Carlo" - such as 
the Great Blotting Paper crisis, of which the basic fact comes from Ida but the colour and 
style of the story from Philip - which held Carlo up to ridicule, gentle and affectionate, so 
that no one could take offence, but which at the same time revealed Philip as the kindly, 
sophisticated man of the world, getting Carlo out of scrapes and smoothing everyone's path.  

 
I can't help pointing out that Philip's technique not only assuaged his wounded vanity 

but that, in contrast with many, who do this by spreading venom and ill-will, Philip spread 
innocent laughter.  

IX Ida’s exasperates her in-laws 
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X “My life is a preliminary rough sketch – Ida 
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XI The case of the green-eyed governess 
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XII Interlude for happiness 
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XIII The misery of the incompetent barrister and the lying affidavit 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

80 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

81 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

82 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 

83 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

84 

 
  



 

 

 

85 

XIV The solution of the penfold mystery 
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XV Gathering storms 
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XVI The lady’s maid: period study of a vanished species 
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XVII The dark maze of Ida’s marriage 
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XVIII Philip – the country gentry gentleman 
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XIX Roxane – the enchanteress 
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XX Philip – the cosmopolitan financier  
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XXII Ida: “Dear heart! Sweet heart! Great heart!” 
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XXIII Pandora’s box 
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XIV Philip acquires a permanent job and an official mistress 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 

196 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

197 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 

198 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 

199 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

200 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

201 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

202 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

203 

 

XXV How to be happy though married 
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XXVI Carlo squares the circle and makes legal history 
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XXVII Ida meets her husband’s mistress 
 
 

For a while Ida received her allowance from Carlo, but then it petered out and 
instead of £41-13-4 from Carlo per month she received an allowance from Philip which 
was ta first, as far as I can make out, £30 a month, though later it dwindled to a 
chancey £15. 

At this period, in the mid-1920s, Philip was keeping open house in his apartment 
at 21 rue de Lisbonne in the fashionable eighth quartier of Paris a splendid horse ta Mrs. 
Hensman’s' stables off the Bois de Boulogne, where he rode every morning before 
breakfast, and a racehorse at Maison Lafitte. I never heard that this horse won a race, 
but it paid its way by enabling Philip to give excellent tax-free, expense-account 
luncheons. His salary was now £850 a year.  Where, then, did he find £360 for Ida and 
£250 for me at Oxford? Partly from het gift that Carlo gave him after winning his case; 
partly because in the course of 1927, Ida sold her villa at Nice. Under French law the 
sale required the authorization of her husband. Philip readily gave this and the 
proceeds, £1,600 were transferred to his account in Paris. 

Ida, who was in Paris to see about this sale, won for the first time learned of 
Roxane's 7existence. 

What can her feelings have been on discovering that Philip kept an extremely 
good-looking mistress, who at the age of forty-six was in the plenitude of her charms? 

Ida in her autobiography writes quietly: 
Lunch in the beautiful Rue de Lisbonne flat with its pictures and portraits and 

objets d’art.  A peculkiar, strange experience.  Roxanne said to me simply that if I 
wished it, she would leave Philip. "Not at all, “I said "I could run the flat neither as well 
nor as economically as you". As always when in doubt, I suspended judgement on 
Roxanne 's personality.  She had the manners and of a woman. Of the world, seemed 
very intelligent and capable. One must take people and situations as they are when one 
is in no position to change them or to do better. 

 
These few words - remarkable for their revelation of the candidness of Ida's 

steady gaze on the world and of the grandeur of her spirit - were the only comment that 
she ever made on her husband's mistress. 

Elsewhere referring to her mother's accusations of infidelity by her father, Ida 
wrote "when a wife lives apart from her husband, she must close her eyes, be 
reasonable, indulgent." But even the greatest philosophers have feelings, and I cannot 
but believe that the discovery that, during these many yeas in which he had so often 
professed to be looking forward to making a home for Ida, Philip was in slippered ease 

 
7 Roxane was Philip's fancy name for her. Ida did not identify her with the Roxane of the letters. She 
knew her by her real name, for which I have suppressed. 
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in an attractive home with his lares et penates. presided over by a handsome woman, 
was another dagger in her heart, another blow to her pride as a wife and to her self-
respect as a woman, and I cannot understand how Philip, who boasted his sensitive 
understanding of feminine psychology, failed to realise this. If, as we saw, Carlo felt it 
necessary to obtain Ida's permission to introduce a friend's mistress to her, à fortiori 
should her husband not have recoiled from introducing his mistress to his wife? What 
was Roxane's social position? While Philip invited male friends, divorced women and 
the haute demi-monde to his flat, he entertained guests from the beau monde at his 
club without Roxane. Philip's sister Moya, and his Janzé in-laws were pleasant to 
Roxane; they received her alone to an intimate family meal from time to time, but they 
never invited her to their social occasions. Roxane was sensitive to this distinction and 
her heart warmed to Ida because she felt that Ida treated her - at once and without 
giving the matter a thought - as an equal. "Ah! Votre mère!" Roxane once said to me 
"Voilà une vraie grande dame – une autre paire de manches - quite a different cup of 
tea from those others." 

When between 1932 and 1937 Ida lived in Paris, either with me or in a flat of her 
own, Philip invited her to Iuncheon from time to time at his flat, and in their exchanges of 
letters, Roxane sent affectionate greetings to Ida and Ida to Roxane. Evidently - on the 
conscious level at least - Ida became reconciled to being in some sort, an accessory to 
a ménage à trois. 

I can guess. Philips attitude. He would have sat between them with the set of 
satisfaction of a man clever enough to have ridden 2 very different classic winners in an 
international dressage competition.  Self-consciousness was not part of his make-up8. 

Ida was, of course, never intimate with Roxane because they had on interests in 
common. Ida had inexhaustible inner resources, Roxane had none. 

After Philip's death in 1954, Roxane, aged seventy-four, and almost penniless, 
became humiliatingly dependent on a nephew who grudgingly gave her a roof over her 
head in a remote French village. In 1973, she was still alive and almost blind. Whatever 
her sins may have been, surely she had expiated them living alone, unable to read or 
write, suffering from increasing disabilities, with nothing to do but mul over the past and 
listen to the radio from daybreak to midnight. The highlights of her life were an annual 
visit of a fortnight from a kindly niece; from me letters and packets of Earl Grey's 
mixture, her favourite tea, and an occasional visit. She wrote no autobiography, but had 
she attempted one, she would have been incapable of such a typical entry as this in 
Ida's autobiography; written in the recollection of her late seventies, of a journey from 
Folkestone to Ostend in 1930: 

 
8 *: Roxane once told me that she and Philip went for a weekend to a château, where they were given 
separate bedrooms. Unpacking her suitcase after tea, she found Philip's slippers in it. She took them 
to his bedroom, opened the door to see Philip spreadeagled (tiré à quatre épingles) above their 
hostess on the bed. She flung the slippers with a crash on the oak floor and left. At dinner Philip was 
at his wittiest - a contrast to their hostess who paid tribute to Roxane with a blush that spread from 
her forehead to her bosom. 
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I embarked on a magnificent June day. To glide on a blue sea, scintillating with 

white ripples, under a pure azure sky soothes the spirit:  thoughts - more dreams than 
realities - float up from the unconscious, skimming lightly over charming souvenirs. I 
smile at the sky. I smile at the sea.  I smile at myself. Wreathing white masses, fleecy, 
diaphanous, drift towards the ship, little by little draping us in a giant veil.  We now 
steam at a snail's pace, cut off from the world. The ship's siren - raucous cry of a 
monster in distress – spreads discords across the vibrating waves.  Suddenly a sombre 
mass breaks through the mists, misses us by feet: another ship.! We approach Ostend 
and it is with a certain regret that I see the end of my journey across the North Sea. The 
mists, too, lift regretfully, and, by the time that we disembarked, have vanished. 

 
Or again, as Ida describes the cliffs of Folkestone: 
How pretty the picture before my eyes!  I am sheltered in the zigzag walk from 

the wind. Before me is the sea.  Around me is budding greenery, of a freshness that it 
will later lose, tracing a thousand graceful outlines in the most varied, delicately tinted, 
colours.  I drink in this beauty, this exquisite all-present charm, which, transfigured by 
thought cover, softens what there is of hardness in one's soul, and envelops one in a 
serenity receptive of impressions and ideas. 

 
And this aphorism9: 
The important thing is never to break a rule of good taste. Good taste in ethics is 

altruism. 
Ida wanted to invest the proceeds of the sale of her Nice villa in a London house 

which would have provided her with one flat to live in and another to let for income. 
Philip backed the scheme wholeheartedly in several enthusiastic letters, but a series of 
unforeseen obstacles prevented him from sending the money (always promised for 
"next week") to London. Despite these tiresomenesses eh and Ida continued their 
affectionate letters, of which I need quote on further examples because those already 
cited may be re-read as typical of the exchanges that they maintained until death parted 
them. 

There are many happy entries in Ida's autobiography during the years following 
World War I, which I am sorely tempted to cite in order to lighten the sombre picture 
that I feel I have painted, but such references as, for example, 

to her happiness when she treated herself to a lovely new evening dress on the 
wonderful occasion of the Oxford University Dramatic Society's Commemoration Bal 
which she attended in June 1925, as the guest of honour in the party given by 

the ball manager, namely her son, belong to another book (which I hope to write) 
rather than to this one which is concerned with her relations with her husband. 
 
 

 
9 Ida does not attribute this to anyone, so I assume that it is her own. 
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XXVIII Poland again: Ida’s shining delight 
 

After I had secured a job in Paris in November, 1928, Ida no longer felt it 
necessary to maintain a home in London and she spent the next three years in one of 
the truly happiest periods of her life - a pilgrimage to the scenes of her youth in Austria 
and Poland renewing contact with a score of cousins whom she had not seen for 
upwards of forty years. 

All her life Ida remembered in a golden haze the parties, cross-country gallops, 
jingling winter sleigh rides, the balls with their polonaises and mazurkas and the 
camaraderie of her teenage cousins. “Que nous étions folles!” 

When people meet after a long interval, they size each other up, to some extent 
in the light of their experience and reason, but the greater part of their impression 
reaches them through the antennae of their feelings which light up encouraging signals 
or cautionary warnings. What were the Zaluskis, Ostaszewskis, Kwileckis, Tyskiewiczes 
and other cousins expecting to find in Ida? They were educated gentlefolk, but as 
landowners in comparatively reduced circumstances, dotted about the Galician 
countryside, under an unfriendly socialist government, they led somewhat isolated 
provincial lives. Now here was cousin Ida, who had spent her life between those 
fabulous capitals, London and Paris, who was married to a distinguished banker, and 
whose son was a graduate of the prestigious university of Oxford. It would have been 
natural if they had anticipated with some feelings of trepidation, mingled with defensive 
aggressiveness, a stately, sophisticated great lady stepping with polite condescension 
from the frame of a full-length Gainsborough. 

Whom did they meet? Ida did indeed carry herself with unconscious distinction, 
but within seconds, the cousins’ antennae were flashing that here was a personality, 
who stepped down from the frame with outstretched arms, spiritually as well as 
physically, absolutely without guile, without pretensions, seeking to love and to be 
loved. 

Ida had last seen them in the springtime of life, when cheeks were rosy, hopes 
high, and each tomorrow a joyous adventure. She came back to them in the autumn 
when half the leaves had fallen and those which remained were sere and futureless. The 
kindly uncles and aunts were dead: the troupes of joyous teenagers were now, like Ida, 
in their late sixties. They had survived hard times,  

for the Germans and Russians had fought all over their lands1, destroying 
houses, property and livestock, leaving most of them in reduced circumstances. But by 
the very excitement of her expectations, the candour of her happiness in being once 
more at home, Ida rekindled something of their youth. 

“Let’s have a dance tonight,” Ida said with a shy smile and sparkling eyes. 
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“But, good heavens, we haven’t danced for years! And nobody does mazurkas 
now! The young only know how to foxtrot! They’ll laugh their heads off at us. Are you 
crazy?” 

“Yes,” smiled Ida. “Let’s all be crazy again!” 

So carpets were rolled back and the cousins took their turn at the piano – for all 
could play: though when it was Ida’s turn, she took off her rings, they gathered round to 
listen, because she, via Wiendzkowska, was a pupil-once-removed of Leschetizky 
(1830-1915). The thunders of Liszt’s fireworks were beyond Ida but she bewitched her 
cousins through every nuance of Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata and Chopin’s Raindrop 
Prelude2. 

And so Ida went from one manor house to another, her shining delight to be 
among her own people awakening answering joy in their hearts. This is not sentimental 
imagination on my part, for I myself saw how faces lit up when she entered a room, with 
what verve and grace she and the sixty-eight year old Kazio stiff-jointedly danced an 
exhibition mazurka amidst thunderous applause. 

Ida lived through some poignant moments when she visited Anielka, widow of 
Stash Ostaszewski. It is pleasant to record that Anielka, who knew that Ida had been 
the love of her husband’s life, welcomed her to Klimkowka. “Stash often used to talk 
about you,” she said with a friendly smile, pointing to two portraits that hung in the 
drawing room, one of Ida and one of Stash. 
 

Ida regretfully noted that the peasants no longer wore their picturesque brightly 
coloured costumes while at work in the fields: they now wore drab nondescript 
“western” clothes. 

On the other hand, the cousins observed the old Polish custom whereby the 
hostess stood at the head of the table after dinner and the household and guests filed 
past to kiss her hand in thanks. 

Ida spent her sixty-fifth birthday on August 29, 1929, at Kwilcz near Posen, the 
Palladian house belonging to Count Dosh Kwilecki, and his wife Zosia, daughter of Ida’s 
first cousin Josef Zaluski. “They made this a real festival day for me,” she wrote. She 
entered the dining room to find her chair covered with flowers in accordance with the 
Polish custom and a whole table laden with parcels. The grown ups and the children 
kissed her hand in turn and wished her happy returns. “It all made an unforgettable day 
that is among my most precious memories.” 

Ida had cousins enough in Austria, Czechoslovakia and Poland to be able to go 
on a more or less continuous round of visits during 1929 and 1931 without outstaying 
her welcome anywhere. She was among contemporaries, who loved her and whom she 
loved, and as “Aunt Ida” she won the affections of the younger generations. These were 
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idyllic years. Was that, therefore, why an inscrutable Providence decided to cut them 
short and to restore the sword of Damocles to its place above Ida’s head? 
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XXIX Philip loses his job 
 

In mid-1931, Philip was compulsorily and prematurely retired from the Bank. His 
pay of £850 a year – an acceptable sum in those days – slid to £250. 

The wonder is that this catastrophe did not overtake him sooner. 

Between 1928 and 1931, I had from time-to-time occasion to visit Philippa in his 
office at the Lloyds and national provincial foreign bank at 43, Boulevard de Capucines. 
At one end of the building on the first floor was a lounge for the use of clients. Off this 
were the offices of the managers. You wrote your name on the slip which a 
commissionaire took in to the manager of your choice.  There was sitting space, if 
memory serves, for perhaps a dozen clients period the first time I went up there I was 
intrigued to find half the seats occupied by some of the most gorgeous women I have 
ever seen period collectively they provided the lounge with the meaning of rumours of a 
Lucette don’t have a perfumery period they are each other with the frosty appraising 
stairs of rival actresses waiting outside a casting directors office.  A few remaining 
cheers occupied by dim men and women who obviously had no connection with the 
beauty squad. If I had encountered any one of these ladies in the bank lounge I should 
not have given her a thought, but to find half a dozen such exotics together aroused my 
curiosity. However, I wrote my name on the slip and handed it to the commissionaire. 

“For Monsieur Hennessy » he said.” I am afraid you will have to wait quite a 
while.” 

It was 10:15 am   “How long” I asked. 

The commissionaire ran his eye over the six beauties.  “Between an hour and an 
hour and a quarter, I should judge,” he said. 

Then I understood. They had all come to see Philip. 

I never visited Philip without finding a beauty squad on duty. These visitors 
infuriated Philip’s colleagues who were jealous of his success with women, jealous of 
the type of woman with whom he was successful, and contemptuous of him as a ladies 
man. They complained to the general manager that these women by taking up Phillips 
time added to the burden of the day – his colleagues – had to carry.  The general 
manager, a Methodical man, informed himself of the identities of Philips visitors. He 
found that they all had accounts in the bank and that several, such as Madam X the 
racehorse owner, Madam Y the couturier, and Madam  Z, the sister and active partner 
of one of the best-known restaurants in Paris, kept valuable accounts. That he decided 
to say nothing to Philip further exasperated his colleagues with the result that they 
waited and watched in hopes of catching him out in some error of judgement or 
banking misdemeanour. And in the end they did. I do not know what his offence was. 
Clearly it was not a legal crime for, if it had been, the bank would not have allowed him 
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his pension and would as a matter of routine have launched a persecution as a warning 
to other potential weak brethren. 

In 1931, £250 a year in Paris was not penury, but you had to live carefully of 
course, Philip could expect to stay with Moya in the country for fairly long spells and 
perhaps with one or two other friends and relatives, but realistically he sold his horse, 
gave up his flat in the hoodle is born and moved to a cheaper one. He seized his 
luncheon parties and dismissed them made. So economical was he that he even did his 
own marketing, which must have been a blow to Roxanne 's pride as a housewife. He 
settled down to live as do the poor, which was greatly to his credit, seeing that he was 
giving up all that made his life worth living to him dash fast women, beautiful horses, 
expensive dinners and fine wines. Doubtless A trifle of ida’s capital remained, or when i 
married in London in October 1932, he surprised me by coming over, staying at the St. 
James's Club and giving me a handsome check of £50. 

FOOTNOTE*:  It should be remembered that I did not know what Philips salary or 
his pension worm until I began my research for this book. At the time, I assumed that 
his generosity in sending me to Oxford, mounting me to ride in the Bois de Boulogne 
and with the Comte de Vallon’s staghounds, came out of his salary. I did not realise that 
it must in substantial part have come from Ida’s funds that had found their way into his 
safekeeping.  End of footnote 

Ida was in Poland in April 1931, when in the course of a letter to her I mentioned 
Philip’s retirement. I did not know that she did not know. She was full of sympathy for 
poor Philip. Then it occurred to her to ask her bank for a statement of account. This 
revealed that Philip’s economies had included cancellation of his standing order to 
credit her with £15 a month. Since his pension was £20-17-6, this was inevitable, but 
what at the time I found it hard to forgive was that he just ceased to pay it without 
warning Ida, and lapsed into one of those impenetrable silences which he maintained 
when he had awkward situations to explain or saw no solution to a problem. 

Luckily Ida always lived with a month of her allowance in hand.  In addition, she 
had sold 68 Boundary Road for £900 which (without my asking), she had at once paid 
over to me.  I invested the money and had the dividends paid into an account in my 
name on which I authorised her to sign.  I cashed no check on this account as long as 
she lived. Dividends amounted to some £50 a year and had accumulated to about £100 
in June, 1931, because Ida regarded them as a reserve fund. I was unable to help Ida 
because I was living in a bed-sitter, earning £300 a year as a sub editor in Reuters.  
What to do? 

Mrs Woerishoffer had just died. Carlo (Ida’s brother) was having a hard time 
keeping his expenses up to his income.  There remained his three sons, Ida’s nephews, 
Chappie, Oswald and Anton, who were comfortably endowed with worldly possessions, 
which was why they were often a prey to begging letters.  There was no reason why 
they should take on an obligation incurred by their father.  However, they maintained a 
list of charities to which they jointly contributed and on which they generously put Ida 
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down for £300 a year; this together with her income from my dividends was sufficient 
for her simple needs. She spent the bare minimum on clothes. She ate plainly. She read 
widely in books borrowed from the public library. She subscribed to the Times and the 
Listener and maintained an ample supply of paper and ribbons for her typewriter. The 
kindness of her three nephews, who were all fond of her and made pilgrimages to see 
her from time to time, gave her financial security for the remaining fourteen years of her 
life. After her death, I was touched to discover that, bit by bit, she had subscribed £52 
in saving certificates in the names of her three grandchildren. 
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XXX Philip fools the Gestapo 
 
 
The Nazi blitz in 1941 overtook Philip in Paris. France fell. Philip was nervous that as 
a British subject, the Germans would send him to a concentration camp. But 
whatever Philip lacked it was not resource. He went to his friend, Count Gerald 
O’Kelly, the Irish ambassador, to request an Irish passport. 
 

“But you've got a passport, Philip. What nationality is it?” Gerald asked. 
“British”  
“Well, that's not Insuperable” said Gerald 
”Where were you born? 
“In London” 
“How many years have you lived in Ireland? 
“I have never been there” said Philip. 
There was a silence. At last, Philip said: “Nothing prevents me from 

applying for Irish citizenship and nothing prevents you, my dear Gerald, from 
issuing me with an official receipt for my application. 

Nothing, Gerald agreed heartily. 
And so it was that when the Gestapo came around to inquire into Phillip’s 

affairs, he welcomed them with the usual disarming courtesy - or perhaps in this 
instance it should be called blarney -  and got through six years of war by gravely 
producing a receipt for an application for Irish citizenship - as he told me with all 
his old sparkle when I saw him again in postwar Paris. 

 
 
 
 
 

Footnote. Count Gerald Kelly. 1890 – 1968.  He was in Paris from 1929 to 1948. Thereafter Chargé 
d’Affaires in Lisbon until his death. 

 
 
 
  



 

 

 

230 

 
  



 

 

 

231 

XXXI Ida in Lonely Old Age 
 

The departure in 1937 of my wife, myself, and Ida's first grandchild (note – Flavian) from 
Paris for India was a grievous blow to Ida.  

Where was she to settle down now?  

By chance my mother-in-law, Madge Noel-Paton, was also at a loose end and 
she and Ida decided to share Kelsall Lodge, a house at Taunton near Madge's 
unmarried daughter Peggie. That the two old mothers-in-law should live together 
seemed touchingly appropriate.  It occurred neither to her family nor to me to wonder 
how two women, who hardly knew each other, whose backgrounds and interests were 
worlds apart, would get on cooped up in a remote country house.  

Madge's days were too long.  She had few inner resources.  She tuned in to all 
the B.B.C. news bulletins and often listened for hours. Years before she had fallen over 
a cliff.  Her family attributed to this serious head injury her vagueness, loquacity, and 
unpredictable temper.  

Ida's days were too short. She was fully occupied in translating from Polish and 
German into French my large collection of Zaluski and Seilern family documents, in 
writing her autobiography, in replenishing her intellectual armoury by reading on 
psychology, education, history and current affairs, and in sitting in her room or in the 
garden meditating. 

In the first weeks of their lives together, Madge, lonely and in search of company, 
would burst in on Ida for a good gossip at any hour. She failed to see any significance in 
the books, papers and open typewriter surrounding Ida, who, for her part, was too 
defenseless to rebuff Madge. But when eventually it penetrated Madge's consciousness 
that Ida was uninterested in her soliloquies on the day's news, and was anxious to be 
left alone, she was hurt. That she took this out on Ida in a variety of petty persecutions, 
even to the extent one day of locking Ida in her room, where she might have stayed for 
heaven knows how long had Peggie not chanced to visit the couple that day, was 
attributed, and doubtless was due, to the damage to her psyche caused by her fall over 
the cliff. 

I do not know which was the unhappier - Madge seething with resentment at 
what seemed to her Ida's hostility, or Ida, turning the other cheek, indulging when her 
abnormal self-control wore out, in reasonable explanations.   Poor Madge - is there 
anything more exasperating than sweet reasonableness and Christian forbearance'?  
Poor Ida - is there anything more trying for a highbrow than day in day out to be 
cornered by an explosive lowbrow who chatters incessantly and doesn't listen to the 
answers.  

In 1943, Ida became bedridden with a painful cancer.  She had not seen me for 
six years and, feeling her end to be near, asked me to visit her in Washington D.C. and 
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the story of how, despite the difficulties of war-time transport, I managed to get to see 
her for a week belongs to another book. 

I found Ida in a nursing home in Exeter.  Many a mother and son might have 
exhausted their topics of conversation in the course of two two-hour visits a day, but 
although she was suffering, mentally she was as alive as ever and we had lively 
discussions in the course of which her critical faculties kept me continuously and 
pleasantly alert.  

My last half hour with her was agonizing.   Space was limited in Ida's nursing 
home bedroom and her one wish was to get back to her books and typewriter.   But 
the burden of looking after a patient who needed night and day attention was too great 
for Kelsall Lodge and I had to try to explain to my mother that she could never return to 
her home.  The task was all the more difficult in that there was a third person present 
who seemed unable to grasp that this was a moment when mother and son might wish 
to be alone together.  

After I had stumbled through my explanations and Ida understood what lay 
ahead for her, we were silent for a while; she, because she was adjusting to the new 
situation; I, because I could not trust myself to speak.  I do not remember how we said 
goodbye.  I never saw her again. 
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XXXII Philip’s Irish wake 
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XXXIII Philip as a husband 
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XXXIV Philip’s unconscious: a case study 
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XXXV Ida’s unconscious: a case study 
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XXXVI  “We let happiness go by” -- Ida 
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Family Tree 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

10th May 2010

THE AMAZING MARRIAGE a biography by Jossleyn Hennessy (1973)

Michael Hennessy
1833 - 1892

The
Amazing
Marriage

Go towww.seilern.ch for details concerning the various persons mentioned in the biography.
Exploring the site ie Media, Charts (Pedigree Trees) etc. gives a more complete picture of how everyone is interrelated.

Kathleen Hennessy 1871 - 1892

Moya Hennessy 1875 - 1941

Eleonor (Norah) Hennessy 1884 - 1958

Hugo Anton Seilern 1840 - 1886
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Hennessy – Seilern Tree 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


