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How did Anne Damer and William Beckford anticipate, and in a sense make possible, Byron’s Childe 

Harold’s Pilgrimage? A brief overview of these Byron precursors might be helpful. In 1787, William 

Beckford (author of Vathek) visited Lisbon as a social outcast after his reputed affair with William 

Courtenay in the Powderham scandal; he struggled unsuccessfully to be admitted to the King and Queen of 

Portugal and kept a journal recounting the events. Four years later, in 1791, Anne Damer arrived in the 

same city to recover her health. Her husband had committed suicide in 1776 and she lived a precarious life 

as an amateur actress, sculptress, and novelist. In fact, she wrote the rough draft of Belmour (1801) during 

her stay. In 1808, Byron had to consider whether he would be a politician (potentially a soldier), or a writer 

when he came to Lisbon. Though he had written several poems, they had received mixed reviews, and it 

was not clear whether Byron would ever mature successfully from the poetic persona he had established in 

Fugitive Pieces, Hours of Idleness, and English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. When he began the poem 

that made him famous in Cintra at the St. Lawrence hotel, Byron’s future was not firmly established. All 

three figures, Beckford, Damer, and Byron, viewed Portugal and Cintra, as places to recover their lost 

youth, and to celebrate the creative values associated with childishness which they explored in their art, 

whether in Vathek, Belmour, or Childe Harold. 

 Childe is the word for knight, or a young Lord who has not yet come of age. By referring to his hero 

as Childe Burun, in manuscript, Byron clearly meant to invoke a medieval association. I would like to 

explore another meaning of Child, however, which Beckford uses a code to explain his behavior in 

Portugal. He describes his “childishness” in wishing to spend time with Dom Pedro. Invoking Vathek, 

which he had published only a few years earlier, Beckford recalls the scenes of Gulchenrouz and 

Nouronihar, as he explains how he flirted with young boys, playing the pianoforte and harpsichord for 

them, and falling in love with young choir boys, as Byron fell in love with John Edleston. Where Beckford 

found his young men when he arrived, Byron actually brought one with him—Robert Rushton—and the 

famous painting by George Sanders of Byron arriving ashore (though he had not yet departed England 

when it was painted) is iconic [Fig. 1]. 

 

 
 

Fig. 1: Sanders’ Byron and Rushton. 
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Like Beckford, Byron showed a paternal care for young men, taking the concern far enough to border on 

the erotic. Rather than bring out fatherly impulses, however, this bonding with a young page or, in 

Beckford’s case, with Don Pedro returned the writers to a “childishness” and atmosphere of high spirits 

that inspired their best work. It is not surprising, then that Byron would invoke, in a famous stanza, 

William Beckford as English’s wealthiest son. Beckford became the sign of perpetual youth and the 

punishments the adult world was prepared to mete out to its wayward children. “How I should enjoy 

stretching myself on its sands by moonlight and owning all my frailties and wild imaginations to some love 

sick languid youth reclined by my side and thrown by the dubious light and undecided murmurs into a soft 

delirium,” he wrote. “Alas, will my youth pass away without my feeling myself once more tremblingly 

alive to these exquisite though childish sensations?” (Beckford, Journal, 47). “Methought I was walking 

with William Courtenay on the declivity of green hills scattered over with orange trees in blossom,” he 

writes on another occasion. “Our eyes were bathed in tears of affection and forgiveness, our hands were 

joined, and we seemed to have entirely forgotten the miseries we had occasioned each other” (Journal, 48). 

He remembers his wife, whom he commemorates, for understanding his “childishness” and standing 

behind him while the English were prepared to punish his behavior. 

 What is interesting about Byron’s reference to Beckford’s time at Monserrat and Cintra, is that 

Beckford shouldn’t have been there at all. He was headed for Jamaica, to supervise his plantations; his 

Calvinist mother, and his lawyer, Thomas Wildman,
1
 sent him there to escape from the Powderham 

scandal, where he was accused of pursuing young William Courtenay. But Beckford became so seasick by 

the time he got to Portugal that he refused to continue to the West Indies. So it is Lisbon as holiday that 

unites many of the Byron precursors in Spain, Beckford and Anne Damer to name only two.
2
 

 Beckford’s time in Portugal was a dereliction of duty, much as Byron’s survey of the Peninsula war 

in the poem that made him famous was a break or hiatus from the military position he might have occupied 

as a young Lord, performing acts of bravery on behalf of his country. Instead Beckford, like Byron, 

became a tourist of Portugal, commenting on their views of that country: “But whoso entereth within this 

town, / That, sheening far, celestial seems to be, / Disconsolate will wander up and down / ‘Mid many 

things unsightly to strange ee:” (1:17). Beckford’s account of Portugal was not as negative as Byron’s, for 

it was shot through with a childish playfulness about court intrigues that belies the tragedy of his wife’s 

death and his forced exile by his family from Fonthill. In one passage, he surveys how he has fallen from 

what he once was, a scion of Alderman Beckford, former mayor of London (still a child, however). In 

another he considers how the beauty of the landscape and his receptiveness to music and youthfulness 

compensates him for the persecutions of his countrymen. Even as Beckford records his humiliation by 

what he calls the canaille English, he achieves a victory over them reminiscent of Byron’s own journals 

when he left England in 1816: it is the victory of the child at play, who resists career, family, and children 

which had been marked out for him. 

                                                 
1: The son of Thomas Wildman purchased Newstead Abbey after Byron’s childish debt made it necessary to sell his 

ancestral home. 

2: Another Byron precursor is the robin strangling enfant terrible of John Moore’s novel, Zeluco (Moore’s son, another 

John, would fight bravely in the Peninsular War). Childe Harold was “a poetical Zeluco,” Byron explained, and the 

poem was furnished, like the Scottish physician Moore’s novel, to show how early mis-education can lead to depravity 

of morals. (Thomas Hope’s Anastasius is another Byronic precursor. Hope’s 1798 portrait in Turkish dress clearly 

anticipates Thomas Phillips portrait of Byron in 1814, reminding us how far Hope was prepared to go to show his 

admiration for civilizations less jaded than his own). If Beckford’s mother and lawyer insisted that he leave England to 

take on adult responsibilities in Jamaica, Byron’s mother was, like Zeluco’s, “ready to make every sacrifice for his 

gratification, and who exacted nothing in return but that he should give her the pleasure of seeing him admired in 

public” (7). The text (like the example of Beckford) must have had a talismanic charm for Byron, so close were the 

resemblances to his own life. Zeluco loses his father at ten, the very age Byron was when he ascended to the peerage 

through the death of his great uncle. If Byron was referred to in college as a man of “tempestuous passions,” Zeluco 

shows the same tendency after his father is no longer around to restrain him (4). The passages describing Zeluco’s 

cynical courtship of Countess Brunella, must have reminded Byron of his father’s pursuit of his overweight mother for 

her fortune, and his own Norman and Scotch prejudices regarding rank when it came time to marry Annabella 

Milbanke. Childe Harold is Byron as homunculus, with all the psychological dispositions waiting to be realized. The 

fact that the first two chapters of the novel are adorned with epigrams from Alexander Pope would not have been lost 

on Byron who, even at an early age, must have felt that Romanticism was on the wrong path, and that emotional 

indulgence, in art as in life, constituted what Goethe saw as a romantic disease. 
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 Between Beckford’s two visits to Portugal, which precede Byron’s, Anne Damer came to heal her 

knee and benefit from the climate in November 1790, while working on her full length statue of George III 

[Fig. 2]. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Fig, 2: Damer’s George III. 

     Beckford’s time in Portugal was a dereliction of 

duty, much as Byron’s survey of the Peninsula war 

in the poem that made him famous was a break or 

hiatus from the military position he might have 

occupied as a young Lord, performing acts of 

bravery on behalf of his country. Instead Beckford, 

like Byron, became a tourist of Portugal, 

commenting on their views of that country: “But 

whoso entereth within this town, / That, sheening 

far, celestial seems to be, / Disconsolate will 

wander up and down / ‘Mid many things unsightly 

to strange ee:” (1:17). Beckford’s account of 

Portugal was not as negative as Byron’s, for it was 

shot through with a childish playfulness about court 

intrigues that belies the tragedy of his wife’s death 

and his forced exile by his family from Fonthill. In 

one passage, he surveys how he has fallen from 

what he once was, a scion of Alderman Beckford, 

former mayor of London (still a child, however). In 

another he considers how the beauty of the 

landscape and his receptiveness to music and 

youthfulness compensates him for the persecutions 

of his countrymen. Even as Beckford records his 

humiliation by what he calls the canaille English, 

he achieves a victory over them reminiscent of 

Byron’s own journals when he left England in 

1816: it is the victory of the child at play, who 

resists career, family, and children which had been 

marked out for him. If Beckford’s journey to 

Portugal was a hiatus from responsibility (as was 

Byron’s) and social ostracism, then so too was 

Damer’s. She was recovering her health, taking a 

respite from her work on her oversized child, her 

colossus, the statue of George III.  At the same 

time, she kept a notebook, now at the Lewis 

Walpole Museum, in which she inserted quotations 

from classical authors and Shakespeare with Mary 

Berry’s love letters to her. Where Byron made 

reference to Petronius’ Satyricon, Damer evoked 

Shakespeare’s Hamlet, especially its sculpting 

metaphors: “He may not, as others do, carve for 

himself.” The reference is telling. 

  

 

This passage compares Ophelia’s sexual destiny with Hamlet’s, seeing her as more restricted. Like 

Ophelia, she cannot “carve” for herself. She had royal connections to keep up, not to mention her family’s 

friendship with Horace Walpole. In this sense her behavior was the very opposite of William Beckford’s, 

though, like him, she left behind her a trail of sexual scandals involving same-sex love. She was ridiculed 

in such satires as Jack Cavendish’s “A Sapphick Epistle” and the “Damerian Apollo”, which shows Damer 

castrating the Apollo Belvedere [Fig. 3]. 
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Fig. 3: Damer neutralises Apollo. 
 

 So, to sum up, Beckford and Anne Damer were both artists whose hiatus in Portugal, like Byron’s, 

represented a break from the hetero-normativity of England; both tried to integrate themselves in the 

Portuguese court, follow the procedures and protocols of English life abroad,—the entrée provided by their 

social class—even as their wayward imaginations led them to compose fictions that endangered that 

position. For Beckford, this involved trying to obtain a peerage while writing scandalous notebook entries 

about dancing with Dom Pedro when the ink of Vathek was barely dry. For Damer, it meant living a 

decorous life in Portugal and planning to complete her patriotic statue of George III, even as she wrote a 

cross-dressing novel, Belmour, which drew on her love for Mary Berry. If it was not enough to cast herself 

in a breeches part in her novel, she risked public opinion further by using Beckford’s presumed lover’s 

name, Courtenay, in her portrait of a gothic villain troubled by a mysterious past. Why would Damer have 

bothered to allude to Courtenay and the Powderham scandal of William Beckford; why portray herself as a 

man pursuing a woman in her novel? To answer this question it is helpful to consider the spiritual effect 

that Portugal had on the gothic imaginations of these writers. Where Beckford gained a reputation for 

religious devotion to St. Anthony (however facetious), and Damer honored the religious life through the 

character of the friar Don Juan in Belmour, Byron viewed religious worship, like the Peninsular war itself, 

through skeptical eyes. “Deep in yon cave Honorious long did dwell, / In hope to merit Heaven by making 

earth a Hell” (1:20).
3
 For Damer the experience of Portugal and other monasteries would be more 

                                                 
3: Honorious lived here for thirty years until he reached the age of 95. Though called a convent, it was actually a 

monastery and housed twenty-seven monks. The Capuchins took the gospel of Matthew literally “the way to heaven is 
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unsettling than they were to Byron. Perhaps the five months she spent in Lisbon gave her (like her hero 

Belmour) a slightly different perspective on the worldly values that led to her commission for an oversized 

statue of George III, a work that promised to solidify her place as a fixture in the fashionable world. 

Belmour celebrates a spiritual retreat from that world. Damer came to prefer the novel to the statue, her 

love for Berry to her misguided efforts at inclusion in British society. If the statue was her overgrown 

child, it was also her spiritual orphan. 

 Damer’s 1793 statue was received negatively by Charles Pigott’s Political Dictionary and by the 

satirist Peter Pindar. Today, it is left out entirely from surveys of Scottish sculpture. John Nattes (1765-

1839), the topographical water colour artist, was typically dismissive: “Within the building (Register 

House), and immediately under the dome, is a statue executed by Mrs. Damer, and with as much success as 

might be expected of a female, who does not follow the art as a profession” (27). Dipping his pen in 

sarcasm, Alan Cunningham noted that ”it seems to be generally admitted that there is nothing remarkable 

about the royal statue, further than the boldness of the lady in undertaking a work so tedious and laborious. 

It is, in truth, a cold, meager and unsatisfactory performance” (27). 

 To explain this aesthetic failure beyond the spiritual crisis alluded to already one might admit that 

Anne Damer had a complex relationship to royalty, one she worked out in Portugal during her five-month 

hiatus from work on the statue of George III. In 1793, Damer was in the strange position of erecting an 

oversized portrait of George III, commissioned by her uncle and father, during the very year when Louis 

XVI had already lost his head. She was a Whig who opposed Royal power, commissioned by a monarch at 

the very moment in history when monarchs were going out of fashion. Between July 20th and August 5th, 

1793 the still incomplete sculpture was moved to the Leverian Musum in London and placed in the centre 

of the rotunda. The decision to exhibit the statue before the gilt-metal crown and sceptre were added in 

May 1794 is unexplained, and may have been a political response to the execution of Louis XVI on 

January 21st, 1793. Walpole relates that in 1794 Damer continued to work on the crown’s marble cap in 

her studio, prompting the following witty exchange: 

 
Mrs. Damer, having sent her statue of the king to Sir Ashton Lever’s museum before the crown was 

finished, was one morning modeling the cap from a piece of red velvet. Lord Derby (violent in 

opposition) and Miss Farren the actress came in: He said ironically to Mrs. Damer “So I see you are 

making the red cap of liberty!” “Yes” said Miss Farren admirably, “but your lordship will observe 

that it is within the limits of the crown” (Anecdotes, 5:238). 

 

 It is hard to believe that Damer did not have Cerrrachi’s performance in mind when she turned to a 

colossal portrait of George III. Ceracchi had excellent Whig credentials: his bust of Jefferson can still be 

seen in Monticello (he also did Washington, and Franklin) and he was executed for trying to stage a coup 

of Napoleon Bonaparte. This man who travelled all the way to Philadelphia to depict George Washington 

would never have done a life-size sculpture of George III.
4
 Judged from Cerrachi’s vantage point, who 

went to his funeral in a chariot of his own design, Damer compromised her integrity even as she lived up to 

her family’s reputation. She earned the attack of Alan Cunningham and others for wanting to have it both 

ways: as a flatterer of royalty who campaigned for Whig privileges.  

 If sympathy with the American colonists was a Whig credential, then so was sympathy for Napoleon 

Bonaparte. It is worth comparing her sculpture of George III of 1793, in this respect, with Canova’s 

oversized nude of Napoleon of 1804-6, and to note Damer’s reaction to it, as recorded by John Cam 

Hobhouse, Byron’s closest friend (and his travelling companion on Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage). 

Hobhouse’s diary has, 

                                                                                                                                                 
sinuous and its doors low and narrow”. “The monks lived in incredibly cramped conditions, their tiny cells having low 

and narrow doors in preparation for the trip to heaven,” as one observer has written. 

4: Ceracchi sculpted his first bust of Napoleon in 1797 in Montebello. Ceracchi knew Napoleon when Napoleon was a 

young lieutenant of artillery. He apparently saved Napoleon’s life in a street fight in a Parisian alley. He travelled to 

Italy when he heard of Napoleon’s success, sculpting his bust at a time when the two men were no longer equals. In 

1801, Cerrachi was accused of trying to assassinate the First Consul. “The bust remains a testimony to Ceracchi’s skill 

in depicting the character of Napoleon’s features more so than the stylized treatment of other works.” Most busts 

depict Napoleon from 1804-15, so this is one of the few that show the younger general. David D’Angers, who had 

grown up through the Revolution and Napoleonic era, was one of the few to capture the essence of the Ceracchi bust 

from 1797 (the influence obvious), effectively updating it for a new generation.” Cerrachi entry, on-line source 

(Gunnis, Cerrachi, Dictionary of British Sculptors). 
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Tuesday May 2nd 1815: I walked with Macnamara to the Foreign Office, and told them I determined 

to stay; then, or rather before, called on Mrs Damer, who gave an account of an interview she had 

yesterday with Napoleon. 

 Three years ago she sent a bust of Mr Fox by herself to Paris for the Emperor. The man who 

brought it got into disgrace – the bust was not delivered. She comes to Paris just as Napoleon comes, 

and contrives to find her bust, which is unaltered except that the inscription, Napoleon Empereur et 

Roi, is scratched out. She contrives to get it presented through Denon – she is at first mistaken for an 

artist who wants to sell it – the appointment was for the Elysée Napoleon at ten – she goes there, and 

waits till twelve, when she is shown through a dark passage into a room in which she finds Napoleon 

standing at a table, on which stood the bust. The Queen of Holland was standing at a little distance. 

Napoleon received her very graciously; he said the bust not only showed the face of Mr Fox, but the 

mind: “It was the man”. He praised the original, said had he lived much blood would have been 

saved. 

 He talked of his own pictures – Mrs Damer told him she had seen none like him. He asked if she 

had seen Canova’s naked statue – she said yes, but did not think it resembling, nor good – “You are 

right,” he said. He asked her opinion of David – they talked ten minutes – he asked her to what family 

she belonged – she said the chief of her father and mother’s were the Dukes of Argyle and Somerset. 

This, she said, he contrived to ask to do away the mistake respecting her trade in marble. He asked 

about the story of the Duke of Bedford – knew his name was Russell. The Queen Hortense spoke not 

at all. She (Mrs Damer) curtsied backwards out of the room. Napoleon asked her when she came to 

Paris. She answered, “About the same time as your Majesty”. He smiled, and added, “N’avez-vous 

pas peur de moi?” to which she answered, “Non, Sire – les grands hommes n’effrayent pas”, an 

answer with which he was satisfied, and which was passable for Sappho.5 

 

 The Princess Hortense was in the room during the conversation, but did not speak. Mrs. Damer 

learnt afterwards that Napoleon in the first instance had supposed her to be an artist wishing to sell her 

bust; and she conjectured that when he found his mistake he wished to please her by asking after her 

family” (317). 

 The exchange between Napoleon and Anne Damer (especially the scratched out dedication to the 

emperor, now deposed) recalls Shelley’s poem, “Ozymandias,” about the tension between rulers and the 

sculptors who represent them, “the hand that mocked them and the heart that fed.” Ozymandias’ words, 

“Look on my works ye mighty and despair” had peculiar resonance during the Hundred Days. Like 

Ozymandias’ fatuous words, the oxymoronic title of this statue, Mars the Peacemaker, was an instance of 

dramatic irony, given everything that had happened since 1806.
6
 So too were Napoleon’s own words. “I 

am a child of the Revolution,” Napoleon stated, “and a friend of all liberal ideas. I confess I wandered from 

them sometimes when at the height of my power; but I wandered from them without losing my respect for 

them.” But was Napoleon a friend of “liberal” ideas? Hobhouse had his doubts in 1815; so did Byron, by 

the time he wrote his Ode to Napoleon in 1814. Clearly, the child had grown up into a colossus. In Childe 

Harold’s Pilgrimage, Napoleon acted not as a liberal but as an imperialist, and he confessed what Byron 

observed in his poem, that the Peninsular War was not his greatest hour. “That unlucky war ruined me,” 

Napoleon acknowledged frankly in later life. “It divided my resources, obliged me to multiply my efforts, 

and caused my principles to be assailed … it destroyed my moral power in Europe, rendered my 

embarrassments more complicated, and opened a school for the English soldiers” (Holmes, 104). 

 To gain further purchase on Canova’s nude statue of Napoleon, one can compare it to “The Duke of 

Wellington with the Shield of Achilles” that can be found just around the corner, in Hyde Park (and both to 

Anne Damer’s statue of George III) [Fig.4]. 

 

                                                 
5: Berg Collection Volumes 2: Broughton Holograph Diaries, Henry W. and Albert A. Berg Collection, The New York 

Public Library, Astor, Lenox and Tilden Foundations. 
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Fig. 4: Achilles in Hyde Park. 
 

The statue is a bronze replica of one of the famed ancient Quirinole Horse Tamers, who has been divested 

of his horse, and transformed into the hero of the Iliad, with his addition of shield and sword. The allusions 

to classical antiquity, however, were lost on the general public, many of whom considered the nude figure 

to be indecent (51). The women who raised the subscription for a statue of Wellington were interested as 

much in male form as they were in the patriotic cause; they came to gaze at the nude image of Wellington, 

with bulging biceps and abdominal muscles, and did not mind that his hooked nose and rather scrawny 

body were airbrushed out of the sculpture itself, since it was the allegorical Achilles not the actual 

Wellington who was being represented. Hayden, who called the statue “a very grand thing” which will 

have a “good effect on the art,” noted in his diary that “people have yet to learn that nakedness is not 

indecency, and there are some in the world who can contemplate it unaccompanied with disgust, appetite, 

or shame” (53). One can better understand the nudes of Canova and Westmacott by considering Kenneth 

Clark’s commentary. “Psychologically the Greek cult of absolute nakedness is of great importance,” Clark 

writes. “It implies the conquest of an inhibition that oppresses all but the most backward people, it is like a 

denial of original sin.” In his Descriptive Catalogue, Blake wrote that Greek statues “are all of them 

representations of spiritual existences of gods immortal, to the mortal, perishing organ of sight; and they 

are embodied and organized in solid marble“ (25). The bodies were there, the belief in gods was there, the 

love of rational proportion was there. It was the unifying grasp of the Greek imagination that brought them 
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together.
7
 In fairness to Regency crowds, it seems worth mentioning that “The Romans were shocked by 

the nakedness of Greek athletics,” perhaps because they lacked this spiritual sense of the value of nudity 

(24). “The academic nudes of the nineteenth century are lifeless because they no longer embodied real 

human needs and experiences. They were among the hundreds of devalued symbols that encumbered the 

art and architecture of the utilitarian century,” Kenneth Clark writes (26). 

 There were other reasons why these nudes struck a false note. The ever helpful Arthur Wellington 

was no brooding Achilles, sulking in his tent because his bride Briseis was taken from him. The 

neoclassical straining for precedent flopped, as did the effort to portrait the scrawny hook-nosed 

Wellington as an ideal physical type. As for Lady’s fancy, Wellington declared that no woman had ever 

loved him; his mother pronounced him suitable for cannon fodder, and his wife spent most of years apart 

from him. So much for the truth of neoclassical sculpture or the newspaper squibs that commented on their 

current vogue [Fig.5]. 

 

 
 

Fig. 5: Achilles mocked. 
 

 To place these sculptures of arrogant men and military heroes in Byronic perspective, we might 

return to animal sculptures, which made Anne Damer’s reputation in the twentieth century, and Damer’s 

wish that she be interred with her sculpting tools and the bones of her dog Fidele. It is ironic that Damer 

would be remembered not for the oversized portrait of George III, but for her statues of dogs in terracotta; 

not for the finished marble designs that sexist critics implied were not cast by her—though she carved in 

front of their very eyes—but for the more romantic, immediate, impressions she could achieve in 

terracotta. In the end, Damer’s romantic impulses won out over her neoclassical discipline. Where critics 

found her neoclassicism pretentious, modern critics embrace her love of animals, something she shared 

                                                 
7: “And the nude gains its enduring value,” Clark concludes, “from the fact that it reconciles several contrary states. It 

takes the most sensual and immediately interesting object, the human body, and puts it out of reach of time and desire; 

it takes the most purely rational concept of which man is capable, mathematical order, and makes it a delight to the 

senses.” (25). 
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with Byron, who began his career as a poet by inscribing those famous lines to his dog Boatswain, in a 

huge monument he had erected in his honor [Figs. 6 and 7]. 

 

 

 
 

Figs 6 and 7: Bosun and his Tomb. 

 
“When some proud son of man returns to earth, / Unknown by glory, but upheld by birth, / The sculptor’s 

art exhausts the pomp of woe, / And storied urns record who rests below” while “man, vain insect! Hopes 

to be forgiven, /and claims himself a sole exclusive heaven.” 

 
  [Oh, man! Thou feeble tenant of an hour, 

  Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power, 

  Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust, 

  Degraded mass of animated dust! 

  Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat, 

  Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit!” 
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  ….to mark a friends remains these stones arise; 

  I never knew but one,—and here he lies.”] 

 

 Byron’s lines recall the world renouncing behavior of the friar in Belmour, which further unites 

Beckford and Damer as precursors of Byron. 

 The exploration of childishness in Wordsworth’s Immortality Ode, no less than in Shelley’s 

Ozymandias, shows us how rulers and kings can behave like children by forgetting their childish origins 

and punishing what they consider to be childish behavior, through a stultifying court protocol. Byron’s 

Napoleon is a child who wants the gew-gaws of power, according to Byron’s critical ode. Canova’s nude 

of Napoleon and Westmacott’s nude allegory of Wellington returns these figures to childlike nakedness 

reminiscent of William Blake’s cherubim in Songs of Innocence. The return of the repressed child, Freud’s 

connection of homosexuality and narcissism, makes the childish love of animals and play, the touchstone 

of Childe Harold’s political integrity, not to mention Anne Damer’s and William Beckford’s. 

 If the Childe Harold of the poem could not be separated from the Childe Burun of Byron’s life, the 

same was true for Anne Damer and William Beckford, Byron’s precursors. Both forged their political 

views at a time of personal crisis; their love for John Edleston, Mary Berry, and William Courtenay 

respectively made them view their time in Lisbon as a welcome respite from adult life, with its attendant 

pressures to conform. Anne Damer used her time in Portugal to reassess her relationship with Mary Berry 

and to transmute it into fictional form. Her statue of George III, her colossal child, was a stillborn effort at 

social conformity that looks remarkably like a self-portrait. In the end, her novel Belmour, like Byron’s 

Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, charted her difference form the English society she surveyed from the 

distance of Lisbon and Cintra. The models for Belmour “were taken from myself,” as Damer’s mother 

suggested of her daughter. The same is true of Childe Burun, whose pilgrimage was an escape from self 

that began in Lisbon, with the spiritual and sexual fellow travelers and predecessors, Anne Damer and 

William Beckford. If Damer’s portrait of George III and Belmour look like self-portraits, then it was not so 

far from Byron’s Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, which was spiritual autobiography endlessly revised: telling 

the story of his exile (in cantos 1, 2, 3, and 4), before it even began. 
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