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                We
intend this Collection of Letters to be a Supplement to the "Life
of Charles Dickens," by John Forster. That work, perfect and
exhaustive as a biography, is only incomplete as regards
correspondence; the scheme of the book having made it impossible to
include in its space any letters, or hardly any, besides those
addressed to Mr. Forster. As no man ever expressed
  
himself
 more in his
letters than Charles Dickens, we believe that in publishing this
careful selection from his general correspondence we shall be
supplying a want which has been universally felt.

Our
request for the loan of letters was so promptly and fully responded
to, that we have been provided with more than sufficient material for
our work. By arranging the letters in chronological order, we find
that they very frequently explain themselves and form a narrative of
the events of each year. Our collection dates from 1833, the
commencement of Charles Dickens's literary life, just before the
starting of the "Pickwick Papers," and is carried on up to
the day before his death, in 1870.

We
find some difficulty in being quite accurate in the arrangements of
letters up to the end of 1839, for he had a careless habit in those
days about dating his letters, very frequently putting only the day
of the week on which he wrote, curiously in contrast with the habit
of his later life, when his dates were always of the very fullest.

A
blank is made in Charles Dickens's correspondence with his family by
the absence of any letter addressed to his daughter Kate (Mrs.
Perugini), to her great regret and to ours. In 1873, her furniture
and other possessions were stored in the warehouse of the
Pantechnicon at the time of the great fire there. All her property
was destroyed, and, among other things, a box of papers which
included her letters from her father.

It
was our intention as well as our desire to have thanked,
individually, every one—both living friends and representatives of
dead ones—for their readiness to give us every possible help to
make our work complete. But the number of such friends, besides
correspondents hitherto unknown, who have volunteered contributions
of letters, make it impossible in our space to do otherwise than to
express, collectively, our earnest and heartfelt thanks.

A
separate word of gratitude, however, must be given by us to Mr.
Wilkie Collins for the invaluable help which we have received from
his great knowledge and experience, in the technical part of our
work, and for the deep interest which he has shown from the
beginning, in our undertaking.

It
is a great pleasure to us to have the name of Henry Fielding Dickens
associated with this book. To him, for the very important assistance
he has given in making our Index, we return our loving thanks.

In
writing our explanatory notes we have, we hope, left nothing out
which in any way requires explanation from us. But we have purposely
made them as short as possible; our great desire being to give to the
public another book from Charles Dickens's own hands—as it were, a
portrait of himself by himself.

Those
letters which need no explanation—and of those we have many—we
give without a word from us.

In
publishing the more private letters, we do so with the view of
showing him in his homely, domestic life—of showing how in the
midst of his own constant and arduous work, no household matter was
considered too trivial to claim his care and attention. He would take
as much pains about the hanging of a picture, the choosing of
furniture, the superintending any little improvement in the house, as
he would about the more serious business of his life; thus carrying
out to the very letter his favourite motto of "What is worth
doing at all is worth doing well."

Mamie
Dickens.
Georgina
Hogarth.
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  NARRATIVE.


We
have been able to procure so few early letters of any general
interest that we put these first years together. Charles Dickens was
then living, as a bachelor, in Furnival's Inn, and was engaged as a
parliamentary reporter on
  
The Morning Chronicle
.
The "Sketches by Boz" were written during these years,
published first in "The Monthly Magazine" and continued in
  
The Evening Chronicle
.
He was engaged to be married to Catherine Hogarth in 1835—the
marriage took place on the 2nd April, 1836; and he continued to live
in Furnival's Inn with his wife for more than a year after their
marriage. They passed the summer months of that year in a lodging at
Chalk, near Gravesend, in the neighbourhood associated with all his
life, from his childhood to his death. The two letters which we
publish, addressed to his wife as Miss Hogarth, have no date, but
were written in 1835. The first of the two refers to the offer made
to him by Chapman and Hall to edit a monthly periodical, the
emolument (which he calls "too tempting to resist!") to be
fourteen pounds a month. The bargain was concluded, and this was the
starting of "The Pickwick Papers." The first number was
published in March, 1836. The second letter to Miss Hogarth was
written after he had completed three numbers of "Pickwick,"
and the character who is to "make a decided hit" is
"Jingle."

The
first letter of this book is addressed to Henry Austin, a friend from
his boyhood, who afterwards married his second sister Letitia. It
bears no date, but must have been written in 1833 or 1834, during the
early days of his reporting for
  
The Morning Chronicle
;
the journey on which he was "ordered" being for that paper.

Mr.
Henry Austin.



Furnivall's
Inn,
   Wednesday
Night, past 12.






Dear
Henry,

I
have just been ordered on a journey, the length of which is at
present uncertain. I may be back on Sunday very probably, and start
again on the following day. Should this be the case, you shall hear
from me before.

Don't
laugh. I am going (alone) in a gig; and, to quote the eloquent
inducement which the proprietors of Hampstead
  
chays
 hold out to
Sunday riders—"the gen'l'm'n drives himself." I am going
into Essex and Suffolk. It strikes me I shall be spilt before I pay a
turnpike. I have a presentiment I shall run over an only child before
I reach Chelmsford, my first stage.

Let
the evident haste of this specimen of "The Polite Letter Writer"
be its excuse, and

Believe
me, dear Henry, most sincerely yours,


  
[image: image 1]





  



Note.—To
avoid the monotony of a constant repetition, we propose to dispense
with the signature at the close of each letter, excepting to the
first and last letters of our collection. Charles Dickens's
handwriting altered so much during these years of his life, that we
have thought it advisable to give a facsimile of his autograph to
this our first letter; and we reproduce in the same way his latest
autograph.

Miss
Hogarth.



Furnival's
Inn,
   Wednesday
Evening, 1835.






My
dearest Kate,

The
House is up; but I am very sorry to say that I must stay at home. I
have had a visit from the publishers this morning, and the story
cannot be any longer delayed; it must be done to-morrow, as there are
more important considerations than the mere payment for the story
involved too. I must exercise a little self-denial, and set to work.

They
(Chapman and Hall) have made me an offer of fourteen pounds a month,
to write and edit a new publication they contemplate, entirely by
myself, to be published monthly, and each number to contain four
woodcuts. I am to make my estimate and calculation, and to give them
a decisive answer on Friday morning. The work will be no joke, but
the emolument is too tempting to resist.


  *                   *                   *                   *                   *                   *


The
same.




  Sunday
Evening.



  *                   *                   *                   *                   *                   *


I
have at this moment got Pickwick and his friends on the Rochester
coach, and they are going on swimmingly, in company with a very
different character from any I have yet described, who I flatter
myself will make a decided hit. I want to get them from the ball to
the inn before I go to bed; and I think that will take me until one
or two o'clock at the earliest. The publishers will be here in the
morning, so you will readily suppose I have no alternative but to
stick at my desk.


  *                   *                   *                   *                   *                   *
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    NARRATIVE.
  



  From
the commencement of "The Pickwick Papers," and of Charles
Dickens's married life, dates the commencement of his literary life
and his sudden world-wide fame. And this year saw the beginning of
many of those friendships which he most valued, and of which he had
most reason to be proud, and which friendships were ended only by
death.



  The
first letters which we have been able to procure to Mr. Macready and
Mr. Harley will be found under this date. In January, 1837, he was
living in Furnival's Inn, where his first child, a son, was born. It
was an eventful year to him in many ways. He removed from Furnival's
Inn to Doughty Street in March, and here he sustained the first great
grief of his life. His young sister-in-law, Mary Hogarth, to whom he
was devotedly attached, died very suddenly, at his house, on the 7th
May. In the autumn of this year he took lodgings at Broadstairs. This
was his first visit to that pleasant little watering-place, of which
he became very fond, and whither he removed for the autumn months
with all his household, for many years in succession.



  Besides
the monthly numbers of "Pickwick," which were going on
through this year until November, when the last number appeared, he
had commenced "Oliver Twist," which was appearing also
monthly, in the magazine called "Bentley's Miscellany,"
long before "Pickwick" was completed. And during this year
he had edited, for Mr. Bentley, "The Life of Grimaldi," the
celebrated clown. To this book he wrote himself only the preface, and
altered and rearranged the autobiographical MS. which was in Mr.
Bentley's possession.



  The
letter to Mr. Harley, which bears no date, but must have been written
either in 1836 or 1837, refers to a farce called "The Strange
Gentleman" (founded on one of the "Sketches," called
the "Great Winglebury Duel"), which he wrote expressly for
Mr. Harley, and which was produced at the St. James's Theatre, under
the management of Mr. Braham. The only other piece which he wrote for
that theatre was the story of an operetta, called "The Village
Coquettes," the music of which was composed by Mr. John Hullah.



  Mr.
J. P. Harley.


 

48,
Doughty Street,
Saturday Morning.






  My
Dear Sir,



  I
have considered the terms on which I could afford just now to sell
Mr. Braham the acting copyright in London of an entirely new piece
for the St. James's Theatre; and I could not sit down to write one in
a single act of about one hour long, under a hundred pounds. For a
new piece in two acts, a hundred and fifty pounds would be the sum I
should require.



  I
do not know whether, with reference to arrangements that were made
with any other writers, this may or may not appear a large item. I
state it merely with regard to the value of my own time and writings
at this moment; and in so doing I assure you I place the remuneration
below the mark rather than above it.



  As
you begged me to give you my reply upon this point, perhaps you will
lay it before Mr. Braham. If these terms exceed his inclination or
the ability of the theatre, there is an end of the matter, and no
harm done.


Believe
me ever faithfully yours.






  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

48,
Doughty Street,
Wednesday Evening.






  My
Dear Sir,



  There
is a semi-business, semi-pleasure little dinner which I intend to
give at The Prince of Wales, in Leicester Place, Leicester Square, on
Saturday, at five for half-past precisely, at which only Talfourd,
Forster, Ainsworth, Jerdan, and the publishers will be present. It is
to celebrate (that is too great a word, but I can think of no better)
the conclusion of my "Pickwick" labours; and so I intend,
before you take that roll upon the grass you spoke of, to beg your
acceptance of one of the first complete copies of the work. I shall
be much delighted if you would join us.



  I
know too well the many anxieties that press upon you just now to seek
to persuade you to come if you would prefer a night's repose and
quiet. Let me assure you, notwithstanding, most honestly and heartily
that there is no one I should be more happy or gratified to see, and
that among your brilliant circle of well-wishers and admirers you
number none more unaffectedly and faithfully yours than,


My
dear Sir, yours most truly.
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    NARRATIVE.
  



  In
February of this year Charles Dickens made an expedition with his
friend, and the illustrator of most of his books, Mr. Hablot K.
Browne ("Phiz"), to investigate for himself the real facts
as to the condition of the Yorkshire schools, and it may be observed
that portions of a letter to his wife, dated Greta Bridge, Yorkshire,
which will be found among the following letters, were reproduced in
"Nicholas Nickleby." In the early summer he had a cottage
at Twickenham Park. In August and September he was again at
Broadstairs; and in the late autumn he made another bachelor
excursion—Mr. Browne being again his companion—in England, which
included his first visit to Stratford-on-Avon and Kenilworth. In
February appeared the first number of "Nicholas Nickleby,"
on which work he was engaged all through the year, writing each
number ready for the following month, and never being in advance, as
was his habit with all his other periodical works, until his very
latest ones.



  The
first letter which appears under this date, from Twickenham Park, is
addressed to Mr. Thomas Mitton, a schoolfellow at one of his earliest
schools, and afterwards for some years his solicitor. The letter
contains instructions for his first will; the friend of almost his
whole life, Mr. John Forster, being appointed executor to this will
as he was to the last, to which he was "called upon to act"
only three years before his own death.



  The
letter which we give in this year to Mr. Justice Talfourd is,
unfortunately, the only one we have been able to procure to that
friend, who was, however, one with whom he was most intimately
associated, and with whom he maintained a constant correspondence.



  The
letter beginning "Respected Sir" was an answer to a little
boy (Master Hastings Hughes), who had written to him as "Nicholas
Nickleby" approached completion, stating his views and wishes as
to the rewards and punishments to be bestowed on the various
characters in the book. The letter was sent to him through the Rev.
Thomas Barham, author of "The Ingoldsby Legends."



  The
two letters to Mr. Macready, at the end of this year, refer to a
farce which Charles Dickens wrote, with an idea that it might be
suitable for Covent Garden Theatre, then under Mr. Macready's
management.



  Mrs.
Charles Dickens.


 

Greta
Bridge, Thursday,
Feb. 1st, 1838.






  My
dearest Kate,



  I
am afraid you will receive this later than I could wish, as the mail
does not come through this place until two o'clock to-morrow morning.
However, I have availed myself of the very first opportunity of
writing, so the fault is that mail's, and not this.



  We
reached Grantham between nine and ten on Thursday night, and found
everything prepared for our reception in the very best inn I have
ever put up at. It is odd enough that an old lady, who had been
outside all day and came in towards dinner time, turned out to be the
mistress of a Yorkshire school returning from the holiday stay in
London. She was a very queer old lady, and showed us a long letter
she was carrying to one of the boys from his father, containing a
severe lecture (enforced and aided by many texts of Scripture) on his
refusing to eat boiled meat. She was very communicative, drank a
great deal of brandy and water, and towards evening became
insensible, in which state we left her.



  Yesterday
we were up again shortly after seven a.m., came on upon our journey
by the Glasgow mail, which charged us the remarkably low sum of six
pounds fare for two places inside. We had a very droll male companion
until seven o'clock in the evening, and a most delicious lady's-maid
for twenty miles, who implored us to keep a sharp look-out at the
coach-windows, as she expected the carriage was coming to meet her
and she was afraid of missing it. We had many delightful vauntings of
the same kind; but in the end it is scarcely necessary to say that
the coach did not come, but a very dirty girl did.



  As
we came further north the mire grew deeper. About eight o'clock it
began to fall heavily, and, as we crossed the wild heaths hereabout,
there was no vestige of a track. The mail kept on well, however, and
at eleven we reached a bare place with a house standing alone in the
midst of a dreary moor, which the guard informed us was Greta Bridge.
I was in a perfect agony of apprehension, for it was fearfully cold,
and there were no outward signs of anybody being up in the house. But
to our great joy we discovered a comfortable room, with drawn
curtains and a most blazing fire. In half an hour they gave us a
smoking supper and a bottle of mulled port (in which we drank your
health), and then we retired to a couple of capital bedrooms, in each
of which there was a rousing fire halfway up the chimney.



  We
have had for breakfast, toast, cakes, a Yorkshire pie, a piece of
beef about the size and much the shape of my portmanteau, tea,
coffee, ham, and eggs; and are now going to look about us. Having
finished our discoveries, we start in a postchaise for Barnard
Castle, which is only four miles off, and there I deliver the letter
given me by Mitton's friend. All the schools are round about that
place, and a dozen old abbeys besides, which we shall visit by some
means or other to-morrow. We shall reach York on Saturday I hope, and
(God willing) I trust I shall be at home on Wednesday morning.



  I
wish you would call on Mrs. Bentley and thank her for the letter; you
can tell her when I expect to be in York.



  A
thousand loves and kisses to the darling boy, whom I see in my mind's
eye crawling about the floor of this Yorkshire inn. Bless his heart,
I would give two sovereigns for a kiss. Remember me too to Frederick,
who I hope is attentive to you.



  Is
it not extraordinary that the same dreams which have constantly
visited me since poor Mary died follow me everywhere? After all the
change of scene and fatigue, I have dreamt of her ever since I left
home, and no doubt shall till I return. I should be sorry to lose
such visions, for they are very happy ones, if it be only the seeing
her in one's sleep. I would fain believe, too, sometimes, that her
spirit may have some influence over them, but their perpetual
repetition is extraordinary.



  Love
to all friends.


Ever,
my dear Kate,
Your
affectionate Husband.






  Mr.
Thomas Mitton.


 

Twickenham
Park, Tuesday
Night.






  Dear
Tom,



  I
sat down this morning and put on paper my testamentary meaning.
Whether it is sufficiently legal or not is another question, but I
hope it is. The rough draft of the clauses which I enclose will be
preceded by as much of the fair copy as I send you, and followed by
the usual clause about the receipts of the trustees being a
sufficient discharge. I also wish to provide that if all our children
should die before twenty-one, and Kate married again, half the
surplus should go to her and half to my surviving brothers and
sisters, share and share alike.



  This
will be all, except a few lines I wish to add which there will be no
occasion to consult you about, as they will merely bear reference to
a few tokens of remembrance and one or two slight funeral directions.
And so pray God that you may be gray, and Forster bald, long before
you are called upon to act as my executors.



  I
suppose I shall see you at the water-party on Thursday? We will then
make an appointment for Saturday morning, and if you think my clauses
will do, I will complete my copy, seal it up, and leave it in your
hands. There are some other papers which you ought to have. We must
get a box.


Ever
yours.






  Mr.
Serjeant Talfourd, M.P.


 

Twickenham
Park, Sunday, July
15th, 1838.






  My
dear Talfourd,



  I
cannot tell you how much pleasure I have derived from the receipt of
your letter. I have heard little of you, and seen less, for so long a
time, that your handwriting came like the renewal of some old
friendship, and gladdened my eyes like the face of some old friend.



  If
I hear from Lady Holland before you return, I shall, as in duty
bound, present myself at her bidding; but between you and me and the
general post, I hope she may not renew her invitation until I can
visit her with you, as I would much rather avail myself of your
personal introduction. However, whatever her ladyship may do I shall
respond to, and anyway shall be only too happy to avail myself of
what I am sure cannot fail to form a very pleasant and delightful
introduction.



  Your
kind invitation and reminder of the subject of a pleasant
conversation in one of our pleasant rides, has thrown a gloom over
the brightness of Twickenham, for here I am chained. It is
indispensably necessary that "Oliver Twist" should be
published in three volumes, in September next. I have only just begun
the last one, and, having the constant drawback of my monthly work,
shall be sadly harassed to get it finished in time, especially as I
have several very important scenes (important to the story I mean)
yet to write. Nothing would give me so much pleasure as to be with
you for a week or so. I can only imperfectly console myself with the
hope that when you see "Oliver" you will like the close of
the book, and approve my self-denial in staying here to write it. I
should like to know your address in Scotland when you leave town, so
that I may send you the earliest copy if it be produced in the
vacation, which I pray Heaven it may.



  Meanwhile,
believe that though my body is on the banks of the Thames, half my
heart is going the Oxford circuit.



  Mrs.
Dickens and Charley desire their best remembrances (the latter
expresses some anxiety, not unmixed with apprehension, relative to
the Copyright Bill, in which he conceives himself interested), with
hearty wishes that you may have a fine autumn, which is all you want,
being sure of all other means of enjoyment that a man can have.


I
am, my dear Talfourd,
Ever
faithfully yours.






  P.S.—I
hope you are able to spare a moment now and then to glance at
"Nicholas Nickleby," and that you have as yet found no
reason to alter the opinion you formed on the appearance of the first
number.



  You
know, I suppose, that they elected me at the Athenæum? Pray thank
Mr. Serjeant Storks for me.



  Mrs.
Charles Dickens.


 

Lion
Hotel, Shrewsbury,
Thursday, Nov. 1st, 1838.






  My
dearest Love,



  I
received your welcome letter on arriving here last night, and am
rejoiced to hear that the dear children are so much better. I hope
that in your next, or your next but one, I shall learn that they are
quite well. A thousand kisses to them. I wish I could convey them
myself.



  We
found a roaring fire, an elegant dinner, a snug room, and capital
beds all ready for us at Leamington, after a very agreeable (but very
cold) ride. We started in a postchaise next morning for Kenilworth,
with which we were both enraptured, and where I really think we MUST
have lodgings next summer, please God that we are in good health and
all goes well. You cannot conceive how delightful it is. To read
among the ruins in fine weather would be perfect luxury. From here we
went on to Warwick Castle, which is an ancient building, newly
restored, and possessing no very great attraction beyond a fine view
and some beautiful pictures; and thence to Stratford-upon-Avon, where
we sat down in the room where Shakespeare was born, and left our
autographs and read those of other people and so forth.



  We
remained at Stratford all night, and found to our unspeakable dismay
that father's plan of proceeding by Bridgenorth was impracticable, as
there were no coaches. So we were compelled to come here by way of
Birmingham and Wolverhampton, starting at eight o'clock through a
cold wet fog, and travelling, when the day had cleared up, through
miles of cinder-paths and blazing furnaces, and roaring
steam-engines, and such a mass of dirt, gloom, and misery as I never
before witnessed. We got pretty well accommodated here when we
arrived at half-past four, and are now going off in a postchaise to
Llangollen—thirty miles—where we shall remain to-night, and where
the Bangor mail will take us up to-morrow. Such are our movements up
to this point, and when I have received your letter at Chester I
shall write to you again and tell you when I shall be back. I can say
positively that I shall not exceed the fortnight, and I think it very
possible that I may return a day or two before it expires.



  We
were at the play last night. It was a bespeak—"The Love
Chase," a ballet (with a phenomenon!), divers songs, and "A
Roland for an Oliver." It is a good theatre, but the actors are
very funny. Browne laughed with such indecent heartiness at one point
of the entertainment, that an old gentleman in the next box suffered
the most violent indignation. The bespeak party occupied two boxes,
the ladies were full-dressed, and the gentlemen, to a man, in white
gloves with flowers in their button-holes. It amused us mightily, and
was really as like the Miss Snevellicci business as it could well be.



  My
side has been very bad since I left home, although I have been very
careful not to drink much, remaining to the full as abstemious as
usual, and have not eaten any great quantity, having no appetite. I
suffered such an ecstasy of pain all night at Stratford that I was
half dead yesterday, and was obliged last night to take a dose of
henbane. The effect was most delicious. I slept soundly, and without
feeling the least uneasiness, and am a great deal better this
morning; neither do I find that the henbane has affected my head,
which, from the great effect it had upon me—exhilarating me to the
most extraordinary degree, and yet keeping me sleepy—I feared it
would. If I had not got better I should have turned back to
Birmingham, and come straight home by the railroad. As it is, I hope
I shall make out the trip.



  God
bless you, my darling. I long to be back with you again and to see
the sweet Babs.


Your
faithful and most affectionate Husband.






  Master
Hastings Hughes.


 

Doughty
Street, London, Dec.
12th, 1838.






  Respected
Sir,



  I
have given Squeers one cut on the neck and two on the head, at which
he appeared much surprised and began to cry, which, being a cowardly
thing, is just what I should have expected from him—wouldn't you?



  I
have carefully done what you told me in your letter about the lamb
and the two "sheeps" for the little boys. They have also
had some good ale and porter, and some wine. I am sorry you didn't
say
  
     what
  
  
wine you would like them to have. I gave them some sherry, which they
liked very much, except one boy, who was a little sick and choked a
good deal. He was rather greedy, and that's the truth, and I believe
it went the wrong way, which I say served him right, and I hope you
will say so too.



  Nicholas
had his roast lamb, as you said he was to, but he could not eat it
all, and says if you do not mind his doing so he should like to have
the rest hashed to-morrow with some greens, which he is very fond of,
and so am I. He said he did not like to have his porter hot, for he
thought it spoilt the flavour, so I let him have it cold. You should
have seen him drink it. I thought he never would have left off. I
also gave him three pounds of money, all in sixpences, to make it
seem more, and he said directly that he should give more than half to
his mamma and sister, and divide the rest with poor Smike. And I say
he is a good fellow for saying so; and if anybody says he isn't I am
ready to fight him whenever they like—there!



  Fanny
Squeers shall be attended to, depend upon it. Your drawing of her is
very like, except that I don't think the hair is quite curly enough.
The nose is particularly like hers, and so are the legs. She is a
nasty disagreeable thing, and I know it will make her very cross when
she sees it; and what I say is that I hope it may. You will say the
same I know—at least I think you will.



  I
meant to have written you a long letter, but I cannot write very fast
when I like the person I am writing to, because that makes me think
about them, and I like you, and so I tell you. Besides, it is just
eight o'clock at night, and I always go to bed at eight o'clock,
except when it is my birthday, and then I sit up to supper. So I will
not say anything more besides this—and that is my love to you and
Neptune; and if you will drink my health every Christmas Day I will
drink yours—come.


I
am,
Respected
Sir,
Your
affectionate Friend.






  P.S.—I
don't write my name very plain, but you know what it is you know, so
never mind.



  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Doughty
Street, Monday
Morning.






  My
dear Macready,



  I
have not seen you for the past week, because I hoped when we next met
to bring "The Lamplighter" in my hand. It would have been
finished by this time, but I found myself compelled to set to work
first at the "Nickleby" on which I am at present engaged,
and which I regret to say—after my close and arduous application
last month—I find I cannot write as quickly as usual. I must finish
it, at latest, by the 24th (a doubtful comfort!), and the instant I
have done so I will apply myself to the farce. I am afraid to name
any particular day, but I pledge myself that you shall have it this
month, and you may calculate on that promise. I send you with this a
copy of a farce I wrote for Harley when he left Drury Lane, and in
which he acted for some seventy nights. It is the best thing he does.
It is barely possible you might like to try it. Any local or
temporary allusions could be easily altered.



  Believe
me that I only feel gratified and flattered by your inquiry after the
farce, and that if I had as much time as I have inclination, I would
write on and on and on, farce after farce and comedy after comedy,
until I wrote you something that would run. You do me justice when
you give me credit for good intentions; but the extent of my
good-will and strong and warm interest in you personally and your
great undertaking, you cannot fathom nor express.


Believe
me, my dear Macready,
Ever
faithfully yours.






  P.S.—For
Heaven's sake don't fancy that I hold "The Strange Gentleman"
in any estimation, or have a wish upon the subject.



  Mr.
W. C Macready.


 

48,
Doughty Street,
December 13th, 1838.






  My
dear Macready,



  I
can have but one opinion on the subject—withdraw the farce at once,
by all means.



  I
perfectly concur in all you say, and thank you most heartily and
cordially for your kind and manly conduct, which is only what I
should have expected from you; though, under such circumstances, I
sincerely believe there are few but you—if any—who would have
adopted it.



  Believe
me that I have no other feeling of disappointment connected with this
matter but that arising from the not having been able to be of some
use to you. And trust me that, if the opportunity should ever arrive,
my ardour will only be increased—not damped—by the result of this
experiment.


Believe
me always, my dear Macready,
Faithfully
yours.
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    NARRATIVE.
  



  Charles
Dickens was still living in Doughty Street, but he removed at the end
of this year to 1, Devonshire Terrace, Regent's Park. He hired a
cottage at Petersham for the summer months, and in the autumn took
lodgings at Broadstairs.



  The
cottage at Alphington, near Exeter, mentioned in the letter to Mr.
Mitton, was hired by Charles Dickens for his parents.



  He
was at work all through this year on "Nicholas Nickleby."



  We
have now the commencement of his correspondence with Mr. George
Cattermole. His first letter was written immediately after Mr.
Cattermole's marriage with Miss Elderton, a distant connection of
Charles Dickens; hence the allusions to "cousin," which
will be found in many of his letters to Mr. Cattermole. The bride and
bridegroom were passing their honeymoon in the neighbourhood of
Petersham, and the letter refers to a request from them for the loan
of some books, and also to his having lent them his pony carriage and
groom, during their stay in this neighbourhood.



  The
first letter in this year to Mr. Macready is in answer to one from
him, announcing his retirement from the management of Covent Garden
Theatre.



  The
portrait by Mr. Maclise, mentioned to Mr. Harley, was the, now,
well-known one, which appeared as a frontispiece to "Nicholas
Nickleby."



  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Doughty
Street, Sunday.






  My
dear Macready,



  I
will have, if you please, three dozen of the extraordinary champagne;
and I am much obliged to you for recollecting me.



  I
ought not to be sorry to hear of your abdication, but I am,
notwithstanding, most heartily and sincerely sorry, for my own sake
and the sake of thousands, who may now go and whistle for a
theatre—at least, such a theatre as you gave them; and I do now in
my heart believe that for a long and dreary time that exquisite
delight has passed away. If I may jest with my misfortunes, and quote
the Portsmouth critic of Mr. Crummles's company, I say that: "As
an exquisite embodiment of the poet's visions and a realisation of
human intellectuality, gilding with refulgent light our dreamy
moments, and laying open a new and magic world before the mental eye,
the drama is gone—perfectly gone."



  With
the same perverse and unaccountable feeling which causes a
heart-broken man at a dear friend's funeral to see something
irresistibly comical in a red-nosed or one-eyed undertaker, I receive
your communication with ghostly facetiousness; though on a moment's
reflection I find better cause for consolation in the hope that,
relieved from your most trying and painful duties, you will now have
leisure to return to pursuits more congenial to your mind, and to
move more easily and pleasantly among your friends. In the long
catalogue of the latter, I believe that there is not one prouder of
the name, or more grateful for the store of delightful recollections
you have enabled him to heap up from boyhood, than,


 




My
dear Macready,
Yours
always faithfully.






  Mr.
Thomas Mitton.


 

New
London Inn, Exeter,
Wednesday
Morning, March 6th, 1839.






  Dear
Tom,



  Perhaps
you have heard from Kate that I succeeded yesterday in the very first
walk, and took a cottage at a place called Alphington, one mile from
Exeter, which contains, on the ground-floor, a good parlour and
kitchen, and above, a full-sized country drawing-room and three
bedrooms; in the yard behind, coal-holes, fowl-houses, and meat-safes
out of number; in the kitchen, a neat little range; in the other
rooms, good stoves and cupboards; and all for twenty pounds a year,
taxes included. There is a good garden at the side well stocked with
cabbages, beans, onions, celery, and some flowers. The stock
belonging to the landlady (who lives in the adjoining cottage), there
was some question whether she was not entitled to half the produce,
but I settled the point by paying five shillings, and becoming
absolute master of the whole!



  I
do assure you that I am charmed with the place and the beauty of the
country round about, though I have not seen it under very favourable
circumstances, for it snowed when I was there this morning, and blew
bitterly from the east yesterday. It is really delightful, and when
the house is to rights and the furniture all in, I shall be quite
sorry to leave it. I have had some few things second-hand, but I take
it seventy pounds will be the mark, even taking this into
consideration. I include in that estimate glass and crockery, garden
tools, and such like little things. There is a spare bedroom of
course. That I have furnished too.



  I
am on terms of the closest intimacy with Mrs. Samuell, the landlady,
and her brother and sister-in-law, who have a little farm hard by.
They are capital specimens of country folks, and I really think the
old woman herself will be a great comfort to my mother. Coals are
dear just now—twenty-six shillings a ton. They found me a boy to go
two miles out and back again to order some this morning. I was
debating in my mind whether I should give him eighteenpence or two
shillings, when his fee was announced—twopence!



  The
house is on the high road to Plymouth, and, though in the very heart
of Devonshire, there is as much long-stage and posting life as you
would find in Piccadilly. The situation is charming. Meadows in
front, an orchard running parallel to the garden hedge, richly-wooded
hills closing in the prospect behind, and, away to the left, before a
splendid view of the hill on which Exeter is situated, the cathedral
towers rising up into the sky in the most picturesque manner
possible. I don't think I ever saw so cheerful or pleasant a spot.
The drawing-room is nearly, if not quite, as large as the outer room
of my old chambers in Furnival's Inn. The paint and paper are new,
and the place clean as the utmost excess of snowy cleanliness can be.



  You
would laugh if you could see me powdering away with the upholsterer,
and endeavouring to bring about all sorts of impracticable reductions
and wonderful arrangements. He has by him two second-hand carpets;
the important ceremony of trying the same comes off at three this
afternoon. I am perpetually going backwards and forwards. It is two
miles from here, so I have plenty of exercise, which so occupies me
and prevents my being lonely that I stopped at home to read last
night, and shall to-night, although the theatre is open. Charles Kean
has been the star for the last two evenings. He was stopping in this
house, and went away this morning. I have got his sitting-room now,
which is smaller and more comfortable than the one I had before.



  You
will have heard perhaps that I wrote to my mother to come down
to-morrow. There are so many things she can make comfortable at a
much less expense than I could, that I thought it best. If I had not,
I could not have returned on Monday, which I now hope to do, and to
be in town at half-past eight.



  Will
you tell my father that if he could devise any means of bringing him
down, I think it would be a great thing for him to have Dash, if it
be only to keep down the trampers and beggars. The cheque I send you
below.



  
    *                   *                   *                   *                   *                   *
  



  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Elm
Cottage, Petersham,
Wednesday Morning.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  Why
is "Peveril" lingering on my dusty shelves in town, while
my fair cousin and your fair bride remains in blissful ignorance of
his merits? There he is, I grieve to say, but there he shall not be
long, for I shall be visiting my other home on Saturday morning, and
will bring him bodily down and forward him the moment he arrives.



  Not
having many of my books here, I don't find any among them which I
think more suitable to your purpose than a carpet-bagful sent
herewith, containing the Italian and German novelists (convenient as
being easily taken up and laid down again; and I suppose you won't
read long at a sitting), Leigh Hunt's "Indicator" and
"Companion" (which have the same merit), "Hood's Own"
(complete), "A Legend of Montrose," and "Kenilworth,"
which I have just been reading with greater delight than ever, and so
I suppose everybody else must be equally interested in. I have
Goldsmith, Swift, Fielding, Smollett, and the British Essayists
"handy;" and I need not say that you have them on hand too,
if you like.



  You
know all I would say from my heart and soul on the auspicious event
of yesterday; but you don't know what I could say about the
delightful recollections I have of your "good lady's"
charming looks and bearing, upon which I discoursed most eloquently
here last evening, and at considerable length. As I am crippled in
this respect, however, by the suspicion that possibly she may be
looking over your shoulder while you read this note (I would lay a
moderate wager that you have looked round twice or thrice already), I
shall content myself with saying that I am ever heartily, my dear
Cattermole,


Hers
and yours.






  P.S.—My
man (who with his charge is your man while you stay here) waits to
know if you have any orders for him.



  Mr.
J. P. Harley.


 

Elm
Cottage, Petersham, near Richmond,
June
28th, 1839.






  My
dear Harley,



  I
have "left my home," and been here ever since the end of
April, and shall remain here most probably until the end of
September, which is the reason that we have been such strangers of
late.



  I
am very sorry that I cannot dine with you on Sunday, but some people
are coming here, and I cannot get away. Better luck next time, I
hope.



  I
was on the point of writing to you when your note came, to ask you if
you would come down here next Saturday—to-morrow week, I mean—and
stop till Monday. I will either call for you at the theatre, at any
time you name, or send for you, "punctual," and have you
brought down. Can you come if it's fine? Say yes, like a good fellow
as you are, and say it per post.



  I
have countermanded that face. Maclise has made another face of me,
which all people say is astonishing. The engraving will be ready
soon, and I would rather you had that, as I am sure you would if you
had seen it.



  In
great haste to save the post, I am, my dear Harley,


Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
William Longman.


 

Doughty
Street, Monday
Morning.






  My
dear Sir,



  On
Friday I have a family dinner at home—uncles, aunts, brothers,
sisters, cousins—an annual gathering.



  By
what fatality is it that you always ask me to dine on the wrong day?



  While
you are tracing this non-consequence to its cause, I wish you would
tell Mr. Sydney Smith that of all the men I ever heard of and never
saw, I have the greatest curiosity to see and the greatest interest
to know him.



  Begging
my best compliments at home,


I
am, my dear Sir,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Petersham,
July 26th, 1839.






  My
dear Macready,



  Fix
your visit for whenever you please. It can never give us anything but
delight to see you, and it is better to look forward to such a
pleasure than to look back upon it, as the last gratification is
enjoyable all our lives, and the first for a few short stages in the
journey.



  I
feel more true and cordial pleasure than I can express to you in the
request you have made. Anything which can serve to commemorate our
friendship and to keep the recollection of it alive among our
children is, believe me, and ever will be, most deeply prized by me.
I accept the office with hearty and fervent satisfaction; and, to
render this pleasant bond between us the more complete, I must
solicit you to become godfather to the last and final branch of a
genteel small family of three which I am told may be looked for in
that auspicious month when Lord Mayors are born and guys prevail.
This I look upon as a bargain between us, and I have shaken hands
with you in spirit upon it. Family topics remind me of Mr. Kenwigs.
As the weather is wet, and he is about to make his last appearance on
my little stage, I send Mrs. Macready an early proof of the next
number, containing an account of his baby's progress.



  I
am going to send you something else on Monday—a tragedy. Don't be
alarmed. I didn't write it, nor do I want it acted. A young Scotch
lady whom I don't know (but she is evidently very intelligent and
accomplished) has sent me a translation of a German play, soliciting
my aid and advice in the matter of its publication. Among a crowd of
Germanisms, there are many things in it which are so very striking,
that I am sure it will amuse you very much. At least I think it will;
it has me. I am going to send it back to her—when I come to Elstree
will be time enough; and meantime, if you bestow a couple of hours
upon it, you will not think them thrown away.



  It's
a large parcel, and I must keep it here till somebody goes up to town
and can book it by the coach. I warrant it, large as it looks,
readable in two hours; and I very much want to know what you think of
the first act, and especially the opening, which seems to me quite
famous. The metre is very odd and rough, but now and then there's a
wildness in it which helps the thing very much; and altogether it has
left a something on my mind which I can't get rid of.



  Mrs.
Dickens joins with me in kindest regards to yourself, Mrs., and Miss
Macready. And I am always,


My
dear Macready,
Faithfully
and truly yours.






  P.S.—A
dreadful thought has just occurred to me—that this is a quadruple
letter, and that Elstree may not be within the twopenny post. Pray
Heaven my fears are unfounded.



  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

40,
Albion Street, Broadstairs,
September
21st, 1839.






  My
dear Macready,



  I
am so anxious to prefer a request to you which does not admit of
delay that I send you a double letter, with the one redeeming point
though of having very little in it.



  Let
me prefix to the last number of "Nickleby," and to the
book, a duplicate of the leaf which I now send you. Believe me that
there will be no leaf in the volume which will afford me in times to
come more true pleasure and gratification, than that in which I have
written your name as foremost among those of the friends whom I love
and honour. Believe me, there will be no one line in it conveying a
more honest truth or a more sincere feeling than that which describes
its dedication to you as a slight token of my admiration and regard.



  So
let me tell the world by this frail record that I was a friend of
yours, and interested to no ordinary extent in your proceedings at
that interesting time when you showed them such noble truths in such
noble forms, and gave me a new interest in, and associations with,
the labours of so many months.



  I
write to you very hastily and crudely, for I have been very hard at
work, having only finished to-day, and my head spins yet. But you
know what I mean. I am then always,


Believe
me, my dear Macready,
Faithfully
yours.






  P.S.—(Proof
of Dedication enclosed): "To W. C. Macready, Esq., the following
pages are inscribed, as a slight token of admiration and regard, by
his friend, the Author."



  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Doughty
Street, Friday
Night, Oct. 25th, 1839.






  My
dear Macready,



  The
book, the whole book, and nothing but the book (except the binding,
which is an important item), has arrived at last, and is forwarded
herewith. The red represents my blushes at its gorgeous dress; the
gilding, all those bright professions which I do not make to you; and
the book itself, my whole heart for twenty months, which should be
yours for so short a term, as you have it always.



  With
best regards to Mrs. and Miss Macready, always believe me,


My
dear Macready,
Your
faithful Friend.






  The
same.


 

Doughty
Street, Thursday,
Nov. 14th, 1839.






  My
dear Macready,



  Tom
Landseer—that is, the deaf one, whom everybody quite loves for his
sweet nature under a most deplorable infirmity—Tom Landseer asked
me if I would present to you from him the accompanying engraving,
which he has executed from a picture by his brother Edwin; submitting
it to you as a little tribute from an unknown but ardent admirer of
your genius, which speaks to his heart, although it does not find its
way there through his ears. I readily undertook the task, and send it
herewith.



  I
urged him to call upon you with me and proffer it boldly; but he is a
very modest and delicately-minded creature, and was shy of intruding.
If you thank him through me, perhaps you will say something about my
bringing him to call, and so gladden the gentle artist and make him
happy.



  You
must come and see my new house when we have it to rights. By
Christmas Day we shall be, I hope, your neighbours.



  Kate
progresses splendidly, and, with me, sends her best remembrances to
Mrs. Macready and all your house.


Ever
believe me,
Dear
Macready,
Faithfully
yours.
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    NARRATIVE.
  



  Charles
Dickens was at Broadstairs with his family for the autumn months.
During all this year he was busily engaged with the periodical
entitled "Master Humphrey's Clock," in which the story of
"The Old Curiosity Shop" subsequently appeared. Nearly all
these letters to Mr. George Cattermole refer to the illustrations for
this story.



  The
one dated March 9th alludes to short papers written for "Master
Humphrey's Clock" prior to the commencement of "The Old
Curiosity Shop."



  We
have in this year Charles Dickens's first letter to Mr. Daniel
Maclise, this and one other being, unfortunately, the only letters we
have been able to obtain addressed to this much-loved friend and most
intimate companion.



  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

1,
Devonshire Terrace,
Monday,
January 13th, 1840.






  My
Dear Cattermole,



  I
am going to propound a mightily grave matter to you. My now
periodical work appears—or I should rather say the first number
does—on Saturday, the 28th of March; and as it has to be sent to
America and Germany, and must therefore be considerably in advance,
it is now in hand; I having in fact begun it on Saturday last.
Instead of being published in monthly parts at a shilling each only,
it will be published in weekly parts at threepence and monthly parts
at a shilling; my object being to baffle the imitators and make it as
novel as possible. The plan is a new one—I mean the plan of the
fiction—and it will comprehend a great variety of tales. The title
is: "Master Humphrey's Clock."



  Now,
among other improvements, I have turned my attention to the
illustrations, meaning to have woodcuts dropped into the text and no
separate plates. I want to know whether you would object to make me a
little sketch for a woodcut—in indian-ink would be quite
sufficient—about the size of the enclosed scrap; the subject, an
old quaint room with antique Elizabethan furniture, and in the
chimney-corner an extraordinary old clock—the clock belonging to
Master Humphrey, in fact, and no figures. This I should drop into the
text at the head of my opening page.



  I
want to know besides—as Chapman and Hall are my partners in the
matter, there need be no delicacy about my asking or your answering
the question—what would be your charge for such a thing, and
whether (if the work answers our expectations) you would like to
repeat the joke at regular intervals, and, if so, on what terms? I
should tell you that I intend to ask Maclise to join me likewise, and
that the copying the drawing on wood and the cutting will be done in
first-rate style. We are justified by past experience in supposing
that the sale would be enormous, and the popularity very great; and
when I explain to you the notes I have in my head, I think you will
see that it opens a vast number of very good subjects.



  I
want to talk the matter over with you, and wish you would fix your
own time and place—either here or at your house or at the Athenæum,
though this would be the best place, because I have my papers about
me. If you would take a chop with me, for instance, on Tuesday or
Wednesday, I could tell you more in two minutes than in twenty
letters, albeit I have endeavoured to make this as businesslike and
stupid as need be.



  Of
course all these tremendous arrangements are as yet a profound
secret, or there would be fifty Humphreys in the field. So write me a
line like a worthy gentleman, and convey my best remembrances to your
worthy lady.


Believe
me always, my dear Cattermole,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Tuesday
Afternoon.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  I
think the drawing most famous, and so do the publishers, to whom I
sent it to-day. If Browne should suggest anything for the future
which may enable him to do you justice in copying (on which point he
is very anxious), I will communicate it to you. It has occurred to me
that perhaps you will like to see his copy on the block before it is
cut, and I have therefore told Chapman and Hall to forward it to you.



  In
future, I will take care that you have the number to choose your
subject from. I ought to have done so, perhaps, in this case; but I
was very anxious that you should do the room.



  Perhaps
the shortest plan will be for me to send you, as enclosed, regularly;
but if you prefer keeping account with the publishers, they will be
happy to enter upon it when, where, and how you please.


Faithfully
yours always.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

1,
Devonshire Terrace,
Monday,
March 9th, 1840.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  I
have been induced, on looking over the works of the "Clock,"
to make a slight alteration in their disposal, by virtue of which the
story about "John Podgers" will stand over for some little
time, and that short tale will occupy its place which you have
already by you, and which treats of the assassination of a young
gentleman under circumstances of peculiar aggravation. I shall be
greatly obliged to you if you will turn your attention to this last
morsel as the feature of No. 3, and still more if you can stretch a
point with regard to time (which is of the last importance just now),
and make a subject out of it, rather than find one in it. I would
neither have made this alteration nor have troubled you about it, but
for weighty and cogent reasons which I feel very strongly, and into
the composition of which caprice or fastidiousness has no part.



  I
should tell you perhaps, with reference to Chapman and Hall, that
they will never trouble you (as they never trouble me) but when there
is real and pressing occasion, and that their representations in this
respect, unlike those of most men of business, are to be relied upon.



  I
cannot tell you how admirably I think Master Humphrey's room comes
out, or what glowing accounts I hear of the second design you have
done. I had not the faintest anticipation of anything so good—taking
into account the material and the despatch.


With
best regards at home,
Believe
me, dear Cattermole,
Heartily
yours.






  P.S.—The
new (No. 3) tale begins: "I hold a lieutenant's commission in
his Majesty's army, and served abroad in the campaigns of 1677 and
1678." It has at present no title.



  Mr.
S. A. Diezman.


 

1,
Devonshire Terrace, York Gate, Regent's Park,
London,
10th March, 1840.






  My
dear Sir,



  I
will not attempt to tell you how much gratified I have been by the
receipt of your first English letter; nor can I describe to you with
what delight and gratification I learn that I am held in such high
esteem by your great countrymen, whose favourable appreciation is
flattering indeed.



  To
you, who have undertaken the laborious (and often, I fear, very
irksome) task of clothing me in the German garb, I owe a long arrear
of thanks. I wish you would come to England, and afford me an
opportunity of slightly reducing the account.



  It
is with great regret that I have to inform you, in reply to the
request contained in your pleasant communication, that my publishers
have already made such arrangements and are in possession of such
stipulations relative to the proof-sheets of my new works, that I
have no power to send them out of England. If I had, I need not tell
you what pleasure it would afford me to promote your views.



  I
am too sensible of the trouble you must have already had with my
writings to impose upon you now a long letter. I will only add,
therefore, that I am,


My
dear Sir,
With great
sincerity,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
Daniel Maclise.


 

Broadstairs,
June 2nd, 1840.






  My
dear Maclise,


My
foot is in the house,
My
bath is on the sea,
And,
before I take a souse,
Here's
a single note to thee.






  It
merely says that the sea is in a state of extraordinary sublimity;
that this place is, as the Guide Book most justly observes,
"unsurpassed for the salubrity of the refreshing breezes, which
are wafted on the ocean's pinions from far-distant shores." That
we are all right after the perils and voyages of yesterday. That the
sea is rolling away in front of the window at which I indite this
epistle, and that everything is as fresh and glorious as fine weather
and a splendid coast can make it. Bear these recommendations in mind,
and shunning Talfourdian pledges, come to the bower which is shaded
for you in the one-pair front, where no chair or table has four legs
of the same length, and where no drawers will open till you have
pulled the pegs off, and then they keep open and won't shut again.


Come!






  I
can no more.


Always
faithfully yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, December
21st.






  My
dear George,



  Kit,
the single gentleman, and Mr. Garland go down to the place where the
child is, and arrive there at night. There has been a fall of snow.
Kit, leaving them behind, runs to the old house, and, with a lanthorn
in one hand and the bird in its cage in the other, stops for a moment
at a little distance with a natural hesitation before he goes up to
make his presence known. In a window—supposed to be that of the
child's little room—a light is burning, and in that room the child
(unknown, of course, to her visitors, who are full of hope) lies
dead.



  If
you have any difficulty about Kit, never mind about putting him in.



  The
two others to-morrow.


Faithfully
always.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Friday
Morning.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  I
sent the MS. of the enclosed proof, marked 2, up to Chapman and Hall,
from Devonshire, mentioning a subject of an old gateway, which I had
put in expressly with a view to your illustrious pencil. By a
mistake, however, it went to Browne instead. Chapman is out of town,
and such things have gone wrong in consequence.



  The
subject to which I wish to call your attention is in an unwritten
number to follow this one, but it is a mere echo of what you will
find at the conclusion of this proof marked 2. I want the cart, gaily
decorated, going through the street of the old town with the wax
brigand displayed to fierce advantage, and the child seated in it
also dispersing bills. As many flags and inscriptions about Jarley's
Wax Work fluttering from the cart as you please. You know the wax
brigands, and how they contemplate small oval miniatures? That's the
figure I want. I send you the scrap of MS. which contains the
subject.



  Will
you, when you have done this, send it with all speed to Chapman and
Hall, as we are mortally pressed for time, and I must go hard to work
to make up for what I have lost by being dutiful and going to see my
father.



  I
want to see you about a frontispiece to our first "Clock"
volume, which will come out (I think) at the end of September, and
about other matters. When shall we meet and where?



  I
say nothing about our cousin or the baby, for Kate bears this, and
will make me a full report and convey all loves and congratulations.



  Could
you dine with us on Sunday, at six o'clock sharp? I'd come and fetch
you in the morning, and we could take a ride and walk. We shall be
quite alone, unless Macready comes. What say you?



  Don't
forget despatch, there's a dear fellow, and ever believe me,


Heartily
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

December
22nd, 1840.






  Dear
George,



  The
child lying dead in the little sleeping-room, which is behind the
open screen. It is winter time, so there are no flowers; but upon her
breast and pillow, and about her bed, there may be strips of holly
and berries, and such free green things. Window overgrown with ivy.
The little boy who had that talk with her about angels may be by the
bedside, if you like it so; but I think it will be quieter and more
peaceful if she is quite alone. I want it to express the most
beautiful repose and tranquillity, and to have something of a happy
look, if death can.



  2.



  The
child has been buried inside the church, and the old man, who cannot
be made to understand that she is dead, repairs to the grave and sits
there all day long, waiting for her arrival, to begin another
journey. His staff and knapsack, her little bonnet and basket, etc.,
lie beside him. "She'll come to-morrow," he says when it
gets dark, and goes sorrowfully home. I think an hourglass running
out would help the notion; perhaps her little tilings upon his knee,
or in his hand.



  I
am breaking my heart over this story, and cannot bear to finish it.



  Love
to Missis.


Ever
and always heartily.
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    NARRATIVE.
  



  In
the summer of this year Charles Dickens made, accompanied by Mrs.
Dickens, his first visit to Scotland, and was received in Edinburgh
with the greatest enthusiasm.



  He
was at Broadstairs with his family for the autumn, and at the close
of the year he went to Windsor for change of air after a serious
illness.



  On
the 17th January "The Old Curiosity Shop" was finished. In
the following week the first number of his story of "Barnaby
Rudge" appeared, in "Master Humphrey's Clock," and the
last number of this story was written at Windsor, in November of this
year.



  We
have the first letters to his dear and valued friends the Rev.
William Harness and Mr. Harrison Ainsworth. Also his first letter to
Mr. Monckton Milnes (now Lord Houghton).



  Of
the letter to Mr. John Tomlin we would only remark, that it was
published in an American magazine, edited by Mr. E. A. Poe, in the
year 1842.



  "The
New First Rate" (first letter to Mr. Harrison Ainsworth) must,
we think, be an allusion to the outside cover of "Bentley's
Miscellany," which first appeared in this year, and of which Mr.
Ainsworth was editor.



  The
two letters to Mr. Lovejoy are in answer to a requisition from the
people of Reading that he would represent them in Parliament.



  The
letter to Mr. George Cattermole (26th June) refers to a dinner given
to Charles Dickens by the people of Edinburgh, on his first visit to
that city.



  The
"poor Overs," mentioned in the letter to Mr. Macready of
24th August, was a carpenter dying of consumption, to whom Dr.
Elliotson had shown extraordinary kindness. "When poor Overs was
dying" (wrote Charles Dickens to Mr. Forster), "he suddenly
asked for a pen and ink and some paper, and made up a little parcel
for me, which it was his last conscious act to direct. She (his wife)
told me this, and gave it me. I opened it last night. It was a copy
of his little book, in which he had written my name, 'with his
devotion.' I thought it simple and affecting of the poor fellow."



  "The
Saloon," alluded to in our last letter of this year, was an
institution at Drury Lane Theatre during Mr. Macready's management.
The original purpose for which this saloon was established having
become perverted and degraded, Charles Dickens had it much at heart
to remodel and improve it. Hence this letter to Mr. Macready.



  Rev.
William Harness.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Saturday
Morning, Jan. 2nd, 1841.






  My
dear Harness,



  I
should have been very glad to join your pleasant party, but all next
week I shall be laid up with a broken heart, for I must occupy myself
in finishing the "Curiosity Shop," and it is such a painful
task to me that I must concentrate myself upon it tooth and nail, and
go out nowhere until it is done.



  I
have delayed answering your kind note in a vague hope of being
heart-whole again by the seventh. The present state of my work,
however (Christmas not being a very favourable season for making
progress in such doings), assures me that this cannot be, and that I
must heroically deny myself the pleasure you offer.


Always
believe me,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Thursday,
Jan. 14th, 1841.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  I
cannot tell you how much obliged I am to you for altering the child,
or how much I hope that my wish in that respect didn't go greatly
against the grain.



  I
saw the old inn this morning. Words cannot say how good it is. I
can't bear the thought of its being cut, and should like to frame and
glaze it in
  
     statu
quo
  
   for ever and
ever.



  Will
you do a little tail-piece for the "Curiosity" story?—only
one figure if you like—giving some notion of the etherealised
spirit of the child; something like those little figures in the
frontispiece. If you will, and can despatch it at once, you will make
me happy.



  I
am, for the time being, nearly dead with work and grief for the loss
of my child.


Always,
my dear George,
Heartily
yours.






  The
same.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Thursday
Night, Jan. 28th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  I
sent to Chapman and Hall yesterday morning about the second subject
for No. 2 of "Barnaby," but found they had sent it to
Browne.



  The
first subject of No. 3 I will either send to you on Saturday, or, at
latest, on Sunday morning. I have also directed Chapman and Hall to
send you proofs of what has gone before, for reference, if you need
it.



  I
want to know whether you feel ravens in general and would fancy
Barnaby's raven in particular. Barnaby being an idiot, my notion is
to have him always in company with a pet raven, who is immeasurably
more knowing than himself. To this end I have been studying my bird,
and think I could make a very queer character of him. Should you like
the subject when this raven makes his first appearance?


Faithfully
always.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Saturday
Evening, Jan. 30th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  I
send you the first four slips of No. 48, containing the description
of the locksmith's house, which I think will make a good subject, and
one you will like. If you put the "'prentice" in it, show
nothing more than his paper cap, because he will be an important
character in the story, and you will need to know more about him as
he is minutely described. I may as well say that he is very short.
Should you wish to put the locksmith in, you will find him described
in No. 2 of "Barnaby" (which I told Chapman and Hall to
send you). Browne has done him in one little thing, but so very
slightly that you will not require to see his sketch, I think.



  Now,
I must know what you think about the raven, my buck; I otherwise am
in this fix. I have given Browne no subject for this number, and time
is flying. If you would like to have the raven's first appearance,
and don't object to having both subjects, so be it. I shall be
delighted. If otherwise, I must feed that hero forthwith.



  I
cannot close this hasty note, my dear fellow, without saying that I
have deeply felt your hearty and most invaluable co-operation in the
beautiful illustrations you have made for the last story, that I look
at them with a pleasure I cannot describe to you in words, and that
it is impossible for me to say how sensible I am of your earnest and
friendly aid. Believe me that this is the very first time any designs
for what I have written have touched and moved me, and caused me to
feel that they expressed the idea I had in my mind.



  I
am most sincerely and affectionately grateful to you, and am full of
pleasure and delight.


Believe
me, my dear Cattermole,
Always
heartily yours.






  Mr.
John Tomlin.


 

1,
Devonshire Terrace, York Gate, Regent's Park,
London,
Tuesday, Feb. 23rd, 1841.






  Dear
Sir,



  You
are quite right in feeling assured that I should answer the letter
you have addressed to me. If you had entertained a presentiment that
it would afford me sincere pleasure and delight to hear from a
warm-hearted and admiring reader of my books in the backwoods of
America, you would not have been far wrong.



  I
thank you cordially and heartily both for your letter and its kind
and courteous terms. To think that I have awakened a fellow-feeling
and sympathy with the creatures of many thoughtful hours among the
vast solitudes in which you dwell, is a source of the purest delight
and pride to me; and believe me that your expressions of affectionate
remembrance and approval, sounding from the green forests on the
banks of the Mississippi, sink deeper into my heart and gratify it
more than all the honorary distinctions that all the courts in Europe
could confer.



  It
is such things as these that make one hope one does not live in vain,
and that are the highest reward of an author's life. To be numbered
among the household gods of one's distant countrymen, and associated
with their homes and quiet pleasures; to be told that in each nook
and corner of the world's great mass there lives one well-wisher who
holds communion with one in the spirit, is a worthy fame indeed, and
one which I would not barter for a mine of wealth.



  That
I may be happy enough to cheer some of your leisure hours for a very
long time to come, and to hold a place in your pleasant thoughts, is
the earnest wish of "Boz."



  And,
with all good wishes for yourself, and with a sincere reciprocation
of all your kindly feeling,


I
am, dear Sir,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
R. Monckton Milnes


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Wednesday,
March 10th, 1841.






  My
dear Milnes,



  I
thank you very much for the "Nickleby" correspondence,
which I will keep for a day or two, and return when I see you. Poor
fellow! The long letter is quite admirable, and most affecting.



  I
am not quite sure either of Friday or Saturday, for, independently of
the "Clock" (which for ever wants winding), I am getting a
young brother off to New Zealand just now, and have my mornings sadly
cut up in consequence. But, knowing your ways, I know I may say that
I will come if I can; and that if I can't I won't.



  That
Nellicide was the act of Heaven, as you may see any of these fine
mornings when you look about you. If you knew the pain it gave me—but
what am I talking of? if you don't know, nobody does. I am glad to
shake you by the hand again autographically,


 




And
am always,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Tuesday,
February 9th.






  My
dear George,



  My
notes tread upon each other's heels. In my last I quite forgot
business.



  Will
you, for No. 49, do the locksmith's house, which was described in No.
48? I mean the outside. If you can, without hurting the effect, shut
up the shop as though it were night, so much the better. Should you
want a figure, an ancient watchman in or out of his box, very sleepy,
will be just the thing for me.



  I
have written to Chapman and requested him to send you a block of a
long shape, so that the house may come upright as it were.


Faithfully
ever.






  The
same.


 

Old
Ship Hotel, Brighton,
Feb. 26th, 1841.






  My
dear Kittenmoles,



  I
passed your house on Wednesday, being then atop of the Brighton Era;
but there was nobody at the door, saving a solitary poulterer, and
all my warm-hearted aspirations lodged in the goods he was
delivering. No doubt you observed a peculiar relish in your dinner.
That was the cause.



  I
send you the MS. I fear you will have to read all the five slips; but
the subject I think of is at the top of the last, when the guest,
with his back towards the spectator, is looking out of window. I
think, in your hands, it will be a very pretty one.



  Then,
my boy, when you have done it, turn your thoughts (as soon as other
engagements will allow) first to the outside of The Warren—see No.
1; secondly, to the outside of the locksmith's house, by night—see
No. 3. Put a penny pistol to Chapman's head and demand the blocks of
him.



  I
have addled my head with writing all day, and have barely wit enough
left to send my love to my cousin, and—there's a genealogical
poser—what relation of mine may the dear little child be? At
present, I desire to be commended to her clear blue eyes.


Always,
my dear George,
Faithfully
yours,
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  Mr.
William Harrison Ainsworth.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, April 29th,
1841.






  My
dear Ainsworth,



  With
all imaginable pleasure. I quite look forward to the day. It is an
age since we met, and it ought not to be.



  The
artist has just sent home your "Nickleby." He suggested
variety, pleading his fancy and genius. As an artful binder must have
his way, I put the best face on the matter, and gave him his. I will
bring it together with the "Pickwick" to your house-warming
with me.



  The
old
  
     Royal George
  
  
went down in consequence of having too much weight on one side. I
trust the new "First Rate" won't be heavy anywhere. There
seems to me to be too much whisker for a shilling, but that's a
matter of taste.


Faithfully
yours always.






  Mr.
G. Lovejoy.


 

1,
Devonshire Terrace, York Gate, Regent's Park,
Monday
Evening, May 31st, 1841.






  Sir,



  I
am much obliged and flattered by the receipt of your letter, which I
should have answered immediately on its arrival but for my absence
from home at the moment.



  My
principles and inclinations would lead me to aspire to the
distinction you invite me to seek, if there were any reasonable
chance of success, and I hope I should do no discredit to such an
honour if I won and wore it. But I am bound to add, and I have no
hesitation in saying plainly, that I cannot afford the expense of a
contested election. If I could, I would act on your suggestion
instantly. I am not the less indebted to you and the friends to whom
the thought occurred, for your good opinion and approval. I beg you
to understand that I am restrained solely (and much against my will)
by the consideration I have mentioned, and thank both you and them
most warmly.


Yours
faithfully.






  The
same.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, June 10th,
1841.






  Dear
Sir,



  I
am favoured with your note of yesterday's date, and lose no time in
replying to it.



  The
sum you mention, though small I am aware in the abstract, is greater
than I could afford for such a purpose; as the mere sitting in the
House and attending to my duties, if I were a member, would oblige me
to make many pecuniary sacrifices, consequent upon the very nature of
my pursuits.



  The
course you suggest did occur to me when I received your first letter,
and I have very little doubt indeed that the Government would support
me—perhaps to the whole extent. But I cannot satisfy myself that to
enter Parliament under such circumstances would enable me to pursue
that honourable independence without which I could neither preserve
my own respect nor that of my constituents. I confess therefore (it
may be from not having considered the points sufficiently, or in the
right light) that I cannot bring myself to propound the subject to
any member of the administration whom I know. I am truly obliged to
you nevertheless, and am,


Dear
Sir,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Wednesday
Evening, July 28th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  Can
you do for me by Saturday evening—I know the time is short, but I
think the subject will suit you, and I am greatly pressed—a party
of rioters (with Hugh and Simon Tappertit conspicuous among them) in
old John Willet's bar, turning the liquor taps to their own
advantage, smashing bottles, cutting down the grove of lemons,
sitting astride on casks, drinking out of the best punch-bowls,
eating the great cheese, smoking sacred pipes, etc. etc.; John
Willet, fallen backward in his chair, regarding them with a stupid
horror, and quite alone among them, with none of The Maypole
customers at his back.



  It's
in your way, and you'll do it a hundred times better than I can
suggest it to you, I know.


Faithfully
always.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Broadstairs,
Friday, August 6th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  Here
is a subject for the next number; the next to that I hope to send you
the MS. of very early in the week, as the best opportunities of
illustration are all coming off now, and we are in the thick of the
story.



  The
rioters went, sir, from John Willet's bar (where you saw them to such
good purpose) straight to The Warren, which house they plundered,
sacked, burned, pulled down as much of as they could, and greatly
damaged and destroyed. They are supposed to have left it about half
an hour. It is night, and the ruins are here and there flaming and
smoking. I want—if you understand—to show one of the turrets laid
open—the turret where the alarm-bell is, mentioned in No. 1; and
among the ruins (at some height if possible) Mr. Haredale just
clutching our friend, the mysterious file, who is passing over them
like a spirit; Solomon Daisy, if you can introduce him, looking on
from the ground below.



  Please
to observe that the M. F. wears a large cloak and a slouched hat.
This is important, because Browne will have him in the same number,
and he has not changed his dress meanwhile. Mr. Haredale is supposed
to have come down here on horseback, pell-mell; to be excited to the
last degree. I think it will make a queer picturesque thing in your
hands. I have told Chapman and Hall that you may like to have a block
of a peculiar shape for it. One of them will be with you almost as
soon as you receive this.



  We
are very anxious to know that our cousin is out of her trouble, and
you free from your anxiety. Mind you write when it comes off. And
when she is quite comfortable come down here for a day or two, like a
bachelor, as you will be. It will do you a world of good. Think of
that.


Always,
dear Cattermole,
Heartily
yours.






  P.S.—When
you have done the subject, I wish you'd write me one line and tell me
how, that I may be sure we agree. Loves from Kate.



  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Thursday,
August 13th.






  My
dear Cattermole,



  Will
you turn your attention to a frontispiece for our first volume, to
come upon the left-hand side of the book as you open it, and to face
a plain printed title? My idea is, some scene from the "Curiosity
Shop," in a pretty border, or scroll-work, or architectural
device; it matters not what, so that it be pretty. The scene even
might be a fanciful thing, partaking of the character of the story,
but not reproducing any particular passage in it, if you thought that
better for the effect.



  I
ask you to think of this, because, although the volume is not
published until the end of September, there is no time to lose. We
wish to have it engraved with great care, and worked very skilfully;
and this cannot be done unless we get it on the stocks soon.



  They
will give you every opportunity of correction, alteration, revision,
and all other ations and isions connected with the fine arts.


Always
believe me,
Faithfully
yours.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Broadstairs,
August 19th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  When
Hugh and a small body of the rioters cut off from The Warren beckoned
to their pals, they forced into a very remarkable postchaise Dolly
Varden and Emma Haredale, and bore them away with all possible
rapidity; one of their company driving, and the rest running beside
the chaise, climbing up behind, sitting on the top, lighting the way
with their torches, etc. etc. If you can express the women inside
without showing them—as by a fluttering veil, a delicate arm, or so
forth appearing at the half-closed window—so much the better. Mr.
Tappertit stands on the steps, which are partly down, and, hanging on
to the window with one hand and extending the other with great
majesty, addresses a few words of encouragement to the driver and
attendants. Hugh sits upon the bar in front; the driver sitting
postilion-wise, and turns round to look through the window behind him
at the little doves within. The gentlemen behind are also anxious to
catch a glimpse of the ladies. One of those who are running at the
side may be gently rebuked for his curiosity by the cudgel of Hugh.
So they cut away, sir, as fast as they can.


Always
faithfully.






  P.S.—John
Willet's bar is noble.



  We
take it for granted that cousin and baby are hearty. Our loves to
them.



  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Broadstairs,
Tuesday, August 24th, 1841.






  My
dear Macready,



  I
must thank you, most heartily and cordially, for your kind note
relative to poor Overs. I can't tell you how glad I am to know that
he thoroughly deserves such kindness.



  What
a good fellow Elliotson is. He kept him in his room a whole hour, and
has gone into his case as if he were Prince Albert; laying down all
manner of elaborate projects and determining to leave his friend Wood
in town when he himself goes away, on purpose to attend to him. Then
he writes me four sides of paper about the man, and says he can't go
back to his old work, for that requires muscular exertion (and
muscular exertion he mustn't make), what are we to do with him? He
says: "Here's five pounds for the present."



  I
declare before God that I could almost bear the Jones's for five
years out of the pleasure I feel in knowing such things, and when I
think that every dirty speck upon the fair face of the Almighty's
creation, who writes in a filthy, beastly newspaper; every
rotten-hearted pander who has been beaten, kicked, and rolled in the
kennel, yet struts it in the editorial "We," once a week;
every vagabond that an honest man's gorge must rise at; every live
emetic in that noxious drug-shop the press, can have his fling at
such men and call them knaves and fools and thieves, I grow so
vicious that, with bearing hard upon my pen, I break the nib down,
and, with keeping my teeth set, make my jaws ache.



  I
have put myself out of sorts for the day, and shall go and walk,
unless the direction of this sets me up again. On second thoughts I
think it will.


Always,
my dear Macready,
Your
faithful Friend.






  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Broadstairs,
Sunday, September 12th, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  Here
is a business letter, written in a scramble just before post time,
whereby I dispose of loves to cousin in a line.



  Firstly.
Will you design, upon a block of wood, Lord George Gordon, alone and
very solitary, in his prison in the Tower? The chamber as ancient as
you please, and after your own fancy; the time, evening; the season,
summer.



  Secondly.
Will you ditto upon a ditto, a sword duel between Mr. Haredale and
Mr. Chester, in a grove of trees? No one close by. Mr. Haredale has
just pierced his adversary, who has fallen, dying, on the grass. He
(that is, Chester) tries to staunch the wound in his breast with his
handkerchief; has his snuffbox on the earth beside him, and looks at
Mr. Haredale (who stands with his sword in his hand, looking down on
him) with most supercilious hatred, but polite to the last. Mr.
Haredale is more sorry than triumphant.



  Thirdly.
Will you conceive and execute, after your own fashion, a frontispiece
for "Barnaby"?



  Fourthly.
Will you also devise a subject representing "Master Humphrey's
Clock" as stopped; his chair by the fireside, empty; his crutch
against the wall; his slippers on the cold hearth; his hat upon the
chair-back; the MSS. of "Barnaby" and "The Curiosity
Shop" heaped upon the table; and the flowers you introduced in
the first subject of all withered and dead? Master Humphrey being
supposed to be no more.



  I
have a fifthly, sixthly, seventhly, and eighthly; for I sorely want
you, as I approach the close of the tale, but I won't frighten you,
so we'll take breath.


Always,
my dear Cattermole,
Heartily
yours.






  P.S.—I
have been waiting until I got to subjects of this nature, thinking
you would like them best.



  Mr.
George Cattermole.


 

Broadstairs,
September 21st, 1841.






  My
dear George,



  Will
you, before you go on with the other subjects I gave you, do one of
Hugh, bareheaded, bound, tied on a horse, and escorted by
horse-soldiers to jail? If you can add an indication of old Fleet
Market, and bodies of foot soldiers firing at people who have taken
refuge on the tops of stalls, bulk-heads, etc., it will be all the
better.


Faithfully
yours always.






  Miss
Mary Talfourd.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, December
16th, 1841.






  My
dear Mary,



  I
should be delighted to come and dine with you on your birthday, and
to be as merry as I wish you to be always; but as I am going, within
a very few days afterwards, a very long distance from home, and shall
not see any of my children for six long months, I have made up my
mind to pass all that week at home for their sakes; just as you would
like your papa and mamma to spend all the time they possibly could
spare with you if they were about to make a dreary voyage to America;
which is what I am going to do myself.



  But
although I cannot come to see you on that day, you may be sure I
shall not forget that it is your birthday, and that I shall drink
your health and many happy returns, in a glass of wine, filled as
full as it will hold. And I shall dine at half-past five myself, so
that we may both be drinking our wine at the same time; and I shall
tell my Mary (for I have got a daughter of that name but she is a
very small one as yet) to drink your health too; and we shall try and
make believe that you are here, or that we are in Russell Square,
which is the best thing we can do, I think, under the circumstances.



  You
are growing up so fast that by the time I come home again I expect
you will be almost a woman; and in a very few years we shall be
saying to each other: "Don't you remember what the birthdays
used to be in Russell Square?" and "How strange it seems!"
and "How quickly time passes!" and all that sort of thing,
you know. But I shall always be very glad to be asked on your
birthday, and to come if you will let me, and to send my love to you,
and to wish that you may live to be very old and very happy, which I
do now with all my heart.


Believe
me always,
My dear
Mary,
Yours
affectionately.






  Mr.
W. C. Macready.


 

Devonshire
Terrace, Tuesday,
Dec. 28th, 1841.






  My
dear Macready,



  This
note is about the saloon. I make it as brief as possible. Read it
when you have time. As we were the first experimentalists last night
you will be glad to know what it wants.



  First,
the refreshments are preposterously dear. A glass of wine is a
shilling, and it ought to be sixpence.



  Secondly,
they were served out by the wrong sort of people—two most
uncomfortable drabs of women, and a dirty man with his hat on.



  Thirdly,
there ought to be a box-keeper to ring a bell or give some other
notice of the commencement of the overture to the after-piece. The
promenaders were in a perpetual fret and worry to get back again.



  And
fourthly, and most important of all—if the plan is ever to
succeed—you must have some notice up to the effect that as it is
now a place of resort for ladies, gentlemen are requested not to
lounge there in their hats and greatcoats. No ladies will go there,
though the conveniences should be ten thousand times greater, while
the sort of swells who have been used to kick their heels there do so
in the old sort of way. I saw this expressed last night more strongly
than I can tell you.



  Hearty
congratulations on the brilliant triumph. I have always expected one,
as you know, but nobody could have imagined the reality.


Always,
my dear Macready,
Affectionately
yours.
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