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  Introduction




  My first gift and my last, to you




  I dedicate this fascicle of songs—




  The only wealth I have:




  Just as they are, to you.




  

    —ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON


  




  When people discover that you have written a book, one of the first questions you’re inevitably asked is, “How did you come up with the idea?” I well remember

  the conception of Once Again to Zelda.




  I had just finished reading Grace Metalious’s Peyton Place and was fascinated by her depiction of a small New England town of the 1950s. On the surface it appeared very Christian

  and very conservative. (This was in keeping with the era, when TV sitcom couples were always shown in twin beds.) However, once you scratched the surface, you found alcoholism, abortion, rape,

  incest, adultery, and illegitimacy. Flipping through its pages upon its completion, I happened to glance, once more, at its dedication: “To George—for all the reasons he knows so

  well.” I was immediately intrigued. Who was George? And what were the reasons he knew so well? I started to research the answer, and the story rivaled that of the novel.




  Enthralled at the story behind the story, I soon found myself in the role of Dedication Detective. I started looking at other book dedications and researched the interplay between authors and

  recipients of the writers’ tributes. This was an intriguing pursuit, as it proved an encapsulated biography of the author at the time when he or she penned their books. Moreover, it also shed

  insight into the lives of the people whom the author cared the most about.




  In some instances, the research cast me in the role of Sherlock Holmes. This was the case with a book where I was perplexed, as the dedication surprisingly wasn’t even written by the

  author. The story that unfolded was equal parts mesmerizing and heartrending. As it turned out, the writer had been murdered and her manuscript had lain hidden in a locked suitcase for sixty years.

  When it was finally published, the dedication was written by the deceased’s daughter, in tribute to her lost mother.




  In the case of Schindler’s List, I knew Schindler’s story because of Steven Spielberg’s classic film; however, when I looked at the dedication in Thomas Keneally’s

  book, it was not only “to the memory of Oskar Schindler” but to Leopold Pfefferberg as well. It was fascinating to learn how the Los Angeles store owner was the driving force who

  prevented his savior’s name from being relegated to the dustbin of history.




  The 1960s film The Graduate made Mrs. Robinson a part of American pop culture. However, when I researched the Eve of Charles Webb’s tribute, his ex-wife and present live-in lover

  definitely qualifies as the most unforgettable character.




  Under the Tuscan Sun, the memoir about Frances Mayes’s years in Italy, was also popularized because of the movie version. However, the work was dedicated to Ann Cornelisen, someone

  who was not mentioned in either the film or the book. It was interesting to learn about the Vassar-educated girl who left the States for the remote areas of post-World War II Italy and forever

  changed the lives of the villagers, as well as her own.




  One author, who dedicated his novel to his wife, met her when she was wearing a wolf’s mask. She brought him solace when his father was killed by Bolshevik assassins and his brother was

  murdered in a Nazi concentration camp, where he had been imprisoned for homosexuality.




  Another novel dedicated to a wife revealed that the spouse was one whose own life rivaled even that of a fictional one. Before her marriage to her current husband, her former one had been

  assassinated by members of an Apartheid-centered regime; this horror took place in front of her two young daughters.




  My research also gave me new insight into history, a discipline I have always found an engaging pursuit. One book was dedicated to four sisters, with whose names I had not been familiar.

  However, I was to discover that they are revered martyrs in their native Dominican Republic, which has several shrines to the women, who sacrificed their lives to save their country from the

  tyranny of its dictator.




  The dedications spanned the spectrum: to family members, lovers, friends, romantic interests, and heroes. In two works, they were to beloved dogs. In another, the dedication proved ironic. This

  was the case when one woman had the chutzpah to dedicate her magnum opus to both her husband and her lover. When the latter dumped her in favor of a younger, more beautiful woman, “the

  woman scorned” had his name expunged from all subsequent editions.




  The common denominator was that in each dedication, the authors led the reader into the antechambers of their personal lives. This was especially gratifying in the case of reclusive writers such

  as Harper Lee: in her dedication she lifted the curtain of her reclusive life, wherein she revealed the two people she had revered the most. The same sentiment holds true for the extremely private

  Dan Brown in his dedication to The Da Vinci Code: “For Blythe . . . again, more than ever.”




  I discovered that what precedes the opening line of a novel can serve as a crystal ball as to what is to follow the turning of the pages. When F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote “Once Again to

  Zelda,” he was referring to the love, and the bane, of his life. The nuances of this dedication are echoed in The Great Gatsby when one uncovers the similarities between the fictional

  relationship between Gatsby and Daisy and their nonfictional counterparts.




  Exploring each dedication was akin to prying open a clam; it unearthed a pearl of fascinating tales. Moreover, each also revealed troves of literary trivia. I learned about a Nobel

  Prize–winning dramatist whose daughter married a 2008 Academy Award recipient; two classic American authors who shared more than just a love of literature; why a book had to be written from

  the confines of a bed; the Ayatollah’s forgotten victim; the eighteen-year-old who dedicated her classic tale of horror to her father rather than her poet husband; which V always dedicated

  his books to another V; why a Californian author, while living in Switzerland, had a knife held to her throat for twenty minutes by an enraged mother who threatened to murder her. At one point it

  occurred to me that fellow bibliophiles might share an interest in these stories, and Once Again to Zelda was born.




  The entries are arranged in chronological order, based on the dates of first publication. The authors’ names are given as they appeared on their respective books, followed, within

  parentheses, by their birth names. The dedications were replicated so that they are in the same format and the same style as on the original editions.




  Literary dedications had their origin in the eighteenth century; at the time, they were mainly obsequious, courting the favor of wealthy patrons. However, in the past one hundred years they have

  become more autobiographical; in them writers truly enter the confessional, giving us unique insight into the authors whose words we cherish and the people whom they loved. I hope readers will

  enjoy the stories behind the dedications as much as I did unearthing them.




  

    

      Marlene Wagman-Geller




      San Diego, California




      2008


    


  




  Post Script: As I’m still enjoying my work as a Dedication Detective, feel free to visit my website at www.onceagaintozelda.net or email me at onceagaintozelda@hotmail.com

  to let me know of any of your favorite literary dedications.
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  Emma




  JANE AUSTEN


1815
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  TO




  HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS




  THE PRINCE REGENT,




  THIS WORK IS,




  By His Royal Highness’s Permission,




  Most Respectfully Dedicated,




  BY HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS’S




  DUTIFUL




  AND OBEDIENT




  HUMBLE SERVANT,




  THE AUTHOR
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  WRITING a book is akin to giving birth: one can never predict the path the progeny will tread. This was the case with Jane

  Austen in her novel Emma and the story of its ironic dedication.




  More often than not, authors use their own traumas and dramas as material for their plots. However, Austen did not follow this pattern. As her nephew James Edward Austen-Leigh wrote of his aunt,

  “of events her life was singularly barren: few changes and no great crisis ever broke the smooth current of its course.” Jane was born in a rectory in Steventon in Hampshire; she had an

  adored, elder sister, Cassandra, and six brothers; her favorite was Henry.




  The first pivotal event in her life occurred when she was twenty-one and fell prey to what would be one of the most prevalent subjects of her books: romance. The man who won her heart was Tom

  Lefroy, a nephew of one of her neighbors. From her letters to her closest confidante, Cassandra, it is apparent the two of them spent a great deal of time together. They had shared interests such

  as mutual admiration of Henry Fielding’s Tom Jones; another commonality was their sense of ironic humor. While her family was thrilled she had found love, his did not share the

  sentiment. Lefroy’s family was not pleased he was courting a girl without a dowry or other financial prospects, and as he was dependent on them for money in order to finish his education and

  help establish his future legal career, he departed for London, leaving his romantic interest behind. Jane never saw him again. Perhaps one of the reasons she, unlike her fictional heroines, never

  heard the wedding bells peal for her was because the torch she carried for Tom was never extinguished. On the other hand, Tom, who became the chief justice of Ireland, later admitted to his nephew

  that when he was young, he had been in love with Jane Austen but that “it was boyish love.”




  Six years later, Jane was to receive her only marriage proposal. Harris Bigg-Wither asked for her hand, and she accepted. She had known him for many years and being his wife would save her both

  from being an old maid and from her precarious financial situation. However, the next morning, deciding she was not for sale to a man she was not in love with and who was not her intellectual

  match, Jane withdrew her acceptance. She realized there was too great a price to pay for a union not based on a meeting of minds. As she later wrote to her niece, “Anything is to be preferred

  or endured rather than marrying without Affection.”




  Without having any income or any other prospects at marriage, Austen tried her luck at publishing her novels and was both surprised and thrilled when Sense and Sensibility was well

  received. This book, like all her subsequent ones, declined to name her as author and instead was simply attributed “By a Lady.”




  George Augustus Frederick was the uncle of Queen Victoria and the eldest of George III’s fifteen children. His father, rather than viewing his son as his successor, regarded him as his

  usurper, and their relationship was always contentious. By the age of eighteen, barred from any active role, the prince’s main preoccupations in life were self-indulgence: food, gambling,

  wine, women, and luxury. His weight burgeoned, as did his debts, and he was nicknamed the Prince of “Whales,” the Playboy Prince, and the Prince of Pleasure.




  Parliament agreed to bail George out if he agreed to marry his cousin, the Protestant Princess Caroline of Brunswick. Although he was at that time wed to Maria Fitzherbert, the king had refused

  to acknowledge their union as legal because it was undertaken without his permission, and because she was a Catholic, it was declared not legal. Predictably, the union between George and Caroline

  proved a recipe for a royal disaster. Soon George became a serial adulterer and had several illegitimate children. One of his mistresses, the actress Mary Robinson, had to be paid off with a

  handsome sum when she threatened to sell his letters to the newspapers.




  When his father went insane in 1811, George was appointed the Prince Regent, a role he held until his father’s demise in 1820, when he assumed the throne as George IV. At that time so

  great was his antipathy toward his wife that he banned her from attending his coronation. His act of stopping Caroline from entering the doors of Westminster Abbey turned the people against him

  from the onset of his reign.




  Jane Austen felt nothing but disgust for George; she loathed his excesses, adultery, and mistreatment of his wife. Her antipathy showed in one of her letters: “Poor woman [Caroline], I

  shall support her as long as I can, because she is a Woman, & because I hate her Husband . . . a Man whom she must detest.” Little did Austen dream that the man who she despised

  would soon cross her path.




  In 1815, Jane traveled to London to care for her ill brother Henry at his home, Hans Place. His physician was Dr. Baillie, who coincidentally also happened to be the Prince Regent’s

  doctor. On one of his visits, Baillie informed Jane that the prince was a great admirer of her novels and had a set of them in each of his homes. Although Jane had published them anonymously, word

  had recently leaked she was indeed the author. Before he took his leave, Baillie informed Jane that she should expect a visit from the prince’s personal librarian, James Stanier Clarke.

  Instead, Clarke invited Jane to the prince’s opulent Carlton House, where he informed her she was at liberty to dedicate her forthcoming novel, Emma, to the Prince Regent. Austen was

  aghast at having to dedicate her book to a man whom she felt possessed very little sense or sensibility. Her initial thought was to ignore the invitation; however, she feared that doing so might

  have dire consequences for herself and her siblings. This worry was based on the fact that Leigh and John Hunt, editors of the Examiner, had been fined £500 and jailed for two years on

  a charge of libel when they described the royal heir as “a libertine head over heels in debt and disgrace, a despiser of domestic ties, the companion of gamblers and demi-reps [women of

  doubtful reputation].”




  After much consideration, Jane decided she had no choice but to comply. However, she would do so in her own ironic fashion. With pen in hand and tongue in cheek, Jane set out to have the last

  laugh.




  Princess Caroline, in a scathing letter to her husband that she later made public, had repeatedly addressed him as “His Royal Highness.” Austen used the same title, three times, well

  aware that exaggeration is a satirist’s best friend. By merely signing herself as “author,” she emphasized her own modesty by contrast. The novel itself served as a veiled barb,

  as the prince had proclaimed himself “The First Gentleman of Europe,” and Emma explored the concept of what constitutes a true gentleman—none of which traits remotely

  resembled the future king.




  The royal’s debauched lifestyle had contributed to a multitude of health problems such as gout, cataracts, and arteriosclerosis, as well as alcohol and laudanum addictions. He began to

  descend into insanity, as his father had before him. He told people he had been a soldier and had fought in the Battle of Waterloo. He became more and more of a recluse in Windsor Castle, where he

  died in 1830.




  George Augustus Frederick lent his name to the Regency era, which produced a distinctive style in fashion, architecture, and literature. There were many monuments erected during his life to

  commemorate his reign, including a bronze statue of him astride his horse in Trafalgar Square, but the more surprising remembrance can be found upon reading the words of a retiring minister’s

  daughter, in her thrice repeated “tribute” to “the first gentleman of Europe:” His Royal Highness.
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  Frankenstein or The Modern Prometheus




  MARY SHELLEY


(MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT GODWIN SHELLEY)


1818
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  TO




  WILLIAM GODWIN




  Author of Political Justice, Caleb Williams, &c.




  THESE VOLUMES




  Are respectfully inscribed




  BY




  THE AUTHOR
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  THREE men would forever impact author Mary Shelley’s life, as well as the history of Gothic literature: her father,

  William Godwin, the radical anarchist atheist philosopher; her husband, Percy Bysse Shelley, the doomed Romantic poet; and her creation, Victor Frankenstein, the tortured modern Prometheus.




  William Godwin met his future wife, Mary Wollstonecraft, at a dinner party in London. He found himself extremely irritated by the woman who kept interrupting one of the guests, Thomas Paine, in

  order to disagree with the eminent writer on nearly every subject.




  William and Mary were not to see each other for many years; however, when they met again at the home of Mary Hays, William’s initial irritation was replaced with passion. Although they

  both were, in theory, against the “slavery of marriage,” when Mary discovered she was pregnant, William asked her to marry him because he wanted his baby to be legitimate. Although

  Godwin was an atheist, they were married in St. Pancras Church.




  Their union, however, did not mean conventionality; they moved into two adjoining households, which they called the Polygon, so that they could retain their individual autonomy. The

  Godwin–Wollstonecraft relationship was an extremely close one; unfortunately, it was only of six months’ duration. Ten days after the birth of Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, her mother

  died from complications stemming from the delivery. Godwin was devastated and wrote to his friend Thomas Holcroft of his grief, “I firmly believe there does not exist her equal in the world.

  I know from experience we were formed to make each other happy. I have not the least expectation that I can now ever know happiness again.”




  As a catharsis to his grief, he wrote Memoirs of the Author of A Vindication of the Rights of Woman. Godwin meant it as a tribute to his lost love; however, the public’s reaction

  was to brand Mary as licentious. Victorian society was not prepared to accept her, to put it mildly, unconventional lifestyle. Some of the tell-all tidbits Godwin included were her relationship

  with Henry Fuseli, who ultimately rejected Mary in favor of his wife, as well as her affair with an American, Gilbert Imlay, with whom she became pregnant (she had a daughter named Fanny), and

  several suicide attempts. The inadvertent effect of William Godwin’s book was to undermine for the next century the intellectual feminism his beloved wife had championed. Moreover, it

  tarnished his reputation as well. Robert Southey accused him of “the want of all feeling in stripping his dead wife naked.”




  William was now the sole guardian of Fanny and Mary, the latter of whom he adored. He called her his “pretty little Mary” and was also extremely proud of her exceptional

  intelligence, which he took care to foster. When Mary was a child, her father took the girl to her mother’s grave in St. Pancras Churchyard. There he taught his daughter to read and spell her

  name by tracing the inscription on the headstone. He continued to educate Mary from home, and made sure her education was far superior to what the average eighteenth-century girl received. Not only

  did she have one of the foremost writers and philosophers of the time as her tutor, she was also present when the leading intellectuals of the era came to visit her illustrious father. She was

  introduced to the works of Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Blake—by the authors themselves.




  When Mary was nine, she was enthralled when Samuel Taylor Coleridge came to visit and read his The Rime of the Ancient Mariner to Godwin. In Frankenstein, when the creature goes

  into the cabin in the woods, he finds the Coleridge poem in one of the books there. Similarly, Victor Frankenstein quotes from the poem when he recites, “Like one, that on a lonesome

  road/Doth walk in fear and dread/And, having once turned round, walks on/And turns no more his head/Because he knows a frightful fiend/Doth close behind him tread.”




  Godwin also fostered his daughter’s early interest in writing, and when she was eleven, she wrote a story called “Mounseer Nongtongpaw,” which her proud father published. Its

  main character used the catchphrase “I don’t understand you.”




  Life for the Godwins continued until the advent, four years later, of “the evil stepmother.” A neighbor, who had not yet made the walk up the aisle although she had two children, set

  her sights on William. He agreed to wed Mary Jane Clairmont so his daughters would have a mother figure; however, his good intentions signaled the beginning of problems for Mary. The new wife was

  extremely jealous of the close bond between William and Mary, one which she tried, though did not succeed, in breaking. Their household included Fanny and Mary, Mary Jane’s son, Charles

  Clairmont, and daughter, Claire Clairmont, as well as the child they had together, William Godwin Jr.—five children from five different pairs of parents. Yet even the birth of another

  biological child did nothing to diminish the strong father–daughter ties.




  When Mary was sixteen, she found someone other than her father to love. In 1812, the Romantic poet Percy Bysshe Shelley, then nineteen, discovered that Godwin, the author of Political

  Justice, was living in London, and, in awe of the older man’s political philosophy, visited the Godwin bookstore. There he became even more awed with the author’s daughter, Mary

  Godwin. She, in turn, was infatuated with Percy, who reminded her so much of the father whom she idolized. Percy soon began joining her outside of the bookstore, away from prying parental eyes. The

  poet also accompanied Mary on her frequent excursions to her mother’s grave, where she would sit and read her mother’s works, most notably A Vindication of the Rights of Woman.

  It was there that the two first declared their love.




  Upon discovering their relationship, Godwin forbade his sixteen-year-old daughter to see Percy again. Not only was Percy married, his wife, Harriet, was pregnant. However, when the poet

  threatened to commit suicide if Mary abandoned him, she agreed to continue their affair. As a result, one early morning in 1814, Mary and Percy Shelley ran away to France. Although Shelley, by

  living with the woman he loved, was complying with the principle of free love as outlined in Political Justice, Godwin was livid. Upon their return several weeks later, Godwin refused to

  speak to either one, a silence that would extend for two years.




  When the couple returned to England, Percy told his wife that he wanted to continue his love relationship with Mary, but that Harriet and the baby could live with them as well. Harriet declined.

  Instead, she chose the alternative path of drowning herself (several months pregnant) in the Serpentine in Hyde Park. London society was scandalized, and the ostracized couple fled to Switzerland.

  They were joined by Mary’s stepsister, Claire Clairmont.




  In Switzerland, the three became guests of Lord Byron, who had rented a castle overlooking Lake Geneva. One evening during their stay, there was a thunderstorm. The guests devised a contest to

  see who could come up with the best horror story. Mary retired to her room, and had a waking nightmare. In it she saw “the pale student of unhallowed arts kneeling beside the thing he had put

  together.” It was the start of her masterpiece, Frankenstein. The creature’s demands for his maker to create a mate to help ease his loneliness may have been an echo of

  Mary’s own father’s loneliness at losing the love of his life, Mary Wollstonecraft.




  After a few weeks at Byron’s castle, Mary, Percy, and Claire (who was now pregnant with Byron’s baby) returned to England. With Harriet’s death, Percy was free to wed Mary.

  William Godwin attended his daughter’s wedding, satisfied that it was now going to be church-sanctioned. Perhaps the fact that Percy had become William’s chief financial backer also

  secured the reconciliation.




  The rest of society was not as forgiving, and the newly married couple, plagued by scandal, fled to Italy. Tragically, sorrow was a shadow, and heartache continued to pursue Mary. Mary’s

  first child, a daughter, died shortly after birth. Her second child, her son William (named in honor of Mary’s father), died when he was three. This was followed by the death of Percy Bysshe

  Shelley, who drowned in a storm at sea. During this time, Mary must often have implored God with the recurring phrase from her juvenile story, “I don’t understand you.”




  In dire financial straits, and unable to earn money in Italy, Mary and her only surviving child, son Percy Florence Shelley, eventually returned to England and her father. There she worked as a

  professional writer, and used her money to support not only her son, but also William, who was now dependent on her income. Godwin, who had always acted as his daughter’s literary agent, was

  most likely the one who convinced Mary to change her original draft of Frankenstein. In it, Victor and Elizabeth were brother and sister who became lovers; in the published edition,

  Elizabeth was adopted. The topic of incest appeared again in Mary’s novella Mathilda, which this time involved father–daughter sexual relations. William vetoed the publication of

  Mathilda, which contained obvious autobiographical undertones. It was only released posthumously, in the 1950s.




  Because Mary Jane Clairmont had sent Mary to Scotland for a time to get her away from William, and because of the recurring theme of incest in her two books as well as their lifelong extremely

  close relationship, there is conjecture as to whether or not Mary shared more than just her name with her mother. Was she, like Hamlet, “too much i’ the sun?” William might have

  figured that the Godwin Wollstonecraft Shelley family had already displayed enough of their skeletons, what with adultery, illegitimacy, and suicides, to add incest to the mix. However, what is

  known is that when it came to dedicating her masterpiece, it was not to her lover but to her father that she bestowed that honor.




  Mary died in 1851 and was buried in St. Peter’s Churchyard in Dorset. Her son arranged for the remains of Mary’s mother and father to be transferred from the Old St. Pancras

  Churchyard in London to their daughter’s final resting place so she could be interred between the mother she never knew, Mary Wollstonecraft, and the father whom she adored, William

  Godwin.
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  Jane Eyre: An Autobiography




  CHARLOTTE BRONTË


1848
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  To




  W. M. THACKERAY, Esq.




  THIS WORK




  IS RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED,




  BY




  THE AUTHOR1
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  CHARLOTTE Brontë, writing under the pseudonym Currer Bell, dedicated Jane Eyre to another eminent Victorian

  author, William Makepeace Thackeray, because of his enthusiastic review of the first edition of her novel, and because she was a great admirer of his writing. Thackeray denounced social and

  religious hypocrisy in his novels, as she did in her own. However, as Charlotte was later to discover to her great surprise and mortification, her dedication was to prove an ironic postscript to

  Jane Eyre.




  When Jane Eyre first came out, Thackeray’s literary views carried great weight because of his standing as an eminent author in his own right. On October 23, 1847, he wrote to Mr. W.

  S. Williams, “I wish you had not sent me Jane Eyre. It interested me so much that I have lost (or won if you like) a whole day in reading it . . . I thought the man & woman

  capital.” In fact, he had ignored his own publishing deadline, unable to tear himself away from Brontë’s novel. Thackeray ended his letter by relating the following anecdote. He

  explained that when his butler had brought in coals, the man was shocked to see his employer crying while reading the novel. He said the love passages were so moving they had reduced him to tears.

  Mr. Williams, knowing that Brontë would be thrilled, forwarded excerpts from the letter to her. She was so gratified by the praise she decided to dedicate the second edition of Jane

  Eyre to Thackeray, never dreaming that her tribute would prove to be one that would launch a sea of gossip in London society. She wrote in her preface that he was a “Titan of the

  mind” and an “intellectual boa-constrictor.” Other laudatory praises were “Why have I alluded to this man? I have alluded to him, Reader, because I think I see in him an

  intellect profounder and more unique than his contemporaries have yet recognized . . . . Finally, I have alluded to Mr. Thackeray, because to him—if he will accept the tribute of a total

  stranger—I have dedicated this second edition of JANE EYRE.” Thackeray said of the dedication that it was “the greatest compliment I have ever received in my life.” The

  lavish praise was not only salve for his ego. In addition, it also increased interest in the work he was publishing in serial format, Vanity Fair, which was in the twelfth of its nineteen

  monthly installments.




  As fate would have it, however, the mutual admiration between the two novelists carried unpleasant aspects in its wake. Charlotte Brontë had written Jane Eyre while she lived in

  Haworth Parsonage, which was an isolated locale on the moors of Yorkshire. The family had moved there when their father, Patrick Brontë, an Irish Anglican clergyman, had been appointed as

  church curator. The plot and characters of her novel were purely fiction. Indeed, the three Brontë sisters, Charlotte, Anne, and Emily, growing up without friends, had always relied heavily on

  imagination to make up for the lack of excitement in their everyday lives.




  Ironically, the events and characters in Jane Eyre mirrored the actual lives of both Brontë and Thackeray. Charlotte, like Jane, had been sent to a boarding school that was

  physically and mentally abusive. After leaving the nightmare that was school, both women went to work as governesses.




  Thackeray’s wife, Isabella, had gone into a deep depression after the birth of her third child, one from which she never recovered. Indeed, her mental condition deteriorated to such an

  extent that she attempted to drown her three-year-old daughter, Annie; however, possessing a remnant of sanity, she ended up saving her. Disgusted at the conditions in state-run asylums, Thackeray

  confined Isabella to their London home, under the care of two women attendants. In Jane Eyre, Mr. Rochester has his mad first wife, Bertha, locked in an attic.




  Another eerie similarity is that Mrs. Thackeray, while on a trip to Ireland, had tried to commit suicide by jumping into the ocean. Mrs. Rochester, after setting fire to Thornfield, plunges from

  the burning roof to her death.




  Just as Rochester hires Jane Eyre, Thackeray, after locking up his wife, employed a governess to care for his children. Both Mrs. Rochester and Mrs. Thackeray had become mad after four years of

  marriage, “both were given to manic bursts of laughter,” and “both were at times violent and even homicidal.”




  These coincidences led to public speculation that the novel was based on Thackeray’s domestic situation and Brontë’s own life. Victorian London was abuzz with unfounded rumors

  that Brontë had worked as a governess for Thackeray’s children when his wife went mad, and that the two of them had an illicit affair, conducted under the very roof where his wife lived.

  They surmised that because Charlotte was still in love with William, she dedicated her novel to him. Further fueling the fires of innuendo was the original title of Brontë’s novel:

  Jane Eyre: An Autobiography. Charlotte, aghast at the inadvertent mimicking of fiction and fact, “was torn between amazement and mortification,” apologized profusely to

  Thackeray, and wrote in a letter to Mr. Williams, “Well may it be said that Fact is often stranger than Fiction! The coincidence struck me as equally unfortunate and extraordinary.”




  Unfortunately, the lives of the two authors did not fare as well romantically as did that of the orphaned governess, Jane. Thackeray’s wife languished in institutions for thirty years,

  outliving her husband, never able to shake off her mental illness. The last line of Vanity Fair says, “Come, children, let us shut up the box and the puppets, for our play is played

  out.” Charlotte’s play ended at age thirty, in the first year of marriage, while she was pregnant. However, to the devout Christian, death held the promise of reunion with her beloved

  sisters Anne and Emily, and a release from a world whose rumors and cruelties had truly proved itself a Vanity Fair.
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  Moby Dick2





  HERMAN MELVILLE


1851
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  IN TOKEN




  OF MY ADMIRATION FOR HIS GENIUS




  THIS BOOK IS INSCRIBED




  TO




  NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE
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  MELVILLE did not merely dedicate Moby Dick to Hawthorne because of his admiration for his genius. He also did so

  because it was through Hawthorne’s mentorship and guidance that his novel changed from a lighthearted yarn about a whaling ship to one of the classics of world literature. In addition, his

  praise was in gratitude because, for at least a brief moment in time, their friendship prevented Herman from being Ishmael.




  The meeting of the twain occurred in August 1850, in Massachusetts, on the occasion of a picnic organized by David Dudley Field. That year, Melville had purchased an eighteenth-century

  farmhouse, Arrowhead, in Pittsfield; Hawthorne had a home six miles away in Lenox. Although the two men had not met, they had favorably reviewed one another’s work with mutual admiration. The

  forty-six-year-old Hawthorne had praised Melville’s Typee in The Salem Advertiser in 1846, and the thirty-one-year-old Melville had just completed a warm review of

  Hawthorne’s Mosses from an Old Manse, a copy of which his aunt had given him a few weeks before. During the picnic, a thunderstorm forced the excursion indoors, whereupon the two men

  became acquainted. The strangers quickly became friends. Two days later Hawthorne wrote to a friend, “I liked Melville so much that I have asked him to spend a few days with me.”

  Melville, in awe of his literary neighbor, was only too happy to oblige. The visit would be the first of numerous ones, and when the two men were apart, they corresponded through mail.

  Melville’s letters survive; however, Hawthorne’s to Melville have either been lost or destroyed.




  The two men reveled in each other’s company, both feeling that they had found their soul mates, as well as their intellectual equals. Sophia Hawthorne was pleased her husband had someone

  with whom to communicate. She said, “Mr. Melville, generally silent and uncommunicative, pours out the rich floods of his mind and experience to Nathaniel, so sure of apprehension, so sure of

  a large and generous interpretation, and of the most delicate and fine judgment.” This friendship helped ease Melville’s lifelong feeling of alienation, one he shared with his character

  Ishmael, who also took to the sea to escape the confines of a society from which he felt adrift.




  On one meeting, Melville showed Hawthorne a draft of Moby Dick. Hawthorne, himself currently completing The Scarlet Letter, persuaded his friend to rework it from a tale of the

  high seas to an epic allegory that told not only a tale, but probed the defeats and triumphs of the human spirit. Melville delayed his submission to his publishers until it could meet

  Hawthorne’s exacting standards. When it did, Hawthorne at last pronounced that the tragic tale was “cooked in hellfire.” It was the praise Melville had sought. However, later

  documents have left many scholars wondering if their relationship involved only a meeting of minds.




  In the summer of 1851 Mrs. Hawthorne took a three- week trip to Boston to visit her relatives. She left behind her husband and their five-year-old son Julian. In his memoir, Twenty Days with

  Julian and Little Bunny by Papa, published in 2007, Hawthorne writes about his summer idyll with his son. He paints a picture of childhood innocence: picking currants and looking after a pet

  rabbit called Bunny. However, and this was not mentioned in the memoir, which was essentially written for Mrs. Hawthorne, Melville became a frequent guest during this time. Indeed, he even chose to

  spend his birthday with his friend rather than his own family. Hawthorne wrote of one of these evenings, “Melville and I had a talk about time and eternity, things of this world and next, and

  books, and publishers, and all possible and impossible matters, that lasted pretty deep into the night.” This might be construed as nineteenth-century guy talk, but on examining some of

  Melville’s letters to Hawthorne, one can find a decidedly romantic tone. Melville wrote, “I felt pantheistic then—your heart beat in my ribs and mine in yours, and both in

  God’s. Whence come you, Hawthorne? By what right do you drink from my flagon of life? And when I put it to my lips—lo, they are yours and not mine.” The conversations and the

  letters are fraught with romantic and sexual overtones between the two men, suggesting that The Scarlet Letters Dimmesdale was not the only one to harbor a secret.




  Two years after the first encounter between Herman Melville and Nathaniel Hawthorne, the latter abruptly severed the relationship. At the same time, Hawthorne sold his farm and moved away. The

  reason for the termination is a matter of conjecture. One theory is that the puritanical Hawthorne was no longer comfortable with the nature of the younger man’s feelings toward him. This may

  have been because he was heterosexual and therefore spurned his advances, or, being a product of the century in which homosexuality was cryptically referred to as “the love that dare not

  speak its name,” would not reciprocate. Hawthorne, a respected literary figure and a family man, whose ancestor had been a judge in the Salem witch trials, had no desire to himself wear the

  scarlet letter H. Whatever the nature of their physical relationship, it is clear that Melville was distraught at its end. In Moby Dick, when Captain Ahab drops his pipe into the

  ocean, it symbolizes the loss of future pleasure. The same held true when Hawthorne abandoned Melville, making him a solitary Ishmael once more.




  Tragically, after Melville lost Hawthorne’s friendship, he lost much more as well. His oldest son, Malcolm, committed suicide after an argument with his father. His second and only other

  son, Stanwix, died after a long and agonizing illness. One of his daughters, who suffered from a mental disorder, passed away at a young age. Beset by personal loss and financial hardships, his

  marriage, never strong, reached a breaking point. However, with the persistence of Captain Ahab, Melville took a job as a New York City customs inspector, which he held for nineteen years. For

  someone who had sailed the seas and then devoted himself to writing, his job as a bureaucrat must have been purgatory, but that was a place with which Melville was well acquainted.




  In 1856 the two men met once more. Hawthorne had moved to England, where he had accepted a post as a U.S. consul. Melville dropped in to see him, en route to a trip to the Holy Land. Of their

  time together, Hawthorne wrote in his journal, “We soon found ourselves on pretty much our former terms of sociability and confidence.” He also mentioned that Herman had not been well

  lately, and that he looked, “a little paler, and perhaps a little sadder.” He recounted their activities, which mainly consisted of sitting on the sand hills, staring at the sea that

  both of them loved so well. While they did so, they smoked cigars and talked endlessly into the night.




  Although it was their last meeting and they never again corresponded, Melville never forgot Hawthorne. He continued to annotate Hawthorne’s work after his lost friend died in 1864. With

  his passing, the country mourned the death of its literary lion. On the contrary, when Melville died, he received only one line in the New York Times. Moreover, his name was misspelled as

  “Henry” Melville.




  Although Melville ended his days in obscurity, his work largely forgotten, posterity has proved a far kinder audience. Moby Dick is now considered one of the masterpieces of world

  literature. And, because it was his friend who had convinced him to turn his whaling adventure into an allegory that plumbed the depth of the human heart, readers, too, must share in

  Melville’s admiration for the genius of Nathaniel Hawthorne.




  

     

  




  5




  Adam Bede




  GEORGE ELIOT (MARY ANNE EVANS/MRS. HENRY LEWES/MARY ANNE CROSS)


1859
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  Marian Lewes




  March 23, 1859




  To my dear husband, George Henry Lewes,




  I give this M.S. of a work which would




  never have been written but for the happiness




  which his love has conferred on my life.3
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  IF one were to free-associate with the term Victorian England, the first thing that might come to mind is

  sexual repression. This, of course, emanated from the queen herself, who had all the piano legs in her palace covered with cloth because they were too suggestive of female anatomy. In addition,

  there is her memorable advice to her daughters on the eve of their weddings: “Lie back and think of England.” However, the story behind Eliot’s dedication suggests that

  Victoria’s world was not as proper as her palace’s pianos.




  On an intellectual plane, nature had sown its gifts on Mary Anne Evans. She was able to easily grasp philosophy, politics, the classics, religion, and languages. (She was fluent in French and

  German.) However, what she possessed in intelligence she lacked in looks. Henry James, in a letter to his brother, used the adjective equine to describe her appearance. Upon the death of her

  father, her inheritance was so slight that, unlike her married pretty sisters, she had to seek, as the expression goes, gainful employment. Scorning the options open to a woman of her class (work

  as a governess or as a companion to an elderly woman), Mary Anne took the unconventional road of moving to London, where she obtained work as a journalist for the Westminster Review, a

  newspaper owned by the radical publisher John Chapman. Mary Anne was not only employed by Chapman; she also began to live in his house. John began to visit her in her room, where she would play the

  piano for him and teach him German. The lessons soon turned from the vertical plane to a horizontal one. When his wife and mistress (who also lived in the same home) learned of this, they demanded

  her immediate expulsion. John agreed to let her go with the words that though he admired her mental beauty, he found her lacking in physical charm. On the rebound, she soon became smitten with the

  single Herbert Spencer; however, he would not marry her because he was a confirmed bachelor.




  Alone in London, at the age of thirty-two, her two romances failing to lead to a lasting relationship, Mary Anne became extremely depressed. She confided to her friend Charles Bray how terrified

  she was at the “horrific disgrace of spinster-hood.” She wrote at this time, “My only ardent desire is to find some possibility of devoting myself to some one and making that one

  purely and calmly happy” The gods must have heard her prayer, for later in the year, John Chapman (with whom she had remained friends) took her to William Jeff’s bookstore, where he

  introduced her to the man to whom she would dedicate Adam Bede, as well as her life: George Henry Lewes. Ironically, she at first was not attracted to him because of his looks. She described

  him as “a sort of miniature Mirabeau in appearance,” in reference to his short stature and homely face. Lewes’s friend Charles Dickens had once quipped that it was his appearance

  that had caused his wife to desert him and then finally drove her into insanity. However, Lewes and Mary Anne soon fell in love. They both shared the commonalities of plainness of features and

  brilliance of mind. Moreover, they both were unconventional. William Makepeace Thackeray once remarked that if he were “to see Lewes perched on a white elephant in Picadilly he should not be

  in the least surprised.” His friends knew something was up when he trimmed his whiskers, started combing his hair, and bought new clothes. Her friends knew something was up when she told them

  from henceforth she wanted to be referred to as Mrs. George Lewes.




  Unfortunately, the couple could not legally wed, as the mad, estranged first wife was still alive. When they took the defiant step of going against the church by living together as man and wife,

  there were immediate repercussions. Her brother and two sisters said that she was never to contact them, and Mary Anne was shunned by polite society. She was portrayed as a husband stealer, and his

  legal wife, Agnes, as the victim. This was unfair because Agnes had become pregnant, four times, with George’s friend Thornton Hunt. However, Mary Anne was willing to risk everyone for her

  special someone. She wrote to John Chapman of her decision: “I do not wish to take the ground of ignoring what is unconventional in my position. I have counted the cost of the step I have

  taken and am prepared to bear, without irritation or bitterness, renunciation of all my friends. I am not mistaken in the person to whom I have attached myself.” To escape the scandal, the

  Lewes fled to Germany, where George could work on his biography of Goethe. Mary Anne considered the trip her honeymoon. While there, they met the composer Franz Liszt, who was living with a married

  woman without raising eyebrows.




  When they returned to England, to distract her from society’s disapprobation, George encouraged her to write. With his belief in her ability, and with his editing skills, she wrote her

  first novel, Adam Bede. She published it under the nom de plume George Eliot because they felt that the novel would not sell if there was a social embargo against its author. She explained

  to her friend John Cross that she chose the pen name because “George was Mr. Lewes’s Christian name, and Eliot was a good mouth-filling, easily pronounced word.” The novel proved

  so popular that literary London became enthralled with the mystery writer. Charles Dickens immediately guessed that it had been penned by a woman, and Elizabeth Gaskell was flattered when she was

  asked if she was its author. Queen Victoria, who had been introduced to the book by her daughter Princess Louise, was also a fan. Indeed, the queen admired the novel to such an extent that she

  commissioned two paintings based on two of its scenes. Finally, Evans admitted authorship, and over the next few years, with the popularity of her book, society slowly began to welcome her into its

  circle once more.




  After the publication of Middlemarch, which deals with the theme of common-law marriage, the Lewes purchased a magnificent home from her royalties, The Priory, near Regent’s Park.

  They hired Owen Jones (the chief designer of the Crystal Palace) to decorate their sumptuous living room, where they entertained the most celebrated people of the day, such as Ralph Waldo Emerson,

  Ivan Turgenev, Richard Wagner, Charles Darwin, Aldous Huxley, and Henry James. However, her siblings, still disapproving of her church-unsanctioned relationship, continued their estrangement. It

  was because of disapprobation such as this that Mary Anne, although now financially and romantically secure, held steadfast in her determination not to have a child. Having been a victim of

  scandal, she was unwilling to bring an illegitimate baby into judgmental Victorian England.




  After a time, the Lewes began to tire of their constant stream of visitors and hired John Cross to find them a country home. There they discovered that they preferred to be just with one

  another, and their only regular visitors were George’s son Charles and their business agent, Cross, whom they took to referring to as “their dear nephew.” As they took long walks

  together, they often repeated the phrase, “So much better than Society!”
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