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    CHRONOLOGY




    ENTRIES REFER TO Henry Handel Richardson (‘HHR’) except where indicated and include publication dates of her works.




    VOLUME 1




    3 JANUARY 1870 Born Ethel Florence Lindesay Richardson, Fitzroy, Melbourne, to Mary (Bailey) Richardson (MR b. Leicester, England, 1835) and Walter Lindesay Richardson (WLR b. Dublin, Ireland, 1826).




    28 APRIL 1871 Sister Ada Lillian (Lil) Lindesay born.




    6 OCTOBER 1871 At ‘Springfield’, Chapel Street, St Kilda, Melbourne.




    18 APRIL 1873 Leaves with family for England, arriving 11 July.




    AUGUST 1874 HHR’s first letter.




    17 SEPTEMBER 1874 Leaves Plymouth for Melbourne, arriving 12 December; at Sydney Terrace, Fitzroy Gardens, East Melbourne.




    AUGUST 1875 Moves to new house in Hawthorn; family in debt.




    JULY 1876 At Chiltern, N.E. Victoria; HHR and Lil taught at home by governess.




    SUMMER 1876–77 Two months in Melbourne, Sorrento and Queenscliff.




    27 AUGUST 1877 WLR abandons failed medical practice in Chiltern; MR follows later with HHR and Lil.




    OCTOBER 1877 At [26] Mercer Street, Queenscliff; WLR’s mental state worsens, suffers from delusions.




    JUNE 1878 WLR relieved of all official duties as Health Officer at Queenscliff.




    MID-SEPTEMBER 1878 At Koroit post office (HHR’s eighth home); taught by wife of local parson, Rev. C. L. H. Rupp.




    18 NOVEMBER 1878 WLR placed in government asylum, Yarra Bend.




    24 FEBRUARY 1879 WLR released from asylum, goes to Koroit, ‘a gentle broken creature who might have been a stranger’ (HHR).




    1 AUGUST 1879 WLR dies; MR inherits £1800 and the Hawthorn house.




    27 AUGUST 1880 At Maldon.




    JANUARY 1881 Holidays with Lil in Melbourne; visits theatre and International Exhibition. Maldon education continues with governess; reads Shakespeare, Hardy, George Eliot, ‘Yellow Back’ fiction and WLR s books on Spiritualism.




    MARCH 1883 HHR (thirteen) develops passionate attraction for Revd John (‘Jack’) Stretch (twenty-eight), new vicar of Holy Trinity, Maldon.




    APRIL 1883-DEC. 1887 At The Ladies’ College (Presbyterian Ladies’ College: PLC). Winner of school tennis tournament, co-founder of literary club; performs Schumann and Chopin at half-yearly concert. Writes first musical compositions. Forms strong attachment to room-mate Connie Cochran. Matriculates December with honours in English and French, and passes in Latin, History, Botany, Arithmetic and Algebra; excels in school concert.




    JANUARY 1887 At Swan Street, Richmond South; Music Scholarship at PLC. Lil joins PLC at class 5.




    MAY 1887 Moves to East Melbourne (address unknown).




    27 MAY 1887 Reads letters of MR and WLR—‘a love story of 30 years ago’.




    DECEMBER 1887 Leaves PLC with first class honours in English and History.




    EARLY 1888 ‘Morning governess’ for six months in private school at Toorak; moves to Kambrook Road, Caulfield.




    3 AUGUST 1888 To England, arrives 11 September.




    JANUARY 1889 In Leipzig.




    25 APRIL 1889 Admitted to Leipzig Conservatorium. At Gottschedstrasse 4 III; reads Ibsen.




    END OF 1889 At 13 III Mozartstrasse. Meets John George Robertson (JGR b. 18 January 1867), science graduate of Glasgow University, now at Leipzig University; begins systematic reading in Russian, French, English and Danish literature: especially Nietzsche and Brandes.




    20 FEBRUARY 1891 Engaged to JGR.




    25 MARCH 1892 Hauptpriifung (final examination) at Conservatorium.




    17 APRIL 1892 Leaves Conservatorium with Direktorial Zeugniss (Director’s Statement), dated 15 April.




    EASTER 1892 In London, Scotland, Cambridge and Balham. JGR applying for lectureships in British universities, reviewing and translating.




    SUMMER 1893 Writes defence of Ibsen; begins translating Jacobsen’s Niels Lyhne.




    MAY 1894 First sees Eleanora Duse in The Lady of the Camellias’, offers Niels Lyhne translation to Heinemann.




    MAY 1895 At Akademiestrasse, Munich (until December).




    13 JUNE 1895 ‘Music Study in Leipzig’, Lady (London).




    30 DECEMBER 1895 Marries JGR in Dublin.




    1896 Experiments with fiction and composes music.




    7 JANUARY 1896 In Munich: at Thorwaldsenstrasse 33 III, Nymphenburg district.




    29 JANUARY 1896 Heinemann proposes translation of Bjørnson’s novel Fiskerjenten.




    21 APRIL 1896 Holiday in Starnberg.




    7 MAY 1896 JGR appointed Lector Publicus, University of Strassburg.




    20 JULY 1896 Walking tour from Munich to Strassburg via Bavarian highlands; reaches Strassburg 6 August.




    SUMMER 1896 Niels Lyhne as Siren Voices and Fiskerjenten as The Fisher Lass, Heinemann’s International Series.




    AUG.–SEPT. 1896 Writes article on Jacobsen.




    25 SEPTEMBER 1896 Leaves Munich.




    28 SEPTEMBER 1896 Begins Maurice Guest; works intermittently until 1904.




    1 OCTOBER 1896 In Strassburg: at Sternwartstrasse 6.




    OCTOBER 1896 Writing article ‘German Women Writers’.




    26 NOVEMBER 1896 MR dies.




    DECEMBER 1896 Writes account of her mother’s death.




    EARLY 1897 At work on articles on Schubert, Ibsen and German women writers.




    30 JANUARY 1897 The Schubert Centenary’, Speaker




    MARCH 1897 Ten-day trip to Lucerne, Lugano, Bellagio, Como.




    10 JULY 1897 ‘Ibsen in Translation’, Speaker.




    1 AUGUST 1897 In London.




    20 SEPTEMBER 1897 To Strassburg.




    NOVEMBER 1897 ‘A Danish Poet’, Cosmopolis.




    1898 Takes French lessons.




    16–28 MARCH 1898 To Italy; return via Basel.




    AUGUST 1898 Walking tour in Switzerland.




    1 OCTOBER 1898 To Karlsruhe to hear Berlioz’ Les Troyens (Hoftheater); receives four letters from Georg Brandes in this month.




    DECEMBER 1898 Serious attack of bronchitis.




    22 JAN.–18 APRIL 1899 Sent to Bordighera to recover; joined by JGR 2 March.




    SUMMER 1899 Holiday in Badenweiler until 1 September.




    5 APRIL 1900 Marriage of Lil to Otto Neustätter in Munich.




    10 APRIL 1900 Moves to Twingerstrasse 5, Strassburg.




    7–8 OCTOBER 1900 Sees Eleanora Duse in Hedda Gabier and Dame aux Camélias in Frankfurt.




    LATE 1900 Helps JGR to proofread his History of German Literature.




    APRIL 1900 Walking tour through Black Forest and Vosges; takes Italian lessons.




    JUNE 1900 Visits Munich.




    1901 First sketch of ‘Der Herbst’, ‘tone poem’.




    1 JANUARY 1901 Working at Maurice Guest.




    AUGUST 1901 First of seven summers spent in Bavarian Highlands (near Marquartstein); returns to Strassburg 11 September.




    JULY–SEPT. 1902 Complete break from writing.




    1 APRIL 1903 In London: JGR appointed to Chair of German, University of London.




    22 APRIL 1903 At 18 Willow Road, Hampstead.




    30 JULY–30 SEPT. 1903 In Marquartstein; begins The Getting of Wisdom.




    SEPTEMBER 1903 In Munich; takes lessons in composition from Ludwig Thuille; possibly meets Richard Strauss; JGR returns to London.




    7 DECEMBER 1903 Nephew Walter Lindesay Neustätter born, Munich.




    4 JANUARY 1904 To London, with Irene Stumpp.




    5 JANUARY 1904 At 5 Lyon Road, Harrow.




    1 MARCH 1904 ‘Georg Brandes’, Independent Review.




    AUTUMN 1904 ‘Der Herbst’ final (incomplete) version.




    1905 Joins Society for Psychical Research and London Spiritualist Alliance.




    14 APRIL 1905 To Belgium.




    14 JANUARY 1907 Death of JGR’s father.




    7 AUG.–3 OCT. 1907 Holiday in Germany (Marquartstein and Leipzig).




    12 NOVEMBER 1907 First visit to Heinemann’s.




    27 AUGUST 1908 Maurice Guest (Heinemann).




    MARCH 1909 Maurice Guest, second impression.




    16 FEBRUARY 1910 Finishes The Education of Laura; MS. To Heinemann.




    23 MARCH 1910 Moves to 90 Regents Park Road, London NW1.




    1 APRIL 1910 Signs contract for Laura (The Getting of Wisdom).




    25 JULY 1910 Finishes first sketch of ‘Richard’le’ (‘Life and Death of Peter’le Lüthy’)




    30 JULY 1910 Leaves for Marquartstein.




    4 OCTOBER 1910 Receives first copies of The Getting of Wisdom.




    11 OCTOBER 1910 Begins Australia Felix.




    27 OCTOBER 1910 Paul Solanges offers to translate Maurice Guest.




    28 DECEMBER 1910 German Maurice Guest finished.




    13 JULY–1 SEPT. 1911 Holiday in Norway; records trip in diary.




    2 OCTOBER 1911 ‘Death’ in English Review.




    27 DECEMBER 1911 To Dresden; returns 12 January 1912




    1911 Death (De La More Press, London).




    3 APRIL 1912 Signs contract for German Maurice Guest.




    17 JULY 1912 Attends meeting of the Women’s Social and Political Union.




    2 AUGUST 1912 Leaves for Australia with JGR, Lil and Walter.




    10 SEPTEMBER 1912 In Melbourne (Grand Hotel); 16 to Geelong; 23 to Castlemaine; 24 to Maldon (by car); 25 to Ballarat; 30 to Melbourne.




    2 OCTOBER 1912 At Mt Dandenong (with Mary Kernot); 7 to Queenscliff and Geelong; 8 to Koroit; 9 to Melbourne; 12 to Chiltern.




    c. 15 OCTOBER 1912 German Maurice Guest (Fischer Verlag).




    16 OCTOBER 1912 Leaves Melbourne on SS Orsova.




    23 NOVEMBER 1912 In London.




    8 APRIL 1913 To Dresden; returns 3 May.




    5 JULY 1913 To Germany; returns 2 September.




    7 FEBRUARY 1914 Paul Solanges dies.




    20 JANUARY 1915 JGR’s mother dies.




    8 MAY 1915 Rents ‘Westfield’, Lyme Regis, for three years.




    VOLUME 2




    23 AUGUST 1917 Australia Felix (Heinemann).




    EARLY 1919 Meets Olga Roncoroni.




    EARLY 1921 OR goes to live with HHR and JGR




    1921 Holiday in Lyme Regis.




    1922 Purchases ‘Westfield’, Lyme Regis.




    SUMMER 1924 In Seefeld.




    APRIL 1925 The Way Home (Heinemann).




    1928 Member, later Research Councillor, National Laboratory of Psychical Research until 1932.




    10 JANUARY 1929 Ultima Thule (Heinemann).




    6 FEBRUARY 1929 Third edition of Ultima Thule.




    10 MAY 1929 ‘The Magic of the New Concert Room’, Radio Times (London).




    SUMMER 1929 At Lyme Regis.




    OCTOBER 1929 ‘The Bath: an aquarelle’, Harper’s Magazine (New York).




    14 DECEMBER 1929 To West Indies; returns 20 January 1930.




    FEBRUARY 1930 Completes ‘Succedaneum’.




    JULY 1930 Maurice Guest, revised edition (Norton).




    29 AUGUST 1930 ‘The Story of Wagner and von Bülow—and the Woman behind their Music’, Radio Times.




    18 NOVEMBER 1930 The Fortunes of Richard Mahony, 1 vol. (Heinemann).




    10 DECEMBER 1930 Awarded Australian Literature Society’s Gold Medal for Ultima Thule.




    1930 The Bath’, The Best Short Stories of 1930.




    MARCH 1931 Danish Mahony trilogy (2 vols).




    1931 Danish’Death’.




    18 MAY 1931 Getting of Wisdom, revised edition (Heinemann).




    15 JUNE 1931 Receives Gold Medal for Ultima Thule at Australia House, London.




    24 JULY 1931 To Pontresina.




    13 SEPTEMBER 1931 Swedish ‘Death’.




    29 SEPTEMBER 1931 Meets Miles Franklin.




    17 OCTOBER 1931 Swedish Richard Mahony, vol. 1; vol. 2 (1932), vol. 3 (1933).




    November 1931 ‘The Grown-up Ball’, Good Housekeeping’, proofs of Two Studies.




    22 NOVEMBER 1931 Writes (letter untraced) to Havelock Ellis.




    DECEMBER 1931 Two Studies and Christkindleins Wiegenlied: An Old German Carol Set to Music (Ulysses Press, London).




    9 MARCH 1932 Visited by Brian Penton and Norman Lindsay.




    3 JULY 1932 Meets Miles Franklin and P. R. Stephensen.




    5 AUGUST 1932 Holiday in South Africa—Cape Town and Durban; Returns 26 September.




    OCTOBER 1932 Danish Maurice Guest, 2 vols.




    6 APRIL 1933 To Penzance.




    28 MAY 1933 JGR dies in London.




    16 JULY 1933 Visited by Katharine Susannah Prichard.




    OCTOBER 1933 ‘The Professor’s Experiment’, Good Housekeeping.




    DECEMBER 1933 ‘The Wrong Turning’, Lovat Dickson’s Magazine’, ‘The Bath’ (P. R. Stephensen & Co., Sydney).




    VOLUME 3




    1934 ‘Polly’s Wedding Journey’, Centenary Gift Book, ed. Frances Fraser and Nettie Palmer (Robertson and Mullen), pp. 33-5.




    FEBRUARY 1934 ‘Three in a Row’, Lovat Dickson’s Magazine.




    9 FEBRUARY 1934 ‘Conversation in a Pantry’, Everyman.




    31 MARCH 1934 ‘Preliminary Canter’, New Statesman & Nation.




    APRIL 1934 ‘Substance and Shadow’, Nash’s Pall Mall Magazine.




    26 APRIL 1934 Moves to ‘Green Ridges’, Tilekiln Road, Fairlight, East Sussex.




    3 SEPTEMBER 1934 The End of a Childhood (Heinemann).




    31 OCTOBER 1934 The End of a Childhood (Norton).




    1 NOVEMBER 1934 ‘Three in a Row’, The Best British Short Stories of 1934, English and American.




    JUNE 1935 Lovat Dickson reprint ‘Three in a Row’, Modern Short Stories.




    JANUARY 1939 The Young Cosima (Heinemann).




    16 APRIL 1939 Driving holiday in south of England; returns 5 May 1939.




    AUG.–DEC. 1939 Writing ‘Sister Ann’.




    FEBRUARY 1940 ‘The Coat’, Good Housekeeping.




    SUMMER 1940 ‘Some Notes on My Books’, Virginia Quarterly Review.




    1940 ‘The Coat’, Best British Short Stones of 1940.




    1941 ‘The Coat’, The Best Short Stories, 1940, English and American.




    1942 Autobiographical sketch, Twentieth Century Authors.




    7 APRIL 1944 Good Friday; reads ‘Proem’ to The Way Home in BBC Broadcast.




    20 MARCH 1946 HHR dies; cremated at Golders Green (25 March).




    6 APRIL 1946 HHR’s and JGR’s ashes scattered at sea off Hastings.




    1946 The Getting of Wisdom, Australian Pocket Library.




    July 1946 Salkow Agency sells film rights to ‘The End of a Childhood’.




    1948 Myself When Young (including JGR’s ‘The Art of HHR’).




    APRIL 1949 ‘Sister Ann’, Good Housekeeping; repr. Woman’s Day (Sydney).




    1957 Henry Handel Richardson: Some Personal Impressions, ed. Olga Roncoroni and Edna Purdie (Angus and Robertson).




    1961 German ‘“And Women Must Weep” “For Men Must Work”’.




    1963 Notes on Two Studies and The End of a Childhood, in Southerly.




    1964 Swedish The Getting of Wisdom.


  




  

    INTRODUCTION




    THIS VOLUME OPENS IN 1934, the year after the death of Richardson’s husband and the time of her move from London to Sussex. It covers the period of the writing and publication of the short stories—including ‘Four Further Chapters in the Life of Cuffy Mahony’—collected as The End of a Childhood and Other Stories (1934), and the novel The Young Cosima (1939). During World War II Richardson abandoned a seventh novel, provisionally entitled Nick and Sanny, which she described as her ‘London’ novel. On her instructions, the manuscript was destroyed after her death. She began but did not finish her memoir, which was completed and prepared for press by Olga Roncoroni and Edna Purdie, and published posthumously as Myself When Young (1948).




    The correspondence with Mary Kernot in Australia continued and became increasingly important to her. These letters reveal Kernot’s pivotal role in negotiating relationships between Richardson’s work and her Australian audience. The exchange of books, letters, press cuttings and literary gossip between the two is a special feature of their correspondence. Of particular interest is Kernot’s role as a go-between for Richardson and Nettie Palmer. In 1924 Richardson told Kernot that she had not heard of Mrs Palmer (Letter 379); in this volume it will become clear to the reader how important a part was played by Nettie and Vance Palmer in promoting Richardson’s work in her native land.




    In England, following her move from London, Richardson’s close friendship with the younger novelist Oliver Stonor became much more a relationship by letter. Although only her side of their correspondence has survived, it is clear that Richardson’s role was that of literary mentor and personal confidante. Inevitably the letters to Stonor, as to all her correspondents, become overshadowed by the approach of war. Stonor, an architect by training, was enlisted for war work. Richardson’s accounts of the hardships she and her companion Olga Roncoroni endured, having stoically refused to leave Sussex despite being in the flight path of bombers, fighters and flying bombs, make often grim reading.




    Richardson’s relationship with her New York publisher W. W. Norton & Co had begun in 1929 through the associate editor Elling Aanestàd. In the years after her husband’s death, it developed directly into a personal friendship with William Warder Norton (1891–1945) himself and his wife M. D. Herter Norton. The fifty-nine letters to him in this volume show how Richardson became increasingly reliant upon Norton in matters of American taxation and film rights as well as the publication and re-publication of her books. She delighted in the superior quality of Norton’s editions in comparison with the fustian appearance of Heinemann’s. Although she abandoned any plan to visit the United States, she was always eager to see Norton and his wife when they visited England. Not the least factor in their friendship was Norton’s having been in Australia during World War I and his expressed love of this country.




    The collection ends with Richardson’s illness and death. At times she was unable to write herself, and the letters Olga Roncoroni wrote on her behalf are included; some were joint letters. Her final, barely legible note at the end of one such letter, ten days before her death, is to Mary Kernot, thanking her again ‘for all you have done for me’. The last letter is from Olga Roncoroni to Mary Kernot in which she reports Richardson’s death and funeral in some detail. But this letter also marks a beginning: the legacy of Henry Handel Richardson was in the hands of these two women.
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  LETTERS




  

    863 To OLIVER STONOR




    




    14 January 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mr Stonor




    I expect you will have guessed that I was ill, as I did not reply to your kind note. I’ve been laid up with a sharp attack of gastric flu, & am still not very well. So it’s not possible for me to come to you yet, but I shd be very glad to see you here one evening—all infection is now over. I wonder wld Saturday evening next at 8. p.m. suit you? But perhaps you like to keep your week-ends free? Next week I may have to be away. Yes, I’m still looking for a house in Sussex, & the one I want I’m still not sure of getting.




    I’m so glad to hear you have shaken off Pimlico & got a cheerful flat of your own. Now for another book!




    

      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 133/3/213




    Mr Stonor: see Introduction to Vol. 2. Pimlico: a London suburb.




    864 To MARY KERNOT




    




    16 January 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    I fear several weeks have passed since I last wrote; but they have been some of the busiest weeks of my life.—I told you I think that I was polishing up four further chapters of Cuffy Mahony’s life, which I had lying by, with a view to swelling the length of the coming volume. I managed to get these done abt ten days ago; & invited Captain Gyde (of Heinemanns) to come & see me to discuss the book. He did, & wed hardly arranged the matter, length, title, etc, when Curtis Brown i my agents) became still further galvanised into life. Nash’s (under a new editor) now want Succedaneurn, the last unpublished long story, for rheir April number. I loathe Nash’s & all its works, but the offer is monetarily too good to refuse (in these hard times); so Gyde advised delaying publication of the volume. Almost simultaneously the American Good Housekeeping made tender inquiries about the progress of my ‘new novel’ for serial purposes. There’s nothing doing here, of course; for a year or two at least. But I had the idea they might care to consider the 4 Cuffy chapters (as people in America were potty over the child.) Curtis Brown agreed to sound them, & in the greatest haste two fresh copies had to be made to submit to the Am. G.H. & its English brother. So all round I have been extremely busy & distracted.—To add to it, Lovât Dickson also wants another of the little girl series called: Three in A Row—a merry impish thing, which ought to have appeared long ago.




    Besides all this, I have been going through my husband’s notes & papers & unfinished MSS. Sometimes my head has fairly whirled.




    Thank you so much for your letter & the amusing cuttings. Yours is the first news I have had of The Bath really having appeared. I suppose I shall hear soon from Stephensen. Brian Penton remains shrouded in silence. Gyde told me he heard some one else was to bring out his novel here. G. himself found it ‘very crude’ & I gather, violent. Also it had no thread or connecting link in it, & was unnecessarily nasty. Well, we shall see.




    You say you wld be interested to hear something of my connexion with my husband since his death; so, as you see, I have taken a large sheet, on which to tell you all about it. First, though shake hands with me, across the sea, & tell me you do not consider me a ‘flighty’ or ‘hysterical’ person.—Believe me I am neither; but as sane & critical as they’re made. Nor did I begin the study of this subject only after J.G.R. died. As you will have gathered from the Mahony books, my father was in advance of his time by being deeply interested in it; & I read books on ‘spiritualism’ while still a child. While I lived on the continent, there was nothing doing, but directly I settled in England I joined the ‘Society for Psychical Research,’ & then, for over 20 years, research & experiment in this line formed my chief hobby. I was extremely fortunate in having a first-class ‘medium’ in my own home; the German girl who was with me so long; with whom I eld get every sort of phenomena, without having to resort to a paid person. There was no possibility of fraud. Everything happened under my own eye, according to my own conditions; & Irene was besides a girl of transparent honesty. She went back to Germany during the war, but returned in 1921 & stayed with me till 1925. Since then I have had her younger sister as housekeeper-secretary; & though not the equal of Irene in the multiplicity of phenomena, she is an extremely good & sensitive ‘medium,’ in her own line.—They are the grand nieces of Eduard Moericke, the famous lyric poet, & come of a well-known family.




    I experimented with Else for some time, then let the subject drop. But some benign influence saw to it that I took it up again last January; & so there was no difficulty in establishing the connexion when J.G. left me.—You will perhaps be wondering what exactly I mean by a ‘medium.’ Well, I take it as a person whose vibrations differ in this, from those of the ordinary mortal, that he or she is able to attune them to a more highly sensitised state of being; for that is what I believe death to be: a further existence, at a more rapid rate of vibration, which our gross senses are no longer capable of perceiving. (Think how the highest tones possible on the piano cease to be music to our ears; the invisible colours of the spectrum are invisible because we are incapable of seeing them.)—Besides this, of course, a medium must be of a passive turn of mind, & be capable of vacating the physical body, when necessary.




    In what I am going to tell you, it is not my object to try to convince you. Nothing can do that hut personal experience. (Which is naturally hard to come by.)—But for the past 12–15 years, I myself have been firmly convinced of the fact of survival. And I also believe that we go on living, on the other side of the veil, very much—at first, at any rate—as we have lived here. We take our thoughts, our habits, our peculiarities with us.




    Now, after all this preamble, to a few concrete facts. On the night of J.G.’s cremation, my sister urged me to have a ‘sitting.’ We did so, &, having with us several persons of mediumistic tendencies,—she, my brother-in-law, my nephew, Else Stumpp (my secretary) & Olga, we got contact at once; firstly through a stranger, secondly through Olga’s father, who died about seven years ago & has been one of our regular communicators. (A merry little Italian man the latter, whose characteristic outburst on hearing the news was: ‘Harrah! Professor Robertson has come!’) We learnt on this night that J.G. had arrived safely & was being looked after; also that he wld probably sleep for a month, to recuperate trom all he had been through. This statement came true almost to the day. During this time, I kept in touch with those who were nursing & watching over him, & heard how he was getting on. Just once, abt a fortnight after his death, he broke through for a moment to write my name & tell me he lived; but he was too weak to do more. In Lyme, when we were there to break up the house, he came for the first time into real strength, & we had two long talks; both equally rejoiced at getting into touch with each other again.




    I can’t tell you the consolation this has been to me. Ever since then, we have ‘met’ twice a week; &, outside that, I feel his continual presence. I have been a very fortunate woman in having a medium at my side—though J.G. declares he wld, even without her, have found the means of somehow breaking through.




    I cannot of course go into all the details of the affair; but he has given me quite unmistakeable proof of his identity—things quite unknown to E.S., known to us two alone, & on occasion not even known to myself: I mean I have afterwards had to go & turn them up. His great interest in me, my health, my work, my daily life continues; & from him I am learning considerably more than I knew abt the life that comes after death.




    Not content with this, though, I have also gone, anonymously, to a professional medium of good repute; & there have had almost more astonishing proofs of his presence. Names have been given freely: his own, mine, &, what was still better, the ridiculous little pet names we had for each other—mere combinations of letters, hardly names at all. Then, my writing name, & those of my books, together with a very private joke he & I had abt Ai G"., which not even Olga knew; not to mention a very exact description of his personal appearance, with some of his purely personal tricks & habits.—And so it has gone on to this day; & nothing wld make me believe I am not in actual contact with him. Really, nothing else seems to matter much, compared with the knowledge that he is safe & well; that we shall not only meet again, but I shall find him as I knew & loved him. Sometimes I have such a cheerful feeling abt it all that people must think me a funny widow.’ I have never worn so much as a black band for him, & often go about smiling.




    Some day, you too will know that all this is true. You also say you feel your brothers presence. All you need to get at him is the help of a human telephone.




    This has had to be dashed off, at top speed, or I shd not have found the time for it. If anything is incomprehensible, do tell me & I will try to explain still further. Perhaps, as you’ll not have read many books on the subject, much of it will sound like double dutch!—Please keep it all to yourself. You know how I shd hate my privacy invaded. When I’m gone it will be time enough for people to know more about me.




    Oh, but if you wld care for a book or two, I eld easily send you something to read. As I think you’ll see, the belief I have expressed runs counter to no religion. Except in so far as it does away with the wing & harp idea, that struck such boredom into one’s young soul: that Byzantine petrifaction that made one fancy ‘heir livelier.—In my heaven, we don’t become semi-birds, & the unmusical remain unmusical—flat singing to a harp, oh eld anything be more horrible!




    But I need not grow what you may think blasphemous.




    Goodbye, Mary dear. Some day, if we don’t meet again on this sphere (though I hope very much we shall) we’ll laugh & talk over old times together, untroubled by the ills of the flesh. I say this, because I’ve got the most wretched cold, which I can’t shake off, do what I will; & because I have generally to eat like a mouse, am I to get my brain to work; &, altogether—oh well, at my age, I suppose one must expect ‘the grasshopper to become a burden.’




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.
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    Three in A Row: Lovat Dickson’s Magazine, vol. 2, February 1934. Irene: Irene Stumpp. Eduard Moericke: German lyric poet (1804–1875); see JGR, A History ofGerman Literature (Edinburgh: Blackwood, 1902, rev. 1949) pp. 516–18. a professional medium: HHR had a sitting with Mrs Mason ‘Nub through. (Lindseed Richardson)’ (Diary entry, 1 January 1934). combinations of letters: HHR called JGR ‘N’, ‘Nub’, ‘B.S.’, ‘D.D.B.,’ ‘S.B.’; he called her ‘Pif’ or ‘Piffie’ (NLA MS 133/8/48). the grasshopper . . . burden: and the grasshopper shall be a burden, | and desire shall fail: because man goeth to his long | home, and the mourners go about the streets: | Or ever the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl | be broken at the fountain, or | the wheel broken at the cistern. | Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was: and | the spirit shall return unto God who gave it.’ (Ecclesiastes 12.1).




    865 To MARY FRANCES MCHUGH




    




    23 January 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Don’t think I have forgotten my promise to come & see you. But I have been laid up with a kind of gastric flu, followed by a villainous cold, & am only just able to get about again. Now I have to be off to Sussex again, for I am no nearer finding a house than I was.




    I hope to see you when I come back




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    APCS: NLA MS 6584




    Mary Frances McHugh: see Introduction to Vol. 2.




    866 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    30 January 1934




    90, Regents Park Road




    Dear Miss Purdie




    I forgot to give [you] the two enclosed cheques last night—for the Memorial Fund. They are puny; but better than nothing. My nephew spells his name Neustatter—without the umlaut.




    I got my stuff off to Gooch this morning. I still can’t find that quotation—either in Herm, u. Dorothea or the Zahne Xenien, wh. I have looked through.




    Would you care to have, as a memento, J.G.R.’s pocket book? Its large, & rather worn, but he used it up to the end?




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    Gooch: see Letter 850. Herm. u. Dorothea or the Zahne Xenien: Goethe’s verse epic Hermann und Dorothea (1797); Goethe and Schiller’s literary satire Zahne Xenien (1796).




    867 To MARY KERNOT




    




    30 January 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    Two or three weeks have passed since I wrote, but I have been extraordinarily busy, getting the chapters of the Cuffy episode put in order for submission to the two Good Housekeepings, English & American. Should they print them, I shall delay publishing the Volume till the Autumn. But I think I’ve told you all this before. I am going stupid—with so much to do.




    Last week came Gooch’s Memoir—in MS—of J.G.R. for the British Academy. I funked it for a couple of days, then had to settle down to it. However, it proved quite bearable, better than I expected from a person like Gooch, who is most unsympathetic to me. Prof. Purdie, J.G.’s successor, had the same qualms; & was equally relieved.




    This kind of thing takes a good deal out of one physically & mentally.




    Then, over the week-end I had to dash off to Sussex again, to go over the house, the chosen house, once more, before finally deciding on it. It turned out bigger than we had thought it at first sight; & altogether more comfortable; so my lot is cast. With my solicitor friend’s approval I am building two extra rooms on; & these will enable me to save, from the wreck of this house, most of the furniture I want to keep.—I intend, if possible, to call the place Windy Ridge (it’s said to catch all the S.W. gales, but is sheltered from N. & E.) The present name is unlovely. It stands abt 3 miles out of Hastings, some 400 feet up; & the view extends I believe—for we haven’t seen it yet, owing to cloud—as far as Beachy Head.




    It’s about 3 miles from my friend’s house.




    Nettie Palmer has sent me her little book Talking Things Over. Very charming & pleasant I found it; she’s a wise woman.—But has she quite given up writing poetry?




    The enclosed cutting has been hurled at my head so often that I pass a copy on to you, in case you have not seen it.—By the way, do you always get the Times Lit Supplement.’ Now that J.G. is no longer here to use it bibliographically, my copy goes into the waste paper basket. I wld willingly send it on to you.




    Lovat Dickson has taken a second Growing Pain—thus, with an’s attached, are my little girl stories to be described—for his Feb. number. It’s called Three in a Row, & is a very merry little sketch—to my mind at least. Though many people find these light things rather undignified for H.H.R.—wld have me always long & solemn. Everyman is also to have another of them: Conversation in a Pantry, of which the germ, Mary dear, was started by no other than you—oh, years & years & years ago: but there it lay, until now, when it began to stir & ferment.




    

      My love to you




      Yrs as ever




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    The present name: ‘Rothiemay’. Talking Things Over: Talking it Over, see Letter 809. Conversation in a Pantry: Everyman (London), new series no. 20, 9 February 1934. MK’s role in the germination of the story is obscure.




    868 To MARY KERNOT




    




    14 February 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    The enclosed has been hurled at me from so many sides that in turn I pass it on to you. It’s not uninteresting; & you may come to see it. H.G. is becoming quite an authority on the subject.




    I fear this will be a hurried scrawl again; I sit up to my eyes in work. The house question is settled at last; I have bought, & I hope shall not rue it. But the addition I want to make to it cannot be put in hand till after March 25th, which is quarter-day; & I cannot live in a house with the workmen in it. I am trying to get my present landlord to let me stay on here till the end of April. Otherwise I shall have to live in a caravan.




    The books are finally to be dispersed next week or the one after. I hate & dread to see them go. But I shall hardly be able to get my own accumulation into the new house. The wall space all seems taken up with other things: radiators, etc.




    I think I sent you Lovât Dickson last week with ‘Three in a Row.’ This time Conversation in a Pantry will bear your address.




    Tell me, did I ever send you my husband’s Goethe, published in 1932? If not, I shd certainly like to.




    For the new volume of short stories, I’ve taken ‘An Arch Where-thro’ ‘ for my title. You who know your Ulysses I’m sure (Tennyson’s, not Joyce’s) won’t need any further explanation.—Its the only poem of T.’s, outside a handful of lyrics, that still says something to me.




    Forgive this brief note.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    I heard recently from Grace Maudesley’s daughter. Her mother seems to have died of Angina, complicated by pleuresy—oh, can’t spell this—but you will understand.
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    The enclosed: Hartley Grattan, ‘Literature in the Antipodes’, New York Times Book Review, 7 January 1934, pp. 2, 20. quarter-day: the first of four days in the year on which rentals were due and leases began or ended, my husband’s Goethe: J. G. Robertson, The Life and Work of Goethe, 1749–1842 (London: Routledge, 1932). An Arch Wherethro’: Alfred, Lord Tennyson, ‘Ulysses’ (1842): ‘Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’ I Gleams that untravell’d world’. Grace Maudesley’s daughter: Cecily Grace Miller; see Letter 343.




    869 To NETTIE PALMER




    




    17 February 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Nettie Palmer




    It was good to see your hand again, & get news of you. It seemed a long time since I heard last. Thank you too for the Book. I kept this beside my bed, & read every word of it. Oh, you are a wise—a very wise woman!—But are there never to be any more poems?




    Yes, Bunin walked off with the Nobel Prize. I knew—and still know—nothing of his work. My loss, no doubt. I don’t think there wld be any harm in ‘trying again.’ And anyhow Ultima Thule only appeared in Swedish last October. But it seems too much trouble to put you to, atter all you have already done.




    I wonder if Stephensen sent you a copy of The Bath, with its little illustrations? I hope so. It & various other short pieces which have come out here in the last year or two, are to be collected in a volume, either in summer or autumn; & when they do this will find its way to you.




    Since last May my mind has been mainly taken up with my husband’s affairs. He left such a number of things to be sorted out, gone through, handed over to other people to finish. His Hauptwerk, a study of Lessing ‘s Dramatic Theories, was complete to within two chapters, & will be published this year or next; but a History of Swedish Literature was only half finished, & at first it seemed as if the[re] were no one in England who eld be entrusted with the finishing of it. And so on.




    I have got a nice little house in Sussex to retire to, & expect to leave here at the end of April. But oh dear! the clearing up of this one where we have lived so long. My own books go with me, of course. But his library, of some 10–12,000 volumes, I am distributing between his two colleges, where they will be properly appreciated.




    I’m afraid there’s no question of a voyage to Australia in the meantime, with all this on my shoulders. When it’s over, I shall just want to sink back & rest.




    The book I was at work on when he died has virtually had to be shelved, needing more concentration than I was able to give it.




    I was sorry to hear about poor K. S. Prichard’s loss. What a tragedy!




    

      With kindest regards to you both




      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 1174/1/4386




    Bunin: see Letter 855. little illustrations: in ink and watercolour by Dora Jarret (1904–83). Hauptwerk: chief work; J. G. Robertson, Lessing’s Dramatic Theory, see Letter 827. two colleges: see Letter 873. K. S. Prichard’s loss: her husband, Captain Hugo Throssell VC (1884–1933), committed suicide on 19 November 1933. See Letter 885.




    870 To MARY FRANCES MCHUGH




    




    18 February 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Miss McHugh




    Should I find you in, I wonder, tomorrow afternoon about 5.30? It’s very short notice, I know; but I’ve been so busy that it was impossible to plan ahead. Perhaps, if you’re going out, or it’s otherwise not convenient, you eld somehow let me know? I have been trying for the past three weeks to come to see you; before that I was ill with gastric flu.




    I’ve found a house in Sussex, but can’t get possession of it till the end of April.




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    No tea please!




    ALS: NLA MS 6584




    871 To HENRY HANDEL RICHARDSON




    




    24 February 1934




    Three Trees | Ray Street | Beaumaris, S. 10




    Dear H. H. R.




    I have re-read your most interesting letter of Jan. 18th several times. First about your work, I am delighted that so much is ‘doing’ in its publication. Everything seems to have happened at once & I don’t wonder that you were driven & harrassed especially when afflicted with one of those hideous colds, a cold always makes me feel as if I ought to be in a penitentiary at least, a sanitorium would be too mild for that cold-ed feeling. By this time 1 hope it is in the land of the forgotten things. 1 will be eager to see ‘Three in a Row’ without illustrations, happily I suppose ‘Good Housekeeping will go its own wild way with your longish story? Next time you begin author, first begin artist & illustrate your own works. All my life I’ve hated illustrated stories, my undisciplined nature which won’t receive the law of others I suppose is at the root of it. I can imagine the sufferings of a dramatic writer when he sees his play on the stage for the first time. But he generally has some control? The writer apparently none? After all this intense work of the first month of the year you may be glad to shut up that part of your brain & concentrate on cushions & carpets & cupboards & all that will be demanding your attention when you leave no. 90.




    In the account of your getting into touch with your husband I was at first startled but exceedingly sympathetic. You were most fortunate in being already in touch with conditions favourable for recognition of his nearness. How moving the experience. What you tell me about your visit to the professional medium impresses me exceedingly, coming from you who I believe to be a keenly critical observant woman, the evidence seems clearly indisputable. A mind reader could not surely extract facts that you did not remember? unless he were able to deal with your subconscious mind? I can well believe that smiles may return to your face. I have of course thought often on this subject, my final thought has generally been, are we in our fleshly state able to hold on to those who have become all spirit? what cord can we hold them with? At first perhaps (I have so often felt them lingering on their way) but later as the little ties we had here grow fainter?




    But I am quite prepared to hear the evidence of others & if you have any simple book I would borrow it & let you have it again & read it with attention. I have never believed that harps & wings & golden cities were more than poetical images, my views are far from orthodox & consist of 1 grain of faith to 9 of question-ing (unfortunately for my peace of mind).




    I lunched with Nettie Palmer last week & found her very well & we talked a good deal of you & your work. I lent her your two stories published respectively in ‘Good Housekeeping’ & Lovatt D’s Magazine. She was so pleased to hear of the new vol. & I believe spoke of it in her last wireless talk, one I missed owing to some domestic interruption coming at the hour she was on the air. Vance is busy over a long novel & hardly ever comes to the city. They find easy seclusion on Mount Dandenong & yet Nettie can descend to 3LO every Wednesday to breathe out her words of wisdom. I think money is hard to come by & lately Vance has been charged income tax on the prize novel money from the c Bulletin competition!




    You will be amused to see that Mary Mitchell has crept into your notices. The photograph is a hideous thing. She looks as if she were resenting the public eye & the hat should never have crept or bounced (that one would!) into a photographers studio. I saw her a few days ago & she looked as if success were cheering her, just off on some months at Macedon where her father Sir Edward Mitchell has a delightful house. She is taking on the editorial work of a little magazine for children I have done for 11 years. I felt that younger brains would be better at the work. She was assistant Editor this last year. With much love to you & many thanks for that letter.




    

      Mary A. Kernot


    




    ALS: ML MSS 325




    long novel: The Swayne Family (Sydney: Angus & Robertson, 1934). Sir Edward Mitchell: Sir Edward Fancourt Mitchell (1855–1941), eminent Melbourne barrister, a little magazine: I Serve, see Introduction to Vol. I.




    872 To GEOFFREY WEST




    




    1 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mr West,




    Thank you for your letter and the interesting details of your symposium. I very much regret that I am unable, at this moment, to take part in it. The questions cannot, I feel, be answered briefly, and as I am lust in the midst of moving to the country, I am too distracted to give my mind to them.




    

      Yours sincerely,




      H. H. Richardson


    




    TLS: UT




    Mr West: Geoffrey West (b. 1900). your symposium: G. West (éd.), The Artist . and the World Today: A Symposium in which Various Writers Define their Positions in Relation to the Life and Conditions of our Time (London: Hodder & Stoughton, ‘934).




    873 To MARY KERNOT




    




    4 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    Last mail day slipped by without my noticing it. Nowadays my head is made of cotton wool.




    Thank you for your letters. The garden sounds very lovely; I wish you wld send me a photograph of it. It is non. poss.?—One of the compensations of the house I’m bound for is the rather pretty garden round it. But oh! as you say, the strangeness of the whole will be overwhelming. I seem to have grown into the very walls of this house, so long my home.




    The chief event of last week was the pulling down of the books. Librarians from the colleges were here for days, sorting & choosing (and still are.). 50 large boxes of them (books, not librarians) have left for University College; now the Bedford College people are at work. The study is like a bad dream. Furniture & piano white-swathed, shelves empty, floor a sea of books.




    It has engendered a fit of destruction in me, & I’ve been doing what I’ve long meant to do—well, no, that’s not quite exact; for I always believed J.G.R. wld be there to do it for me. That is, tear up & burn all my childish effusions, written at various ages from 8–20. No one will now ever be able to nose among them. Frankly they were awful!




    In connection with the very first of them, a poem written at the age of 8, there’s a funny story. A grown up cousin suggested that she & I shd each write ‘a piece of poetry.’ So I took slate & pencil, & cheerfully set to work, producing twelve lines addressed to my sister (why, I don’t know) extolling her golden hair & blue eyes! Myself I was rather pleased with them; bur when it came to my cousins contribution, I shrivelled to nothing. For she had written oh! such a lovely poem—even at 8 I was conscious of that. It began:




    

      Roll on, thou deep & dark blue ocean, roll!




      A thousand fleets (?) sweep over thee in vain—& so on.


    




    I shall never forget how rhey laughed at me afterwards.




    On the inside of an old exercise-book I have found these lines in your hand: Epitaph on Ettie R:




    

      In 1885 not a brain was left alive.




      In 1886 Matric put Ettie in a fix.




      In 1887 little Ettie went to heaven!


    




    And I wonder if you have any memory of some ribald verses (by me) beginning:




    

      They sat at their various studies,




      Eight maidens of high degree . . . ?


    




    which ended with coarse remarks anent you & Herr Zerbini?




    Well, little girls are not nice of mind, that’s plain.




    To go back or come back to things of today, I stay in this house till the end of April, instead of leaving this month. The landlord doesn’t object, & I want the building to be over at the other end before I move in. I am getting frightfully tired though, & find ir hard to keep up a pretence of work.




    I have heard nothing from Stephensen about how The Bath is doing. I laughed heartily at the one tiny cutting you sent: ‘The story is nothing.’ Don’t fancy it will be much to Australian taste—at the cost of half-a crown.




    I’ve been bothered with ridiculous questionnaires lately: which is your favourite character in fiction? Is the world in a rotten state, & if so, what wld be your suggestion for improving it!! This last from Geoffrey West of the New Statesman. He ought to know better. (Needless to say I do not know: it’s not my job.)




    So glad you liked The Wrong Turning: it’s one of my half dozen Growing Pains. By now I hope you will also have read Three in a Row & Conversation in a Pantry.




    Yes, I’m sorry I eld not say anything for Mary Mitchell (though she didn’t need my help.) But really, Mary, her book was so antipathetic to me—so tasteless, so immoral in its wilful detracting from woman’s standing, that I shd have been immoral too if I had let myself be so insincere as to praise it.




    I shall be anxious to hear your opinion of it.




    You are evidently to have great doings in October. I shall read of them with interest, & be with you in the ghost, which is so much simpler & pleasanter than in the flesh. (Do you remember Thomas Hardy’s poem describing his return to his old school?)




    But oh, Mary! Adam Lindsay Gordon in Westminster Abbey! Surely it takes a politician to do that.




    I wonder if Brian Penton’s book is out yet? Mrs P. said January. So you will be able to tell me abt it. He has never written, false friend that he is.




    That is ail my news. I’ve had no word yet from America abt the Cuffy chapters. But I fear it’s too late for the new book to come out at Easter. I shall suggest Aug. to Gyde. Then it, too, will be in time for the rejoicings.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.
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    A grown up cousin: Gertrude Bailey; see Letter 2. Roll on, thou deep: Byron, Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage (1818), Canto iv, stanza 179; ‘Ten thousand fleets . . .’. Herr Zerbini: John Baptist Zerbini (1839–1891), music teacher at PLC. one tiny cutting: about Stephensen’s ‘The Bath’, great doings in October: the centenary celebrations of the City of Melbourne. Thomas Hardy’s poem: ‘He Revisits His First School’ in Moments of Vision (1917); ‘I should not have shown in the flesh, / I ought to have gone as a ghost . . .’ Adam Lindsay Gordon: the Duke of York unveiled a bust of Adam Lindsay Gordon (1833–70) in Westminster Abbey on 11 May 1934. Mrs P.: Nettie Palmer.




    874 To MARY KERNOT




    




    14 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    No rime to write ro you today. So I send you on a symposium which may amuse you, & copy of those ribald rhymes of which I spoke. I’m sure you have the humour to appreciate them.




    Work piles up apace here. And now, at the eleventh hour, I continue to get requests for stones & articles from Australia for centenary volumes—to be submitted by May! It simply can’t be done. They shd have thought of it a year ago.




    

      My love to you




      H. H.


    




    By the way the new address will be:




    Green Ridges I Nr Fairhght Road I Fairlight I Nr Hastings I East Sussex.




    I may be able to shorten it later on, but send it in full in the meantime. Would you let Nettie Palmer know?




    

      Recep.




      They sat at their various studies,




      Eight maidens of high degree,




      And gaily they talked & they chatted,




      A pleasant sight to see.




      The wind came in at the window,




      And stirred May’s sunny curls;




      While Agnes joked to amuse them,




      A merry set of girls.




      And Ettie & Annie bickered,




      A harmless bit of fun;




      While Maudie & Janie argued




      Over a difficult sum.




      Our Venus sat calm & quiet




      Revolving within her brain,




      The factors of tough equations,




      Again & again & again.




      But they all are so young & so happy,




      That nothing comes much amiss,




      Their fights are made up in amor,




      Their quarrels end in a kiss.




                *   *   *   *




      Swiftly flow twenty summers,




      Ah! what a change is here:




      Wrinkles on aged faces,




      Silver in golden hair.




      May is a blooming matron,




      Agnes an ancient maid;




      Janie & Maude are married,




      Ettie has long been dead.




      But Venus! We gaze with horror!




      Can this be the maid we knew?




      Thisy & we sigh, & we shudder,




      Can it, alas, be true?




      Stout with a dreadful roundness,




      Nose of an awful tint,




      Followed by fifteen children,




      All of their mothers print.




      Zerbini comes lurching in,




      With a horrible drunken shout,




      Mary seizes the bottle:




      There ensues a general rout.
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    a symposium: see Letter 872. May’s: Mary Ann (May) Pownall. Agnes: Agnes Isabella Bell. Ettie & Annie: HHR & Annie Robertson. Maudie & Janie: Margaret Maude Howitt and Janey Barrow (b. 1868). Venus: possibly Connie Cochran. Mary: ‘She certainly wrote a scurulous poem to me reflecting on my conduct during music lessons. This she sent me some years ago having found it in her desk but it certainly won’t appear in any thesis.’ (MK to OR, 16 June 1949, ML MSS 6092).




    875 To MARY KERNOT




    




    21 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    Thank you for your long interesting letter & the amusing cuttings. The Bath is plainly not going down well. I do hope Stephensen won’t drop money over it. At the time he suggested it I told him I was doubtful. These tit-bits are for more ancient civilisations.




    I am in bed with a bad cold, & am damning vigorously, for there’s so much to be done. The books are really all but finished with at last—you see there was quite a large residue left, after the Colleges had digested their share—& these volumes had all to be catalogued & the catalogue sent to various other universities. Fortunately J.G.R.’s successor has been a brick, working here for hours at a time. I don’t know what we shd have done without her. My share is to arrange for estimates for our removal & for the rest of the stuff to be taken to auction rooms. My sister thank goodness, has been able to make use of my third piano (pianos like cars have their own individualities to me) & two grands are enough to take into a comparatively very small house. (O. likes one, I the other) Then by Monday I must be well enough to go down to Fairlight & make a detailed measurement of my new rooms. The present occupant will be out by then & building I hope begun. Our date of entry is fixed for April 26th.




    The Women’s Centenary Gift Book has written me inviting me to contribute—voluntarily of course. The most I can offer them is an extract or two from Aust. Felix, about old days. I’m writing them to this effect, & shall give them your name & address, in case they want to know anything further. I hope you won’t mind. Heinemanns waive their copyright for a short extract. The address is Miss Frances Fraser, 40 Banksia St, Heidelberg N.22. (Tel. Heid. 5)




    She says by the way that she was formerly in Mrs Boys’ place in the P.L.C. Do you know her?




    Day After My cold still very heavy, & my outlook in consequence gloomy. I don’t know anything that takes the life so out of me.




    How glad I shall be when all the rest of this business is over.




    Next week I will send you Succedaneum.




    

      Much love to you.




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    an extract: Tolly’s Wedding Journey’ (from FRMy I, pp. 86–90), Centenary Gift Book, ed. Frances Fraser and Nettie Palmer (Melbourne: Robertson & Mullens, 1934), pp. 33–5. K. S. Prichard, Alice Henry and Edna Walling also contributed to the volume. Miss Frances Fraser: succeeded Miss Barton as Lady Superintendent at PLC (1898–1910). Mrs Boys: Catherine Boys, Lady Superintendent at PLC (1878–87).
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    28 March 1934




    Three Trees | Ray Street | Beaumaris, S.10




    Dear H. H. R.




    I have to thank you for your last letter of Feb. 14th. I am glad to notice that you seem to have got through the winter without any of last years trouble & seem able to be very occupied & intent in all directions. I am glad you have bought your house, one must have an anchor within the vale as years go on. Doubtless your landlord will be able to let you stay where you are till the workmen are out of Windy Ridge. If not, well you can as you say, get a Pante—what’s its name?—or a fleet of them and a caravan & camp in your own grounds.




    Thank you too ever so much for ‘Conversation in a Pantry’. I enjoyed its air of little girl & long ago but can’t visualise how I started the germ of it? You have a marvellous memory & are so true to that atmosphere of past growing up-ness. I like it very much & think the collection will be charming, indeed it is for me ‘An arch where thro". You twang old rusty strings o’ my heart.




    To go back to your letter I would like indeed to have a copy of your husband’s ‘Goethe’. I have not seen it. I send you quite a collection of cuttings. You will notice that M.G. has infuriated a ‘Bulletin’ writer—by his omissions? I expect these bits this week will bring smiles to your face?




    I have spent part of this week reading Mary Mitchell’s ‘Warning to Wantons’ & I am quite astonished at her production. When I worked with her she always infuriated me by her habit of taking 3 lines to say, with magnificent phrase, what could go into one line. (I did what I could to foil her). I see now that a blue pencil in her book would at least make it lighter—but—can you believe in such people? even in mythology they would be mis-fits. I believe that she deliberately set out to write a book that would sell, she is too clever not to know that her work is all tinsel & airy impossibilities. I believe she may do something quite good, she has such determination & force of character & also I think a love of all that is finest that she may emerge out of her present ‘dare-you mood. One of her relations told me (as an excuse for her book) that she believed she had an unhappy love affair that has coloured her life unfortunately, but I think it is poverty that is driving her at present, not grinding poverty, they live as people of means, but her father is a man of so many parts & so many schemes, on the land & off, that I think the daughters have to earn if they wish any sort of independence. Mary M. is leaving for England next month. I wonder if you would like to meet her? I know she would very much like to see you, but perhaps Heine-manns’ will arrange for you to see her. At present she is out of Melbourne, reading in the country I suppose, the good & the bad so black & so white, of the English reviewers. It must be extraordinarily difficult to know if you are a sheep or a goat if your mind is wobbly when reviews appear so diverse.




    Our autumn is here, hot dry days but we have had a glorious summer. I give thanks for it when I remember that thick clothes are forgotten & the usual mid-summer fires & h.w. bags have never appeared & nearly every day I have been in the sea, still of a lovely mild temperature. We are all very well, Delphia talks of giving up her work at the end of the year. She is to stay with Kate for Easter, so we won’t have her here.




    Again many thanks for all the delightful things you send me.




    

      With much love




      Mary A. Kernot


    




    ALS: ML MSS 325




    Pante: pantechnicon, a furniture van. a ‘Bulletin’ writer: ‘H.S.’, Red Page, 21 March 1934.
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    29 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    No time to write this week, so send you my Succedaneum instead. That is its real name, & of course it shd bear no sub-title. The two first pictures face each other, forming the first page.




    I hear The New Statesman has just taken another of the Growing Pains: Preliminary Canter.




    I am up to my eyes in arrangements with auctioneers & inventories & book sales & lengths of curtains & widths of carpets; & the whole affair is getting on my nerves. This will be the worst move I have ever been through. After this I shall travel more lightly. Oh! how one accumulates.




    I was at Green Ridges on Monday & Tuesday, & found the little house flooded with sunshine; which made a pleasant impression on me; & all the flowers just beginning to come out.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    the first page: HHR sent the story published in Nash’s Pall Mall, April 1934, and here describes its illustrated title-page: ‘Substance and Shadow: The Story of Genius, Passionate, Moody, Creative . . .’. The New Statesman: ‘Preliminary Canter’, New Statesman and Nation, new series, vol. 7, 31 March 1934, pp. 484–6.
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    31 March 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Just a line to hope you are having a thoroughly enjoyable holiday. And a rest from all your labours. This winter must indeed have been a hard one for you; & I shall never forget your kindness in devoting so much time to our affairs. ‘Our’ meaning J.G.R.’s & mine.




    No more applications for books have come to hand, but two or three cheques have been paid—I expect for the majority we were too late in getting the books sent off. Miss Massey was here the other day, & took a great fancy to the larger of the two glass bookshelves. Miss Proctor has since written to me about buying them for Miss Massey’s room. I hope this will happen.




    The other two sets were fetched away last week & shd by now be safely in your room at Bed. Coll.




    Olga & I went to ‘Green Ridges’ again at the beginning of the week, & found the house virtually empty. (Except for dust & dirt.) It was flooded with sunshine & made a very cheerful impression; but oh! the meanness of the kitchen quarters—after our immense basement here. I can only see my china & glass inhabiting the garden.—Garden very nice & in apple pie order.




    We are desperately busy with inventories & turning out of cupboards, which hold more things than I ever knew I possessed.




    Maples wouldn’t touch the heavy suites, & warn me these will sell for a mere song. We shall have your experience in Bath over again.




    I don’t for a moment think the builders will be finished at ‘Green Ridges’ by 26th. There has been a complication about drains.




    The East wind has been blowing here, & I have neuralgia. If only I keep well over the move! When there is bound to be considerable sitting abt in half furnished rooms.




    I had another present of ‘scent’ recently. It is very comforting. Please do believe me when I tell you that J.G.R. is as much alive as he ever was; & that we shall all meet again.




    Remember me very kindly to your father & with many grateful thanks from myself to you




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: MS RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Miss Massey: Dr Isabella Mellis Massey, Reader in German at Bedford College (1921–52). Miss Proctor: Helen Gordon Proctor, Bursar at Bedford College (1924–50). Maples: furniture store and removalists. your father: George R. Purdie.
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    2 April 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mary




    Many thanks for your letter & the cuttings. My letters will be [a] bit scraggy from now on: this house is chaos at present, & I am in the thick of it. So forgive brevity. I send you, to make up for it, a copy of the New Statesman containing another Growing Pain called Preliminary Canter. It needs, I think, rather closer reading, than the others.




    I reckoned I shd hear from you, abt this date, in answer to what I told you of my husband. And so it is. I am not at all surprised at yr having been startled—even shocked. I was prepared for that. And as for trying to convince you that what I say is true, well that’s far from my mind. All I ask you is to remember that I am a very cool-headed, critical person—’devast[at]ingly analytical’ I have been called only recently. And if I had gone into this affair in the full flow of an emotional upset, (which I wld never advise anyone to do) I wld also be suspecte. But as I told you, that is not the case. My proofs came many yrs ago.




    You shew an intelligent curiosity & wish to go further. That’s all to the good. (And some day you will be so glad you did!) But you put me in rather a hole when you ask me to send you something to read as an introduction to the subject. I’ve read most of the books from libraries for one thing—& then, their name is legion, & they are so highly specialised. Also just what will be helpful to a beginner it’s hard to know.




    I think Shaw Desmonds articles in Nash (horrible Nash!) for the past four months might serve to give you some idea of the movement; & also let you see that the idea of Survival is not limited to the credulous & the unlearned; nor is it a hole & corner subject to be tabooed by the intellectuals. These articles of S.D’s are of course written in a popular style; but they form a very fair introduction. I’ll send you one a week, for the next four weeks, & should advise you first to read them singly, & then all together. If you eld get hold of Oliver Lodge’s My Philosophy you might read the psychic chapters in it; & as soon as I get it back from a friend I’ll send you his Phantom Walls, & anything else I can lay my hands on.




    Since I wrote you that first letter, I have had another & very striking proof of J.G.R.’s nearness. A material one this time. Remind me to tell you of it, when I have more time: it will need considerable explanation.




    No, no, no harps & crowns & wings: but we shall be busier than ever; &, fee of time & money, & our fleshly bodies, happier too.




    Moving day is April 26th. If only it is fine. Cold E. winds blow now, & dust sweeps the streets.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    I liked Mary Mitchells face. Hope she has made a lot of money.




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    their name is legion: Mark, v.9: ‘My name is legion’. Shaw Desmond’s articles: Shaw Desmond (1877–1960), a Vice-President of the Society for Psychical Research. Oliver Lodge’s My Philosophy: Sir Oliver Joseph Lodge, F.R.S. (1851–1940), physicist and prominent psychical researcher; My Philosophy; Representing My Many Views on the Ether of Space (London: E. Benn, 1933). Phantom Walls: London: Hodder & Stoughton, 1929.
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    15 April 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    Dear Mr Norton




    I must apologise for never having answered your letter, or thanked you for the cutting you sent me. But the past two months have been a nightmare—& one that is still not over. The getting out of this house has proved more trying than I could have believed. Until my husband’s vast library was satisfactorily divided up between the Colleges, & the very large residue disposed of—well, I can assure you it has taken some doing. Then, the house I am moving to is very much smaller than this, & it has been most difficult to decide what shd be taken & what to be sold at auction.




    Add to all this that I am a most inexperienced business woman, having always had some one beside me to take such work off my shoulders.




    Now to the book. It is I believe to come out here in late August or early September, to be ready for the Australian Centenary, which happens in October. I enclose you a list of contents. After much debate, I have christened it after the chapters that continue a morsel of Cuffy’s history; & think this must stand.




    All the stories & sketches but one have appeared in periodicals here; but only one, The Bath (in Harper s) on your side. So that it will at least be fresh to American readers.




    I send you the manuscripts of The Wrong Turning and PeterHe Luthy. The latter rather an old copy, but I think plain.




    I leave here on April 25th and enclose a card with my new address.




    

      Kindest regards, & forgive my haste




      Very sincerely




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    the book: The End of a Childhood. Australian Centenary: marking the centenary of the City of Melbourne.
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    24 April 1934




    90, Regent’s Park Road




    The last day in the old house. Which has already ceased to look like mine. O. & I drive down to Sussex tomorrow to greet the furniture when it arrives. Weather showering & inclined to thunder. The last two weeks baffle description, but I will try & write for the next mail; & tell you something of what I have gone through.




    

      Yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    APCS: ML MSS 45
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    29 April 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you so much for your very kind note. It was nice to find it awaiting us. We got down, with our two Pussy companions, quite well on Wednesday; & were lucky all three days with the weather. On the second moving day there were heavy showers, but all the things were got in bone dry. And the piano—the 2nd one—was got upstairs. Maple’s men were bricks, & took the most fatherly care of us & our belongings. They got my writing table up, a carpet down for me, & an easy chair & sofa, within half an hour of their arrival; so that I had a private place to retire to.




    There I now live, in what will be eventually Olga’s bedroom; & am quite comfortable. Our doll’s dining room is also in order, & the kitchen. But further we shall not get till after the ‘second move.’ Floors are now down in the new rooms & the roof is tiled; but painters & plasterers have still to do their damnedest.




    I like the house very much indeed, & the garden and field are at their apogee of greenness. Such a rest to the jaded London eye.




    I hope very much you will see it before it all becomes passé. Perhaps in the first instance (while O. & I are forced to occupy the spare room) you wld come down for the day? On Sunday a train leaves Char. X at 9.45. a.m., gets here at 11.30, & goes back at 5 p.m. Let us know any Sunday you care to come & picnic with us. (We have Mrs Lee at present so it won’t be any trouble.)




    Thank you so much for your offer of a ‘London flat. We shall be delighted to make use of it




    

      With love from us both




      H. H. R.


    




    The gown was only about 5–6 yrs old. Bought in London.




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    Char. X: Charing Cross, London railway station. Mrs Lee: Barbara Lee (1880–1968), Hungarian-born and German-speaking housekeeper at London and Fairlight.
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    1 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Just a line in answer to yours, of March 28th, & the amusing cuttings. It can’t be more, in the state of confusion we find ourselves in.




    Well, we arrived here last Wed., & the furniture followed on the two succeeding days. The move, as a move, went off well: nothing was lost or broken. And my second piano, the baby grand, was got up a narrow stair without doing too much damage. But that was all. At present we are ensconced, not too uncomfortably, in two cubby-holes; while the larger rooms are stacked to the ceiling with books & furniture, awaiting the finishing of the new rooms. When this happens, a second move will have to take place. I’m not having any stair carpet etc laid till then. We have hopes for about 10 days from now.




    I like the house & garden very much indeed’, & the quiet is bliss. For a year now in London I have wakened—been wakened—between 4 & 5 a.m. Here I am sleeping till 7. May it continue!




    Our immediate outlook is very green & ridgy. Beyond that come the grey roofs of Hastings & various bungaloid growths—unfortunately. (But I shall let my trees grow higher.) Further out again lies the sea, &, on clear days, Beachy Head is plainly visible.




    Some time soon I will send you a copy of J.G.R.’s Goethe: at present books are ungettatable. But the British Academy Memoir is out & will rollow next week.




    I was most interested in what you wrote of MM’s Wanton. Now I think you will understand why I eld not recommend it, clever as it was. Far too removed from H.H.R.’s sphere. Brilliantly written; but a loathsome ‘reading’ of women—& oh! Mary, the toilets (or à la M.M. I shd say toilettes!)—I can’t believe it was written with the tongue in the cheek. That’s too hard to do.—And the greatest failure of all lay in the attempt to combine artifice with reality: to expect us to believe that her puppets eld love or feel.




    If she wld care to see me I shd be interested to meet her. But it’s not as easy to get at me here as in London. 1 ½ hrs by train.




    I send you a funny little notice from the Star. With a still funnier photograph. If I looked like this, London would be to be congratulated on my absence!




    I see the Bulletin is now saying I don’t know anything abt Australia. Funny people. Those early yrs of my life are bitten in as with acid. Nothing will ever compare with them for vividness 8c vitality.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    ‘reading’ of women: HHR probably has in mind the character Renée de la Vaillière in Part iii, ch. vu. the Star: ‘A Great Novelist’, Star, 25 April 1934. my absences the article begins: ‘One of England’s greatest novelists, and certainly Australia’s greatest, slipped out of London to-day on the day the Australian cricketers arrived’, the Bulletin: 21 March 1934: ‘ “The Fortunes of Richard Mahony” is said to deal “with an Australia now prerty much passed into history.” Several otherwise capable English critics have made rhis silly remark. The Australia described by H. H. Richardson hasn’t “passed inro history” it never existed. The lady is an admirable writer, but she knows relatively little of Australia, and she isn’t in sympathy with it’.
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    7 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    Here are the first few pages of the Cuffy chapters, with which the new book is to open. I hope they will be enough for your purpose.




    Many thanks for your kind letter. I am now ensconced in my little country house, & so far like it very well. But we still have the builders in, & it will be some time yet before we are settled. I have however made myself a nook to work in, & hope, after this long, long interruption, to begin to pick up the scattered threads,




    

      With kind regards




      Sincerely yours




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection
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    8 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Katharine Susannah




    Your note reached me in the midst of a terrible upheaval—moving from my home of so many years’ standing, to this little house in the country. I could not even have found a pen to answer it with.




    How my heart has sorrowed for you, it would be hard to tell you. I rang Cape up at once on reading the news; but he knew no more than any one else of your whereabouts & plans. And being the stranger I was to you, I shrank from taking any further steps, for fear you might think me intrusive.—But my deepest sympathy was yours. And I was very, very glad to hear from you.




    When, inside one short month, my own life was shattered, people wrote & said: you have your gift: it will console you. But I don’t say that to you. For we know better. The one & only comfort is that time does gradually grow its grass over the worst hurt, no matter how deep this has gone. And each day one can manage to go on living is a further step towards the victory over one’s grief that must be won.




    I hope the boy has been spared the cruellest part of the shock. Lucky you, to have him still to live for.




    Though our glimpse of each other was so brief, write to me sometimes & tell me what you are thinking & doing.




    

      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 6201/10/1




    the boy: Ric Throssell (1922–99), future playwright and novelist; his autobiography, My Father’s Son (1989), opens with an account of his father’s suicide.
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    10 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you so much for your letter & the list. I have asked the Sec. of the British Ac. to let me have 2 dozen copies of the memoir. That ought to be enough.—But do you think J.G.’s English friends will all get copies? I mean will those who want one hear of the publication?




    You were lucky in your weather here on Sunday. The three following days have been horrible. Today is sunny again, but with an E. wind.




    I’m sorry to say our plan of a Cozy Stove is not possible. There’s no chimney to the room, only a ventilating pipe. That’s to say, it was built for an electric fire; & it wld cause a lot of trouble & expense to rebuild. I’m very disappointed abt it.




    Of course I will give your message to J.G.R. I have talked with him since you were here & one of the first things he asked was how your visit had gone off & if you had liked the place.—Some day when you stay the weekend with us, & there is more time, I shd like to read you extracts from some of our sittings—especially those with the two strange mediums at the beginning.




    The plasterers have finished in the new room (by the way J.G. says: if you don’t like the window don’t have it as a study (namely the old room)); & now the painters are getting to work. They really ought to be done by next week. I go today to choose tiles & a mantlepiece.




    So glad to hear you enjoyed Dämmerung,




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    Next week I think you might send me the Essays.




    The enclosure is to shew you that some people of standing interest themselves in the question of survival. See back page.




    ALS: RHBNC Archives; (copy) NLA MS 5199




    Cozy: brand name of a slow combustion stove. Dämmerung: twilight. The enclosure: probably an SPR pamphlet ‘Do We Survive Death’, which also listed the members of Council and Consultative Committees.
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    15 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Thanks much for your letter. I am glad to see from it that you understand why it was impossible for me to speak for the Wantons, ‘Nay, but there’s a decency required, quoth she!’—I shall be interested to meet Mary Mitchell, if she cares to come as far as Fairlight, if only to try to read the reason for such a book. You know, I don’t believe in the tongue-in-the-cheek business. But agree rather with your friend who thought it was in her, & had to get out. The descriptions of Paris frocks, for instance, seemed to me written from the heart.




    I send on Shaw Desmond’s Third Article, which I have managed to find, & the 4th will follow shortly. I’ve also inserted a couple of pars abt H.H. which may amuse you, crammed with errors of fact as they are!




    How well I remember Zerbini & the pedals! Connie loved to tease—especially in a slightly obscene way. But she was so good-natured over it one cldn’t take offence. Yes, yes, those rhymes! They have stuck where so many worthy items of information have vanished. Your idea of quoting them under gas adds a new horror to life. A friend of mine, a most dignified & reserved fellow, told me that when under an anaesthetic he came out with the most lurid language, horrifying even his doctors!




    Oh no, Mary, I did not spring, fully formed, into life with M.G. From 8–18 I wrote tripe of the worst kind, having been, when young, an ardent reader of the Family Herald. Going to Germany first pulled me up, & then came my acquaintance with J.G.R. who was so widely read, even at that time, that he eld feed my hungry spirit with the manna it was really longing for. The great world of literature was opened to my poor little eyes; and books were to be had. The second step in my rise was getting hold of a particular book which changed my outlook for ever. (You will see it mentioned in M.G.) This it was which gave me the impetus; & as soon as I was married, & happier than I had been, I took up my pen & found Maurice waiting for me. And that’s that.




    We are still as far as ever from being settled; but I think the workmen will go this week.




    For a long time yet you’ll get paper bearing the old address. I’ve squads of it; & it’s too good to throw away.




    

      Much love to you.




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    ‘Nay, but there’s a decency required, quoth she!’: Robert Browning, ‘Epilogue, The Householder’, 1.16. Paris frocks: see Warning For Wantons, p. 12. Family Herald: Family Herald: A Domestic Magazine of Useful Information and Amusement, originated London c. 1875, adapted for publication in Melbourne from 18 December 1886; see MW p. 52. a particular book: Jacobsen’s Niels Lyhne.
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    16 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you so much for your letter. I know you will be glad to hear I have a Cozy Stove after all. From the Catalogue they sent me I got the information abt the outside pipe, had the builder up, discussed it with him & decided on it. The end of the house it will decorate is almost entirely hidden by the garage. I am very pleased abt it.—The stove itself, with fittings, arrived this morning & now only has to be fixed in. Meanwhile the room is drying remarkably well. Today is our first wet day. Till now bright sunshine & a strong wind.—There is only one more coat of paint to go on.




    I have also ordered blinds and cornices; so next week ought to see us in the thick of things.




    J.G. is quite firm on the point of my taking the new room for a study, & not to sleep in. So the die is fairly cast.




    It certainly wld be a good thing if the Memoir eld be noticed or mentioned in the M.L.R. & the Goethe Soc. Transactions. What is the best way to go to work abt it? I have now sent copies to all the people you mentioned, & several others. It’s the English friends I feel doubtful about. (And Priebsch? What of him?)




    I gave J.G. your message. He was very pleased, & touched. In reply he said: ‘Will you tell her I thank her very much; & I am very glad she is doing so well—I have watched her. Also I am very grateful to her for the kind assistance (here I fully expected him to say ‘with my book’ or ‘my work.’ Instead of which, & I think most characteristically he ended with) ‘she has given you.’ A little later on he added: ‘It will also be a great help to her.’ I queried: ‘Afterwards?’ To which he replied. ‘That of course. But at present, too.’




    This refers in part to his own want of knowledge of the after state, which he has several times lamented, saying: ‘You told me; but it went in at one ear & out at the other.’ Most of those who pass over suffer badly trom the want of any preparation for what they have to face. And again, the fine threads they on the other side are able to weave between themselves & those on earth who are willing to be influenced, would seem to be of great value. But the wish & the will must first be present in the individual still on earth.




    This is I fear rather muddled; but I am interrupted so often just now, & have no time to make things clearer.




    

      With love from Olga & myself.




      H. H. R.


    




    Schücking’s is the one address I can’t find anywhere.




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Priebsch: Professor Robert Priebsch (1866–1935), JGRs friend and colleague. Schücking: Levin Ludwig Schiicking (1878–1964), German philologist.
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    22 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Here at last is the fourth of Shaw Desmond’s articles. Now read them all through together again.




    I will post you on, later in the week, a little book by Sir Oliver Lodge, which I don’t think you will find too tough. And you have only to say the word & I will also send you my weekly copy of Light—the paper that contained Lodge’s Wireless Talk.




    But please, Mary, keep my interest in these things to yourself. I shd hate, more than words can say, my private beliefs & opinions to get anywhere near the press. I am most emphatically not cut out to be a martyr!




    Our ‘second move’ is just on the brink. For the next ten days or so, I shall be in the thick of seeing what carpets & curtains I can use, & stacking & unstacking books, etc.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45
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    27 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you so much for your kind letter. You will know why I have not answered it. We have been up to our eyes in work. Yet, incredible as it sounds, have not yet succeeded in getting one room in order. The books were hopelessly mixed, & had besides all to be dug out from under the stairs. However, the carpet is now down, and the piano in place, & it begins to look a pleasant place; with so many of J.G.R.’s things in it that we think of calling it the ‘big study’ as we did his room at home.




    On Tuesday my study is to be started with. The stove is doing excellently, & the weather has been so good for drying that the walls shew hardly a mark any more. (Else is sleeping already in her room, braving the consequences.)




    There are still numberless cases of pictures, glass, china to be brought in & unpacked. Not a fender fits, & curtains are all either too long or too short.




    I sent Miss Delp a copy of the Memoir but so far have not found an address for either Schikking or Hittmaier. Liljegren wrote me a nice letter: he was fond of J.G. About Priebsch—may Gooch himself not have sent him a copy? I shd like to know this before squandering one.




    I do hope, when once we are straight, that you will come & spend a week end here. Then I will tell you more of all our experiences with various mediums, & also of what we are doing now. I think I mentioned that I had had another gift of scent?




    I wanted very much to put a tiny memorial notice in the Times tomorrow—just an initial & a word—but he wldn’t hear of it, in fact flatly forbade me to. He has been very worried over all the expense I have been put to during the past year, on his account, as he phrases it, & won’t let me add to it by a shilling.




    I hope your father is keeping well. The weather here is exquisite, but the garden very dry.




    

      With love from us both




      H. H. R.


    




    We shall probably be up in the course of the next few weeks, as Olga has to see her dentist.




    ALS: RHBNC NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Else: Else Stumpp. Miss Delp: Dr Wilhelmina E. Delp, Head of German at Royal Holloway College (1908–44). Hittmaier: Rudolf Hittmaier (1889–1940), German philologist. Liljegren: Sten Bodvar Liljegren; see Letter 392.
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    28 May 1934




    Green Ridges




    Many, many thanks, dear Miss Purdie, for your kind thought of me today. In spite of everything, it has been impossible to help thinking of :this time last year & what I then went through. And the flowers were very welcome; & a comfort to me.




    Strange things have been happening here again—& over carnation.




    And then these came from you!




    I will tell you all about it when we meet.




    

      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    today: anniversary of JGR’s death.
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    3 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    This has been a sheerly awful week. It was impossible to write before. We seem to have toiled from morning till night without a break. You see, always the furniture has had to be shifted from room to room & often back again. And the books! I did not know I had brought so many; & they had been deposited in all sorts of odd places—under the stairs & in the outhouses, & so on.




    Well, all our floor coverings are now laid, with the exception of hall, landing & stairs. I sleep in my new—so to speak—bedroom for the first time tonight. The C. Stove will have burnt unceasingly for three weeks by Tuesday next, when we propose to let it go out. And then I shall take possession of the study. It’s been almost impossible to approach the room for heat till now!




    I was glad you did not send the Essays: I shd not have found the time to look at them.




    How I can ever thank you for all your kindness I don’t know. You’re really too good. And when I tell J.G.R. abt it he feels the same.




    Of the sales you mention Mr Edwards has sent a cheque for 15/6 & the Univ. of Sheffield one for £1–2–6. That seems to leave Hull & Durham owing respectively £1–3–9 & £2–9–6. And Mr Edwards later on.




    So much for business.




    We should very much like to spend the night at the flat when we come up. But only if it’s not in the least inconvenient for you. And provided you don’t cancel any engagement because of us. I can’t quite say yet when it will be. After all this labour, I feel more inclined to sink into a chair & rest than to spend two hectic days in London. Olga’s tooth has quietened down, too. And next week my sister talks of paying us a flying visit, which I don’t want to postpone, as she can get away so rarely.




    Perhaps after all you will give us your week end here first? I’ll let you know directly the little spare room is habitable. And then we could discuss the Essays by word of mouth.—Are you free on the 16th?




    Excuse haste. I have a pile of correspondence to work through.




    

      With love from us both




      Always yrs sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)
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    6 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    The last ten days have been unspeakable, & we are still in desperate state; but I don’t want to let another mail go by without a line.




    I am in my new study today for the first time, & think & hope I shall like it. It has two big windows run into one, & from my table I see, in order, a field full of cows, a field of haymakers, the houses, cliffs & hills (real hills, like Rome’s) of Hastings, the sea with Beachey Head on the horizon. We are between 4 & 500 feet up, so proudly survey the distance—on a very clear day Eastbourne & the Seven sisters & the high downs near Brighton stand out. Behind the house is a big, thickly treed estate, & I’ve never heard so many birds, from the ‘dawn chorus’ on, till late at night. The cuckoo is a perfect plague. Keeps me running to the piano to find his pitch.




    We’ve had wonderful weather so far. Now its turned cold, with heavy showers.




    I had a note from Mrs (or Miss) Fraser to say she is applying to you for help in choosing a passage from Aust Fel. for insertion in her volume. I do hope you won’t find it too bothersome.




    I must just take a moment to copy out three verses for you. I don’t know whom they’re by, but they have always stuck in my memory; & I thought of them when I read what you wrote in one of your last letters about your dear little old dog.




    Here they are:




    

      Among the many mansions of the City,




      That will have room for all;




      The Master Builder added, in His pity




      Kennel & bench & stall.




      There will be one among the lords of Heaven,




      To draw beneath His wings;




      Behind the sounding harps & candles seven:




      All furred & feathered things.




      And there the little ghosts that trot behind us,




      Untiring from the past,




      Will in some glittering, golden corner find us,




      And know it Heaven at last.


    




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    find his pitch: this paragraph was published in Gerald Brodribb, Hastings and Men of Letters (Hastings Public Library, 1954), p. 40. her volume: see Letter 875. three verses: source untraced.
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    9 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Stonor




    Your letter, which I was very pleased to get, found me in a state of direst confusion. The builders stayed with us for close on six weeks after we got here, & so it was impossible really to settle in. We are only now beginning to get straight. So forgive my not having answered it before.




    I feel very glad abt the piece of news you gave me. You are a wise man to make a fresh start, & I wish you every happiness in it. N.H. struck me always as a very decided woman—one who wld be unlikely to go back on her word. And to sit & long for what has gone & is not to be recaptured is destructive.—Do tell me more of your new plans.




    I’m liking this house quite well; & shall feel still more at home in it when the smell of paint & distemper & damp plaster subsides. It gets all the sun there is—& most of the winds, too—& the garden is very pretty.—I have to beware though of too much interest in this: it takes ones mind—or perhaps only my mind—off work.




    Do you know this part of the world. It is extraordinarily pretty, & the walks are legion. We are 450 feet up, on the first shoulder of the Tire Hills,’ & look over to Beachey Head & the high downs behind Brighton.




    No, I’m not going country altogether, & Hastings is only three miles off; so it is easy enough to see a film now & then. The Cinemas here get all the big films as soon as they are generally released.




    If you ever come this way let me hear of it. Just at present I’m not bound for London, there are so many arrears of work to be made up.




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 133/2/214




    N.H.: Norah Hoult.
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    10 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Many thanks for your letter, & the essays & Bibliography. I should like it very much if you came on 16th, & then we could discuss these things. There is a very decent train that leaves Charing X at 7.20, getting to Hastings at 9.7, & it has a Pullman; but the others seem rather hopeless, & may be too early for you. I enclose a rough list which Olga made. Will you let me know what you think & feel abt it?




    I have to come up on 20th—21st, &, if you are sure it will not be inconvenient we (for Olga needs the dentist) shd be very glad to accept your invitation to stay at the flat. But please, if it isn’t, don’t scruple to say so—I mean if anything crops up between then & now.




    For the last two or three mornings I have managed at last to get a little work done. In the new room. But there’s still much to see & think abt in the house. No stair carpeting down yet, because the right length of stair-rod can’t be got; &, though all linos are laid, they musn’t be nailed till they have stretched. So there are still hours of hammering to come.




    The room promises well; but I have to contend with the smell of distemper & damp plaster—it’s an utter impossibility to keep the C. stove going any longer, the heat here is so great. However it’s very quiet, 6c the outlook is so pleasant that I try to forget the smells.




    I do hope we shall see you. Excuse haste




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    Bibliography: Edna Purdie, ‘Professor J. G. Robertson: A Bibliographical Note’, Modern Language Review, vol. xxx, no. 1, January 1935, pp. 50–1: a list of JGR’s publications.
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    14 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    I have friends with me over the week-end, & so am afraid I shall not be able to get to Robertsbridge. Better luck another time. Or perhaps one day you’ll come over to have tea with me?




    

      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    APCS: NLA MS 133/2/215




    friends: including Edna Purdie.
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    23 & 25 June 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Nothing from you for two weeks. I hope all is well with you.




    I send you a sheet stamped with the new address. (It has come out dreadfully pale. Having always hitherto had a die, I knew nothing of plain printing, or shd have chosen black for it.) You don’t need to put Hastings on, when you write. We pay our taxes at Battle, & our Income Taxes to Bexhill; so Hastings doesn’t really come into the address, though this house looks over it in the distance.




    I was in London this week, & spent a hectic couple of days shopping, at dentist & hairman, besides lunching—a long delayed promise—with Gyde & Gerald Gould. The long drought broke at last, the second day of my visit, & wearily one trudged about in mack & umbrella. (No drought can be long enough for me, but oh! the poor garden.)




    We have a hedgehog in this, a nice little chap to which I have grown accustomed, but yesterday quite a long snake ran before my feet.




    

      [image: ]



      Green Ridges, Tilekiln Lane, Fairlight, 1934: ‘we arrived here last Wed.’ (Letter 883)


    




    

      [image: ]



      HHR: ‘the old Lenare photograph’ (Letter 1163)


    




    This is anything but pleasing to me, for snakes are my horror, & it’s useless to tell me it was probably only a grass snake. (How I miss J.G. at these times. He knew all abt beasts & birds & flowers, & was so full of soothing & common sense.)




    Some very good roses have come out. It is interesting to watch them bloom, not knowing what they are.




     June 25 th




    Your letter this morning, with cuttings, for which many thanks.




    I am quite in agreement with your choice of extract for the volume. Well I know how difficult it is to choose a representative piece. Nor does it matter if you want to change ‘bull-puncher’ into ‘bullock driver’—though the former word was in use in Australia up to as late as 1889. It had there a slightly different meaning from its American counterpart—the shade implied between drover (Amer.) & driver (Aust.) (So at least all my early books of reference informed me.)




    Now as to our position. This house is about 3 2 rniles outside Hastings—in a small private road containing only two houses: Green Ridges & Tilekiln, an ancient & very prettily converted farm house. Through the gate on to the Golf Links stands one other cottage; & chats all; but on the other side of the lane is a park, full of lovely trees, belonging to one of the really big houses in Fairlight. So, though quite private, & not in any way overlooked, we are not too isolated. Our view is out over green, sloping, cow-strewn fields to the houses of Hastings, with its many hills, & the sea beyond; & on a clear day we see Beachey Head, & the high downs near Brighton.




    By slipping up over the Links, we get a lovely country walk—many of them—without touching a road. The cliffs are wild & fine.




    But Windy wld have suited our position when the S.W. winds go! Its impossible to open a window.




    Yes, all is done now but the lighting arrangements, globes & shades tor which have still to be bought. I’ve sunk into inertia over them. Anyhow one doesn’t consider lights much at this time of year, when it’s hardly dusk at 10 p.m.




    This Fairlight, which extends for several miles, is a queer place. We pay our general rates to Battle, & our Income Taxes to Bexhill; though Hastings is our nearest town!




    I am entirely of your opinion abt telephones & never use one, if Olga is at hand. I can neither hear nor speak—& as for taking a decision! why, Im apt to say yes to everything merely to lay the accursed receiver down. Yet I cldn’t think of a house without a phone.




    I see from one of the cuttings that Aldous Huxley is to be invited to the Centenary jubilations. But not, not H.H.R.! Things abt prophets cross my mind. What on earth will A.H. know or care abt Melbourne’s beginning!




    I send you Gerald Gould’s latest expectoration.




    I was so glad to hear your husband is better than he was when you last wrote. Have you decided where ro fly to for warmrh when winter cornes?




    I am sending you a small book by Sir Oliver Lodge called Phantom Walls, & hope you will enjoy it. I don’t think you’ll find it too stiff. Will you let me have it again when you’ve finished it?—But keep it for a year if you want to.




    Did I tell you I know or knew Harry Price very well indeed. For abt three years I belonged to his Laboratory. Then, with various others—Lord Charles Hope, Dr William Brown, the famous psychiatrist, Dr Fraser Harris the Physiologist, etc etc—seceded, & for ever. Price is a dishonest & unscrupulous fellow. And believe me, Mary, there is just as much unscrupulousness among investigators as among the mediums with whom they deal. Price had no scruples in twisting things to suit his purpose. We wete all disgusted with him.




    Oh no, it is not ‘the crude deceptions of professional so called mediums’ that have stood in the way of spiritualism since the time of ‘the Resurrection’. It could hardly be; for modern Spiritualism is not yet 100 years old. It’s far more the attitude of the Churches towards a future life. Take the R.C.’s for example. A Catholic priest will tell you that spirits exist, & that it is possible to converse with them: but none but the accredited priests of the Church may do it! In other words: the medicine man clings to his power.—But our own church is gradually coming round. More & more parsons are publishing their experiences (of which in rime I hope to send you some) & gradually the whole subject will be swallowed up by the churches—where it belongs.




    Meanwhile don’t think I want to ram it down yr throat. But I’ve learnt what a deep & utter comfort belief in it can be. And how easy it makes life to bear.




    

      My love.




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    choice of extract: see Letter 875. ‘bull-punchers’ was retained in the Centenary Year Book. Aldous Huxley: (1894–1963), English novelist and essayist, had achieved some notoriety at the time. Things abt prophets: see Letter 864. Gerald Gould’s latest: ‘Women Writing Better Books Than Men’, Daily Mirror, 15 June 1934.
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    11 July 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Your long & interesting letter of June 5 th can have but a meagre reply. For the last 8 days I have been embedded in proofs—the most horrid form of work I know, & one that leaves me absolutely brainless. Especially now that there is no J.G.R. at my side, to read them with me, & hold his hand over my foolish blunders. For I invariably get lost in the build of the page, eyeing it with a critical eye, for style & expression; & then am more than capable of forgetting to note printers’ errors.—Heine-manns too have a horrid fashion—a new one—of binding proofs up in book form & flinging the whole volume at once at your head. Give me the good old days, when one first got galleys’ & in moderate quantities.




    Yes, I feel limp & tired out. Add to which it is blazing hot, & all our greenery is dried to straw. Brown Ridges wld now be a better name. I had hoped ro ger to the East coast next month for a few weeks; but my nephew has let his house in Aldeburgh, & somehow I don’t fancy another. So perhaps shall go nowhere. With all the expenses of moving & building there can be no question of getting abroad. Mountains are what wld appeal to me most.




    Yes, I do agree, K. Mansfield’s Life was rottenly done. All that piffle abt her early days at Queen’s College & girlish raves for her Pro-lessors. So obvious as not to be worth noting. And when it came to the serious adventures, silence & a modest pall. I hope no-one will ever write my life after such a fashion.




    I thought K.M. very pretty from her pictures; but some one who knew her personally rold me that she had a heavy black moustache!




    I’m sure all your psycho-analytical friend says of M.M. is true—& much more. What a farrago of repressed sex-longings in the Wanton. Really, if people only knew how such a book gives them away—the authors I mean—they’d hesitate before so undressing in public. I’m sure you understand by now my reasons for not helping to boost M.M.’s book?




    Last week I posted you Oliver Lodge’s Phantom Walls.




    That’s all for today Mary dear.




    

      My love to you




      H. H.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    proofs: The End of a Childhood and Other Stories (published 3 September), his house: 44 Crag Path, Aideburgh-on-Sea. K. Mansfield’s Life: see Letter 853.
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    14 July 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    I think I have your kind thought to thank for the charming little edition of Goethe that came to me on Thursday. I’m delighted to have it. J.G.R. said: ‘Inconceivable you being without a Goethe!’




    I expect you are busy & away, as I have not heard from you lately. When do you go to Scotland?




    The enclosed card from Dr Walter arrived this morning. I have answered it in a fashion.




    We have had a little rain at last & it’s much cooler.




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    Enclosed: APCS from Dr Walter asking to borrow JGR’s Lessing.




    ALS: NLA MS 5199
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    16 July 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    I ought to have acknowledged the receipt of your interesting catalogue; but I have been oh, so busy, settling in here, & taking up all the troublesome details of a new life, alone. Then proofs came along and took up what time was left. So that I have been a sorry correspondent.




    Now I am writing to ask you if you will deal with any business matters that might arise from the enclosed letter. I know nothing whatever of ‘dramatic rights,’ & have referred the writer to you, merely saying that I shd be glad to look through her manuscript when finished. Of course nothing may come of it.




    I am liking my new home very much indeed, & have so far felt no urge to get back to London. I hope this state of mind will continue throughout the winter, when the country is not so lovely.




    Please give my remembrances to Mrs Norton, & with kind regards,




    

      Believe me,




      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    I shd be glad to have Miss Fishzohn’s letter back.




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    Miss Fishzohn’s letter: Hannah L. Fishzohn of Long Island, New York, had written to HHR on 5 July 1934 regarding a dramatic version of M G (copy CUL Norton Collection).
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    24 & 30 July 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    So many thanks for your letter & the cuttings. It is good of you to keep me supplied. I love to see the funny things.




    By now your holiday will be half over, & by the time this letter «rets to you, you’ll probably be back at Three Trees. I hope you found all the warmth you sought & that both you & your husband feel refreshed & strengthened. You have not mentioned him lately so I take it he is feeling better.




    I gather from your letter that you had got Lodge’s Phantom Walls, which I posted to you a fortnight ago. Stupid of me to be so long about sending it; sheer Irish procrastination, nothing else.




    Your letter emboldens me to post you with this a bundle of Lights, the little Psychic paper I once spoke to you of. You may find a few items scattered through its pages that are of interest to you. And it will at least shew you how widely disseminated this interest is, & what different classes of people share in it. (More about it in my next.)




     July 30th 1934




    So far I got last week; & then came a violent altercation with my printers, which threw me off the rails. Now I am halfblind with reading my second proofs—I’m a miserable proof-reader, & have always had the main business taken off my shoulders—till now. So I’ll post on this scrap as it stands & write you more fully when The End of a Childhood’ is really done with, which I hope will be in a few days now.




    Your note this morning tells me the Memoir had just reached you. It’s by Gooch, the historian, part editor of the Quarterly Review. But I’ll talk of it again later. My head is splitting just now.




    Did I tell you that a painting of me (by R, G. Eves) has definitely been accepted by the Melbourne National Gallery? It’s twenty years old, unfortunately, & doesn’t bear the least resemblance to the withered hag of today. But it was too big for this little house & Guy Innes had the idea the Gallery might be glad of it.




    

      With my love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    a painting of me: by Reginald Eves; see Letter 277.
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    26 July 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Ever so many thanks for your letter. I did not answer it sooner because I have been worried over proofs and printers, & their malicious ways. Then, too, I thought, after all your labours, you wld be glad of a rest from letters.




    By now you will be in Scotland, & I do hope having decent weather. Ours is rather broken up & cool & windy, after a good deal of rain. But the rain has done an immense amount of good, & may induce the roses & sweet peas to go on blooming for a time.




    I can sympathise with you in all you went through before leaving London. And the heat. I learned to dread London heat above any other. So far, I’ve never for a moment wanted to be back there. And when I now read of the night’s quiet being broken by squadrons (?) of aeroplanes droning overhead!—not that we don’t have them here. To tell the truth, we seem to be in a direct line from the Channel to London; & should catch it badly in the event of a raid. (One ought almost to write shall for should, after last night’s news from Austria.)




    I am quite in agreement with you about the J.G.R. prize; & I always thought £500 too much to expect in these hard times. (He was so little of a public man.) But I look forward to discussing the whole thing with you when we meet again.




    Could you give me any idea when those lectures on Lit Cospism. Sc Spirit of Travel were given? I mean the approximate year? I haven’t much hope of finding out, for latterly he did not enter the subject of his lectures in the diaries—just put down Lect. at B. Coll. or another. Do the MSS of them exist?




    Remember me kindly to your father & with love from Olga & myself,




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    Miss Massey spent the day with us last Sunday & for the first time for weeks there was no view!




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    last night’s news from Austria: on 25 July 1934 a group of Nazis broke into the Austrian Chancellery and murdered Chancellor Dollfuss. Lit Cospism & Spirit of Travel: ‘Literary Cosmopolitanism’ and ‘The Spirit of Travel in Modern Literature’; published in J. G. Robertson, Essays and Addresses on Literature, ed. Edna Purdie (London: Routledge, 1935).
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    3 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    I have only today got a letter off to Williams & Norgate. For a week now I’ve been fighting with my own proofs, & letters concerning them. Till I’m half dead.




    I hardly thought the Camb, Press wld look at those essays. And as to Lessing, it’s just a case of the Genesis over again. I quite foresee that somehow funds will have to be raised for its publication. I wish I eld help; but, unless something unforeseen happens, I shall not be able to in the meantime.




    I do hope you are enjoying a good rest & have fine weather. Hete it is violently blowing & quite cold. The summer has probably shot its bolt. We’ve had some lovely roses; but they’re over now.




    I’m sending W.& N. the list of contents & if they express any wish to see the MSS shall refer them to you.




    Don’t trouble to answer this brief note: rest while you can, from writing.




    Olga has her mother here at present & after that comes Irene Stumpp.




    With kind remembrances to your father & love from Olga & myself.




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Williams & Norgate: publishers approached for JGR’s essays. Lessing: see Letter 827. Genesis: JGR, Studies in the Genesis of Romantic Theory in the Eighteenth Century (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1923); see Letter 379.
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    4 August 1934




    Port Stephens Hotel | Tea Gardens N.S.W.




    Dear H. H. R.




    Your most interesting letter of June 23d has reached me here. Thank you for letting me see Gerald Gould’s article. I was pleased to read such true criticism & see you placed in the right light. I have sent the cutting on to Nettie Palmer though I will probably be sending it back to you in a few weeks time, our papers generally publish any English paragraphs which contain your name even if they do not think of you in connection with our centenary. The name of Aldous Huxley struck me as most extraordinary. Do you think that in 20 years time anyone will read his books? His influence may perhaps be traced but his books no. The Centenary Committee is a strange body. Lord Mayors & City Councillors—who can bridle?




    I am sorry I was so fussy about those ‘bullock-punchers’. I might have known that you had a reason for what you wrote. The passage will stand as you wrote it, in fact I’m sure Nettie decided that it should. I told her I would write to you & ask your permission to alter it & I expect she was adamant that it should go in as written, she is no off-her-balance editor & I expect was thunderstruck at my suggestion.




    I don’t believe any poisonous snakes can be found in your garden—but there is something about the movement of a snake that turns over my heart. What about the Persians & the dogs? Surely they won’t allow any snake to slink about uncaught or else the snake will decide to live where are no such pets—I enjoyed hearing of your views and surroundings. It must be a tremendous change for you to live near to woods & downs & must be so good for you to be walking out in country air. You don’t mention your work. Have you got into harness again? I hope the new study is going to be as prolific as the R.P. one, I expect you rind some difficulties & disadvantages.




    I am writing this on my knee in a little Hotel sitting on the balcony, watching launches arrive at the wharf opposite, while beyond glitters the harbour, and the little island is being mopped up by the tide, its white beaches sinking as I write.




    We had a whole 7 days of bad weather here but got through it as if on shipboard. The long balcony the deck & we had our own sitting room à: fire & between downpours could get to the store & P.O. & could watch the barges coming into the wharf & unloading even in the rain their cargo of sleepers, cut away up the Myall River. When one morning the sun popped up out of the sea into a cloudless sky I felt like beating the big bassoon & the sky has remained cloudless ever since. There is a fascinating sea beach across the river to which we are ferried by an old boatman & a walk through bush just bursting into flower—orchids, heaths, boronia, wild violets, brings us to the ocean beach where runs about 40 miles of sandy coast. We climbed yesterday the point where it ends at North Head. I was pleased that we could get to the top, everyone warned us it was very rough going & I hardly dared look out at points, we seemed suspended over a blue infinity of sea & sky & river. At the top got shelter from a keen wind & smoked, our backs against hot rocks. Had lunch at the foot, tragedy meeting us when the billy boiling. No tea in our bag packed by hotel. I don’t believe I could ever have got down if I had known that. We are trying out another exploration tomorrow & then move on—time flies too rapidly we have only about 3 more weeks. People here are so friendly & simple, a rough looking workman caught us up on our walk or rather at a stream we had to ford, walking on a rail, told us his wife had to walk 8 miles every day taking the children to school—too much he said, then the Doctors car passed & he told us that married people paid 4/6 a month towards keeping the Dr & how they raised the money by entertainments, he was one of the orchestra, accordion, violin & piano only. I quite forgot to ask him which he played. Accordion I expect.




    It is good of you to promise me Sir Oliver Lodge’s book Phantom Walls. It has not yet arrived. I note your opinion of Harry Price’s book & believe that you must be a good judge knowing him as you do. I do think that there is no reason for the Churches to be antagonistic towards spirit investigation for surely the New Testament shows us over & over again examples of spirits appearing on earth. Immortality is a doctrine of the Church, a part of the fabric of any Christian church. Who can deny the right of investigation?




    I reread all the articles you sent me by Shaw Desmond very attentively & can only believe that there is a vast field for investigation. I have always believed that there is no reason against praying for the dead if such prayers comfort the bereaved. I think that there are many many plain men & women who are consciously helped by those whom they loved but who have gone on but still give their help. A little incident just lately—I was talking to a carpenter’s wife, a quaint person with a glass eye! but quite a capable woman, with a clever turn for recitations (managing her eye with skill). I can only just endure the usual spoken verse but I as an older woman gave her thanks & she told me of a clever elder sister now dead a ‘dramatic artist’ whom she loved very much always seemed to stand beside her if she felt nervous & helped her. She told me so earnestly I felt a tear come to my eye. Some such comfort is so necessary.




    Hoping that you are finding your work goes at Green Ridges.




    

      With my love to you as always




      Mary A. Kernot
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    5 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Well, the proofs are over & done with at last, thank God! Even the list of contents has been finally arranged. I am glad to see the last of the thing. It has given me a lot of trouble. Also the first time I’ve had to see to proofs quire alone, what a difference it makes!




    They expect to get the book out abt the end of Aug. or beginning of September. I think I told you its title? The End of a Childhood & Other Stories.’




    Now I hope to pick up my regular work again.




    I was wondering if the Memoir had reached you. So glad you enjoyed it. Old Gooch pestered me for more information abt things that involved myself; but I refused to give it. Told him he eld refer to ‘Who’s Who’ & see how chary I was of detail. In this, J.G.R. quite agreed with me.—By the way I recently got from the Austr. ‘Who’s Who’ a most wonderful par relating to myself. They asked for corrections, but gave me no time to reply, so it will just have to stand. I can’t think why they didn’t copy from the English Volume.




    Yes, J.G. was a marvellous worker. Up at 5. a.m. every day & a good day’s work behind him before he came to breakfast.—For long I have had a copy of his bigger ‘Goethe’ put aside for you. One of these days it will, really, get sent off. But the preparing of things for the post is a nightmare to me, & one of the ways in which I miss him most. Olga is only gradually training to replace him.




    I shall feel so happy if I have actually opened a ‘crack of the door of knowledge’ to you. But don’t let it make you feel wormlike.’ Think of the sheerly tremendous possibilities it opens up, to know that this life is only the beginning of the great journey that lies before us. Of which no man can foresee the end.—It really does make one understand the littleness of the pricks & stings one has to put up with here on earth. Helps one to face everything, shirk nothing.




    But I mustn’t pontificate! And you will remember, won’t you, Mary, that what I write on this subject is meant for your eye alone? No hint of it is ever to reach the vulgar daily press.




    Fancy you having seen a ghost! No such luck has ever come my way. Sir Ernest Bennett, of the S.RR. etc., is making a new collection of well-substantiated spooks. Would you care to write yours out & let me have it? I wld send the account to him.




    All my ‘tripe’ is ashes now. It wasn’t ‘tinselled’—what a happy word for M.M.’s!—but very very childish. Until I burst into M.G. not a line (of it) was worth keeping.




    I am happy in my new workroom. The only approach to it is through a bedroom, & consequently not a sound reaches me of all that is going on elsewhere in the house: not a bell, not a telephone call, or even footsteps. And I really have a very fine view: fields with cows in them, old Hastings and—the sea! The summer here has been delightful. Of the winter I’m more dubious; when night falls at 4 p.m. However we must just see.




    

      My best love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    Who’s Who: HHR gave only the barest biographical details, bigger Goethe: Goethe: The Republic of Letters (London: Routledge, 1927) is twice the length of his Goethe and the Twentieth Century (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1912). Sir Ernest Bennett: Sir Ernest Nathaniel Bennett (1868–1947) in a series of radio broadcasts entitled ‘Inquiry into the Unknown’ (1934) called for narratives; the results were published in his Apparitions and Haunted Houses: A Survey of Evidence (London: Faber & Faber, 1939).
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    9 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    The enclosed from Williams & Norgate. It doesn’t look very hopeful for our collection, does it? I begin to think essays (especially on foreign writers) are a drug in the market.




    J.G. himself says: ‘don’t bother, let them die, I’m past all that now.’ But it’s hard to feel the same when one’s still in the body.




    I’ve had a very tough time with proofs & other business matters, & am at present suffering from a series of neuralgic headaches. The weather is very changeable—hot, damp, blustery.




    I hope you are better off.




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)
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    19 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you very much for your letter. I am so sorry to hear of your misfortunes—the domestic ones—and hope you will manage to get settled into a new housekeeper before term begins. What a crux a house is! I often sigh for a crust under a hedge. Or would, if it weren’t for the aches and pains of increasing age. I’ve been laid up all this week with acute sciatica, and am only now beginning (unberufen!) to get about again. It has been a misery. The first few cold days and the mischief was done.—At the end of the month I am going to the E. Coast for a week or two. That set me up so well last year.




    I shall be interested to hear what Blackwoods have to say. Personally I consider them the stickiest of publishers. Still miracles do sometimes happen. (I’ve been through all sorts of troubles with mine; though they know me so well.)—As for the proposition you made abt the Lessing, it is of a generosity and kindness that makes me able only to echo J.G.R.’s words when told of it. ‘I am speechless.’ Really, when I think of all the gratuitous work you are putting in on it, and now this in addition . . ..




    But we must have a long talk on the subject. Perhaps when I am home again you will find time to come for a week-end before College begins. I hope so.




    I share your love for Scotland—the wild outlying parts, or what I know of them; and in earlier years I was often there. But, as you know, it was hard to get J.G back. I seized on your P.C. and stuck it up on my mantelpiece and there it stands.




    You may be quite sure that your surroundings in the next world will be those you have loved best here; for we make our own. I have heard on ail sides of J.G.’s ‘sloping rose garden/ built on the one at Westfield.




    Forgive this disconnected scrawl. Sciatica is a devilish thing & sucks all energy out of one.




    

      With the best of everything




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    unberufen: touch wood.
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    20 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    Many thanks for your letter of July 25th. I have been laid up with a bout of sciatica, or should have replied to it before.




    I hope the proofs of The End of a Childhood’ are safely in your hands by now. I finished with them about ten days ago. It doesn’t, I think, make too bad a volume, now the contents are arranged & in order. All but two of the sketches have appeared here in periodicals, but with the exception of ‘The Bath’ will be new to America.




    I have had the enclosed from that Miss Fishzohn. Really a letter like this does not predispose me in her favour. I almost begin to wish I had declined reading her Manuscript. What sort of stuff will it be!




    With kind regards to Mrs Norton & yourself




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    Miss Fishzohn: see Letter 900. a letter like this: Hannah Fishzohn to HHR, 9 August 1934 (CUL Norton Collection) could be read as intrusively self-promoting: Miss Fishzohn even asked HHR to suggest an alternative title to Maurice Guest,
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    20 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Nothing from you so far this week. But since I came here, the delivery of Australian letters is somewhat more erratic.




    Well, I have just risen from a most painful bout of sciatica, occasioned I suppose by walking on a certain day in the clouds: we are so high here that when the weather is bad, it has to be clouds or nothing. I must be more careful.—I ought to have gone to London last week, too, to be rephotographed: Captain Gyde has set his heart on a new picture, & I agree with him. Those Lenare photographs are worn absolutely dry. Well, I hope to make the attempt on Friday.




    Before taking ill I managed to get all my proofs done, & returned, & all the rest of it. I’m not displeased with the book now its in order; & think the 4 Cuffy chapters shd give it quite a good get-away. I wonder what you’ll think of it. Gyde is enthusiastic abt the Pains, He wrote me recently ‘They’re quite marvellous. I can’t think of anything to put beside them. Nothing like them has ever been done before. Or if it has I don’t know it.’ Which is satisfying when it comes from one’s publisher.




    The book is due to appear on Sept 3rd, & I hope will be on sale in Melbourne early in October.




    Oh, the fuss & flurry of correspondence. I can’t even present an old portrait to the Melb. Nat. Gallery without writing reams. Go to see it when it arrives, by all means, but don’t expect it to be me! It was done just before the war & even then was flattering to me. So that now . . .. It has been cordially hated by the family (though you needn’t noise this abroad.) The Mistress of a Girls’ School’ is the general nickname. Well, I hadn’t a wall big enough to hang it on here; &, anyhow, it’s a very clever bit of work as a painting. R. G. Eves is no small fry. He’s done most of the bigwigs in London in his time—but is especially good with men, I think. I’ve a photograph of his Thomas Hardy hanging now in my hall.




    I hope to send you some more papers next week.




    Summer has broken down, & autumn showers beat at the windows, blotting out the distant sea.




    Goodbye for today. I hope to hear at the end of this week how the holiday went off.




    

      My love to you




      H. H.
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    29 August 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Thanks so much for your long interesting letter (& cuttings.) By now I suppose you will be back at Beaumaris, I hope well warmed & sunbaked. It all sounds very lovely. Would I could be there too!




    I still live hectically. Last week I dashed up to town to the photographer; & came back, after two days of noise & rushing about, very thankful for the peace & greenery of G. Ridges. So far no desire to return to London has risen in me. It may of course be different when the winds howl & the sea clouds bury us.




    Proofs of the photographs reached me this morning; & for once I think you will see a decent likeness of me. I have been permitted to keep my crooked eyebrows, & the most marked of my lines & wrinkles. Hurrah! I shall try to let you have a picture later on. Meanwhile I am going to my sister’s in Suffolk for a fortnight’s change. The sciatica has left me, thank goodness, but I feel I eld do with a little of the E. coast air. Though the inhabitants here consider Fairlight very bracing.




    I sent you off two parcels this week. A couple of Lit. Supps. & a few more copies of Light, as well as two books to guide you on the way I hope you will some day go—though not an hour before you are ready for it, Mary. I’ve nothing against honest doubt. Every one doubts at first—& must. What tells in the end (apart from personal experience) is the accumulated weight of the evidence. For a beginner, such as yourself, it’s enough if you acknowledge, well, perhaps, there may be something in it.




    I’ll send Nettie Palmer a copy of End of a Childhood when it appears.—But through my being away from home, there will be some delay in posting the books. You’ll understand?




    Poor Vance, I feel sorry for him. So sincere, so painstaking, & yet . . .




    Brian P. sent me his Landtakers with a very warm inscription. I’ve read about 100 of the 500 pp.—& don’t know what to say. Talent he has in plenty, a gift for description & so on; but—Well, in the meantime hes bent on out-Heroding Herod in the matter of horrors. One wearies of backs raw from flogging, of obscene words, & filthy surroundings and habits. I can take rhese things only in small doses; & so don’t get on very fast. I’m afraid all this is the sign of a very young & immature mind.—It may (the book nor the mind or shd it be both?) improve of course, or one may see the reason for it later on, in which case I’ll recant. Do get the book if you can. Oh he’s a clever enough fellow, that’s certain.




    My love to you. If you don’t hear for the next week or two you’ll know I’m being thoroughly lazy.




    

      H. H.
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    the photographer: see Letter 909.
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    17 September 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    The book goes to you with this, under separate cover. The inscription doesn’t cover all I feel—but I am shy of inscriptions.




    I am looking forward very much to having you here on 29th—for rhe week-end. Will you let me know when you can get away.




    Thank you so much for the roses. They brightened up the hotel bedroom all through our stay. I had a hectic three days, and got home after a very hot drive, feeling quite done up. And what a bundle of letters and other business I got back to! I’m only just beginning to see daylight. Besides which, Else S. having gone, I have now to look about me for some one else. (We brought Mrs Lee down in the car with us, and she has promised to stay till I am suited.)




    The garden is baked, & empty, except for a few belated roses. And the lawn still brown and bare.




    We will discuss the ‘Introductory note’ when you come; and I will look up anything you want to know. I’m afraid I’ve been rather remiss in keeping you; but, really, the fuss and worry of my own book has taken all the energy I had, now that it’s out I shall have more to spare for other things




    

      Kindest regards from us both




      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS; RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)
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    18 September 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Ervine




    Captain Gyde shewed me the other day the very kind letter you had written him about my little book The End of a Childhood.’ I was delighted to hear you liked it; &, knowing what a busy man you are, greatly appreciated the trouble you went to in writing.




    I always feel I owe you a debt of gratitude over the Trilogy. Had you not championed it so warmly I doubt if Heinemanns would have had the courage to issue it as a whole.




    My sincerest thanks to you.




    

      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: UT St John G. Ervine Collection




    Mr Ervine: see Letter 368.
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    19 September 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    As you see, I am at home again, & have this week posted you on one of the new photographs & a copy of the book. To your address goes also Nettie Palmer’s copy. I’m sure you won’t mind sending it on to her? I’m never sure nowadays where to find the Ps. They seem to move so frequently. And the book must go to them—though they’re chary always of sending me theirs.




    Next week or the one after I’ll also post you a handful of reviews. ‘The End etc’ is having a reception that carries me back to the ‘Laura’ days. The critics pipe to the tune of ‘If you have tears prepare to shed them now!’ And don’t even seem to see the humour in the Pains. Most praise goes to the Trilogy of course. But there’s nothing new in that! It’s always been ‘the book before the last’ with me. When I bring out my next, they’ll sigh for more of her ‘charming sketches.’




    You too will now be safely at home again. I hope you had the best of holidays. At my sister’s in Suffolk, I was on the tennis court every morning, & feel much better for the strenuous exercise. They have just laid down a new hard court. I wish our field were not so sloping—I’d do the same.




    I came back to a mass of correspondence & am only slowly working through it. So forgive this hasty note. It’s just to let you know that I’m alive & have posted the book to you.




    

      Yrs as ever




      H. H. R.


    




    I hear Mary Mitchell was in London, & has now gone to Scotland.
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    If you have tears . . .: Julius Caesar III. ii. 169. humour in the Pains: HHR is perhaps recalling Gerald Gould’s review (Observer, 2 September 1934) which speaks of the apparent brutality of some of the stories.
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    1 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    Here is Miss Fishzohn’s MS. Would you be so kind as to look through it, & return it to her?




    I have written her my opinion on it. She has displayed considerable ingenuity in building it up entirely—or almost entirely—on the original dialogue, and some of the scenes are not too badly done. But the whole is hopelessly undramatic—I cannot believe that the lengthy conversations she has taken over bodily from the book wld ever get across the footlights. All the psychological finenesses are lost, & the play becomes a handful of scenes—& rather obscene ones—from student life. Her gratuitous assumption of a night spent à trois is really almost comic.




    Do forgive me for troubling you with it. Perhaps you will have a better opinion of it. If so I am ready to reconsider mine.




    ‘The End of a Childhood’ is, I understand not doing too badly here. Heinemanns have had to reprint.




    

      With kind regards




      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection
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    2 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss McHugh




    You will be thinking me an ungrateful person, & a poor friend, to have left your kind letter so long unanswered. But for months now I have lived in wildest confusion, and the publication of The Childhood’ has added to it tenfold. I was foolish enough, too, to snatch a short holiday at the very time the book appeared. This meant that I had to face an accumulation of business, on getting home again, that has threatened to drive me silly.




    Thank you so much for your letter. I have often thought of you & wondered how you were & what you were doing. I don’t easily forget my friends. I was so sorry to hear you had been ill again. You poor thing, you do have to go through it. Now I suppose you have not been away from home at all?




    You ask about this house. I like it & it suits me—quite well. Though I still find myself speaking of the old one as ‘home.’ But that’s hardly to be avoided, after the years spent in it. This is like a very small flat in comparison. Only seventeen stairs from floor to floor (& at Regent’s Park we had one hundred.) It stands about 450 feet up & has a really fine view—to Beachey Head & the high Downs near Brighton. Very blowy, when the winds go; & though we are a mile & a half from the sea, the windows get coated with sand in a storm. There is a pretty garden, & the fine summer provided us with more raspberries, strawberries, currants & blackberries than we knew what to do with.—I built on a couple of rooms to the house before coming in, & my new study has proved very successful. It lies outside the rest of the house &, in it, I hear no sound of what is going on—I was very much afraid of bells & voices in so small a place. So all is well in that respect.—Whether I shall ever really go country’ I don’t know. That the future must decide. I’m fixed here anyhow for this winter.




    I’ve been in London half a dozen times since coming to Fairlight; but was so pressed with business appointments that I could not look up any of my friends.




    Thank you so much for what you say of the Childhood. Your point of view is, as usual, original & enlightening. No one has so far taken any but the usual attitude to a vol. of short stories (except The New Statesman.’ whose reviewer went to the trouble of violently slating the book at great length.) Frankly, I don’t think the critics here have quite known what to make of it. It’s a little too much out of the ordinary for them.




    What an extraordinary person you are! To be able to start modelling & instantly make a success of it. I begged some clay once from a sculptor who was doing my head, & fought with it for weeks, producing in the end an object that was the amused contempt of all who saw it. You have a sheerly monstrous talent for form; & one I deeply envy you—I have always longed to dabble in clay.




    Yes, of course you shall do a head of me, when you want to.




    I had some new photographs taken about a month ago, & they are definitely good. Howard Coster was the photographer—I wonder if you know any of his work.




    The book is doing fairly well for stuff of that kind. It has gone into a second impression.




    Why don’t you collect your stories in a volume?




    

      With all good wishes to you




      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 6584




    The New Statesman: Richard Strachey, ‘An Appreciation’, The New Statesman and Nation, new series, vol. 8, 15 September 1934, pp. 330–1: ‘The End of a Childhood was obviously meant to be a further volume to The Fortunes of Richard Mahony, but the writer’s interest in Cuffy the son could not compare with her interest in Richard the father. The result is an awkward appendix which, unless operated on, will definitely poison the whole body of the former work. But neither is there anything to be said for The End of a Childhood if considered by itself. It is maudlin, ill-considered, badly worked out—a blot on the artist’s escutcheon. How could Mrs. Richardson, one asks, be content to allow this to be for ever compared with The Getting of Wisdom, or even with some of the sketches that appear later on in this book? . . . In Smcedaneum . . . Mrs. Richardson teaches the perfection of Maurice Guest. For this one short story alone The End of a Childhood musr have a place, an honoured place, on every intelligent reader’s shelves’, a sculptor: Sava Botzaris; see Letter 615.
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    7 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    Would you be kind enough to reply to the enclosed letter for me, as I do not know what the laws of copyright are in such a case on your side of the water.




    ‘The End of a Childhood’ continues to get what I consider marvellous reviews over here. So let us hope the sales will not be too bad.




    

      Very sincerely yours




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    the enclosed letter: a request from a Miss Patterson to quote from UT (Norton toHHR, 17 October 1934).
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    3 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    I think I mentioned that I sent you on a bunch of papers & one of the new photographs by last mail.—Nothing from you this week. I hope it means you were enjoying the remainder of your holiday to the full. It all sounds very delightful, what you tell me of it.




    I hope you wouldn’t mind my posting Nettie Palmer’s copy of The Childhood to your address. I had a letter from N.P. recently; but she headed it only: Kalorama, Vic.—& I wasn’t sure if that alone wld find her. Where or what is Kalorama?




    Next week I am going to post you a few of the notices the book has had here. They’ve been very good on the whole, with the exception of the New Statesman, which went out of its way to give me a lengthy & violent kicking; just as it did three yrs ago for the Trilogy, if you remember. (Virg. Woolf’s domain, the N. Statesman.) Heinemanns are pleased with the sales. They have had to reprint already.




    I stupidly went away for a fortnight, to stay with my sister, a couple of days before the book came out. It was a terrible mistake. Ever since, I have been snowed under by correspondence, & don’t seem able to work my way to a quiet life again. Once let letters get the better of you, & there’s no catching up.




    The cuttings you sent were interesting. I have never written to Brian Penton yet abt his book. I’m so undecided what to think of it. When I had read two chapters, I felt annoyed with Heinemanns for turning it down. As I went on, I began to understand their point of view; but lately it (the book) has taken a better course & I feel more hopeful of it. Mary, it is intensely violent, begins at a scream & goes on screaming (blood, lust, dung, & murder) without a pause. No, not quite. But the pauses are of a pappy sentimentality that fits in badly with the violence. (Pale echoes, though I say it, of Mahony & Mahony’s thoughts.) He, Penton, talks of ‘character;’ but his character drawing is his weakest point: it’s hard in the beginning to distinguish one man from another. All the same the fellow has great talent, &, if he hasn’t emptied all his riches out into this one bowl, ought to do good work later on. (He’s so young.) But this book is violent, over-emphasised, over-written—& out to shock & horrify at all costs. It wearies & is hard to read. I don’t understand Nettie P’s lack of critical judgement. Do read it, & tell me what you think.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.
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    Kalorama: village in the Dandenong Ranges.




    918 To MAJOR HAROLD EVES




    




    8 October 1934




    Dear Major Eves




    I enclose the Australian photograph of R.G.Es painting. Thought you might like to see it. I don’t want it back.




    

      Very sincerely




      H. H. R.


    




    APCS: MoU




    Major Eves: Major Harold Eves, HHR’s solicitor, photograph: probably a National Gallery reproduction of Reginald Eves’s portrait.
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    12 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Herewith a batch of cuttings, which it may amuse you to read. I’ve arranged them chronologically. Two other positions of the latest photographs are among them: in the Sunday Referee & the Daily Express respectively. The profile’s as good I think now, as the other. (Where the Mancb. Ev. News dug up their ancient picture I can’t think.) You needn’t return, & may shew any of them to Nettie Palmer you think will interest her.




    I expect the New Statesman will make you wince. Suppose it’s this paper’s earlier connection with the Woolfs (Leon. & Virg.) that is responsible for its savage attacks on me. It was even ruder about the Trilogy three yrs ago. I asked Captain Gyde (my friend at Heinemanns) what he thought of this. He wrote me in reply: ‘What an amazing review in the N.S. How understanding the man is. And how clever of him to use his understanding & twist it into attacks, & yet, to save himself from looking a fool, he slips vivid streaks of praise between the boulders. As slick a performance as I have ever seen, & as to whether it will do you harm, I wld say that on the whole it might do good. The Review is long; it is interesting. The attitude of mind, as I see it is: Here is a great woman, but I’m damned if I’m going down on my knees like all the others. I’m going to be very clever at her expense.’




    Well, Edwin Muir in the Listener, & Rich. Church in The London Mercury have more than made up for it: not to speak of Gould & the Lit Suppl.




    Personally, I think the little book has had a marvellous reception. If only it sells! But short stories (except for Som. Maugham & Kipling, & the rest) are sluggish to move. At any rate it went into a 2nd Impression within the month. Australia as usual hangs fire. Oh, my compatriots don’t like me, I see that.




    Besides all this I’ve had a bothersome correspondence with an American admirer abt film rights; & that ridiculous play on M.G.




    I haven’t got Brian Penton written to yet. I’m quite at a loss what to say. The violence of his book appals me.




    Forgive this hasty scrawl—all abt myself. But I want you to have the cuttings.




    By the way you forgot to enclose Nettie R’s Argus article. And she herself never sends me anything she has written, I don’t know why.




    My love to you. Another batch of papers goes with this.




    

      H. H. R.
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    Sunday Referee: no. 2975, 9 September 1934, p. 6. Daily Express: 3 September 1934. Manch. Ev. News: Manchester Evening News, 6 September 1934. Edwin Muir in the Listener: vol. 12, 3 October 1934, p. 590. Rich. Church in The London Mercury: Richard Church, ‘Henry Handel Richardson’, London Mercury, vol. 30, October 1934, p. 564. Gould & the Lit Suppl.: Times Literary Supplement, 6 September 1934, p. 602. American admirer: David Boehm (see MG éd. Probyn & Steele, lxv); on 29 September 1934 HHR gave Boehm exclusive film rights to L/T, FRM and MG for one year (copy CUL Norton Collection). HHR later heard that Greta Garbo was to play Louise. Nettie P.’s Argus article: ‘Henry Handel Richardson: Notes for a Portrait’, Argus, 13 August 1934.
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    22 October 1954




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    My sincere thanks for your letter. It was a very pleasant one to wake up to. And I have been wondering what you thought of the booklet. It is good to know you like it.




    Yes, the various items in it are of various, & widely separated, dates. Would it surprise you to heat that the wisps of Growing Pains were written, not at the time of’The Getting of Wisdom,’ bur subsequently to ‘Ultima Thule?’




    I’ll leave a duly annotated copy behind me when I go!




    Now I do hope the little book will have something of a success on your side. You make me curious to see your edition.—But I have always been delighted with the way you have turned out my other books.




    With kindest regards to yourself & Mrs Norton




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    a duly annotated copy: untraced; probably never done, your edition: for HHR’s reaction, see Letter 924.




    921 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    24 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    You too have been much in my thoughts—I felt sure a letter was coming from you.




    Forgive my silence. Things continue to crowd in on me; & I am never done. Now that the noise & the shouting are subsiding here, I have the American publication to face. ‘The End of a Childhood’ appears in New York next week.




    Then, all sorts of domestic worries. Our first choice was an utter dud, & I only kept her for a week. (Fortunately Mrs Lee was still here.) Now I have one who is an excellent cook; but we doubt if she will be able to get through the housework—even with all the help Olga gives. It’s very disturbing.




    I am so sorry to hear of Miss Massey’s fresh trouble (what a lot of ailments these over-big people often have!) Where was the cyst? In the breast? Or internal?—If you will let me have the address of her nursing-home I will write to her.




    I think I feel almost sorrier for you though. What have you not gone through since coming to London! There seems no end to it. In your place, I don’t know what I should do. Give myself up to dark despair, sometimes, I think.




    I’m sorry abt Blackwood. Really one of these old & wealthy firms might do a little for one who did so much for them. Routledge’s I have no hope of. Perhaps I am still influenced by the disappointment J.G. himself felt when in 1923 they turned the volume down.




    I had a marvellous sitting with a medium a little while ago, in which he (J.G.) discussed my most private affairs with me, particularly the book I am now writing. But it’s almost too much like a fairy tale to expect an outsider to believe it.




    I hope you will be able to keep your housekeeper for some time yet; & not have to descend into the inferno of domestic warfare.




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    Love from Olga




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    one who is an excellent cook: ‘[Mrs] Lee left, Marcian came’ (diary entry, 20 October 1934). a marvellous sitting: ‘Excellent sitting with Bacon’ (diary entry, 18 October 1934); Mrs Naomi Bacon (medium).




    922 To MARY KERNOT




    




    24 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    I was sorry to hear the news of your illness. Of course by now it is, I hope, ancient history, & Richard is himself again. But what a mouldy ending to your delightful holiday. I hope you will take things easily for a time, not overstrain yourself in any way. The after results of flu are so often worse than the thing itself. In 1918, my husband insisted on rising too soon from bed & going to Ireland, where he had university duties; & it took him a year to get over it. He couldn’t climb a hill or carry a bag. So beware!




    You shall have his Goethe next week—I promise it. With this letter go some more papers.




    N.P.’s article was very well written, though I admit the lack of inverted commas rather detracts from it. I see she doesn’t know the date of the portrait. It was painted I think in 1912; & is a very rosy society picture of one whose face even then was sicklied o’er with etc etc, . . . I can forgive the artist everything, even the rosebud mouth, except the clod of a hand, my left hand, which is still long & slender & was then really rather beautiful.




    I wonder what you will say to the new photograph. We all think it very good.




    I have domestic worries at present, trying to fix up with a housekeeper for the winter. I had my old servants with me for so many years that I take unkindly to a stranger. They of course all did specified work. Now I look for one who can undertake every kind of work. Can only sleep one in this little house.




    Ethel Colburne Mayne’s Life of Byron is a good one to read. I love B.’s letters; think they’re among the most interesting in the language.




    Nothing of Mary Mitchell so far. I expect I’m too far off the beaten track for her if her time is limited. And oh dear, what shd I say of the Wantons?




    The Childhood appears in America at the end of this month. Norton writes me enthusiastically. He’s a dear man, kindness in person; & a great believer in H.H.R.




    I see Le Temps (Paris) has two notices (or mentions) of the book—one in connection with the Centenary. (Also of The Fortunes.)




    I’m so glad Scott won the race. What crowds must be abt Melbourne just now. When I come I hope to find it its natural self again. No Princelings present.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    Richard: Richard III (adapted Colley Cibber) V. iii: ‘Conscience avaunt, Richard’s himself again’. N.P.’s article: see Letter 917. the lack of inverted commas; in a lengthy quotion from AF the date of the portrait: ‘We are simply told that this portrait of Henry Handel Richardson, the novelist, is by Eaves, R. A. Nothing has been said as to the period of the portrait. Was it painted in youth or maturity?’ Life of Byron: see Letter 264. B.’s letters: probably Lord Byron’s Correspondence Chiefly with Lady Melbourne, Mr. Hobhouse, the Hon. Douglas Kinnaird, and P. B. Shelley, with portraits, ed. John Murray (London: J. Murray, 1922). Le Temps: by Robert-L. Cru, 17, 19 October 1934. Scott: C. W. A. Scott and T. Campbell Black flew a de Havilland Comet in the Centenary Air Race from London to Melbourne in 2 days, 23 hours and 18 seconds, establishing a new time and distance record. What crowds: for the City of Melbourne Centenary celebrations. No Princelings: The Duke of Gloucester visited Melbourne for the celebrations.




    923 To NETTIE PALMER




    




    29 October 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Nettie Palmer




    It was pleasant to see your hand again. Forgive my delay in replying to your letter. Since receiving it, I have seen The End of a Childhood’ through the press. Rather an undertaking for me alone. I have been so accustomed to depend on my husband for the proof-reading of my books. He was such an experienced & careful reader, while I am of the scatter-brained variety: too intent on the contents to notice broken letters or wrong spellings or failures to indent.




    I hope by now The Childhood’ is in your hands. I sent it to Mrs Kernot’s care, not being sure of your present address, such wanderers you & V.P. are. The book has done very nicely indeed here & has harvested good opinions; but the orders from Australia were miserably small, & my friend Captain Gyde (of Heinemanns) tells me they wait in vain for a ‘repeat.’




    I have sent Mrs Kernot a number of cuttings & have asked her to let you see them.




    Your very pleasant article in the Argus came to me last week. Please don’t give the missing quotation marks a second thought—as far as I’m concerned. To the writer oneself, these high handed proceedings must always be annoying though.




    The portrait that has gone to my native place was painted in, I think, 1911 (it may have been T2) & so does not in the least resemble the present H.H.R. who is old & scraggy & be-wrinkled. A recent photograph (also gone Mrs Kernot-wards) is said to be good (though I think a trifle cowlike.)




    My husband’s ‘History of Scandinavian Literature’ is being completed by Prof. Wright of Bangor University.—He, my husband, left a very wonderful set of unpublished Essays on various literatures—Danish, Norw., Swedish, German etc—which I hope will sooner or later be printed. When they are, I will send you a copy.




    Now why Brian Penton shd suddenly take to calling me ‘Mrs Robertson’ I cannot imagine! Did he think you might not know who H.H.R. was? It is to laugh. He has never before called me by any other name than H.H.; & I hope you will not either. I hardly know myself by Robertson nowadays. And it was one of the great joys of my husband’s life to see how well my own name had won through. (This par. has got rather confused.)




    About Brian Penton’s book I don’t think / think as highly as you. In confidence, I was a little disappointed in it. Knowing B.P. well, I expected something different from him. Landtakers (odious title!) begins on too high a note, & never seems to me to get off it; so that after one has read a few chapters one’s sensibilities get dulled, & the various scenes, with their horrors & violences cease to take effect—at least they did on this reader—pall just when they shd be reaching their climax. No, there’s a youthful lack of restraint all through the book, that detracts from its undoubted brilliance. And the sentimental interludes of Cabell’s craving for the old country don’t ring true enough to be of any value. The characters too, are hard to keep apart. If I had to sum it up, I’d say a journalistic tour de force, built of course on a good deal of genuine knowledge of the period of which he writes. I would put any novel of Vance Palmer’s, with its quiet artistry, above B.P.’s.




    AU this is for your ear alone.




    My greetings to your husband, who I’m sure is as busy as ever, & with kindest regards to yourself




    

      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 1174/1/4509–10




    unpublished Essays: J. G. Robertson, Essays and Addresses on Literature, selected by Edna Purdie (London: Routledge, 1935).




    924 To W. W. NORTON




    




    13 November 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    I have just had the four volumes of The End of a Childhood’ from Mr Evans, and hasten to tell you how delighted I am with the book. You have indeed made a charming thing of it. I think it is one of the prettiest books I have had. Now I do hope it will sell sufficiently well to make the trouble you have taken over it worth while. I fear there is little in it to attract the general public.




    I should be very grateful indeed if you would let me see some of the notices it gets.




    Now I have a piece of bad news to tell you about myself. A week ago to-day, I fell, in some incomprehensible fashion, and broke my right wrist. It has been set satisfactorily, as the X-ray photograph shews, and is now in plaster of paris, but it will be six or seven weeks at least before I am able to use it for writing again. As I can do little with my left hand, and have so far never been able to work by dictation, the outlook for me is rather a gloomy one. In fact I feel decidedly fed up. I thought I had had enough ill-luck last year to last me for some time.




    With kind regards to yourself and Mrs Norton,




    

      Yours very sincerely,




      H. H. Richardson.




      (per O. M. Roncoroni.)




      Secretary.


    




    TLS CUL Norton Collection




    925 To MARY KERNOT




    




    14 November 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary,




    I was so glad to hear last week that you had got safely home at last. I had been waiting with some anxiety to know how you were. I can well imagine that you got home feeling rather worse than you set out. What wretched luck! Be sure and not try to do too much in the meantime.




    You will be surprised to get a type-written letter from me, but a week ago yesterday I tripped over something, and in trying to break my fall broke my right wrist instead. You can imagine what I feel about this. It is the crowning touch to the ill-luck which has pursued me during the last year and a half. I can do little or nothing with my left; even the type-writer is out of the question with one hand only. This letter is being written to dictation, the faithful Olga being my scribe. Unfortunately, the idea of dictating my work is abhorrent, if not impossible, to me.




    The accident occurred about seven o’clock in the evening; by ten I had been under an anaesthetic and the break was set. I had a very bad nighr after the ether, and was violently sick all next day; but since then things have gone comparatively smoothly. The X-ray photograph shewed that the setting was quite satisfactory. The arm is now in plaster of paris from the elbow down, and for the next six weeks I shall carry an additional load of about three to four pounds about with me. Till this time is up I shall be unable to put pen to paper. What a prospect!




    The one bright side to the affair, if bright side it can be said to have, was or is that I didn’t need to go to hospital. This is one of the few breakages which can be treated at home. I can’t even go away for a change, though, for, from the end of this week on, the wrist will have to be massaged every other day. The plaster will be cut into two halves, and re-strapped after each treatment. So much for me and my woes.




    I sent you yesterday at long last a copy of J.G.R’s ‘Goethe.’ I hope you will enjoy it. It bears a mouse-like scribble of dedication on the front page made by my left.




    I see you entirely agree with me about ‘Landtakers.’ To tell the truth I have never managed to finish it. The people in it seem to matter so little, and the sentiment was so drippy. What a pity! Such a clever fellow as Penton is. Perhaps, if his head has not been quite turned by the reception of this one, he will do better in his next—he writes me that he is hard at work on this. The plain truth being I suppose, that he has soaked himself in Hemingway and Faulkner, both of whom are to my mind repellently violent and equally repellently sentimental.




    The Centenary Volume has just arrived, I have not yet had time to look at it. It seems very nicely got up.




    Now I hope to have news next week that you are quite yourself again. Goodbye in the meantime. You can think of me drearily pacing my den like an angry lion. Not only unable to write, but to pass a button through a buttonhole, tie a string, or cut up my own food.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R. (her mark)


    




    TLS ML MSS 45




    Hemingway and Faulkner: Ernest Miller Hemingway (1899–1961); William Cuthbert Faulkner (1897–1962), American novelists.




    

      [image: ]



      Woodcut by H. A. Perry, 1930; ‘I hope it will amuse you’ (Letter 528)


    




    

      [image: ]



      Lillian Neill: ‘Of my sister I have no good news’ (Letter 1367)


    




    926 To MARY KERNOT




    




    27 November 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    I was very glad to get both your letters yesterday morning. I was afraid as I did not hear last week that you might be less well. Do be careful of your cough, and don’t try to rush about doing things when you don’t feel equal to them. If you only take things easy, you will be quite yourself again before the summer is out.




    Glad to hear, too, that the book and the photograph had arrived safely. I wish Heinemann had sent some prints of the latter out with the book. I do dislike some of those old pictures so much. And my head does seem in evidence just now. It’s funny to see it stuck up there beside that of Marcus Clarke and Adam Lindsay Gordon. How queerly things shape.




    It’s more than kind of you to send me all these cuttings. I enjoy them intensely, especially items like Professor Johnstone and my birth date as that of 1883. (I wish it were.) Where do people get hold of these ideas?




    No, I shouldn’t have come even if they had asked me, being extremely hard up just now. Still, they might have paid me the compliment. What Masefield and Aldous Huxley have to do with Victoria beats me.




    You will tell me in your next, I hope, just what you think of ‘The End of a Childhood’ and all its contents. I do agree with you the Tains’ ought to come out in a tiny volume by themselves, and, if possible, with illustrations. Wouldn’t Norman Lindsay make some lovely ones to ‘The Bathe?’ I’ll tell you some day what your part in ‘Conversation in a Pantry’ was.




    I am still in plaster and wearily cursing the day I was born. Have you ever tried to get on minus your right hand? I can’t even wash the other. The plaster has now been divided in two halves and is removed three times a week for massage. But I shall carry it round with me for still another three weeks, and even afterwards shall have to go gently. I don’t sleep well with it, the arm is so hot and heavy. I shall miss seeing Mary Mitchell because of it, as she is leaving London directly after Christmas. It’s too laborious to try and get about as I am now among buses and tubes, and she doesn’t seem inclined to come down here.




     Later




    I add a few lines to this written with my left hand—a possible but very slow proceeding. I just want to say that I sent you three books last week. The American ‘Childhood,’ as pretty a little book as I’ve had from anyone. Then at last the ‘Goethe,’ in which I’m only sorry I didn’t put a better inscription; & thirdly C. F. Tweedale’s ‘Life after Death.’ This is for keeps & goes to you with all good wishes for Christmas. I send it because it contains so many of the best authenticated ‘cases’ & stories. I am very interested in what you say of the two books you have read; & can well understand your feelings. You are by no means alone in them. Many people on first being introduced to the subject are repelled by the narrowness of the gulf between the two worlds. Like you wld prefer a clean slate. Unfortunately, it’s not what we wish, but what is that has to be faced; & 25 years’ experience has convinced me (like everyone else who has really studied the subject) that we cross the boundary as our natural selves; & on these selves it depends where we go & what we are able to make of the new & glorious opportunities offered us. Our earthly worries & troubles have gradually to be overcome. My husband, for instance, was terribly upset at having to leave me alone—& it wld not have been he if he hadn’t felt that way. It took him months of our time to get over it. And many comforting assurances from me, who tried to stifle my own guilt. But now he is radiantly happy, & though he continues to look after me it is with a quiet mind. I hope this is legible & comprehensible: left handedness impedes thought.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    TL/ALS: ML MSS 45




    Professor Johnstone and my birth date: HHR was ‘widowed last year by the death of Professor Johnstone, of the University of London’, Herald (Special Centenary Number), 15 October 1934; ‘born in Melbourne in 1883’ in ‘Authoress Breaks Arm: Henry Handel Richardson Injured’, Courier Mail, 9 November 1934. There are several similar howlers in Australian press cuttings. Masefield & Aldous Huxley: both were invited to the celebrations: John Masefield was the Poet Laureate; English novelist Aldous Huxley (1894–1963) was a controversial figure whose Brave New World (1932) was banned in Australia at this time, illustrations: Stephensen published ‘The Bath: An Aquarelle’ with red and black illustrations by Dora Jarret (Sydney, 1933). my left hand: the first part of the letter was typed by OR. C. L. Tweedale’s ‘Life after Death.’: Charles Lakeman Tweedale, Man’s Survival After Death, or, the Other Side of Life tn the Light of Human Experience and Modern Research (London: Grant Richards, 1909).




    927 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    6 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie,




    Many thanks for letter & agreement. It’s good news that Rout-ledges are going to get on with the affair. Remember, I shall be very glad to read the proofs with you, as it is impossible for me to do much of my own work just now.




    I had a message from J.G.R. for you. ‘Will you thank her heartily from me for all her trouble. I am so glad about it for both your sakes.’




    This letter was begun with my right hand—the first I have written. I continue with my left.




    I shd have loved to see you on 23rd, but just at that date we shall be entirely dependent on daily help, for I have promised to let Mrs Lee go home for Xmas for about ten days, & she leaves us on 16th. But perhaps in January, before term begins?




    The weather has been wild here. Real gales & torrents of rain.




    I do hope you can read my scrawl.




    

      Love from us both




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    agreement: with Routledge to publish JGR’s Essays and Addresses; see Letters 930, 933.




    928 To MARY KERNOT




    




    11 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Just a line with my own (right) hand in answer to your interesting letter of Nov 5th. There is so much I shd like to say to it, but you see how I am hampered. However I’ll do what I can. I see Mary’s death has hit you. But this was always planned from the beginning, & also the being thrown out on the world of these two dearly loved children. How else were they to be fitted for the kind of life they wld be called on to live? Without considerable hardships to strengthen him, Cuffy might just (in spite of the dash of Mary in him) have been another Richard.




    With the fate of these two in mind I emphasised in the earlier volumes the fates of various other children who had to be brought up by strangers. So you see it was all planned. Perhaps if I had had a longer book to do it in I might have softened the blow a little. But I soon gave up the idea of trailing after Cuffy through his lifetime. I have four more chapters to write about him at his present stage, then if ever I pick him up again it will be as a middle aged man.




    One of the most illuminating things from the story is that Ms death ‘will deal the sentimentalists a swiping blow.’ That’s really very good; for as you will have seen by now it was I Gould & others accuse of the sentimentality. When, most certainly, the boot is on the other leg. How, how shd I, after all those years being without a trace of it, now suddenly develop sentimentality? Ha, ha!




    (I go from left hand to right & back again as you see.)




    I’ve a lot of other things to say but they must wait till next time. Ever so many thanks for the cuttings (I must be putting you to a lot of expense over them) & the fat & interesting Herald. My arm is out of plaster. But I’m having the dickens of a time with my thumb which won’t recover from being encased so long. Do get quickly well again—even if it means injections. My love to you.




    

      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    M’s death: Mary Mahony’s death in ‘The End of a Childhood’, sentimentality: ‘no idealising, no prettifying, no sentimentalising here! . . . the sentimentality which the author never allows herself about girls creeps in when her hero is a boy’ (Gerald Gould, Observer, 2 September 1934. Herald: Centenary issue of the Melbourne Herald (see Letter 926).




    929 To IRITA VAN DOREN




    




    16 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Van Doren




    I have hitherto been a reader of ‘Books,’ and shall be glad to receive it from you for the coming year.




    

      With thanks,




      Yours truly,




      H. H. Richardson


    




    TLS: Library of Congress




    Miss Van Doren: Irita Bradford Van Doren (1891–1967), editor of Books (New York Herald Tribune); first wife of Carl Van Doren (1885–1950), American critic and writer.




    930 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    16 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Purdie




    Thank you so much for your letter & the enclosure. I do wish I eld be of some use to you—these Waschzetteln are abominably hard to write. Not an idea occurs to me in addition to what you’ve written. I’ve always found them an impossibility in regard to my own books—& used to hand them over to J.G.R. I suppose he himself wrote the one printed on the inside of the yellow jacket on his Goethe?




    I should think the first two sentences in your summary would do quite well for a publisher’s tag, which is what they want.




    The title is another poser. I am a wretched hand at titles & fought for weeks over my last. What about calling the volume by the title of one of the essays & adding ‘And other essays &; addresses?’ I’ve forgotten the order they come in though, & if Ibsen’s first that would do. Unless they were re-arranged. ‘Literatures of the North’ was good enough, but is of course, our of the running because so much of the contents doesn’t belong to the north. Cld anything be done with ‘Comparative Literature?’ But I suppose that too wld be too dull for Routledge. Really I think the best way out wld be one title & other essays as I said at first. At least it’s all that occurs to me.




    I hope you can read this scrawl: it’s done with my right hand. This is free now of bandages & plaster, but oh so weak still. I can’t open a door or hold a full tea-cup, & it takes me hours to dress or do anything for myself. I’m absolutely fed up; & feel like a washed-out rag in this abnormal weather. It does nothing but rain here, & is so warm we can hardly bear a fire.




    I can’t get along till after Xmas because of Mrs Lee, & also because I may not break off massage, wh. still goes on three times a week.




    The answer Tor both your sakes’ was given to my reminder that he, J.G.R., had said he was indifferent to the fate of his essays. By the way did Routledge first ask you for this additional summary? I had word from J.G. that you were having to write something extra & were bothered by it. I didn’t pay much heed to this at the time, believing in my own mind that your short introduction was finished & done with—& evidently not admitting anything else.




    

      With love from us both




      Yrs




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Waschzetteln: publishers’ blurbs.




    931 To MARY KERNOT




    




    19 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Thanks for letter & cuttings. This is just a word to let you see I am progressing steadily. Writing comes easier to me now, though I still shrink from the effort & pen & ink (I’ve never used a fountain pen.) But there are various things that are still out of my range. I couldn’t turn a door handle if my life depended on it, & heavy books are not to be thought of. The poor left hand has all the difficult jobs to do.




    Olga & I will spend a very quiet Christmas together. Directly after, I go to my sister’s in Suffolk. At present the weather is awful. Nothing but gales & rain—it has rained since Dec. 1st almost without ceasing. The garden is under water in spite of the slope. But you’ve had your share of this, too, it seems. And is it really true that some places—Seymour is mentioned—are suffering from a plague of snakes’?




    You will know by now that I most luckily did not need to go to hospital for my wrist. Thank God it wasn’t a leg.




    I have just damped an enterprising agent who wants to book me for a lecture tour in the States! Can you see me lecturing to intense American women? And on what? Well, anyhow my throat does not allow of such pranks. As a result of acute bronchitis, long years ago, I have a voice that can hardly make itself heard in a fair sized room, & invariably gives out altogether after abt a quarter of an hours use.




    I quite agree, ‘The Pains’ ought to have a tiny volume to themselves, with illustrations. But that’s not likely to happen.—Heinemanns continue very disgusted at the lack of orders from Australia for ‘The End of a Ch.’




    I enclose a few cuttings that may amuse you. Hilton’s is interesting apart from his mention of the The Fortunes.’ (He’s the author of a popular little sentimental novel called ‘Goodbye, Mr Chips.’ Can’t think how he came to be attracted to my work.)—I’m sorry I can’t send you the second half of the Bookman cover (with a very good picture of Shaw on it.) But my cutting agency turned mean, & cut it in two.




    I hope you will put on more weight—you are far too thin. Have you tried taking radio-malt?




    

      My love to you.




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    a plague of snakes: as a result of floods, an enterprising agent: W. Colston Leigh, Inc. (CUL Norton Collection). Hilton’s: review by James Hilton (1900–1954), author of Good-bye, Mr Chips (London: Hodder & Stoughton, 1934): it Van hardly seem other than disappointing’, Daily Telegraph, 4 September 1934. radio-malt: dietary supplement.




    932 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    25 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear E. P.




    Many thanks for your kind thought of me. The cyclamen arrived safely yesterday afternoon bearing your note. I do love to get flowers. They seem so alive after Xmas Cards.




    We have been going through a very trying week, with Mrs Lee away. (She returns on Thursday, Gott sei Dank.) Our daily woman is excellent, but I’ve had to do the cooking—with my one hand! For the other is still not strong enough to lift weights—simply balks at them, with sharp twinges of pain. Writing comes easiest, but that is a stiff movement & none too good for the loosening of the joints. And even if I write too long I get cramp.




    We must talk together about the title. I wonder when we can meet. I go to Suffolk, to my sister’s place, on Monday 31st, & as far as I know, shall be there for about a fortnight. Is there any chance of your being back in London by then? I must spend a night or two in L. to do some shopping & see my dentist. Please let me know. I’m not going to ask you to put us up, for I understand your housekeeping difficulties just now—they’re nearly as great as my own—but I eld come & see you for a talk.




    I want to go over the headings of the Essays again with you, & consider them as prospective titles.




    That is really extraordinary. On turning up my records, I find that the information that you had to ‘write something else’ came to me on Dec. 5th! Evidently your worry over it penetrated to J.G.R.—there’s nothing like a mental or emotional disturbance for getting through.’ Yes, one ought to try not to worry more than one can help. It not only disturbs him on the worriers account, but as it were dims his own brightness. I had a very wonderful sitting with my favourite medium not very long ago, & J.G. told me then he was conscious of the pull’ in two directions of the ‘work that was being finished for him.’ (I presume this referred to Lessing & The History of S. Lit.)




    My best wishes to you for the Coming Year. If only Miss Massey is well enough to do her share! I can’t tell you how I have felt for you over all this.




    

      With love from Olga & myself




      Yours




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: RHBNC; NLA MS 5199 (copy)




    Gott sei Dank: Thank God!




    933 To NETTIE PALMER




    




    26 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Nettie Palmer




    I was so glad to have your letter, & to hear news of you & V.P. again.




    Thank you for your sympathy abt my arm. As you will no doubt have heard from Mrs Kernot, it was my right wrist that went; & I am only just beginning to be able to hold a pen again. I have come through seven weeks of enforced intolerable idleness. For I have never been able to dictate my work, & the feeble scrawl I can produce with my left hand seemed, by its very slowness, to inhibit thought. Luck is truly against me. You ask about my new book? There is little news to give of it. The past two years have been without parallel in my writing life. I was ill almost the whole winter of 1932–3, with acute neuritis, & had barely recovered from this when there came the tragedy of my husband’s illness & death, which knocked me out for the rest of the summer. Autumn & winter thereafter were spent in getting ready to leave the house we had lived in for so long—a big house, & crowded with an accumulation of stuff that one wld hardly believe possible. We had always known this lay before us when we did move, but expected to be zu zweit to do it. Now it all fell on me. It took me months to go through his papers & manuscripts—not to speak of the 10,000 books. When we moved here in spring, the workmen were still in the house, & here they remained—banging & hammering. I thought we shd never be rid of them. And now this autumn, just when I had fairly settled down to work, this accident! No, truly the gods are against me.




    Well, all this just to explain why there will be no new book from me in the meantime.




    I feel very run down, too, & am just packing my bags—now massage is finished with—for a holiday on rhe E. Coast.




    How I envy V.P.’s steady production (of which I shd like to know more.) But then he has a wife, to keep the troubles & worry of living from him—I mean the petty worries of every day which I now have to face alone.




    I do agree with you though that, in one way, it’s a real drawback you being this wife. You who are so helpful a friend to other writers, to be unable to write of his work. Could you not take a pen name for the purpose?




    I’m glad you’ve met Brian Penton. As you say a most sensitive & receptive man who, with his talent, ought yet to do great things—when he gets over his youthful idea that violence is strength. And learns that violence on every page soon ceases to have any effect on the reader—but that of boredom. You may think I write too strongly. But I had hoped, with B.P.’s culture & sensitiveness, knowing him too as I did . . .—well, let us say, for something less youthful.




    About ‘The End of a Childhood.’ It is perhaps a pity that this title does not let readers know that Cuffy comes into it. But I fought over titles for months—& this was the best I eld evolve. These four chapters do not really belong in the book at all; &, I think, don’t fit in. But it was not going to be long enough (to charge 7/6 for) without them; & Heine-manns leapt at the chance of more about Cuffy. Some day I shall pluck them out & add them to four others I have in mind.—After that, who knows!




    My present work has nothing to do with him, C, or Australia.




    My husband’s essays, Scandinavian & others, are to be published by Routledge this spring. I wish you eld tell me what the one you mention referred to. For I have a number of pamphlets of his which it might be among. I’ll send you a copy of the book when it appears.




    Oh, I see you ask whether the sight of the naked women in The Bathe’ is meant for the child’s view or for ‘a god’s-eye view.’ Both. It always seems a horrible thing to me that the human body, which is of itself such a lovely thing, shd be allowed to grow (especially by women) obese, shapeless, deformed. It ought to be cherished, cared for, kept in order, as we do our minds & our souls.




    This is a wandering letter, but I have had to scratch it at intervals—with rests for the hand in between.




    

      With best remembrances to you both




      Very sincerely yours




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 1174/1/4546–7




    zu zweit: together.




    934 To MARY FRANCES MCHUGH




    




    {26 December 1934}




    Sussex




    With best wishes for the coming year.




    I had the misfortune to break my wrist (the right one) just six weeks ago, so have spent a dreary autumn. Am only now beginning to be able to hold a pen again. I hope all goes well with you.




    

      H. H. R.


    




    APCS (View: New Cliff Walk, Fairlight): NLA MS 6584




    935 To MARY KERNOT




    




    21 December 1934




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Your letter was a great pleasure. Thanks so much for writing to me at such length. By the same mail I had one from [Nettie Palmer] & all the difference between the original & the unoriginal mind was in them. I never get much from [N.P.]’s letters. She seems to me so set & limited & dry-ish—for all her cleverness.—Your very handwritings illustrate the difference.




    I’ll try & scribble a longer letter than usual today, (under many interruptions) for on Monday I go to Suffolk & while I am away want to give my hand a thorough rest—from writing. It gets stiff from holding the pen. But I am at last as you see promoted to ink.




    First to answer yours. Thanks so much for describing the position of the painting. No doubt they will add the inscription afterwards. I stipulated for ‘Henry Handel R’ presented by herself.—No doubt you saw the picture at 90. But it hung on a dark wall, for I disapproved of it. (The rosebud mouth always did, for me.) Still its a clever bit of work, by a well known portrait painter.




    How I wish you had been able to transmit that Take care!’ (Such things have been done you know. Between minds very much in contact,)—But who eld foresee such a stupid accident! It has made me dislike & distrust the corner of my bedroom in which it happened. As if a bogey were waiting there to do me harm. For, my whole life long, I have stood on one leg when I draw the other stocking on. (I’ve a splendid balance) & I shall probably continue to do it!




    The arm progresses. Still a good deal of stiffness about wrist & thumb—especially the first thing of a morning. Then it sometimes feels as if it were made of wood, wood that aches. But I have conquered the door handles, thank God, & can manage to lift a book or two, & a small teapot. Chairs are still beyond me though, & heavy drawers, & the carving of a joint.—I think I shall finish with massage this week.




    Glad you enjoyed the notices—even that in the New Statesman. Yes, my Captain Gyde is publicity manager at Heinemanns, & there isn’t much abt reviews & reviewers that he doesn’t know. I think he was even rather pleased with the N.S. ‘space is everything’ used to be one of Wm, H’s sayings.




    Yes, I agree, I’ve ‘arrived’ to some extent since Ultima T But you must remember that, or then, was the very first time I had ever been before the public—as far as the critics were concerned. I saw how far I had now got from the fact that I headed Gould’s list in the Observer, came first in The Times Lit. Supplement, & was separately noticed in The Times itself. All these things tell—to the initiated.




    I am sending you in this one or two of the American notices. More may follow, if I succeed in getting duplicates of which I’ve only these few.




    I also send you a press print of the second position of Howard Coster’s photograph taken in August last. As it is for publicity purposes it’s too shiny I’m afraid to be of much use as a picture, but it is proving very popular here, & I wanted you to see it.—Why has Melbourne stuck so faithfully to my ancient pictures, do you think?




    Glad you find something to read in Light. It’s a very fair little paper & never neglects the other man’s point of view. Just take what you can from it and reject what you can’t.—I hope, after what you say of Christianity & Spiritualism, that you will find Tweedale’s book of real value to you, not only because of the many Biblical references it contains but also because he & his wife being in themselves marvellous transmittors, had no need to call in an outside medium.




    I have not in all these years been myself one. But, as I think I told you at the beginning, I was lucky enough to have a girl in my house whom I saw develop, helped to develop, into a first class medium. So I too never needed to go to a Professional—& did not till my husband died. When I felt that I needed confirmation from a stranger of what was coming through.




    But believe me, Mary, there are just as many genuine public mediums as frauds; & the seekers who go to them for help or information by no means all belong to the credulous & uneducated classes. The names you will come across in Light must prove that to you. The women who make use of their gift (as mental telephones) both at the London Spiritualist Alliance (L.S.A.) & the British College are to my own knowledge integrity itself.




    Your brother’s words before death interest me as a further addition to the thousands of similar cases. When you hear how many dying people say the same thing, recognise those who are lost, & are amazed that others can’t see them, you must surely begin to see there must be something in it. It’s not one’s personal experience alone; it’s the accumulated weight of evidence that tells in the end.




    I shd not advise anyone to experiment in this subject till they had studied it for several years, & knew all there was to know about it. Otherwise one’s apt to get confused—go astray.




    I’m delighted though that I have managed to interest you in it. That is a great step. And someday, if you’ll forgive me for saying it, you’ll bless me for it. Those who pass on knowing nothing have a strangely difficult time.




    Much love to you. I hope all this doesn’t read too like a lecture.—Which reminds me that I have just declined a lecture tour in the States! Me, with my puny pipe of a voice.—Oh one thing more: Nettie thinks the ‘Growing Pains’ the ‘bravest things of their kind!!’ Mary, are these people born without any sense of humour?




    

      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    [Nettie Palmer]: name and initials deleted by MK. Gould’s list: ‘New Novels’, Observer, 13 January 1929, included works by Arnold Bennett, Sarah Fielding and H. Rider Haggard but was headed by UT. Your brothers words: unt raced.




    936 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    20 January 1933




    Green Ridges




    Dear E. P.




    Thank you so much for the Liszt-d’Agoult Letters. I had made a note of them when they appeared, in French, but what with one thing & another had never got as far as ordering them. I am delighted to have them.




    The Bibliography has interested me greatly. I wonder if I could have an extra couple of copies? There are two or three people I shd much like to send it to.




    We got home quite uneventfully & found all well here. The weather is fine; but very cold. We are looking forward to seeing you.




    I strained my wrist a little on a bus, so have to reduce my writing to a minimum. Forgive this brief note.




    

      Love from us both




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    the Liszt-d’Agoult Letters: Correspondance de Liszt et de la comtesse d’Agoult (Paris: B. Gasset, 1933–34). The Bibliography: see Letter 893.




    937 To MARY KERNOT




    




    21 January 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    A long gap, between my last, & this letter. And two of yours to answer.




    Well, we are home again from our E. Coast holiday, both feeling much the better for it. The weather was decidedly poor, it rained most of the first week, & heavily; however we on with our gum boots & plodded through the mud. I eat & sleep well in that keener air; but was assured by my nephew that I shd not be able to endure a whole winter of it.—I mean at the time I was seeking a house.—We ended up with a few hustled days in London, from which I was thankful to escape to this peace. One battles one way along the streets nowadays, in a dreary procession, half choked by the fumes of cars & buses. This really was one of the chief reasons I left London. To breathe nothing but motor exhausts goes beyond me. I’m peculiarly sensitive to smells. So here we are again our own quiet hill, with a good country road to tramp of an afternoon; & quiet evenings over a book or paper.




    By now you will have those American cuttings I eld spare you. Norton promised me some more for this month, so I may be able to send more—especially of the Tunny’ ones. How I have laughed over some of them. Contrary to England, which preferred the 2nd half of the book, America only cares for the ‘Childhood’ & the ‘Pains.’ Most amusing & instructive. Ditto the Australian asides. I feel I really must take to calling myself Henrietta Robertson, or better still ‘Mrs Campbell or Mrs Johnstone,’ both of which names have been bestowed on me. However what does it matter, as long as the H.H.R. sits fast.




    I had a long letter from Brian Penton last week. He seems to have got himself into a pretty mess over a review of a book called Mezzomorto, by one named Crockett. The latter is having him up for libel & enormous damages are threatened. I happened to see that number of the Bulletin, & really Penton did get too personal in what he said. I’m terribly sorry for him, though, for the case may ruin him financially—& perhaps personally, in Sydney, where he has made himself I shd imagine thoroughly disliked. And where his fellow writers will nurse a good deal of jealousy. Landtakers has been accepted by Cassell in London & some American publisher, too, & Brian fears that all the royalties that might accrue to him will be impounded before they reach him, if he loses his case; for of course he wld have to go bankrupt.—I shall look eagerly forward to news of what is happening to him. Send me a paper or two if you can.




    Yes, the hand in the portrait is simply awful & a gross libel on the original. I fancy the painter must have had a sudden burst of Impressionism at the end, & have fallen for a lump of dough—which is just what it looks like. (Note the real article in Coster’s profile which I recently sent you a copy of.)




    V.P. sent me his two books. ‘Sea & Sp.’ is as you say, poorly got up, but I found it very readable—the man is ever so much better at short stories than long novels. (Though Brian P. wrote me that Vance had won a prize for a short story which was Very, very, very bad.’ What a person he is for winning prizes, by the way. They must considerably add to his income.) ‘The Swayne Family’ on the other hand seemed to me the merest Galsworthy & water—and twaddle at that. Poor stuff. And it seems to be going to turn into a trilogy, according to the publishers’ blurb. Oh, why will they do it!




    Penton wrote me of his visit to the Palmers. He liked Vance very much but said he had ‘no guts.’ Nettie he found Very shy & uncertain of herself!’ Now, did you ever! Or is it that she is only cut & dried on paper? Or was she yielding the floor to Vance? Tell me how you find her in conversation. Brian said: ‘I liked him, but I was glad that I eld come away from them. People completely without passion.’




    I was interested in Guy Innes’s account of the new writer Christina Stead, & must get hold of her book. I didn’t read the first, it sounded so ‘literary’ & pretentious. I loathe the trail of the bel esprit. My models have always been the monumental simplicity of Tolstoi & the later prose of Flaubert, who eschewed metaphors as of the devil. I don’t want to say I get within cooee of people such as these; but I’ve always held them aloft as banners to look up to.




    How could or should Australians like the End of a Childhood. There was only the chance that the Cuffy chapters might appeal to those who had been interested in the earlier books. The Pains are too subtle for coarse palates, & the second half of the book belongs to a European culture in which its roots are finely interwoven.—Did I ever tell you, I wonder, that a German student is taking ‘H.H.R. & Foreign Literature’ as a thesis for his Ph.D. degree?




    But that is the lunchbell & I must close this hurried scrawl. It has been written at odd moments. Forgive its shortcomings.




    

      My love to you.




      H. H. R.


    




    You didn’t say if you are keeping better.




    I still have acute rheumatism in my right thumb. They tell me I must expect things of this kind.




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    Mrs Campbell: ‘Mrs Campbell’s first novel, “Maurice Guest” . . .’, The Age, 17 November 1934. Mrs Johnstone: see Letter 926. a review: Conn Bennett (pseud, of Brian Penton), Through Muddle to “Half-Death” ‘, Bulletin, 10 October 1934. Mezzomorto: Vivian Crockett, Mezzomorto (Sydney: P. R. Stephensen, 1934). libel: Crockett’s action for libel against the Bulletin Newspaper Company came to court in June 1935; for an account, see P. Buckridge, The Scandalous Penton: A Biography of Brian Penton (Brisbane: University of Queensland Press, 1994), pp. 154–72; see also Letter 956. ‘Sea & Sp.’: Vance Palmer, Sea and Spinifex (Sydney: The Shakespeare Head Press, 1934); ‘The Swayne Family’ (Sydney: Angus & Robertson, 1934). Christina Stead: (1902–83), then author of The Salzburg Tales and Seven Poor Men of Sydney (London: P. Davies, 1934).




    938 To BRIAN PENTON




    




    23 January 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Penton




    Just a line by air-mail to tell you how aghast I was to hear of your legal trouble. That is really the limit. Trust Australia to do the wrong thing by its writers. And I’m afraid the people being what they are, there will be little chance or hope of a compromise. You have my heartfelt sympathy. How sick you must feel about it all—just when you have the prospect of publication in England & America. It hardly bears thinking about.




    Do keep me informed of what happens. It may of course all be over by now. Your letter is six wks old.




    Yes, I fell & fractured my right arm above the wrist. I’m only just able to use the hand, & to write again—for weeks it was in plaster. Now it’s given over to rheumatism & neuralgia; but I can at least open doors & hold a cup of tea again. It has been a dreary business.




    I was interested to hear of your visit to the Palmers. But that you found Nettie ‘unsure’ amazes me. I had been looking on her as one of the most self-assured of women, full of hard little facts & able to draw on them at will.




    

      Well, the best of luck,




      Yours




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: ML DOC. 1920




    Mr Penton: see Letter 716.




    939 To VANCE PALMER




    




    30 January 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Palmer




    I found your two books awaiting me when I got back from Suffolk the other day. I am delighted to have them—it seems a long time since I saw any of your work—& have read the short stories already, waiting till I am a little freer of business before plunging into the long book. I admire your short things very much, & always have. You get a tremendous vitality into them & have such a variety of subjects, none of them hackneyed themes. Many thanks for the pleasure ‘Sea & Spinnifex’ has given me. (I see I can’t spell spinifex.)




    Have you no more plays on hand?—But I suppose the state of the Australian theatre doesn’t tempt one to dramatic form.




    I am slowly emerging from a dreary convalescence; but my hand is not well yet, & I am obliged to continue treatment for it—massage & radiant heat. What results a half second’s loss of balance can have! I still find myself moving gingerly—especially on the frozen roads we have here at present—& it will take some to get back entire confidence. One seems to become aware of the unnaturalness of walking on two legs—after such an accident.




    Brian Penton wrote me he was in trouble over a review in the Bulletin, with the prospect of a libel action to follow. I do hope for his sake this won’t materialise. It might ruin him. Just when Cassells have accepted Landtakers, too, for publication here.—But I fear he will have made a good many enemies in Sydney.




    I hardly expected The End of a Childhood’ to do much in Australia. It is too foreign to the Australian turn of mind. But I understand that Heinemanns are disappointed at the poor sales there. It is good of Mrs Palmer to take the book under her wing.




    

      With kindest regards to both




      Very sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 1174/1/4582




    940 To MARY KERNOT




    




    {6 February 1935}




    Dear Mary




    It will only be a brief note this week, for I have the proofs of my husband’s book of Essays to correct—& there’s nothing like proofs for devouring one’s spare time. Modern publishers, too, have the horrid habit of lumping the whole book on one at once; instead of, as they used to, sending only about 30 pages. It makes a regular grind of the business.




    I’m still having trouble with my hand as well, & must continue for some time with massage & radiant heat. The poor red thumb is hopelessly stiff. Writing doesn’t affect it much, but put it on the piano, & oh my!—I might be in my infancy again, learning my first steps. It does seem queer. In all the long yrs of my life never before has anything detracted from my hands’ seemingly inborn suppleness.




    Many thanks for your letter. Glad the books arrived safely & hope you enjoy them both. Tweedale’s I think you shd get a good deal out of. I’m struggling with V.P.’s The S way ne Family. Poor stuff. His short things are undoubtedly better, whatever Brian Penton may say.—By the way, Olga is at present reading Landtakers, & emits mighty chortles over its obscenities. She has such a healthy outlook on things, not at all ‘sicklied o’er’ etc. I like to hear her fresh & unspoiled opinions on books. I, like you, have no wish to re-read it.




    This mail brought me the typescript of a Sydney broadcast from a person called—well I can’t read her name, so must leave it out. She deals with K. S. Prichtchard (oh no, Henry, that’s not how to spell it: it’s the T that always sticks me) & H.H.R. Very good it is & quite penetrative in its way.—It’s more than Nettie Palmer ever sent me of her broadcasts.




    And besides that a very funny letter from the Barambogie of the Mahony books.—to be exact from one of the Town Council, enclosing a bill of sale of the house Mahony is supposed to have lived in (mind you, they adopted the book there themselves) which ends by saying ‘this house has been immortalised etc etc.’




    The funniest part of it all is the address on the envelope: To the world famous author of Uit. Thu. H.H.R.Ü via or in London England.’




    Well, the Post did manage to deliver it.




    I’ve scrawled this lying on the sofa.




    Goodbye to you. My best love.




    

      Henry H. R.


    




    No, I didn’t mean I shd like to see Norman Lindsay illustrate the whole Childhood (I think I read a wince in yr letter at the idea.) But only The Bathe.




    I enclose a bibliography of my husband’s work which may interest you. I have marked the big books with red. Perhaps you wld let Nettie P. see this list, and say I fancy the Essay she was trying to trace may be among the ‘Contemporary Movements in European Lit.’




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    sicklied o’er: Hamlet, III. i. 84 Sydney broadcast: see Letter 945. letter from the Barambogie: untraced; but see Letter 562.




    941 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    10 February 1933




    Green Ridges




    Dear E. P.




    Here are the last three—& your page of notes.




    I have made more numerous changes here than in the preceding portion of the book. But I think they’re worth it. To me they seem the most original of any—possibly because I did not know them.




    

      Till tomorrow evening




      H. H. R.


    




    Do please remember that my suggestions are all very tentative.




    ALS: ML MSS 5199




    942 To HERBERT GLADSTONE WRIGHT




    




    10 February 1935




    Dear Professor Herbert Gladstone Wright




    Many thanks for sending me the London Mercury. I don’t take it; & otherwise should not have seen Mr Sundströms interesting article, with its pleasant mention of my husband.




    I can indeed well understand that it has been difficult for you to make progress with the history. And I feel for both you & Professor Purdie, over the burdens you so kindly took on your shoulders, in addition to your own personal work. I, who am the slowest of writers, with only my own writing to attend to, would be the last to expect or ask for haste in others.




    My arm is healed now, but I am greatly bothered by neuralgia in it & still have to [have] massage & radiant heat treatment. It has meant a bad interruption to my work. For two months I could not use the hand at all.




    I’m so glad you found something in my little book to like.—Just now I am busy with the proofs of my husbands Essays, which Routledge evidently intends to bring out very shortly.




    

      With kind regards




      Sincerely yours




      H. H. Richardson.


    




    ALS: ML DOC 1383




    Professor Herbert Gladstone Wright: see Letter 855. interesting article: on Swedish literature JGR combined ‘an unparalleled insight with unusual learning’: Iskil Sundström, ‘The Strange Case of Swedish Literature’, London Mercury, February 1935, pp. 355–62.




    943 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    17 February 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear E. P.




    I meant to write on Friday, but both doctor & masseuse came on that day & used up my spare time.




    We had a very comfortable journey home, in an almost empty train, & gott sei Dank found the car waiting for us.—Not that we are out of the wood yet with regard to it. The fly-wheel is no longer what it ought to be; & will have to be repaired.




    Since getting back we have had two days of terrific gales. Really one wondered if the house would stand against them. However today is still & sunny, & not even a tile is missing. More crocuses are out everywhere, & a foolish little iris or two has burst into bloom.




    Thank you so much for having us. We thoroughly enjoyed our visit.—I hope things are going a little more smoothly for you.




    

      With love from us both




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    944 To MARY KERNOT




    




    20 February 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Many thanks for letter & cuttings. These do amuse me. I like ‘Clarence Guest’ for a title—don’t you? Abt that notice in the Herald, it looks as if my friend at Heinemanns has been leaking; & to that unsafe person Guy Innes! Too bad. Though of course it’s wrong what he says. The new book is a novel; it wld be easier to write if it weren’t. But I can’t get away from dramatizing people.




    Your description of yr garden makes my mouth water: I look out here just now only on rain soaked clay. A few crocuses & snowdrops have ventured up, but the winds beat them flat. Nothing but storms at present. I sometimes wonder if this high exposed little house will stand their onslaughts.




    I still have treatment for my thumb; & give it my own treatment by exercising it on the piano. I think this will do more for it than anything. It’s work it is used to.




    I much preferred V.P.’s short things. The Swayne F. is a crib of the first water, from the Fors. Saga. Dull & colourless, might be about people of any country—I mean no Australian colouring. To think of it getting a prize!—But the man writes far too much. How can he keep up his standard?




    I wonder if B.P.’s lawsuit has come off? Or if he has managed to wriggle out of it. I feel very sorry for him.




    Tell me, were you able to make anything of my husband’s Goethe} I hope so. It was written in a popular strain. If only the German quotations don’t defeat you.




    And I want you to tell me, too, if you find Tweedale’s book interesting, or of use to you in your acquiring of psychic knowledge.




    I had a sitting when in London last, with another quite strange person this time, & J.G.R. came through at once. We got some remarkably convincing evidence again.




    I hope I have now settled down to a few months’ steady work. But I’ll say ‘Unberufen!’ & touch wood, for I hoped the same thing when this last misfortune befell me. What a life mine has been for the past two years!




    After not hearing from Connie for over a year & a half, the enclosed letter reaches me. I send it on as I think it may interest you. (Don’t return.) Poor old Connie! I’m afraid those many cocktails & whiskies & sodas are revenging themselves on her now. A sorry end for that lovely gracious girl.




    I was very busy all last week correcting the proofs of my husband’s volume of Essays (or rather lectures) which people have wished to see preserved. Routledges are publishing them.




    Well goodbye for today. My love to Delphia when you see her. I envy her her activity. One begins to get tired, in this climate, & of this climate. Oh that I eld fly away.




    

      Much love




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    ‘Clarence Guest’: untraced. the Herald: 27 December 1934: TYC is described as an ambitious book, not exactly a novel’. Fors. Saga: John Galsworthy’s Forsyte Saga; see Letter 417.




    945 To Miss RANSEN




    




    25 February 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss Ransen




    It was very kind of you to send me a copy of your broadcast on my work. I have been greatly interested in it, & the two passages you chose for quotation have my full approval.




    In defence of the characters in Maurice Guest, & their general unloveableness, I should like to say that the work was written in my youth—at a time of life when one is usually rather hot & bitter. I quite agree with your opinion of it! My American publisher was only with difficulty got to consent to a révisai of the text.




    I send you under separate cover two of my books—the first & the last published—to add to your library of Australian writers. I hope they will reach you safely.




    

      Sincerely yours




      Henry Handel Richardson


    




    ALS: ML Doc 287




    Miss Ransen: Melbourne librarian, your broadcast: not traced.




    946 To MARY FRANCES MCHUGH




    




    1 March 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Miss McHugh




    How kind of you to write me all about your queer, most queer, experience. I read of it with the greatest interest. And could hardly tell you my opinion of your goodness. Surely, there will be a special niche in the next world for those who go to so much trouble over a fellow man? We others may have generous impulses; but how often it begins & ends with that. Few of us are ready to sacrifice our own time & comfort.—I can imagine something of what it meant to have your protégé always about you.




    I want just to send this note to catch you before you leave. I hope your plan of going to Cannes—no, Nice—has matured. Only you must be careful of April, treacherous April, on your return.




    Are you writing? And what? If not, what of the clay? Any more heads done? If so you must let me come & see them, when once I am in London.




    We’ve had weeks of rain & storm here. The wind has battered this house without ceasing—it stands so high & unprotected. But I still like it, & now that the garden is beginning to come to life again shall like it still more.




    Why, we had the same kind of fall! Except that, thinking of concussion, I threw all my weight on my arm. Not a single bruise did I have, on any part of me, though I fell heavily. I do sincerely hope you will have no ill effects from the concussion—headaches or the like.—Isn’t it extraordinary how easy it is to fall. Makes one doubt one’s balance for some time after.




    My best wishes to you for a pleasant holiday




    

      Very sincerely yours




      H. H. Richardson


    




    ALS: NLA MS 6584




    947 To MARY KERNOT




    




    6 March 1933




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Thanks so much for your letter & the cuttings. I missed last week’s mail, but the papers went as usual. I’ve had a bunch of correspondence to get through; people seem to have chosen this moment to fire awkward questions & requests at me. Here a few examples: the man in Hollywood who has the film-rights of my books requires an answer on some points in M.G.; an American collector writes abt what he believes is a forged autograph in a first edition, a woman claims cousin or second-cousinship, another American asks the meaning of the name Australia Felix, Leonora Gregory a young Queenslander wants an opinion whether to throw up journalism for short story writing, a Library in Melbourne wants facts for a broadcast—& so it goes on. One’s time never seems ones own.—So if I sometimes fail, you’ll know the reason why no letter comes.




    Nettie Palmer writes me they—the whole family—leave for London this month. Quite an undertaking. Vance must have been doing well—with prizes & things. How I do agree with you abt The Sway ne Family. Not a spark of interest from beginning to end. I gave it up & have never gone back to it.—Tell me have you tried Landtakers afresh?




    Like you I cannot find a nib to suit me in a fountain pen. Besides I’m a dirty blotty kind of person, & shd cover table & floor in ink—at least I invariably do when I use Olga’s for anything. They need so much preliminary shaking! I’m so glad you find Tweedale’s book interesting. I wish I eld send you a full account of my experiences with my husband since his passing; but lack of physical strength prevents me. I made a few notes on them for an uncle of his, who is deeply interested & not unversed in the subject, & had to pay for it with acute cramp in my unhappy thumb. So you must just take my word for it that they have been astounding. With him it was a case of one of Tweedale’s quotations:




    

      An’ it please God to take me hence before thee,




      Tho’ I were in the uttermost bounds of the earth,




      Or foundered in the depths of the sea,




      To thee I will come.


    




    By the way have you read Gerhardis Resurrection? If nor get it, for the sake of the first few chapters, I was discussing it with J. D. Beresford the other day. He once had a somewhat similar experience.




    Rain still drenches down; & our poor crocuses are being drowned & have no chance to open. Up on this hill top we are either blown away by gales or soaked in cloud. I always dread spring, but this is a worse one than usual.




    You’ll let me have Oliver Lodge & the Proof & Hinchliffe books back when you’ve quite done with them, won’t you? But there’s not the least hurry in the meantime.




    

      Much love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    ALS; ML MSS 45




    Tweedale’s book: Charles Lakeman Tweedale, Man’s Survival after Death (London: G. Richards, 1920). Gerhardis Resurrection: William Alexander Gerhardi (b. 1895), Resurrection (London: Cassell, 1934). The narrator, a world-weary writer, undergoes an out-of-body experience (chs IX–XI) which changes his attitude to life and society. J. D. Beresford: see Letter 796. Lodge & the Proof: see Letter 951. Hinchliffe: untraced.




    948 To MARY KERNOT




    




    19 March 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    Many thanks for your letter & the bundle of cuttings. I’m afraid I’m costing you something over these. But they’re very entertaining. I like to see what V.P. & Jane Mander are saying. The latter is a very clearheaded woman and V.P. more interesting than in his books. I get some lovely plums from them. That written by a retired grocer’ is worth reams of tepid praise. It never came my way I think till now.




    No, N.P. hasn’t a grain of humour: one can see that in her handwriting. And I’m sure both she & V.P took the Pains au grand sérieux. Which means they’ve only half understood them.




    I enclose a cutting from ‘The Evening Standard’ that may interest you. Gone are the days of oblivion for H.H.R. She is now allowed to shew her nose among ‘the Great.’




    We have a wearying spring here. Few really fine days, much cold sea mist, & white frosts at night. The poor crocuses have no chance. First drowned, then fro2en. Tomorrow I make a dash to London to do a few necessary jobs; & rather dread it. I stand the smell of the thousands of exhausts on thousands of cars very badly, after this fine pure air. But these drove me away to begin with—they & the noise of the streets.




    I have an American cutting here that wld have amused you; but unfortunately only in a single copy. The writer says: ‘A fastidious critic of my acquaintance—one not given to extravagances—warmly & defiantly declares that the work (The Fortunes) as a whole is the finest fiction since War & Peace. The eulogies of less restrained persons begin at that point & hardly stop at all.’ Well, well.




    This is a poor scrawl; but time is up. I am really beginning to settle down again, yet once again, to the new book, & have little life or strength left for anything else. Real work sucks me dry.




    My love to you. Beware of these sharks! In my day we never dreamt of bathing outside an enclosure. Have the beasts grown fewer, or bathers bolder?




    

      H. H. R.


    




    ALS: ML MSS 45




    V.P. & Jane Mander: Vance Palmer, The Future of Australian Literature’, Age, 9 February 1935; Jane Mander, ‘New Zealand Novels’, Press (Christchurch), 8 December 1934. ‘a retired grocer’: attributed to Arthur H. Adams; see Nettie Palmer: Henry Handel Richardson: A Study (1950), p. 86 and cf. Bulletin, 6 December 1917, Red Page, the Pains: the ‘Growing Pains’ stories in The End of a Childhood, au grand sérieux: deadly seriously (French). The Evening Standard: FRM is ‘one of the indisputably great books of our time’ (7 March 1935). The writer says: James Gray, ‘New Richardson Book Wins Praise of Many Readers’, Dispatch (St Paul, Minnesota), 31 October 1934.




    949 To W. W. NORTON




    




    22 March 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mr Norton




    Many thanks for sending on the cuttings. American criticisms are always interesting to me. Your reviewers, when they take their job seriously, are very much better than our own.




    I wonder if the book has sold at all?




    Yes, my arm is quite well now—at least I have only to guard it against damp & strain. But I have still not got back my full stretch on the piano.




    

      With kind regards




      Sincerely yrs




      H. H. Richardson


    




    Endorsed: ‘Check March 28’




    ALS: CUL Norton Collection




    book had sold: the endorsement suggests that a royalty cheque was enclosed in Norton’s reply.




    950 To EDNA PURDIE




    




    23 March 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear E. P.




    I have often thought of you, but did not write, for fear you might think you had to reply. Well, the hour of your release is near now, & we both send you our good wishes for the best of holidays. (If only the young things don’t prove too exhausting!)




    I see The Essays announced in Routledge’s list. But what a price! Surely seven or eight shillings wld have been enough.—I suppose the second proofs have left your hands by now. We are both (& not Olga this time) so grateful to you.




    Have you kept well? I am in the grip of a heavy cold—Wednesday & Thursday were really too much for me at this time of year. Today the temperature is normal for March & the wind blustery; & decidedly cold.




    Daffodils are out at last & very fine.




    

      With all good wishes




      Yours




      H. H. R.


    




    Mrs Lee goes home either today or Monday.




    ALS: NLA MS 5199




    951 To MARY KERNOT




    




    31 March 1935




    Green Ridges




    Dear Mary




    I missed the mail last week, being very occupied with laryngitis. Yes, I have once more been laid low. Though as this is my first real illness since coming to Sussex, I cannot complain. (The arm was just an infernally unfortunate accident.) They say if you once have laryng. you are liable to it thereafter. (You may remember my bout of it & tonsillitis in the tragic spring of 1933.) It isn’t a lively prospect, though I managed to escape it last year. Calls, I fear, for a warmer steadier climate than this.




    Those two days in London did for me. They were of a June heat, when, in one’s winter coat etc, one perspired at every step. And thereafter winter once more: today the N. Easter goes, & the sky is grey.




    This hasn’t been such an acute attack as that earlier one, but promises to be harder to get rid of. The cough lies in wait for me at night; & the opium that has to be swallowed against it numbs my intellect & my appetite. Oh for a body of something less destructible than flesh!




    But I need not moan throughout my letter. Many thanks for yours & all the cuttings.—I’m not really ‘cross’ with Australia for not liking me. Why or how shd it?—Knowing nothing of the influences from which my work sprang. I try to make Gyde see this; but he gets very irate, at the fact that Australia is not burning to snatch me to her bosom as her greatest & best.—He was furious the other day too with Swinnerton, for not having done better by me in his Georgian Literature. S. is evidently a Guest-ite; has got no further; & says little of the Trilogy. However when G. tackled him, he admitted that he had not read Ult, Thulell So perhaps there’s some hope of a later recantation.




    Perhaps Brian Penton managed to stave off his libel suit: he has written me no more abt it. Or perhaps (horribile dictu) he was utilising the threat as a means of self advertisement. Such things are not quite unknown.




    Oh, this Swayne Family. I see myself getting into a tight corner over it. (I wrote to V. only of the short things.) But I cannot in decency & honesty, praise it—this duller, more second rate, Galsworthy: the kind of thing that is turned out over here by the bushel. Why must V.P. abandon his Australian themes? This is no more Australian in character or mood than any of its gentlemanly prototypes. Really he does make it difficult for his critics.




    Sorry I can’t send on any more of the American reviews. They exist in only single copies, which I need.




    The Bookman has been a dying proposition for yrs back. The wonder is it has lasted so long. A strange combination though these two.




    Lodge’s book turned up safely. Thanks for it. If you ever have the chance, read his ‘Past (or ‘Last’ I forget which) Years’—I think this is the title. And did you ever read Raymond? If not do so. It shd be in the Melb. Library.




    I have just had another letter from Connie. She seems definitely better. I do admire her spirit.




    I expect the Palmer family will now be on the seas. I shall ask Nettie down here to see me—though from your description of her, I don’t foresee much intimacy. And her woman’s eye will see through my opinion of Vance!—What’s to be done?




    Forgive this dull scrawl written with a brain too drugged for work or sprightliness.




    

      My love to you




      H. H. R.


    




    Thank you for the Arguses with N.P.’s articles. Found these very interesting.




    ALS; ML MSS 45




    Swinnerton: Frank Swinnerton (1884–1982), The Georgian Scene: A Literary Panorama (London: Heinemann, 1935), pp. 277–9- horribile dictu: horrible to relate (Latin). The Bookman: merged with the London Mercury in 1935. ‘Past (or ‘Last’ I forget which) Years’: Past Years: An Autobiography (New York: Scribner’s Sons, 1932). Raymond: Oliver Lodge, Raymond; or, Life and Death, with Examples of the Evidence for Survival of Memory and Affection after Death (London: Methuen, 1916). the Arguses: Netrie Palmer, ‘Henry Handel Richardson: Notes for a Portrait’, Argus, 18 August 1934.
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