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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 Mozartstrasse 13 III. 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 Hauptprüfung (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 Gabler 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 Regent’s 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 Stories 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


    A GENERAL INTRODUCTION to this edition will be found in Volume 1. It discusses the principal correspondent in the period covered by Volume 2, Mary Kernot. Richardson’s great success with the publication of Ultima Thule in 1929 brought her many new correspondents, and she wrote regularly to a select few of these. In Australia, Mary Kernot’s friendship was reinforced by Nettie and Vance Palmer’s advocacy in the literary world. Correspondents to whom only a few letters are extant are introduced when they make their first appearance. As the following correspondents were important to Richardson for various reasons and may be less well known, they are introduced at length here.

    MARY FRANCES MCHUGH

    The Irish-born writer Mary Frances McHugh (1900–80) kept some 34 of Richardson’s letters to her. She visited Richardson for the first time on 17 March 1930. The invitation had probably been extended in answer to Miss McHugh’s writing as an admirer of Ultima Thule. She recorded the visit in her diary: ‘She is all I would like her to be. Difficult to speak to at first, with very worn face and snake-like, intent eyes. But extraordinarily honest, almost too much so. Her “room of her own” with baize double doors. Her chows . . . Most striking things in her room: desk, piano, large picture of Duse.’ From this point a friendship grew up between the two—evidently more ardent on McHugh’s part—although Richardson readily accepted the dedication of McHugh’s partly autobiographical novel about childhood in Ireland, Thalassa: A Story of Childhood by the Western Wave (1931).

    McHugh was on the editorial staff of The Freeman’s Journal from 1920 to 1924; she wrote and adapted plays for radio and gave talks—‘all very ephemeral’ her sister, a literary translator, noted. After the death of her husband in 1977, she became very depressed and on 13 February 1980 disappeared never to be found. A last note read: ‘My intellectual life has been a failure’. From Richardson’s letters it would seem that McHugh looked to the older woman as a kindred spirit and supporter. Richardson’s diary indicates that at times she found McHugh tiresome and exhausting.

    HARRY PRICE

    Richardson was a committed member of the Society for Psychical Research (SPR) from the time she arrived in London in 1904. It is not known when she also joined the London Spiritual Alliance, but she was certainly a member by 1920 when she met Harry Ditcher Price (1881–1948) who was elected to the Society for Psychical Research in June of that year. His marriage in 1908 had brought him a degree of financial independence and enabled him to indulge his many interests. An egocentric autodidact, he had been involved in magic, conjuring, entertainment, numismatics and book-collecting. Eventually he found his real and abiding interest in investigating psychic phenomena, especially in detecting the fraudulent practices of some mediums, and other forms of charlatanry. He was a member of the Magic Circle of London. A tireless self-promoter, by 1930 he was already becoming known as an outstanding ‘psychic journalist’, writing for both the popular press and the informed general reading public. Even his detractors—and by his death they were not a few—paid tribute to his undoubted journalistic skill.

    It was not long before he annoyed the Council of the conservative SPR by what many eminent members considered his ‘unscientific’ methods of enquiry and his journalistic flair. They believed that his writing too often bordered on the sensational, and attracted undesirable attention to the Society’s work. His association with the London Spiritualist Alliance, which the SPR had lately come to regard with suspicion—somewhat ironically, having itself been formed under the auspices of the Alliance in 1884—did not assist the uneasy relationship. Perhaps in reaction to this conservatism, amounting, it seems, to exclusive complacency, Price founded the National Laboratory of Psychical Research (NLPR), which opened on 1 January 1926 in premises leased from the Spiritualist Alliance.

    Price had accumulated a large personal library of more than 5000 volumes on magic, psychic phenomena and the occult. In 1922 he persuaded the SPR to house his library in their premises. With the cooling of relations between them, and with the Society pleading that it now needed the space, Price was obliged to find a new home for his collection. There was, however, more to it than shelf-space. Price was anxious that his work and interest should gain the respectability that the Society was reluctant to bestow. In the years immediately before the surviving correspondence with Richardson, he had approached the Spiritualist Alliance no fewer than four times proposing a merger with his National Laboratory, and had contacted both the French Institut Métapsychique and Göttingen University with proposals for their setting up an academic department of psychical research and housing his library. When all these attempts failed, he forced a break with the SPR and in 1931, with a few loyal members including Richardson, moved his National Laboratory to new premises in South Kensington. This new centre became both an extraordinary library and a well-equipped laboratory for the investigation of psychic phenomena, especially for testing the claims of mediums. Price was not alone in his belief that the Society had become half-hearted in fulfilling these aims.

    Richardson undoubtedly met Price through her membership of the SPR and the Spiritualist Alliance. She appears to have been drawn to his enthusiasm and perhaps also his scepticism. She may also have admired his skill as a writer—or at least as a journalist—since none of the books on which his later reputation rests had been published in the 1920s. Their correspondence shows that she was deeply involved in the work of the NLPR by 1928 and probably had joined the venture at its inception. By 1930 she agreed with Price that the SPR was losing direction and, in her judgement, was ‘on its last legs’. Its Annual Meeting in February 1930 was acrimonious: members drew attention to declining membership, which they felt was not entirely due to the economic depression gripping the country.

    The flurry of letters between Richardson and Price surviving from this critical period (1930–31)—especially when read in the light of external evidence—shows how closely she was involved with Price’s sometimes devious political manoeuvres: first in an attempt to persuade (or even force) the Society to merge with his National Laboratory and then, when this failed, to make a final break from the Society. Richardson was a signatory to Price’s formal proposal to the Council in November 1930 and to two resolutions put to the Annual Meeting of the SPR in February 1931. It is symptomatic of the ‘atmosphere’ (Letter 582) that at the January meeting Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, a long-standing member, announced his resignation and, in a circular to members, gave his reason as disapproval of the Society’s ‘anti-spiritualist bias’. He exhorted other members to follow his example and resign: a significant number, including former office-bearers, did so.

    Richardson herself formally resigned from the SPR soon after the Annual Meeting in February 1931 (Letter 582). In a letter to her (he always addressed her as either Mrs J. G. Robertson or Ethel F. L. Robertson), Price refers to the Society’s having insulted her and expresses exasperated disbelief that this could have happened to one who had done so much for psychical research. Just what this insult was is not clear, but it was evidently some kind of questioning of her standing in the Society. Resign she did, however, and threw in her lot exclusively with the controversial but immensely energetic Price and his National Laboratory. She was for a period a member of its Council, although she prudently declined Price’s offer to become Treasurer. While many of the 47 surviving letters between them (including three to his Secretary Lucie Kaye between 1928 and 1932) are brief business notes, taken together they indicate not only Richardson’s abiding interest in psychical research, but her active personal and financial involvement in the business of the National Laboratory. It is of particular interest that this occurred at the height of her literary career and fame, when to many correspondents she was pleading excessive public attention and an almost impossible load of fan mail as an excuse for not writing sooner or more fully.

    The correspondence with Price ceased abruptly, because, as she later tells Mary Kernot, Richardson had concluded, after her three or more years’ involvement with him, that he was just as ‘dishonest & unscrupulous’ as many of the mediums he set out to test: ‘We were all disgusted with him’ (Letter 897). This experience in no way diminished her faith in Spiritualism or in tried and tested mediums, whom she frequently consulted.

    EDNA PURDIE

    Edna Purdie (1894–1968) first wrote to Richardson in 1929 after the publication of Ultima Thule. Her early life was not unlike Richardson’s in that she had to make a choice between a musical career and something else—in her case an academic career. Although a gifted pianist, she decided to study modern languages and graduated from King’s College, London in 1913 with First Class Honours. After postgraduate work at Oxford, she became a lecturer in German at the University College of Bangor. She completed a Doctorate of Letters from the University of London, where she came to the attention of Professor Robertson. After his death in 1933, she succeeded him as Professor of German at Bedford College. Having worked so closely with Robertson, and being one of the few who could decipher his handwriting, she was responsible for completing and seeing through to publication much of his unfinished work. It was particularly in this regard that she became closely associated with Richardson, an association which soon became a strong friendship, as their letters show. After Richardson’s death, Edna Purdie assisted Olga Roncoroni in the publication of Myself When Young, and in the collection and publication of Henry Handel Richardson: Some Personal Impressions.

    JACOB SCHWARTZ

    Richardson’s dealings with the colourful and eccentric publisher Jacob Schwartz are of more than passing interest. Born in Brooklyn, New York, Schwartz graduated as a dentist, but threw up his practice to go to London as bookseller and manuscript dealer. His dubious business practices earned him the title of ‘The Great Extractor’ and the status of ‘an entertaining ruffian’ from Samuel Beckett.’* John Hayward, editor of the Book Collector, referred to him as ‘Jake the dentist’ and many in the trade referred to his notorious bibliographical publication entitled 1100 Obscure Points as the ‘1100 Obscene Points’.† He moved about a good deal, renting flats in London and Brighton where he lived with his partner, the Irish-born actress Anita Bolster. In the 1960s he retired to Ireland. Among his other activities, he established the Ulysses Bookshop and Ulysses Press in London—first at 20 Bury Street, later at 51 Great Russell Street, Bloomsbury—with a branch in New York at 21 West 51st Street which his brother Leo managed. Schwartz’s limited editions included works by Edgar Allen Poe and Edmund Blunden, and Havelock Ellis’ The Colour Sense in Literature and Concerning Jude the Obscure (1931). He presented Richardson with a copy of each of his editions of two early works by James Joyce—James Clarence Mangan, and Ibsen’s New Drama (1930: 40 copies of each, none for sale).* In 1931, in addition to a bibliography of the short-story writer A. E. Coppard, Schwartz produced Two Studies, a fine limited edition of Richardson’s two short stories ‘Mary Christina’ and ‘The Life and Death of Peterle Lüthy’. He presented copies to Edwin Muir, Siegfried Sassoon and T. E. Lawrence, among others. For Christmas 1931 he published a facsimile of Richardson’s musical setting of the German carol Christkindleins Wiegenlied. Each of the 300 copies was bound in Javanese batik paper of colourful individual design.

    *James Knowlson, Damned to Fame: The Life of Samuel Beckett (London: Bloomsbury, 1996), p. 482 and Anthony Cronin, Samuel Beckett: The Last Modernist (London: Harper Collins, 1996), p. 542. Personal details about Schwartz are scarce, but the editors are grateful for reminiscences kindly sent by Warren Roberts in 1997 and by Anthony Rota in August 1998.

    †Warren Roberts was of the view that there was no original work in the book at all.

    Richardson’s first known contact with Schwartz dates from November 1931 (Letter 654) and was doubtless in response to Schwartz’s persistent requests to publish something new by her when she was at the height of her fame. She seems to have found Schwartz an intriguing character and a useful acquaintance: they exchanged gifts of books—to which Schwartz once added two wood-engravings by Eric Gill—and he even extracted from Richardson a post-publication manuscript copy in pencil of her short story ‘Death’ (Letter 747). This was not his only such venture. He once offered the writer William Gerhardie fifty pounds for the manuscript of one of his works. When told that he no longer possessed it, Schwartz asked him to rewrite it, making it look authentic by including numerous revisions: ‘You should be able to knock that off in between more serious efforts as an exercise in a race against boredom’. Reluctantly, states Gerhardie’s biographer, he ‘complied, and the manuscript was sold in America’.† While he managed in similar fashion to obtain a manuscript version of ‘Death’—it has since disappeared—Schwartz was unsuccessful in his attempt to acquire the original manuscript (or typescript) of Maurice Guest.

    * ‘The one on Mangan seems a marvellous piece of writing for such a young man. That on Ibsen I have still to read’ (Letter 669).

    † Dido Davies, William Gerhardie: A Biography (London: Oxford University Press, 1991), p. 357.

    OLIVER STONOR

    Among the many who wrote to Richardson on her success with Ultima Thule in 1929, Oliver Stonor (1903–87) was to become one of her regular correspondents (see Letter 455), and a close friend and confidant. ‘The period when I was most intimate with HHR was earlier [before 1934]; in fact I never saw her at Fairlight, though in those years she paid several visits to me, & we corresponded’.* Stonor was an English author, journalist and critic, editor and architect, who also wrote as (Evelyn or E.) Morchard Bishop, a name taken from a Devonshire village where he once lived. He was the author of some six novels (from 1932), edited works by Coleridge, Shelley, Boswell and Arthur Machen, and wrote a biography of William Hayley, friend and patron of William Blake. His assistance to writers like Jean Rhys, Arthur Machen and William Gerhardie indicates a man of generous nature. Unfortunately, his letters to Richardson have not survived, but it is clear from her letters to him that their conversations were intimate, particularly from the time of his divorce from the Irish novelist Norah Hoult and his marriage to Margaret Penn. After Richardson moved from London to Fairlight, Sussex, following the death of her husband, their letters on personal and literary matters became lengthier and more frequent.

    * Oliver Stonor to Maureen Mann, 11 April 1974 (MoU).

    T. D. WANLISS

    Richardson’s fiction generated an unexpected legal consequence in 1917. The first volume of The Fortunes of Richard Mahony contained the following passage at the point where John Turnham is standing for parliament:

    
      Mahony congratulated his brother-in-law on the sudden tacking of the Star newspaper, with regard to its election policy. If John knew how this had come about, he did not say so; but the hostile attitude of the leading local journal—only the day before, it was abusing him as ‘an unprincipled scoundrel’—had been the chief obstacle in his path, and he was frankly gratified by its change of face. (p. 263)

    

    On 29 September, William Heinemann, Richardson’s London publisher, received a letter from a Mr Thomas Drummond Wanliss (1830–1923), retired and living in Edinburgh. Wanliss had been the printer, publisher and proprietor of the Ballarat Star from the end of 1856 until I860 (the period of Australia Felix), had known Richardson’s father (the ‘original’ of Mahony) and had employed her uncle, John Robinson Bailey (the ‘original’ of John Millibank Turnham) as sub-editor on the Star from 1857 to 1859. The implication of venality in a passage which actually named the Star had stung Wanliss personally, and he threatened legal action unless what he read as the ‘utterly untruthful and slanderous’ remarks about the newspaper’s volte-face and his own probity as editor were withdrawn.* After some months of correspondence involving Heinemann, Professor Robertson, a firm of London solicitors, Wanliss and his appointed agent and, of course, Richardson herself, the case was settled by a cheque for twenty guineas from Robertson and an assurance that the offending paragraph would be rewritten for subsequent printings. This Richardson contrived to do without requiring resetting beyond the paragraph in question:

    
      Mahony congratulated his brother-in-law on the more favourable attitude towards his election policy which was becoming evident in the local press. John’s persuasive tongue was clearly having its effect, and the hostility he had met with at the outset of his candidature was yielding to more friendly feelings on all sides. John was frankly gratified by the change, and did not hesitate to say so.

    

    Throughout the case, Wanliss appears to have been unaware that the author of the alleged libel was the daughter of his ‘great friend’ Dr Richardson, referring to her as ‘young’ Mr Richardson.

    

    * ‘Mr Richardson . . . displays much ability and is a very promising young author; but he paints life on Ballarat in the Fifties too pessimistically, and following out this style of writing has thought it in character to bedaub the Press of the time with a very dirty brush’ (NLA MS 133/2/63–65).
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  352 To Robert Hichens

  {1 April 1917}

  . . . time—and thought many things.

  I wonder what I could tell you that would be of use or interest to Mr Van Vechten? My own instinct is, I must confess, to remain entirely in the shade & to let the books speak for themselves. The books are me, & outside them there is little worth knowing. This is one reason why I keep & wish to keep up my pseudonym—a dread of seeing my private name tacked on behind it. But besides this I still think a book like M.G. has a better chance if written by a man than a woman. Hoary prejudice lingers, whatever one may say to the contrary.

  I was born & brought up in Australia (Victoria) & was so much of a musical prodigy that the people who had to decide these things naturally chose music for a profession for me. Had I been born a Hun I daresay it would have come off, for I would have grown up in a congenial atmosphere, & have learnt the things one has to know in early youth. But Australia—what can be hoped from that! When I was eventually sent to Leipzig I found the fight too hard, overworked & left there a broken-down mass of nerves. It was a bitter disappointment at the time, but I can only be thankful now that things turned out as they did.

  I had written on & off since I was eight years old, & after this blow took up writing in earnest. M.G. was my first—as you know. It took me a long time to write, but I had another bad break-down in health soon after beginning it—it was my lungs this time! Since then there has been little to tell. Ill health & work have made up my life. I remain a slow worker & always shall be; but I am stronger than I was, in spite of this awful British climate. How I do long for sun!

  That is all I can think of to tell you—if there is anything else you think Mr Van Vechten wld like to hear don’t scruple to let me know.

  I have just finished correcting the proofs of my new book, which will probably appear in autumn. I am glad to have got it off my hands at last. X I think Heinemann is rather puzzled by it. He says it is so different from the others—though I don’t quite agree with him in this. Of course he has said very pleasant things too—but it isn’t a X . . .

  Endorsed: X, by Robert Hichens

  AL: NYPL Berg

  . . . time: fragment of a letter to Hichens (see Letter 51) enclosed by him with the following To Carl Van Vechten: 3 April 1917 I 24, St. James’s Street I S.W. i My dear Carlo, i Here is part of a letter from ‘Henry Handel Richardson’ which may be of use to you. I know you won’t quote it, but if you like use the information in it except of course the little bit XX about Heinemann. You can, I suppose, mention the new book as soon likely to appear. If you wish to write to the author her name is Mrs Robertson. I know and like her. Her address is on the notepaper, but she lives as a rule in London where she has a house. Forgive haste. Saluti. I Yrs Ever I Roberto. Mr Van Vechten: New York writer and photographer (1880–1964); early supporter of MG (see his Interpreters and Interpretations, 1917).

  353 To Carl Van Vechten

  13 October 1917

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  Dear Mr Van Vechten

  Your kind letter of Sept 15th has lain unanswered longer than it ought to have done. But, to be quite frank, your very warm appreciation of my work took my breath away. I did not know—and hardly yet know—how to answer it.

  That I am deeply grateful to you for your kind efforts to gain a wider recognition for my books in America goes without saying. I thank you most sincerely, & look forward with the liveliest interest to what you have to say of ‘Maurice Guest.’ Robert Hichens has often spoken of you to me, & has told me of your work.

  If I could win through to a wider public than my handful of very good friends, I am sure it would benefit both me & the books still to come. At the same time I more than half fear publicity & shrink from the public eye. This was originally one of my reasons for not writing under my married name—although, by the way, H.H.R. is not altogether a pseudonym. Richardson is my own name & the two H’s were a common combination in our family. This Henry Handel is the man of straw I have set up for the critics to tilt at, while I sit safe & obscure behind. The other reason was that I thought—& still do think—that M.G. had a better chance of success by appearing under a man’s name than under a woman’s.

  It is most encouraging to hear that you have liked my new book. I am very glad. It has been selling here better than I expected & is at present being reprinted. But the critics have not been able to make much of it—though perhaps there is some excuse for them, for it is inconelusive. I hope that the second volume—which is the real thing, the book I wanted to write, the first being a mere necessary prelude—will make clear the purpose of much that at present seems obscure: I am going to try to finish it within a reasonable time; but I am a very slow worker.

  With kind regards & again my sincerest thanks

  
    Believe me

    Very truly yours

    H. H. Richardson

  

  ALS: NYPL Berg

  the two H’s . . . our family: Henry Handel Richardson was the son of WLR’s brother and so HHR’s cousin, second volume: The Way Home (1925), which at this stage HHR thought would be the conclusion of the story.

  354 To Thomas Drummond Wanliss

  15 October 1917

  c/o Wm Heinemann, | 21 Bedford St. W.C2.

  T. D. Wanliss Esqr.

  Dear Sir,

  Your letter of October 10, has just reached me.

  I am sorry to hear you do not consider the alterations I have made in the offending paragraph sufficient; for I fear it is now too late to take into account the further changes you suggest in your second letter. On receipt of your first, instructions were at once sent to the printers to make the alterations in the text before printing off. This has now been done.

  It has, I repeat, been a matter of real regret to me that a passage in my book should have caused offence to any one associated with old-time Ballarat, the study of which has given me so much pleasure; and I am glad that the opportune reprinting of the book has given me a chance of doing what I can to remove the cause of offence.

  With regard to the publication of an apology in Victorian newspapers, I will hand on your letter to Mr Heinemann.

  
    I am, dear Sir

    Yours truly

    H. H. R.

  

  Copy in JGR’s hand: MS 133/2/68

  T. D. Wanliss Esqr.: Thomas Drummond Wanliss; for the details of Wanliss and this legal case, see Introduction, pp. xxvii-xxviii.

  355 To Carl Van Vechten

  5 November 1917

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  Dear Mr Van Vechten

  My best thanks for the copy of your book, which reached me safely at the end of last week. I am reading it with the greatest enjoyment. I, too, was once a passionate opera & theatre lover, & in the old days have sometimes spent as many as five nights out of seven in the theatre. Your book brings this old world back to me.—It is delightfully written. I think you sometimes—as in writing of Nijinsky—manage to say not only things that have not been said before, but that are exceedingly difficult to say at all.

  It was indeed good of you to give ‘Maurice Guest’ a section all to himself. If this does not push him into some sort of public notice, I fear he will have to be given up as a bad job. I quite agree with your ‘protracted to the wearying point.’ I read M.G. through again myself last winter—for the first time for several years—& made up my mind that I would some day bring out an edition in which the blue pencil had been unsparingly used.

  A thousand thanks for letting me keep the name I have chosen.

  But on one point I must join issue. It was never my intention to make caricatures of the Americans I introduce in the book—though you are not the first person to accuse me of it. If this is the impression my sketches give, it must be put down to stupid blundering on my part.

  I had a most kind letter from Miss Edna Kenton the other day; & do really begin to feel myself a lucky mortal in having a group of such kind friends working for my books & wishing them well. Unfortunately the volume of the ‘Seven Arts,’ which she mentioned was accompanying her letter, has not yet come to hand. I hope it is not at the bottom of the sea.

  
    Once more my sincerest thanks

    & Believe me Gratefully yours

    H. H. Richardson

  

  ALS: NYPL Berg

  your book: Interpreters and Interpretations (New York: Knopf, 1917). Nijinsky: Vaslav Nijinsky (1890–1950), famous Russian ballet dancer, principal in Sergei Pavlovich Diaghilev ‘s company. Edna Kenton: (1876–1954), American author, journalist and editor, the volume of the ‘Seven Arts’: Edna Kenton, ‘By Henry Handel Richardson’, Seven Arts Chronicle, November 1917; a review of Australia Felix; see Letter 358.

  356 To Carl Van Vechten

  19 December 1917

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  Dear Mr Van Vechten

  How kind of you to write me that note! Let me reassure you—there is not the smallest chance of my getting the pruning-knife into Maurice Guest’ in the meantime. This idea of an edition of my books that shall suit myself—decent paper & type, & a binding of my own choosing—is only an idea, & likely to remain one for the present—just one of those pleasant dreams I keep on store to help me along.

  Yes, I did misunderstand your phrase about protracted to the wearying-point.’ But then you see, I am so used to hearing that I am dull, prolix, incapable of compression! All the pleasanter for me that in this case I was wrong.

  The kind things you say about my work cheer me greatly & help me to struggle on. It always takes me some time to shake off the influence of the last book & to live into the new one. And this time I am having more difficulty than usual, owing to the war. We are so close to it here.

  I read your book to the last line & found it—I won’t say clever, for I hate the word—but exceedingly interesting & (as our enemies would say) hochst sympathisch.

  
    Very sincerely yours

    H. H. Richardson

  

  ALS: NYPL Berg

  höchst sympathisch: highly congenial.

  357 To D. M. Mathieson

  19 December 1917

  c/o William Heinemann Esqr | 21 Bedford St | Strand W.C.2

  Dear Sir

  Your letter of the 10th inst has reached me.

  It is quite impossible for me to agree to the terms proposed in your letter. If what appeared in the book had been a malicious attack upon Mr. Wanliss, instead of what you described as ‘a blunder’ there might have been some reason to propose such terms, but Mr Wanliss himself does not suggest that what occurred was more than ‘an unfortunate and unintentional blunder’, whereas I maintain that under no circumstances could it be considered a libel upon Mr. Wanliss at all.

  Quite apart from this, however, the whole story, as also the incident complained of, was fictitious, and if writers of fiction were liable to be called upon to comply with such requests as you have now put forward, their responsibility in writing any novel at all would be too great. The average life of a novel is very short and ‘Richard Mahony’ has practically ceased to sell, and it seems a mighty fuss about something which is unlikely to have attracted the attention of such few people as were aware of the incident which occurred nearly sixty years ago, and to which, though I did not refer to it, Mr Wanliss has called attention.

  In view of the terms of your letter of the 10th inst. I have thought it necessary to make my position in the matter quite clear.

  
    Yours faithfully

    Henry H Richardson

  

  D M Mathieson Esq

  St James Place

  Edinburgh

  Endorsed: Copy of letter drafted by Messrs Lewis & Lewis QGR].

  Copy in JGR’s hand: MS 133/2/86

  Dear Sir: D. M. Mathieson, Edinburgh printer and publisher, former journalist, acting for Wanliss who at this time was ill.

  358 To Mary Kernot

  21 January 1918

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  My dear Mary

  I am ashamed to think how long it is since I wrote last. I have been an abominable correspondent. You must put it down to the war, & the war only. One of the things it has killed in me is the zest for letter-writing. Not that I don’t like to get letters. I do. But the answering gets put off from day to day.

  Yours of October the 28th reached me about a fortnight ago, & now comes the cutting from the Argus. Ever so many thanks for sending this (& for any others that come to your notice. My cutting Agency is sure to overlook them.) Am I right in recognising your hand in the review? If so I am very grateful to you.

  Mahony was published here at the end of August, &, in spite of the war has managed to creep into a second Impression. More than that I can’t hope for, & certainly don’t expect. The reviews, considering that most of our young blood is out of England, were very fair; though the fact of the book appearing in two parts made some of the writers rather shakey as to what it was all about. But, so far, I have had my best success in America. There is a little group of people in New York who seem to believe in my work, & have been saying very nice things about it. If you can get hold of Carl van Vechten’s book called: ‘Interpreters & Interpretations’ you will find a section of it devoted to M.G.’, & the best notice I have so far had of Mahony was published in N.Y Journal called The Seven Arts.’

  I am sending you, under separate cover, a sheaf of notices, for I think you may be interested in what has been said about ‘Richard Mahony’, & you won’t, I’m sure, misunderstand my motive. I’m not an atom blown up, but at present am rather cast down & worried about the new volume which won’t go’, as it ought to.—I don’t want the notices back—with the exception of the American Current Opinion, of which I have only this copy. The one from Seven Arts I have let my secretary copy off for you, as I don’t want to part with the original.

  I hope you won’t misunderstand the tendency of this book. Remember, I write of the older generation; you must wait for the children that are born of the soil to love the soil.—In this connection I had to laugh at Marie Rae (Hansen). She wrote me a long harangue on the subject of my ingratitude to my native country, & at the same time outdid herself in vituperation of Canada, where she is at present, & the Canadians. But her boys love it, for it is their home!

  I hope you will send me a list of your minor complaints, & any slips & mistakes you may have discovered in the reading.

  This time, do you know, I have attracted a new class of reader—men of about 50 years of age, who have not come to all they hoped to be. Some have expressed themselves gushingly. But the people who expected another erotic love-story have been disappointed.

  Well, now to get off the subject of the book.

  Yes, I do envy you, you lucky beings out there in the peace & sunshine—I was going to add ‘plenty,’ but that might mislead. For we really have plenty here, & there is still no need to tighten belts. It is only certain articles that have a curious way of vanishing for a time—I was for a fortnight without a scrap of butter, & now that butter is on again, cheese is off. It makes housekeeping hard but piquant. But I do envy you your warmth & peace—we are decidedly too much in the firing-line here to be pleasant at times, & it doesn’t leave one with a collected brain for work. But I think I should leave telling you these experiences of ours till ail is over, just in case this letter should fall into Hunnish hands.

  It has been a cold winter here so far, with a good deal of snow. At present we are having a warm spell. I hope to get down to my Dorset cottage in March, & may spend the rest of the summer there. I had three months of it last year, & am always sorry to leave when the time comes for home.

  My sister & her boy are still here, & will be till all is over. When that will be Heaven only knows. One begins to feel sometimes as if war were the world’s normal state—& that it might go on for ever. The Russian Affair has been an awful blow to us, though personally I think it the most interesting thing that has happened. If only it didn’t involve us, how one would enjoy it!

  Connie is coming to see me tomorrow—I will tell her your news. She never heard any more of her nephew. They think he must have been blown to pieces. I am so sorry about your sister’s boy. It is dreadful for mothers who are so far away.

  Our warm love to Delphi & Kate & yourself & kindest remembrances to your husband.

  
    Yours as ever

    H. H. R.

  

  How is old Tibbie MacDonald—& the rest of them? I often think of Tibbie—I don’t know why. She seems to have remained in my memory as the personification of all that was capable & self-assured. Everything I was not!

  ALS: ML MSS 45

  American Current Opinion: ‘The Belated Recognition of an Australian Novelist of Genius’, Current Opinion, November 1917. Marie Rae (Hansen): Marie Elizabeth Le Plastrier-Ray, née Hansen (b. 1866), fellow student of HHR’s at PLC, Melbourne, and at the Leipzig Conservatorium. Russian Affair: the ‘October Revolution’ in Russia and its aftermath, your sister’s boy: William Douglas Sioane (1890–1917) died of injuries 21 August; see Letter 365. Delphi & Kate: Mary Kernot’s elder sister Philadelphia Nine Robertson (1866–1951) and younger sister Katherine Florence Robertson (1871–1931). Tibbie MacDonald: Isobel Janet MacDonald (1869–1959), fellow student of HHR’s and later a history teacher at PLC.

  359 To Mary Kernot

  3 February 1918

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  My dear Mary

  I wrote you about ten days ago—a long letter—which I hope will reach you safely. But I am in doubt of it, for I see that Australian mails—that is, bound for Australia—were sunk just about the date on which I posted.—However I will hope for the best.

  In that letter I promised to send you a sheaf of criticisms of Mahony. I enclose them with this. The only one I want back is that from Current Opinion. Edna Kenton’s splendid notice in the New York monthly: ‘The Seven Arts Chronicle,’ I had to have typed off for you; for the single copy I have is too ragged to stand so long a journey. If ever I can get hold of the magazine itself I will send you a copy. In the meantime you must take it for granted. It has been quite carefully typed off.

  I am glad to see the notices in the Age & Argus—very kind I thought them.

  Since I wrote last week we have been through two more air-raids—one very long & trying, which seemed as if it never would end. I can’t describe to you the joy & relief with which one hears the bugles give the ‘All Clear’ signal. Perhaps someday 111 be able to tell you all about it by word of mouth.

  With much love & kindest regards to your husband.

  
    Yours as ever

    H. H. R.

  

  ALS: ML MSS 45

  notices in the Age & Argus: review of Australia Felix, the Age, 24 November 1917, p. 6; ‘Fiction of the Day: Old Victoria’, the Argus, 16 November 1917, p. 4.

  360 To Mary Kernot

  5 October 1918

  Westneld I Lyme Regis I Dorset

  My dear Mary

  Months & months ago—last winter in fact—I wrote to you, on getting your first note of acknowledgment of ‘Richard Mahony,’ & enclosed you some of the press notices I had had over the head of it. Did you ever get the letter? I think you can’t have, for I asked you to send one of them back, of which I had no duplicate. Or has your answer gone a-missing? Just as likely. I believe there has been much loss in the case of the Australian mails, & only too many letters lie at the bottom of the sea.

  I addressed to Upalong, where I must also send this, for I know no other. I wonder if you are still there, or if you have gone back to live in town?

  I have been in Lyme since March last & am domiciled here for the winter. The last in London was an awful experience, for lack of domestic help: I shan’t easily forget trying to run that big house with one servant or so, & a pack of dirty charwomen—not to speak of the loss of sleep & the general worry of the raids. Of them I can & will at some future date a tale unfold. I should think I went through some twenty of them. And it was not a pleasant experience. I felt the want of sleep so frightfully next day.

  Here in this little house (which we have just bought, for keeps) I get on with one servant, & can have some peace & quiet to work in. It is lonely of course now they have all gone—Lil, my husband, Walter—but if I dare only get on with Vol II I shan’t mind that. It has hung fire up till now.

  My husband has to be in London, & Walter is at school there, & Lil looks after them. She hasn’t my aversion to chars, & can also devote her whole time to keeping the machine going.

  The news is now so good that it puts fresh life into me. We needed it. The pessimists had it their own way all last winter, & through the great German offensive. I never was one of them; but it did sometimes seem as if we were never to have a cheering thing happen to us again. Now all is changed. People’s eyes shine, & we even begin to smile shyly at each other in passing. Who knows, at the end, when victory comes, but our bonds & tongues may be loosed, & we may all shout together. I have bought two flags, a Union Jack & the Australian flag; at present they hang modestly in the passage; but there they are, all ready for the day—der Tag!

  ‘Richard Mahony’ is now a year old. He had a very mixed reception here, but on the whole, I was satisfied. He went into a second impression & I had some pleasant letters about him. But in America he has really been a success, thanks to a group of very warm admirers who have sprung up to befriend me in New York. There was an excellent notice of Mahony in last January’s Bookman (The American Bookman) & he received much notice in their press. In a way it surprised me, for he is not in the least exciting, & Holt printed him without the ‘End of Vol. F hung on; so that people read it as a book for itself, & no doubt wondered why it broke off so abruptly.—A result of this success has been that another impression of ‘Maurice’ has been called for over there.

  I am hard at work on Vol II & hope to make strides during the winter. Friends are going to look me up from time to time to keep me from getting mouldy. Grace Maudsley comes this week. She is such a dear person—not in the least changed—but I don’t know whether you knew her. Marie Ray was here for a week too. She had just managed to cross from Canada. Her husband is in the Navy here at present & her elder boy is a flyer. He has been leader of a squadron in France for over a year now—& only 19! What these boys can’t do! It makes me feel very old. The day belongs to the young—the mere infants.

  Connie stayed with me recently over the week-end. She is not so stout as she was & the same kind-hearted old thing. None the less, prolonged Hotel life & the incessant company of Miss Moore have made her very dull. Marie has far more life & go, & we had some great old yarns of old days.

  Lil & her boy are still with us. I have dreadful periods of suspense sometimes with regard to her, when these alien stunts are on; but so far she has remained unmolested. I wonder what will happen to her after the war. I can’t see her going back to live in Hunland.

  Can you read this, I wonder? It looks as though a spider had dipped its legs in ink & trailed them over the paper. I write from my sofa, where I sit with my legs tucked under me. For one thing it’s the warmest corner of the room & nearest to the fire, & we are asked to perform miracles of economy in the use of fuel this winter. At present I sit looking at a little fire made of a piece of apple-tree & a lump of peat—& very good it is, too, in its way. Our coal & gas are reckoned out for us till June next, & mine wasn’t the brain that did that reckoning I can assure you! It involved many hundreds of cubic feet. Don’t believe stories of shortage of food you hear: they’re not true. We are doing very comfortably indeed, & never more than one—or perhaps two things are missing at present—it’s marmalade & matches. I have been lighting my cigarettes with a magnifying glass in the sun.

  Kindest remembrances to your husband & Delphi & Kate & love to yourself.

  
    Yrs as ever

    H. H. R.
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  der Tag: supposedly a Prussian toast to victory in the Franco-Prussian War. January’s Bookman: the only review from October 1917 in HHR’s scrapbook. Holt: New York publisher Henry Holt and Co. Grace Maudsley: Grace Elizabeth Maudsley (1863–1933), married Henry Carr Maudsley, an eminent Melbourne surgeon, these alien stunts: demonstrations against and harassment (public and official) of ‘aliens’—those of German nationality or with German names—during World War I. As Frau Dr Neustàtter, Lil was open to such treatment.

  361 To Mary Kernot

  11 October 1918

  Westfield | Lyme Regis | Dorset

  My dear Mary

  I certainly have the gift—if gift it can be called—of feeling the approach of a letter from some one who has long been silent. Just before it comes, I am impelled to write to that person, with the result that my letter usually crosses the other. I posted to you only three days ago, & today brings me yours. I was so glad to hear from you again. Thanks—both for it & the enclosures.

  This is just a line to let you know it has reached me safely. Write more often in future. I like to get news of my native land; & with the exception of a stray Aunt & a Cousin, & an old Bishop (not Green but Stretch) you are my only correspondent.

  I had not seen the cutting from the Bulletin which you enclose. I daresay several of the kind have appeared unknown to me. It makes me ‘laff.’ I don’t worry over the Australians’ want of appreciation of what I am trying to do for them—indeed, if you won’t think me a prig, or my attitude a pose, I’ll admit I would rather have it that way than have leapt straight off into success. It has always been my theory that work with anything in it takes longer to make its way than the facile stuff of the moment—& if it is to last, the slower the growth of the acknowledgment the better for it. Now I don’t set up, as you know, to be any very great shakes, but my books have a certain solidity & truth in them; & in the long run they will make their way—I am sure of it. (I refer only to the big outside public. I have been plentifully pampered, I consider, by the small inner circle, in wh. I include you yourself.)

  The fact of Mahony being accounted ‘dull’ is in its favour. Think of one of these penny-a-liners being set down for the first time to one of the really big books of the world ‘Don Quixote’ or ‘Tom Jones’ or ‘Anna Karenina’ or ‘The Brothers Karamarsoff(?)’ can’t spell it—how dull he would find them! My longueurs would be as nothing to these!

  I tell you what I will do: I will send you a copy of’The G. of W.’ & of ‘M.G.’, & get you, if you will be so good, to forward them to the Bulletin. Will you?

  Vol. II of Australia Felix goes more quickly now; but as usual I am far behind my time-table. The great general tragedy of the war has swamped the individual tragedy, I think. However, that will right itself again in no time, once the war is over. I hope I shall live to finish at least the present volume, which brings Richard’s life to a close. After that it has always been my intention to devote a slighter shorter book to Mary & her ending. Lately I have thought—this is in strict confidence & for yourself alone, for I never speak of my plans in advance—that I might even add a fourth, leading up to & ending with Gallipoli. This seems to me Australia’s supreme outstanding deed of merit—& would make a good rounding off of the whole. Don’t you think so?

  But there—I may be in my dotage before I get so far.

  We are in great good spirits here now—I think things will all be settled up before Christmas.

  
    Kind regards to all

    Yours as always

    H. H. R.

  

  Edna Kenton writes me she has been lecturing on ‘Maurice Guest’ to a Literary Society, & says at a dinner she was at a few weeks ago it was the one theme of talk. That really should help the circulation.
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  cutting from the Bulletin: 21 February 1918: ‘. . . There is no evidence of inspiration in Richard Mahony, but the thing is well done in its dull and discursive way’.

  362 To Henry Handel Richardson

  5 March 1919

  Mount Dandenong Vic | Upalong

  My dear H. H. R.

  This afternoon the rain is steadily coming down, clouds float by & blot the forest out save for a few Japanese-like brushed-in saplings near at hand. I am quite by myself—my husband away for the day in Melb.—so I will set my mind on you—your 2 letters of Oct 5 th & Oct 11th arrived within a few days of each other. It is awfully good of you to write me such interesting letters when the pen must be rather abhorred after long days work—Your letters are a great interest & reflect so much that we want to know—I will write oftener in the future & let you know of what we do & think in our small spot—I am glad you have secured your house at Lyme Regis—it seems a more suitable spot than London for your work—Just now I can imagine the charms of the Spring—I never was in England in Spring nor did I ever visit the South of England (except for a few days at Winchester). I hope if not too old when all this trouble is settled up we may wander back again—I have not further news of your book here—I have been making enquiries re two points which I thought were pre-dated in R. M. When Polly & Richard return from their wedding you have mentioned condensed milk awaiting them in an opened tin on the table. I enclose the answer. I think I mentioned this before—also that galvanized iron tanks were of later date than your tale. Also you use a word never heard in Australia viz ‘Cockatoos’—‘Cocky’ is the term. I expect such an exact person as you will not object to these trivial slips being pointed out—In the mass of wonderfully accurate detail they are just what the unkindly critic likes to pounce upon—I like your attitude towards your work. I have not the smallest doubt that in the years to come Richard M. will be a Classic in the circles where Aust. lit. is discussed—May our shades be permitted to sit around & hear something of it if unhappily it doesn’t come in our time. I hope Vol. 2. gets on apace, the good news of Nov 11th would be a stimulus, I think your 2 flags would be well in sight on that day—(What did you do on that day?) Your program appeals to me—yes with Gallipoli Australia seems suddenly to have grown up—What has always been magnificent to me is the way in which Australia accepted that disastrous adventure—The report or commission on the Dardenelles was resented here—Our people didn’t want any post mortems—they had by that realized the bitterness & were content with silence—who & where were the blunderers didn’t interest them at all—I don’t know if it is the same in England but on the anniversarys of these days—Gaba Tepe, Suvla Bay, & later on Poizières & so on, our newspapers are larger—there are columns of ‘In memoriam’ notices, so many from the mates of those who were left on foreign shores—I heard a returned Anzac lecture on Gallipoli here the other night—He was at Suvla Bay—and he emphasized the tragic lack of synchronization—his account of hearing from the London hospital bed the newsboys calling ‘Evacuation of Gallipoli’—was moving—

  To go on to our news we have had the hottest summer here that I remember. My clothing was reduced to the airiest of garments—then we had bush fires all round us, a dense pall of smoke blotted out all our views & fiery serpents lit up our hillsides at night. We were in no danger but the crass stupidity of the destruction of valuable forests made me feel ill with annoyance. When it is all burnt we will begin to laboriously plant the forests all over again—Cleo our little fox terrier killed a black snake under the bath room & I missed an opportunity—going out to help her I saw a queer object sticking thro’ the weather boards, I touched it with a hoe & it vanished—the end of the snakes tail! I might have caught it safely! & perhaps treated it like the heroines in Douglas Sladen’s new Aust. Novel ‘Fair Inez’. If you wish to [be] amused for 20 minutes look over it—It is the most incredible nonsense. At last we have rain & our good autumn weather must come along when at this altitude we get warm days & cold bracing nights—We are still very solitary here but our orchard & garden is getting beautiful & we see a good many visitors in fine weather. Now that the war is over we may move into town but I am not anxious for a new suburban house. Maids are non-existent & 2 people-2 houses seem absurd. I like a flat or rooms in town for the winter but my husband does not care much for being pent up long—We probably will make a little journey to N.S.W. or S. Aust. or some where as a variety. It seems a duty to explore one’s own country but the housing conditions are so awful—if I could go in a caravan Id like it better. Europe ruins one for Australia’s country hotels—I expect you remember them.

  We are expecting my brother back now any time. He was in Edinbro’ last time I heard from him about to attend some theological lectures. The grey haired padre will be a novelty amongst the young students. Delphia is still busy at the Red Cross. She is now an O.B.E. She is busy contending with influenza—so far attacks here are mild. We began with panic legislations—Theatres & Shows of all kinds & Hotels shut—actors wailing loudly—church goers to be masked or stay outside—racing stopped—but now that nothing very fierce has happened restrictions are being removed. You can drink again in a public bar today & you can go to the theatre on Saturday & next week schools are opening to the relief of harassed mothers. I was talking to the Editor of the ‘Age’ yesterday—he takes his holidays on the Mount—he ridicules the fuss—The ‘Argus’ of course thinks not half enough fuss has been made. In N.Z. the disease was deadly enough—perhaps owing to its native population.

  We have been wildly excited over the prospect of a fortune of £6,000 going to some of the Robertson family. It has ended in it being divided between an old cousin of 90 in Scotland & our family—& now the old cousin is appealing against the judgement. We all had unbounded hopes of untold wealth but these have vanished & if we ever get into 3 figures each we may be lucky. Some canny old Scotch lawyer is keeping his fingers tight upon the estate I’ll swear—

  When you write as I hope you will soon, tell me of any notable books. I have been entertained by Norman Douglas’ ‘South Wind’. I wonder will there be a renaissance of literature now that the war has ceased. But has it? Japan may be ugly & Australia anyway will never give up her White Aust. policy—not in this generation anyway—

  This is a windy epistle I fear—

  Don’t you make any side stunts when on big work?

  I hope this will find you well & busy

  With love & regards to your husband & sister

  
    Yours Mary Kernot
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  the answer: MK encloses the following cutting from the Bulletin: ‘M. A. K.’ (Mount Dandenong, V.).—The managing director of the Bacchus Marsh Concentrated Milk Company writes: ‘The manufacture of condensed milk commenced in 1858 in America, but it was not until 1865 that anything like extensive works were erected, and it would be several years after that date, in my opinion, before the industry was developed to any extent and they sent milk from America to Australia. The first factory erected in Switzerland was in 1866. I have no record of when condensed milk was first imported into Australia; but I am quite sure it could not have been until close up to the year 1870, and the manufacture of condensed milk in Australia was not commenced until after that date.’ (The question by ‘M. A. K.’ arose out of an allusion in a recent novel of the time of the Eureka Stockade to a meal of condensed milk), the good news: the armistice was signed on 11 November 1918. Gaba Tepe, Suvla Bay . . . Poizières: battles notable for the bravery and leadership of the Australian troops—the first two against the Turks in 1915, and the third against the Germans in 1916. Douglas Sladens new Aust. Novel: Fair Inez: A Romance of Australia (London: Hutchinson, 1918), a ‘Romance of the Lindsay Gordons in Australia’, the young students: Revd Hume Robertson was a lecturer at Ormond Theological College in Melbourne, influenza: the influenza epidemic of 1919 killed millions world-wide. Editor of the ‘Age’: G. H. F. Schuler (editor 1901–26). Norman Douglas: George Norman Douglas (1868–1952), author of South Wind (London: Martin Seeker, 1917). White Aust. policy: the Australian Government’s policy, designed to restrict immigration to Europeans only.

  363 To Mary Kernot

  19 November 1919

  90, Regent’s Park Road

  My dear Mary

  Your letter reaches me just as I am about to leave for Lyme, so that I have time but for the merest note in answer. No, Mary, I & D. Richardson are not one—I assure you of that. It would, or might be, better for me if we were; for I would then turn out a book a year like an ordinary & decent writer. I have read her books with great interest as well as yourself, & have thoroughly enjoyed them. Though they don’t for me stand the supreme test of a novel: do the people in it (or at least one or two [of] them) go on living an independent life after you have closed the book. Miriam is an acute generalisation of many women in one, a type of womanhood—not the woman, to be remembered, as one remembers Anna Karenina, or Emma Bovary, or Niels Lyhne, or the Brothers Karamasoff or Père Grandet etc etc.

  Acutest observation, & a marvellous ability to remember what she has observed, is DR’s chief merit. Am afraid she is too clever: the later books are not so plastic as the two first; she may run amok in her own cleverness.

  I believe she was once a journalist on the Sat. Review.

  Saw Connie the other day. She is just the same as ever.

  
    Much love

    Write soon again

    Yrs

    H. H. R.
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  D. Richardson: Dorothy Miller Richardson (1873–1957), author of Pilgrimage (1915–67), a sequence of autobiographical novels in stream of consciousness style. Miriam: the heroine of Pilgrimage through whose mind the action is narrated. Père Grandet: a character in La Comédie Humaine by Honoré de Balzac (1789–1850).

  364 To Henry Handel Richardson

  21 January 1920

  Upalong

  Dear H. H. R.

  Thank you for yours of the 19th Nov. I sometimes let fixed ideas run away with me and so suspected you of superhuman industry—I see what you mean & agree that Miriam is type rather than individual. I have just been re-reading Madame Bovary with absorption—what intense light surrounds Emma—her death is marvellous—Her face behind the veil haunts one as it did Charles—This is one of my bedside books also Amiel’s Journal. I don’t understand his philosophy in the least but his vague dreams & pale aspirations seem to lead to dreaming—I also consume more modern poets as sedatives. I must send an Australian anthology that will interest you—

  I wonder how your work progresses & hope winter has advanced it. We are having cool days & tonight I have a wood fire—in front of it on the rug lie Sir John Mandeville (cat) & ‘Digger’ (mongrel pup). Sir John stretching in the warmth is gently kicking Digger in the stomach but Digger having run about 10 miles today sleeps. Digger’s mother Cleo(patra) was killed by a furiously driven car when Digger was little over a fortnight old so he had to be brought up by hand, spirit lamps & hot water bottles kept him alive on the cold frosty nights after his dear little mother was killed. He adopted the hot water bottle as his mother & still keeps the old woollen sock in which the bottle was wrapt as his greatest treasure, he gallops it all over the place, also a pair of old flannel pants console him. He & they are liable to be found in any spot about the house much to the scandal of tidy visitors—

  Delphia & Kate are both well & Delphia is srill at her Red Cross depot & an O.B.E. Can you realise that Miss Tricket has only just left the P.L.C.? I used to think her quite old when we were at school—Margaret Harper has been sent on some Health Commission from Sydney to New Zealand. She seems to be a successful doctor. I met Agnes Bell in Melbourne the other afternoon—she was round & cheery & unaltered.

  I feel old & discouraged after a strenuous time, Xmas visitors & hot days but expect to recover again shortly & hope to be dead before the world grows dull—We both long to revisit Europe but it does not seem the time to come yet? Even here old things are gone never to return—prices high, labor scarce, materials poor, taste gross as regards the theatre. It is months since anything beyond such things as Theodore & Co’ & musical medleys have been played.

  Later

  (This (over) you will observe is the discouraged feeling & the age—(I feel better today))

  I wish you could breathe our air today—brilliantly sun dried, slightly smoked by burning eucalypts & mountain aromatic shrubs & yet at the back of it a tang of the S. Ocean—only about 15 miles away—

  I hope you have spring warmth when you get this—Fuel shortage would be a burden I’d stagger under—

  Hoping to hear some day from you again

  
    Yours with love

    Mary A. Kernot
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  Amiel’s Journal: Henri-Frédéric Amiel (1821—81), Swiss author of a diary (1883) translated by Mrs Humphrey Ward (London: Macmillan, 1885). Miss Trickett: Agnes Trickett, the first geography teacher (later also history and science teacher) at PLC from 1878 until her retirement in 1918. Margaret Harper: Margaret Hilda Harper (1879–1964), paediatrician; she went to New Zealand (1919) to investigate the commercialisation of infant food preparations and won international repute (1930) for discovering the distinction between coeliac disease and cystic fibrosis of the pancreas. Agnes Bell: HHR’s contemporary at PLC; see Letter 116. ‘Theodore & Co’: musical by H. M. Harwood and George Grossmith (adapted from the play Théodore et Cie by Marcel Nancey and Paul Armont); opened at Melbourne’s Theatre Royal in November 1919. (This (over). . .: MK wrote this on the back of the last page of her letter.

  365 To Henry Handel Richardson

  1 February 1920

  Upalong | Mount Dandenong

  Dear H. H. R.

  My pen is abashed when I read July on your letter which lies before me. Such an asinine silence as mine leaves no excuse except that I have been very unhappy over my husband who has not been & is not well—we were in Melb. for part of the winter & it was horrid for he was not well & we couldn’t find a spot of comfort—took refuge at last in an Hotel on Beaconsfield Parade—the best part of which was the stoutness and solidity of the landlord & his meals also—the big stair windows looked right on to the ocean so one could imagine oneself at sea without any bad weather drawbacks—Since our return I had a busy time without maid for some months till the garden grew so clamorous with fruit picking needed that I managed to draw a girl out of the deep—she is a congenital idiot but does a certain amt of work & I believe cherishes an idea that we are twin souls. This may be my last letter from this dear, wild uncomfortable, mountain spot—The life is getting beyond us & the hills longer & steeper & the winter longer & rainier—Its better to go while we still love it & keep its memory safely—I want a very small house somewhere—we have a rather good bit of land at Beaumaris—a spot I like between Sandringham & Mentone—within a few yards of the sea & not near a bathing beach—cliffs there so that the mixed bathers will not be quite close—I like the people on this mountain but the new road which is now cut through will soon change them & the air will be full of dust from motor cars & our dogs will be killed & the tripper will inhabit the land—It is terrificly hot today 97° on the verandah which means 107° in town as we are as a rule 10° cooler than the city—My Murray training stands me in good stead & I feel rather alert when the hot winds sweep around—tho’ we never have a real hot wind here & the garden is full of blue hydrangeas as big as your head & Romnyeas & carnations. Little lizards creep around with bronze backs & beady eyes & fall into the deep water bucket under the garden tank & I empty them out much to the joy of Digger but a stone wall safely gathers them.

  The family are well. Hume R. still at Brighton Beach, at present he is at Macedon playing golf on the Baillieu’s links & cooling down after, a few 100ft higher than we are. Delphia is still Sec. of the Red Cross. She made a firm friend of Lady Helen Munro Ferguson now Lady Novar—she was a Dufferin & seems to have the gifts of the family. Kate threatens to give up Cherry Farm & seek a more placid existence but she loves the place & like ourselves finds it hard to move on—Amy Sloane’s eldest son has married a granddaughter of Police Magistrate Panton—Do you remember him—quite one of the pioneers? She is a nice girl with something of her grandfather’s elegance about her—They live on Mulwala. I have just been hearing about old Tibby who is now Head Mistress of a Pres. College in Auckland N.Z. Her sewing mistress was staying on the Mountain & you will be shocked to hear that T has gone dog-wards—Visits Beauty Parlors (Heaven help the poor dear) & boasts of it—also has a reputation for duplicity & laziness—knows the sewing mistress when she wants a burst suspender sewn on, ignores her when she returns from the B. Parlor. Anyway the staff burst up & demanded to see the Committee. At this meeting T. appeared & handed in her resignation & a tear rolled down her cheek as she left the room—so the sewing mistress saga runs. I believe she has an appointment at another Pres. College (suburban) in Melb. after Easter.

  Minnie Ratigan is in Melb. looking very well I hear—I have not seen her. Poor old Dr W. looks frail & better looking than ever before Rouses himself now & then & writes letters to the papers re Calvinism or Shakespeare or something that sounds the trumpet to the war horse.

  I sent you another of the Anthologies. I do not know Mary Wilkinson except from fugitive poems of hers—I think the love poems of the Anthology disappointing. Do you know Sassoon? I have been very struck by some of his work—just have read ‘Green Apple Harvest’, Sheila Kaye-Smith with appreciation. Are English yeomen still like Robert? I liked its atmosphere & its restraint—

  You must be looking forward to the end of your task—& I am looking forward to having it in its nice type & clean pages & all the promise within, what a delight—

  I wish I had your industry and brains—my work comes to nothing—it is all impressions that evaporate. If I had the training I might have been the barren critic—Life is so hideously short—Why doesn’t one knock into the young the facts of their glorious horizons, the grandeur of it would make them remain for ever with their foreheads pressed on the Earth.

  We are sad because our friend John C. Mackintosh the Editor of the Australasian died—so suddenly. A big Scotchman who should have lived till he was 80. Stuffy offices & night work, instead of the open air & physical exercise & a new soldier-carried germ gave him bloodpoisoning. He was a great delight to us as he had a home on these mountains—he was a fine talker & had a memory for so much that was unknown to the outside world—we had many evenings & walks together—

  Glad to hear your sister & boy were able to go to G. & back—will hope to see you here someday—Travelling is horridly expensive nowadays—Do write again I love your letters.

  With kindest remembrances from us both to you & your husband

  
    Yours ever

    Mary A. Kernot

    Coal strike on—no gas—no fire.
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  mixed bathers: men and women were segregated in sea baths but not on open beaches. Murray training: MK lived as a child at Yarrawonga on the Murray River. Romnyeas: Romneya coulteri, the Romney poppy, a North American perennial shrub. Hume R.: MK’s brother, Revd Hume Robertson, then minister of the Brighton Beach parish of the Presbyterian Church. Baillieu’s: William Lawrence Baillieu (1859–1936), financier and politician, built the country house ‘Sefton’ at Mt Macedon; the grounds included a golf course. Lady Novar: Helen Hermione Blackwood (1865–1941) daughter of the first Marquess of Dufferin and Ava; wife of Sir Ronald Crauford Munro Ferguson, Viscount Novar of Raith (1860–1934), Governor-General of Australia. During the War, she was active in the Red Cross Society, for which she was made G.B.E. in 1918. Cherry Farm: near Kalorama in the Dandenong Ranges. Amy Sloane: Amy Elizabeth Robertson, MK’s sister (d. 1931), married James Sloane, son of Alexander (see below); her son William Dickson Sloane (b. 1890). Police Magistrate Panton: Joseph Anderson Panton (1831–1913), Scottish-born commissioner on the Bendigo goldfields in the 1850s; senior magistrate in Melbourne (1874–1907); painter and etcher. Mulwala: Mulwala Station on the Murray River in NSW purchased by Alexander Sloane (1829–1907) who set up the Mulwala Merino Stud. Minnie Ratigan: Minnie Rattegan née MacFarland (see Letter 104). She had been head of the Anzac Depot in London from 1916. Dr W: Dr J. P. Wilson; see Letter 278. Mary Wilkinson: Mary Elizabeth Wilkinson (1877–1971), Australian poet; edited Gleanings from Australasian Verse and Gleanings from Australasian Verse: Love Poems (Melbourne: Whitcombe & Tombs, 1919 and 1920). Sassoon: Siegfried Lorraine Sassoon (1896–1907), English poet and novelist, particularly famed for his volumes of World War I poetry, Counterattack (1918) and Satirical Poems (1926). Sheila Kaye-Smith: (1887–1956), English novelist of country life. Robert is a character in her novel Green Apple Harvest (New York: Dutton, 1921).
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