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    This collection presents the correspondence of Edward FitzGerald to Fanny Kemble covering the years 1871 to 1883. Its purpose is to gather, in one sustained sequence, the letters a major Victorian man of letters addressed to a prominent contemporary over the final dozen years of his life. Rather than a miscellany of writings, it offers a coherent epistolary record, allowing readers to follow an evolving conversation and to observe FitzGerald’s voice in its most natural medium. By concentrating on a single correspondent and a defined span of years, the collection provides focus and depth, illuminating personal relations alongside literary culture in late nineteenth‑century Britain.

The materials are letters—private, occasional, and responsive in character—composed by Edward FitzGerald and addressed to Fanny Kemble. They exemplify the epistolary mode: dated missives, brief notes, and fuller communications shaped by circumstance and exchange rather than by publication. No plays, poems, novels, or essays are included; the interest lies in the prose of daily correspondence. The sequence is presented as discrete items, numbered with Roman numerals. An index supports consultation, and several entries retain bracketed reference markers that reflect earlier pagination or cataloguing. Readers encounter FitzGerald’s prose as it was fashioned for a trusted recipient, with the intimacy and immediacy native to letters.

Unifying themes arise from the very nature of the exchange: friendship sustained over distance, the claims of art and reading on a reflective life, and the temper of age in conversation with a kindred spirit. The letters trace an ethic of attentiveness—how one mind reports, weighs, and shares what it encounters. Without relying on narrative or argument, they accumulate significance through tone, recurrence, and variation. Matters of taste, judgment, and memory recur, as does the negotiation between public reputation and private comfort. As a whole, the correspondence embodies a steady inquiry into how to live thoughtfully amid literature, society, and time.

Stylistically, FitzGerald’s letters are prized for a lucid, conversational ease that conceals careful choice. His sentences tend toward balance and cadence, with a preference for understatement, plain phrasing, and gentle irony. The voice is hospitable and unforced, yet attentive to rhythm—traits that also inform his celebrated work as a translator. In the epistolary frame these hallmarks become especially vivid: a flexibility that adapts to occasion, a tact that respects the addressee, and a selective frankness that reveals character without display. The letters demonstrate how FitzGerald’s literary sensibility operates off the printed stage—discerning, humane, and oriented toward shared understanding.

Read together, the letters provide a primary document of Victorian literary sociability. They speak from a period when correspondence was the principal medium for sustaining intellectual and personal ties, and when the boundaries between private sentiment and public authorship were negotiated on paper. Because the addressee, Fanny Kemble, was herself a distinguished figure, the exchange gains additional resonance: it is at once intimate communication and a record of dialogue between notable contemporaries. The temporal bracket of 1871–1883 situates the series in FitzGerald’s later years, giving the reflections a retrospective cast and making the correspondence an invaluable witness to his mature outlook.

The arrangement facilitates both linear reading and reference. The items are numbered I to CXIV, with an Index to guide retrieval. The few bracketed notations accompanying certain entries provide anchors to earlier pagination or archival reference points, aiding comparison across editions. Such apparatus serves orientation rather than interpretation, preserving the letters’ autonomy while making them navigable for researchers and general readers alike. The sequence thus invites two complementary approaches: immersion in the flow of an ongoing conversation and selective consultation for particular topics or dates. In either mode, the editorial presentation underscores clarity, continuity, and fidelity to the surviving record.

These letters remain significant because they concentrate FitzGerald’s enduring virtues—discretion, clarity, and cultivated sympathy—within the most revealing form available to him. They enlarge our understanding of his authorship beyond canonical publication, showing the habits of mind that underlie his literary achievements. At the same time, they offer a portrait of friendship conducted through language, demonstrating how style can be an ethics: considerate, measured, and attentive. For readers of Victorian literature, the collection offers a primary source; for admirers of FitzGerald and Kemble, it offers sustained company. As a whole, it preserves a voice speaking at its natural pitch across a decisive span of years.
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    The correspondence from 1871 to 1883 unites two contemporaries born in 1809: Edward FitzGerald of Suffolk and the actress–author Fanny Kemble of the renowned Kemble–Siddons dynasty. Written chiefly from Woodbridge and other East Anglian addresses to Kemble in England and, at times, America, the letters unfold amid late-Victorian literary and social life. By the 1870s FitzGerald was widely—if still quietly—known for his Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám; Kemble, retired from the stage, was famed for Shakespearean readings and memoirs. The numbered pieces in this collection trace a seasoned dialogue shaped by provincial calm and metropolitan bustle, by theatre and translation, and by an Anglo-American circuit of friends and publishers.

FitzGerald’s career had long been anchored in Cambridge-formed friendships and a taste for literary mediation. Encouraged by E. B. Cowell—who found an Omar Khayyám manuscript in the Bodleian in 1856 and left for Calcutta that year—FitzGerald issued his first Rubáiyát with Bernard Quaritch in 1859, followed by revised editions in 1868, 1872, and 1879. Earlier he had adapted Jámí’s Salámán and Absál (1856) and Calderón’s dramas (1853, 1865), cultivating a distinctive free rendering that informed his late work. The letters repeatedly glance at revision, reception, and the ethics of translation, situating FitzGerald within a Victorian culture that prized elegant versions as much as philological exactitude.

Kemble’s presence channels a century of British theatre, from the classicism of John Philip Kemble and Sarah Siddons to the actor-manager era of Henry Irving at the Lyceum (from 1878) with Ellen Terry. After her American sojourns and abolitionist stance, Kemble’s later writings—Records of a Girlhood (1878), Notes upon Some of Shakespeare’s Plays (1882), and Records of Later Life (1882)—reflected a lifetime on and around the stage. FitzGerald’s letters to her move within these currents, weighing Shakespearean performance, recitation, and reading practices against changed Victorian taste. The cross-talk registers professional memory and contemporary spectacle, linking provincial readers to London theatres and transatlantic audiences.

The years 1871–1883 ran through political upheaval on both sides of the Atlantic. In Europe, the Franco-Prussian War (1870–71) and the Paris Commune reshaped opinion; in Britain, Disraeli’s ministry (1874–80) and Gladstone’s returns (1868–74, 1880–85) framed debates on empire, finance, and Ireland. In the United States, Reconstruction ended in 1877, the 1876 Centennial stirred retrospection, and postwar reconciliation recast public talk. Kemble’s 1863 Journal of a Residence on a Georgian Plantation had already marked her abolitionist commitments; FitzGerald’s letters meet this world at a reflective angle, referencing newspapers, elections, and continental crises as they intersect with literary labors and personal routines.

Intellectually, the period felt the aftershocks of Darwin’s Origin of Species (1859) and the Descent of Man (1871), Higher Criticism, and an enlarged comparative study of religion. FitzGerald’s skeptical, Epicurean inflection in the Rubáiyát found resonant readers in the 1870s, as Matthew Arnold’s cultural criticism and Tennyson’s late poems shaped common discourse. The letters partake of this climate: they mull taste, mortality, and translation as a mode of thought. Periodicals such as the Athenaeum and the Saturday Review, and the brisk cross-channel circulation of books, underwrote an epistolary culture in which literary judgment, private faith, and public controversy could share one page.

Place matters throughout. FitzGerald’s Suffolk—Bredfield, Boulge churchyard, and, after 1860, Little Grange at Woodbridge—colors his prose with river light and sea air. He followed the coast toward Lowestoft and Aldeburgh, befriending fishermen like Joseph “Posh” Fletcher and even co-owning the smack Meum and Tuum in 1867. Such local attachments balance the cosmopolitan span of his reading. Technological change further frames the letters: railways knit county to capital; the 1866 transatlantic cable, and the Universal Postal (then General Postal) Union of 1874/78, accelerated exchange; cheap reprints expanded reach. The correspondence thus sits at the juncture of quiet parishes and quickening global networks.

Oriental studies, empire, and the Eastern Question shadow the decade. Cowell, returning from India to become Cambridge’s first Professor of Sanskrit in 1867, exemplified a scholarly infrastructure that fed Victorian Orientalism. Publishers like Quaritch and Trübner disseminated Persian, Arabic, and Sanskrit texts to a growing audience. Public attention to the Russo-Turkish War (1877–78) and debates about the Ottoman Empire refracted curiosities about Islam and “the East,” within which Omar Khayyám’s quatrains circulated as both poetry and cultural token. FitzGerald’s letters acknowledge this environment obliquely, pondering sources, versions, and readers, while maintaining a private, humane scale against the abstractions of imperial policy and punditry.

The correspondence runs to Edward FitzGerald’s death on 14 June 1883 at Merton Rectory, Norfolk; he was buried at Boulge, near Woodbridge. In these later years he also issued a version of Aeschylus’s Agamemnon (1879) and oversaw further Omar revisions—evidence of a sustained, late style. Fanny Kemble, who lived until 1893, remained an admired witness to theatrical and social change. Taken together, the letters record the habits of Victorian friendship: weather and health, books and concerts, politics and parish gossip, all shaped by two careers that began in the 1830s and matured in the 1870s. The indexable sequence preserves a transatlantic conversation in an age of accelerated print.
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    Letters I–VI
The correspondence opens in a warm, rekindled key as FitzGerald shares domestic news, literary enthusiasms, and gentle counsel, setting the tone of frank affection and cultivated ease. He sketches Suffolk routines while inviting Kemble’s views on books, acting, and taste.
Letters VII–XII
FitzGerald muses on theatre, poetry, and the pleasures of quiet country life, with wry asides on society and fashion. Notes of health, weather, and mutual friends thread through the exchange.
Letters XIII–XVIII
Translation and rereading occupy him—how to balance fidelity with spirit—alongside sharing verses and short critical judgments. The letters mix bookish talk with practical kindness about age, illness, and daily habits.
Letters XIX–XXIV
Reminiscence grows steadier: old companions, early stages and readings, and the touchstone of Shakespeare. FitzGerald’s tolerant skepticism about doctrine appears, tempered by humane feeling.
Letters XXV–XXX
Country rhythms—gardens, boats, and seasons—frame brief reflections on publishing scruples and modesty about reputation. Friendship is affirmed as a steadying good amid minor ailments.
Letters XXXI–XXXVI
He comments on contemporary verse and familiar masters (with Tennysonian echoes), and touches on music and opera from a distance. Age sharpens his preference for simplicity over display.
Letters XXXVII–XLII
Short London interludes prompt social observations before retreating to Suffolk quiet. The letters value privacy, measured company, and the restorative power of routine.
Letters XLIII–XLVIII
Tributes to mutual acquaintances and elegiac notes on loss alternate with classical and Elizabethan reading. Stoic poise meets a tender regard for memory.
Letters XLIX–LIV
Book exchanges spur marginalia-like comments on style, metre, and translation method. He weighs the claims of exactness against idiomatic life in English.
Letters LV–LX
Seasonal illnesses, recoveries, and small errands supply the canvas for cheerful gossip and practical good sense. Invitations and visits are weighed against his love of quiet.
Letters LXI–LXVI
FitzGerald glances at the reception and reissues of his Omar Khayyám, skeptical of fame yet attentive to readers’ pleasure. Literary judgments remain brisk, pointed, and affectionate.
Letters LXVII–LXXII
He praises plain living and candid speech, railing mildly at cant and sensation. The tone is playful and companionable, with gratitude for long trust.
Letters LXXIII–LXXVIII
Kemble’s travel notes elicit FitzGerald’s homebound counterpoints—weather, fields, rivers, and the solace of familiar paths. The exchange balances movement and rootedness.
Letters LXXIX–LXXXIV
He re-reads favorite authors for comfort and measure, offering gentle advice about public readings and performance. Humor and tact keep criticism light.
Letters LXXXV–XC
Time’s passage is felt more keenly: household economies, papers set in order, and memories kept bright. He writes with undiminished warmth and economy.
Letters XCI–XCVI
The notes grow terser but no less affectionate, full of thanks, bookish asides, and practical well-wishing. Patience with infirmity is worn lightly.
Letters XCVII–CII
Old touchstones return—Omar, Calderón, Shakespeare—as he reiterates his preference for sincerity over show. Friendship is named as the durable measure of life’s worth.
Letters CIII–CVIII
Practicalities about books, parcels, and possible meetings mix with calm reflections on limits and rest. The serenity of acceptance colors the thread.
Letters CIX–CXIV
The final notes acknowledge failing strength while maintaining wit, courtesy, and gratitude. A quiet valediction to shared tastes and steadfast affection rounds the sequence.
Index
An alphabetical guide to names, places, works, and subjects referenced throughout the correspondence.
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Woodbridge, July 4, [1871.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

I asked Donne to tell you, if he found opportunity, that some two months ago I wrote you a letter, but found it so empty and dull that I would not send it to extort the Reply which you feel bound to give. I should have written to tell you so myself; but I heard from Donne of the Wedding soon about to be, and I would not intrude then. Now that is over [3a]—I hope to the satisfaction of you all—and I will say my little say, and you will have to Reply, according to your own Law of Mede and Persian.

It is a shame that one should only have oneself to talk about;[1q] and yet that is all I have; so it shall be short. If you will but tell me of yourself, who have read, and seen, and done, so much more, you will find much more matter for your pen, and also for my entertainment.

Well, I have sold my dear little Ship, [3b] because I could not employ my Eyes with reading in her Cabin, where I had nothing else to do. I think those Eyes began to get better directly I had written to agree to the Man’s proposal. Anyhow, the thing is done; and so now I betake myself to a Boat, whether on this River here, or on the Sea at the Mouth of it.

Books you see I have nothing to say about. The Boy who came to read to me made such blundering Work that I was forced to confine him to a Newspaper, where his Blunders were often as entertaining as the Text which he mistook. We had ‘hangarues’ in the French Assembly, and, on one occasion, ‘ironclad Laughter from the Extreme Left.’ Once again, at the conclusion of the London news, ‘Consolations closed at 91, ex Div.’—And so on. You know how illiterate People will jump at a Word they don’t know, and twist it in[to] some word they are familiar with. I was telling some of these Blunders to a very quiet Clergyman here some while ago, and he assured me that a poor Woman, reading the Bible to his Mother, read off glibly, ‘Stand at a Gate and swallow a Candle.’ I believe this was no Joke of his: whether it were or not, here you have it for what you may think it worth.

I should be glad to hear that you think Donne looking and seeming well. Archdeacon Groome, who saw him lately, thought he looked very jaded: which I could not wonder at. Donne, however, writes as if in good Spirits—brave Man as he is—and I hope you will be able to tell me that he is not so much amiss. He said that he was to be at the Wedding.

You will tell me too how long you remain in England; I fancy, till Winter: and then you will go to Rome again, with its new Dynasty installed in it. I fancy I should not like that so well as the old; but I suppose it’s better for the Country.

I see my Namesake (Percy) Fitzgerald advertizes a Book about the Kembles. That I shall manage to get sight of. He made far too long work of Garrick. I should have thought the Booksellers did not find that pay, judging by the price to which Garrick soon came down. Half of it would have been enough.

Now I am going for a Sail on the famous River Deben, to pass by the same fields of green Wheat, Barley, Rye, and Beet-root, and come back to the same Dinner. Positively the only new thing we have in Woodbridge is a Waxen Bust (Lady, of course) at the little Hairdresser’s opposite. She turns slowly round, to our wonder and delight; and I caught the little Barber the other day in the very Act of winding her up to run her daily Stage of Duty. Well; she has not got to answer Letters, as poor Mrs. Kemble must do to hers always sincerely

E. F.G.

II.
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Woodbridge. Novr. 2/71.

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

Is it better not to write at all than only write to plead that one has nothing to say? Yet I don’t like to let the year get so close to an end without reminding you of me, to whom you have been always so good in the matter of replying to my letters, as in other ways.

If I can tell you nothing of myself: no Books read because of no Eyes to read them: no travel from home because of my little Ship being vanished: no friends seen, except Donne, who came here with Valentia for two days—you can fill a sheet like this, I know, with some account of yourself and your Doings: and I shall be very glad to hear that all is well with you. Donne said he believed you were in Ireland when he was here; and he spoke of your being very well when he had last seen you; also telling me he thought you were to stay in England this winter. By the by, I also heard of Mrs. Wister being at Cambridge; not Donne told me this, but Mr. Wright, the Bursar of Trinity: and every one who speaks of her says she is a very delightful Lady. Donne himself seemed very well, and in very good Spirits, in spite of all his domestic troubles. What Courage, and Good Temper, and Self-sacrifice! Valentia (whom I had not seen these dozen years) seemed a very sensible, unaffected Woman.

I would almost bet that you have not read my Namesake’s Life of your Namesakes, which I must borrow another pair of Eyes for one day. My Boy-reader gave me a little taste of it from the Athenæum; as also of Mr. Harness’ Memoirs, [6] which I must get at.

This is a sorry sight [7] of a Letter:—do not trouble yourself to write a better—that you must, in spite of yourself—but write to me a little about yourself; which is a matter of great Interest to yours always

E. F.G.

III.
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[Nov. 1871.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

I ought to be much obliged to you for answering my last letter with an uneasy hand, as you did. So I do thank you: and really wish that you would not reply to this under any such pain: but how do I know but that very pain will make you more determined to reply? I must only beg you not to do so: and thus wash my hands of any responsibilities in the matter.

And what will you say when I tell you that I can hardly pity one who suffers from Gout; though I would undoubtedly prefer that you should be free from that, or any other ailment. But I have always heard that Gout exempts one from many other miseries which Flesh is heir to: at any rate, it almost always leaves the Head clear: and that is so much! My Mother, who suffered a good deal, used often to say how she was kept awake of nights by the Pain in her feet, or hands, but felt so clear aloft that she made Night pass even agreeably away with her reflections and recollections.

And you have your recollections and Reflections which you are gathering into Shape, you say, in a Memoir of your own Life. And you are good enough to say that you would read it to me if I—were good enough to invite you to my House here some Summer Day! I doubt that Donne has given you too flattering an account of my house, and me: you know he is pleased with every one and everything: I know it also, and therefore no longer dissuade him from spending his time and money in a flying Visit here in the course of his Visits to other East Anglian friends and Kinsmen. But I feel a little all the while as if I were taking all, and giving nothing in return: I mean, about Books, People, etc., with which a dozen years discontinuance of Society, and, latterly, incompetent Eyes, have left me in the lurch. If you indeed will come and read your Memoir to me, I shall be entitled to be a Listener only: and you shall have my Château all to yourself for as long as you please: only do not expect me to be quite what Donne may represent.

It is disgusting to talk so much about oneself: but I really think it is better to say so much on this occasion. If you consider my circumstances, you will perhaps see that I am not talking unreasonably: I am sure, not with sham humility: and that I am yours always and sincerely

E. F.G.

P.S. I should not myself have written so soon again, but to apprise you of a brace of Pheasants I have sent you. Pray do not write expressly to acknowledge them:—only tell me if they don’t come. I know you thank me. [9]

IV.


Table of Contents



[27 Feb., 1872.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

Had I anything pleasant to write to you, or better Eyes to write it with, you would have heard from me before this. An old Story, by way of Apology—to one who wants no such Apology, too. Therefore, true though it be there is enough of it.

I hear from Mowbray Donne that you were at his Father’s Lectures, [10a] and looking yourself. So that is all right. Are your Daughters—or one of them—still with you? I do not think you have been to see the Thanksgiving Procession, [10b] for which our Bells are even now ringing—the old Peal which I have known these—sixty years almost—though at that time it reached my Eyes (sic) through a Nursery window about two miles off. From that window I remember seeing my Father with another Squire [10c] passing over the Lawn with their little pack of Harriers—an almost obliterated Slide of the old Magic Lantern. My Mother used to come up sometimes, and we Children were not much comforted. She was a remarkable woman, as you said in a former letter: and as I constantly believe in outward Beauty as an Index of a Beautiful Soul within, I used sometimes to wonder what feature in her fine face betrayed what was not so good in her Character. I think (as usual) the Lips: there was a twist of Mischief about them now and then, like that in—the Tail of a Cat!—otherwise so smooth and amiable. I think she admired your Mother as much as any one she knew, or had known.

And (I see by the Athenæum) Mr. Chorley is dead, [11] whom I used to see at your Father’s and Sister’s houses. Born in 1808 they say: so, one year older than yours truly E. F.G.—who, however, is going to live through another page of Letter-paper. I think he was a capital Musical Critic, though he condemned Piccolomini, who was the last Singer I heard of Genius, Passion, and a Voice that told both. I am told she was no Singer: but that went some way to make amends. Chorley, too, though an irritable, nervous creature, as his outside expressed, was kind and affectionate to Family and Friend, I always heard. But I think the Angels must take care to keep in tune when he gets among them.

This is a wretched piece of Letter to extort the Answer which you feel bound to give. But I somehow wished to write: and not to write about myself; and so have only left room to say—to repeat—that I am yours ever sincerely

E. F.G.

V.
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[1872.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

I set off with a Letter to you, though I do not very well know how I am to go on with it. But my Reader has been so disturbed by a Mouse in the room that I have dismissed him—9½ p.m.—and he has been reading (so far as he could get on) Hawthorne’s Notes of Italian Travel: which interest me very much indeed, as being the Notes of a Man of Genius who will think for himself independently of Murray &c. And then his Account of Rome has made me think of you more than once. We have indeed left off to-night at Radicofani: but, as my Boy is frightened away by the Mouse, I fancy I will write to you before I take my one Pipe—which were better left alone, considering that it gives but half an hour’s rather pleasant musing at the expense of a troubled night. Is it not more foolish then to persist in doing this than being frightened at a Mouse? This is not a mere fancy of the Boy—who is not a Fool, nor a ‘Betty,’ and is seventeen years old: he inherits his terror from his Mother, he says: positively he has been in a cold Sweat because of this poor little thing in the room: and yet he is the son of a Butcher here. So I sent him home, and write to you instead of hearing him read Hawthorne. He is to bring some poisoned Wheat for the Mouse to-morrow.

Another Book he read me also made me think of you: Harness: whom I remember to have seen once or twice at your Father’s years ago. The Memoir of him (which is a poor thing) still makes one like—nay, love—him—as a kindly, intelligent, man. I think his latter letters very pleasant indeed.

I do not know if you are in London or in your ‘Villeggiatura’ [13a] in Kent. Donne must decide that for me. Even my Garden and Fields and Shrubs are more flourishing than I have yet seen them at this time of Year: and with you all is in fuller bloom, whether you be in Kent or Middlesex. Are you going on with your Memoir? Pray read Hawthorne. I dare say you do not quite forget Shakespeare now and then: dear old Harness, reading him to the last!

Pray do you read Annie Thackeray’s new Story [13b] in Cornhill? She wrote me that she had taken great pains with it, and so thought it might not be so good as what she took less pains with. I doated on her Village on the Cliff, but did not care for what I had read of hers since: and this new Story I have not seen! And pray do you doat on George Eliot?

Here are a few questions suggested for you to answer—as answer I know you will. It is almost a Shame to put you to it by such a piece of inanity as this letter. But it is written: it is 10 p.m. A Pipe—and then to Bed—with what Appetite for Sleep one may.

And I am yours sincerely always

E. F.G.

VI.
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Woodbridge: June 6, [1872].

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

Some little while ago I saw in a London Book Catalogue ‘Smiles and Tears—a Comedy by Mrs. C. Kemble’—I had a curiosity to see this: and so bought it. Do you know it?—Would you like to have it? It seems to be ingeniously contrived, and of easy and natural Dialogue: of the half sentimental kind of Comedy, as Comedies then were (1815) with a serious—very serious—element in it—taken from your Mother’s Friend’s, Mrs. Opie’s (what a sentence!) story of ‘Father and Daughter’—the seduced Daughter, who finds her distracted Father writing her name on a Coffin he has drawn on the Wall of his Cell—All ends happily in the Play, however, whatever may be the upshot of the Novel. But an odd thing is, that this poor Girl’s name is ‘Fitz Harding’—and the Character was played by Miss Foote: whether before, or after, her seduction by Colonel Berkeley I know not. The Father was played by Young.

Sir Frederick Pollock has been to see me here for two days, [15] and put me up to much that was going on in the civilized World. He was very agreeable indeed: and I believe his Visit did him good. What are you going to do with your Summer? Surely never came Summer with more Verdure: and I somehow think we shall have more rain to keep the Verdure up, than for the last few years we have had.

I am quite sure of the merit of George Eliot, and (I should have thought) of a kind that would suit me. But I have not as yet found an Appetite for her. I have begun taking the Cornhill that I may read Annie Thackeray—but I have not found Appetite for her as yet. Is it that one recoils from making so many new Acquaintances in Novels, and retreats upon one’s Old Friends, in Shakespeare, Cervantes, and Sir Walter? Oh, I read the last as you have lately been reading—the Scotch Novels, I mean: I believe I should not care for the Ivanhoes, Kenilworths, etc., any more. But Jeanie Deans, the Antiquary, etc., I shall be theirs as long as I am yours sincerely

E. F.G.

VII.
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Woodbridge: August 9, [1872].

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

I think I shall hear from you once again before you go abroad. To Rome! My Brother Peter also is going to winter there: but you would not have much in common with him, I think, so I say nothing of an Acquaintance between you.

I have been having Frederick Tennyson with me down here. [16a] He has come to England (from Jersey where his home now is) partly on Business, and partly to bring over a deaf old Gentleman who has discovered the Original Mystery of Free-masonry, by means of Spiritualism. The Freemasons have for Ages been ignorant, it seems, of the very Secret which all their Emblems and Signs refer to: and the question is, if they care enough for their own Mystery to buy it of this ancient Gentleman. If they do not, he will shame them by Publishing it to all the world. Frederick Tennyson, who has long been a Swedenborgian, a Spiritualist, and is now even himself a Medium, is quite grand and sincere in this as in all else: with the Faith of a Gigantic Child—pathetic and yet humorous to consider and consort with.

I went to Sydenham for two days to visit the Brother I began telling you of: and, at a hasty visit to the Royal Academy, caught a glimpse of Annie Thackeray: [16b] who had first caught a glimpse of me, and ran away from her Party to seize the hands of her Father’s old friend. I did not know her at first: was half overset by her cordial welcome when she told me who she was; and made a blundering business of it altogether. So much so, that I could not but write afterwards to apologize to her: and she returned as kind an Answer as she had given a Greeting: telling me that my chance Apparition had been to her as ‘A message from Papa.’ It was really something to have been of so much importance.

I keep intending to go out somewhere—if for no other reason than that my rooms here may be cleaned! which they will have it should be done once a year. Perhaps I may have to go to my old Field of Naseby, where Carlyle wants me to erect a Stone over the spot where I dug up some remains of those who were slain there over two hundred years ago, for the purpose of satisfying him in his Cromwell History. This has been a fixed purpose of his these twenty years: I thought it had dropped from his head: but it cropped up again this Spring, and I do not like to neglect such wishes. Ever yours

E. F.G.
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April 22, [1873.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

One last word about what you call my ‘Half-invitation’ to Woodbridge. In one sense it is so; but not in the sense you imagine.

I never do invite any of my oldest Friends to come and see me[2q], am almost distressed at their proposing to do so. If they take me in their way to, or from, elsewhere (as Donne in his Norfolk Circuit) it is another matter.

But I have built a pleasant house just outside the Town, where I never live myself, but keep it mainly for some Nieces who come there for two or three months in the Summer: and, when they are not there, for any Friends who like to come, for the Benefit of fresh Air and Verdure, plus the company of their Host. An Artist and his Wife have stayed there for some weeks for the last two years; and Donne and Valentia were to have come, but that they went abroad instead.

And so, while I should even deprecate a Lady like you coming thus far only for my sake, who ought rather to go and ask Admission at your Door, I should be glad if you liked to come to my house for the double purpose aforesaid.

My Nieces have hitherto come to me from July to September or October. Since I wrote to you, they have proposed to come on May 21; though it may be somewhat later, as suits the health of the Invalid—who lives on small means with her elder Sister, who is her Guardian Angel. I am sure that no friend of mine—and least of all you—would dissent from my making them my first consideration. I never ask them in Winter, when I think they are better in a Town: which Town has, since their Father’s Death, been Lowestoft, where I see them from time to time. Their other six sisters (one only married) live elsewhere: all loving one another, notwithstanding.

Well: I have told you all I meant by my ‘Half-Invitation.’ These N.E. winds are less inviting than I to these parts; but I and my House would be very glad to entertain you to our best up to the End of May, if you really liked to see Woodbridge as well as yours always truly

E. F.G.

P.S.—You tell me that, once returned to America, you think you will not return ever again to England. But you will—if only to revisit those at Kenilworth—yes, and the blind Lady you are soon going to see in Ireland [19a]—and two or three more in England beside—yes, and old England itself, ‘with all her faults.’

By the by:—Some while ago [19b] Carlyle sent me a Letter from an American gentleman named Norton (once of the N. American Review, C. says, and a most amiable, intelligent Gentleman)—whose Letter enclosed one from Ruskin, which had been entrusted to another American Gentleman named Burne Jones—who kept it in a Desk ten years, and at last forwarded it as aforesaid—to me! The Note (of Ruskin’s) is about one of the Persian Translations: almost childish, as that Man of Genius is apt to be in his Likes as well as Dislikes. I dare say he has forgotten all about Translator and Original long before this. I wrote to thank Mr. Norton for

(Letter unfinished.)
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[1873.]

Dear Mrs. Kemble,

It is scarce fair to assail you on your return to England with another Letter so close on that to which you have only just answered—you who will answer! I wish you would consider this Letter of mine an Answer (as it really is) to that last of yours; and before long I will write again and call on you then for a Reply.

What inspires me now is, that, about the time you were writing to me about Burns and Béranger, I was thinking of them ‘which was the Greater Genius?’—I can’t say; but, with all my Admiration for about a Score of the Frenchman’s almost perfect Songs, I would give all of them up for a Score of Burns’ Couplets, Stanzas, or single Lines scattered among those quite imperfect Lyrics of his. Béranger, no doubt, was The Artist; which still is not the highest Genius—witness Shakespeare, Dante, Æschylus, Calderon, to the contrary. Burns assuredly had more Passion than the Frenchman; which is not Genius either, but a great Part of the Lyric Poet still. What Béranger might have been, if born and bred among Banks, Braes, and Mountains, I cannot tell: Burns had that advantage over him. And then the Highland Mary to love, amid the heather, as compared to Lise the Grisette in a Parisian Suburb! Some of the old French Virelays and Vaux-de-vire come much nearer the Wild Notes of Burns, and go to one’s heart like his; Béranger never gets so far as that, I think. One knows he will come round to his pretty refrain with perfect grace; if he were more Inspired he couldn’t.


‘My Love is like the red, red, Rose

 That’s newly sprung in June,

My Love is like the Melody

 That’s sweetly play’d in tune.’





and he will love his Love,


‘Till a’ the Seas gang Dry’





Yes—Till a’ the Seas gang dry, my Dear. And then comes some weaker stuff about Rocks melting in the Sun. All Imperfect; but that red, red Rose has burned itself into one’s silly Soul in spite of all. Do you know that one of Burns’ few almost perfect stanzas was perfect till he added two Syllables to each alternate Line to fit it to the lovely Music which almost excuses such a dilution of the Verse?


‘Ye Banks and Braes o’ bonnie Doon,

 How can ye bloom (so fresh) so fair?

Ye little Birds how can ye sing,

 And I so (weary) full of care!

Thou’lt break my heart, thou little Bird,

 That sings (singest so) upon the Thorn:

Thou minds me of departed days

 That never shall return

 (Departed never to) return.’





Now I shall tell you two things which my last Quotation has recalled to me.

Some thirty years ago A. Tennyson went over Burns’ Ground in Dumfries. When he was one day by Doon-side—‘I can’t tell how it was, Fitz, but I fell into a Passion of Tears’—And A. T. not given to the melting mood at all.

No. 2. My friend old Childs of the romantic town of Bungay (if you can believe in it!) told me that one day he started outside the Coach in company with a poor Woman who had just lost Husband or Child. She talked of her Loss and Sorrow with some Resignation; till the Coach happened to pull up by a roadside Inn. A ‘little Bird’ was singing somewhere; the poor Woman then broke into Tears, and said—‘I could bear anything but that.’ I dare say she had never even heard of Burns: but he had heard the little Bird that he knew would go to all Hearts in Sorrow.

Béranger’s Morals are Virtue as compared to what have followed him in France. Yet I am afraid he partly led the way. Burns’ very Passion half excused him; so far from its being Refinement which Burke thought deprived Vice of half its Mischief!

Here is a Sermon for you, you see, which you did not compound for: nor I neither when I began my Letter. But I think I have told you the two Stories aforesaid which will almost deprive my sermon of half its Dulness. And I am now going to transcribe you a Vau-de-vire of old Olivier de Basselin, [23a] which will show you something of that which I miss in Béranger. But I think I had better write it on a separate Paper. Till which, what think you of these lines of Clément Marot on the Death of some French Princess who desired to be buried among the Poor? [23b]

[P.S.—These also must go on the Fly-leaf: being too long, Alexandrine, for these Pages.]

What a Letter! But if you are
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