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1. To Mrs Colenutt 

Carshalton 

23
rd

 January 1870 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 The cuffs which you have sent me are exactly the thing that I wanted; in fact they are so exactly 

what I wanted that I felt ashamed when I got them because I was shameless enough to beg for them when 

Mary was here. They are a very sweet present. Every time when the cold bites of course I must think of you. 

The mittens will warm me and so will the thought. Is there not something peculiarly just-the-thing- if I may 

make an adjective of the phrase- in your gift? 

My two babies are quite well and Mrs White is as well as can be expected seeing that a night with twins, 

who will not cry together but have separate performances is rather wearisome. Tell Mary that she is now 

godmother to the girl, that is to say as much so as she can be, seeing that the little heretic has not been 

baptised nor ever will be. Their names are Mary Theodora 

                     Ernest Theodore 

My best wish for the girl is that she may be as much like her godmother as she can be. The child has really 

been named after yours. 

 We were very grieved to hear of your poor boys accident. It was doubly unfortunate that it should 

happen to him of all children. You tell him how we all thought of him. Jack and Willie(1) burst upon me 

when I came in and told me the news as if there had been a great fire or some other dreadful calamity. It 

must have frightened you too terribly. Kindest regards to Mr Colenutt. Ask him to look at the Pall Mall 

Gazette of Saturday and read the report of Professor Tyndall’s lecture on “Haze and Dust”(2). It is most 

wonderful. Ask him what he would give if he could hear such a sermon as that in George Street once a 

month. Tell him to note the fact that all light even of the most piercingly brilliant kind is utterly invisible 

without something to reflect it. One looking out into the sky at night of course if the suns rays in themselves 

were visible we should see them streaming past us through space. In reality we do not see them strike the 

moon or planets. This intervening darkness is the “stellar darkness” to which Professor Tyndall alludes. 

What I say will be intelligible when you see what he says. 

Best love from us all to you and the dear children 

 

   Most affectionately 

 

       W. Hale White 

(1) The elder sons. 

(2) Tyndall, John (1820–1893), physicist and mountaineer 

 

 

2. Carshalton Surrey 

18
th

 September 1871 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 I never like sending those abrupt postal cards to a friend but the train was late and I had no time 

to write a letter. We got home quite safely without any mishap. The visit to the Island has been a very 

pleasant one and the main thing which has made it so has been the intercourse with you & yours. The air at 

St. Helens is very good but that in Union Street is much better. A  thousand thanks to you for all your 

kindness and more particularly to my poor sick wife who feels most acutely any attention shown to her 

because she knows how unselfish it must be. So do I  feel  it.  What I should have done with her and the 

children this morning if it had not been for you & Mary I do not know. Tell Mary how grateful I am to her. 

Will you please let Mrs White know what she owes you for the chair and some things which were bought 

for her .Affectionate regards to yourself, your husband, Mary & the children. 

 

  Faithfully yours 

 

    W. Hale White 
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Excuse the half sheet – it was accidental. 

 
 

3. To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 1) 

 

Park Hill, Carshalton 

. 13
th

 October 1872 

 

My dear friend, 

 We got home from Exmouth last Thursday after a most difficult and tedious journey  as you may 

suppose  seeing that we had to change four times, and Mrs. White, as you know, cannot walk. I thought you 

would like to know how I found William (1) and his affairs as I spent a good deal of time with him. He is 

very much better; preaches with great force; the people are exceedingly attentive and generally the world 

about him looks bright and cheerful. The children excepting Enid are well and happy; Miss Coldwell is an 

excellent housekeeper and the house is as well ordered and comfortable as any house need be. I cannot say 

more if I fill many pages but I know that to you and Mrs Colenutt this will be valuable. I enjoyed the time 

with him exceedingly and found that much had disappeared which for years and indeed always had 

disquieted me.  I spoke for him once – not extempore, for I now not got the confidence for that, through 

loss if practice.  

I was really sad that I could not come to Ryde. Ryde is a second home to us and I cannot bear that any 

lengthened time should go by without a visit. However I will and must come for a day or two before the 

close of the year unless the marriage disturbs your arrangements too much. Love to Mary and the children 

from us both and kindest regards to your wife and Mrs Gunnell. 

 

   Affectionately yours 

 

  W.Hale White 

 (1) CHIGNELL Thomas William. Homerton College. (Cong.) Min 1862-1906, all at Exeter. D 30 Dec 

1906 at Exeter.    WHW‟s cousin. 

 
4. To Mr. R. Colenutt  

Carshalton 

13 April 1873   

My very dear friend, 

My best thanks for your kindest of  kind letters. I could not come. I am a servus servorum, a slave of slaves. 

But whenever I do  think of going out anywhere it is to Ryde that I instinctively turn. In fact I have nowhere 

else to go, or rather there are no other friends who are kind enough to love me as you and yours do. 

William has been preaching at Little Portland Street. He was with me for two sweet days. We went all 

about Surrey and amongst other places to Ockley. 

Best love to Mrs. Colenutt, Mary and the dear children all of them from both of us. 

Affectionately yours 

W. Hale White 

5.  To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 2)  

 

   Park Hill, Carshalton, 

   Surrey 

   21 October 1876 

 

My dear friend, 
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I enclose Maccall‟s( 1) “Lost Edens”. Only a very few copies were printed, and in consequence I have had 

difficulty in getting one. This accounts for the delay. The lady whom you and I saw at Ventnor is known to 

some friends of mine. She was a Greek named Spartali and married the Greek consul at Crete. Her rich 

father was very angry at the marriage and refused to be reconciled to her but is now partly mollified. Her 

husband is an Englishman who was dismissed by our Foreign Office for some official impropriety, but 

nothing affecting his character. She was an artist and was a pupil of Madox Brown’s (3). She is a noted 

beauty amongst her circle. 

Tell Kate (2) that the Colenutts were all “gentlemen” in ancient times. In Worsley‟s  „History of the Isle of 

Wight‟. Quarto, published in 1781, I find that the manor of Pann in the island was granted in the seventh 

year of Edward VI to Leonard Brown and John Troops „as trustees for Thomas Carew, Esquire, who sold it 

to Colnett‟, and in the year 1629 Sir John Oglander (4) wrote a list of the gentleman of the island and better 

class of farmers who belonged to a society which used to dine together twice a week at a house on St. 

George‟s Down. In the list amongst the gentlemen is “Mr. Barnabie Colnutt of Pann.”  

 The name is also mentioned elsewhere in the island history.  

The two oldest names in the records of families now existing are, so far as my knowledge goes, Oglander 

(3)  and Wavell, but probably you would recognize others. The book is interesting, and amongst other 

plates contains a picture of Appuldurcombe House which the owner  ought religiously to have preserved.  

Best love to all. We are all pretty well, excepting miserable colds arising from the sudden change of 

weather. 

 

Faithfully yours 

 

  W.Hale White 

(1) Maccall, William (1812–1888)  confirmed in letter 27 note 

(2). The Colenutt‟s daughter 

(3) Probably Ford Madox Brown  (1821–1893), 

(4) Oglander, Sir John (1585–1655), diarist, 

 

 

6. Park Hill, Carshalton, Surrey 

16
th

 December 1877 

 

My dear Mrs Colnutt 

 The purse came safely this morning. It is very handsome – so handsome that temptation is to keep 

it always in the box. It is very kind of  you to have taken so much pains with it.    

 Have you seen the letters of Thomas Erskine(1) edited by Dr. Hanna (2) You should get them from 

the library for the purpose of reading two or three letters by Carlyle in them, Erskine was a remarkable 

man, but I dare say you will not care for much besides these letters. I have just had such a long letter from 

Maccall. He is worn out with watching over his wife who is desperately ill with anaemia. Give our love to 

Mr Colenutt and to all  the dear children. I am glad George(3) is going to such a healthy place as Hitchin.  

Can we be of any service in seeing him through London? Would you like him to stay here a night? 

 

Faithfully yours 

 

W.Hale White 

 
(1) Erskine, Thomas, of Linlathen (1788–1870), theologian and advocate.  

Letters of Thomas Erskine of Linlathen / Edited by William Hanna.2
nd

 ed. 1878 

(2) Hanna, William (1808–1882), Free Church of Scotland minister and writer 

(3)  The Colenutt‟s youngest son.  

 

7. To Mr Colenutt 

   Park Hill, 

   Carshalton, Surrey 

   26
th

 March 1879 
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My dear friend, 

Life is getting short and everyday I feel impelled close and closer to friends and to make more and more of 

them. Cannot you come here at Easter with Mrs Colenutt? It will be better weather then than now. Do not 

say no. I will give myself up body and soul to you and you shall stop one day or two days or any number of 

days – just as you like. 

Love to Mrs Colenutt & the children 

 

Faithfully yours 

 

 W.Hale White 

 
8.  To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 3)  

   Park Hill, Carshalton, 

   Surrey 

   27 January 1880 

 

My dear friend, 

I have got from the United States two photographs of Emerson (1), and I send you one. I shall frame mine 

and hang it up as a perpetual incitement, in its perfect calm, to the acquisition of a temper which the older I 

get the more I discern to be the one thing blessed and needful. 

   Love to Mrs Colenutt and the children.  

  Faithfully yours 

 

W. Hale White 

(1) Ralph Waldo Emerson (May 25, 1803 – April 27, 1882) 

 
9.  To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 4) 

   Park Hill, Carshalton, 
   Surrey 

            28 September 1880 

 

My dear friend 

We got home late last night. I am very glad to hear the shoulder is getting better. I shall not venture to see 

Mrs. Colenutt for some time to come, for I am afraid she will think that if it had not been for me the 

accident would not have happened. It was a mere chance, however, that it did not happen to me. I did not 

use my stick as you did, and it was plunging about those rocks with the stick that was the cause of the 

mischief. I don‟t think it was what people call „doing too much‟ because no other limb or joint gave way. 

 I am very vexed I made a mistake about Wordsworth‟s House at Rydal Mount. It is so long since I 

went there that I confused it with the one next to it. You actually did see the chimneys of the real Rydal 

Mount, but I pointed out as the place where Wordsworth lived a cottage which adjoined his. I send you a 

photograph of the Mount to make amends. 

Willie (1) and I went to Ruskin‟s. He was not at home, but we saw Brantwood. It is the loveliest situation I 

have seen in that part of the world.  

Best love to all. Tell Mrs Colenutt I will offer with all ceremony a propitiatory sheep, or if she prefers it an 

ox, to make my peace with her. 

Faithfully yours 

   W.Hale White 

You will be glad to hear that Willie (1) had been elected house surgeon to the Evelina Hospital for 

Children. (2)It is his first paid appointment. Those at Guy‟s have been honorary. There were twenty-six 

candidates. 

 

(1) His eldest son. 

(2) The Evelina Children's Hospital was founded by Baron Ferdinand de Rothschild and opened in June 

1869. It is now part of Guys and St.Thomas‟s 
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10. To Mr. Colenutt 

 

 Park Hill, Carshalton, 

 6 April 1882 
My dear friend  

 That little poem of Leopardi’s was translated in the new edition of Rossetti’s Poems, not his Ballads and 

Sonnets. 

 I am deep in the life of Carlyle (2)  by Froude (3) , just out. 

I should like to know what  you think of Miss Welsh. William  tells me that he is going to Ryde before long – 

Adieu – may it not be  long before we meet and be sure you collect for me all you have about Carlyle’s 

wife. 

 

Best love to your husband, the children and yourself 

 

Ever yours 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Giacomo Taldegardo Francesco di Sales Saverio Pietro Leopardi, Conte (June 29, 1798 – June 14, 

1837) was an Italian poet, essayist, philosopher, and philologist. 

(2) Carlyle, Thomas (1795–1881), author, biographer, and historian. 

(3) Froude, James Anthony (1818–1894), historian and man of letters.  Life of Carlyle 2 Vols. 

 

11. To Mr Colenutt 

 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

23
RD

 April 1882 

 

My dear friend, 

 

 I was greatly grieved to hear of the death of Mrs Colenutt’s brother. I did not know him, but I 

know how she loved him. On the 19
th

 Mrs George Street   died whom I have known intimately for 33 years. 

Her poor husband is thoroughly broken and his life his life is all mutilated and wrecked. I shall have to 

write to him but what to say I know not. 

 In about 3 weeks time, I am going to Cardiff. After I have finished my work there which will take 

me some days, I shall cross to Clovelly. I have written to William to ask him if he will join me there. Will 

you go? Don’t say no. You must send me word before the end of this week because I have some 

arrangements to make which will be altered if I am not to see either you or William. 

 Our best love to Mrs Colenutt, yourself and the children. 

 

  Ever yours 

   W.Hale White 

 

  

 

12. To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 5)  

 

Park Hill, Carshalton 

Surrey 

 

30
th

 April 1882  
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My dear friend, 

 

 I had a note from William saying he could not go, but I have had another note this morning saying 

he will go. I shall be at Cardiff on the 22
nd

 May. I shall leave there on the 26
th

 or 27
th

 May and go straight 

to Cloverlly. You I presume will join me on the Monday following, having picked up William on your way. I 

will write further before I start.  

Emerson you see, has not belied his philosophy, but has died like a child going to sleep. 

I hope you have been reading Froude‟s Carlyle.I was obliged to read it hastily, but I went through it with a 

burning fervour. Carlyle was so thoroughly truthful that we may be sure he would never assume a self not 

his own, even in the presence of his orthodox mother.  That being so, his letters to her, insisting on the 

essential sameness of all that she and he believed, are most precious. The longer I live, the more of that 

spirit comes to me, and I recognize the inestimable worth of Christianity, not merely in forming a class of 

character, which, without it, would never have been , but in bringing to the front certain divine truths which 

are of primary importance in themselves, and, which, without it would never have been, but in bringing to 

the front certain divine truths in their importance in themselves, and , what is more, are truths above all 

other truths in their importance to us as a family of human beings. For example - Christianity dwells with 

tremendous emphasis on the difference between right and wrong. Its whole system stands on it. Christ dies 

to save us from the consequences of our ill doing. This is not a Greek idea or a philosophical idea. We owe 

it to the Jewish race. Carlyle in this was to the very core a Christian. 

 I might name other truths - such as that of monotheism with a diversity of attribute  and so on; but 

we all of us can think of quite enough to make is look for a little sympathy on the miserable creatures, who, 

blind to all the Past, think to abolish Christianity and substitute arithmetic and geography. 

  Best love to Mrs Colenutt & the children 

Ever yours 

 

W. Hale White    
 

13. To Mrs. Colenutt (LTF 6) 

 

PARK HILL 

CARLSHALTON, SURREY 

12
th

 June 1888  

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 

 It was impossible for me to leave home or I should gladly have come down to Ryde to see you 

when William was there. I do hope it will not be long before we meet.  

 Tell Kate I have had a great treat this week. I have seen Madame Modjeska and Sarah Bernhardt, 

our two greatest living actresses. My stagnant blood has not been stirred for a long time. I never saw such 

genius on the stage. Could not Kate manage to come to London? Sarah Bernhardt will be here for one more 

week only. Willie will be proud to act as Kate‟s cavalier and she could sleep here. Perhaps though Fabian 

would prefer to bring her. 

 Willie is going to be appointed a senior demonstrator. This will double his income, so that we are 

now at rest as to his money affairs. 

 Jack leaves us next week. He has got a situation at Blaina in South Wales, - an ironblasting place. 

 A friend of Tyndall‟s was here yesterday. He told me that Tyndall (4) is greatly disturbed at the 

false impression given by Froude (3) as to the relationship between Carlyle and his wife. It is altogether 

untrue. She was by no means the drudge and „put-upon‟ creature which Froude makes her to be. Froude 

once more has sacrificed the truth to his desire for something pictorial  

 Here ends my budget. I always conclude with a prayer as is proper and pious. It is always a 

supplication to the superior powers-by known I mean S.F.C. and R.C. of Union Street - that they would 

honour us with their presence. If I could not see you, might I be permitted to have your husband from 

Saturday to Monday? 

 I cannot write any more. I am tormented with rheumatism which has been digging at my shoulder 

with an almost ecclesiastical refinement of torture for more than   a month. 
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Best love to all from Mrs White and myself.  

Ever yours 

W. Hale White 

 

1) Helena Modjeska-Chlapowska (1844-1909), Actress 

2) Sarah Bernhardt (Paris, France October 22, 1844 – France March 26, 1923) 

3) Froude, James Anthony (1818–1894), 

4) Tyndall, John (1820–1893),    

 

 14 . To Mrs. Colenutt  (LTF 7) 

Park Hill, Carlshalton, 

Surrey 

21 October 1888  

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 

Just one word to thank you and Mary (1) for the portraits. They are lovely. Children and the art are both 

perfect, and the quick vivacious life so characteristic of the mother and so faithfully transmitted by her to 

her offspring is as well rendered as photography ever can render it. I should have written before but we 

have been immersed in a - not a sea, nothing so sweet - puddle of small troubles consequent on both 

servants leaving. Three weeks ago I had a notable week at Porlock with my friend Mr Arthur Hughes (2), 

who went there painting. It is 12 miles E. of Lynmouth, in a country of glens, moor, mountain and water, a 

strangely beautiful, untouched land of romance. 

  Ask  your husband if he has read George‟s “Progress and Poverty “I have gone through it twice. It 

is a great epoch - making book, denounced furiously of course, but intensely interesting. It is being sold in 

the streets for 4 1/2d  and the edition I have is the 25
th

.  

 It is all about political economy, but the conclusions are a revelation, and it has dropped a seed 

into the minds of thinking men which will split the rocks. I have been unable to let it go, and was up at half-

past four this morning to finish it. Whether you yourself will car for the discussions in the earlier part, on 

which however, everything depends, I do not know, but I am sure the last few chapters would pin you. Best 

love to father, the children and yourself from us all. 

    Ever yours 

    W.Hale White 

1) Their eldest daughter, Mrs Gurnell 

2) Hughes, Arthur (1832–1915), painter.  

3) Henry George, American radical writer.  (September 2, 1839 – October 29, 1897) Progress and Poverty 

1879  

 

 15. To Mrs. Colenutt (LTF 8) 

   PARK HILL,  

   CARLSHALTON, SURREY 

 

  17 March 1883 

My dear  Mrs Colenutt. 

 

 It is very good of you to take such and interest in anything you imagine to be mine. I should like to 

know what induces such an  imagination? I have never owned the book you name and should be quite 

justifies in denying its authorship. (1)  

 Vexed, of course, I could never be with anything you do, but nevertheless I want you to undo 

something you have done. Please get the book back from Exeter. 

 Tell William not as a message from me but as one from yourself, that you understand I disclaim it 

and that he had better not say a word to me about it. I have a particular reason for not wishing to put him 

under any obligation to make any observations to me on the subject, and he would certainly feel such an 

obligation in the case of a volume acknowledged by me as mine. 

 I am now engaged on something which will be fathered by me. It is such a labour as I shall never 

be able to undertake again. It is a translation of Spinoza, and I hope after months of toil to get it to the 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paris
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/France
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/October_22
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1844
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/March_26
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1923
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/September_2
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1839
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/October_29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1897
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printer next week. I am afraid that it will not be a success. It will, I know, prove too abstruse and scientific 

for what is called “the general reader”. 

 Best love to father and all. Tell Kate – as the best judge of fiction I know – to read “A lost Love 

by Ashford Owen” (2). It was written by a woman many years ago. It is the only book she wrote, and it is 

autobiographical, It has just been republished. 

 

  Ever yours affectionately 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

1) The is must be The Autobiography, published 1881. 

(2) Ashford Owen ( Anna C. Ogle) 1855 and 1862 

 
16 .  To Mr. Colenutt (LTF 9) 

 

Park Hill, Carshalton, 

Surrey 

15 April 1883 

 

My dear Friend 

 

My doctor tells me that I must take a holiday. So the week after next I propose to leave home for a 

fortnight, and I want to know if you and your dear wife could go with me. Otherwise I must go alone. At 

this time of year we shall have no difficulty about lodgings. There are three places of which I have thought. 

The Scilly Islands - Buttermere and Carlyle‟s country. I will leave the decision to you. I cannot walk much. 

I want rest more than anything. The Scilly Island recommend themselves on account of the climate – 

Buttermere on account of its scenery, and Carlyle‟s country because I have been mad lately to behold 

Ecclefecham and Annan and Craigenputtock.  

 

Let me have a word from you to say whether you can come. 

Love to Mrs Colenutt and the children.  

 

  W. Hale White 

 

17. PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

20
th

 April 1883 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt, 

 

 I shall be very glad to go to Chale for a few days, but I fancy I am also going to see some friends 

at Edinburgh. 

 

I will let you know in the course of a week or ten days what my arrangements will be. Mrs White has been 

very unwell through the prostration following on a bad cold. The doctor says she must not any longer sleep 

alone but have a lady  nurse properly trained. Miss Ellis cannot undertake this duty so she is going away. I 

am off to Guy’s this morning to find somebody. I am quite of the doctor’s opinion. It would be of no use for 

me to sleep with her, as I should only disturb her with my nightly vagaries. Moreover for many reasons, 

obvious I dare say to you, she requires some skilled person always about her. It is a great trial, but on the 

other hand, her heroic patience, miraculous to me, seeing how she is shut out from all the ordinary 

enjoyment of life, is so exemplary, for it is not the result of mere indifference, that I often say to myself – 

here is the Christian religion over again, here is salvation through crucifixion. 
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For my own part the example of suffering endured, of temptation withstood of even what Burns called “ 

stubbornness” , classing  it as the almost final virtue of man, is worth more than libraries of genius and wit 

– every yours and with best love to husband and children 

 

 W. Hale White    

 

18. To Mr Colenutt 

 

PARK HIL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

26
th

 April 1883 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I think I shall go to Edinburgh as I want to see Dr. Stirling (1) whom you have perhaps heard of 

as the author of books on philosophy and has asked me to see him. But I shall also come to the Island and 

will tell you when in a few days. 

 

Best love to Mrs Colenutt and the children and thank the mother for her dear letter. 

 

  Ever yours 

 

W. Hale White 

 

(1) James Hutchison Stirling (January 22, 1820–March 19, 1909), philosopher 

 

father of Amelia Hutchinson Stirling who  revised  the translation of Spinoza‟s Ethic by WHW 4
th

 edition 

1923.  

 

19. Miss Rowe’s, 15 The Beacon. 

Exmouth  

 

 (n.d)  

 

My dear friend, 

 

 I am leaving here on Friday and as I wish very much to see you and your husband and the other 

dear Ryde folk before I go back to work, you may expect me on Monday or Tuesday next, unless I get 

countermanding orders from you at Carlshalton before then. 

 If the weather should improve and the roads are in fairish order I shall make the journey to 

Portsmouth on my tricycle and send a change of clothes to you in advance 

I don’t know if I could achieve the whole distance in one day, but if not in one, I can do two easily. I wish 

Fabian could find out if it would be better to stable the steed at Portsmouth or bring it over the water. If at 

Portsmouth, what would be a good place? The steamboat charge might perhaps be excessive 

Best love to husband and the children –  

 

   Ever faithfully 

 

W. Hale White 

 

20. To Mrs Colenutt 

 

Mrs Kents, Chale, Isle of Wight 

 

15
th

 May 1883 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/January_22
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My dear friend 

 

 I find I have to go home on Thursday instead of Friday. I must therefore leave here by the 10 

o’clock coach and 12 o clock train from Ventnor. 

 I cannot come to Ryde tomorrow as on Wednesday the carrier does not leave here till 9 o clock 

and I should not be at Ryde till nearly 2, the trains being particularly awkward. How I wish you were here 

today. Willie has gone and I am alone. 

 Although I cannot see you tomorrow I shall not give up the hope that your husband may be 

persuaded to take one more day’s holiday. 

 The trains are much more convenient from Ryde here than hence(?) to Ryde. 

 There is one at 10.41 from St. John’s Road. I shall walk along the coach road to Ventnor 

tomorrow morning hoping to meet him. He is almost sure to find a coach if he wishes to ride. Three or four 

have passed here already. 

 

 With best love to yourself, him Kate and the children 

 

  Affectionately 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

 I will return the two little books and the flannel by post. I would walk over to Ventnor tomorrow or 

go over by the coach but I could not catch a train before twelve and I should be obliged to walk from 

Ventnor home, a task I grieve to say rather too much for my powers now. I was overdone last night by the 

walk from Ventnor and am wretched today in consequence. 

 

21.  To Mrs Colenutt (LTF 10)  

 

17 Katherinen Strass 

Frieburg in Breisau, 

Germany  

  (July 1883 ) 

My dear friend, 

 

 Here I am at last in a German pension on the borders of the Black Forest. After torturing myself 

with the spur for weeks, I did at last summon up courage to put myself on board the boat for Flushing last 

Saturday night. I was not sick, but four persons at sea in one cabin, three of them snoring and one 

meditating from eleven o‟clock to seven, is a spectacle which ought to move the gods to pity – that is to say 

for the meditative one. The next day I reached Bonn; slept in a bedroom overlooking the Rhine, and on the 

following day went up the Rhine to Mayence. This took us about ten hours. Oh, that marvellous river! The 

banks are wonderful enough, but what excited me more than anything was just what excited me so much 

before, and that is that is the rushing broad mass of greenish yellow water, the loveliest colour, and pouring 

along with such silent mighty force! Your husband would have been greatly interested in the vine culture. 

The Rudesheimer mountain is actually terraced right up to the top with retaining walls to keep the precious 

earth from slipping. It must have cost hundreds of pounds an acre. The Johannisberg, which we also saw, 

produces annually wine of the value of £8,000 from 40 acres. 

 At Mayence we stayed a night and aid a visit to Heidelberg on the Tuesday, saw the castle and the 

country round. Inside the castle they show you Luther‟s wedding ring, a sacred and symbolic object. There 

are curiosities and portraits innumerable. The castle itself is one of the most exquisite examples of the 

Renaissance architecture in Germany – that is to say what remains of it, for everything noble in Germany is 

in ruins. The land has been the battlefield of heroes and robbers generation after generation down to the 

time of the French Revolution. One of these heroes or robbers during the Revolutionary epoch sent the best 

part of Heidelberg castle aloft with gunpowder. 

 From Hedelberg down to Freiburg in about seven hours. Willie had an introduction to two of the 

professors here, one of whom recommended us to a most excellent pension where we live in perfect 

cleanliness and on very good food for about 33 shillings a week apiece, including board and lodging. This 
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is not dear, is it? It is one of the brightest, cheerfulest places you ever saw, and with the loveliest country 

around it. Half an hour‟s walk from our house takes you up to the top of the Schlossberg, from which you 

see all the broad plain of the Rhine. The Schwarzwald mountains and the still loftier Vosges in the distance. 

A half day‟s walk, I am told, will bring us to the Feldberg face to face with the Alps. 

 Everything is strange, novel and foreign. Baden is a Catholic district. Crucifixes stand by the 

roadside. The mighty minster, unsurpassed in all Germany for Gothic delicacy, is Catholic, and all day long 

priests are doing something; what, I do not know. Baden too is a land of grapes. We walk through 

vineyards. We live at a height of about a thousand feet above the sea, and the exhilaration of the air in 

indescribable. It is not a Bethesda pool but a Bethesda mountain. We are emphatically in Germany. 

Freiburg owns about 30,000 people, but it has all the culture of London, a university, a medical school, 

higher schools for boys and girls, and the education is about half what it costs in England. Emphatically too 

in Germany because of the military ways of the people. These I do not like. Soldiers are everywhere. Every 

waiter has been through the army and walks erect as if on drill. Of course this has its attractive side, but I 

lean rather to our muddled unsoldierlike anarchic England, for the rigidity of the German Bureaucracy is 

begetting a terrible series of difficulties – socialism and what not.  

 This letter is written in patches. Last night I saw the sunset from the Rosskopf, a mountain near 

here overlooking the Rhine plain, the Rhine itself and the Vosges in the extreme distance. It was such a 

sight such that if a man had seen it once, he might well say he had not lived in vain. The whole level district 

through which the Rhine flows was flooded with golden sunlight, and the Vosges were very dim yellow or 

yellowish cloud colour rising right into the sky. Halfway between them and us was the mountain 

Kaiserstuhl in dark purple. Our own land is beautiful, but this was a new order of beauty not to be 

preconceived, and adding to one‟s estimate of natures capacity. On our way home we came to a shrine 

miraculously endured with the power of curing sore eyes. The cure lies in the spring in the crypt. It is 

extraordinary to see such education and such credulity lying side by side. I fancy, though, they do not mix. 

The education we owe to Luther and the wedding-ring I saw, and the credulity to the old man at Rome; and 

the educated are mostly not Papists. At least the majority of the devout in the minister and churches are 

poor peasants. What a dreadful garrulous gossip I am. I am afraid I have bored you, but my sheet, happily 

for you, is ended. Best love to all the children and your dear husband. Willie sends his best love. 

 

    Ever yours, 

 

    W.Hale White 

 

22. To Mrs Colenutt (LTF 11) 

 

On the railway between Cologne and Flushing. 

 

Wednesday (8 August 1883) 

 

My Dear Friend, 

 

 Here I am on my way homeward, trying to beguile the tedium of the journey amidst the jolting 

through this flat uninteresting country by continuing my last note. The difficulty of the task will probably 

cause me to consume half of the hours which have to be got through before we board the steamboat.. 

Home, I hope, will be attained to-morrow morning. Willie, whom I have left at Freiberg, wanted very much 

to see a little more of the black forest, so about 10 days a go we started on a walking tour. We had for a 

goal the first day the mountain Feldberg, just upon 5,000 feet. Our route lay through the famous Hollenthal, 

a pass at the base of magnificent perpendicular rocks with a lovely rushing stream. It  is a military road 

made by the Austrians 100 years ago, and poor Marie Antoinette went to France through it. I purposely 

omit all descriptions of the scenery for two reasons, firstly because I cannot describe the indescribable, and 

partly because I cannot work my fine passages into the halting places for the train and I am afraid of a 

horrid jerk at some railway points, just when I am beginning my loftiest flights into the sublime. On our 

way to the Feldberg we called in at a charming German public house. We had two pints of milk, Willie had 

½ pint of wine, and we both together consumed a good-sized loaf and about ¼lb.  of the most delicious 

butter. The bill was fourteen pence. This is about the scale in Rural Germany. I could live here, away from 

tourist haunts for £200 a year and keep my present establishment. The land literally flows with good wine 
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milk and honey-such milk and such honey!! The inn at which we stayed before our climb lies in a true sub-

alpine valley. My bedroom window looked onto pine-covered slopes, and below them the murmurs of a 

true sub-alpine brook. Fancy such a place for me, an epicure in bedrooms! The ascent of the Feldberg was 

in one sense a mistake, for when we got to the top we were shrouded in mist and could not make put what 

was only a dozen yards ahead of us. But the journey thither was worth all the pains, for it was a showery 

day and the spectacle of the clouds slowly forming and reforming themselves, scattering and reuniting all 

around us, revealing sunny spots of pasture and farms below and then shutting them out again was-those 

horrid junctions with their cross-rails! 

 I slept in a kind of wooden restaurant near the summit, went to the Feldberger See in the 

afternoon, before going to bed, and got up at four the next morning to see the sunrise. I had five miles‟ 

walk out and in before breakfast, but the result was a scene branded in me for ever, for it was perfectly 

clear towards the east and south, and so there were let into the panorama all the Rhine mountains in 

Switzerland.   

 Down again to the inn at the foot. This took me six hours. Next morning by diligence to Neustadt, 

where most of the Black Forest watchmaking is carried on. We went over a factory and saw men - so great 

is the subdivision of labour - doing nothing all day long but turning one particular spindle, the turning of a 

spindle occupying about 20 seconds. This taught us contentment with monotony, and made me wonder at 

the power of human  nature to exist even with cheerfulness under most adverse conditions and to bend 

itself in to the roughest outside and live in peace with it. 

 

 Next day to St. Blaisien by diligence (stagecoach. Ed.) and through St. Blasien also by diligence to 

Albbruck, a station on the line to Constance. The diligence road from St. Blasien to Albbruck  is the most 

extraordinary and the dizziest track on which I ever found myself. Imagine a vast chasm miles long, with 

perpendicular sides and a roaring river at the bottom, the aforesaid track being a ledge cut down on the rock 

half-way up! Imagine the diligence with it‟s four horses and jangling bells sweeping round the corner-often 

at right angles-of the precipice, and you won‟t wonder if I often thought what would a certain lady at Ryde 

of my acquaintance say if she were perched up here. At no fewer than five points the road cannot get round 

the rocks and bores through them. From Albbruck to Schaffhausen. Here we beheld the Falls of the Rhine. 

This on the whole was the crown of all our sightseeing. The whole mighty Rhine goes boldly over a granite 

shelf. Long before it comes to its final plunge it is agitated as if by anticipation into a series of whirlpools. 

These are the rapids, and the water boils and leaps in magnificent exultation. You can think what a granite 

wall is, you can think what a broad river is, but you cannot form any anticipatory picture in the smallest 

degree of how the said river will behave and what it will do or become when it descends that ledge. Nature 

is not to be forecast in that way. And then too is the Rhine, the colour of the purest lemon juice, just a trifle 

lighter perhaps.  

 

23. To Mr. Colenutt 

 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

14
th

 Sept: 1888 

 

My dear friend 

  

 I am very glad to hear you are coming to Carshalton, any day next week will suit me. But it is sad 

to think that you are not going to be here on a Sunday for just now, in consequence of my chief’s absence I 

cannot get away even for an afternoon. I am at home however to dinner at 6.15 and of course shall see you 

and your dear wife then. You will stay all night? 

 Of you ? to spend next Sunday (the 16
th

) with us a telegram to me at my office Admiralty Whitehall 

the first thing tomorrow morning will set everything straight. 

 

 Love to Mrs Colenutt. 

   Ever yours 

 

    W. Hale White 
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 If you do give us next Sunday you will be with us on Saturday – the trains leave Victoria at 4.45 

and 5.25. 

 

24. To Mrs Colenutt (LTF 12) 

 

PARK HILL, 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

21 April 1884 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I was very glad to get a letter from you. My own will, I am afraid, be brief. I was to have gone to 

Plymouth last Thursday, and it was arranged that I should spend the Sunday at Exeter; but I was not well 

and could not leave home, waited upon by the old enemy who need not be named. I paid a visit to the 

doctor, and he is imperative in ordering me to take wine. Dr. Pavy told me the same thing, but I refused to 

obey. As my consultation with the second doctor was intended as an experiment to see if he would confirm 

the first, I suppose I must now yield, though I do not much believe in it. 

 I was very sorry to hear of your poor boy‟s disappointment anent (concerning. Ed.) the fossils. 

But, alas, if the dear child is to break his heart every time he finds that what he has cherished, or, maybe as 

his own offspring, is treated with neglect, where will he be when he is 52, the present writer‟s age? Life is 

one long series of such checks. For example, I try here  to keep a spring clear. The very people who use it, 

in fact the only people who use it, are the people who choke it up with old boots, Australian meat cans and 

worse filth. But I keep it clean nevertheless, simply because there is such a thing as duty which exists and it 

is imperative, apart from all other motives. It is a divine acquisition when a man has learned that, whether 

people reward him or not, he ought to walk the straight path – in the light, as Carlyle would say, of the 

Eternities – not of a never-ending future, but of that Eternal truth which is the veritable I AM. 

 You would have liked to have been here a night or two ago. Morris, Earthly Paradise Morris (1) 

came to dinner with us. He is unlike any fancy picture which the imagination might draw of him. He is 

broad shouldered, ruddy, wears a blue shirt with no neck-tie, and talks with great vehemence; oftentimes 

with a kind of put-on roughness I think – as if he meant to say „If you think that I am an Earthly-

Paradisiacal creature with wings you are egregiously mistaken.‟ Nevertheless he was very interesting and 

humorous. Some of the tapestry now in progress at his works is simply wonderful. I never saw the like. 

 Tell your husband to buy a paper called Justice for last Saturday. He will see in it a discussion 

between Bradlaugh and Hyndman on Socialism for it. It will give him a good notion of Bradlaugh as a 

debater.  

Interrupted. Mr. and Mrs Hughes came in. Goodbye.  

 

 Best love from us all to yourself, Father, Kate & the little ones – Also to Mary and the littler ones  

across the road. Kisses for all those who are kissable. 

 

   Ever yours 

   W.Hale White 

 

  (1) William Morris 24 March 1834 – 3 October 1896? 

 

25. To Mr Colenutt 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

4
th

 May 1884 

I have been in Devonshire a week partly to seek health and partly on business. I have seen our friends from 

Exeter. 

 Could you not meet me at Arundel (?) l some Sunday morning or come over on Saturday 

afternoon. If Mrs Colenutt could come, so much the better. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/March_24
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1834
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/October_3
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1896
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 With best love to her, yourself and all# 

 

Ever yours 

 

W. Hale White 

 

26. (LTF 13)  

 

Mrs. Mumford‟s, Bank, St. Mary‟s 

Scilly, Cornwall 

 

6 June 1884 

 

My Dear Mrs Colenutt 

 I have just got your note, and as the post goes at 7.30 a.m. I must be brief. I got William to come 

here with me the day before yesterday. It is the strangest, out-of-the-way, sea-swept, wind-swept place you 

can imagine, lonely, granitic, tropically-flavoured-aloes and palms for example growing in the open. How 

we both long for S.F.C. and R.C. of Ryde! 

 I should have written to your husband to join us but his last note was such a melancholy refusal to 

leave home any more that I dare not. There is still room, however, for repentance if he likes to telegraph 

and say he will come. 

 Miss Page will not be married I believe for another 18 months- It is  very provoking that so 

promising any offer should have come just now.  

 We both send our love to you, your husband and the household of faith. 

  

 Yours most affectionately 

 

 W.Hale White 

 

27.  ADMIRALTY 

 

28
th

 July 1884  (LTF 14)  

 

My dear friend, 

 

 I send you just a word to say that Willie is engaged. We always thought he would not marry, but 

the lady has at last presented herself. She is a Miss Fripp, daughter of a painter and secretary to the Water 

Colour Society(1) . She is now at Girton, where she has greatly distinguished herself, and she took two 

entrance scholarships – one from her school and one from the college. She is singularly unobtrusive, quiet, 

gentle and unconscious, and she is just 21 years old. I am sure you would love her. Willie wished me to 

write to you, and now I have discharged my task. The final announcement came to us last week, although I 

had suspected for some time what was going on. I am very glad for Willie’s sake. The best of men make 

such awful mistakes, that it a relief to me to know he has made no mistake. As for myself, apart from my 

sympathy with him I have been the victim of the strangest emotions, the description of which will not edify 

you, and so I will forbear. One goes on living and thinking all one‟s life without knowing what lies in us; 

when suddenly and event, a shock comes, and we stand revealed to ourselves astonished at the presence of 

what we never suspected. The steel plate is solid throughout and free from flaw, but lo! The hammer is 

swung, the test is applied and it is mere sheet - glass. I am struck dumb by my own ignorance of myself. 

 It was a most exciting week for me last week, and my head has suffered most painfully for it. A 

grand entertainment was given at the Sutton Public Hall by the Sutton Girls‟ High School. Molly (2) was 

asked to take Malcolm in a scene from Macbeth.  I hesitated, but at last consented. The little mite appeared 

on the stage before all the people, and declaimed and acted to perfection. Her voice was heard clear and 

clean by everybody. The dramatization too of the passages was admirable, though I say it. Of course she 

had been carefully trained. But I!! I sat and listened in a cold sweat of terror. 

Best love to father, Kate, Mary and all. Best wishes to yourself. 
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 Ever yours 

 

W. Hale White.  

 

(1) Alfred Downing Fripp (1822–1895), his daughter, Elizabeth Jane Spencer Fripp (d. 

1945), married Sir William Hale-White, physician 

(2) His daughter Mary. 

 
28 . To Mrs Colenutt 

 

PARK HILL, 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

8
th

 August 1884 

 

My dear friend 

What shall I say to you? I suppose I ought to rejoice, but, for you at least, I cannot. I know myself too well 

for that. You must remember however you have Mary and her sweet children close to you. Please give our 

best love to Kate and tell her how infi9nitly delighted on her account  we are for anything which will make 

her happy and please ask her not to forget us. We should like when you have any time to spare if you will 

tell us who Mr Wright is and tell us something about yourself and your dear husband. 

I found your note when I got home this evening and make haste to answer it by tonight’s post. 

With love to all- 

Ever yours 

 

  W.Hale White 

 

29. (LTF 15 )  

Park Hill, Carshalton, 

Surrey 

 

12 September 1884   

 

My dear friend, 

 

 I am going, if all be well to Portsmouth next Friday for about a week on business. If you are not 

too busy, I shall come over to Ryde on the Sunday morning following – the 21
st
 – but if anybody will be 

there I shall not come. I sat this, because I know Kate‟s marriage in imminent, and I don‟t want to be in 

Union Street just before the wedding; when perhaps friends will be with you, and you will be pre-occupied. 

I should leave Ryde the same evening. Send me just a line to say how it shall be. Tell me the exact truth, 

because I should really prefer to see you later on in the year, if the wedding preparations are going forward 

or the wedding-guests are assembling. For one thing, weddings always make me melancholy-

contemplative, and I fall into the Jaques mood –  

 

 „Tis but an hour ago since it was nine, 

 And after one hour more „twill be eleven, 

 And so, from hour to hour etc. etc. (1) 

 

  Best love to father and all. 

 

   Ever yours 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) As you like it II, vii 
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30. (LTF 16) 

Park Hill, Carlshalton, 

Surrey. 

 

2 October 1884 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 

We shall think of you all on Monday, you may be sure. I specially will think of you, for my wretched 

temperament exaggerates the suffering of such situations to such a degree that even the mere anticipation is 

unbearable. It is horrible selfishness to put one‟s own self to the front so much and to think so little of the 

happiness of others, but I cannot for the life of me get the better of it. I try hard, nevertheless. 

 Will you send me Kate‟s Whitby address? (1)  I will send the Tennyson there. I suppose Mr. 

Wright‟s name is as I have spelt it. I don‟t want to make a mistake over the inscription in the first volume. 

 Best love from Mrs White and myself to your dear husband, yourself, and the children. Kate has 

not yet sent me Mr. Wright‟s portrait as she promised, and we should also like to very much to have one of 

Fabian‟s (2) lady. Please put full name on the back of each. I like to be exact. 

 

  Ever yours 

 

  W.Hale White 

 

(1) The Colenutt‟s daughter 

(2) Their eldest son. 

 

31. To Mr Colenutt 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

 22.12.84 

 

My dear Mr Colenutt 

 

The decorations are admirable. I wish you could see, as I did yesterday, the poor people looking at them. 

 Have you seem the Pall Mall Gazette of Nov: 26 and Dec. 19. The first contains letters of Mrs 

Carlyle’s (1) and the second a commentary by Maccall stating the actual facts. It is worth a whole bushel 

of criticism on Mrs C. 

Best love to father and the children. I am very glad father is better. I wish he would let Rick and Chad into 

the ham(?)  mystery. 

 I do not know George’s address. He promised he would come here if Jack (2) paid us a visit – 

Jack will come be with us next Sunday for a very brief space. Please enclose this note to George. Love to 

yourself. 

  Maud is here. 

 

   Ever yours 

 

   W.Hale White 

 

(1) Carlyle, Jane Baillie Welsh (1801–1866), letter writer, Carlyle‟s wife. 

(2) Hale White’s second    son 

 

32. (LTF 17).    (Admiralty) 

 10 April 1885 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt, 
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 I shall be most delighted to see your husband, as you know – provided, that is to say, the work 

here leaves me alive. It is perfectly awful, and from morning to night there is nothing but an incessant 

downpour of telegrams and urgent letters. Much of our difficulty is caused by the anxious desire of the 

“city” people to serve patriotically their country, i.e. to swindle it. 

 Fabian may have the barometer – I am very sorry to hear you have been ill. I have been almost 

prostrated with my old complaints, inability to eat, drink or sleep, and depression of the darkest shade. My 

doctor is away and I have to see Sir Andrew Clark (1) – he thinks the liver is wrong and I think so too. I 

know also I want rest, but I cannot give up now. 

 

(1) Clark, Sir Andrew, first baronet (1826–1893), physician. 

 

33. To Mrs Colenutt  

 

Victoria House 

Morthoe 

Ilfracombe. 24 May 1885 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I have come down here for a day or two’s holiday, or rather for a week or two – William spent all 

last week with me – He went away yesterday evening. Willie., my Willie, has taken his place and will be 

with me perhaps till the end of the week. 

 It is a most delightful place, far better than Ilfracombe, because we are round the point and face 

the West – the open Atlantic. Such a land for flowers! The sea after all is the mother of beauty- Aphrodite 

the foam-born is no myth. 

 How would it be if I looked in on you next Sunday. I should not sleep at your house as you know. I 

shall not come if you will be in the midst of activities about Annie. 

 Send me a card by return to tell me frankly whether I shall call on my way home or not. Don’t 

hesitate to speak the truth – what I was going to say after “you” – At any rate what I meant to imply was 

that you might perhaps by courtesy be tempted into mendacity. 

 Mind  the card comes by return as the post here are on a peace- footing and conducted with “a 

due “regard to economy.”  

 Tell me also at what hour the boats leave Southampton for Ryde. 

 

   25
th

 May 

 

 I have just heard of the safe arrival of the grand-daughter. I am so thankful it is all over. Molly 

does not tell me how the mother and child are. Don’t forget to say when you write. 

 Will you ask your husband if he has seen the XIX Century for May? There is an article in it by Sir 

Henry Thompson (1) worth the attention of all persons who like myself are on the wrong side of 50. 

 With love to him, yourself and the children 

 

 (1) Thompson, Sir Henry, first baronet (1820–1904), surgeon 

 

  Affectionately yrs 

 

   W.Hale White 

 

Please kiss Annie and the baby for me. Willie sends his best love to you and all, especially to Annie. 

 

34. (LTF 18) 

Park Hill, Carshalton, 

Surrey 

 

10 January 1886   
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My dear friend 

 My cousin William has just left me. He came to stay with us for three or four days, and I need 

hardly say we greatly enjoyed his company. He has been unwell – was seized with a kind of fainting attack 

one Sunday night after a very trying day and sets it down it a cigarette he smoked! However, he got much 

better here and was quite cheerful.  – a great blessing to me, suffering from the extraordinary absence of 

sunlight during these last few months. Never has London to my knowledge been so dismal. However, I 

have seen two things worth seeing: one being Mr. Jones‟s play at the Princess‟s of Hoodman Blind (1) and 

the other the Millais Exhibition.(2) The play is a thoroughly noble piece of work, and it is consolatory to 

think that such a performance is beheld by so many people. I told Mr. Jones that I thought the good done by 

his melodrama was greater than the harm done by all the London sermons in a year. This is very strong 

commendation and I fear exaggerated. Yet I don‟t know – the harm done by those sermons now is not so 

very great. Latterly I have been brought into contact with many church people. Some friends who have 

taken a fancy to Molly through there daughters who were at school with her are very churchy and Tory, but 

they are human, very affectionate, and very sincere. A lady came to dine with us when William was with us 

who sacrifices a good deal of herself to better the condition of the poor in Drury Lane. She belongs to the 

Church of England, and a more attractive creature I do not know. 

 Partly this is due to the fact that ecclesiastical theories cease to affect people as much as they did 

in times gone by, and partly to another fact, that, after all, they are but a dress; often disappointing and 

suppressive, but possibly covering a warmer heart than those possessed by a more natural costume,. The 

heart is the thing! I have been reading lately Dickens‟s Christmas Carol with such fervour that my 

admiration for Dickens grew almost to worship, and if there is one thing more prominent than another in 

that divine little book – as genuine a piece of inspiration as ever poured forth from the fountain of all 

inspiration – it is the utter simplicity of the characters, and circumstances which, nevertheless, are so grand 

as those of Paradise Lost. 

 

Go, little girl, with the poor coarse hand. 

I have my lesson, shall understand. 

 

And so I did, I hope. At any rate I felt it at the time as deeply as anything in the Revised Version which I 

have gone through all now.  

  I was not sorry altogether your husband was so scurvily treated by the Ryde burgesses at the last 

municipal election, and trust he has more leisure.  

 Molly‟s education now devolves on me partly. She has left school but continues French, German, 

music and English. The English I look after. We have begun the Bible for the young,   accompanied by the 

corresponding chapters in the R.V. Bacon‟s Advancement of Learning, Huxley‟s Physiography, a manual 

of Astronomy, and Green‟s History of  England.  Of course I must superintend, as I get so little time.  

 Best love to your husband and all the children. Mrs White sends her best love too and thanks for 

the sweet flowers. 

 

1) Grosvenor Gallery  

2)Hoodman Blind Victorian melodrama by Mr Wilson Barratt and Henry A. Jones  ( notes from New York 

Times Dec. 1 1885 

(3)Bacon, Francis, The advancement of learning  1868. 

(4)Huxley, Thomas Henry, Physiography, 1878 

 

35. To Mrs Colenutt 

 

  PARK HILL         

  CARLSHALTON, SURREY 

  2 April 1886 

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt. 

 We were very glad to hear the news. Give my best love to Alice and Fabian and congratulate Ryde 

generally on another Richard Colenutt. Of course though there can be no second. 

 

  Affectionately yours 

http://catalogue.bl.uk/F/UA6KN2FCIA75UU1L7SQVJCMVHN77CALBSKBQV1JNGF898GAP5D-00513?func=full-set-set&set_number=090440&set_entry=000001&format=999
http://catalogue.bl.uk/F/UA6KN2FCIA75UU1L7SQVJCMVHN77CALBSKBQV1JNGF898GAP5D-06073?func=full-set-set&set_number=090689&set_entry=000002&format=999
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  W. Hale White 

 

36. (LTF 19) 

 

   PARK HILL 

   CARLSHALTON, SURREY  

 

28
th

 Nov: 1886 

 

My dear friend, 

 

I am very glad to hear your husband is getting better. It says a great deal for his constitution and power of 

self-recovery that he was not wrecked completely. Let us console ourselves with this reflection. Annie is 

much better. We sent over yesterday and found that she would be up on Tuesday. 

 Willie‟s to be married in about five weeks‟ time. We are getting to know Miss Fripp now. She is 

so quiet with strangers, that it is rather difficult at first to see her really; but she is wearing into intimacy, 

and we find her very true, very simple, and very affectionate. She belongs to a different world to ours; but 

perhaps is none the worse in the Almighty‟s sight for that. I hope Willie will succeed. It is a bold game to 

play; but after all one must risk something. My tendencies are all towards making everything secure, 

properly protected lines of communication, and covering the retreat; but then America would never have 

been discovered by such a creature as I am. 

 We have had an awful time of it last week- fog that might almost be cut in blocks and carted 

about, and stinking with smoke. I had literally to feel my way home one night, and thought of Ryde, and 

wondered if the stars were shining there. 

 We all send our best love – Tell W. Gunnell that Cribb grows apace- of a truth “this is the dog 

that worried the cat”, for he worries, not only the cat, but everything alive and dead- out of pure fun of 

course. We have an old, very old, matronly pug and Cribb, the other day, without any provocation, seized 

her by the back of her neck and dragged her all round the kitchen. The pug was not hurt, but dreadfully 

scandalized at such indecent, improper behaviour to a lady of her years. 

 

  Affectionately yours 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

 

 

 

37. To Mrs Colenutt 

 

  PARK HILL 

  CARLSHALTON, SURREY 

   7 Dec: 1886 

My dear Mrs Colenutt, 

 

 To think of Willie was very kind of you. I have been endeavouring to find out what he wants and I 

learn he has no desert knives and forks. If you can manage an electroplated set, it will be most helpful. His 

address is 65 Harley St. W. Write to him yourself. Silver spoons are provided. 

 I am glad to hear your husband is better. Give my best love to him. By the way, we buy a great 

deal off electroplate at the office and we have found that, save Elkingtons, not a single manufacturer is to 

be trusted. Elkingtons electroplate is worth, so far as wear is concerned, 75 per cent more than that of 

other “good” firms. 

 We are all pretty well, save Mrs White, who is weakened by a bad cold; and your correspondent, 

who has been troubled with his old sorrow of late and happens in addition to be much worried with work 

and other matters. 

 

  Affectionately yours 
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  W. Hale White 

 

38. (LTF 20.) To Mrs Colenutt 

  

(Admiralty) 

 

27
th

 Jan: 1887 

 

My dear friend 

 

 Would not Charlie (1) like to see the Stanley show of bicycles and tricycles? It opens to-day and 

will continue during next week. If he will come up on Saturday, call at the office for me about 2.15, I will 

take him to the theatre; he can go back to Carshalton, stay over Sunday, and we will inspect the machines 

on Monday. 

 During the winter I have been trying to learn to ride the bicycle, (2) and have at last succeeded, but 

of course the innate depravity of human nature at present displays itself forcibly, and I deviate from 

rectitude apparently for no reason whatever. You would hardly believe how difficult it is for a man of 55 to 

learn. The body has lost its flexibility and power of balance. Once I fell off and was strapped up all round 

my chest – could do nothing for a fortnight – and on a second occasion pitched suddenly on a heap of 

stones, rendering my hands incapable for a week. But the worst of all was that for a month  I did not seem 

too make the slightest progress. However, I made up my mind that I would persevere day after day till a 

certain date fixed far ahead, and that then I would yield if not successful. At last I had vouchsafed to me a 

ray of hope and then got into smoother waters. The roads, too, have been all against me, as bad as they 

could possibly be. 

 Do you know why I went on? Do you remember the sarcasm applied by a certain lady who shall 

be nameless to that „armchairifed‟ tricycle riders who went up Union Street? What would that lady have to 

answer for, if I had been killed! 

 But partly also the reason was that I am scientifically curious as to the limits of a man‟s powers, 

and more particularly middle-aged powers, and do not like defeat. Shelley used to say, .I always go on till I 

am stopped. I went on a good deal after I was stopped – by stone-heaps to wit. 

 

 Best love to father and all. Send me a note here about Charlie. 

 

   Affectionately yours 

 

    W. Hale White. 

(1) Their third son  

(2) Days of the high „bone shaker‟. In a note to Mrs Colenutt, undated but probably October 1872, he 

writes of making a journey on his tricycle.   

 

39. To Mrs Colenutt 

 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

19
TH

 May 1887 

 

My dear friend, 

 

 I was very glad to hear from you. I am going to take a holiday in about three weeks, probably in 

Cornwall, to which place I am greatly attracted. I should like to show you some of its beauty and grandeur. 

Perhaps if you decide to go there you will let me know. It would be a great relief to me to be with you and 

your dear husband as I have been ill and do not wish to be alone. If this cannot be managed, the next best 

expedient for me will be to move about and not to remain in one place. Exeter is out of the question for me 

as it is not by the sea and when William is preaching I see little or nothing of him 
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 How I should enjoy revisiting Mullion Cove with you! What a miracle that place is! It is between 

the Lizard and Penzance. I suppose you have never been there? 

 

With best love to all. 

 

 Faithfully and afftly. 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

40. To Mrs Colenutt    

 

PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

 

10 July 1887 

 

My Dear Mrs Colenutt 

 

 According to promise I write to say I reached home safely yesterday afternoon. 

 It was so good of you to join me, the more so, as I was a very dull companion in consequence of 

my wretched health, the disorder under which I suffer, overcasting all my sky continually with darkness. 

However I hope you enjoyed the visit and that after the fatigue of the return shall have passed away both 

you and your husband will find that you have gained something which you will not lose. 

Best love to yourself, to him & the children from us all 

 

  Faithfully yours  

 

   W. Hale White 

 

41. (LTF 21) 

 (Admiralty) 

18 Aug: 1887 

 

My dear friend, 

 I am very glad to hear of George’s engagement. So the world rolls on. Willies’ wife expects to 

present him with something in about a month or six weeks.  

 I am much distressed about your husband. Hobbes, the great philosopher, said that compassion 

was nothing  more than a lively feeling of the possibility of the suffering we compassionate being someday 

our own. This cannot be true, for I have already had nine months blasted by stomachic derangement to such 

a degree that I have longed intensely for the end of life. No tongue can tell the mental agony I have gone 

through. Doctors cannot help you. How can they?  Abernethy (1), the famous old physician, says that the 

stomach with many persons decays with years; gets old, in fact, and what medicine can renew old age?  

This is the most sensible thing I have read on the subject. He adds that the only remedy is to be extremely 

particular in quantity ; not to trust the appetite as a guide to this matter; to eat and drink nothing found to 

disagree; never to eat and drink together, and to take or rather to sip water three hours after meals. 

 It is curious that this advice of Abernethy‟s remains unchanged law to the present day. My doctor 

tells me just the same, adding that water should be hot, and no liquid food should ever be gulped. 

 I have found no shadow of relief except through these simple rules, and even they have only 

power to mitigate. 

 Abernethy resolutely restricted many of his patients to 12 and 16 oz. of solid food daily of the 

most nourishing kind, and quotes Cornaro, an Italian gentleman, whose life I have in my little library. His 

health broke down when he was about 33, and he had the wit to discover what was wrong. He lived in 

perfect health on 12oz. daily and 2oz of wine till he was about 100 years old. 

 But, as I observed before, nothing but a miracle can heal or restore an organ debilitated through 

age.  

 This is the case with me and my friend Richard. 
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  With best love 

  Ever affectionately, 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

  1) May be Abernethy, John (1764–1831), surgeon, 

 

42 . (LTF 22). 28 Sept: 1887   

 

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 

 I forgot to say in my last note that Liss is the nearest station to Selborne. I have been there and into 

White‟s house. I suppose you saw the death of poor Jeffries (1) in the newspapers. Every scrap of his life is 

precious. Just look for example at his last article, the last he ever wrote, the one in Longman‟s Magazine 

for this month, or rather October. Never was there such a naturalist and lover of the country. His two or 

three novels, poor fellow, were written, they say, for a living. I have not read them yet. You know all about 

Jeffries though, I dare say. 

 In about three weeks, if I am better, I must go away for a little bit. I think I shall try Scotland and 

see if that will do me any good.  

 Would that your husband had some business there! 

   Faithfully and affectionately yours, 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) John Richard Jefferies (November 6, 1848 - August 14, 1887) 

 

43. (LTF 23) Park Hill, Carshalton 

   Surrey 

 

5th Oct 1887   

My dear Mrs Colenutt 

 Many thanks for your invitation. I may see you in a day or so. I don‟t know yet. 

Will you ask your husband to send one guinea or any sum small or great which he can afford to the Richard 

Jeffries fund. The widow, who is a very economical woman, will be able to live on the £100 a year granted 

by the Government, and keep her two children, but at her death the pension ceases and what friends want to 

do is to raise a fund to educate these children and provide for them in case of their mother‟s decease. (1) 

The address for the treasurer of the fund is Mr. W.C. Alexander, 24 Lombard Street. 

 I told you to read the article in Longman. Read also Wilde life in a Southern County.  

 To me chapter iv has few rivals in beauty of pure English prose and in suggestiveness.  

I was very sorry to hear about Charlie. Give my best love to him. He will have to give up his bicycle if he 

has any tendency to such disorders. 

 Faithfully and affectionately  

 

   W.Hale White 

 

 1) Jessie Baden (1853-1926), 

 

44. (LTF 24) 30
th

 Nov: 1887  

 

My dear friend 

  

 I was very glad for the sake of Ryde to hear that it had so worthy a chief magistrate. Whether I am 

equally glad for the magistrate himself I am not sure, because I do not know how much good a mayor can 

do. If he can do any, then I am glad for your husband‟s sake personally, for I am certain that to be able to 

say that you have been of some use is worth all the selfish pleasure in the world.    

 You do not say how Charlie is. I wish you would let us hear about him. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/November_6
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1848
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/August_14
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1887
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 I am back again at work, as you see. I am a little better, but whether I shall ever be   

myself again I cannot tell. I have had eleven months of terrible depression and complete nervous 

exhaustion, taking the form of all kinds of distressing forebodings and delusions. What the cause of it has 

been nobody knows, but it is clearly some strain on the nervous system – as there is were other symptoms – 

due perhaps to excessive exercise. 

 However, the rest at Ilkley, the complete change in living and the moorland air did me good, and if 

I again lose ground I must try six months‟ absolute repose. 

 It is wonderful how much misery can be got out of a human being. 

 I have not heard of William for many months. I suppose he is going on preaching as usual. 

 Everybody in our family is well. 

 Best love to father and children. 

   

  Ever yours 

 

  W. Hale White 

 
45. (LTF 25) 

   

Wells House; Ilkley (1)  

22.February .88   

 

My dear friend 

 Jus a word to say that, if I am not forestalled, I should like to give Rick (2) his family Bible. You 

will let me know if I am in time. 

 I never saw such snow as there is here. The main road past our house to Keighley has been 

blocked since Sunday, and no cart nor horse has been across since then. There is a lane not far from us with 

five-feet stone walls on either side, and it is full, as far as I can see, very nearly level with the wall tops. 

 The beauty of the drifts on the moors is surpassingly wonderful. The wind has sifted, woven and 

twisted the snow into fantastic and exquisite curvature with exhaustless variation. 

 With best love to you all 

 

  W. Hale White 

(1) See letter 30 November 1887, and compare the Groombridge Diary, p. 172, „I have been there twice‟.  

(2) Their second son.  

 

 

46 (LTF 26)  

 

Wells House; Ilkley 

 5
th

 March 1888 

My dear friend 

 

Mrs White wishes me to thank you for your note to her announcing the arrival of another grandson to 

perpetuate still further a noble race.  

Last Sunday the road to Keighley was open for the first time for three weeks.  

Best love to all. I waver a good deal; a trifle better some days and depressed to despair on others. 

 

 Ever faithfully 

             W.Hale White 

 

47 PARK HILL 

CARSHALTON, SURREY 

15 April 1888 

 

My dear friend, 
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Some months ago, your husband lent me a book which he had on gout. Will you kindly lend it to me again? 

Will you also enclose with it the Voyage of the Beagle which I know is on your shelves? I shall not keep 

either of them for long. 

I am very anxious to hear about Charlie. I wish you would tell me all you know at full length., every 

symptom, whether he suffers from sleeplessness still, depression etc. etc. and what is the last report as to 

the presence of sugar. Willie says there was no sugar when he saw him. I told Willie I thought  he ought to 

write to you and say so. 

I am as anxious about the boy as if he were my own child. 

You will let me know when Rick is ready for the family Bible. 

With best love to everybody 

 

Ever faithfully 

  W. Hale White 

I was so vexed I could not see more of Richard. He called on me just as I was in the middle of opening a 

huge mass of tenders, a most serious calamity with us. It seemed so tantalising. I had so much to ask him 

 

48. The Admiralty 

14 May 1888 

 

My dear friend 

 

The Bible has been sent by parcels post today. 

 

I had great difficulty in getting a proper Bible of the revised version, but have succeeded although a much 

more imposing volume could have been obtained “authorized” 

 

With best love to all 

        Faithfully 

 

             W. Hale White   

 

23
rd

 July 1888 

 

49. To Mr Colenutt 

 

Your note is very kind and so is your wife’s – nothing I should like better than to go with you; but I have 

just come back from the sea; driven back I may say, and I was told that I ought not to have gone there.  

I have only a few more days leave and had thought of going for a day or two to Amesbury in order to see 

where I have never been. I have been assured that there is a pleasant inn at Amesbury; that it is and 

interesting town and that as I cannot stand fatigue, I shall find Stonehenge more accessible by way of 

Amesbury than by driving over from Salisbury. 

On looking at the map I observe that Amesbury is very approachable from Southampton. 

Suppose we three were to set out on Thursday and stay over Sunday, you would not be wanted on any of the 

intervening days at Ryde and if the borough business absolutely required, you could return without much 

difficulty. 

Let me know by return of post whether this proposed plan is possible for you. Give my best love to Mrs 

Colenutt. Mr Jackson and Stennett were here yesterday; both looking very well. 

 

                             Affectionately yours 

 

                                            W. Hale White 

 

Perhaps if you see any objection which is insuperable you might think of some other plan,. I should fancy 

that an inland change, especially to high ground would do Mrs Colenutt more good than the Island. 

Tunbridge Wells were there is a very good hotel, with Penshurst near had also attracted me, but perhaps 
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this is too far. It is not more than three quarters of an hour from Dorking where Mrs Colenutt says she 

means to go. 

 

50. (LTF 27.)  

 

Park Hill, Carshalton Surrey 4.12.88  

 

My dear friend 

 

I suppose you saw the announcement of Maccall‟s death.(1) I went to his funeral. I shrank very much from 

the duty, but it was clearly a duty, and now I am glad I was there, for I was the sole representative of his 

elder friends. His sufferings towards the end were terrible, and he prayed for release. I could perhaps, if I 

had the time and audience, say something useful about him, but I have neither one nor the other (2). 

 

We are in perplexities manifold just now. Ernest‟s (3)  works are burnt down, and I must remove him 

somewhere – where I cannot tell. My house is sold, and whither we shall go I know not. It was necessary to 

get rid of it because of official uncertainties, which, however, no sooner had I parted with it, seemed, 

instead of getting clearer, to curdle themselves into a darker confusion than ever. 

 

The problem with me is very complicated partly because of the great and continued expense of Ernest’s 

Education, partly because of the difficulty of finding house or lodging which suit Mrs White but mainly 

through the old trouble, lack of health. I am now writing to you, as a relief in the early morning, having 

struggled at 1.45 a.m. out of a nightmare with no sleep since. However, the rider must „call‟ on his horse, as 

they say in racing, and do his best not to lose disgracefully if he cannot win. 

 

Give my best love to father and the children 

 

                                     Faithfully yours 

 

   W. Hale White  

(1) Maccall, William (1812–1888), writer and public lecturer.  

 

(2)On page 40/41  in LTF there is a long footnote quoting from a letter to another friend 

 

(3) His third son. 

 

51.(LTF 28)  PARK HILL,  

CARSHALTON, SURREY.  

23 Jan: 1889 

In another month we shall leave this place. We have had a greatest difficulty in finding a house, because we 

want a bedroom on the ground floor. At last we have taken a farmhouse at Ashtead,  about as far in time 

from the office as Carshalton but more in the country. In many respects it is very inconvenient, but it has 

the three rooms downstairs. It has also a large garden and a paddock. What we shall do with these white 

elephants I don‟t know. I wish your husband were near. I send you our address when we leave. 

Ernest has gone to Gateshead. The works at Thames Ditton were entirely burnt down and as there seemed 

no prospect of work for some months, we decided upon a change. He is at Clarke, Chapman & Parsons the 

engineers. Poor fellow, we had such an experience when he got there. He was seized with a most violent 

attack of melancholy, despair and home-sickness. He wrote the wildest letter declaring he could not stop a 

day and it was with the utmost difficulty that we staved off his return from hour to hour, till in about a week 

he became a little calmer under the influence of a visit to friends there and a promise that one of us would 

come to him. I never saw such a case before and it was very horrible to me. In these nervous troubles the 

assigned cause is nothing. There is in us a capacity for misery altogether self productive- we say we are 

wretched because of this that and the other and it is all nonsense. “This that and the other” would not 

touch us if we were in health. Ernest I am grieved to say inherits a fatal nervous temperament, the only one 

however of the children who is cursed with it. 
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Dr. Johnson used to laugh at Boswell because he pretended that the weather depressed him. Johnson 

thought no rational man ought to allow clouds or fog to influence him. Yet he himself was tortured by 

hypochondria, and his rebuke to his friend most likely, like many censure which we pass of the same kind, 

was a judgement on his own weakness. I wonder what Johnson would have thought of this winter. Never in 

all my life have I seen such gloom. We have had literally no sunlight, but darkness aggravated by solid fog. 

Travelling has been an adventure, and the trains have gone anyhow or no how. It is possible that the myth 

of the day of judgement is really true, only that it is a kind of centralized picture of what is going to happen 

really by degrees, and that smoke and not fire will be the end of us? 

 Ask your husband, if he wants to refresh his memory with the most vivid description of Dissenting 

life in country places which has been written for a long time, to turn to the collected fragments of Richard 

Jeffries just published, called Field and Hedgerow, and read „ The country Sunday‟. 

Best love to him, yourself and the children  

 

   Faithfully yours 

 

   W.Hale White 

(1) Jefferies, Richard, 1848-1887 Field and Hedgerow British Library gives 1890 

 

52. PARK HILL,  

CARSHALTON, SURREY.  

 

 14 February 1889 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I had heard of the calamity at Croydon before I received your note and had written to Annie. 

I always thought her one of the bravest women, but, poor creature, she will need all her courage now. 

Death is terrible, but when it is more savage that when it takes away a child whom the mother has had the 

pangs of bearing, the trouble of teaching and is just beginning in its loveliness and brightness to reap the 

reward! I have never known that grief but I can imagine it. What should I do if the cruel demon had 

selected Ernest instead of Dorothy? I don’t think I could stand up again. 

There is no consolation, no philosophy, no creed which meets such a case and all I can do is assure you I 

feel for Annie her husband and yourself. 

Tell me when you write again something about Charlie and George, but do not write till you get our new 

address. We ought to have begun moving today, but the weather has stopped us. 

 

Ever affectionately and with lest love to your dear husband. 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

 
53. LTF 28. Street Farm, Ashted, Epsom  

 

1 July 1889 A card 

 

  Street Farm 

  Ashtead, Epson 

 

 1 July 1889 

 

My dear friend, 

 I want you to get your husband to promise to bring you here for a day or two including Sunday – 

next Sunday if possible. There is no fear of cold-catching now. Will you let me know by Wednesday if you 

will come. Do try and get him to do it. 
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 Have you heard anything from Exeter? I was told Willie had been sent to the Cape. I have not had 

a line from my cousin for twelve months nor has he been near us. I often have half a mind to write and ask 

him why he is so silent but I always somehow shrink from anything which looks like compulsion to 

intercourse or correspondence.  

 At the same time I would like to know what has apparently estranged him. 

 I have bought an astronomical telescope which you shall see – of course a very small one. 

The news of my existence lately has been a play “A Doll‟s House” by Ibsen the Norwegian, which has 

been acted at the Novelty. It was admirably put on the stage and I have never seen, except for Shakespeare 

a play which has a nobler motive or is more dramatic. The godly have screamed at it as immoral, but never 

mind. 

 Best love to all, Tell me how Charlie is. 

 Faithfully and affectionately, 

 

   W.Hale White. 

 

54. (LTF 31). Street Farm    

Ashtead, Epsom 

4 July 1889 

 

My dear friend 

 

 Next Friday week, the 12
th

 will suit us very well. As your husband was so successful in arranging 

the trains before, I will leave him to do it again. I hope we shall have clearer weather.  

 We have had only one opportunity of looking through the telescope, but we were able to see right 

into the craters of the moon and the dark shadows cast by the cliffs and mountains. In the unilluminated 

part there was one bright needle point showing the peak of a hill caught by the rays of the rising sun. 

 

 Best love to all 

 

 Faithfully and affectionately 

 

  W.Hale White 

 

55.  (LTF 32)  

 Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

19
th

 July 1889 

 

My dear friend 

 

 By this post I send you a copy of Ibsen‟s Nora, or Doll‟s House( 1) , the play I saw. 

 I was very sorry you could not stay to see the second play, the Pillars of Society.  I would not have 

missed it for a trifle, I can tell you. It greatly exerted me, and as the house was crammed with people who 

proved to be excitable too, Laughter and tears wrought upon me with almost too much power. 

 What an art the actor‟s is – evanescent enough, and yet I should be prouder to be such and actress 

as I saw last Wednesday than to be Prime Minister. 

 Best love to your husband and the children. Mind he reads the book and gives up that mayoralty in 

November. Not that he doesn‟t do a world of good, but when he is no longer mayor he will stay for Ibsen, 

to say nothing of  

 

 Your faithful servant 

   W. Hale White. 

 

(1)  Henrik Johan Ibsen   20 March 1828–23 May 1906 Doll‟s house 1879, Pillars of Society 1877 

 

56 .  
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Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom   

16 Jan: 1890  

My dear friend 

 

 I was very grieved to hear that your dear husband had been so ill. If it is not troubling you too 

much, please send me word how he is. I hope to come down for a couple of days before long. 

 Maud Chignell has been staying with us for a little while. I was glad to see her though I am afraid 

I put my foot in it dreadfully. I talked in the old, full blasphemous style, and not till the child had left 

did I discover that she had gone over to church and respectability and is about to be confirmed. I 

began to think that your stock and mine there must be something prerogative none of my children or 

yours “revert” to use a Darwinian phrase, but all remain in the church of the d _ d_ 

I had a most melancholy note from Mrs Severn this week. W. Ruskin is again, mentally, quite prostrate, 

unable to do a single thing.  

 I think I told you I went over to see Annie at Waddon a little while ago. She seemed better but still 

not happy and cheerful as she was years ago. Some shadow lay across her face and hardly ever 

completely shifted, not withstanding a smile now and then.  

 Mrs White has been very weak lately, very very weak. At times I do not know what to do. Her 

complaint is simply ferocious in its slow wasting cruelty. Yet William wrote to me the other day to tell 

me that there was no darkness in the world, otherwise God would not be God. 

 Best love to your dear husband and the children 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

 

   W.Hale White 

 

57. Admiralty 

  24
th

 April 1890 

My dear friend 

 

I wish you would send me a line to tell me how your husband is and what is the general news. 

 I was very glad of course to hear of the deserved tribute to his service. 

At the same time I hope that he does not consider the testimonial a payment for anything to be  done in 

the future and that he will not drown himself in town affairs  

For the benefit of what, after all, are an ungrateful and graceless lot. What I mean is that he and you 

& I ought to (blot) be off in June. If Switzerland is too far we will go to the Channel Islands – just 

handy, as the boat starts from Southampton or if Switzerland is not far enough then to the South Pole. 

Anything for a change & Christian society. 

Mrs White is in bed again completely prostrate  and we can hardly move her, the limbs are so rigid. 

These attacks come with increasing frequency.  

Best love to husband & all. 

Tell Charlie I am still without an account for the cigars. 

 Faithfully and affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

58.  

Lone to your husband (handwritten across corner – otherwise typed)  
Street Farm, Ashtead, Epsom 

  June 9th 1890 

 

Mr dear friend 

 Behold my new accomplishment. We were very sorry that you could 

not accept Molly’s invitation for I shall be going away for my 

holiday in about a fortnight and I do not know when I shall be able 
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to see you. William and his wife came to Ashtead for an hour or so 

last week; they had been in London for about ten  days. Fabian we 

hope to see on Saturday. If you did but know what this first 

exercise cost me. Literally my first, you could ask no more. I 

dedicate the somewhat imperfect result to you 

 

   Faithfully yours 

 

  W.Hale White (signed) 

 
59.  

Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

 17
th

 Oct 1890 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I am most sorry I cannot come. Molly is away and furthermore I cannot leave the office. But if all 

goes well, I hope to be at Ryde for a day or two about the first week in November. 

Our University Extension Lectures on Astronomy at Epsom prosper. Molly (when she is at home) and I 

go over every Wednesday night, there is a class afterwards. A good many people who go are, of 

course, church people, and it is instructive to not the difference of their attitudes towards lecture and 

sermon. They take notes of the lecture, talk about it afterwards, and ask questions. 

They don’t do that with the sermon. But the lecturer is the true priest, his lecture is the real religious 

service and the other – what is it? Couldn’t you make a move  - you and your husband can do anything 

in Ryde – to depose the Vicar and the minister in George Street and put the lecturer in his place? Best  

love to your dear “man” as the poor women here say and to yourself. 

 

  Ever yours W.Hale White 

 

Molly is going to Whitby.    
 

60. (LTF 33)  

 Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

15
th

 December 1990  

 

My dear friend 

 Mrs White and myself wish to thank you and yours for the very handsome present to Molly. It was 

so unexpected and so generous; and what moved me  more particularly was the thought of our long 

friendship – forty years now – as long and so intimate, that my child is treated now like one of your 

own. 

 I hope you have not suffered from the cold. Yesterday morning  the thermometer marked 14 

degrees at half-past five, and worse than the cold has been the fog; all the more irritating because it has 

been so shallow, so that the villages on the tops of the hills here have had unclouded  sunshine .We 

have not, of course, been so badly off as the  people in London. There, the darkness and filth have been 

dreadful. 

Molly is off this morning to a party at Reading!! Given by her old friend Mrs Price nee Page. I am going 

with her as far as Guildford. Willie‟s boy, my grandson, is greatly exercised over the logic of „Jack Sprat 

could eat no fat‟, &c. He cannot see the force of the last line, that they licked the platter clean; the reason 

being  that although it is affirmed that Jack could eat no fat it is not affirmed that he could eat the lean. 

Similarly with the wife. The child ought to be a lawyer. 

 This is nice stuff to put in a letter, but he is more interesting to me than Parnell or the Grand Old 

Man; and his chatter is better than politics, such politics at any rate as fill the newspapers. I don‟t believe 

there was ever such a time in our history when politics were such and utter sham, and such utter hypocrisy, 
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and so-much-by-all-thinking-creatures-to-be-condemned-and-neglected, as they are now. Some day there 

will be some politics which will be a little more serious and a little more startling. 

 

 Best love to your dear husband and the children. 

         Ever yours  

     W. Hale White 

61.  

Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

 

 10 March 1891 

 

My dear friend 

 

Many thanks for all the trouble which Alice & yourself have taken. Molly has wanted (?) a girl and I 

hope will be successful in catching her. 

 What a snow! The winter finishing most pluckily. We have had the worst frost in the memory of 

man and I think more snow has fallen in the last 12 hours that we have had in any 12 hours since the 

memorable day in 1881. 

Best love to father and all. Don’t forget Laverengro & Rosmersholm 

 

  Faithfully & affectionately  

 

   W.Hale White 

 

(Across the corner) I will lend you both these if you do not care to buy them. 

 
 

62  (LTF 34)  

Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

20 March 1891 

 

My dear friend 

 I am glad you have read Rosmersholm, (1) Please remember that the author may not have intended 

to make anybody a hero or heroine. As I said to you when I saw you, I think he meant to show what 

the effect of the new thought is, and may be expected to be, on people who are not strong enough to 

stand it. For my own part, I long for the time when men will turn away from these most barren 

discussions on God, immortality, and their own souls, and busy themselves a little more with science, 

or with the world of Shakespeare, Bacon, and Sir Walter Scott, or with their own gardens. 

 As for Rebecca West (2), she is very interesting to me, because she is so unsatisfactory, such a 

curiously composed creature, scheming the death of the wife for love of the husband, undoubtedly 

sympathizing with all his freedom schemes, refusing to marry him and bitten therefore with remorse, 

and finally determining to die with him. 

 Of such most unsatisfactory  composition are we all mixed, and the creature with one motive, like 

a pin stuck through him longitudinally, does not exist. 

 I do beg you to read Lavengro (3). 

 Read it in the large type three-volume edition, and recollect that I will lend it to you in a moment, 

as I have offered to do, if times are bad, and you don‟t want to buy it. I do wish you to buy it, though, 

and to keep it as a companion. I particularly wish you to tell me what your husband thinks of it. 

 We have been in trouble here lately. Mrs White has been very unwell again, and has been in bed 

for about a week. This is the third attack of utter prostration she has had this winter, and the worst. The 

cruel disease, I am afraid, and so Willie thinks, is beginning to affect the muscles of the lungs. Her 

patience and self forgetfulness for others, even when she can hardly speak, are extraordinary. Added to 

this, Jeanie and her children and nurse came here just before the snow-storm and were laid up, or at 
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least one of the children, were with bad colds which, in Leonard‟s case looked like laryngitis, and 

instead of going home in two or three days, have remained here ever since. In the midst of these 

calamities we had to change servants, and my dearest little Molly, being somewhat over done, was on 

the brink of fainting away one evening 

and became hysterical. However the snow is melting, the children are better, and the end of all things 

has not yet come. 

 

 

With best love to your husband & children from us all 

 

  Ever affectionately  

 

   W. Hale White 

  

(1) Henrik Ibsen 1886. 

(2) Not the author but a character in the play described as an „emancipated female‟ in a review in the 

times, 24
th

 Feb. 1891. However this was the source of the pen name used by Dame Cicily Isabel 

Andrews [née Fairfield], [pseud. Rebecca West] (1892–1983), writer, critic, and journalist 

(3) Lavengro : the scholar-the gypsy-the priest by George Borrow  British Library gives 1900 as first 

dated but some n.d.   

 
63.  

Street Farm, 

Ashtead Epsom 

  29 May 1891   

 

My dear friend 

It is very kind of you to send my grandson the book. I need hardly say how glad I was to see you again. 

I think I have settled to go to Malvern, not for long, but at any rate for a little while, and then to have a 

look at the country round about. I thought as I came home how very easy it is to come from Ryde to 

Ashtead. It is easier than going to Freshwater. You understand what I mean. Life is becoming short 

and in June or July to sit out in our paddock will be pleasant. 

Best love to your dear husband & the children. 

 

   Ever yours 

 

   W.Hale White 

 
64. Black bordered note paper. 

note Mrs Hale White died 1 June 1891 

 

To Mr Colenutt 

Street Farm, Ashtead, Epsom 

  30 July 1891 

 

My dear friend 

 I think I told you that I should soon have to turn out of this house. I have had a house offered to 

me on Walton Heath about 3 miles from this place with 2 ¾ of land and two cottages for £1050. The 

advantages are the situation – 550 feet above the sea and the frontage to the common: the 

disadvantages are the money which must be spent in repairs and the cost of maintenance. I should 

much like the advice of a friend and I know nobody upon whom I could rely as I could yourself. Cannot 

you and your dear wife come to Ashtead tomorrow and stay over the Bank Holiday. 

Do please if it is possible. Travelling tomorrow will be much better than on Saturday. 



32 

 

Send me a telegram telling me if you can come. You know how convenient it is to get here – no trouble 

– not the least. Your train leaves at 1.50 from Portsmouth Harbour and you change at Dorking. It 

really nothing and mother will not fear it more than going no the pier. 

 

  Ever yours 

 

   W.Hale White 

 
65 . (LTF 35). Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

8 August 1891  

 

My dear friend, 

Your note was very welcome, and your husband‟s visit and your own were most welcome. You 

diverted me for a time. I do not know if I will be myself again, but at present the outlook is as unhappy 

as it has been. In addition to the actual loss, I suppose the shock and excitement affected me, for my 

nerves are all in disorder night and day. It is difficult for an outsider to comprehend how this should 

be. He sees of course nothing but the death of a woman to whom death was a release. I think of five 

and thirty years ago, and think too that this history has ended as all things end. Furthermore you can 

hardly imagine what it is to be at once deprived of an outlet for what you feel most intimately. Much as 

children are  loved, it is impossible to impart to them all one hopes or fears. My poor wife daily heard 

from me what nobody now can hear, and offered a sympathy that no one else can give. The world, 

aware of so small a portion of what was in her shy, unpretending soul, would have been astonished 

perhaps that she could be of such service to me, but she was for me not for the world. The lesson of her 

heroic patience and perfect unselfishness was obvious to everybody, and that daily teaching has also 

departed. However,  no more on this topic. I wish that this Saturday was last Saturday, so far as your 

presence in concerned. I have no friends either so old or so close to me as your husband and yourself. 

 Molly sends her best love and so do I to both of you. 

 

   Ever affectionately 

   W. Hale White 

 

 66. (LTF 36.) Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

22
nd

 Oct 1891  

 

Mr Dear Friend, 

 

I am very glad to find that Yorkshire did your husband so much good. 

It is now, I believe, pretty well settled that before Christmas I shall be out of the Admiralty. If my 

health gains I shall not be sorry, but I must say I look forward with a little foreboding to the change. 

Suddenly to alter all one‟s habits at sixty is no light matter. However, it must be faced. We shall have 

to leave Ashtead, but where we shall go I do not know. The best and cheapest house we have seen is in 

a village in Bedfordshire, but I doubt the wisdom of seclusion in such a very remote and quiet corner. 

We wish of course to be accessible to Willie and Jeanie, who are most devoted to us and never leave 

for more than two Sundays – otherwise Ryde would be my choice, as I have always said. Willie says 

he would come to Ryde from Saturday to Monday, as he comes to Ashtead now, but he could not do it, 

I am sure. I shall be glad to get out of Street Farm. The place seems haunted to me, and just when I 

think I have managed to forget, everything returns as vividly as if there were no space between. 

I have heard nothing directly from William for four or five months. Maud wrote to Molly a few days 

ago. She is at home with nothing to do. 

Best love from us both to you your husband and the children. 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

    W.Hale White 
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67. (LTF 37)  

 4 Sydenham Terrace 

Newcastle-on-Tyne 

14 November 1891 

 

Molly and I are staying here for a few days with some friends. The male friend is a partner in a large 

shipbuilding firm; his wife, a singularly bright, cultivated woman. We, of course, also see Ernest. We 

were at Buxton for a fortnight, in order to experiment on its powers to put me in a little better order. 

For some weeks now I have suffered from irregular action of the heart and paefutation, so that at times 

there is almost stoppage. I do not mind the thing itself; but it is accompanied with a curious and a very 

depressed mental condition. What is the matter I do not know. The doctor says there  is  no organic 

disease; it may be this or that or gout or the Lord knows what. I know one thing, it is an instrument of 

torture – without pain – as bad as the wedges and boot. 

I go back to work next week, and about Christmas shall be out of the Admiralty. We shall instantly, if 

all goes well, set about finding a house, but I hope, before commencing the search, to come to Ryde for 

a day or two. I hanker after your town. It is more to me than any other town now; for although I have 

many friends in the place of my birth, they are not particularly close, and for some reason I dislike 

Bedford. My father‟s shade meets me at every corner when I go there. 

I have not seen Ruskin‟s poems. I hope that it is not a speculation on the part of Allen or the Severns 

and that the reprehensible modern practice of raking together everything a man has written however 

unworthy it may be, has not been imitated. I do not fancy you will find the poems the poems anything 

comparable  to Modern Painters I had a message form Ruskin a few days ago He is placid and happy, 

but never puts his hand to paper, not even to write a note. 

William came to Ashtead. I was very pleased to see him so well. His cheerful optimism is to me most 

wonderful and very refreshing. Please give my best love, in which Molly joins, to your dear husband 

and all the children. 

Ernest I am sure would also write   if he were here. The boy is working very hard, early and late, but 

he says it suits him and he is certainly stronger than ever.  His occupation is of a kind which permits a 

great deal of activity and long hours without injury. 

Jacks postal address is Brigham, Carlisle. The address for parcels by mail is Brigham via 

Cockermouth. 

   Most affectionately 

    W. Hale White 

68. (LTF 38) Berachar, Kerley Road 

West Bounrmouth 

31 Jan 1892  

 

My dear friend, 

  I was glad to have a note from Charlie telling me what was the state of affairs in Union Street. 

The influenza dangers I understand have disappeared  but your husband still suffers from the gout. If 

you have strength to send me a line or two, please write. I want to hear what you have been through; 

what dangers were imminent and what you escaped; whether Richard is much depressed and whether 

he is in bed. Every single detail about your dear selves will be interesting; more interesting than 

anything else to me, for I have thought about you incessantly, and when I heard that the pest was in 

your house I was alarmed. 

 

Fortunately we have escaped, so far, although I have suffered a good deal from other disorders, and that is 

the reason why we are here. We look on to the island, and a beautiful object it is. We can see the red lights 

of the Needles and St. Catherine‟s and my imagination goes beyond and almost sees Ryde.  Bournemouth 

was selected because it is warm and dry. It certainly is warm, for here we are on the 31
st
 January sitting 

with our window open, and it is like April or May. The place, however, has been so hideously ruined since 

I was here many years ago, that it would really appear as if some malignant spirit had been doing his best 

or his worst to counteract all the good that position and climate could accomplish by crowding on very inch 
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of land the most villainous heaps of bricks and mortar that were ever called houses. None of these shanties 

have gardens, and I suppose in a short time the whole coast from Christchurch to Poole will be a kind of 

Pimlico by the sea. At any rate, it is all laid out for the builder. 

 We are as far off as ever from finding a habitation for ourselves. We can see nothing to suit us, 

and I dread more than I can tell the dullness and isolation of a suburb like Ashtead or Carshalton in which 

there is not a single living stimulus or excitement. On the other hand, I cannot breathe in London. 

 If I were twenty years younger, or had three or four children about me and were strong and well, I 

should not mind living in a desert, but the case is a different as it now stands. 

Please give our best love to your husband and thank Charlie for his note.  

 

   Ever yours 

 

   W. Hale White. 

69.  (LTF 39) Street Farm 

Ashtead, Epsom 

21 March 1892 

 

My dear friend 

   On and after to-morrow fortnight, unless anything unforeseen intervenes, our address will be 

 

                                           9 High Wickham 

                                           Hastings 

 

We decided upon this place after long and most wearisome search. It is not exactly what I should like, but it 

is the nearest to it, and we must put up with it. It is very, very small, but it is high up, overlooks the whole 

of the old town and also overlooks the sea. It is on the East Cliff, very quiet and breezy, and is only ten 

minutes from the principal streets and shops. Hastings ha many most pleasant associations for me, and 

although it is greatly overbuilt, it is sunny and cheerful. The drawback is the lack of space, compared with 

Street Farm, and the minuteness of the garden. However, we have a spare room, and I thought that it would 

be better to have cottage just big enough for us, and spend our savings on seeing our friends, than to make 

more show and live up to the extreme of our income. At present, having been used to a somewhat free hand 

in expenditure, I do not quite know what reduction I can affect. I should like to know how you and your 

dear husband are: how you have survived the east wind and whether the influenza has left any disagreeable 

after effects – Write to me soon. Today has been my last day at the office! I don‟t deny that I could have 

made too much of the epoch – very easily, and have allowed myself to feel more than it would do me any 

good to feel; but I strive not to look that way. Thirty-eight years ago and a month over since I first sat down 

at a government desk, and how much has happened since then! The only remedy for such reflexions is to 

turn, as our old friend says towards the Eternities; continually to look upwards and forwards – never behind 

and below – and to evermore take interest in the newest authentic voices of the time.  

 

   With best love to yourself and Richard (1) 

 

   Ever yours 

 

                                           W. Hale White  

 

                            (1) The first time a first name is used for either of them!  

 

70. (.LTF 40) 

 9 High Wickham, 

 Hasting 

 

  27 April 1892  

 

 My dear friend 
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You will perhaps care for a line just to say we are now nearly settled , and I am beginning to ask myself 

how I can accommodate myself to this tremendous change.  

 We live in a curious little colony, quite separate from the rest of the town although a part if it, and 

apparently much inclined to be sociable. On of  our first visitors was a Mrs. Dannreuther (1), who also has 

a house in London. Her husband is a musician, gives concerts, writes music, was a friend of Wagner. She 

was Greek, a Miss Ionides, friend of William Morris, Burne Jones, Rossetti, &c., and it was through that set 

that she heard of us and we became acquainted. Another caller was Miss Betham-Edwards (3), novelist, 

&c. A third was a wild kind of creature, a traveller and ornithologist. Then a Miss Blackwell(2), poetess, 

says she is coming with her sister Dr Blackwell, both about 70. Do you remember a Dr. Blackwell, first of 

the women doctors who flourished in the profession about 30 years ago?  

 All this may turn out to be amusing, but as for friendship, that is another tune. People don‟t make 

friends after they are 60. However, so far what we purposed to do we have done. We have secured a very 

cheap, although very small house, dry, decently built, bathed in sunshine and air beyond any house I ever 

saw. The weather we see and hear up on this hill is rather surprising. From my bedroom I can just discern 

Eastbourne, and you may imagine what the south westerly wind means in such a situation. Oh, how I wish 

you and your dear husband were here. I think you ought to write up „Hastings‟  in your bedroom as a 

constant reminder. It is not so far. From St. Catherine‟s I should think you could see Beachy Head, and 

Beachy Head seems to us here in clear weather. You would find the place very amusing, and to sit on the 

parade gives you more variety even than that celebrated window in Union Street. 

 We have a very, very small garden, but I think plants will grow in it as it has so much sunshine 

and air. Will you ask Charlie to remember me if he has any roots or cuttings of flowers to spare? Just now 

is a bad time, of course, but perhaps he will not forget me a little later on. Anything will be most welcome, 

for as the space is so limited we must make as much of it as we can. At present it is absolutely empty. 

 At odd moments I have been reading Les Miserables again. What a wonderful book it is; how 

daring and yet how loyal! With all its audacity it stands on the firm rock. 

Best love to Richard & the dear children. Molly sends her best love to. 

 

    Ever Yours 

    W. Hale White   

 

 

(1) Mrs Sophie Dannreuther – husband Dannreuther, Edward George (1844–1905), her name Sophie.  

 

(2) Dr. Blackwell - Blackwell, Elizabeth (1821–1910), physician 

 

(3) Miss Betham-Edwards - Edwards, Matilda Barbara Betham (1836–1919), writer. Still mentally 

alert, Matilda Betham Edwards died at 1 High Wickham, Hastings, on 4 January 1919, aged eighty-

two, after suffering a stroke. Her body was cremated at Ilford crematorium five days later. She made 

bequests to the Ipswich and Hastings museums. 

  (from ODNB)  

 
71. (LTF 41) 9 High Wickham, Hastings 

 3 June 1892 

 

My dear friend, 

  

 I believe my cousin goes back to Exeter today. He has been staying with Mr. Hill. He said he was 

coming to Hastings, but he wrote afterwards backing out, on the ground that the journey would be too 

much for him. as you ask only for his London address I have not forwarded your note, not knowing whether 

you wish it sent to him if he is at home. 

I think about your moving more than perhaps you suppose. There is no house in this wide world save my 

own, which has been to me like Union Street. It has been a home, and I could always go in and out as I 

liked. I shall have a tablet put upon it. 

“In this house lived for five and forty years two perfectly honest, happy persons, man and wife, who knew 

how to make other people honest and happy too. So says the friend, who, on this tablet, gratefully records 

the good days spent here.”  
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Best love to yourself your husband and the children. 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W.Hale White 

 
72. (LTF 42)  

 

Derwent View, Fitz Road 

 Cockermouth, 

  August 1892 

 

My dear friend 

 I should like to have just a word from you to say how you and your belongings are, and whether 

you have moved. 

 Molly and I have been here for about ten days. We came to Cockermouth in order to be near Jack 

and his wife who live at Brigham, about a mile and a quarter to the east of us. They are both well, and she 

is lovelier than ever. Willie, his wife, and children are at a farm-house hard by. We are not in amongst the 

mountains but close to them, and in many respects this is better. They lie in a magnificent extended heap to 

the south of us, and the sights we have seen, especially at sunset, are beyond all words. Criffle, just across 

the Solway, rises like a cloud about 20 miles northwards, and all the Redgauntlet  country is between. No 

more mountain climbing, however! An end has come to that, as an end comes to all things, and I content 

myself now with gazing on the hills from their feet. 

 Do you know, I never go into a new land without wishing I had your husband with me. I always 

think of him and his interest in all that goes on in the earth, and I want him to tell me about the strange 

sheep and the strange cattle. The milk here, by the way, is abominable. It is cheap enough, 3d a quart, but is 

water itself compared with the milk of the south. How long we shall remain in these parts I don’t know, but 

we shall certainly call on Kate as we go back if all is well. 

 What I want more particularly to hear about yourselves is whether either of you will feel the 

removal. If you wish to beguile any cares buy two little pocket volumes 10d each, by M.E.Wilkins (1), 

called A Humble Romance and  A Far-away Melody.  They are a collection of short New-England stories. 

Doubtless you have heard of them. Don‟t forget them, and tell me what you think of them. I think they are 

very good, although I do not mean to claim the first rank for them. I have been reading Consuelo (2)  again 

for the second or third time, and this time in French. So much is left out in the English translation, and 

some of the best things are omitted. What a book it is! 

 Emerson somewhere talks about Consuelo  as a new figure in literature, and so she is; a new, 

living thing, a real extension of humanity. She is all on the right side too. Love from us both to yourself 

your husband and the children. 

 

   Ever yours 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

I was asked to write something for the Shelley Centenary. It appears in the August number of the 

Bookman. It is called „ Our Debt to France, and may interest you. I haven‟t got a copy or I would send you 

one. 

(1) WILKINS, afterwards FREEMAN, Mary Eleanor. A Humble Romance and other stories. 1887 & 1892 

A Far-away Melody: and other stories. 1890 1891 

(2)  Consuelo  by George Sand  1852 

 

73. (LTF 43) 

 9. High Wickham, Hastings 

  7 November 1892 

My dear friend, 

http://catalogue.bl.uk/F/7G8F5PI2YYEGRDJXFHNNKANPQEX1L5RDKXBJTLXLVF49PS4127-54177?func=full-set-set&set_number=120913&set_entry=000004&format=999
http://catalogue.bl.uk/F/7G8F5PI2YYEGRDJXFHNNKANPQEX1L5RDKXBJTLXLVF49PS4127-79466?func=full-set-set&set_number=121096&set_entry=000001&format=999
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Molly is away in London on a visit to her brother. Until she returns, I cannot say when I can leave. I have 

to go to Colchester, partly on business, at the end of the month. You may be sure, however, that I will come 

to Ryde as soon as possible. I will write again about it before long. 

I have thought more about Tennyson‟s death (1) than I should like to say or could say. Ruskin may not be 

considered as silent for ever, and the prophets and poets of my day have all departed. However, it is best 

not to dwell on these things. I try as much as possible to find something to do. I have at least six months‟ 

work on a new preface for a second edition of my Spinoza (2) for it involves a re-reading of him through 

from end to end and a biography. 

Have you seen Miss Jewbury‟s letters to Mrs Carlyle? (3)  They are very good. There is no straining, no 

pretence to philosophy, but they are very natural, very genuine, very entertaining and often very wise. Best 

love to Richard- 

   Ever yours 

  W. Hale White  

(1) Tennyson died 6 October 1892 

(2) Ethic by Benedict De Spinoza (2
nd

 Ed. 1894)  

(3) Jewsbury, Geraldine Endsor (1812–1880), novelist and journalist. The correspondence led to lifelong 

friendships with both Thomas and Jane Carlyle: despite many vicissitudes in their relationship, Jewsbury 

became Jane Carlyle's closest friend.   

 

74. (LTF 44)    

  9 High Wickham, Hastings 

  4 May 1893 

My dear friend 

 I was much shocked to hear of Vicat Cole‟s death (1). I wrote to Polly and had a note in reply, 

very affectionate, from her daughter Maud. I understand her father had been ailing for some time, although 

nobody expected such a sudden end 

I had heard from William just before and he seemed pretty well, but I dare say he has been much affected 

and  maybe, anxious for I do not suppose there is much left behind.. I have not seem anything of the Coles 

for many years, and what they may be now I do not know, but in such cases the persons present before us 

are the persons present before he was a youth, was a lovable creature.  

 We are in a sort of tepid excitement here about the golf club, to which I belong. It seems 

tradespeople are not eligible, and I want to have some fun out of the resolution, more fun than I shall get 

out of the game. It is a most comical distinction. Three clerks already are admitted, but   of the principal 

business-men in the town was told not to consider himself a candidate! The dentist is a member, but his 

brother, the druggist, is excluded. How very singular our proceedings must look when seen from the 

heights of heaven! I wonder if the good God ever laughs. If he does his laughter at times must be 

inextinguishable. The Homeric gods laughed, as we know, and in that respect were immeasurably superior 

to Jehovah. Their laughter, in fact, atones for much of their terrible laxity of morals. 

 Molly is going north soon. She has an invitation to spend some time with a Mrs Wybergh in 

Cumberland, who lives in the most romantic house I ever saw, a large old ancestral mansion facing the 

south of the hill-side looking over lawns and meadows to the blue mountains of Crummock. She took 

rather a fancy to Molly when we (were) last in that part of the world, and it will do the child good to have 

such an entire change of scenery and ways of living. I am asked to go too, but I would rather be at Ryde. 

However, I suppose I shall venture, especially as I shall be only three miles from Jack and Agnes. 

I often think of your garden and have thought much more of it during the drought. Does your husband ever 

recollect the like? Is the Judgement Day going to enact itself gradually, that is to say, are we to be burnt by 

degrees? Best love to both of you and the children. 

  Ever yours 

 

   W.Hale White 

 

Don’t forget the vine and remember that you and Richard and William & myself must all contrive to meet 

this summer. 

 

(1) Cole, George Vicat (1833–1893), landscape painter, 
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75.  
9 High Wickham, Hastings 

  18 Dec 1892 

My dear friend, 

 

How would it suit you if I were to come to Ryde about the middle of January for a day or two if all goes 

well? My niece. Dolly Chisolm, will be here then, and, as Molly will have a companion, I could leave 

comfortably. If however you will have any visitors, or it will in the slightest degree inconvenient, I will fix 

for some other time, or rather you can. I would rather have you both to myself. I have been to Colchester 

and came back about ten days ago .I found two old  friends, Kent by name, man and wife, cheery, happy 

and sound in mind and body, barring a little lameness and deafness on the part of the husband.. He is 

about 86 and she is over 80, and their golden wedding is far in the past. He has only just retired from the 

corporation and the bench; but even now he looks after his own affairs, to some extent at any rate. It was 

very pleasant to hear his laughter and see his radiant smile. One evening while I was there the Dissenting 

parson came in, the man who preaches in the chapel where Davies used to preach. I have not been in the 

company of a Dissenting parson for years. He is a big, weighty animal, centre of the Dissenting cause; 

looks as if he could not imagine anybody outside the said cause or not recognizing him as the pivot thereof; 

as if all the rest of creation was to be waved away as immaterial. He is, withal, about as commonplace as 

nobody but a parson can be, save a hack newspaper writer. One of his phrases was “there can be no doubt 

that drunkenness and profligacy are injuriously on the nation”!! 

 Consider now my dear infidel the pit out of which you and your husband have been digged. Are 

you not glad you are not in it now, “sitting under” a reverend gentleman of this type? 

Best love to yourself & Richard. 

 

Molly is not up yet but I am sure she would send you her love too. 

 

 Affectionately yours 

 

  W. Hale White  

I was going to add love to Charley & George but I am not sure if you are living with you. 

 

76.  
  9, High Wickham  

  Hastings 

17 Jan: 1893 

My dear friend 

 I think I must postpone my visit a little bit until the weather really moderates. Not only do I 

somewhat dread travelling, but I would rather come with a chance of a little sunshine and the possibility of 

going out of doors. It seems a pity to go as far as Ryde and not be able to have a look at the country round. 

Yesterday here was dreadful, snow, sleet and rain, and this morning the old leathern sky has again 

returned with frost. 

I do hope you protect yourself well. Keep a fire in your bedroom and see that your husband does not get a 

chill by wandering about Ryde. Cold is very bad for the digestion. 

 

We both send our love 

  Ever afftly 

  W. Hale White 

 

77.  
9, High Wickham 

Hastings 

 

 25 Jan: 1891 

 

My dear friend 
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If the weather continues open, I think I might come next Friday or Saturday. It does look so ill-mannered to 

shilly-shally in this way; but I have good reason to be timid. The last time I had a bad cold, it got into my 

stomach, and was almost choleric for a little while. Furthermore, for a whole month now, off and on, I have 

been under the dentist’s hands pestered with abscesses. So you must forgive me. I want to come very badly 

as you see. Don’t write, unless you will be engaged, and I will send you another line later on in the week. 

Best love to your dear husband. 

 

  Affectionately yours 

   W. Hale White 

 

78.  
9, High Wickham,  

Hastings 

 25 Jan: 1893 

My dear friend 

 

If all goes well, I shall come on Friday next by a train which reaches Portsmouth Harbour from Brighton 

at about noon. I don’t know what time the boat arrives at Ryde. Till then and always and with love to your 

husband. 

 

Ever afftly 

W, Hale White  

 

79. To Mr. Colenutt 

 

9, High Wickham 

Hasting 

  4 Feb: 1893 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I send you the papers about the gas cooking. The name of the firm that supplied my brother-in-

law’s cooking range is Saggatt Ho. 100 Shaftsbury Avenue, London. They are the London agents. It would 

be worth your while to send for drawings if only to see how ingenious the invention is. 

 The drawings of my own grate I will let you have as soon as I can find it. 1/6 in stamps herewith 

for Woods bill for mending my portmanteau 

 Please, on Molly’s behalf, thank Mrs Colenutt for the socks and seeds. We shall of course plant 

the seeds but we don’t know whether to put them in the open or in a pot.  

Let me have what you wrote about the vine. I shall forget half of what you told me before the time arrives. I 

heard an odd story about Wix (1) who used to be parson at Swanmore. 

 A lady friend of ours here once stayed at Swanmore rectory house with G. H. Lewes (2), George 

Eliot (3)  and Madame Bodichon (4) . Wix had let the house and it was Christmas time. On Christmas day 

Lewes said he had a surprise by way of Christmas dinner. A dish was brought up with great ceremony; the 

cover was whipped off and lo! There was a scourge with which Wix was in the habit of flagellating 

himself!!. This tale was told me the day before yesterday and my authority is a very exact veracious person. 

I enjoyed my visit very much, save Charley’s expulsion from his bed. 

 Love from us both to yourself Mrs Colenutt & kind regards to Mr Wright if he is still with you. 

    Faithfully yours 

    W. Hale White 

 
(1)Wix , Edward (1802–1866) the eldest son of the Rev.  Samuel Wix (1771 – 1861) became archdeacon of 

Newfoundland and, later, vicar of Swanmore, near Ryde, Isle of Wight. 

(2) Lewes, George Henry ( 1817 – 1878)  

(3) Eliot, George (1819 – 1880) Novelist real name Mary Ann Evans 

 (4) Bodichon, Barbara Leigh Smith (1827–1891), artist and women's activist… In the early 1850s she met 

Marian Evans (George Eliot), who regarded Barbara as her „first friend‟ (George Eliot Letters, 3.63) 
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80.  
9, High Wickham 

 Hastings 

 17
th

 June: 1893 

My dear friend 

I met Rich accidentally in London on Wednesday and he told me how ill you had been. If you are still too 

unwell to write yourself, will you get somebody to send me a line to say how you now are. 

The drought, which set in with us on the 7
th

 March, remains almost unbroken. We have not had more than 

half an inch of rain since that date, and this morning it seems further off than ever. 

 I cannot say any more now for I want this note to reach you before Monday. 

  Love to your husband. 

  Affectionately yours 

  W. Hale White 

 

81. (LTF 45) 

9, High Wickham 

 Hastings 

 

 23 Oct.  1893 

 

My dear friend, 

 I sent a message to you through Charlie some weeks ago, asking you to write. I am very glad to 

hear from you. I wish my friends would but realize how eager a retired man is to have news of those for 

whom he cares. I almost forget where we were when I last wrote. I don’t think I told you that after many, 

many years of separation I saw my cousin Polly. She was very much as she always was and apparently 

delighted to see me, but I cannot enlarge upon that subject. It is a dismal story. Not that she admits 

anything. It is but natural she should not. 

 We were a long time up in the North, first at Gateshead and then near Jack, thus escaping the heat 

and drought and, worse than all, the trippers at Hastings. Both the children are well and Agnes is very well 

too, all the better I believe because at last a son or daughter is expected. It is to be a marvellous creature, 

will cost nothing “no need to worry about additional expense” etc.etc. Ernest is absorbed in his business, 

which is good for him. 

 Willie is very well, but he and his wife have had a bitter disappointment. They have prayed for a 

girl and the girl came last week but it was born prematurely and died directly afterwards. So much for my 

own family. Of William I have not heard since his return from Cadgwith. He wrote to me just before he 

went there and seemed happy and strong. I was told he preached for 55 minutes a Sunday or two ago. As 

this must be equivalent to about four columns of the Times I gather that he cannot as yet be suffering from 

decrepitude. 

 As for myself I have neither read, seen, nor done anything remarkable. I have been rather busy in 

conjunction with my friend Miss Stirling, now M.A., in getting ready for the press a new edition of my 

Spinoza, and I have written a new preface of about 100 pages. What I would do without Miss Stirling I 

don‟t know. She is a character, a good speaker for one thing, and a most accomplished scholar, although I 

don‟t think she is more than thirty. We have had also another woman worth knowing   Miss Maitland, 

Principal of Somerville Hall, Oxford (1) Her account of the young women of the new generation was 

interesting. The old order passes away, and although there is a tendency in me to protest against the girl of 

the modern University type, trained as men are trained and with men, I must be on my guard, I find, against 

mere prejudice and unreasoning Conservatism, and I cannot help admitting that there is something more 

attractive in her than in the uneducated creature of fifty years ago who frequently had not a single 

intellectual sympathy. A gentleman at this moment is staying here who is in the observatory at Greenwich. 

He tells me they have two young women there now, as astronomers, and they are admirable for their 

scientific knowledge, patience and accuracy. 

 Oh me, it is a brilliant, sunny morning after a Sunday of dismal cloud! How I wish I were on 

Wootton Bridge with a high tide and the prospect of walking home for dinner with you!. I never shall 

forget that morning I was there! The view, although the place is not now a show place, was singularly 

attractive to me. I want very much to come to Ryde. I was on the point of coming a few days ago to ask 
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Richard‟s advice about a business matter, but it has settled itself. I want my annual dose of Ryde to set me 

straight, of you and your husband and the dear children and the country. Alas! It must be postponed. 

 

 Love from us both to yourself and all 

 Faithfully and affectionately 

 

  W.Hale White 

 

( 1)  Miss Hutchison Stirling‟s description of Mark Rutherford‟s personal appearance, by the way ought to 

be preserved (I found it in an obituary notice in the Inquirer 29 March 1913 quoting from her account in 

the British Weekly  of the one occasion on which they met): - „ A ruddy, apparently robust, almost sailor-

like man‟ She had to recover from „ the first surprise‟ . Miss Stirling is to be congratulated for not allowing 

her surprise to blind her to what she really did see at the time. The same sailor-like look struck me again 

and again; - an artic explorer, as I often told him. Compare his own words about Bunyan‟s portrait on the 

Life (p. 73) „The face is a poet‟s, and it is also the face of a man who would be obeyed. It is the face of the 

author of the Pilgrim’s Progress, but it might be the face of a great admiral or general.‟ (this note is in LTF, 

ed.)  

(2) Maitland, Agnes Catherine (1849–1906), college head, When in 1889 Miss Maitland was appointed 

warden of Somerville Hall, Oxford, Lord Aberdare described her as „a thorough lady‟ (Adams, 45), 

possibly defensively, if some had contrasted Miss Maitland with her predecessor, Miss Shaw-Lefevre. 

Somerville now had a principal for whom it was a home and a livelihood. Her ambitions for the hall were 

unlimited. In 1893 electricity replaced oil lamps, and the building of a gatehouse and lodge (demolished in 

1932 when the Darbishire Quadrangle was built) gave Somerville a presence on the Woodstock Road. In 

1894 the hall became a college. 

 

 

82. 9 High Wickham, Hastings 

 

 17April 1874 

  My dear friend 

 Looking into the advertisement columns of the Times quite accidentally yesterday I saw the 

announcement of George’s marriage. Not a syllable have you said to me, nor has any other Ryde creature, 

save Mary, who, casually, in a note about some hot water bottles some weeks ago, observed that the 

wedding would soon take place. Why have you not written, or, if there were any cards why have you not 

sent some to me? This last question it strikes me ,is very rude, but you can easily evade a disagreeable 

answer. Where are they going to live, were you present at the ceremony, how did it go off. All this re re. I 

want to know, and above everything how you and your husband are. There is no chance of my seeing you 

for a long time to come and you must therefore be explicit and ample. Best love from us both. 

  

 Faithfully yours 

   W. Hale White 

 

83. ( LTF 46) 

9 High Wickham, Hastings 

  24 June 1894 

My dear friend 

It was very pleasant to see your handwriting again. I wish there were chance of some more this dark 

miserable Sabbath morning. We have had the strangest weather here this month, little sun, wet, and driving 

grey cloud which has shut out the blessed celestial light altogether. Sunday is a day on which I cannot 

endure gloom: if fact I never care much for Sundays and am glad when they depart. We do not observe 

them in any particular way, but the behaviour of the world outside is contagious. 

As for stars, I don‟t know, but they may have gone out altogether. I have been waiting to catch one 

particular star for three weeks, but in vain. One day, however, we had some pure sunshine, and as I had a 

spectroscope lent me, I managed to see for the first time in my life what are called the „prominences‟, that 

is to say, the solar eruptions, enormous masses of ruddy hydrogen flame shooting some seventy or eighty 

thousand miles above the sun‟s edge. I shall never forget that spectacle. 
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I have heard once or twice from my cousin William lately. He has been in London and wanted me to stay 

with him at his friend‟s, Mr. Jones‟s house. It was very kind of both of them to ask me, but I could not go. 

Mr. Jones‟s ways are so different to my own (bed about 2 a.m., breakfast at 10.30 a.m. or 11, and endless 

distraction) that I dared not venture. 

Molly and I start on our travels about the middle of next month. We go northwards, of course, and perhaps 

may extend our journey to see my cousins and my friends in Edinburgh. One our way we may accept an 

invitation to – where do you think? – to One Ash, Rochdale, John Bright‟s (1) old house!. We have learnt 

to know his eldest son, J.A. Bright, the present member for Birmingham. I should very much like, as Molly 

will probably be in London a short time, to call at Ryde, were it only for a few hours. I suppose I should 

find you at home? 

I have now nearly finished a re-reading of Carlyle‟s (2) Frederick  (3) Every time I take up Carlyle, a new 

Carlyle is revealed to me, and I may say a greater. There are some men who stand for that which is definite; 

for a particular set of truths, or for a particular aspect of human life; and however interesting or important 

these truths or that aspect may be, we feel that their representatives are limited and we soon exhaust them. 

Carlyle, however, belongs to a different order and is infinite. The Frederick is to me the great modern epic, 

the Iliad of a man who was driven into the most desperate extremities; so desperate that destruction seemed 

absolutely certain, but who did not yield and was finally victorious. That unquenchableness is what has 

drawn Carlyle to him; and what more precious doctrine is there, even for us poor work-a-day creatures? My 

enthusiasm for Carlyle grows as I grow older, taking into account the incapacity for enthusiasm which 

accompanies old age. 

Oh, how I wish you and Richard would come here, and that I could show you Winchelsea and some of the 

wonderful old houses in Sussex! I never saw a county so rich in lovely architecture. Why won‟t you.  

 Love from Molly and myself to both of you and the children. 

   

  Ever faithfully and affectionately 

   W. Hale White 

 

1) Bright, John (1811–1889), politician, 

2) Carlyle, Thomas (1795–1881), author, biographer, and historian, 

3) Frederick – biography of Frederick the Great of Prussian Vol 1 & 2 1858 

 

84.  
 9 High Wickham 

  Hastings 

  28
th

 June 1894 

My dear friend, 

 By next Thursday you mean the 28
th

, Coronation Day? (1) The flags are flying and I will suppose 

that they are flying, as they ought to be, for the wedding as well as for the coronation. My thanks that 47 

years have been allowed to pass. 44 years, then, since I came to Union St. and saw the little bright eyed 

wench in the little room, at the back; and our friendship still remains! 

 Too old to read a big book! The question is how old you and your husband are. I should say in the 

prime of youth. Molly wants very much to come with me to Ryde and see you again. If you cannot give her 

a bed she can easily go on to London the same evening. She would at any rate catch a glimpse of you

 Love from us both to yourself & your husband and any child at home 

  Faithfully & affectionately yours 

  W.Hale White. 

(1) Queen Victoria was crowned at Westminster Abbey on 28 June 1838 

 

85.  (LTF 47) 

  9 High Wickham 

  Hastings 

My dear friend 

 I had hoped to have answered ere this your last letter in person but I have not been much inclined 

to move and have stuck here through the summer. I am afraid I have done wrong and that I ought to have 

conquered the temptation, for I am certain that monotony does no good to anybody, and that excitement 

and change, within limits, are necessary to health. You, of course, do not feel the necessary of variation of 
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condition as I do, for you have children all around you and your husband and business, so that each day 

wears a different aspect. However, I do trust I shall be able to vanquish my inertia before long and to see 

you all once more. 

 I was at Brighton yesterday, just to catch a glimpse of my old friend Holyoake (1) again. He is 

now 74, but as busy as ever, lecturing and making speeches, and hid enjoyment of life is very keen. While 

with him I read a letter from Francis Newman (2), who is now close upon 90, and it is in the same clear, 

neat hand which I remember 40 years ago. He is still well, and has just published a new book. 

 I do not wish you and your husband would come here. I should love to show you Winchelsea and 

something really old. You ought every now and then to see a genuine and lovely piece of antiquity, living 

as you do in a town which is new. You are almost within sight of us! Won‟t you relent?  

Molly has just returned. We both send our love to you and to your husband. 

 Your affectionate friend 

  W. Hale White 

 

(1) Holyoake, George Jacob (1817–1906), freethinker and co-operator. 

(2) Newman, Francis William (1805–1897), classical scholar and moral philosopher 

 

86. (LTF 48)  

    9 High Wickham, Hastings 

  15 Nov 1894 

My dear friend, 

 I am very glad to hear you are better. I believe I know exactly when you caught that chill. I was 

upset, and half a dozen people amongst friends and acquaintances were down at the same moment. 

 What a time we have had of it the last few days! Part of the sea-wall went; the houses along the 

front were barricaded, and the rain came down and continued to come in torrents. 

 I am rather proud of Minnie‟s (1) success, because I always counselled that she should stick to her 

drawing. She seemed to me to have a real talent for it. The next time you see her mother ask her if she has 

forgotten the earwigs at Epsom. This week a lady called on us bringing a friend who happened to be 

staying with her. This friend, who now lives near Bournemouth, said she once lived in Epsom. I enquired 

where, and it turned out that it was in the house where Mary caught the earwigs. Are not such coincidences 

wonderful? 

 I am much grieved to hear about Willie Chignell I knew he was very ill. A Mr Grant, a friend of 

William’s, who is lecturing at Hastings and comes up here occasionally to see me, told me Willie was ill, 

and W. Harry Hill, who seems to have had some direct communication with him, thinks he will never 

return. 

It is better your husband should not be mayor, although I am glad he was suggested. Nobody would have 

suggested him here. Hastings is enough to make one despair of municipal government. It could hardly have 

been worse before the Municipal Corporations Act. It does, however, one service: it tries faith in principles. 

If a man can believe, as I firmly do, in local self-government after a twelvemonth in a town like this, he has 

the pleasant conviction that he is not a reed shaken with the wind. 

 We have not stirred from home this year, save backwards and forwards to London for a day. I 

must go and see Jack soon, but I do dread the long railway journey more than you would believe. 

 If I had received your note in time yesterday – I was out all day – I would have written to wish you 

my heartiest wishes for many happy returns of the epoch. However you know all about that. We both send 

our best love to you, and to father and the children. 

 Faithfully & affectionately  

 W. Hale White 

I was sorry when Froude (2) died, although the harm he has done is immense. That Carlyle life can never 

be forgiven, at least by me 

(1)    Their granddaughter.  

 . 

 (2) Froude, James Anthony (1818–1894), historian and man of letters Carlyle's Early Life, appeared in 

1882, the Letters and Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle in 1883; and the third and fourth volumes of the 

biography, Carlyle's Life in London, in 1884. 
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  (3) note from LTF. This and a similar judgement on p. 84 (letter LTF 58) should be compared with the 

more restrained and, of course, carefully considered footnote in „A Visit to Carlyle@, Pages from a 

Journal. 

 

87. (LTF 49) 

   9 High Wickham 

 Hastings 

  10 Feb: 1895 

My dear friend 

 I was very glad to see your handwriting. It showed that you were not beaten by the weather of the 

last fortnight. Such weather! The foreshore frozen, fieldfares close to the house, a thing I never say before, 

and all in February. Nevertheless, yesterday, with such a low thermometer, the air was so still and the sun 

so brilliant, that I sat out of doors as if it was summer. It was a realization of Davos. 

I did not leave home last year. I have not slept out of my own bed since the autumn of 1893. I hope I shall 

be more courageous in 1895, and, of course, if I am, I shall go to Ryde. We think of moving in a few weeks 

to a house a little lower down, but still in High Wickham. We are so pinched for room here that we hardly 

manage to take in a very lean friend, and Molly needs society now and then. She has been unwell lately. No 

organic disease, but emaciation, depression, loss of interest in all her surroundings, and occasionally kind 

of fainting accompanied by hysteria. I have had the best advice I could command, but nothing seems to be 

of much service. She is a trifle better just now, but she had relapses. When the summer comes, I must try to 

persuade he to leave home for two or three months, but it is very difficult to get her to face a journey. The 

fact is she needs a mother like you. 

 As to myself, I have done nothing worth doing lately, and day after day passes rather too evenly. I 

miss London a good deal, and the one or two people there who are near to me, and if I could afford it and 

could stand the smoke, I would go back. I don‟t know if you saw in the Times a report of a paper by me 

read at the meeting of the British Astronomical Association on sunspots. (1) It was not particularly 

interesting. The paper was only as long as this note, and it took me two years to write it. There was also a 

sort of biography in the Athenaeum of Chapman the publisher, which I contributed by request, as I knew 

him so well. 

   As to books, there is mercifully no need whatever to read anything new. We are entering another 

barren epoch in literature, and we must be thankful that we have lived through, or partly in, one of the most 

glorious periods in English poetry, philosophy, and art. Excepting in the reign of Elizabeth, there nothing 

like the era from 1775 to 1885. Ruskin now is the last, and after him the deluge. To understand to what we 

are coming, you ought to borrow from a circulating library one of the widely-read novels. I don‟t mean the 

confessed trash, but one praised by „culture‟ I particularly recommend to you a thing called Keynotes  (2) 

which is cracked up to the skies. It was sent to me as an example. Do get it and tell me what your verdict is. 

 I wish your husband were here. This place would amuse him. We are half a century behind Ryde. 

Hastings is an old-fashioned, corrupt, jobbing, rotten, borough, and its municipal government is a joke. It is 

so odd. It knows no line of cleavage in thought, except between the most commonplace Dissent, and 

equally commonplace Church of Englandism; and Dissenter and Churchman go at one another, hammer 

and tongs, in the weekly newspaper, column after column every week, upon all the old, dead difference, 

just as if all the world was included in All Saints or Bethesda and must belong to one or the other. I want to 

hear also what Richard would have to say about Local Veto, which in another burning coal hear. I hope he 

doesn‟t believe in it. We have learnt something about the Gothenburg system (3) from Mr. Bright, whose 

family are staying here, and it interests me much. He thinks Birmingham would be prepared to try it if the 

house of Commons would permit. The teetotallers, however stop the way. They are rabid and implacable. 

 When you write again tell me something about all the children, each one of them, and how Minnie 

succeeds with her drawing. My boy Ernest, by the way, the one at Gateshead, had an offer to go to the 

Zambezi a few days ago, but I don‟t think he will accept it. 

 With best love from us both, to yourself, your husband, and all in Ryde. 

  Yours faithfully and affectionately 

 

   W.Hale White 

(1) „The Wilsonian Theory of Sunspots‟ This paper was read at a Meeting of the Association 30 January 

1895; it was printed in the Journal of the Association, Vol 5. No.4 23 February, and the debate on the paper 

reported in the same number.  
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(2) Could be  by George EGERTON, pseud. [i.e. Mrs. Mary Chavelita Clairmonte, afterwards Bright.]  

1893  

(3) The Gothenburg or Trust Public House movement originated as an attempt to control the consumption 

of alcohol in the Swedish city of Gothenburg in the early 19th century. In 1855 a law was passed in Sweden 

making distillation of spirits at home illegal and the authorities in Gothenburg decided to award the retail 

spirits licenses to a single company run as a trust. This trust aimed to control pubs and off licenses in a way 

which would not encourage excessive consumption of spirits. 5% of the profit of the trusts went to the 

shareholders with the remainder being used to benefit the local community. The Gothenburg system 

quickly spread. In Scotland, the system was adopted mainly in mining communities of Fife and the 

Lothians. Source: Internet.)  

88.  

9 High Wickham, Hastings 

  13 Feb 1895 

Across corner  -  Did you read in the Athenaeum, last week I think, Carlyle’s account of his interview with 

the Queen?  

My dear friend, 

 Molly is hardly fit to accept your kind invitation. We must wait for a little better health and a little 

warmer weather. Don’t bother about the Times. The report was brief and when the paper is published, as it 

will be in a few weeks, I will send you a copy. As to the Athenaeum there were one or two letters about 

Chapman. My article has my initials.  

 The wind last Sunday nearly did for me and I am now indoors like yourself. It is hard to believe 

that the southwest wind will come pipes will thaw and shivering   cease, but the blessed day is as usual on 

the road. 

 Love to self, husband & all. 

  Ever afftly 

   W. Hale White 

 

 

89. (LTF 50)   

9 High Wickham, Hastings 

24
th

 March 1895 

My dear friend 

   Will you please send me a line to say whether you have all escaped the influenza? I am anxious about my 

friends. Poor Jeanie, Willie‟ wife, has lost her father, mother and brother – all in ten days! 

 You will see a notice of her father in the Athenaeum of yesterday. By a curious coincidence there 

is a paper of mine in it which may interest you. (1). I have not got a copy: otherwise I would send you one. 

I believe, however, you always have the Athenaeum. Molly has improved a little. I have been indoors for 

ten days, and in bed for three days with the pest, a slight attack, but the weakness and depression left me 

singular. Love to yourself, your husband and all 
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  Affectionately yours 

   W.Hale White 

 

(1) „The Growth of a Legend‟  

90.  (LTF 51) 

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  31 May 1895 

My dear friend 

 There is a chance that I may be in London towards the end of next week. How would it suit you if 

I were to return to Hastings by way of Ryde?  

 We are just emerging from the moving muddle. Note the change of number. Molly was away from 

home for a month in Lincolnshire, Suffolk etc., and I shifted my quarters in her absence.  

Love from us to both to the Church of God in Queens Road 

   Affectionately 

    W. Hale White 

91.  (LTF 52) 

c/o Mrs Ellwood, Routenbeck, 

     Bassenthwaite Lake, Keswick 

My dear friend,  

     I should like now to know what will become of Mary and the children. I suppose something has been 

settled by this time. 

 We as you see are once more in the land of mountains and falling waters. We are at a farmhouse, 

simple as it can be, but very sweet and very quiet, with a tumbling beck under our windows and the hills 

sheer up on our left hand. Such a place! Oh, how I wish you were here! Can you not persuade yourself to 

come? If you are unable to walk, you could sit out of doors and see the lake and the Derwent. If you 

yourself refuse, try to entice your husband here. The summer trains are wonderfully quick and smooth, and 

I was less fatigued by traveling from Euston to Bassenthwaite than by the journey from Hastings to 

London. Do your best. I am serious in my proposal . 

   Jack’s baby is well and so is the mother. I regret my inability to enter into the rapture of parents. Jack 

had had a strange time in Russia and has seen strange sights. 

 My poor, poor daughter in law in London has had to endure terrible suffering – you know what an 

operation she had to undergo, a fearful venture. She recovered but the came a relapse and for a few days 

our anxiety was extreme. She is now better, but cannot sit up in bed. Willie says it is her resolution which 

has saved her and this I can well believe. 

Love to you and your husband & the children and yourself from both of us. Don’t let there be any rash, 

hasty put   off – “oh no of course not” and so on.  

 

   Affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White  

 

92. (LTF 53)  5 High Wickham, Hastings 
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   3 Oct 1895 

 

 My dear friend, 

 At last I am able to sit up and write with a pencil. Just before I left Bassenthwaite I felt very 

unwell, but I had once before disappointed my friends at Rochdale, I determined to go there. I became 

worse and started for home the next morning. Never shall I forget that railway journey! It was intensely 

hot, and I nearly fainted. When I reached Hastings the doctor came and said I had influenza with 

pneumonia of both lungs. My temperature was very high, but I was not delirious. Two nurses took change 

of me, and owing, I suppose, to my non-inflammable composition the temperature soon fell. The cough 

was perpetual and most exhausting, but I hope it is subsiding. 

 I write not in order to tell you all this dismal tale, but because I want to see a bit of your 

handwriting and to hear a bit of Ryde news as I lie here in bed miserably dull. Tell me anything fresh about 

Mary. Best love to yr dear husband & the children 

 

  Ever afftly 

 

   W. Hale White  

 

93.  (LTF 54) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  2 Feb 1896 

My dear friend, 

 I was beginning to gape for news of you. I wrote to you last. We are both tolerably well – in fact 

Molly is very well. I have recovered my walking powers, but have been tormented with some flying 

demon, now in my head, now in my hands, now in my stomach, and often diffused generally all over my 

body. It may be gout; it may be neuralgia; it may be the result of my illness, but anyhow it is the very devil, 

and I cannot help saying so, although it is wrong to use such naughty words to a lady. As for our history it 

is a mere chronicle of small beer, for neither of us has stirred from the home since our disastrous northern 

journey. We have had one or two friends staying with us, and Jeanie and my truly wonderful eldest 

grandson, an inexhaustible companion to me have been here. Jeanie is now stronger, but so terrible was the 

operation, that for weeks the nurses help was necessary when the dear girl merely wished to move her head 

on the pillow. The only other event is the success of my ward and nephew, Robin Chisolm, at St. Paul‟s 

School. He has obtained the first place in the open examination for an exhibition at Wadham College, 

Oxford, and goes up this year. Oh yes, there is just one other item. Willie has been appointed to deliver the 

Croonian Lecture before the College of Physicians, a great honour, I believe. His practice increases fast but 

I dread sometimes a break-down in health. 

 I am glad to heat that Mary’s condition is tolerable. With regard to Dick, I should have thought 

that if boat building is to be the business, Cowes would be a likely place. As to shipbuilding, that is, I am 

afraid, an impossibility as there is nothing between the master, who is a very big man, and the common 

workman. 

 It is very pleasant news that your dear husband is so well. One would like exactly what is the 

secret of his wonderful strength. Partly, I suppose it is heredity, and partly careful living. Certainly the 

stock is very remarkable, and I dare say, had he been so minded , and had been a farmer at the back of the 

island, he might have taken much greater liberties and yet have remained perfectly vigorous. The inherited 

part sometimes seems to me almost everything, especially when, as in my own case, all conceivable 

discipline ends in disappointment. I never cared much for drink, and always drank but little.  During the last 

twelvemonth, however, I have almost abandoned  it altogether, and I am bound to say I do not find  the 

change makes much difference, probably because the quantity taken before was unimportant. It is original 

sin which is at the root of my woes. 

 Isn‟t it a merciful winter? On Friday last the thermometer at 10.30 a.m. on our sea- front marked 

82 !! There was no mistake about it. The whole day was unclouded , and in London they had no sunshine 

whatever!. Nevertheless we have had very little sun lately on the whole. Meteorologists say that the 

weather has been of a most peculiar type, and nothing like it has been known for many years – high 

barometer and yet no frosts. 

 

 Best love from both of us 
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  Yours afftly 

 

  W. Hale White 

94.  
 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  22 April 1896 

 

My dear friend 

 About three weeks ago my grandson Hale, whom  I believe I love as much as I ever loved any 

living thing, fell down in the street and broke his thigh. He was alone and a crowd gathered round the poor 

child. 

 A gentleman picked him up, put him in a cab and carried him home. He was in dreadful agony for 

twenty four hours, and then the bone was set. Alas! The nerves had been lacerated, the leg began to swell, 

he lost sensation in it, and for two days it was thought it must be amputated. Willie, happily, could 

command the best surgical advice in London; the splints were removed and some operation, which I don’t 

understand was performed. We now have some hopes that the danger is over. I wonder if you feel towards 

your grandchildren what I feel. In my case it is not instinctive affection one, for Hale is a singularly most 

meditative creature, loving to ask questions and with an almost miraculous fervour of penetration into 

difficulties. He is a delightful companion to me. However this was not the main point of my letter. Leonard, 

Hale’s brother, is coming on Saturday to stay with us for a fortnight. When he has gone, I do want you and 

your husband here. If you can go to Whitby surely you can jog along the South Coast to me. We have plenty 

of space and a bedroom big enough for two spare beds if you wish for them. I say May, because in June 

trippers come and the peace is not so pleasant. 

 I believe you would not mind being here when once you had arrived. I won’t put it more strongly, 

but as you wouldn’t (sic.) mind , just let the voice of sanity be heard and reflect you perhaps ought to come. 

You know that when you put your sovereign in the plate for the heathen after listening to the sermon in 

George Street, you don’t altogether do it because the solemn voice within tells you must. Now consider 

that, even supposing the visit would be distinctly unpleasant, you may do much good to two immortal souls. 

 Love from us both to husband & self. Love to Charlie. 

 

  Your Afft. Friend 

 

   W. hale White 

 

My friend James who used to live at Chichester died last week. I first met him at Homerton when William 

was there 47 years ago.  

 
95.  (LTF 55)  

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  26 Oct 1896 

 

My dear friend 

 I should like a line or two from you to tell me how Gunnell goes on, how Mary is and what the 

children are doing. I should also like news of all the rest. How does Fabian relish the change: what is the 

increased advantage: how is W. Wright & of course how are you two dear selves. Alas that I should have to 

enquire by letter. I have not slept out of my own bed since last September twelvemonth. It is very wrong of 

me, and every time I yield the fetters, of course, become more closely riveted. Molly has been away, but I 

stayed at home. She is now busy with bicycling, University Extension lectures and goodness knows what. I 

object to nothing she proposes, if it is not too extravagantly costly; convinced that the one thing incumbent 

on a father is to let his daughters – within limits do just what they like. 

Of myself I have little to say. My poor grandson, who bears my name, is as much myself just now as I am. 

He is one of the most wonderful children I know and it is he who has been smitten. He will I believe never 

regain the use of his leg. The nerves were fatally lacerated; sensation has not completely returned; the 

circulation in inactive and the least wound or abrasive of the skin will not heal. The other three 

grandchildren, one at Brighton and two at Harley St. are all well. 
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We had some thoughts of going to live near Brigham a few weeks ago. A beautiful old house, high up 

above the Derwent, was offered me at a very low rent. It was entered by old wrought iron gates, had a large 

garden and orchard, broad sweeping stairs, panelled rooms; and, curiously enough, was the very house 

which Molly and I had often admired and coveted. For a little while I was eager to go: it is within four 

miles of Jack: it was in the land I love, and the reasons why we came here have partly or mostly 

disappeared, for Willie finds it increasingly difficult to give us even a few hours from Saturday to Sunday 

night; but at last prudence prevailed. The paradise is a mile and a half from Cockermouth town; the 

isolation would be strict unless we were to keep a chaise, which I cannot now afford, and the exile from 

London would be complete. So I gave it up, but do you know I am so silly that I never can, like a well 

regulated person, give up finally what I know to be wrong. I hanker after things which my reason has 

condemned a thousand times, and sometimes curse it for being so dictatorial. 

 Morris‟s death made me sad. (1) One by one everybody who has made the Victorian age pleasant 

and worth living in is going. Never since the Dark Ages – this is a literal fact – has there been a prospect so 

barren as that now before us. Hardly a man of letters or artist of the smallest consequence will be alive in a 

very few years. Morris was not one of my gods, but he was a most gifted creature. All the circumstances of 

his death were pathetic. The love of life was strong in him: he enjoyed it as few people did, and did not 

want to die (2). What he began cannot be continued, for it entirely depended on hid own personality. The 

Kelmscott press is to be closed as soon as the books in hand are printed, and his shop will become an 

ordinary Oxford St. „establishment‟. 

 Another „depression‟ is roaming around the house to-night. Oh, me! About three weeks ago up 

here on the cliff! My bed literally shook, and I was afraid I should be sick with the vibration.  

Best love from us both to yourself, father & and all who belong to you. 

 

  Yours ever afftly 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

 

 

(1) William Morris died 3
rd

 October 1896.  

(2) Philip Webb emphaizes the same characteristic. He writes to his friend in March 1888: „I can always 

read Morris… partly because he enjoys doing his verse, as he does in doing a piece of dyeing, or 

handweaving  - and all just like a child…Now, don‟t laugh, I am most surely of a melancholy temperament, 

and I have found for more than thirty years it has been good corrective to rub shoulders with Morris‟s 

hearty love-of-lifeness.‟ 

   

96.  
 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  24th Nov 1896 

 

My dear friend 

 

 When Willie (1) went away for his holiday last September he had a slight attack of influenza which 

was repeated when he returned home and was followed by a bad cough – as he could not rid himself of this 

cough he consulted Dr. Goodhart who called in Dr. Douglas Powell. (2) To our amazement and horror 

they both agree that there is a beginning of tuberculosis in one lung, and, acting under their advice, he 

leaves for the Engadin (3)  this week and is to stay there During the winter. The blow is awful. For other 

calamities I have been prepared, but I was not prepared for this. There has been no consumption either on 

my side or his mother’s. Even if he should get letter, think what a absence of four months means – 

practically ruined – appointments abandoned – the big place in Harley St. on hands and little Hale at this 

critical time placed in the hands of comparative strangers! It seemed as if I must write and tell you and 

your husband. 

 

   Ever affectionately  

 

    W. Hale White  
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(1) White, Sir William Hale- (1857–1949), physician In 1896 Hale-White was found to have tuberculosis 

of the lungs. He spent the winter in Switzerland but did not become much better; he was advised to give up 

work completely, but family responsibilities made this impossible and he worked for most of each year, 

taking two months' holiday in the winter in the Channel Islands or Cornwall. Throughout this difficult time 

he continued his hospital work and practice and gradually, as his health recovered, resumed his full activity. 

He developed a large consulting practice, was fond of speaking at medical societies and in later years often 

found himself their president, and held many examinerships in materia medica and in medicine. 

(2) Probably - Powell, Sir Richard Douglas, first baronet (1842–1925), physician, 

(3) St. Moritz,  Switzerland  

 

97. LTF 56 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  23 March 1897 

 

My dear friend, 

 I wish you had been more communicative and had told me what had been the matter with you. 

Don‟t you think it was of the greatest consequence that I should know? 

 The news about Mary and her husband is very good. Perhaps even not by “God‟s grace”, as you 

and used to say fifty years ago, she may enjoy, if not happiness or at any rate the happiness which is her 

due, a fair share of peace, and freedom from acute anguish, such as at one time threatened to overwhelm 

her. 

 There is so much unaccountable, undeserved misery in the world, that I find the only thing to be 

done is not to think about it. I do not mean that we ought to refrain from thinking about then sufferer, but 

that philosophizing and attempts at reconciliation are useless. We must simply be silent, and not only be 

silent, but refuse to reflect upon the subject, and we must busy ourselves  rather with what is productive of 

quiet content and joy. Every moment wasted on insoluble problems is so much taken from time which 

might be spent in the absorption of sunlight. Mary is the text of  this bit of parchment. 

I am glad to hear you are looking into Ruskin again. I never open him without feeling the flame  in him 

which kindled so much in years gone by. How much there is in him which passed for extravagance, but 

which is literally true! People imagine that an extreme statement must  necessarily be extravagant or false. 

Very often it is the extreme which represents most closely the actual fact. 

You will be sorry to hear that Willie is not quite so well again. On the whole he is better, but his return is 

now delayed until the middle of April. I become positively faint when I dwell, as I am apt sometimes to do, 

on the future which may be in store for us. I am very much by myself now – far too much – and I dream and 

dream, by day I mean, with such horrible vividness that the thing dreaded is almost actually present. 

However, no more of this topic. 

 Whether my gouty or neuralgic arm will ever come right again I don‟t know. At present writing  is 

as difficult as it was, or almost, at any rate, when I was doing pothooks. (1).  The howling torment has 

gone, but a thousand disagreeable sensations, nipping, crawling, freezing, burning, &c. &c. have taken 

possession of the diseased limb and wander up and down in it. 

 Molly sends her best love to you both and so do I. 

 Richard is a wonder! I do wish that the secret antenatal history of this 79-years-old-youth could be 

discovered, if it could be of any service in producing his like for posterity. What lucky threads must have 

been woven for him! I often regret I never saw his father, though I suppose his mother, whom I did know, 

ought to have the credit for the largest share in him. 

   You ever affectionate friend 

 

    W. Hale White 

 

(1) pothooks - an S-shaped mark, often made by children when learning to write. 

 

98. (LTF 57) 

   5 High Wickham, Hastings  

   7 June 1897 
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My dear friend, 

 You ask me about Willie. I do not know what to say. He is certainly better than when he went 

away, but his cough is there, he easily knocks up, and puts by as much work as he can. I am still very 

anxious. 

 I am grieved to hear about W. Wright, grieved for him and grieved for Kate. I do think that the 

trouble of troubles in this like is not death but lingering decay or disease preventing mental and bodily 

activity. Of course I can understand that if you leave home you must go to Whitby, but I do wish there were 

some chance of seeing you here. As to myself, I have not been away from home since last September 

twelvemonth, and the consequence is that the fetters of habit, always strong with me, are riveted more 

firmly than ever. I must break them this year at any cost. I did go to London a few days ago to see some of 

my old friends at the Guildhall (1), Millais,   Fred, Walker,   Rossetti  &c. and found my emotion as fresh 

as ever, perhaps greater than it ever was, because it was so much assisted by remembrance and association.  

 My son Jack has been for some time and still is in the wild part of Spain. He writes long, amusing 

letter, with stories almost incredible of the Spanish priest and what is called religion amongst the people; 

such fanatic superstition – and yet it sits so easily on them! What would you think of this at Ryde? An 

Englishman is cheated by the officials of a small town over a contract. He complains to the priest, one of 

the good sort, a dignitary with and income of £10.a year. The priest rings his church bell, summons the 

mayor and all the town to the church gets up in his pulpit. Lectures them all, calls them „beasts‟ with a 

direction for immediate restitution of plunder and justice henceforth. His orders were at once obeyed. The 

majority of the priests, Jack says, are not of this delightful type but are fat, coarse, sensual. It is  wonderful 

that, within three of four days of London, men and women should be found so utterly unlike you or me. 

 Molly is very well, has taken to golfing and much enjoys it. It does her a world of good. 

  Love from us both to yourself and your husband. I hope you keep your temper over foreign affairs, and 

that you were calm when you read the Emperor of Russia‟s letter to the Sultan.  

 Love also to Charlie. 

 

 Your most affectionate friend. 

 

  W.Hale White 

 

 

  (1) Guildhall Art Gallery.  

 

 

 

 

 

99.  (LTF 58) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings  

   22 June 1897 

 

My dear friend, 

 I am very sorry, but what a blessed end! I would give something of life to die in that way. (1)  I 

will be with you in spirit on your golden wedding-day. I shall think of you continually. “Of sons and 

daughters of Time,” as our old friend Thomas Carlyle says. What a wonderful thing this existence of ours 

is!. 

 By the way, I have been quite absorbed in reading Norton‟s (2) early letters from and to Carlyle. 

They show how shamefully mendacious Froude is. (3) I think Carlyle‟s letters to his mother and his 

mother‟s to him are as touching as anything in the language. Some passages almost upset me. I fancy 

Richard would greatly sympathize with their deep religion, expressed under those ancient forms. The 

picture of the hard, peasant life too, he would love.  

 Best love to you both 

 

  Your most affectionate friend 

 

  W. Hale White 
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(1) W. Wright see previous letter.  

(2) Probably C.E. Norton who edited T. Carlyle, Reminiscences, ed. C. E. Norton, 2 vols. (1887) 

(3) see note, to LTF letter 49. 

 

100. 

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

27
th

 Oct 1897 

 

My dear friend, 

 I have sent you and your husband the book. (1) It is of no use to you and of no particular interest 

to anybody save to editors and such like folk – for whom it was intended. But it will serve as a token of 

affection – Tie it up when you have looked at the outside and put it on the top shelf. 

 What a delight it was to see you again! Naturally it was so, considering the history of the last 

(very nearly) half century’s friendship. Love to both of you. 

 

  Ever yours 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1)  This must be his Description of the Wordsworth and Coleridge Manuscripts, &c., published by 

Longmans Green & Co., 1897  

 

 

 

 

101. (LTF 60)  

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  26 Dec 1897  

My dear friend. 

  

 I do not think Annie could take such photographs as these. As works of art they are very good and the 

likeness of your husband is perfect. Of my own I am no judge. Molly has written to you for Annie’s address. 

When we get, I shall thank her.  

I have heard from Willie at Assouan.(1)  The travelling – twenty-two days- was very tedious, and it is too 

soon tat present to expect any news about his health.. It is so strange that any child of mine, of me born in 

such a town as Bedford, with no background that is not thoroughly English to any part of my existence, 

should be living on the edge of the Desert and drinking the water of the sacred River. The mayoralty of 

Annouan must be a less expensive office than that of Ryde. When the mayor of Assouan „entertains, his 

guests crawl through a hole into his mud hut: he then take s fowl, pulls it to pieces with his fingers and 

distributes it. 

 Richard seems to have been acting on Roger‟s maxim – when ever a new book is published , read 

and old one.. I hardly read anything but old books. I have devoted lately my mornings before breakfast to 

that very ancient volume of the Bible and am nearly at the end of Isaiah, edified and excited as I am sure I 

should not have been by anything advertised, piping hot, for many a year. 

What a cowardly compromise, by the way, the Revised Version is! When you use it, always, or at any rate 

almost always, stick to the margin. 

 

(1) Assouan – Southern Egypt  

 

102.   

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

 20 Jan 1898 

My dear friend, 

  Molly is not at home. She has gone to take Hale back to school. That is why the postcard did not come, or 

at least partly the reason, and only part, for I promised her I would write and have failed, until now, to 
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keep my word. I am so thankful to hear your dear husband is better, and that he has consented to rest. 

What a brave creature to have two teeth out, for I suppose he did not take gas!. I have had trouble in the 

face for two months or more. I cannot localize it in a tooth but I believe teeth are the cause of my misery 

and that one might to be removed. But I am such a coward. I do not like either to go to a dentist while this 

cold in my head and chest continues.  

Please send a line on a few days to say how you both are. 

We had a letter from Assouan this morning. The dry air and sunshine are I hope beginning to do Willie 

good. His wife says his cough is better and he is stronger. It must be a delightful place for all persons 

whose health or spirits depend on light and warmth although it is nothing but Desert. 

I should have thought the desert is as uninteresting and depressing, but the general testimony is that it is 

most exhilarating. A record of a king (I forget if I told you this) a king Henes, had just been discovered. His 

date can be placed with certainty at about 4000 B.C. and Egypt had then a noble art and religion. “Oh 

sons and daughters of Time” as our out old friend T.C.(1) of Chelsea says. 

 

Best love to both of you 

 

   Yours ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Thomas Carlyle after some sixty years. O Time, O Sons and Daughters of Time!-- ...... Oh no;--and 

died, at any rate, Spring 1751 History of Friedrich II of Prussia V 10 

by Thomas Carlyle 

103.  (LTF 61) 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

   August 1898 

My dear friend 

 I wish you would send me a word of news about yourself, your husband and all belonging to you. I 

have nothing particular to tell you about ourselves, save that Molly  and I are pretty well and that Willie, 

my chief anxiety, is no worse. He will go abroad again however next winter. Ernest, my youngest boy, in 

trouble. He was engaged to a girl at Gateshead but they have parted. I never saw her and am not quite 

clear as to the reason why the engagement came to an end, but I believe he found out he was mistaken. He 

seems very wretched, and all I can say to him is that many poor miserable creatures do not discover their 

blunders till it is too late.  We are not going north this year. I had thought of a visit to Cumberland to see 

Jack, but it came to nothing. I should like few weeks in London in October if possible in order that I may 

have a little time with Willie and a few friends and perhaps I shall make up my mind to adventure, but it is 

all uncertain. I do hate traveling and strange houses. When I was last in town I had an interesting day with 

Mrs. Lewes, widow of George Eliot‟s stepson. I sat at the desk where the novels were written, read her 

letters, and, what was still better worth reading, he little memorandum books in which she jotted down the 

things that came into her head. What a picture they gave of her strenuousness, of her keen, constant 

endeavour! I was driven when I came back to begin upon her again, and am glad to find that my love for 

her after so long an absence from her in unchanged. Mrs‟ Lewes also showed me some letters of Charlotte 

Bronte to her father-in-law. This was the first time I had ever handled anything she had touched, and the 

paper seemed to shoot something electrical through my fingers to my brain. 

   I hear a rumour that Polly Chignell has left Exmouth but can learn no particulars. I think I told you she 

called here a few months ago. She seemed unsettled but I did not imagine she was going to give up her 

school. I have not heard from William for more than a year: in fact he has completely given up writing. 

Polly said he was beginning to anticipate the end of active work and dreaded it. I do not wonder. 

  My sister Henrietta has had to undergo a sore trial. Her husband has failed. The goods 

he made have gone out of fashion. For three years he struggled on, borrowing money from his friends, but 
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the end came about six months ago with a crash; the business was sold and he has to live in a little house in 

Norwood, mainly dependent on others. It is very sad. I always think it particularly sad to be borne down in 

old age. The children are very good – that is a mercy – and one of them, Beatrice – who is at the Girl’s 

Public Day School at Winchester is a woman of much strength and character. 

Farewell for the present. Be sure you say how Mary is, and, when you see her, give her my best love and 

tell her that I am always thinking about her, not as any fixed Mary, but s Mary in long clothes, then in short 

clothes, then as a beautiful girl of one-and-twenty, and then as a mother. It is like unwinding a succession 

of lovely pictures. I pray and trust that she still finds life endurable, with here and there sunshine, 

notwithstanding all the shadow. Best love also, of course, to your dear self and your dear husband. 

  Yours affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

104. (LTF 62) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

23 Dec 1898 

My Dear Friend, 

 I was just about to write to you when you dear letter came. I had thought of paying you a visit for 

a few hours at any rate, but I could not come and I am rather afraid of leaving home in the cold weather. I 

went to London however to see Willie before he went to Jersey. I am thankful he has gone: he wanted  rest 

above everything. I cannot get out of him how he really is: he is so reticent about himself. I can only 

conjecture that the disease is still there and may be quiescent – possibly. But that he is partially disabled, 

for his work which of course exhausts him greatly. 

 What days we have had this week! Just before I began this note to you I was looking out of 

window – 6.30 a.m. and the night was wonderful, the „starry Gemini‟ slowly sinking in the West, and in the 

East the first lovely flush of dawn. Mars, too, is splendid in the West. My telescope, alas, is sold. Our 

garden, as I told you, is partly a quarry, and although it may become a garden again, the ground on which 

the observatory stood was excavated. 

 I sent you a paper (1)  which may interest you. Unfortunately I never saw a proof, so that you must 

make allowances. I had to be very wary, for the British Weekly is orthodox, and I should not have 

consented to write in it if the editor, who is very friendly, had  not urged me. I remember reading that book 

of Sewell‟s a great many years ago, and William either talked or preached about it.  

I am glad you have seen him. I have not heard a syllable about him or from him (excepting what I have 

heard from you) for I should think eighteen months or two years. I suppose he will soon give up preaching. 

 Molly and I both send our best love. We are well, save that we have caught colds. If one of us catches cold, 

the other is sure to catch it too. 

   Ever affectionately 

    W. Hale White 

(1) „A forgotten Book. British Weekly, 8 December.  Sewell, William, 1804-1874 Christian Morals 1840. 
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105. (LTF 63) 

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

 4
th

 March 1899 

I want a line to say how you and your husband have got through the winter. I have heard nothing of you for 

weeks. Minnie. I fancy has left the lodgings she had when she was married. We called there a she came to 

see us, but the husband wasn’t to be decoyed here. After, therefore, Molly had been up to the farm again 

and there was no further response we concluded they wished to be left alone. It was the most out-of-the-

way place you can imagine, most inconvenient and ill-kept, and I am afraid Minnie must have been sorely 

tried. What made her husband pitch down there, unless his dogs were a reason I cannot imagine. I hope the 

new quarters are more comfortable. You had better not tell Mary what I have told you. It may get around to 

Minnie I can’t help telling you because I did really feel for the poor child. One night some friend came and 

she had to turn out and tramp across fields to the nearest shop a mile away to get something that was 

wanted. However I hope it is all over now. I passed the farm yesterday and could not see any dogs. 

Willie has come back to London and says he has not lost ground since this time last year. I believe he 

would recover if he could rest, but his practice increases and he is overdone. They were at Jersey this year. 

Jeannie crossed in one of those awful gales – She was 32 hours on the boat. It lay all one night just inside 

the Solent near Hurst Castle. 

Molly and I were on the northern border of your county for a few days last month, too far from Ryde to 

permit a day-visit. It is still a wonderful land, although the rich people have found it out, and you can 

hardly go a mile without being confounded by some aggressive „mansion‟, built apparently to proclaim, the 

depth of the owner‟s pocket. What a grievous pity it is that the builders of these palaces will not take to 

heart Wordsworth‟s counsel never to let the house dominate the landscape. These houses, one in particular 

belonging to a Mr. Wigram, positively insult the fields and woods around them. I went away mainly 

because Molly was not very well. She is better but in a great muddle. We have had one or two servants for 

years. One is going to be married, and the other having been jilted – so we suspect – will not stay in 

Hastings. Her loss is irreparable. She is one of the most trustworthy creatures we have ever had about us, 

and perfect in her work. All attempts to find a substitute, no matter what wages we offer have failed. If now 

you will put a ticket round the neck of some capable Isle of Wight woman and send her here you shall be 

rewarded. I fully expect I shall have to take to scrubbing floors and emptying slops. Farewell best love to 

both of you. Molly joins. 

  Affectionately yours 

  W. Hale White 

106. 

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

 26
th

 April 1899 

My dear friend 

 Naturally it is your dear husband who comes first into my mind – I am much distressed to hear of 

his suffering, but tell him that summer is in front of him and he will rejoice in it again. 

 Mr. Wright’s death I have been expecting for some time. If I had been in his case I should have 

prayed for it night and day. 

 A friend of mine went to stay with Maclaren a little while ago. You will remember him at 

Southampton. He began to talk about William as if the five and forty years distance were nothing.  

 We both send our best love 
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 Your most affectionate friend 

 

 W. Hale White 

(over) I went to see Swinburne  (1) last week. He asked me to go. I was greatly interested and will tell you 

all about the visit some day.  

(1) Swinburne, Algernon Charles (1837–1909), 

(2) Probably  McLaren [Maclaren], Alexander (1826–1910), Baptist preacher “In March 1846, his MA 

still incomplete, McLaren agreed to become minister of Portland Chapel, Southampton. 

  

107. (LTF 64) 

  5 High Wickham, Hastings 

   7 May 1899 

 

My very dear friend 

 I never dreamed you would copy the poem for me, but I am glad, as you may suppose, to have it 

in your handwriting. It is a noble piece of work. It is so refreshing to come into contact with such whole-

hearted admiration. I cannot endure the critical measuring attitude towards great men. I see in Literature 

that Tennyson and Wordsworth are to be picked over and that a little thin volume in each case is to be 

excerpted containing all that is supposed to deserve preservation. 

 I need hardly tell toy I did not ask myself to Swinburne‟s. I was invited. I have not read as much 

of his poetry as perhaps I ought to have read, but his prose I know well. Next to Coleridge and Lamb I 

place Swinburne, most unhesitatingly, for delicacy and sureness of discrimination. He lives at Putney with 

Mr. Watts-Dunton (1) in a smallish house which contains, however, some remarkable drawings by Rossetti. 

He is lightly built and has a curiously nervous manner, twitching his feet and twining one foot around the 

other when he sits down. He now wears a long beard which conceals the chin, the weak part of the face. 

The eyes are the strong feature, grey and full of light. Unhappily he is so deaf that it is difficult to keep up a 

conversation with him. He read to us some comical descriptions of animals in an old book he had picked 

up, enjoying them as if he were a big schoolboy. There is a magnificent collection of Shakespearean 

quartos on his shelves which are evidently considered a treasure. 

 Molly and I propose to go to Alfoxden this week for a few days. It is in the Quantocks, and the 

birth-place, as you remember, of many of the Lyrical Ballads . I have intended for years to pay it a visit, 

and perhaps the pilgrimage thither just now will relieve some of my ailments, although mainly it is a real 

pilgrimage of pious purposes. 

   Ever affectionately 

   W. Hale White  

(1) Dunton, (Walter) Theodore Watts- (1832–1914), writer and poet – He looked after Swinburne  see 

ODNB for further details.  

108. (LTF 65) 

  5 High Wickham, Hastings 



57 

 

 16 July 1899 

My dear friend 

I was just about to write to you when your note came, for I wanted to know how you and your husband 

were. I am very glad to hear that you are both well. I am also glad to learn that the great-grandchild and the 

mother are prospering. As to myself, I lead the idlest of lives. There is a woman here who lets out a shabby 

old chaise and an equally shabby old pony who goes at the rate of five miles an  hour, the charge being 

about 7s 6d a day. In this vehicle, which would be a scandal in Union Street, Molly and I have been visiting 

some of the exquisite Sussex villages which lie remote from excursionists in this corner of England. Last 

week we drove over to Northiam, through hopfields and most umbrageous lanes. Under the old oak on 

Northiam Green Queen Elizabeth is reported to have sat before dinner and to have taken off her shoe, for 

what purpose history does not inform us. The drawback to these jaunts lately has been the drought. It is 

pitiable to see how parched the earth is, and the failure of the water this year will be most serious. If all the 

springs and wells do not run dry we are going to place called windmill Hill next Friday for a few weeks, in 

order to escape the worst of the tripper season. Windmill Hiss is about 14 miles from Hastings, between 

Herstmonceux and Ashburnham. I have amused myself lately with writing a short preface and some notes 

to a curious little volume which my friend Mr. Dykes Campbell left behind him unpublished. It is a 

facsimile of some Coleridge MSS. Of no interest whatever to the ordinary reader, by Mrs. Campbell wished 

it to be issued and I undertook the necessary explanations. (1) I do not suppose a dozen copies will be sold. 

If it had possessed any value other than that it possesses other than for a biographer or editor I would have 

sent you one. As it is, I am sure you would not think it worth the postage.   

My Willie, I hope, is better. He has certainly increased in weight and his cough is less. I do sometimes think 

that he would recover if he had less work, but he is busier and busier every day and he has to travel so 

much. It is in his favour that the disease was caught and not inherited and that he lives in the light of the 

great discovery that the remedies for consumption are open air and food. His windows are never shut and 

most certainly he does not increase his colds thereby. What a change from the old days! I remember a 

whole family in Bedford dying unnecessarily from consumption. Every door and crevice was sealed, as far  

as  it could be; and the air in the bedrooms was sickening and the children all herded with one another. 

I have been reading the Bible through again – an hour daily before breakfast. I read it through once in every 

two or three years  and always find it profitable beyond almost any other book. I have also been reading 

Wesley‟s Journal , a most extraordinary compound of superstitious folly, wisdom, extravagance, and  

shrewdest common-sense. What a man he was; what a ruler of men! Whole pages of it are almost 

unintelligible Methodist rant, but it is redeemed continually by such passages as these-  

 „The Devil once infused into my mind a temptation that perhaps I did not believe what I was 

preaching. “Well then,” said I, “I will preach till I do”.‟ 

Again-  

„I feel and grieve; but, by the grace of God, I fret at nothing.‟ 

   Wesley was, so I have always thought, a really great man. He had true religious insight, he was 

self-denying as any apostle or medieval saint, giving all his goods to feed the poor, and he had a genius, 

almost Napoleonic, for command; but he was born in a bad time when the proper development of such gifts 

as his was impossible. Caught up in into the strange eighteenth-century element of ecclesiastical lying, and 

struggling against it, he emerged imperfect as we behold him. Farewell for the present. Molly and I send 

our best love to both of you. 

   Ever affectionately 

   W. Hale White 
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(1)  Coleridge, Facsimile Reproductions of the Proofs and MSS of some of the poems. Edited by J. Dykes 

Campbell, with Preface and Notes by W. Hale White 1899.  .  

Colenutt Letters 104 –  

 

109.  LTF 66 

 C/o Mrs. Everest, Windmill Hill, Hailsham, Sussex 

   16 August 1899 

 

My dear friend 

 We have been here for nearly a month, and go back the day after tomorrow. We migrated in order 

to escape the worst of the Hastings excursionists. Never has the town been so vile as it has been this 

summer, so drunken and so indecent. Our retreat has not, however, been very successful, for the drought, 

heat and north-east wind have made the country look pitiable. It seems almost impossible that the fields can 

recover, and to-day there is as little chance of rain as there was six weeks ago. The water also in the 

villages is failing. 

 I write because I want to know how you both are, and how this extraordinary weather has affected 

you. Tell me also how the children are. Is Kate going to leave Whitby? How I should like to see her! If I 

ever go northward again, a very doubtful „if‟. I would go round by Whitby on purpose to spend an hour or 

two with her. My youngest boy, Ernest, is no longer at Gateshead. He has taken a post at Rugby. 

 When I get home I shall have to face a curious condition of affairs. I have received notice from a 

solicitor representing the mortgagees of the house in which I live that I am to pay my rent to him and not to 

the landlord. The landlord under these circumstances will do nothing to the house: he will not even repair 

the roof. I have applied to the mortgagees, but neither will they do anything, so that I shall give notice to 

quit. Perhaps this will induce them to make the place habitable. Meanwhile I have been obliged to spend 

money which I ought not to be called upon to spend. I suppose I might legally deduct this from the rent, but 

I have such a dread of a squabble with the lawyers. 

Since I have been here I have been reading Clarissa Harlowe (1) , seven volumes! I forget whether I have 

read it before. I wonder if in your youthful days you permitted yourself to look at that book. I cannot say 

that I find it wearisome. This is the complaint most people make, but to me the genius of Richardson is 

sufficient to carry me on without any sense of fatigue. But this incessant circling and hovering round one 

idea or rather round one image makes the story more immoral by far than anything Fielding ever wrote, 

although there are not perhaps half a dozen gross phrases in Richardson‟s three thousand pages. His rate of 

progress, that slow walking pace, which allows us to see everything  by the way, never hurrying past 

anything of interest, turning back often to look at it again, is delightful. Bad, no doubt, Clarissa is on the 

whole, but as I grow older I thankfully accept anything great and good I can find, no matter with what evil 

it may be mixed. God has determined that His Spirit shall be incorporated in as body which at many points 

is rather disgusting. 

 Best love to yourself and your dear husband. 

    Write soon 

 

     Affectionately yours 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Samuel Richardson. 1868 

 

 

110. (LTF 68) 

 

5 High Wickham, Hastings 

   10 October 1899 

 

Mr dear friend, 
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 Jack left for Spain last week. His wife and child will follow later on. His firm (Cammell & Co) 

have acquired a large territory there in which there are iron-ore mines. 

A railway about 60 miles long is to be made. Jack in manager of the concern. The responsibility is great 

and I am afraid that it may be too much for him. However his directors know his capacity for business 

better than I know it. He is sorry to leave England, but it would have been foolish to refuse a good offer. 

Burgos, I believe is his head-quarters. 

 I have not yet taken the doctor’s advice as to Whitby. I am afraid of the cold. I shall be glad if you 

will tell Kate what I told you and I shall like to hear what she thinks. I was to get a get a house high up if 

possible.  

 I hope you are sound on the Transvaal question and that you protest against war. Chamberlain (1)  

is the most detestable minister the Queen has had in my day. I do not deny that the English-speaking people 

in South Africa have their grievances, but substitute Germany for the Boers and do you think Chamberlain 

would have interfered?  

Besides, consider the history of our relationship with them, the annexation and the raid. I have but scant 

sympathy with the gold-mining speculative gentlemen in the Transvaal, nor do I much care for the 

propagation of their race and dominion. The whole of the Chamberlain policy, the grasping at territory and 

the consequent increase in our army and navy, seem to me a prediction of disaster some day. Endless 

complications will be the result and ceaseless wars, some little and perhaps some big ones. The situation 

today is strikingly similar to that of Rome under the empire, and we know how she fared. 

 

   Your ever affectionate friend 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Chamberlain, Sir (Joseph) Austen (1863–1937), politician, He was again returned unopposed at the 

general election of 1900, held during the South African War, and escaped largely unscathed from 

allegations that he and his father were making money out of the war because of their holdings in armaments 

firms which had contracts with the government. ODNB 

 

111. (LTF 69) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

 28 January 1900 

 

My dear friend 

 The news of Ruskin‟s (1) death came to me late at night by telegram and was a great shock. He 

was the last of the men who made this century glorious, the last of those lights which in letters and art 

illuminated and directed us in youth and middle age. I had for a long time expected his death, but you know 

that, although a candle may give but the feeblest glimmer when it is expiring, we do not say „It is dark‟ till 

it has gone out. The notices of Ruskin which I have seen are all poor and miss the mark. They admit his 

excellence in „style‟ , and that he did service as an art-critic in his day, but we are told that even in art he 

exaggerated and is not trustworthy, and as for his ethics and political economy they were folly. The real 

truth is that his ethics and political economy are the real substance and are eternal.  

Jack , his wife and child are now settled at Burgos in Spain. He has a most responsible post and I tremble 

rather lest he should not be equal to it. He is manager both of the mines and the railway and has to make 

the whole undertaking a success. 

Willie is at Jersey and is certainly better. He will go back to work in about three weeks.(2) 

I have settled not to take the doctor‟s advice about Whitby. I am so afraid of the cold. Molly and I spent 

three weeks at Lyme Regis just before Christmas, the most lovely, unspoiled, seaside little town I have ever 

beheld. When we were there we saw a house at Charmouth which took our fancy, and we are now waiting a 

report on the drains before we decide. In its favour are the beauty of its surroundings, and its quietude: its 

drawbacks are the big, walled-in, old garden which I shall not know how to manage, and the distance from 

London. But as to the latter point, I must make the best of it. I am compelled to leave Hastings; I want to be 

near the sea and it is impossible to find a house within my compass in any seaside town easily accessible 

from London. Besides, the trippers make life unbearable in places like Hastings and Eastbourne. Oh! If I 

could but have your husband near me to instruct me what to do with that garden and conservatory with its 

grape-vines! 
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I never hear from Exeter now and do not know if William is still preaching,  

Best love to your dear Richard. I must come for e few hours when the weather is a little warmer. Influenza 

has been bad all round us but we have escaped. 

Love to Charlie 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White. 

(1) Ruskin, John (1819–1900), art critic and social critic – died 20
th

 January 1900.  

(2) In 1896 Willie was found to have tuberculosis of the lungs. He spent the winter in Switzerland but did 

not become much better; he was advised to give up work completely, but family responsibilities made this 

impossible and he worked for most of each year, taking two months' holiday in the winter in the Channel 

Islands or Cornwall. Throughout this difficult time he continued his hospital work and practice and 

gradually, as his health recovered, resumed his full activity. He developed a large consulting practice, was 

fond of speaking at medical societies and in later years often found himself their president, and held many 

examinerships in materia medica and in medicine. 

 

112. (LTF 70) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  8 March 1900 

 

My dear friend, 

 The negotiations for the house at Charmouth had a curious ending. It was old, and I insisted on an 

examination of the floors. The surveyor found that there was no ventilation under them and that the oak 

joists were bedded in the earth. Some part of the flooring, of course, was rotten. I declined to take the house 

unless the owner would amend this defect, whereupon he wrote to me that he would do nothing of the kind; 

that it was evident I was a sinner and afraid to die; that he could show me how my fear of death could be 

removed, and he enclosed a parcel of tracts! It is an odd use, is it not, of the „scheme of salvation‟ to make 

it supersede sanitation? I did not either see quite why, even if I had no fear of death, I should be tormented 

with rheumatism. 

 We have now taken a house at Crowborough and move in May. It is small but has an unmade 

garden of an acre and a half. It is not what we wanted- the garden or rather the field is too big, and I don‟t 

know what to do with it. Crowborough, however, on account of its altitude is so much in request that we 

could find nothing else within our means. You know, I suppose, where it is – about six miles west of 

Tunbridge Wells.  

The war disturbs me worse than ever. I can think of little else. Worse than the war is what it has disclosed 

You see it now turns out that the proprietors of the Daily Mail, the paper which has done more that any 

other to inflame the people are shareholders in the South African Company. Our forefathers groaned under 

the tyranny of kings and nobles, but it was tyranny over bodies. The modern millionaire sets a newspaper 

going, and acquires absolute tyranny over souls as well as bodies. We have started a Conciliation 

Committee here, and have had Schreiner(1) to lecture. The mob would have been unruly if they dared, but 

the police were faithful. We are going to distribute the Morning Leader (2) leaflets all over town.  

 Love to yourself & your dear “man” 

 

   Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

(1) Schreiner, William Philip (1857–1919), politician in Cape Colony 

(2) could have been The case of the natives.  Reprinted from the "Morning Leader" of 6 Jan. 1900. London. 

4p. (Morning Leader Leaflets no. 2) 

or  

The Chamberlain road.  Reprinted from the Morning Leader 0f 23 Jan. 1900. London.  4p. (Morning 

Leader Leaflets no. 6) 

113. (LTF 71) 
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 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  28 March 1900 

 

My very dear friend 

 How your handwriting did rejoice me this morning. Every other minute for days and days have I 

been thinking of you, and your dear husband. A life prolonged to him is worth more by the hour than it 

would be to ordinary creatures by the century. 

 Let one of the children keep me punctually informed what progress is made. 

 

 Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

114. (LTF 72) 

 5 High Wickham, Hastings 

  13 April 1900 

 

My dear friend 

 Today we have only one post, and that is not from the country, so that off course I have not heard 

from you. I have no particular message for you, expecting the message which the mere handwriting of 

anybody I love always conveys to me, a message which will, I hope, be conveyed to you. I cannot tell you 

what a strange effect Richard‟s illness has had on me. Sorrow, sadness, melancholy forecastings of my own 

future, retrospects, dreams of 50 years gone and of a hundred scenes of joyous intercourse, Union Street, 

Shanklin Down, Ashley, Nunwell, the Lake country – all these are mingled together, but perhaps superior 

to all is the thought of him lying calmly on his bed, unvexed by a single fear! What a spectacle, what a 

rebuke! 

 I cannot resist a conviction that he will recover. The ascending sun is in his favour. Willie, who 

was here last Sunday, said if the pneumonia had disappeared, that chances now  were that he would 

conquer the weakness. When you write again tell me if the pneumonia was brought on by influenza. (1) 

   Best love from 

   Your ever affectionate friend 

    W. Hale White     

(1) Richard Colenutt died 8 May 1900 

 

115. 

  Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    10 May 1900 

 

My dear Fabian (1) 

 If you can spare a moment, please tell me how your dear mother is. Give her my love, the best 

love I have to give. 

  Faithfully yours 

 

   W. Hale White  

Their son.  

 

 

116. (LTF 73) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    22 May 1900 

Mr dearest friend 

 I cannot help sending you the briefest note. It must be of the briefest, for words of mine at such a 

time would be a hateful impertinence, and yet I must send it. It is just to have the satisfaction of speaking 

that I write. I did not know till between nine and ten in the morning of the funeral at Brading on what day it 

was to be; so that it was impossible for me to be present. Had I known I should have come, but perhaps it is 
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as well I did not. I have thought of you every hour. Please remember now and then in the midst of your 

trouble that to me it is continually present. I cannot mitigate it, I cannot mitigate my own, it has loosened 

my hold on life, but it may be something to you to feel that yours in a measure is mine. Please on no 

account make any attempt to reply. Some day I shall come to Ryde. Give my love to Kate, and ask her 

kindly to send me word how you are. 

   Yours affectionately 

   W.Hale White 

 

117. (LTF 74) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    5 July  1900 

My dear friend 

 I have kept the latest photograph and am thankful for it. I have what, I think, is a better likeness 

that the other two and taken about the same time. 

 I believe I told you that Hastings did not suit us, and the that the doctor advised greater altitude. 

We are now 650 feet above the sea-level and on sand. The house is new and small, but the ground, not yet 

made into a garden, is about and acre and a half, much more than I can properly manage. No other place 

was procurable here. Whether we shall like our abode I cannot say. I am afraid the cold will be severe in 

the winter, and indeed we have already been tried with this damp unseasonable weather. We have a  man 

and his wife instead of two maid-servants, an arrangement which suits us better and is cheaper. We have 

fee acquaintances round about. One is a gentleman named Constable (1), rector of an adjoining parish and 

grandson of Scott‟s friend. His mother is an old and very handsome lady – over 80 – in most interesting. 

Not a faculty is impaired: she works in the garden and is full of reminiscences of Chalmers (2), Erskine of 

Linlathen )3)(to whom Carlyle was so much attached), and other eminent Scotch folk of sixty years ago.  

Another caller is a Dr. Roberts who has a large observatory devoted to photographing the stars. He told me 

a fact worth communicating. There are empty spaces in the sky which yield no objects. Prolonged exposure 

of the photographic plate which reveals the minutest stars and faintest films of nebulae elsewhere shows 

nothing but blank darkness in these gaps. The supposition in that we here look through the galactic system 

of which all the visible Universe forms a part: that we see infinite space, in which perhaps other systems 

may lie. So much for myself. 

  Courage! Courage! You have more than your share, and it is worth while to live in order 

that you may keep alive faint hearts like my own. A thought of you often does me more good than any 

book. Naturally it is impossible not to feel that the ties which blind us to life are loosened. Every day with 

me they grow slacker, and the deaths of those we love break many. Tennyson, Carlyle, Emerson, Ruskin 

and your Richard have gone, and why should we say. What harm can come of going where they are? I do 

dread pining sickness, loss of faculties, and being a wearisome burden to those about me, but perhaps these 

trials may not await me. Anyhow, patience and faith. Every year sees one more wave surmounted. 

Best love. Write to me soon. Molly sends an affectionate kiss. 

  Your most affectionate friend 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

Kindest regards to Charlie 

 

(1) Rev. Thomas Constable 

(2)Might be Chalmers, Thomas (1780–1847), Church of Scotland minister and social reformer 

(3) Erskine, Thomas, of Linlathen (1788–1870), theologian and advocate 

(4) Might be Roberts, Isaac (1829–1904), geologist and astronomer, 

 

118. (LTF 75 (1) ) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    18 September 1900 

My dear friend 
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I hope to come to Ryde for a day early next month. I must come and see you all again. I will tell you some 

time beforehand when it will be. I should not be able to stay for more than a day – perhaps Sunday – for I 

am not well away from home. I was grieved to hear that you had been ill, and rejoiced to hear you are 

better again. I trust that for the sake of your children and friends who will not resign from your post just 

yet. I know how hard it is, when the pleasure had departed from life, to live for others. It is sometimes 

difficult to see what good we do them. In your case there can be no debate on this point. I hardly remember 

anybody whose influence in her own circle has been more profound than yours. 

 I wonder how many times I shall talk to people who never knew you, about you and Richard. This 

week I was telling your story, not the story of events, but of your real life, to somebody of whom you have 

never heard, and it will do good. I told it to show how independent men and women of strength and virtue 

might be of all the Sects; that there is not a single excellence or a single noble influence which will not 

grow of itself without the interference of the priest, if only it obtains its proper chance. I said, and with 

truth, that your children had been more effectually prompted to good and restrained from evil by their 

parents alone than if the Archbishops and Convocation had taken them in hand, and that these parents 

relied upon no theological arguments (for they did not believe in them)  but trusted to that „natural religion‟ 

in which only is salvation. This is all gospel fact and you must not forget it. 

  I am glad you read again the old books, Carlyle and Tennyson. Carlyle remains to me- this is my 

now irreversible verdict on his – the voice which in our century came from the deepest depths. In nobody 

so I find the immovable rock as I find in him. Goodbye for the present, my dearest friend. 

   Every affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White.  

 

(1) This letter is not written in his own handwriting. It is marked copy. There is a note as such in LTF 

 

119. (LTF 76) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    2 October   1900 

My dear friend 

 Will it suit you of I come to Ryde next Saturday? Molly very much wishes to come with me. We 

should reach Ryde probably in the forenoon, although I cannot say certainly as the trains may be altered 

this month. Molly might stay at your house, if you can find room for her. I should like to go on, perhaps to 

Sandown, in the evening and spend Sunday with you. We must return on Monday. Will you ask Charlie if 

there is a good hotel in Sandown, quiet and facing the sea. I will let you have a card; telling you what tie we 

should arrive. Best love from both of us. 

   Every affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White 

(reproduced opposite p 108 of LTF)  

 

120.   
Lord’s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    4
th

 October   1900 

My dear friend 

 I am grieved to say we must put off our visit. The cold, damp weather has brought neuralgia to 

Molly. She is subject to it. It comes in the stomach and depresses her a good deal. There is no remedy but 

rest and warmth. The change has been trying me also, as it has developed a  trouble, nothing serious, in the 

throat which has always shown itself with the least provocation ever since I had pneumonia two or three 

years  ago. I hope the cold has affected you (?) Don’t forget fires in your bedroom. They are most 

important. I have had to begin them already. It is now raining, literally in torrents and is almost wintry. I 

expect to see you soon. 

Love from both of us 

  Ever affectionately 
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   W.Hale White 

 

121. (LTF 77) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough 

    Tunbridge Wells 

    17 December 1900 

My dear friend, 

 Thanks you for your kindness in sending me the photograph. It is welcome to hear that you are 

better. Length of life I myself care little about, but I do pray to be free from decrepitude and pain.  

 Molly thinks it is very good of you to remember her birthday, and I am to give you her best love. 

She cannot remember the Leopardi (1) . I never read him. Just now I am engaged with the new edition of 

Lord Byron‟s letters (2) , many of which have not before been published, and am more than ever amazed at 

him. Such a mass of white hot coal! Everything flimsy and artificial goes to ashes at its touch. His sincerity 

is the quality that now strikes me. Full of scoriae (3)  is the coal, but what a glow! How much it burns up! 

 Of new books I see few of none. If I wish for recreation I turn to Dickens or Scott, and I have just 

renewed my acquaintance with my goddess, little Nell of the Old Curiosity Shop . But there is one book I 

have read during the last few weeks, not exactly new but by a living author, which is perfectly genuine, 

perfectly delightful. It is called In a Gloucestershire Garden (4)  , and the author is the Rev. H.N. 

Ellacombe,(4)  vicar of Bitton. He is an oldish man, a scholar, and he is a complete master of garden-craft. 

He knows all about flowers, and everything he says about them is first-hand. It is a sweet, peaceful, vital 

transcript of country life, something like White‟s Selbourne , nothing traditional, nothing merely literary in 

it, and it is as refreshing as the quiet Bitton garden itself must be. Mr. Ellacombe has also written another 

modest book, Plant-lore of Shakespeare, telling us everything that can be told of every plant Shakespeare 

mentions. How your dear husband would have loved In a Gloucestershire Garden. 

Willie is off to Jersey this week. He is a good deal knocked up. He cannot stand without damage the worry 

and drive of his London life. He may evade  another acute attack but he will never be robust again. Jack is 

prospering at Burgos. He has great responsibility and is much away from home. His wife is brave and 

uncomplaining, but she is quite solitary in that Spanish town, with no society save that of Spanish women, 

devout Roman Catholics, or perhaps not devote but orthodox, who never open a book and have no interest 

in anything which makes up the life of an educated woman here. 

Best love from both of us. 

  Your ever affectionate friend 

 

   W. Hale White 

 Shall be in my seventieth year in another four or five days! 

 

(1) Giacomo Taldegardo Francesco di Sales Saverio Pietro Leopardi, Conte (June 29, 1798 – June 14, 

1837) was an Italian poet, essayist, philosopher, and philologist. 

(2) The works of Lord Byron: letters and journals, ed. R. E. Prothero, 6 vols. (1898–1904) – could be this 

edition – dates are right.  

(3) 1. Geology Porous cinderlike fragments of dark lava. Also called cinders, slag. 

2. Metallurgy The refuse of a smelted metal or ore; slag. Also called cinder. 

(4) 1896  

(4) Ellacombe [Ellicombe], Henry Thomas (1790–1885), campanologist and Church of England 

clergyman. The books seem to still be available.  

  

 

 

 

 

122.  Address cut off or may have been what was written behind.  

 

   9 February 1901 

 

My dear friend 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/June_29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1798
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/June_14
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1837
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poet
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Essayist
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philosopher
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philologist
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 I wish you would send me a line, if it is only a card, to say how you are. I have been anxious for 

you during this bitter weather. I have been indoors for a fortnight. Yesterday I was tempted out by the sun 

for a short time.  

I had a newspaper from William telling me that he has an assistant. I wrote to him asking for particulars – 

whether the congregation had been generous, whether he liked the man etc. But have had no reply. 

Perhaps you know more. 

Molly is well and sends her best love….Willie returns from his holiday next week – too early I think, but it 

cannot be helped. 

  Love to Charlie 

 

    Ever affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White 

  

123. (LTF 78) 

  Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

   13 th April 1901 

My dear friend 

  Can you send me a line to say how you are? I am anxious to know if the cold has affected 

you. We have had bitter northerly winds here (although a few days this week have been warmer), and I 

have made a vow that if I am live and movable next winter it shall be spent in Devonshire or Cornwall.  

 The last link with Colchester, my mother‟s birthplace, had been broken by the death of my first 

cousin Lizzie Chisolm and that town, which fifty years ago was crowded with relations and friends, now 

does not contain a soul who I know. Lizzie’s servant had been with her forty years! I am glad to say that her 

mistress‟s small leavings are devoted by will to an annuity for her. 

 My old friend Holyoake (1) came over to see me this week. He is 84 to-day, and, excepting 

cataract in one eye and a slight failure in hearing, is almost unimpaired. His mind is as active as ever, and 

he thinks nothing of going down to Manchester to lecture or speak on his one subject, co-operation. He can 

eat and drink anything. 

 Have you watched what is going on in Spain? Jack‟s wife has sent me an account of the play 

which was acted at Madrid and was the match to the gunpowder. It is a drama such as Huxley (2)  might 

have written if he had been a poet; from end to end an outburst against Jesuitry and the power of darkness. 

It is most interesting to find that Spain, of all countries in the world, is awake and that her young men are in 

revolt. 

Best love from both of us. Write soon. 

  Affectionately yours 

   W. Hale White 

 Tell me how Annie is going on.  

(1) Holyoake, George Jacob (1817–1906), freethinker and co-operator 

(2) Which one? 

 

124. (LTF 79) 

 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

   14
th

 Jul 1901 

My dear friend 

I am afraid that this is Swinburne at his worst, (1) and that he is referring to the election riots at Stratford 

where people were beaten and kicked because they dared to speak their minds about  this wicked war. 

Swinburne‟s verse is doubly disgraceful because in the name of „freedom‟ he applauds the tyranny which 

suppresses speech. What would he have said if this thing had  happened  in Russia! It is all too sad for 

words. I can hardly trust myself to write of speak about it, and I begin almost to wish myself out of a world 

like ours as it now is. Excepting Morley and Frederick Harrison, tow agnostics, by the way, and neither of 

them divinities to me, there are no men of any note in politics who seriously believe that justice and 

morality are anything but what it is the fashion to call „fads‟.  

I hope the intense heat, which I know you do not like did not upset you. The drop of twenty degrees in 

twenty  four hours has been also very trying.  
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Our two new servants have just come. I do pity you if you are going to change. I don’t wonder that you 

sometimes propose to yourself to take husband and wife both, but you will hardly be able to do it. There 

will be more than a probability of children and you wont like to turn the wife away just as she is becoming 

unfit for work. 

Molly is very well, we both send our best, best love. 

Love to Charlie 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

(1) This must be „Stratford on Avon 27 June 1901‟, It was published in the Saturday Review, 6 July 1901, 

and reprinted in A Channel Passage and other Poems. 1904. 

 

125. (LTF 80) 

 

  27
th

 Oct. 1901 

 

My dear friend 

 I want you to read pp. 24-37 of the enclosed “Demands of Love and Reason”. You can also read 

“The Root of the Evil” You need not send them back. Let me have a line to say how you are. I don‟t know 

if writing is a burned to you. It is not quite a burden to me yet, but it is becoming so partly because I am so 

slow at it and partly because what I now to say seems so unimportant. Then also as we grow old life 

becomes uneventful. But I do earnestly wish to hear about your health and about the children. 

Jack came over from Spain a few weeks ago and brought  his wife and daughter with him for about twelve 

hours. Business, business! He rushed about here, there and everywhere and then went back. Agnes and 

Cecily stayed with us two days. Cecily of course speaks Spanish as easily as English perhaps more easily. 

Agnes, although she is over forty now is as handsome, or rather, beautiful as ever. She is very lonely at 

Burgos. It is difficult to believe that within forty eight hours of us there can be men and women living in a 

world so different from ours. 

Molly and I have been pretty well but we are dreading the winter in this cold place and if I can afford it I 

think we shall try a warmer climate, probably Torquay, for the worst months.  

Be sure you tell me all about my dear Mary and give my particular love to her. If the history of human 

heroism could be written proportionately,  that is to say, not with regard to the publicity of the lives of 

heroes and heroines, but with regard to the actual worth of what they did and suffered, what a different 

record it would be! 

Best love from both of us. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

126. (LTF 81) 

 9 St. James Square, Bath 24 Dec. 1901 

 

My dear friend 

 Molly and I are staying in Bath for a little while. We came partly for a change and partly because a 

friend, Mr. Archibald Constable, grandson of Sir Walter Scott‟s Constable (3)  is here and wished us to be 

his neighbours for a week or two. We like the city. It is full of memories of Landor (2) and Jane Austen, 

and it has an air of eighteenth century pomp, refreshing after the suburban villas of Crowborough. I am 

almost sure I have heard you or Mary talk of Limpley Stoke near Bath, am I right? 

 Willie and all his family have gone to Mullion in Cornwall for the winter. He has got through the 

year very well. 

Our best, best love to you. I am anxious to catch the next post, if I do not you will not hear till Thursday 

and will wonder why I have not answered your letter. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 
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(2) Landor, Walter Savage (1775–1864), poet and author, 

For some years Landor led the life of an idle young man, enjoying the fashionable society of Bath and 

London and always in debt. 

(3) Constable, Archibald (1774–1827), publisher 

 

127. (LTF 82) 

 Lord‟s Well Lane,  

Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells.  

 15
th

 April 1902 

 I was just about to write to you when your letter came. I was anxious to know how you had got 

through the winter. It is not. However, at an end here, for it has been bitterly cold the last three or four days, 

and this morning we are smothered in raw fog. 

After leaving Bath, a city I like as any I have seen in England, we went to Lyme Regis, a favourite spot 

with me, but now doomed, for a railway to it is being made, and the landowners and tradespeople are 

longing for development as they call it. Since I returned, my life has been uneventful. I am considerably 

troubled with old complaints, aggravated by the cold of this climate which I do not think I can endure 

another winter. At my age I want warmth. If this house were solidly built I might do better, but it is built to 

let and not to live in. 

I have written a little notice of Caleb Morris (1) which I will send you. It is a review in the British Weekly 

of a very poor biography of him. Please on no account let the people at Exeter know anything about it. I 

never hear directly from Exeter now. Indirect news reaches me sometimes from To Kate, (2) when I go to 

him for new clothes. William seems to keep up his correspondence with him.  

My children are all well, but Willie is greatly overworked and I sometimes fear the a strain is too much for 

him. He and his wife and children spent the winter at Mullion in Cornwall. You cannot imagine how often I 

dream of the happy days spent at Ryde with you and your dear husband, my best of friends, the friends of 

my youth; of all the country near you, of Nunwell, of Shanklin Down, of Wootton Bridge, of Brading, of 

Whitecliff Bay and St. Helens, of our talk of Tennyson, of your Richard‟s memory for In Memoriam, of 

sunsets from Ryde Pier. It is worth while to have lived to have had such an experience. It lies still before 

me covered with the glory of a sinking sun. 

 When you next write to me give me some news about Mary & assure her of my best love. I do not 

know what she is doing. My love to Charlie also and all the children. 

 

   Yours with unchanging affection 

 

      W. Hale White 

 

Molly sends her best love. 

 

(1) “Caleb Morris was born in 1800, and died in 1865”. See  Last Pages from a Journal 244 – 247. 

 

128. (To Kate , the Colenutt‟s second,  daughter Born 11 August 1852, died 18 September 1936, aged 84) 

 

Lord’s Well Lane, 

Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells. 

  17
th

 June 1902 

 

My dear Kate, 

  How welcome was your most generous letter! I should rejoice to see you, more perhaps 

than you know. You remember the old story of the Sibylline books (1)were burnt one by one and those that 

were left became Rome’s most precious treasure. So with me. I am now over the three score and ten and 

cling more closely than ever to the few survivors of my youth and to  memories like those of Ryde. You were 

a child then, but our grown-up love has been long. I do not despair of a meeting although as I explained to 

you I cannot stay with any of my friends. I shall try to come to the Island when you are there. I want to hear 

about the children, to see your mother and the rest of the family. 
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Thank you sincerely for the portrait. It is very good, although there is, as in all photographs, just a trifle 

wanting. Sir Joshua Reynolds could have given it: the Sun or rather the Sun directed by Hughes and 

Huskins cannot – that it is very near and I shall treasure it.  

 

   Most affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

Molly is not at home. If she were I am sure she would send her best love. 

I wish you could come to stay with us. But alas we have no spare bedroom, save a little kind of box room 

into which I am ashamed to put anybody. I believe it was originally intended that the servants should sleep 

in it, one above the other I imagine, and that the room they occupy should be the spare room. This was an 

arrangement strikingly characteristic of Crowborough gentility, but one which humanity forbad us to 

accept; to say nothing of prudence, for I do not think any servants above Hottentots would have agreed. 

 

(1)As the translator notes, this collection should more properly titled 'the Pseudo-Sibylline Oracles'. The 

original Sibylline Books were closely-guarded oracular scrolls written by prophetic priestesses (the Sibylls) 

in the Etruscan and early Roman Era as far back as the 6th Century B.C.E. These books were destroyed, 

partially in a fire in 83 B.C.E., and finally burned by order of the Roman General Flavius Stilicho (365-408 

C.E.). http://www.sacred-texts.com/cla/sib/index.htm 

 

129. (LTF 83) 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

 3
rd

 September 1902 

 

My dear friend 

 I had not heard of Mr. Charles Colenutt‟s death (1) .I have not seem him for many years. The 

picture I have of him in my mind is that of a robust, active man, such as he was when he was on the Town 

council and used to come into the shop in Union Street. It would be mere affectation to grieve over his 

death, and I pray I may not have life on the terms on which it has latterly been granted to him. Your 

husband was preserved from such a penalty, and you and I ought to be thankful.  

 We enjoyed our visit to Freshwater, although our stay was so short. It was too far from Ryde, but 

every place near the Solent is crowded. 

 I was very, very glad to see Kate. I mention her particularly because it occurs to me that since her 

husband’s death her character has become more strongly developed and all for good. Her affection is as 

boundless as ever and her self reliance and strength have increased. She is a woman upon whom 

dependence can be placed for guidance and support.  

Some years ago I had some correspondence with a Mrs Louisa Tennyson living at Freshwater about the 

letters and papers in he possession which relate to the Wordsworth and Coleridge families. She was the 

second wife of our Lord Tennyson‟s brother Arthur. I tried to find her at Freshwater, but found she had left 

and was living at Cranleigh. She has very kindly asked me to look over her treasures, which are most 

precious, and I think I shall go. She has inherited them from her relative, Mrs. Clarkson, Dorothy 

Wordsworth‟s intimate friend. 

 My children are all well. Jack prospers in Spain and is busy now with a new railway, a big 

undertaking, but it is a lonely life for his poor wife. 

If I had a copy I would send you the August number of the “Bookman” containing a few words I wrote at 

the editor‟s request on George Eliot. In understand that this August number is out of print. I hope 

somebody will be able to lend you the Quarterly Review for August so that you may read Swinburne‟s 

noble article on Dickens. 

I am sorry to hear what you tell me about Exeter but I am not surprised. I could say much thereon which is 

better to leave unsaid. I have heard nothing from William for ages, and indeed I may consider the old 

relationship no longer exists. He came to London some two or three years ago to stay with the Hill’s and I 

was asked to go up and have lunch with him and Harry Hill, an invitation which I did not accept. We both 

send our best love. 

 Your ever affectionate friend 

 

   W. Hale White 

http://www.sacred-texts.com/cla/sib/index.htm
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(1) Richard Colenutt‟s elder brother 

 

130. 

 

Lord’s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

  23
rd

 December 1902 

 

My dear friend 

 Thank you for your affectionate letter. I am grieved to find you were unwell a little while ago and 

it disturbs me that I know nothing about your trouble. I wish I could feel assured that nothing of 

importance for good or evil could happen to you without prompt communication with me. I suppose you 

have not got a telephone in your home in Queen’s Road. 

 Molly has been away for more than a fortnight and it will be another five weeks before she 

returns. She has been staying with her friend Mrs. Bright in Lancashire and now she is in Cornwall with 

Willie, Jeanie and the children. She has not been well. The doctor says there is nothing radically wrong 

with her but that she is suffering from weakness. The effects are trying. Her appetite is bad, she cannot 

walk far and is very depressed. She says she is getting better and I hope so. 

 What would I not give if she were near you and could always be apprised by you! As for myself I 

am rather dull. My niece, Blanch Borthwick, has kindly offered to come here tomorrow and stay over 

Christmas with me. I cannot leave home just now and our travelling has already cost us far too much this 

year. Otherwise I would have gone away. My health has not been good lately but I suppose I cannot, after 

three score years and ten, expect it to improve. Ancient troubles seem to strengthen themselves and I 

cannot walk very far, a grievous trial to me. However and Carlyle used to say “Patience, patience” ah, I 

forget the following pious words and do not know where to look for them. I never need patience more than 

when I pine for a friend separated by a long journey. I feel this very much when I last saw your dear Kate. 

How precious her strength and unerring instinct would be to me in Crowborough, but Whitby, alas, is as 

far away as the next world. Her responsibilities since her husband’s death seem to have developed her 

force of character, which was always great. 

 Excepting Molly, my children are well. Willie is strong again, but at times overdone with his 

increasing practice. Jack is still in Spain and likely to remain there: Ernest is at Rugby. 

Love to Charlie and my best wishes to both of you for the new voyage which will begin next week. 

 

   Ever affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White 

   

131. 

 

Lord’s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

  2 Jan: 1903 

 

My dear friend, 

 Molly returns next Monday or Tuesday fortnight. She has to bring the boys back to school. I 

should be very glad if she could come to you for I am sure you and Kate would do her much good but I am 

afraid it is impossible. She will have been away between six and seven weeks by the time she gets back. 

 Ernest has just told me he is engaged to be married to a Miss O’Hara, and Irish young woman, 

living in Rugby. We know nothing about her. 

 I can assure you that as to writing, except letters, I do none, and as to reading, it is shut up into a 

small compass especially when Molly is away. In consequence of our peculiar circumstances half my day is 

taken up with small house matters and just now business correspondence is unusually heavy. 

 I dare say you will hear from Molly. I told her this morning that you have invited her. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 
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132. (LTF 84)  

 

Lord‟s Well Lane, Crowborough, Tunbridge Wells 

  21
st
 March 1903 

 

 My dear friend 

  I am very glad to hear you are well. I have not been fortunate lately. About a month ago I 

fell down some steps under a railway and hurt my side. Then followed influenza. I am better now, but a 

cough remains which is rather troublesome at night.  

Molly is well. She was in an unhappy condition in the early part of the winter and was away from home for 

nearly seven weeks, part of the time with Mrs Bright and part with Willie in Cornwall. 

Ernest, who lives in Rugby, is to be married in the summer. The young woman’s name is O’Hara. She is 

half Irish. I have seen her from a Saturday to Monday and that is all. She is 22, good looking, fond of 

outdoor amusements, a gay kind of creature, but at present I do not really know her – I can only hope that 

her liveliness may tend to Ernest’s happiness. 

 Whether we shall stay in Crowborough I cannot tell. I am in negotiation for a house at 

Groombridge which will be much more convenient for Willie and other friends., but there is not a complete 

settlement at present. I am very loth to move. I do not like the bother, and at my time of life I do not look 

forward to change with any enthusiasm. But Crowborough is so cold and so „blasty‟ , as little Dora 

Wordsworth (1) used to say, that I do not think I could stand another winter. 

 Talking about Dora reminds me that I have now  read through all those Dorothy letters, which you 

will recollect Mrs Arthur Tennyson was going to send me. What a job! Folio sheets closely written, crossed 

and re-crossed such as women wrote before the penny postage. They are mostly domestic, news of the 

children, events in the village, &c. &c.  The poverty of the Wordsworth household, combined with study, 

intelligence and high breeding in the proper sense of the word, is most interesting. In one of her letters 

Dorothy explains the method by which , turning hind part before, she has succeeded in adapting a pair of 

her brother‟s breeches into some kind of nether garment for her nephew. The next day she and Coleridge 

are talking poetry, philosophy and religion. 

 

  Best love from both of us. 

  Your ever affectionate friend 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Dorothy [Dora] Quillinan (1804–1847), writer, the second child of William Wordsworth and Mary 

Hutchinson, 

 

133. (LTF 85)  

 

   The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent. 

    18
th

 June 1903 

 

My dear friend, 

 We moved last Monday in the wet!  Fortunately we had taken lodgings. I saw the vans depart from 

Crowborough. Molly superintended the unloading and showed the talent of a general. She got back to the 

lodgings at eleven p.m. When we shall be settled I cannot say. There is a large old garden to our new 

abode with very big trees in it. It is almost too much of a garden for us, but we shall leave part of  it wild. 

 I have not seen those Emerson(1)  numbers and indeed I have had no time for reading lately.  

 

 

Ernest was married last Saturday. I do not know his present address. As soon as I hear from him I will tell 

him about your kind offer.  

I will write further when I have a little more leisure. 

 Love from us both – also to Annie. 
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   Your affectionate friend 

 

   W. Hale White  

 

 I consider Chamberlain the most dangerous politician of this Century – his schemes are all wind but they 

may nevertheless plunge the nation into disaster. 

 

 
(1) Emerson, Ralph Waldo born May 25, 1803, Boston, Mass., U.S. 
died April 27, 1882, Concord, Mass. 
 

134. (LTF 86)  

 

   The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent. 

    1
st
 August June 1903 

 

My dear friend 

  Ernest would like a brass inkstand. It is exceedingly kind of you to offer him a present. I am glad to hear 

you are well. It was very pleasant to see Kate. It was a welcome proof of affection that she is willing to 

come here for a day, after thirty hours‟ travelling from Switzerland. It is not everybody who will take so 

much trouble for even a sincere friend. 

 We are now settling down, although two of our rooms will not be papered until next year. The 

trouble is the garden. It is a beautiful, almost romantic place, with big trees in it, but it will cost me much 

more than I can afford to keep in order. It will not, therefore, be kept in order. When I took the house I was 

driven into a corner and did not properly estimate garden expenses. The old chestnuts and beeches look 

down somewhat sadly on the motor-cars which rush by, tearing up the dust. We are on a main road much 

frequented by these stinking, hateful machines. 

All the children are well. Agnes and her child were here from Spain two or three weeks ago. She is as 

beautiful as ever, although the feverous (?) cou (?) beginning to appear in her cheeks. The change to me, 

who remember her so well as a girl is very interesting. It is touching to see in middle age and then in old 

age the lines of youth and childhood. Haven’t you often felt this in looking at two portraits of the same 

person taken fifty years apart? 

I hope to be in Ryde before the winter sets in. Life is becoming very short, and no opportunity for a word or 

two with those we love ought to be missed. 

Molly sends her best love. 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale. White 

 

135. (LTF 87)  

 

   The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent. 

    9the October  1903 

My dear friend 

 I am writing, not because I have any news for you but in order that I may get news about yourself. 

Molly is at Whitby enjoying herself much. She leaves Kate next week and goes to Mrs Bright at Rochdale 

and thence to Ernest at Rugby. Our life here during the last three months has been monotonous, for we do 

not know many Groombridge people, in fact hardly any who are particularly interesting, and as I cannot 

move about without some fatigue I have been somewhat pinned at home. The house we continue to like 

fairly well. It has advantages over the last in being old, domestic and comfortable, but I miss the 

magnificent expanse of sky we had before. However houses don‟t make much difference to me. A little bit 

of food in the wrong place outweighs all the prospects in the world. We had a fright during the storm. Huge 

branches came down from the big trees in the garden, but the trees themselves stood firm. 

 I had hoped to be able to see you at Ryde this summer. I had fully intended to go for a day or two, 

but I was prevented and  now I must put it off again I would give a great deal to be able to travel more 
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easily. My “often (1) frequent infirmity” is a thorn in the flesh, a messenger of Satan and his buffetings are 

too severe a penalty ( I say it in all humility) for my sins. 

 Do please let me have a line or two from you to say how you are and how the children are. Has the wet 

summer upset you? It has hardly been summer here save for a few weeks  in June; a depressing year so far, 

sunless and not good for much save weeds in the garden which have flourished with the most extraordinary 

pertinacity, defying all endeavours to exterminate or even to check them. A good year for all that is 

noxious. See how Chamberlain sprouts up in it! 

 

  Yours ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) this word used in LTF?)   

 

 136.  (LTF 88)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  23
rd

 December 1903 

 

My dear friend 

  It is kind of you to remember me, cheering in these dark days. I have hardly seen the sun 

for a week.  

I am much concerned about Charlie. If he really has diabetes, I suppose everything depends on diet. A 

friend of mine much younger than I am, but much older than Charlie has suffered for years from this 

disease but keeps it under control by regimen. The last attack was brought on by drinking some temperance 

liquor which was charged with sugar. He did not know it, for the sweet was disguised.  

All my children are well. Willie went to Cornwall yesterday, I am thankful to say, for the fogs in London 

have been most trying. I have been fairly well, saving something like neuralgia over my head and face 

which bothers me a good deal.  

I am glad you read the little book about Abbot Salmon (1) It was extraordinarily interesting to me as a 

picture of a time almost inconceivable, as well as a portrait of a remarkable person. Notice the strange 

incongruities of that century, or what we should think to be such, the really earnest piety, passionate piety 

in fact, and the oral shortcomings; lovely art and ferocity. Allen, the publisher, has sent me some Ruskin 

drawings this morning. Many of them are of mediaeval Italian architecture. Its grace and delicacy are 

exquisite, there is nothing in the woods in spring more tender. Yet what was the history of the Italian states 

and cities during times when these churches and houses were being built? How foolish it is to dogmatize 

about nations and men, or to attempt inclusion of them in neat little summaries! 

 Molly is busy with a plum pudding for an old woman who lives in the cottage next door to us. She 

is 84,   and I met her the day before yesterday without bonnet or cloak and with a pail on her arm. She was 

going up the hill to the spring to fetch water. She is always cheery and may be said to live alone, for the 

only other inmate of the cottage is a little grandson of whom she takes care. She never, of course, sees a 

newspaper. This perhaps, is the reason why she is in perfect health. 

 Best love from both of us. 

 

  W. Hale White 

(1) The Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelond. A picture of monastic life in the days of Abbot Samson. Newly 

edited by Sir Ernest Clarke. Publisher/year   pp. xliv. 285. 1903. Link note   In : Gollancz (I.) The King‟s 

Classics. 1902, etc. 8º 

 

137.  (LTF 89)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  20 Feb: 1904 

 

My dear friend 

javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/UVH21DM6SQ6V9P1BRRER73P4KE7ITUUDUTNEMSF2AGT1LDYX84-16165?func=service&doc_number=001878171&line_number=0007&service_type=TAG%22);
javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/UVH21DM6SQ6V9P1BRRER73P4KE7ITUUDUTNEMSF2AGT1LDYX84-16165?func=service&doc_number=001878171&line_number=0007&service_type=TAG%22);
javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/UVH21DM6SQ6V9P1BRRER73P4KE7ITUUDUTNEMSF2AGT1LDYX84-16166?func=service&doc_number=001878171&line_number=0008&service_type=TAG%22);
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 Will you send me a word to say how you and the children are, especially Charley? We are all well, 

but the absence of sunlight  during the last six months has been depressing. 

I have nearly finished my Dorothy Wordsworth letters in the Athenaeum (1) . Next Saturday will perhaps 

conclude them. You see most of the weekly papers, I think. I remember that they were brought home on 

Saturday always from an Institute or Reading Room. In to-days Speaker you will find a paper of mine on 

Galileo (2) which may interest you. I was pressed to write something, and the new Life of Galileo (3) . has 

been quite a discovery to me. 

 I don‟t make, though many discoveries now, and find it more profitable to occupy myself with 

those already made. A Roman Catholic friend, (4)  however who has been here to see me has been an 

attractive study to me. She is cousin to Rose La Touche, whom Ruskin wanted to marry. She is an able 

woman, and her Biblical criticism is much more liberal that that of most of the English clergy, although she 

is very devout. The power which we possess of combining apparent opposites in our minds is singular, but 

I am quite sure that this lady is quite sincere and sees no contradiction in what she believes. I have been 

introduced at Groombridge to more Church of England parsons than I knew before in all my life, and a 

sillier set of creatures I cannot conceive. The world in which they live is the merest nutshell. It would have 

amused you to hear one of them talk about his sect as he did to me. It was of course the sole catholic 

communion. Everybody outside it, all the Roman Catholics, Dissenters, to say nothing of Mohammedans 

etc. etc. Were mere contemptible schismatics – the pride, the patronage of the wretched little mortal would 

have been unendurable were they not so comical. 

I have just been round the garden. Once more the snowdrops and crocuses, once more another spring is 

bursting. I trust it will bring you another message of hope and peace. 

My beloved grandson Bobbie, one of the brightest boys that ever gladdened a grandfather, has this minutes 

come to spend Sunday with me. His mother put him on the train and here he is. 

   Ever affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White 

 

(1) WHW prepared a selection of Dorothy Wordsworth letters for publication but it was rejected on the 

ground that the passages relating to Coleridge‟s degeneration might be offensive to the poet‟s descendants. 

Selections from the letters were published in The Athenaeum, January – February 1904 ( p. 239, MacLean.) 

(2) How can we tell? Reprinted in Last Pages from a Journal 

(3) by J.J. Fahie – John Joseph Fahie : Galileo, his life and works. 1903.John  Murray. 

(4) A note refers to LTF page 236 where the name is Miss Bishop, afterwards Mrs. Hubert Burke. 

 

138.  (LTF 90)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  18 May: 1904 

My dear friend 

I return the Exeter letter. I did not know that William had been ill. He ought at his time of life to give up 

preaching but I am afraid his congregation would not provide for him. I do hope you will persuade Charlie 

to get the best advice. (1)  The precious opportunity is fleeting. By strict regimen begun at once he may 

prolong his life, but if the mischief goes too far, remedies are useless. From what he said to me I know 

pretty well what is the matter with him and how urgent the case is. On no account tell him I have written to 

you about him.  

It was a great delight to me to see you again, and as I wandered last Sunday morning through Yaverland 

and under Bembridge Down along a well-remembered path I was not altogether sad, although Richard went 

with me all the way. 

Best love from each of us. 

 Ever affectionately. 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) Charles Arthur.(seventh child) Born 2 February 1858. died 7 January 1907 age 49. 

Charles was educated at Framlingham School and took over the wine business after his 
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father‟s retirement. He did not marry once doing a round trip to Ceylon to restore his 

health. His hobby was growing roses and had a “gay and genial personality”. According 

to the letters he had diabetes.  
 

  

 

139.     
  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  4 June : 1904 

My dear friend 

 

 I am very glad to heat about Charlie. As you know, I talked to him very seriously and afterwards 

wrote to him. His life now depends on the strictest adherence to diet. Where does he get the food? Willie 

told me a few days ago that the authorities at Guy’s had been obliged to give up dealings with  the man 

who supplied them because they had detected gross adulteration and that they now went to one who is 

honest. 

 

   Yours affectionately 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

There is nothing the matter with Willie Chignell. 

 

140.     
  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  30  June : 1904 

My dear friend 

 The Lord Chief Justice’s line died out in the 18
th

 century and there is no evidence that we are in 

any way connected with him. I am very glad to hear that Charlie goes on well. He will find it more difficult 

to persist than to begin and at times temptations will be hard upon him. Unhappily it is not a disease to be 

cured once for all. 

 Did you see Swinburne’s poem in Harper’s Magazine for June I think it was?  

We both send our best love. 

   Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

141.    (LTF 91)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  11 August : 1904 

My dear friend 

I am glad Charlie is better, a relapse is generally caused by some forgetfulness about diet. I hope he is 

always on the watch. 

Swinburne‟s poem in Harper‟s Magazine shows all his old strength and command of form. (1). 

Substantially he is always on the right side, although I think there is a meaning in the Old Testament and in 

Saint Paul which he has not seized and perhaps could not understand. Saint Paul, I confess, is hard, and I 

never read him without feeling that I have to stretch myself mightily in order to accommodate myself to 

him. In fact, the last time I tried the Epistle to the Romans I had to give it up. Still, he does stand for 

something; his character is noble, and there is much truth in what has often been said, that Christianity is 

his work. Swinburne‟s new preface is very good. I especially applaud his defence against the charge of 

egotism. There is a frank egotism like tat of Wordsworth, to take Swinburne‟s example, which is innocent 
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and in no way repulsive. It is quite different from conceit. It cares nothing for applause; self id not the 

centre of it. 

Yes; France and the Pope have greatly interested me. I shall not live long enough to see the end of that 

conflict. Sometimes I fear darkness will in the end prevail. I get very disheartened about the future at times. 

I have a Russian friend who was aide-de-camp to Alexander II and was intimate with him. He was a 

General in the Russian army, and knows Russia thoroughly.  He tells me that the people abhor this war and 

that it was begun by the Tsar and finance-mongers and is maintained by them. (2)  The Tsar hates the 

Japanese, because when he was in their country he was wounded in the face by a fanatic, and the 

capitalists, amongst whom is a Jew who has the Tsar‟s confidence, are eager for concessions in the Corea. 

(3) The Japanese are not worthy of complete sympathy, not indeed of much of it. They have taken up all 

that is worst and materialistic in European civilization; they want to rule the extreme East, and the 

speculator and jobber pull the strings. It is shocking beyond words but it is true that wars are begun and 

carried on, hundreds of thousands of people are killed and industry is stifled by the passion or greed of half 

a dozen madmen or thieves. 

 Molly is very well. She had her nephew Bobbie with her. I have not been very well lately. I have 

had a miserable faintness, not exactly fainting, but oppression and depression, hanging about me. It is an 

old and familiar enemy. I should like to go away for am month or six weeks if I could be transported with 

no trouble to some quiet place. I do hate travelling. 

  Ever affectionately  

 

   W. Hale White 

(1) „The Altar of Righteousness‟ Harpers Magazine, June 1904; reprinted in A Channel Passage and other 

Poems.  

(2) Russo – Japanese War 1904 -5. 

(3) Former spelling  of Korea 

 

142.    
  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  20
th

 September 1904 

 

My dear friend 

 I had a long rambling letter this morning from 45 Wheatstone Road, Southsea, beginning “my 

dear Hale”. It turned out to be from Mrs. Caine whom I have not seen for, I should think, 40 years. It is 

apparently written for no particular reason. She tells me all about her children and wants me to tell her 

about mine etc. etc. Do you know anything about her now? I do not wish to seem unkind but I no not know 

what is to be gained by beginning a correspondence with her.  

 I am very sorry to learn that Charlie has not been so well and that the diet does not agree with 

him. Pray make him got to Dr. Pavy again (1) . Most likely the bread can be varied so that it will be more 

palatable. 

 

   Ever affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White 

 

 My best love to Mary 

(1) Almost certainly Pavy, Frederick William (1829–1911), physician and physiologist “Pavy made the 

study of diabetes the work of his life and imitated his master in the manner of his lectures.”  

 

143.    (LTF 92)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  23
rd

 Oct.  1904 

 

My dear friend 
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I am grieved to hear about Charlie. You do not say if he has seen Dr. Pavy again. I much wish he would go, 

for I do not think that the best of physicians has a chance if he sees a patient only once. Molly and I are all 

well, excepting a pain in my face which has sent me to the dentist three times lately. He has not yet finished. 

The other children are also well. Willie goes in December for his annual holiday to Cornwall. Ernest’s wife 

has been staying with us. She is a good girl, I believe, and loves her husband, but why he married her I 

don’t quite know. She is not one of our set. 

I, like you, have bought the new edition of Swinburne. There are some poems I wish he had omitted, but 

there are others which are unsurpassable. I cannot have enough of them – the „Sea-mew‟ and a „Word with 

the wind‟ for example. I read them out aloud to myself  so I that I may not miss their miraculous music.  

  I have also been reading Shirley and Jane Eyre again, once more to fall passionately in love with 

your old heroine, Caroline Helstone. Unluckily and improperly I am in love with Jane, but I hope in heaven 

bigamy will not be a crime. I stick to my conclusion that no man nor woman has ever half-way ascended 

the mountain on the summit of which Charlotte and Emily Bronte are enthroned. I am glad to find that at 

seventy-three my adoration of these two sisters is as profound as it was forty years ago.  

Molly’s best love.  Mine also 

 

    Your ever affectionate friend 

 

   W, Hale White 

 

 

144.    (LTF 93)  

  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  11 Dec 1904 

 

 

My dear friend 

I am glad to hear that you are well and that Charlie is better, but do make him see Dr. Pavy again. I have 

been in bed with a bad cold, but am now up again. It has left behind aches in my limbs which torment me at 

night so that I cannot lie still. I had a letter a few days ago from James Hill giving me particulars of his 

brother Harry’s death. He was ill for a day only and died in his sleep of heart failure. The heart had been 

damaged in his youth by athleticism. The loss in every way to my cousin in Exeter will be great. I am glad 

to hear that Molly Hill, the only child by the first wife, loves her stepmother and that the stepmother loves 

Molly. 

Like you I have been re-reading Swinburne in the new edition, and much of the poetry is in a new light to 

me. When he was young and I was young I was repelled by what are obvious defects. They are still defects 

to me, but the balance on the other side is so great that I let them alone. 

 It is pleasant to know that there is anything in the little Bunyan book (1) which interests you. At 

first I refused to undertake the task, for I thought it was one for which I was unfit, but on pressure I yielded. 

Complaint has been made that I have given too much of Bunyan and too little of myself, but this is no 

reproach. If a biographer really is in earnest about his subject, his object will be to present him and not to 

use him as a peg on which to hang matter of no consequence to the world whatever. 

Willie ought to have been here today but he has been summoned to Exeter to see Dr. Davy’s wife who is 

seriously ill. He goes to Cornwall for his winter holiday next week. 

Our very best love to you. 

 

   Most affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

I should have sent you a copy of the Bunyan if my dislike to offer anything of my own had not prevented. 

 

(1) John Bunyan. Hodder & Stoughton, 1905.  

 

 

145.       
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  The Cottage 

  Groombridge, Kent. 

  17 Dec 1904 

 

My dear friend 

 Thank you very much for your  kindness in sending the portrait, which will be hung in a place of 

honour. 

 I am glad to hear of Charlie’s resolution. Keep him up to it. I met my friend Tom Matheson this 

week who used to suffer from diabetes. I never saw him happier or stronger. This comes from attention to 

diet. 

 Molly sends her dearest love. 

 

 Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

146.       
  6 Alexandra Gardens, Ventnor 

  25
th

 May 1905 

My dear friend 

I hear that you are in the midst of house-cleaning. Shall you be able to see us on Monday? If not, we will 

put of our visit till a more convenient day. It is a  nuisance that Alice has measles in the house as we are 

obliged to avoid it. We shall be here for another ten days if all goes well. Love from both of us. We long to 

be with you once more. 

 

   Affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

 

147.       
  6 Alexandra Gardens, Ventnor 

  26
th

 May 1905 

My dear friend 

 We will come on Monday if all goes well. I suppose there is no chance of seeing Mary. At what 

time do you have your dinner? I am not sure which will be the best train – perhaps one which would bring 

us to you after your dinner-time. I have heard nothing from Exeter for years. 

What has been the matter? 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

148.   (LTF 94)   

  6 Alexandra Gardens, Ventnor 

  3 June  1905 

My dear friend 

 I am very glad to hear the news about Charlie, and I trust he will be able to stick to the diet. 

Everything depends on that. I ate all the Wroxall bread, but I found it indigestible as it is clammy and what 

we call „close‟. 

 I intended to come to Ryde to-day, but I am not quite right this morning and am better at home. I 

am sorry, but I have seen you and hope before long  to see you again. Of course there is no house to me 

now in all the world like yours. You are the last of those early days. 

Love from both of us. 

  Ever affectionately 
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   W. Hale White 

 

149.       
  6 Alexandra Gardens, Ventnor 

  4
th

 June 1905 

My dear friend 

 We go home tomorrow by the 10.30 train & we shall not therefore be able to come. I quite 

understand Charlie’s difficulties but I hope he will be as strict as it is possible to be and continually 

remember that it is a matter of preserving life. We have found Ventnor so pleasant that I trust we shall soon 

see it again & you also. Best love from us both. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

150. 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  7 June 1905 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I return Jane’s letter. William must indeed have a wonderful constitution. We were sorry for the 

sightseers last Monday. The boat was crowded with them. I must say however that the rain did not seem to 

damp their eagerness and excitement. I have sometimes wondered if two months in another country would 

help Charlie. If it did not cure the disease it might prevent his dwelling on it. I suppose though he cannot 

leave his business. 

 Best love from both of us. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

151. (LTF 95)  

 37 Royal Parade, Eastbourne 

  17 October 1905 

My dear friend 

 We came here for a fortnight in order to get away from Groombridge. We go back next Friday. 

Our stay at Eastbourne has not been pleasant, for the wind has been northerly, very cold and not one hour 

from the sea, so that the horizon is clouded and there has been no colour anywhere. 

I have been troubled with what is now chronic, a low form of gastric catarrh, which to say the least of it is 

annoying. 

 After years of silence I had a letter last week from my cousin William, written with the vigour of 

fifty years. He is extraordinary. I was glad to hear from him as you may suppose. I know that 

correspondence is irksome to him, but if I could but get a line from him now & again, just a hail through 

the darkness, I should be, not exactly satisfied, but a little more content. By the way I do not remember the 

room in Melville Street which you mention, Highbury and George’s Square are vividly present to me, but I 

have forgotten whereabouts Melville Street is on Portsmouth. 

 I have been thinking much on one point of resemblance between my sister Henrietta and yourself. 

She never fell away to any artificial religion.  She never believed that a supernatural creed was necessary 

for the training of children. The example of father and mother was, she knew, the only effectual religion for 

a child. I wish I could discover one or two more people of her temper. How you find it, I cannot say, but I 

see so many examples, especially amongst your women, of weak clutching  at ceremonies and creeds and 

occasionally of perversion to extreme forms of Anglicanism. They have no strength  of their own to stand 

without this poor and hollow support. It used to vex me and provoke opposition. It now merely saddens me 

and I hold my tongue, reflecting that it is an indication of what no argument can cure. If they are relieved 

by genuflexions and incense and candles, and if life becomes any simpler to them through doctrines of 

which they can give no intelligible account, I must not quarrel with them. So they are made. 
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 I hope Charlie is improving and that he does not weary of his diet. It is trying to be compelled to 

deny yourself variation in food, to see all the delicious things in shop windows, wines, fruits etc. etc. and to 

be compelled to stick to cocoa and fish. That is the case, although Charlie‟s ailment is not mine. 

 

  Our best love to you 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

  

152. (LTF 96)  

The Cottage, Groom bridge, Kent 

  23
rd

 Dec. 1905 

My dear friend 

 My best love to you. 74 was I yesterday!. 

 We are both well, if my small troubles be excepted. Two stumps extracted, two broken bits of 

bone removed, and the end is not yet. 

 I have had the Christmas Carol  given me, but I have not yet looked at it. I read, however, 

Swinburne‟s contribution in the newspaper (1) and thought it a good specimen of his miraculous gift. 

With regard to Charlie I would have you not despair – I have told you before that as friend of  mine older 

than Charlie has recovered by strict attention the diet. If he is careless and attack is certain. I wish William 

could return altogether – that would be best, but I suppose there are difficulties in the way. I have not 

heard from him since my sister’s death.  

   I am now a very idle creature, that is to say I do no work, but just in proportion as the work dwindles to 

nothing, all kinds of little things demand attention. However, I have read again a book which is one of the 

truest, and in some respects one of the saddest, bits of human experience  - I mean Sir Walter Scott‟s 

Journal. It is profoundly interesting and touching. Nobody without reading it can have any notion of what 

Sir Walter really was. I remember the effect it produced on me soon after it came out fifteen or sixteen 

years ago, and age has increased my sympathy. 

 Our sincerest good wishes for the new year. At 74 a new year looks misty and doubtful. 

 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

  My grandson Leonard has just passed twelfth out of the Britannia 

(1) „A Carol for Charity‟ in The Times, 16
 
December 1905, reprinted  in The Queen‟s Carol 1905.  

 

153. (LTF 97)  

The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  9 Jan 1906 

 

My dear friend 

 

 I saw Mars and Saturn last night. I have also, wonderful to relate, seen Mercury for two mornings 

running, by walking up to the tope of our hill between six and seven. Very few people have ever seen him, 

as he is always so near the sun. How magical the daybreak is in winter when the sky is clear and has been 

washed with rain. This afternoon we have had a heavy thunderstorm with torrents of rain. A motor-car was 

caught in it but I did not weep. 

I am glad that the latest news of Charlie is better. 

 As to Russian what can be said? Who knows what is going on there? The probability is that the 

newspapers and the Tsar  are all liars. You and I will not live to see it, but there will be such and earthquake 

before long as the civilized world had never beheld. 

Molly is off for about a month next week. Part of the time is to be spent at Rugby in the preparation of 

baby-linen. 
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   Ever affectionately 

 

     W. Hale White 

154. (LTF 98)  

The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  (February  1906) 

 

My dear friend 

 I am glad you have the Swinburne Tragedies . I bought them also, for in this collected edition there 

are some I have not read. I cannot recall the Orchard. I must have been there, for I know Niton. 

 This winter has been rather a trial to me. Molly has been away for three weeks and has just come 

back. The weather has been for the most part, sunless, favourable  perhaps for toadstools, although I think 

even toadstools like warmth, but not favourable to happy thoughts or to health.. However, no murmuring; 

patience, patience. 

 I did marvel at Baker‟s ambition to be returned again for Portsmouth. He is older than I am. My 

friend Bright (1) is like him, only he is much younger. I should have said that rest is the one thing needful 

for him. He has his business at Rochdale, he is a director of the  London and North-Western Railway, he 

has a wife and children, a delightful wife, and he goes into Parliament for Oldham. He can do no good 

there. No good can be dome there by anybody. I am in despair when I look round and see the monstrous 

evils of society waiting for redress and reflect that the House of Commons is going to waste weeks over 

that is called the „religious question‟. Walk up Whitechapel, as I did the other day, and then read Lord 

Halifax to the effect that the matter which is of urgent importance is instruction of children in the doctrines 

of apostolic succession sacramental efficacy and the Trinity!. Not even savage decency, and sacramental 

grace is the remedy! The awful absurdity is just as glaring at the other end of town, in Bond Street and 

Hyde Park. The Dissenters are as bad with their „Bible without not or comment‟. 

I hope Charlie is going on well. I think often of him. When life becomes a watch on symptoms and diet it is 

apt to be a burden.  

      5
TH

 March 1906 

So far I have written more than a week ago. Last Monday I was suddenly seized with influenza, went to 

bed and here I have been for days. The temperature has gone down , but a cough has been left which 

prevents rest at night and I am weak. – of course I am not as well able now as I was ten years ago to throw 

off an attack of this kind.. When I can  move I should dearly love to get  to the sea There were some 

wonderful lodgings at Bonchurch right on the shore, but I am not sure what the effect of the sea would be 

on a rough night. Molly send hers best love. So do I. The stranger has not yet reached Rugby. The 

authorities are altogether out in their reckoning. 

  Most affectionately 

 

    W. Hale White. 

 

(1)  Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 1837-1909.  Tragedies / A. C. Swinburne. Chatto and Windus   

1906  

 

(1) Bright, John A. son of Bright, John (1811–1889), politician 

 

155. (LTF 99) 

 

1 Maze Hill Terrace 

  St. Leonards-on-Sea 

   14
th

 May 1906 

 

My dear friend 

 Our next door neighbour at Groombridge had lent us this little villa to which she comes now and 

then. We wanted to escape from paint and cleaning. I do not like St. Leonards, but we save the expense of 

lodgings. 

Did you not once tell me that  you knew the cottage at Niton where Lady Mary Gordon lived? Was it 

Orchard Cottage?, and whereabouts is it in Niton? She was, if I remember rightly, Swinburne‟s aunt and he 

javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/4HEVLVS297YBCF1SUP7U6KQK2ADL5PVAC6FHSSQ97GHL3NYC26-29845?func=service&doc_number=006815793&line_number=0008&service_type=TAG%22);
javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/4HEVLVS297YBCF1SUP7U6KQK2ADL5PVAC6FHSSQ97GHL3NYC26-29846?func=service&doc_number=006815793&line_number=0009&service_type=TAG%22);
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dedicated the Sisters to her. I had some thought of coming to the Island again this spring, but the offer of 

this house prevented me. I found amongst some old books here Barber‟s Views, and have been amusing 

myself with looking at the pictures. I do not know that date of Barber, but when I went round the Island in 

1845 or 1846 it was not so very much altered. There were only about half a dozen houses at Sandown. It 

was then, and in many parts is now, as complete a romance as it was in Swinburne‟s wonderful lines. 

 I had the news not long ago of a remarkable death. Mrs Taylor, who used to live in Carshalton, a 

Quaker lady, eighty-four years old, in possession of every faculty, goes to the Meeting-house, calls in the 

afternoon on her friend and mine, Mrs J. A. Bright, returns home, lies down to rest, prays „ Lord Jesus, 

receive my spirit,‟ and passes away in perfect peace. (2) That is as it should be, and as perhaps it would 

almost always be if our fathers and mothers and ourselves were what they and we ought to be. 

 I cannot get over the effects of the influenza. I had three weeks in bed, and although there is 

nothing apparently the matter with me, the depression  will not remove and I cannot walk a mile without 

weariness. It is a most mysterious disease. I do not think the doctor did me much good except keeping me 

between the blankets, but my excellent nurse was a blessing, and not the least part of it was that I felt she 

spared worry to Molly and other people. If you should ever be laid up (PI pray you never may be), get a 

trained nurse at once. 

I hope Charlie continues well and is obedient. I have not heard a word from Kate or about her for months 

and months. She used now & then to write to me and she promised to pay us a visit at Groombridge. When 

you write to her you may tell her that I do still retain some trifling affection for her and trust she has not 

gone into a convent. You can also explain to Fabian why we gave up Ventnor. Best love from both of us. 

  Most affectionately 

   W. Hale White 

  We shall be here for another ten days. 

(1) probably Barbers picturesque illustrations of the Isle of Wight, comprising views of every object of 

interest on the island by Thomas Barber London : Simpkin and Marshall, no date.  

(2) Could be widow of Alfred Tylor see http://www.therhondda.co.uk/place_names/tylorstown.html 

 

156. 

   The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  29
th

 May 1906 

 

My dear friend 

 Will you or Charlie ask Hughes (1)  if it is possible to have an untouched portrait of Mary? I 

prefer an untouched picture to one which is so highly stippled. Of curse if I cannot get what I should like I 

will thankfully choose one of those you have sent.  

 We came back from St. Leonards last Friday. I think I told you our next door neighbour lent us a 

house. A few days before we returned Molly had a telegram marked “urgent” telling her to go home at 

once. It was from one of the servants. She went by the next train and I telegraphed to know what was the 

matter, but could hear nothing till she returned. She found that the husband and wife had quarrelled 

desperately; that the man had packed up his box and that the woman had sworn she would not stay in the 

house. The language used was horrible. Molly patched up a kind of truce and came back to St. Leonards 

that evening. The belligerents are leaving and we will once more be in distress. I don’t think I shall try man 

and wife again. If they are both good they can always get higher wages than I can afford although I give 

£40 a year. I am delighted to hear Charlie in improving. Please tell him so. 

Best love from us both 

 

   Affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

   

 

(1) Is it Hughes, Arthur (1832–1915), painter 

 

157. (LTF 100) 

  The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent. 

   12 August 1906 

http://www.therhondda.co.uk/place_names/tylorstown.html
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My dear friend 

 I should very much like to have a word or two about yourself and Charlie.  I fancy the summer 

must have been rather trying to you. Here the drought has been distressing and I have suffered s much from 

burnt-up garden and dust as from physical ailments. We are now beginning to dread a water famine, and 

there is no sign of a change. In addition to the troubles Nature inflicts on us there are worse from motor-

cars. Molly and I had the narrowest escape this week. A friend was driving us uphill in a four wheel dog-

cart. The horse was walking and we met a farmer‟s cart. Down the hill came a motor-car at a great pace, 

and instead of slackening till it could get past the farmer‟s cart which was just a breast of us, it aimed at 

squeezing between us at full speed. About twenty yards in front of us the driver saw this was impossible, 

and just before he touched our horse‟s nose he ran his car onto the foot-path. It turned over into the ditch 

and somehow got out, but with a broken wheel. Most miraculously nobody was hurt. If our friend had been 

driving the horse she often takes out, there would have been and end to us. 

 I suppose that, like me, you take little or no interest in the miserable squabbles over  the Education 

Bill.(1)  They are sickening if we reflect on what has to be done and never will be done. The upper class in 

this country have had the benefit of “dogmatic” teaching. Are they any the better for it? In London 

“society” purer than the East end?  Everybody tells me that “society” was never madder nor more immoral 

that it has been during this season of 1906, and I must say that I myself nowhere see, either in the City or at 

the West end, any of the regenerative influences of the Catechism and the Creeds. 

Have you heard anything from Exeter? I wonder if William is still preaching and whether he has gone 

away from Heavitree (2) for a holiday. 

 Both of us send our best love to you. Love also to Charlie 

 

 

   Your affectionate Friend 

    W. Hale White 

(1) 1906 

(2) District of Exeter 

 

158. (LTF 101) 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  19
th

 Aug. 1906 

 

My dear friend, 

 I return Jane’s interesting letter and am glad to learn that William is so well. 

I saw in the paper that the motor-cars are to be withdrawn from the Island. Happy Island! 

 Likewise I saw the death of Miss Sewell (1), and that she was taken up to St. Catherine‟s Down to 

put coins in the monument built there when the allied Sovereigns came over in 1815. (2) I do not 

understand this. I never heard of any such monument. I always thought the Sea-mark was much older. Miss 

Sewell was a remarkable woman. I wonder if you knew her. It was her brother who wrote Christian Morals 

(3) , worth reading, notwithstanding its Tractarianism. 

 Your ever affectionate friend. 

   W. Hale White 

The baby’s name is Francis William Oliver, a contribution and promise from different relations. 

It may perhaps have been the monument at the back of the down, the one you see from Sandown station. 

 

(1) Sewell, Elizabeth Missing (1815–1906), writer, was born at High Street, Newport, Isle of Wight, on 19 

February 1815, the third daughter in a family of seven sons and five daughters of Thomas Sewell (1775–

1842), solicitor, and his wife, Jane, née Edwards (1773/4–1848). Elizabeth's brothers were Richard Clarke 

Sewell (bap. 1803, d. 1864), lawyer; William Sewell (1804–1874), tutor and scholar; Henry Sewell (1807–

1879), lawyer and politician in New Zealand; and James Edwards Sewell (1810–1903), warden of New 

College, Oxford. 

(2) Surely what is meant is the St. Catherine‟s Lighthouse often called the Pepperpot. 

(3) Sewell, William, 1804-1874.  Christian Morals.  The Englishman‟s Library. vol. 10. 1840, Sewell, 

William (1804–1874), clergyman and author, was born on 23 January 1804 and baptized on 13 January 

1807 at Newport, Isle of Wight. 

http://www.oxforddnb.com/view/article/25145/?back=,25148,36027
http://www.oxforddnb.com/view/article/25145/?back=,25148,36027
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http://www.oxforddnb.com/view/article/25142/?back=,25148,36027
http://www.oxforddnb.com/view/article/25142/?back=,25148,36027
http://www.oxforddnb.com/view/article/36028/?back=,25148,36027
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javascript:open_window(%22http://catalogue.bl.uk:80/F/5HSSS8FQMJ8EJYNYLF1N58PYX6FKSLQBDDCUPL1JHDVSK65372-32782?func=service&doc_number=003346720&line_number=0008&service_type=TAG%22);
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159.   
 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  22
nd

  Aug. 1906 

My dear friend 

 Please thank Rick for settling the question for me. It was a trifle but trifles make up now so much 

of my life. 

 Your most affectionate friend 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

 If I don’t hear from you I shall presume I may keep copies of the sketches. 

 

160. (LTF 102) 

 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  13 Nov. 1906 

My dear friend 

 I do most heartily and affectionately congratulate you that you have reached your eightieth 

birthday in health of mind and body. You have good reason to rejoice. I know no woman who has better 

reason. You have had a great loss, but it was all in Nature‟s way, and for half a century you owned the 

noblest husband  you could have found in the kingdom. Your children have been devoted to you, and you 

have friends who have never been happier than when they have been with you. I do repeat that you have a 

blessed life, and that you have blessed all who have come near you. Nobody more than 

   W.H.W. 

 

161. (LTF 103) 

 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  10
th

  Dec.  1906 

 

Mr dear friend, 

 Your card, waiting for me when I came in form my walk, was a delightful surprise to me. May 

your joy and hope continue! You say you cling to friends for support. You think so, but, as I have told you 

before, your friends look to you, and have always looked to you. Not only those who ask for counsel direct, 

but those who, absent, are always silently referring to you. I believe that, of all help, this does most for us. 

I return William’s letter. It is wonderful to find him so strong, happy and enthusiastic. 

 

    Most affectionately 

 

     W. Hale White 

162.   
 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  21
st
 Dec. . 1906 

 

My dear friend 

 Thank you most sincerely for your loving note, a ray of sunlight on this bitter, black morning. 

I am glad to hear the good news of Charlie. My kindest regards to him. 

Willie and his wife were off for Syracuse yesterday, where Leonard will join them. I am so thankful Willie is 

out of the fog and influenza. 

Best love from us both. 

 

 Ever affectionately  

 

  W. Hale White 
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163.  
 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Kent 

  14
th

 Jan. 1907 

 

My dear friend, 

I am not going to say anything to you about this second stroke. I cannot. I am wretched: the sky is dark. But 

I must know what you are going to do. Who will live with you? If you are unable to write please ask Mary 

or Kate to send me word. My love to them and to Annie also if she is with you. With truest affection 

 

  Ever yours 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

164. (LTF 104) 

The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells 

 29
th

 Jan: 1907 

 

My dear friend 

 I should very much like to have a word from you to say how you endured the terrible weather of 

last week. Molly has been upstairs for about ten days, mostly in bed. She has severe pain and diarrhoea, 

accompanied with what seemed to be a bad cold. I hope she will come down today. 

 Mary has told me about your arrangements. I do not remember Miss Diver but I do remember her 

mother, though I cannot recollect where she lived when you were in Street. I am very glad to know that she 

will be an intelligent, well educated companion.  

I wonder if there is anyone now living who saw John Sterling when he was at Ventnor just before his death 

in 1844.I have been asked to write a preface to a reprint of Carlyle‟s Life. I should like to shake hands with 

somebody who had set eyes on Sterling. I am fearful that I shall not be able to execute the commission. I 

should dearly love to undertake it. I have been looking into Hare‟s biography (1) and have been much 

struck with Sterling‟s vivacity and courage up to within 24 hours of his death; when  he knew was dying, 

and also with his abandonment of all theology as the end came near. A lovelier soul than his was  never 

incarnated on earth. What a friend he must have been!  

I have heard nothing from Exeter. I must ask Jane what she is going to do. My love to the child who is with 

you. 

  Yours ever  affectionately 

   W. Hale White 

 

 

(1) Essays and Tales, collected and edited with a memoir of his life by J. C. Hare 2 vol. 1848 

   

 

165. (LTF 105) 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  13
th

 July 1907 

 

My dear friend, 

I should be glad of a word or two to say how you are. Of ourselves I have hardly any news to tell you. 

Molly has just come back after a fortnight in a house-boat on one of the Broads in Norfolk, and is much the 

better for the change and the out-of-door life. The weather in Norfolk has not been so cold, dark and damp 

as it has been with us. I had thought of going away but could not face it when the time came, and have been 

obliged to content  myself with mooning over my books and paying visits of a day to friends. At the house 

of one of them, by the way, I met a daughter of Mrs. Gaskill. She, the daughter, is a very intelligent, 

interesting woman. Not long before I had read, and almost cried over, that wonderful story of the Moorland 

Cottage , which I suppose you know. I had not looked at it for a long while, and had almost forgotten it. 

 What has become of Jane Chignell and who has succeeded William at Exeter? (1)  It makes me 

sad sometimes to think that the result of his life was not what might have been expected of his gifts. I doubt 



85 

 

if his congregation was permanently influenced by him. But on the other hand we always demand too 

much. If he helped two or three, can we say that the effect was not proportionate to the cause, not knowing 

how deep the effect was or where it will cease. Besides he acted out his own convictions and we ought to 

be satisfied. For consequences we are not responsible. I feel this very strongly now that I am nearing the 

end of life. The children grow up and we foolishly would have them like ourselves. Mine have gone their 

own way, very different from their father’s but it is useless and absurd to repine. Some two years ago Molly 

joined the Church. I am bound to say that the parson who had much to do with her conversion is a 

singularly Broad., but it was a shock at the time, and, although to me she is just what she always was, it 

does make a difference. I am no friend to priests of any sect and I have to be on my guard lest I should 

offend. It is strange to hear that a clergyman has called and “that he did not ask for you, Sir; he wanted to 

see Miss White”. I believe Molly is happier now that she is a member of a religious community. Very few 

are able to stand alone and to live without a solution of ecclesiastical problems which they are told are of 

eternal importance. Besides, Molly now has friends, pleasant creatures most of them, and she feels she is 

not isolated. So I submit and try to make the best of it. Much love from your old friend. 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

(1) CHIGNELL Thomas William. Homerton College. (Cong.) Min 1862-1906, all at Exeter. D 30 Dec 

1906 at Exeter  from TRANSACTIONS OF THE UNITARIAN HISTORICAL SOCIETYOBITUARIES 

OF UNITARIAN MINISTERS 

1900 - 2004 

  

166. (LTF 106) 

 The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  17
th

 Oct. 1907 

My dear friend 

 The last time I heard from you you were troubled with gout and sciatica. I hope they are gone, and 

that you are able to look forward to another autumn and winter with hope and courage. 

 Since I wrote to you an old friend has departed, Allen, Ruskin‟s publisher (1). He underwent an 

operation from which it was supposed he was recovering. During this operation another trouble was 

discovered, which could not b reached, and would have caused death after nine or ten months of agony. 

Suddenly, and most mercifully, he sank and was at rest, spared all anticipation and prolonged suffering. 

 I have not been away from home this year. I ought to go, but I shrink from traveling. More than 

ever should I love to set eyes on the sea. Our house, in many ways, with its old garden and big trees is 

lovely, but I pine for the illimitable outlook. I can get a far away horizon in five minutes but that does not 

satisfy me and I want the Atlantic before my bedroom window. This is stupidly unreasonable. A more 

pressing need is some insurrectionary neighbours in this most proper, most conservative village. Mrs. 

Cobden-Sanderson, whom I used to know well years ago, spent a day with me a few weeks back, and 

although I could not get up much enthusiasm for her cause (2) her own enthusiasm was delightful. She is a 

convict and was in Holloway prison. She sent for the governor one morning , and asked him if bugs were a 

part of prison discipline because, if so, she would calmly endure them. If they were not, she would like then 

to be removed to another apartment. Her gipsy-black hair has turned quite white, but she is as handsome at 

fifty as she was at twenty-five. The ancient home of the Cobden race near Midhurst still belongs to the 

family.  

The children are all well, but Willie is much over-worked, and at times I am anxious about him. He has to 

travel long distances by day and night. A little while ago he was summoned  to some place far away in the 

north. Part of the journey was by the night mail, part by official train, part by carriage and all without rest. 

Then there was the return the next day. 

I went yesterday evening as I often do, to spend an hour with my next-door neighbour,(3) an old lady – 

somewhere between seventy-five and eighty – the only woman in Groombridge who reads books. She can 
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easily learn poetry by heart even now. She repeated to me, as she knitted, three poems, one by Trench, 

another by Kingsley, and the third was Tennyson‟s „Will‟ . The last, she learnt two or three weeks ago. She 

is a singular survival of Toryism and Church, but very shrewd and commanding. 

Best love from both of us. 

 

   Most affectionately 

    W. Hale White 

    

  

(1) Sanderson, (Julia Sarah) Anne Cobden- (1853–1926), socialist and suffragette “More dramatically, in 

1905 she joined the Women's Social and Political Union (WSPU) and, following its Westminster protest in 

October 1906, she was imprisoned in Holloway, gaining the women's suffrage movement a high profile 

with this notorious mistreatment of „the daughter of him who gave you bread‟, „one of the nicest women in 

England suffering from the coarsest indignity‟ as George Bernard Shaw wrote to The Times (31 October 

1906). 

(2) Allen, George (1832–1907), engraver and publisher. 

(3) Mrs Oswall probably widow of Oswell, (William) Cotton (1818–1893), explorer and hunter – “in 1860 

married Agnes Frances (d. 1908), fourth daughter of Francis Rivaz; they settled at Groombridge in Kent.”  

167.   
 The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  29
th

 Nov.. 1907 

My dear friend 

 I wish I could have understood more of your grandson’s paper. I know nothing of the very 

elements of the subject but at times I have just seen enough, through a crack as it were, to let me discover 

that what we so easily call “matter” is miraculous and incomprehensible. 

 Life is pretty  uniform since I last wrote to you. A friend of ours has been staying with us for two 

or three days and amused us with describing the curious vagaries of a relative of hers a Mr. Vernon 

Harcourt, and it turned out that he lives at Ryde, somewhere to the eastward, as far as I can make out. He 

can hardly I should think be a pleasant neighbour. One of his oddities and blunders is an attempt to 

control, mind and body, his grown up children as if they were still in the nursery. His daughters have found 

a religion for themselves and this unhappy parent perpetually and openly scoffs it at, worries them about it 

and leaves them not a moments peace. They are fond of cricket and were invited to a match, and to stay 

with the lady, the Countess of something or other, who got it up, of course they said they would like to go. 

Their father wrote to the Countess telling her that she was to pay no attention to them and that they could 

not or should not accept. She thought this too tyrannical, remonstrated, and in the end they did go but he 

insisted on going with them and behaved to them just as he did at home. I mention this gentleman because, 

although his folly is driven to excess and he must be a bit crazy, it is a lesson. I know I have made mistakes 

of the same kind. Children grow up; they will and must take their own course; they do not care for your 

books, they do not believe in your creed; they go off to church and desert the worship which was your 

support and delight, but you must submit. It is worse than useless to meddle. I have been sharply 

disciplined of late for Molly has been baptized and confirmed and is a faithful attendant on the services of 

the Anglican church. How it came about is a mystery, but I fancy there is a personal explanation. 

 I rejoice to hear you are well. May the wintry gods be gracious to us! 

  Most affectionately 



87 

 

 

    W. Hale White 

Molly sends her best love. 

 

(1) Harcourt, Augustus George Vernon (1834–1919), chemist Harcourt and his family lived there until his 

retirement in 1902, when they moved to the Isle of Wight. He died at his house, St Clare, near Ryde, on 23 

August 1919. 

Harcourt and his family lived there until his retirement in 1902, when they moved to the Isle of Wight. He 

died at his house, St Clare, near Ryde, on 23 August 1919. 

 

168. The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  22
nd

 Dec. 1907 

My dear friend 

 For how many years have you sent me a sweet not on this day! I looked for one today and here it 

is. 

My warmest love to you. Best wishes for the New Year from both of us. Molly sends you a kiss. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

I don’t know Mrs. Chignell’s address. I have not heard where she went when she left Heavitree; in fact I 

have not heard that she did leave. When her husband died I asked her to tell me what she was going to do, 

but she has not written. 

 

169. (LTF 107)The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  24
th

 April 1908 

My dear friend 

 I am very glad to find you are well. We have had a sad winter. About three months ago Molly was 

suddenly seized with influenza. She seemed to be getting better when, in about a month after the first 

attack, she had a relapse and the doctor ordered her to go to Hastings. She then had phlebitis and was 

obliged to consult a doctor there. Phlebitis is a clot or lump in the leg. She came home the day before 

yesterday, and her nurse leaves today, but she is to walk more than fifty yards a day just yet, Excepting for 

about three weeks we have had a nurse all the time. 

I dare say you heard my grandson, the sailor, underwent an operation for appendicitis,. He fortunately 

recovered very well. As to myself I have escaped serious ailments. I have been troubled with rheumatism, 

and just now I am enjoying a disagreeable cold. Every day I am hoping for a break in the weather. 

Yesterday it snowed heavily for more that twelve hours, and this morning it is very cold. When the wind 

turns and we smell the Atlantic once more I dare say we shall forget our troubles like a dream. 

I am sniffing and sneezing at such a rate I cannot write any more. 

Our best love to you. 

  Most affectionately 

 

  W. Hale White 

 

170.  (in pencil) The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  24
th

 March 1909 

My dear friend 

 

 You see I can write, but I cannot sit at a desk for more than a few minutes. I hope I am getting 

better, but I am very weak. The operation causes a large quantity of blood and is severe, but I think the 

long-continued pain afterwards, often rising to almost unbearable agony, was what most exhausted me. 

However I must not talk about it. I strive to banish it and do not allow people to mention it to me. I have a 

good nurse, a great mercy. 
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 I should like to know how you are, how you faced the terrible weather we had two or three weeks 

ago and how you continue, as I know you can, to keep up your courage and even cheerfulness. I wish I had 

your secret. Despair is my failing. I cannot write any more. Goodbye my dear friend. 

  Your ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

171. ( In pencil) The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  17
th

 May 1909 

My dear friend 

 I am very glad to see you are well. Thank you for the interesting & characteristic photographs.  

I make but slow progress, and suffer chiefly now from weakness, depression & bad nights. But I must not 

yield. 

  Ever affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

 

Molly sends her best love 

 

172. The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  16 March 1910 

 

My dear friend, 

 Will you send me a line to tell me how you are? At our time of life each day is an event, or a 

definite step forwards. As to myself I advance very slowly if indeed I do  advance. I get out a little way and 

am very thankful that I can go as far as the top of the garden. The children are very well. Ernest has 

obtained a good post. He has left Rugby and has become managing director of a large steel works at 

Newcastle  on Tyne. 

 Molly is busy and happy. It is a mercy for her as well as for me that I have such a good nurse. 

 I cannot write any more 

 

  Yours most affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 

173. The Cottage, Groombridge, Tunbridge Wells. 

  17 Oct. 1910 

 

My dear friend 

 It was refreshing to hear from you and to find you well. I am stronger than I was some months ago 

but I see clearly  now that I shall never recover so far as to be able to do without a nurse and that I must be 

very careful if I am to escape pain. It is not a pleasant prospect but I can endure it if I can keep my head 

clear. It is impossible to look back, but to dwell a little too much on Union Street and Ashley Down. They 

have been and still will be no more. Still, I am thankful both for them and their memory.  

Best love from Molly and myself 

 

  Most affectionately 

 

   W. Hale White 
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