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Undated	1844	(?)	

Clara	Macirone	to	her	parents	George	and	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

		

Dear	Papa	and	Mamma,	

Am	I	not	very	fortunate	and	ought	we	not	to	be	very	happy	?	I	am	sure	you	
will	be	when	you	find	how	well	everything	has	gone	on	and	how	much	
good	news	I	have	to	tell	you.	First	the	evening	at	Tryon	House	went	off	
spendidly.	All	my	children	played	beautifully	and	did	themselves	and	their	
mistress	credit.	There	were	many	people	of	consequence	there	and	they	
seemed	so	much	pleased	that	I	believe	I	shall	gain	much	reputation	by	the	
affair.	I	played	too	and	that	my	best	and	they	were	an	enthusiastic	
audience.	So	far	so	very	good,	and	the	better	since	Tryon	House	has	cost	
me	much	anxiety	lately.	And	though	I	tell	myself	continually	that	anxiety	is	
virtually	want	of	faith,	yet	it	is	so	very	possible	that	Heaven	might	think	it	
best	for	me	to	suffer	aand	I	have	so	litle	courage	for	it	that	my	fears	were	
little	affected	by	the	new	light	in	which	I	put	them.	
	
You	were,	you	said	prepared	for	the	disappointment	of	my	engagement	at	
Hertford.	Did	you	expect	me	to	get	another	and	through	Mr	Hamilton	too,	
who	is	as	kind	as	if	he	were	a	father	and	brother	combined	or	rolled	into	
one.	I	was	very	hastily	sent	for	by	him	at	the	R.A.	today	and	in	five	minutes	
I	found	myself	in	his	handsome	room	with	him	and	another	gentleman,	
engaged	not	“as	the	lady	said”	to	go	down	the	very	earliest	day	I	can	leave	
town	to	a	large	house	at	Dover,	and	so	I	go	all	danger…[?]	and	am	to	meet	
Mr	Minet	there	at	6	o’clock	Thursday	next.	So	next	Sunday	will	be	my	last	
day	for	some	weeks.	I	should	perhaps	be	able	to	come	to	you	next	week.	If	
it	were	possible,	it	would	be	very	pleasant	to	go	to	church	in	the	afternoon	
together	as	Heaven	knows	whether	I	shall	have	a	sermon	worth	listening	
to	down	there.	My	salary	will	be	5	guineas	a	week	but	en	revanche	I	have	a	
very	great	deal	to	do.	Particulars	I	must	tell	you	when	we	meet.	
		
Minnie	is	going	to	learn	dancing	and	walking	and	deportment	of	Mr	Moson	
who	instructs	the	Queen	and	all	the	Royal	family	and	is	the	first	now	
beyond	dispute	–	for	very	little.		
Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara		
	
Should	you	mind	Lieschen	coming	on	Sunday	evening	?		
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1	January	1844		Bath		

Mrs	DuBois	in	Bath	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Friend,	

This	is	the	commencement	of	a	new	year	and	in	order	to	make	it	
particularly	pleasurable	to	myself,	I	address	a	few	lines	to	you	and	your	
dear	daughters	to	wish	you	many	happy	returns	of	the	day	with						
pleasures	and	blessings	of	all	denominations.			

I	thank	God	your	dear	son	is	well	and	happy,	having	been	the	promoter	of	
his	present	position	by	my	advice	and	have	seen	many	instances	of	the	
excellence	of	the	Institution	and	its	pupils	have	generally	attained	fortune	
and	always	honour	which	is	saying	multum	in	parvo.	You	have	had	many	
many	sources	of	trial	but	your	good	talented	children	will	repay	you	your	
care	and	love	and	your	husband	will	I	think	devise	equal	pleasure	with	
yourself	in	seeing	them	succeed	in	their	chosen	path,	-	Sisters	of	Art	and	
Sisters	in	soul	and	feeling	which	will	lend	them	faith	in	Heaven	under	all	
its	Vicissitudes.	I	shall	hope	one	of	the	high	days	to	see	them	both	here	and	
that	they	will	enjoy	together	the	lovely	scenery	of	Clifton	and	Bath,	doubly	
enjoyed	taken	together,	though	I	cannot	fix	the	exact	time	at	this	moment	
scarcely	knowing	what	their	movements	may	permit	or	my	own.	So	much	
do	I	fear	making	long	engagements		which	must	be	liable	to	change	and	
consequently	to	disappointment.	

I	have	been	reading	a	work	which	would	please	you	much,	it	is	"Home"	
and	“The	Neighbours”	by	Mary	Hewitt.	Try	to	procure	them.	Clara	would	
delight	in	the	latter	as	much	as	I	know	she	does	in	the	former.		

My	Louisa	is	staying	at	Islington	with	her	kind	friends	the	Bowerbanks.	
Mrs	B	is	better	but	never	strong	and	Louisa	is	like	one	of	her	own	family	so	
I	don’t	expect	her	return	until	the	Spring.	Amelia,	Ann	and	Esther	are	at	
home	quite	well	and	preparing	for	Lisa	Miller	here	next	week	which	we	
had	all	wished	to	be	graced	with	the	presence	of	your	dear	girls.	I	have	
invited	Kitty	Loder	and	hope	she	will	come	and	talk	to	me	of	Clara.	All	my	
friends	have	enquired	whether	the	'young	lady'	will	be	here,	meaning	
herself,	and	when	I	say	'No'	I	see	a	very	long	face,	spite	of	their	politeness	
to	conceal	their	thoughts.			

Do		you	not	fear	of	returning	to	London,	would	it	not	be	better	to	remain	in	
the	Country	some	time	longer	until	your	husband	is	quite	restored	to	
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health	and	where	you	can	see	your	little	pet	frequently	at	Hertford.	Of	
course	not	knowing	all	circumstances	I	cannot	offer	advice	but	I	dread	
London	with	the	fogs	and	associations.		Thank	God	I	am	much	better	than	I	
have	been	for	years	and	enjoy	my	increased	strength	with	much	
thanksgiving	and	a	grateful	heart.		I	may	visit	London	but	I	don’t	know	
when.	Travelling	costs	much	and	having	a	pupil	who	has	no	friends	to	
spend	even	a	day	with,	being	an	orphan,	I	do	not	think	it	right	to	leave	my	
post	for	even	a	short	time.	

My	friends	the	Newells	are	still	in	great	distress	of	mind,	Mr	N	continuing	
to	live	in	the	precincts	of	the	grave.	I	am	glad	Clara	has	written	to	him.	It	
will	cheer	an	hour	over	his	sick	couch,	the	voice	of	friendship	is	ever	
welcome.		

And	now	adieu	my	dear	friends.	May	God	bless	you	and	grant	you	health	
and	happiness	is	the	constant	prayer	of	yours	affectionately		

E	DuBois	

	

	

20	January	1844		

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	Dearest	Mamma,	

Pray	forgive	your	poor	Gabriella		for	not	having	written	before,	and	when	
she	has	been	wishing	so	earnestly	to	write	herself,	but	the	fact	is	I’ve	been	
so	very	busy	with	taking	portraits	that	I	have	had	very	little	time	for	
anything	else.		I	began	this	letter	about	7	o’clock	when	Lisou	came	in	and	I	
dressed	Clara		who	is	gone	to	Mr	Strattons	with	Mr	and	Mrs	Minet	and	I	
sketched	Lisou	until	she	went	to	bed	at	10	o’clock,	so	now	I	am	so	
determined	to	write	you	that	I	would	if	it	were	2	in	the	morning	and	
indeed	I	hope	you	have	not	thought	me	inattentive	or	that	my	not	writing	
preceded	from	my	not	wishing,	but	I	have	been	so	much	occupied	that	I	
cannot	do	anything	else	and	have	spent	only	one	day	sketching	at	the	
Castle	from	nature.			

I	am	so	oh	so	happy	here,	they	are	so	kind	and	now	all	the	children	love	me	
and	I	am	quite	at	home.	It	was	Mr	Minet	who	first	called	me	Gabriella	for	
he	said	he	never	could	remember	Minnie	or	Emily	and	that	Gabriella	
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would	remind	him	of	the	angel	Gabriel.	He	is	such	a	nice	character	and	I	
like	him	so	very	much,	he	has	been	so	kind	and,	though	I	am	perhaps	
partial	yet	I	think	he	likes	your	poor	Gabriella	a	bit,	a	very	little.	If	you	
knew	what	he	said	to	me,	it’s	been	making	me	happy	ever	since.	On	Friday	
last	we	went	off	to	a	party,	Mr	and	Mrs	M,	Cecilia,	Clara	and	I	.	It	was	us	five	
in	the	small	Dovor	(as	they	spell	it)	fly.	However,	never	mind.	I	looked	very	
nice	in	my	white	dress	and	satin	slip	and	hair	curled	with	stick	wig	as	Mrs	
M	calls	cremoline,	put	to	my	hair	to	make	it	quiet	for	dancing	and	so	we	
went	and	sung	'Together'	which	was	encored	and	some	other	duets.	I	
never	caught	Mr	M	looking	at	me	so	earnestly	and	then	apply	his	eye	glass	
to	see	me	better.	Oh	I	felt	so	awful	for	he	is	particular	and	I	did	so	hope	I	
looked	nice,	-	and	then	we	danced	the	polka	and	had	a	great	deal	of	it,	-	and	
nothing	else.		And	Clara	sang	so	well,	oh	so	very	well	and	she	enchanted	
everyone	and	was	the	musical	star	of	the	room.	At	length	stout	packing	
time	came	again	and	by	a	wonderful		miracle	we	got	safe	and	sound	into	
the	fly	and	by	a	great	deal	of	care	and	consideration	Clara	got	out	and	did	
not	fly	out	by	the	force	of	pressure	the	instant	the	door	opened,	which	
might	have	been	awkward	as	she	was	in	her	beautiful	satin	dress	and	
black	and	gold	lace	fichu	which	looks	very	rich	looped	up	at	the	sleeves	by	
brooches	like	that		(little	drawing)		and	when	we	were	back	in	the	pretty	
small	drawing	room	with	the	wine	and	cakes	and	oranges	etc.	upon	the	
table,	as	I	was	standing	opposite	Mr	Minet,	he	looked	at	me	and	said	'Well	
Gabriella,	you	played	your	part	very	well	tonight,	you	looked	very	modest	
and	very	nice,	and	sang	very	well,	and	if	you	go	on	so,	you	will	do	very	
well'.	This	he	said	and	more	but	I	can’t	remember	and	he	looked	so	kind,	
so	very	kind	and	has	such	a	very	kind	voice,	so	fatherly,	so	very	
trustworthy,	oh	I	did	love	him	so	at	that	time	and	do	now	because	he	is	so	
good	and	so	good	a	husband	and	so	kind	to	us	around	him,	and	so	sweet	a	
temper	and	such	a	true,	earnest	honest	kindness	that	gratifies	and	pleases	
me,	and	gentlemanly	too.	I	tried	today	to	take	his	likeness	but	did	not	do	at	
all	well	for	his	face	depends	wholly	upon	the	expression,	with	a	vulgar	
mind	his	features	would	have	been	coarse	and	decidedly	ugly,	but	now	
they	lighten	up	and	he	is	quite	(if	not	handsome	for	he	could	never	be	that	
save	in	the	beauty	of	expression)	a	sunny	face	to	look	on.		

And	Mrs	Minet	is	such	a	sweet	woman,	so	very	kind.	When	I	was	ill	she	
sent	me	early	to	bed	and	on	the	Sunday	that	I	lay	all	day	in	bed	she	sent	me	
all	the	best	things	from	the	table,	and	the	next	morning	I	breakfasted	with	
them	at	ten	o’clock,	an	unheard	of	favour.	And	the	next	day	she	took	me	a	
ride	in	a	fly,	up	round	by	the	castle	where	the	air	was	so	fragrant	and	
delicious.	It	had	been	raining	hard	the	day	before	and	I	did	not	go	out	then	
but	after	the	rains	the	air	was	like	heaven	itself.	Was	it	not	kind	of	her	to	
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take	me	-	Clara	says	she	is	sure	that	if	I	had	not	been	ill	she	never	would	
have	found	it	necessary	to	go	and	see	the	lady	in	a	fly	but	the	delicacy	of	
the	kindness	is	the	best	part	of	it.	And	the	children	are	all	so	agreeable	
from	Poupée	upwards.	Poupée	is	the	youngest.	She	is	called	Poupée	and	
the	next	about	five	years	old	is	called	Daley	[?],	and	this	Poupée	is	certainly	
the	beauty	of	the	family	and	will	decidedly	be	very	beautiful,	she	has	such	
eyes.	I	have	made	a	sketch	of	her	that	they	like.	She	has	such	beautiful	eyes	
and	they	have	such	an	earnest	expression,	when	she	laughs,	she	laughs	in	
right	good	earnest	and	when	she	is	still	there	is	such	a	beautiful	
thoughtfulness	in	her	face,	not	the	vacancy	you	so	often	see	in	children	of	
her	age.	She	is	only		three	years	old	and	is	already	very	fond	of	us	and	
plays	and	jumps	famously.	They	are	all	so	fond	of	her	and	call	her	petite	
ange.	Sometimes	her	Mamma	says	Poupée	“es-tu	une	ange	?"	and	she	says	
Oui.		Her	name	is	Geraldine	Helena,	two	splendid	names.	

We	went	to	Walmer	Castle	last	week	and	saw	all	over	the	Queen’s	rooms	
and	the	Duke’s	bedroom	and	the	room	honoured	by	the	royal	Prince	of	
Wales	when	he	went	there	with	his	royal	mother.		The	style	of	the	
furniture	is	peculiarly	simple,	plain	yellow	morocco	in	every	window	and	
to	every	bed	and	chair.	The	housekeeper,	a	clever	sensible	looking	woman	
told	us	of	her	troubles	when	the	royal	suite	came	there	and	how	they	
complained	and	how	the	Queen	was	so	pleasant	and	spoke	so	kindly	to	her	
and	how	she	scrambled	on	the	bed	with	her	husband	like	any	natural	wife	
in	good	old	England	and	not	like	a	Queen	at	all.		

I	have	just	returned	from	such	a	walk	up	to	Shakespeare’s	cliff	and	I	
enjoyed	it	so	much,	it’s	about	ten	minutes	there	from	our	house	and	there	
is	a	footpath	by	the	edge	of	the	cliffs	up	to	it	so	I	ran	along	it,	the	wind	so	
fresh	and	free	making	it	a	struggle	all	the	way,	and	the	sea	beneath	me	a	
floor	of	molten	silver,	the	ships	looked	so	delicate	and	fairylike,		their	
rigging	and	spars	so	black	against	the	sea	and	the	sky	so	blue	against	the	
rich	yellow	of	the	cliffs,	and	the	sea	dashes	against	it	so	nobly,	the	foam	
sparkling	like	twenty	thousand	diamond	mines	shattered	at	one	blow,	so	
inexpressibly	bright.	I	was	quite	alone,	not	a	soul	was	there	and	then	
looking	on	the	other	side,	I	could	see	Dover	Castle	in	the	cold	grey	distance	
and	the	town	quite	lost.	And	then	the	the	hills	around	all	gently	swelling	
and	the	sea	birds	so	black	against	the	sky.	I	longed	for	their	wings,	but	I	
felt	as	though	I	had	them	and	was	quite	away	from	the	world	so	full	of	
care.	I	made	a	slight	sketch	but	Mr	Clint	or	Stansfield	ought	to	have	
handled	such	a	scene,	it	was	so	rarely	beautiful.		

Dear	Mamma,	I’ve	very	little	time	for	writing	indeed,	will	you	give	my	love	
to	dear	Papa	and	George	and	I	am	quite	transported	with	the	news	that	we	
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are	not	going	from	here	until	Monday	when	we	shall	return	to	town	with	
dear	Mr	Minet.	Bless	you	dear	Mamma,	if	you	knew	how	happy	I	am	here	
and	how	well	I	am,	-	I've	such	a	colour	-		and	how	the	children		begin	to	
love	me,	you	would	be	glad	to	know	that	our	stay	is	longer.	There	are	such	
golden	days	with	us.	Should	you	see	dear	Lieschen	tell	her	I	regret	not	
having	written	to	her	very	much	but	needs	must	when	duty	drives.			

Dearest	Mamma			Yours			Gabriella	

	

	

Undated	January	[1844?]	Clara	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	shall	stay	here	(my	happy	home	until	next	Monday)	as	Mr	and	Mrs	Minet	
and	my	darling	pupils	wish	me	to	remain	,	and	Mr	Minet	arranges	so	as	to	
chaperon	us	up	to	town	himself,	most	probably	by	the	11.0	train	but	
perhaps	later	so	that	we	shall	come,	as	we	have	ever	been	here,	well	taken	
care	of.	But	I	am	very	anxious	about	Adeline’s	sleeping	arrangements,	as	
she	ought	to	have	a	bed,	and	no	sopha	made	up,	which	is	never	
comfortable.	Mimi	comes	up	with	me	and	I	should	very	much	like	to	have	a	
small	servant’s	bedroom	for	Adeline.	It	would	not	cost	much	more,	but	
would	be	had	if	made	a	condition	of	remaining.	I	would,	dear	Mamma	and	
Papa,	write	more	at	length	but	they	take	us	out	nearly	all	day	and	then	
every	instant	is	taken	up	by	my	giving	lessons,	as	I	cannot	bear	that	the	
children	should	suffer	by	the	care	and	kindness	they	heap	upon	us.	So	I	
have	left	this	till	the	very	last	minute	and	now	Mr	M	is	waiting	for	me	to	
play	and	dance	the	Polka	with	him.	We	have	been	a	most	lovely	walk	
today.	Susan	(no	2)	and	I	walked	with	Mr	M	and	the	rest	drove.	I	shall	
write	again	before	Monday	I	believe,	but	in	case	I	should	leave	it	till	the	
last	we	should	very	much	like	to	dine	at	8	if	you	could	see	your	refractory	
children’s	dinner	ordered,	and	materials	for	tea.		

With	Mimi’s	best	love,	Your	Clara	

	

	

16	May	1844	

Clara	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann		Macirone	
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Lowndes	Square	Wednesday	evening,		

Dearest	Mamma,	

Being	too	tired	and	too	sick	of	spirits	to	go	to	bed	I	sit	up	to	answer	your	
note	in	my	own	beautiful	room	in	that	Lowndes	Square	you	took	for	
granted	I	have	left.	I	am	getting	rather	wearied	with	dissipations	and	am	
now	just	returned	from	two	parties	which	I	hated	and	instead	of	sitting	at	
work	with	Mrs.	Jarvis	in	the	luxury	of	quiet	and	happiness,	though	there	is	
very	little	of	that	here,	for	everyone	is	sadly	out	of	spirits	as	Wednesday	
next	draws	so	near	and	there	is	no	possibility	of	my	leaving	Mrs	Jarvis	
before	Saturday	at	the	earliest,	as	she	wishes	me	particularly	to	stay,	and	
help	them	in	trying	to	make	the	evening	pass	more	pleasantly.	I	could	not	
leave	them	now	when	I	really	can	be	of	a	little	service	without	real	
unkindness	and	ingratitude.	Not	one	quiet	evening	have	I	spent	this	week.		

On	Monday	we	had	a	very	good	delightful	party	most	brilliant	and	happy.	I	
was	to	have	returned	the	following	morning	but	Mrs	J	would	not	hear	of	it	
and	I	went	taking	charge	of	George	and	Charlotte	to	Aunt’s	and	returned	
today	when	Aunt	called	for	me	to	go	on	to	Mrs	Dilkes		and	thence	to	a	large	
dinner	party	for	which	I	had	a	dinner	invitation	which	I	could	not	accept	
on	account	of	my	former	one.	I	never	hated	engagements	so	thoroughly,	
having	no	relish	or	enjoyment	even	from	Mr	Dilkes	society.	You	may	
imagine	how	disagreeable	it	was	to	be	forced	to	go	out	and	tomorrow	
again	I	must	go	to	two	parties,	one	of	which	I	particularly	and	especially	
hate	and	you	will	easily	find	out	which,	but	of	course	I	shall	go	as	you	wish	
it	and	go	on	to	the	other	and	join	Mrs	Jarvis	and	the	Colonel.	On	Friday	also	
we	go	out	but	Saturday	is	the	only	quiet	evening	we	have	at	home.		

I	am	sorry	on	your	account	I	shall	not	be	at	home	on	Friday	but	I	cannot	do	
otherwise	and	then	when	I	do	leave	this	house	which	I	have	so	much	
reason	to		love	for	the	kindness	I	have	received	in	it,	I	must		spend	a	few	
days	with	my	Aunt	with	whom	I	have	scarcely	been	any	time	having	been	
seized	upon	and	most	pleasantly	carried	off.	Indeed	I	must	do	this	or	she	
will	be	most	seriously	offended	as	this	escape	from	Grove	House	has	
anything	but	pleased	either	her	or	Uncle	but	I	am	not	so	tractable	or	so	
easily	awed	as	I	was	and	did	not	intend	to	submit	in	a	point	like	this.	I	can	
always	be	with,	but	I	shall	perhaps	never	again	see	this	family	united	-		in	
that	I	am	in	no	humour	to	put	up	with	anything,	you	will	find	me	very	
disagreeable	for	some	time	but	it	will	wear	off	I	hope,	and	Aunt	will	have	
the	worst	of	it.		I	shall	not	be	able	to	return	before	Wednesday	or	Thursday	
next	and	then	I	shall	not	be	fit	for	anything.	There	is	one	pleasure	yet	in	
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store	for	me	and	that	I	must	look	to	for	my	distant	star	[?].		Mrs	[?]		has	
given		me	a	most	kind	invitation	to	Boulogne	for	the	summer	holiday	and	
will	send	a	servant	to	fetch	me	over.		I	am	sitting	writing	at	near	3	o’clock	
and	in	the	next	room	(Col	and	Mrs	J’s)	where	they	have	retired	long	since.	I	
know	there	is	no	sleep	as	a	word	or	a	cough	testifies	every	now	and	then.	
Can	I	be	in	spirits	when	others	are	so	wretched.	

(Thurs)	You	do	not	know	how	this	invitation	for	tonight	teazes	me.	It	
looked	strange	enough	to	leave	Mrs.	Jarvis	yesterday	all	alone	as	the	
Colonel	dined	out,	and	the	day	before	when	I	should	have	been	here	in	
particular	request,	as	the	Colonel	was	in	wretched	spirits	Mrs	J	wished	me	
to	stay	here,	three	evenings	to	go	out	and	leave	them	in	so	wretched	so	
ungrateful	a	way	just	when	they	want	me,	is	making	such	a	perfect	
convenience	of	them	that	I	cannot	bear	to	think	of	it	till	it	is	done.	I	have	
never	hated	any	party	as	I	do	this	one.	It	is	unkind	and	unladylike	to	go,	
and	disagreeable	when	there.	But	goodbye.	Kiss	P	if	he	is	well	and	Georgy	
for	me	and	pray	write	to	Mimi	or	send	about	her	staying	there,	and	to	me	
about	your	movements,	for	I	shall	not	know	where	to	come	home.		

Yours	ever,	

Clara	

	

	

6	July	1844	

Clara	Macirone	at	Dawlish	Devonshire	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	Dearest	Mamma,	

Here	we	are	so	comfortably	installed	that	my	continual	wish	has	been	for	
you	and	papa	to	be	able	to	see	us	here.	We	had	a	very	pleasant	journey	by	
the	train	which	was	the	more	agreeable	because	the	late	trains	had	laid	all	
dust	and	both	we	were	more	comfortable	and	our	clothes	unspoilt.	It	was	
the	longest	railway	journey	you	know	we	had	ever	been	and	we	enjoyed	it	
the	most,	there	were	fewer	stoppages	being	the	long	train	and	we	passed		
through	some	lovely	country	but	scarcely	wild	enough	to	please	us	
thoroughly.	We	had	some	coffee	at	Swindon	[?]	where	the	train	stops	ten	
minutes	and	restarted	on	our	respective	antics	of	sitting	in	our	places	and	
being	shaken	considerably	refreshed	and	strengthened.	We	had	a	bit	of	
adventure	at	Bath	where	being	anxious	for	the	safety	of	my	two	trunks,	I	
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asked	the	principal	guard	about	their	safe	securing	while	I	was	going	on	
and	was	very	much	alarmed	at	his	doubts	on	the	matter.	He	directed	me	to	
the	superintendent	to	whom	I	went	and	who	was	surrounded	by	a	host	of	
people.	He	told	me	it	was	quite	impossible	to	leave	them	there	as	there	
were	a	number	of	people	about,	strangers	on	whom	no	dependence	could	
be	placed.		You	may	fancy	my	alarm,	but	however	he	was	very	kind	and	
said	that	he	would	have	them	put	in	his	own	rooms	and	gave	me	a	piece	of	
paper,	written	on	which	I	was	to	state	to	whom	I	wished	them	to	be	given.		
Was	that	not	kind	-		but	we	have	been	so	fortunate	all	the	way,	no	rain	
down	to	Exeter	and	then	we	got	into	an	omnibus	which	took	us	into	the	
town,	a	pretty	old	fashioned	town	it	is.	From	there	we	managed	to	have	
another	adventure	for	the	stage	where	we	had	taken	our	places	forgot	us	
and	had	to	wait	for	us	at	the	bottom	of	the	town	and	sent	a	fly	to	bring	us	
after	it.	And	this	was	much	more	pleasant	after	all	and	did	not	cost	more	as	
they	paid	for	the	fly	and	very	kindly	offered	us	to	get	inside,	but	if	we	had	
we	should	have	missed	such	pleasure.	However	we	both	preferred	riding	
outside	and	I	never	had	such	a	ride.		Mimi	is	I’m	sure	describing	this	
country	to	you	so	I	will	not,	but	it	is	the	richest	succession	of	gorgeous		
lanes	you	can	imagine	(for	this	kind	of	scenery).	And	when	at	last	here,	we	
only	decided	on	the	road	for	this	place	as	we	found	Teignmouth	was	a	very	
large	town	and	I	did	not	want	anything	of	the	kind.	We	found	it,	such	a	
lovely	quiet	little	village	in	the	centre	of	a	bay	surrounded	by	high	
overhanging	cliffs	of	the	richest	claret	colour	clay	with	hanging	vegetation	
in	clusters	from	the	cliffs.		The	beach	is	on	every	side	a	picture	but	I	will	
write	you	more	afterwards	about	this	as	we	have	been	at	home	writing	
nearly	all	the	morning	and	ought	to	go	out.	We	had	the	most	merry	and	
luxurious	tea	at	this	inn	and	fortunately	found	our	present	lodgings,	such	
nice	quiet	and	inexpensive	ones,	two	little	rooms	which	just	fit	us,	and	our	
landlady	a	pretty	neat	young	woman	who	has	never	let	lodgings	before	
and	lets	us	have	our	two	pretty	little	rooms	for	11	shillings	a	week	with	
plate!!!,	linen	and	attendance	so	we	shall	not	spend	much	but	we	are	going	
to	live	in	immense	luxury,	to	bathe,	dine	at	5	and	take	tea	at	9	and	we	are	
so	happy,	no	words	can	tell	you	how	happy	we	are.		I	feel	the	heavy	weight	
which	used	to	press	on	my	head	so	that	I	could	hardly	feel	and	could	enjoy	
nothing,	lighter	and	lighter,	and	my	spirits	are	rising	so	that	I	shall	be	quite	
happy	tempered	by	the	time	we	leave.	But	really	I	seemed	as	if	I	could	
hardly	think	or	feel	for	some	time	back.		We	shall	write	to	you	again	soon	
and	ever	believe	me	dear	Papa	and	Mamma			

Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara		

July	6th		Address			Miss	Macirone		Post	Office		Dawlish		South	
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12	July	[1844	?]	

Clara	Macirone	to	her	parents	

	

Brompton				

My	best	Papa	and	Mamma,	

We	have	been		out	all	this	morning	looking	for	a	little	suitable	place	for	our	
thoughts	to	turn	to	when	you	are	in	town	and	I	think	we	have	quite	
succeeded.	We	had	such	a	merry	walk	out	across	the	Park	and	after	a	
thousand	friendly	enquiries	at	houses	where	those	mysterious	invitations	
for	all	seekers	for	apartments	were	appended,		found	one	or	two,	
especially	one	we	have	fixed	our	hearts	upon.	You	must	know	dear	
Mamma	(for	Papa	will	not	know	this	at	all,	only	calling	it	such	nonsense),	I	
dreaded	for	you	the	vulgarity	of	a	poor	room	in	a	large	lodging	house	more	
than	anything	else	in	town.	In	the	country	poverty	is	not	vulgar,	it	escapes	
from	many	petty	evils	by	the	possibility	of	carrying	many	disagreeable	
though	necessary	employments	in	the	spender,	besides	the	people	are	
different	and	differently	disposed.	Here	among	those	“Landlords“	as	I	must	
really	call	them	expenses	are	made	to	accumulate	frightfully	and	there	is	
little	security	in	the	honesty	of	those	by	whom	you	are	surrounded.	

We	have	found	in	a	tolerable	street	and	a	largeish	house	an	attic	of	good	
size	and	pretty	decent	furniture	for	six	shillings	a	week,	but	the	street	is	
not	particularly	respectable	and	there	are	different	lodgers	on	every	floor.	
It	is	all	very	well	to	think	it	will	be	nothing,	it	is	of	no	consequence,	but	this	
is	at	the	top	of	four	pairs	of	stairs	and	to		mount	those	frequently	is	no	
joke.	The	other	lodgers	too	will	naturally	engross	the	attention	of	the	
people	of	the	house	and	there	will	be	little	source	of	comfort	in	a	dirty	
room,	ill	waited	on	with	perhaps	a	hundred	airs	to	put	up	with	from	those	
who	despise	the	“attic”.		No	I	have	found	something	better	than	this	
(though	I	thought	it	right	to	mention	it).	A	room	or	more	correctly	two	
rooms	for	they	are	so	small	they	go	as	one,	in	a	small	gentlemanly	house	
quite	new	and	clean	where	you	would	be	the	only	lodgers	of	a	woman	
whose	manner	and	appearance	pleased	me	very	much,	and	(I	mostly	judge	
by	the	children)	who	had	such	strangely	prepossessing	children	so	like	the	
Jarvis’s,	so	intelligent	and	affectionate	that	I	quite	longed	to	see	more	of	
them.	She	does	not	look	like	a	woman	of	business	to	let	lodgings	as	a	trade	
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(she	told	me	she	had	never	done	so	before)	and	will	squeeze	every	
farthing	out	of	one	she	can,	honest	or	not.	She	will	give	a	separate	place	
and	key	for	coals,	there	is	a	washhouse	as	clean	and	neat	as	possible	if	
wanted	and	though	the	rooms	are	small	they	are	on	the	first	floor,	(the	
houses	are	low	built	here	and	have	no	more),	with	very	good	cupboards	
and	I	quite	longed	for	you	to	meet	her	for	I	thought	her	a	woman	to	make	a	
Mamma	quite	comfortable	in	her	lonely	days		when	Papa	is	out	at	
business.		This	is	in	a	quiet	little	street	in	a	very	good	style	and	
neighbourhood,	a	little	nearer	here	than	the	Clarence	Gate	of	the	Regent’s	
Park,	the	gate	at	the	end	of	Baker	Street,	Oxford	Street,	and	is	about	40	
minutes	walk	from	us,	it	cannot	well	be	much	nearer	and	is	only	8	shillings	
a	week.	I	don’t	think	I	can	do	better	but	will	try.		

In	the	meantime	let	us	try	and	keep	peace	and	goodwill,	those	two	angels	
that	have	so	nearly	slipped	through	our	grasp,	and	be	happy	with	the	
better	part	of	forgiving	and	forgetting.	Do	not	think	this	a	piece		of	
impertinence	but	everything	is	or	maybe	so	easily	imagined	an	affront	that	
it	makes	me	wish	I	could	live	silent.	Pray,	unless	you	are	very	satisfied	on	
these	arrangement	affairs,	do	not	write	of	them.		Time	will	I	trust,	"the	
great	healer	Time"	as	Bulwer	calls	him,	make	us	again	perfectly	happy	and	
reconciled.	We	cannot	but	be	grateful	for	the	kindness	with	which	we	were	
welcomed	from	the	distress	of	Grafton	Street	and	that	we	have	received	
since.	Pray	do	not	be	anxious	about	me.	I	am	very	well	and	strong	and	take	
plenty	of	nourishing	diet,	meat	at	breakfast,	and	took	my	tea	yesterday	in	7	
minutes	!	We	all	congratulate	George	and	kiss	him,	particularly	for	us	two,	
and	tell	him	I	look	forward	to	be	proud	someday	of	wearing	the	…[?]	with	
him.		Everyone	says	he	must	distinguish	himself,	so	with	love	from	us	all,		
Believe	us	yours	ever,	

	Clara	Angela	Macirone	

PS	The	overlarge	room	is	much	nearer	the	Hyde	Park.	Pray	love	them	all	
here,	both	for	their	sake	and	ours	for	they	are	so	very	kind	and	
affectionate.	

	

	

Undated	[1844	?]	

Emily	Macirone	to	her	parents	

	

My	dear	kind	Parents,	
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It	is	some	time	since	I	wrote	to	you	a	long	letter	so	I	will	try	and	indulge	
myself	today	for	I	have	finished	all	my	lessons	and	am	sitting	down	as	
comfortable	as	may	be	with	the	fire	lit,	Clara	playing	as	hard	as	ever	and	
everything	but	you.		For	three	weeks	I	shall	not	need	to	write		-	We	shall	
spend	Christmas	down	at	home	as	I	call	it,	Home,	in	fact	most	beautiful	
sound	that	it	is,	is	where	ones	Papa	and	Mamma	exist,	that’s	home,	every	
other	is	a	spurious	imitation	and	not	worth	mentioning		-	something	like	
they	put	on	pill	boxes	as	infallible	cures	for	the	toothache	–	‘note,	only	
boxes	with	these	marks	are	good,	not	spurious’.	So	is	a	Papa	and	Mamma,	
the	only	infallible,	never	failing,	sure	sign	of	a	home	!	

You	must	know	that	last	Thursday	I	went	home	with	Lieschen	(Eliza	Fox)	
to	look	over	my	outlines	–	very	kind	of	her.	Indeed,	for	you	must	know	that	
she	did	call	on	me	before	but	that	we	had	not	the	book	…[?]	to	do	it	with,	
so	she	planned	that	I	should	go	with	her	from	the	museum	with	the	
outlines	and	sleep	there	and	come	home	the	next	day.	Well,	so	I	will	tell	
you	–	as	it	happened,	nor	varnish	the	tale,	but	tell	it	you	as	‘twas	told	to	
me,	(Oh,	Clara	is	singing	so	charmingly).	The	evening	before,	Aunt	
proposed	that	I	should	have	breakfast	with	the	boys	at	½	past	7	and	then	
be	off	to	reach	the	museum	by	9	–	You	understand	…[?]	–	So	I	did.	I	got	up	
early,	had	breakfast	early	and	then	walked	with	Clara	as	far	as	the	
Academy	and	then	I	went	on	to	the	Museum,	It	was	a	beautiful	morning,	
and	the	Park	is	so	fresh	and	lovely,	and	the	fresh	morning	wind,	fresh	not	
sharp,	chases	along	the	Serpentine	and	crests	up	the	sparkling	waters	then	
drives	them	pel	mel	along	over	the	causeway.	All	run	after	another	in	
giddy	chase.	Heyday	!	Now	the	children	sit	in	the	sun	and	laugh	through	
their	dirt	at	the	fine	lady	as	she	trips	mincingly	along	holding	up	her	dress,	
fearing	lest	any	of	those	bright	twinkling	sunny	drops	should	soil	her	
silken	dress,	and	the	man	with	one	leg	at	the	corner	of	the	track	looks…[?]	
as	he	cheers	me	with	his	hearty		‘Good	morning.	Miss’.	But	I’m	digressing	
fearfully.	Away	from	the	lovely	sunny	park	with	its	fresh,	heavenly	breezes	
and	the	beauty	of	life	sparkling	everywhere.	Away	to	the	Museum	and	here	
I’m	behind	a	row	of	boxes	from	which	I	look	about	and	through	long	vistas	
of	statues	–	the	old	Grecian	classic	forms	grow	round	me	with	the	same	
intellectual	character	and	calm	repose.	I	thought	–	what	a	different	scene	–	
beauty	living,	but	not	only	surrounds	me,	it	awakens	a	new	train	of	ideas,	
and	every	noise	in	those	still	halls	awakens	a	murmur	in	the	lingering	
echoes	from	those	large	forms	at	the	boldness	of	some	rash	intruder	who	
would	disturb	the	sanctity	of	their	repose.	Well,	certainly	their	repose	was	
very	great	and	so	was	mine,	for	I	sat	on	my	boxes	from	1	till	4	without	
leaving	so	I	might	without	no	great	impropriety	have	likened	myself	to	
those	said	statues.	When	it	was	four	I	went	to	Carey’s	for	you	must	know	
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that	Lieschen	goes	now	to	an	Academy	where	she	is	getting	on	most	
beautifully.	There	she	was,	so	we	went	home.	We	went	first	upstairs	to	my	
room	where	I	arranged	myself	for	dinner	and	made	myself	comfortable.	
Then	we	went	into	the	drawing	room	where	was	Mr.	Fox.	He	rose	and	was	
going	to	leave	his	own	chair	but	I	begged	him	to	stay,	so	he	did	not	go	to	
the	arm	chair.	You	never	saw	him	I	think.	He	is	very	short,	slightly	made	
and	stout,	and	his	eyes	are	excessively	piercing	and	quiet,	and	a	very	thick	
head	of	hair	parted	in	the	middle,	black	now	turning	grey.	His	voice	is	very	
soft	and	delicate,	very	soft	indeed	and	sweet	but	scarcely	manly	enough	
for	my	taste.	His	hand	too	is	the	most	beautiful	Gentleman’s	hand	I	ever	
saw,	or	any	hand	indeed.	–	so	fine,	so	small,	so	tender,	so	velvety	white,	-	
the	bones	so	small	but	so	beautifully	fat.	Oh,	it	is	a	most	lovely	hand.	Well,	
‘revenons	à	nos	moutons’,	there	we	sat	by	the	fire	till	dinner	was	
announced,	and	I	enjoyed	that	part	very	much,	for	the	fire	burned	brightly,	
and	the	room	looked	in	deep	repose.	The	walls	are	crimson	with	dark	
green	curtains	and	the	chairs	are	dark	red,	and	very	low	and	nice.	We	sat	
by	this	fire	while	Lieschen	told	us	how	Punch	proposed	for	Macbeth	to	be	
turned	into	a	ballet,	which	kept	us	laughing.	When	dinner	was	announced	
we	went	down	and	I	was	introduced	to	her	brother	Florence,	a	deaf	and	
dumb	boy,	and	handsome.	I	was	amused	by	seeing	the	ways	in	which	he	
talked	with	his	fingers,	so	quickly,	and	he	could	make	a	noise,	but	not	
talking,	though	it	was	like	it,	like	enough	to	give	pain	–	it	did	to	me	anyhow	
After	dinner	we	went	upstairs	again	and	had	tea,	reclining	back	in	those	
very	nice	armchairs,	and	the	room	looked	so	nice.	Tea	did	not	last	for	ever	
and	when	tea	was	over	we	went	downstairs	for	our	outlines.	The	dining	
room	looked	comfortable	too	with	a	nice	fire,	the	pictures	looking	lifelike	
and	the	beautiful	bust	of	Thorvaldsen	–	the	fire	shining	across	it	like	the	
bursts	of	genius	that	lighted	up	his	works.	We	set	to	work	to	make	up	a	list	
of	my	outlines,	and	never	was	a	committee	so	unanimous	in	their	
proposals	or	so	friendly	in	everything.	Did	Lieschen	propose	an	
amendment,	‘Very	well’	said	I,	and	the	law	was	passed.	We	approved	of	
the…[?].	Mary	altered	the	list	and	she	sat	for	me	whenever	she	could	be	
useful.	Oh,	she	was	very	kind	indeed.	We	altered	and	improved	indeed	at	a	
most	prodigious	rate.	At	last	at	10	o’clock	we	went	upstairs	for	supper.	The	
room	looked	the	same	as	usual,	but	there	is	something	very	beautiful	in	it,	
though	the	furniture	was	not	particularly	rich.	After	supper	what	do	you	
think	she	did	for	me	–	as	I	had	a	slight	cough	Lieschen	got	some	hot	water	
and	put	my	feet	in	hot	water	to	take	it	away,	then	put	me	in	bed	and	gave	
me	a	hot	potation,	when	I…(rest	of	letter	missing)	
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24	July	1844			

Clara	Macirone	in	Bath	to	her	parents	

	

Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	

Here	we	are	as	you	see	so	comfortably	installed,	so	kindly	taken	care	of,	so	
much	flattered	and	praised	and	with	all	the	love	and	pleasure	we	can	
possible	have.		We	have	the	best	of	everything	and	tell	Mamma	her	proud	
little	daughter	says	nothing	but	the	best	will	or	shall	do,	so	we	have	quite	
our	own	way	in	everything	and	everything	goes	on	swimmingly.		

We	have	been	enjoying	ourselves	beyond	all	precedent.	You	have	no	idea	
what	fertile	imaginations	our	dear	friends	have	and	judging	by	the	jubilee	
they	make	for	us	it	is	quite	wonderful	how	we	are	ever	spared	from	Bath.	I	
think	they	find	me	more	companionable	than	I	used	to	be	as	my	
conversational	powers	have	lifted	their	heads	lately…	torn	[?]more	like	
existence	and	Mimi	makes	friends	everywhere.	Mrs	DB	is	so	pleased	with	
her	and	loves	her	already	with	her	dear	kind	zeal	and	indulgence	and	I	
think	some	portion	of	the	goodwill	Minnie	makes	on	all	sides	returns	to	
me.You	have	no	idea	how	very	kind	they	all	are	to	her	and	how	much	time	
has	improved	them	all.	Lou	is	kind	and	sensible	as	ever,	Auntie’s	health	is	
improving,	dear	Annie	is	brilliance	personified	and	warm	heartedness,	and		
Ettie		beyond	calculation	kinder	and	more	informed.	

We	had	a	good	day’s	travelling	on	Friday	with	some	inkling	of	adventure	
which	came	to	nothing.	We	were	received	so	delightfully	and	our	first	
evening	went	so	fast.	Mrs	DB	has	taken	a	lovely	bedroom	for	us	in	a	house	
opposite	and	we	have	such	fun	in	running	across	for	dressing	etc.	and	we	
have	such	merry	runs	of	them.	But	I	must	tell	you	on	Saturday	we	had	
friends	at	home	and	went	out	for	a	walk	after	tea	to	see	the	beautiful	
country	round,	Annie	kept	us	in	such	a	state	of	laughter	what	with	her	
bright	eyes	and	flashing	wit	that	we	were	weak	and	worn	to	a	fearful	
degree	and	might	have	been	carried	home	but	for	the	sad	necessity	of	
laughing	and	walking.	We	saw	from	a	hill	the	prettiest	country	at	our	feet	
and	our	artist,	J…[?]	was	an	excellent	guide	to	the	lovely	scenery	around.	
Sunday,	Mrs	Dubois	had	some	of	her	neighbours	in	and	we	had	some	
music.	She	certainly	has	the	most	beautiful	art	of	making	everyone	happy	
and	of	giving	pleasure	to	everyone.	Everything	that	passes	through	her	
hands	is	turned	to	account	for	some	person’s	advantage	and	pleasures	rise	
as	lovely	flowers	from	the	fingers	of	skilful	embroiderers,	from	the	
common	material	of	everyday		life.	It	is	quite	a	lesson	to	watch	her	actions	
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and	I	hope	to	benefit	from	them.	I	trust	I	have	often	improved	from	the	
remembrance	of	her.			

On	Monday	we	went	down	to	town…[?]	(badly	torn)		and	in	the	evening	we	
had	a	small	party,	music	and	dancing	at	home,	such	a	pleasant	party	we	
were.	I	had	the	most	brilliantly	enthusiastic	audience	and	was	so	kindly	
taken	care	of	you	would	have	luxuriated	in	seeing	us	so	received.	Mimi’s	
voice	was	so	much	liked	it	was	a	fair	return	to	the	pleasure	she	herself	
injected.	They	admire	and	are	so	proud	of	her	I	am	beyond	measure	
pleased.	Then	yesterday	we	went	such	a	pleasant	excursion	to	some	rocks	
lying	about	a	mile	from	the	pretty,	romantic	village	of	Claverton	where	we	
waited	in	the	loveliest	little	churchyard	full	of	prickly	rosetrees	on	a	steep	
hill.	The	church	is	at	the	summit	and	the	undulating	ground	shaded	by	
lovely	trees	and	perfumed	rose	trees	sweeping	over	the	grassy	mounds	
and	offering	at	the	brow	such	beautiful	views	of	the	hills	and	gorges	of	the	
surrounding	country.	We	sat	on	the	tombs	and	waited	while	our	purveyors	
went	on	to	make	tea	and	then	we	hungry	ones	followed.	Two	of	our	
cavalieri	were	ill,	although	too	courteous	and	kind	to	allow	us	to	perceive	
it	otherwise	than	by	finding	they	were	not	so	brilliant	as	usual.	The	long	
rambling	walk	home	over	the	rocks	by	moonlight	will	frighten	Mamma	but	
we	neither	took	colds	or	anything	else	except	an	unconscionable	
allowance	of	ghost	stories,	twelve	of	us	coming	in	two	or	three	groups	over	
those	lovely	rocks	with	glow	worms	in	our	hair	were	a	most	comfortable,	
merry	party	I	can	assure	you.	Tonight	I	go	out	to	dinner	with	my	kind	
'mamma	for	the	time	being'.	Tomorrow	we	have	a	party	at	home	and	every	
day	is	filled	up	with	one	pleasure	or	another.		We	spend	our	days	so	
hopefully,	come	over	to	breakfast	at	9	then	prayers	and	I	go	up	to	Mrs	
DuBois	and	work	while	we	chat	in	private	of	all	our	little	affairs.		

We	have	had	a	great	deal	of	consultation	about	leaving	Brompton	and	will	
tell	you	reasons	at	length	on	our	return.	We	shall	be	with	you	on	next	
Sunday	week	but	we	are	quite	decidedly,	most	decidedly	agreed	as	to	the	
advisability	of	leaving.	My	only	further	expense	will	be	the	apartment.	I	
perfectly	know	what	our	board	will	cost,	not	more	than	we	at	present	give,	
and	we	agree	that	there	can	be	no	difficulty	in	maintaining	respectability	
with	common	prudence.	The	uncertainty	of	Tryon	House	is	exaggerated	
and	they	do	not	care	for	my	living	in	one	house	more	than	another	if	my	
duties	are	well	performed.	Mrs	Dubois	has	heard	from	another	quarter	of	
their	being	well	pleased	and	satisfied	with	me	and	I	shall	take	care	and	
keep	to	my	hours.	Miss	Pooley,	a	very	nice	ladylike	girl	has	done	exactly	
what	I	am	going	to	do	but	she	makes	a	greater	sacrifice	in	leaving	her	
parents.	She	takes	pupils	in	classes	and	makes	a	fortune	by	it	and	Mrs	
Dubois	could	recommend	me	several	pupils	and	I	could	take	them	so	as	to	
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make	it	less	expensive.		I	can	do	nothing	chained	as	I	am	now	and	shall	
gain	strength	and	freedom	of	mind	with	my	new	freedom	of	action..	I	have	
written	to	dear	Aunt	with	my	final	determination	on	the	subject	and	hope	
now	it	is	entirely	settled	and	at	rest.		You	will	see	how	much	it	is	for	the	
best	but	I	would	rather	write	to	you	of	more	agreeable	things	now.			

I	am	quite	delighted	both	to	hear	of	our	dear	George’s	improvement	and	to	
see	our	dear	Minnie	come	out	so	well.	Give	George	a	hundred	kisses	from	
us	and	tell	him	we	expect	to	be	proud	of	him.	I	have	received	no	answer	
from	Leopold	and	do	not	know	who	else	to	write	to	but	the	news	of	
George’s	improvement	has	been	quite	sunshine	to	us	and	a	more		beautiful	
sunshine	even	than	this	glowing	golden	one	here.	By	the	way	did	it	not	
look	horribly	shabby	of	me	not	to	pay	the	carriage	of	that	print,	but	I	did	
not	because	some	doubt	was	expressed	at	the	station	of	its	safe	arrival	and	
I	therefore	saw	less	risk	in	not	paying	them	than	in	a	double	loss	both	of	
carriage	and	the	thing	itself.		We	are	so	glad	you	enjoyed	them.	How	did	
George	look	into	the	basket[?].	I	should	like	to	have	seen	his	dear	little	
face.	My	hand	is	quite	tired	of	holding	the	pen,	so	for	the	present,													

Goodbye	dearest		Papa	and	Mamma			

Yours	ever,		Clara	Angela	Macirone	

	

	

30	July1844				

Clara	Macirone	in	Bath	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	Mamma,					

I	write	to	you	because	I	have	something	to	say	to	you	in	particular	but	
must	first	…[?]	(torn)	you	have	been	indulging	in	a	very	becoming,	sensible	
maternal	anxiety	which	will	be	much	sooner	quieted	by	a	little	tête	à	tête	
on	our	parts	than	in	any	other	way.		

But	I	must	first	tell	you	of	Mrs	Du	Bois’s	friend.	Telling	her	all	my	wishes,	
hopes	and	plans	while	waiting	for	an	answer	from	Leopold	she	mentioned	
Mr	Hattersley,	an	intimate	friend	of	Mrs	Bowerbanks	and	a	peculiarly	
clever	man	of	no	less	zeal	than	ability	who	would	be	very	likely	to	become	
attached	to	a	pupil	who	did	him	credit.	She	wrote	to	him	mentioning	her	
own	interest	in	the	child	and	has	read	the	enclosed	answer.	From	all	I	have	
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heard	of	Mr	H,	his	wife	and	entourage,	they	are	exactly	the	people	I	should	
like	dear	Georgy	to	know,	full	of	talent	and	emulation.		As	he	mentions	
Wednesday	and	you	will	receive	this	early,	it	would	be	as	well	to	take	him	
at	once	and	begin	with	the	5	lessons	a	week	as	that	would	be	much	the	
best	plan.	There	has	been	too	much	time	lost	already	and	give	the	child	my	
best	wishes	and	love	with	a	hundred	kisses	to	help…[?]	(torn)	and	tell	him	
it	is	such	a	blessing	to	be	of	use	to	him.	Leopold	knows	no	one.	Well	now	
that	is	settled	you	have	no	reason	to	be	alarmed	on	any	point.		

We	have	seen	a	great	deal	of	Mrs	DB's	friend	and	have	been	more	pleased	
than	I	expected.	It	is	a	great	pleasure	to	discover	so	much	love	of	art	and	
unselfish	feeling,	true	kindness	for	the	interest	of	others	and	a	most	
sincere	humility	in	anyone.	But	you	know	with	me,	how	disagreeable	an	
impression	remains	with	anyone,	who	entertains	views	of	the	kind	
imputed	to	this	unfortunate	person,	and	though	on	further	observation	I	
think	they	have	been	much	more	raised	by	the	usual	love	of	imagining	
such	affairs,	and	a	very	kind	interest	in	both	parties,	with	the	natural	
exaggeration	of	young	observers,	than	by	the	reality.	The	unpleasant	
impression	has	remained.	I	do	not	know	whether	to	attribute	to	pride	or	to	
a	great	bias	towards	independence	that	I	do	always	feel	a	premature	
dislike	to	anyone	suspected	of	wishing	to	deprive	me	of	it.	I	have	found	out	
a	thousand		agreeable	traits	of	character	and	the	best	of	all,	truth	and	
generosity	of	disposition	extremely	admirable.	But	what	is	the	use	of	all	
this	when	there	is	nothing	to	build	all	their	beautiful	ideas	upon	and	I	have	
been	careful,	very	anxious	not	to	commit	myself	in	any	way	so	that	with	
the	little	inclination	I	have	to	come	forward	on	one	hand	and	the	careful	
drawing	back	on	the	other,	there	is	no	ground	for	the	most…[?]	
construction	of	a	mother’s	fears.	He	has	taken	a	sketch	of	me	for	Mrs	
DuBois	who	is	so	beautifully	kind	to	me	and	we	are	so	happy	and	have	not	
known	what	to	do	with	our	wild	happy	spirits.	I	have	been	running	up	and	
down	these	hills	and	out	continually.	I	will	tell	you	how	our	last	week	has	
been	spent.		

Tuesday	we	went	in	the	carriage	for	it	is	too	warm	to	walk	in	the	middle	of	
the	day,	so	after	dinner	about	6	we	sally	out,	such	a	party	of	us	to	walk	
round	such	lovely	country.	Wednesday	we	(Mrs	DuBois	and	I	)	went	out	to	
dine	at	Mr	Coward’s	where	we	found	an	Old	English	Squire’s	circle,	such	a	
hospitable	kind	circle	and	a	pretty	lawn	on	the	top	of	a	slope	of	a	hill	
commanding	the	beautiful	country	around.	We	played	at	his	Graces	[?]	a	
very	pretty	game	and	kept	the	fairy	hoops	up	long	and	well.	I	had	a	very	
pleasant	partner,	the	son	of	our	host,	no	gentleman	but	unaffectedly	kind	
and	brilliant	tempered,	it	was	quite	a	luxury	to	laugh	with	him.	Thursday	
we	had	such	a	merry	party	at	home.	Miss	Pooles	came	and	we	had	music,	
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such	merry	music	and	merrier	dancing	full	of	real	enjoyment.	They	are	
such	fond	admirers	of	Minnie,	it	delights	me	beyond	measure	to	see	her	
admired	and	loved	as	she	deserves.	Friday	we	had	a	long	excursion	and	
took	tea	on	the	rocks	in	an	arbour	with	a	large	party	and	such	a	beautiful	
walk	home	by	moonlight	together	in	the	dark	coming	on	Bath	in	the	valley	
beneath,	lighter	with	its	starry	lamps,	and	nothing	but	those	stars	beneath	
and	above	to	be	seen.	Saturday	out	to	a	party,	Sunday	a	long	walk	with	a	
party	round	most	lovely	country	in	the	evening,	such	embowered	country,	
and	hills	breakneck	at	every	turn.	Monday,	Annie’s	lovely	friend	Kate	
Warburton	came,	the	most	perfect	image	of	beauty,	innocence		and	
delicate	womanhood	I	ever	saw.	Minnie	went	out	sketching	with	Mr	
Maddox	in	the	evening	and	enjoyed	herself	most	brilliantly	she	said.	I	have	
a	great	deal	more	of	writing	to	do	or	should	run	on	almost	for	ever.	We	
have	perfectly	settled	on	leaving	Brompton	and	I	have	received	such	a	
dear	kind	letter	from	Aunt	and	Uncle.	

With	all	our	love	to	Papa	and	Georgy,	and	you	of	course.			

Believe	me	ever	yours				

Clara	Angela	Macirone	

	

	

Undated	[1844	?]	
	

Clara	and	Emily	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	
	
	
Dearest	Papa,	
	
I	am	writing	to	you	the	last	few	minutes	before	we	start	for	Goring	whence	
we	return	Monday	and	trust	this	will	find	you	well	and	happy.	Affairs	go	so	
well	with	me	I	fear	for	nothing	and	am	quite	sure	Heaven	will	bless	us	and	
give	me	strength	enough	to	go	on	working.	There	is	no	news	except	the	
last	ideas	on		the	cholera	and	the	wonder	whether	we	are	going	to	have	a	
fine	winter.	Minnie	is	going	to	write	so	I…[?]	
	
Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara	
	
My	dear	Papa,	
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Here	we	are	at	last	going	to	the	country	where	I	hope	dear	Clara	will	find	
rest	and	will	do	literally	nothing	for	a	few	days.	Nothing	can	be	more	
beneficial	to	her	than	entire	rest.	My	pupil	gets	on	very	well.	I	hope	I	shall	
keep	her		-	and	think	it	most	likely	as	they	have	engaged	me	yearly.	I	wish	
you	could	see	us	smothered	on	this…[?]	day	with	plaid	shawls	large	
enough	to	go	round	the	earth,	and	bonnets	and	veils	–	all	fitted	for	a	
journey	to	the	Indies	at	least.	We	go	by	the	Parliamentary	train	which	is	
the	cheapest	and	takes	much	longer	on	the	journey	–	two	great	advantages	
in	my	estimation.	But	I	must	leave	off,	so	goodbye	dear	Papa.	
	
Ever	your	affectionate	daughter	Emily		
	
	
	
Undated	[1844	?]	
	
Clara	Macirone	at	Goring	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Letterhead	of	Great	Western	Railway	

Dearest	Mamma,	
	
Here	we	are	safe	at	Goring	waiting	for	Mrs	Hale’s	carriage	and	while	we	
wait	I	must	write	you	a	line	to	ask	you	to	enclose	me	half	a	sovereign	by	
the	next	post	or	I	shall	not	have	enough	to	return	with.	I	am	very	sorry	to	
give	you	so	much	trouble	but	I	have	had	several	unforeseen	expenses	and	
no	foreseen	receipts.	We	left	all	at	Bath	much	better	than	we	could	have	
expected.	Mrs	DuBois	and	Etty	both	looking	so	well,	and	so	extremely	kind.	
It	was	for	many	reasons	most	fortunate	that	I	went.	Everything	is	
explained	now	and	clear,	and	they	were	not	so	much	surprised	as	I	was,	
having	heard	something	before	of	the	same	subject.	They	and	all	at	Bath	
have	been	as	kind	as	anything	could	be.	Home	however	looks	very	
pleasant	after	all	this	travelling.	We	have	been	working	for	dear	Georgy	
and	you.	Have	you	heard	from	dear	Mary	Taylor	?	I	fear	she	is	ill,	having	
written	twice	without	an	answer.	We	have	had	a	very	lovely	journey	with	
fine	weather	all	the	way,	but	we	will	tell	you	all	about	it	viva	voce.	It	
seemed	very	strange	to	see	Exeter,	Bath	and	Bristol	cathedrals	so	near	
together	and	so	very	comfortably	with	plenty	of	time	and	no	fatigue.	
		
Heaven	bless	you	dear	Mamma.	I	have	a	great	deal	to	tell	you	but	will	keep	
it	till	a	later	opportunity.	One	thing	I	ought	to	mention	–	My	Aunt	is	
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thinking	might	I	aim	to	get	pupils	for	Mrs	H	who	made	her	believe	that	it	
has	been	through	me	that	her	school	has	been	injured	and	also	that	she	
has	no	idea	of	the	cause	of	my	pupils	leaving	her	!	I	should	like	to	have	
seen	the	faces	of	everyone	connected	with	that	house	if	such	a	thing	were	
said	to	them.	I	should	like	to	have	heard	Mrs	Hinde	or	Mrs	Hanson	or	Mrs	
Longmore	give	their	opinion	on	the	subject	–	all	careful	mothers	and	all	
most	indignant	at	what	occurred.	But	the	truth,	unfortunately	for	Mrs	H	
will	come	to	light,	do	what	she	may.	Only	I	wish	to	have	no	hand	in	the	ruin	
she	is	bringing	on	herself,	and	must	remain	silent	for	her	sake	now,	and	
may	down	a	thousand	years	hence.	Only	I	fear	my	Aunt	may	place	herself	
in	a	very	awkward	position	with	recommending	her,	as	Mrs	Hinde	has	
done	to	her	excessive	mortification	now.	We	come	back	so	much	richer	in	
friends	and	health	than	we	left.	Heaven	bless	you	again	dearest	Mamma.	
Monday	we	shall	be	in	town	at	6.40	to	tea	at	our	own	darling	home	again.		
Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara	–	Minnie’s	love	to	you.	
	
	
	
17	September	1844	
		
Francis	Maceroni	to	his	brother	George	Macirone	

	

3	Albion	Cottages		Webb	Lane	Hammersmith	

My	dear	George	

	I	this	moment	received	your	note	of	yesterday	for	which	I	return	you	
many	thanks.	If	you	have	to	do	with	reasonable	folks,	the	little	aid	I	shall	
receive	will	in	verity	come	at	the	eleventh	hour,	or	rather	at	the	eleventh	
hour	and	99	/100	!	I	have	met	with	such	delays	and	disappointments	that	I	
am	hourly	expecting	to	lose	by	execution	for	rent,	the	only	bed	and	few	
articles	we	have	snatched	from	two	executions	past.			

	I	will	at	once	confide	to	you	the	entire	of	the	process,	and	you	who	are	
imbued	with	sense	and	science	will	see	that	my	process	is	founded	on	real	
and	correct	natural	principles	–	Chemico	–	magnetical.	I	will	first	tell	you	
how	I	came	to	hit	upon	my	plan.	In	making	nitrates	of	silver	or	of	mercury	
for	powerful	percussion	powder,	I	found	that	after	having	added	a	certain	
proportion	of	Alcohol	to	the	solution	of	the	metal	in	the	acid,	the	
precipitation	of	the	powder	was	accellerated	and	continuously		repeated	
by	alternated	applications	of	heat	and	cold,	ie:	after	applying	heat	to	the	
solution,	plunging	the	vessel	into	cold	water,	when	an	immediate	
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precipitation	of	powder	took	place	and	so	on	each	time	till	nothing	was	left	
to	fall,		The	famous	Falernian	wine	but	ten	times	more	so,	the	Lacrima	
Christi	is	very	tardy	in	depositing	the	colouring,	woody	and	tartarous	
matter.	Englishmen	will	not	drink	this	wine	under	ten	years	old.	I	
bethought	me	of	applying	the	plan	of	action	and	reaction	of	heat	and	cold	
to	these	wines	when	quite	new	and	without	artificial	heat.		I	placed	a	
number	of	huge	bottles	called	in	Italy	Damigani,	in	English	I	believe	
Carbois,	on	the	flat	roof	of	my	house	(Lastrica)	so	that	they	might	be	
exposed	to	the	heat	of	the	sun	in	the	day.	and	then	to	the	cold	of	the	night.	
Instead	of	corking	up	the	Damigiani,	I	poured	oil	over	the	wine	in	the	neck	
so	that	the	wine	might	rise	and	fall	on	the	expansion	and	contraction.	I	
placed	a	little	earthenware	pot	inverted	over	the	neck	to	keep	out	the	dust	
and	the	rats	from	drinking	which	they	have	the	sense	to	do	by	the	aid	of	
their	tails.	The	black,	thick,	inklike	Lacrima	became	in	a	month	equal	to	ten	
years	old.	Two	inches	at	least	deep	of	black	mudlike	pecula	was	at	the	
bottom	so	that	the	wine	had	to	be	drawn	off	by	a	siphon.		The	same	
success	attended	white	wine	only	that	it	took	away	great	part	of	the	colour	
making	it	very	pale.		But	I	thought	of	a	powerful	auxilliary	in	a	magnetico-
galvanic	current.		I	drove	an	iron	rod	as	long	and	as	thick	as	a	stair	carpet	
rod	into	the	earth.		From	this	I	conducted	a	stout	iron	wire	amongst	the	
Damigiani,	into	each	of	which	a	branch	wire	was	introduced	so	as	to	go	
near	to	the	bottom.		If	the	bottles	were	placed	in	a	garden	or	yard,	an	iron	
skewer	and	a	bit	of	wire	might	be	applied	to	each.	I	do	not	look	upon	the	
wire	appliance	as	necessary	but	I	think	it	accelerates	the	process.	If	you	
had	read	my	“	Electrical	theory	of	the	Universe”,	you	would	see	how	I	show	
that	the	magnetic	fluid	ascends	any	bar	of	iron	inserted	in	the	Earth.	Thus	
did	I	improve	wine	at	Naples	for	several	of	my	friends	-	Bottalin,		Routh,	
Valentine,	and	Steuart.	

With	regard	to	the	price,	my	position	is	such	that	I	shall	take	a	trifle	-	You	
would	not	think	fifty	pounds	too	much?	A	wine	merchant	would	save	a	
deal	in	interest	of	the	value	of	wines	kept	to	get	old	!		But	I	want	a	portion	
of	the	money	at	once	or	it	will	prove	“après	diner	moutarde”		We	are	
positively	without	a	meal	!	and	every	hour	expect	to	be	in	the	open	fields,	
in	the	workhouse	or	in	the	grave!		I	beg	you	to	pardon	my	not	having	a	
penny	for	this	postage.		We	are	exhausted	-	fainting	-	shoeless	in	rags.	

	Such	is	the	state	of	your	affectionate	Brother		F	Maceroni	

	

	

23	October	1844	
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Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	(incomplete)	

	

……..Poor	little	thing	indeed,	as	you	would	have	said	had	you	seen	her,	
stuffed	up	brimming	full	of	vanity.	There	on	the	sofa	were	three	or	four	old	
gossips	who	kept	praising	her	so	that	there	was	nothing	girlish	about	her	
which	must	be	of	course	a	great	comfort	to	her	family.	She	does	her	steps	
neatly	to	be	sure	–	what	can	you	expect	from	her	age	but	I	would	rather	
not	have	a	child	of	mine	have	a	single	idea	about	dancing	than	to	be	
crammed	with	conceit	as	this	living	specimen	was.	Oh	it	spoke	more	
against	the	evil	effects	of	low	society	and	coarse	vulgar	flattery	than	all	the	
sermons	in	the	world.	–	I	like	the	place	very	much	but	I	cannot	fairly	judge	
whether	I	like	dancing	until	the	charm	of	novelty	has	worn	off.	I	shall	have	
two	lessons	every	week	from	3-5	every	Wednesday	and	Saturday.	I	went	
today	with	Clara	to	Smiths	to	buy	my	white	dress	for	the	confirmation	and	
it	will	look	very	pretty	I	can	tell	you.	I	shall	have	new	pocket	
handkerchiefs,	new	corsets,	new	stockings,	new	white	petticoats,	new	
flannel	ditto,	-new	white	dress	and	cape,	new	bonnet	and	cap	and	shoes	
and	gloves	and	ribbons,	and	collar	and	parasol	and	prayer	book	and	
appreciate	what	will	this	avail	me	if	I	do	not	possess	a	new	heart.	My	dear	
kind	good	sister	has	done	all	she	can	towards	both	and	I	hope	that	both	
our	united	efforts	will	not	fail,	though	it	is	an	awful	thing	to	become	
responsible	in	that	manner	after	having	been	careless	of	it.		

I	have	not	been	doing	my	lessons	at	all	well	this	week,	but	it	is	Easter	week	
so	I	may	be	naughty	as	a	recreation.	On	Saturday	I	shall	set	about	the	
drawing	for	the	British	Institution	but	I	mean	to	take	a	group	….?			of	
Wilkie	as	well	as	I	think	I	do	that	best	and	of	course	I	am	not	to	put	my	
worst	foot	foremost.	Perhaps	George	would	like	write	a	few	words,	and	so	
I	remain	your	affectionate	daughter,	

	

Emily	M	

	

	

22	November		1844	

Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	William	Warne	(draft)at	18	Bradley	Street		
Blandford	Square	
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Dear	William,	

I	will	not	return	an	insulting	cognomen	to	my	sister's	husband.	I	have	
repeatedly	intended	writing	in	answer	to	your	note	to	me	of	19	October	
but	after	a	reperusal	of	that	note	it	has	always	appeared	to	me	that	an	
answer	was	uncalled	for	and	I	confess	likewise	my	little	inclination	for	the	
task.	Any	violent	expressions	written	under	excitement	I	could	not	only	
have	excused,	but	I	should	likewise	have	expressed	my	very	sincere	
regrets	for	what	had	occasioned	them,	but	I	should	have	only	added	fuel	to	
fire	by	answering	a	portion	of	your	letter	which	could	not	be	passed	over.	I	
therefore	neither	noticed	your	letter	nor	mentioned	it	to	Mr	Macirone	
whose	generous	temper	would	I	know	induce	him	to	apologise	for	
injurious	expressions	made	use	of	in	the	excitement	and	irritation	of	his	
great	and	bitter	mortification	and	disappointment.	

Whatever	may	have	been	the	cause	of	those	excesses,	by	which	no	one	has	
suffered	so	severely	as	himself,	the	intense	suffering,	the	black	cloud	which	
blighted	his	existence	and	which	obscured	a	mass	of	noble	qualitiesa	that	
will	reflect	honour	on	every	one	connected	with	him,	I	believe	is	passing	
away.	Their	confidence	gives	me	present	happiness	and	brighter	
prospects.	I	wish	for	unbroken	peace	and	can	be	well	contented	to	forego	
our	visits	until	Mr	Macirone	can	be	received	with	the	cordiality	and	
respect	due	to	a	gentleman	equally	amiable,	honourable	and	
accomplished.	

Wishing	you	and	yours	every	happiness.		

With	many	thanks	for	every	kindness	shown	to	either	me	or	mine,	I	
remain,	

Yours	truly	(no	signature)	

	

	

10	December	1844	

Dr.	John	Martin	at	Lisbon	to	George	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Friend,	

I	received	your	kind	and	welcome	letter	dated	from	Hertford	and	should	
long	ago	have	acknowledged	receipt	of	it	but	was	doubtful	where	I	should	
address	my	reply	and	as	you	spoke	of	returning	to	Town	when	your	affairs	
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were	arranged,	I	thought	it	probable	I	might	hear	again	from	you.	At	length	
my	daughter	wrote	to	Mrs	Macirone	to	know	where	I	might	direct	to	you	
and	agreeably	to	her	instructions	I	address	the	present.	I	send	you	above	a	
remittance	of	£10	drawn	at	sight		on	T	[?]	Chapareau.	It	is	a	small	matter	
and	far	beneath	my	wishes	and	of	this	be	assured	for	nothing	could	give	
me	greater	delight	than	to	have	it	in	my	power	to	convince	you	by	more	
substantial	proofs	how	well	and	truly	and	dutifully	I	participate	in	your	
misfortunes	and	how	deeply	I	feel	that	my	own	mishaps	have	contributed	
to	these.	From	the	tenor	of	Mrs	Macirone's	letter	to	my	daughter	I	fear	
your	prospects	are	not	at	present	very	encouraging	but	we	must	hope	for	
the	best.	The	frequency	of	trials	and	disappointments	is	apt	to	cast	a	gloom	
over	the	mind	that	causes	everything	(to	appear	in	its)	worst	form.	But	
cheer	up	your	spirits	for	you	have	an	affectionate	wife,	amiable	children	
and	a…[?]	heart	which	are	all	great	helps	towards	a	reinstatement		in	the	
world's	favour,	and	you	must	not	despair.	I	trust	that	Providence	will	yet	
be	propitious	to	us	and	if	to	you	only	I	shall	still	rejoice	-	if	to	me	only	you	
shall	participate,	and	if	to	us	both	so	much	the	better,	

I	hope	your	state	of	health	is	improved,	if	not,	tell	me	how	you	are	affected	
for	everything	that	concerns	you	is	interesting	to	me	and	though	I	cannot	
presume	after	so	long	an	absence	and	while	still	absent	to	offer	any	
positive	specific	advice	yet	something	may	occur	to	me	from	my	
knowledge	of	your	former	state	of	health	and	constitution	which	might	be	
serviceable.		It	gave	me	great	pleasure	to	learn	from	your	letter	that	your	
daughter	took	a	liking	to	my	Anastasia,	it	afforded	me	very	great	pleasure	
for	she	had	previously	given	me	such	an	account	of	her	interview	as	
indicated	how	kindly	she	was	affected	towards	them.	I	have	likewise	to	
thank	Mrs	Macirone	and	you	also	my	dearest	friend		for	your	good	opinion	
of	my	daughter	and	I	hope	more	happy	times	will	bring	us	all	together	
again.	

My	prospects	here,	so	far	as	regards	the	place,	are	uncertain.	The	state	of	
Commerce	is	very	indifferent	so	much	so	that	many	talk	of	leaving	and	two	
very	reputable	families	who	I	attend	professionally	are	actually	preparing	
to	go	away	in	the	Spring.	One	family	left	about	three	months	ago	and	is	
gone	to	the	Azores	and	I	am	sorry	to	say	about	20	moridores	in	my	debt.		
Two	English	medical	men		(very	torn)...	[?]I	do	not	know	whether	to	be	
glad	or	sorry	that	they	found	the	place	so	unpromising	that	they	have	both	
left	again.												The	English	fraction	of	Lisbon	is	scarcely	more	than	
enough	for	the	decent	maintainance	of	one	practitioner	and	he	must	have	
great	fatigue	in	the		prosecution	of	his	daily	visits	owing	to	distances,	for	it	
is	a	small	practice	spread	over		wide	spaces.	With	respect	to	my	other	
plans	great	delays	have	been	occasioned	by	untoward		circumstances,	
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some	disappointments,	but	rest	assured	that	I	am	always	alive	to	anything	
that	promises	advantage	to	yours	and	mine.	You	will	do	me	the	favour	to	
make	an	early	acknowledgment	of	the	receipt	of	this	that	I	may	be	satisfied	
of	its	safe	arrival	and	I	shall	esteem	it	a	favour	also,	if	you	will	not	mention	
it	to	others	for	there	are	many	claims	upon	me	but	yours	is		primary	and	
peculiar.	You	will	address	me	as	before,	under	cover	to	Miss	Horn,	No	4	
Albion	Place,	Canonbury	Square	and	she	will	forward	it	to	me.		My	kind	
regards	to	your	family	in	which	mine	heartily	joins	and	believe	me	my	
dearest	friend,	yours	most	faithfully														

John	Martin			

	

	

20	December	1844		

Clara	Macirone	at	Pier	House	Dover	to	her	family	

	

Dear	Papa,	Mamma.	Minnie	and	Leischen,	

It	makes	me	almost	laugh	now	and	stupid	and	tired	as	I	am	to	remember	
the	anticipations	I	made	of	this	house	and	how	curiously	exact	they	have	
been	in	being	wrong.	I	must	tell	you	I	am	comfortable	first	and	then	of	my	
journey.		

The	country	was	the	most	varied	of	any	railroad	views	I	have	yet	seen	and	
so	hilly	that	as	the	railroad	must	be	level	it	was	now	high	in	air	with	
viaducts	and	arches	with	a	beautiful	English	garden	sort	of	view,		misty	
hills	in	the	distance	and	not	very	far	off	at	our	feet	and	further	on	we	were	
in	the	very	heart	of	the	hills	which	a	few	minutes	since	looked	so	pretty	in	
the	distance.	The	wind	whistled	most	fiercely	and	as	if	curiously	exploring	
every	cranny	in	the	habitable	globe,	insinuated	low	through	to	the	padded	
cushions	and	curtains,	the	leather	covered	doors	and	sealed	windows	of	
the	warm	carriage	I	was	in,	so	that	my	muff	was	a	most	kind	auxiliary	and	I	
felt	no	cold	until	we	were	turned	out	of	our	little	nests	at	Dover.	What	a	
very	pleasant	thing	a	pleasant	companion	is.	I	wanted	to	ask	a	thousand	
questions	and	was	obliged	to	remain	silent	or	I	fancied	a	great	deal	might	
be	learned	by	observing	the	face	of	the	country	and	general	cultivation,	but	
as	my	bright	ideas	foundered	into	nothing,	a	process	assisted	by	the	
discovery	that	there	was	no	halfway	station	for	refreshments	and	I	saw	the	
coffee	I	had	promised	myself	flying	with	the	wind.		
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Mr	Minet	and	not	the	servant	was	at	the	station	to	receive	me	and,	instead	
of	a	carriage	and	six	as	Mr	Gregoyti	would	have	imagined,	offered	me	his	
arm	as	the	house	was	quite	close.	So	out	we	went	into	a	mad	sea	of	roaring	
wind,	so	cold	I	could	hardly	speak	for	trembling.		I	could	not	see	what	the	
place	was	like	at	all	for	there	was	the	evening	light	on	half	the	time	and	the	
rest	quite	dark.	We	wound	round	some	narrow	doorways	with	a	few	low	
fishing	smacks		dark	in	the	darker	water	and	their	spars	stretching	high	
above	on	one	side	and	little	houses	which	seemed	to	grow	by	the	water’s	
edge,	the	same	whether	at	Dover	or	Wapping,	on	the	other.	We	came	to	
Pier	House,	a	large	old	fashioned	house	in	a	very	narrow	street	of	small	
houses	and	were	shown	into	the	schoolroom	where,	among	plain	walls,	
books	and	quiet	furniture	and	unquiet	children,	Mrs	Minet	stood	to	receive	
me.	They	all	seemed	rather	as	though	they	had	all	been	working	
themselves	up	to	receive	me	so	I	did	not	immediately	subside	into	comfort.	
I	very	soon	did	for	I	saw	they	were	old	fashioned,	kind	and	happy	in	
themselves	and	that	is	a	very	good	sign	that	anyone	may	soon	be	so	with	
them.		They	are	very	quiet	people,	see	very	little		society,	keep	no	carriage	
and	have	subsided	into	many	country	fashions	very	inferior	to	others	in	
town,		Only	imagine	retiring	at	7.0	at	night.	Everyone	here	has	colds	so	I	
walked	out	by	myself	and	went	I	think	all	over	the	town;	such	a	pretty	
irregular	place	it	is,	running	along	the	bay	so	that	every	opening	on	one	
hand	gives	you	a	pretty	view	up	the	cliffs	and	down	the	houses,	on	the	
other	the	waves	are	coming	up	dashing	away	on	the	shingle.The	air	has	
been	as	clear	as	diamonds	and	the	sun	bright	and	warm	in	every	nook	of	
the	old	fashioned	houses	where	he	could	linger,	but	the	wind	was	so	
roaring	and	tearing	and	boisterous	that	red	lights	danced	before	my	eyes	
all	the	way	and	I	could	scarcely	accomplish	the	achievement	of	breathing,	
and	yet	it	was	worth	it	all	to	stand	at	the	balustraded	edge	of	one	of	the	
piers	and	look	back	at	the	town	and	its	pretty	groups	of	old	buildings	and	
the	cliffs	rising	precipitously	behind,	and	all	this	in	one	vast	semicircle	of	
which	the	town	is	the	centre,	the	waves	here	beautifully	high	and	as	they	
broke	on	the	pier	head	or	on	the	breakers,	(very	different	sort	of	things	
from	Bognor	ones)	they	dashed	into	a	column	of	spray	20	feet	high.	
Imagine	a	spray	20	feet	high	like	fairylike	feathers	-	if	the	wind	had	not	
been	enough	to	annihilate	such	a	delicate	idea.	Imagine	too	the	pleasure	of	
looking	this	morning	through	my	window	at	the	sunlit	cliffs,	the	few	
scattered	houses	on	them	rosy	and	glowing	in	the	red	morning	light	and	
this	tint	so	beautiful	on	the	grass	on	which	they	stood.		

Sir	J	Campbell	left	Dover	yesterday	and	was	not	I	think	staying	here.	I	am	
so	very	stupid	today	I	will	not	write	more	for	fear	it	would	make	you	hate	
my	handwriting	for	ever	afterwards	but	believe	me	stupid	or	not,	
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	ever		Your	Clara	

(in	the	same	envelope	as	above)	

Dear	Minnie,	

Remember	to	pay	the	visiting	association	(torn)…[?].in	the	vestry	after…[?]	

I	hope	George	had	some	dinner	or	something	before	he	returned	to	school,	
and	what	did	you	do?	I	have	been	uncomfortable	about	you	fearing	you	
must	have	been	faint		and	exhausted.	I	shall	not	want	my	white	muslin	
dress.	Only	send	me	my	boots	by	the	cheapest	conveyance	for	time	is	of	no	
consequence	and	I	have	two	good	pairs	with	me.	(Don’t	send	them	before	
Wednesday	next	as	I	may	want	something	else).	Pray	forgive	me	for	
writing	such	a	letter	but	the	wild	morning	wind	today	and	the	remains	of	
my	fatigue	have	made	me	quite	past	the	power	of	holding	a	pen	with	any	
advantage	to	myself	or	anyone	else.	I	shall	be	able	to	have	time	to	practise	
and	write	harmony,	is	that	not	a	blessing.	I	do	not	want	you	to	waste	much	
of	your	time	but	I	shall	be	very	glad	to	hear	from	you,	and	from	all.	Give	my	
love	to	aunt	and	uncle.	I	will	send	you	word	about	George’s	book	in	my	
next,	I	want	to	read	it	first.	

Yours		Clara	

Remember	my	only	object	in	writing	this	was	to	let	you	know	that	I	had	
been	neither	smashed	nor	squashed,	nor	crushed	nor	blown	up	nor	
thrown	down	nor	shattered	into	small	pieces,	nor	rammed	nor	jammed,	
nor	burnt	nor	drowned	on	my	fiery	way	here.	(It	is	not	so	strange	to	say	
drowned	for	the	train	ran	within	15	feet	of	the	water	some	long	part	of	the	
way.)			

Letter	addressed	to	Mrs	Macirone	care	of	Mrs	Johns,		8	Broadley	Street			
Blandford		Square,	Regent’s	Park			London	

	

	

	

	

Undated	(December	1844	?)	

Emily	Macirone	at	Bath	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
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My	darling	Mamma,	

I	regret	that	we	could	not	write	to	you	before	but	here	we	are	and	very	
happy	and	with	a	greeting	that	whatever	the	Germans	say	about	theirs	
being	worth	its	weight	in	gold,	ours	I	should	say	were	worth	its	weight	in	
diamonds.	I	hope	that	you	are	well	and	that	you	take	care	of	your	darling	
self	for	I	am	sure	that	you	want	it.	We	are	in	very	good	health.	Dear	Clara	is	
rested	already.	Mrs	DuBois	is	so	very	kind	and	takes	all	the	care	of	us	that	
even	your	tender	love	could	desire	or	prompt.	I	cannot	write	a	very	long	
letter	as	Clara	is	singing	and	we	shall	be	here	but	so	little	time.	We	had	a	
delightful	passage	-	the	sun	shining	upon	all	the	gently	undulating	country	
and	smiling	as	though	greeting	us	to	the	repose	and	Christmas	season.	The	
box	hill	tunnel	is	so	very	beautiful.	You	cannot	imagine	how	one	is	worked	
up	to	it.	Firstly	the	ground	is	raised	upon	the	line,	so	that	we	rise	above	the	
high	flat	country	and	really	there	is	not	an	inch	of	uncultivated	country	
from	London	to	Bath,	and	then	there	rise	two	high	banks	of	sterile	ground	
on	either	side	and	you	can’t	see	anything	else.	Then	these	die	away	as	we	
go	thumping	on	and	we	are	in	the	country	again.	Then	the	fields	and	
hedges	fly	past	us,	like	Lenora	in	her	ghostly	ride	with	her	ghostly	lover.	
Then	the	hedges	rise	over	us	again	so	that	the	mind	is	wrought	up	to	it	be	
several	stages,	and	again	they	die	away	and	we	see	the	broad	country	and	
homes	and	houses	and	all	so	lovely	and	smiling	in	the	sunshine.	Then	we	
really	are	indeed	going	into	the	tunnel,	and	the	engine	seems	to	know	it	as	
do	we	–	for	its	pace	is	faster	and	it	seems	to	breath	quicker	with	the	energy	
of	a	brave	man	going	to	do	a	splendid	deed.	And	then	when	the	
embankments	have	become	very	high	indeed	we	rush	in	and	then	there	is	
a	mighty	smoking	wind	and	the	red	light,	and	the	fearful	piercing	scream	
and	the	pitch	darkness	and	the	ever	quickening	speed	with	which	we	fly	
through.	I	can’t	tell	you	how	over	powering	it	is,	although	I	felt	awestruck	
there	was	an	amiable	triumph	in	it.	And	so	this	went	on	until	there	came	
long,	long	rays	of	grey	light	that	lighted	up	dear	Clara’s	face	as	she	smiled	
on	me	like	an	angel’s	face	in	the	darkness,	but	very	pale,	and	then	the	light	
grew	stronger	and	it	seemed	to	grow	brighter	by	hovering	round	her,	and	
there	we	were	in	the	open	country,	with	the	fair	sunshine	smiling	upon	us	
and	the	country	for	miles	around	at	our	feet.	Then	we	were	soon	at	Mrs	
DuBois	who	looks	in	very	good	health,	and	Clara	has	told	her	all	about	our	
affairs	while	she	listened	like	some	very	loving	mamma	and	Etty	is	so	very	
kind	and	she	is	very	much	better	in	appearance.	Pray	dear	Mamma	take	
care	of	yourself	and	think	that	we	are	both	quite	happy,	indeed	now	that	
dear	darling	Papa	is	well	and	you	are	with	us	I	have	nothing	left	to	wish	
for,	and	all	my	anxieties	arise	from	faults	of	mine	for	which	noone	is	
answerable.	And	so	goodbye.		
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You	know	that	you	can	take	any	book	from	Price’s	to	read	and	Zoe	is	a	very	
interesting	novel	I	believe.	Give	my	love	to	dear	George	(Augustus)	and	
dear	Aunt,	Uncle	and	cousins	when	you	next	see	them.	Thompson	has	been	
mentioned	in	the	Times	very	laudatory,	is	not	that	beautiful.	My	dear	Aunt	
will	be	so	glad.		

Yours	ever,	Emily		

	

	

15	January	1845		

Frederick	Lowe	(Mary	Ann	Macirone’s	nephew)	in	Berlin	to	George	
Macirone	

	

Dear	Sir,	

A	few	days	ago	I	had	a	letter	from	my	uncle’s	enclosing	an	extract	of	one	he	
had	received	from	you,	by	which	I	was	sorry	to	perceive	that	you	had	been	
left	in	the	lurch	again	by	the	absence	of	your	publisher.	Professor	Erman	
was	most	surprised	at	not	receiving	an	answer	from	you,	and	I	suppose	
you	have	heard	from	him	again	lately	to	enquire	the	reason.	He	wishes	you	
to	send	him	the	proof	sheets	of	the	translation	as	soon	as	they	are	ready	in	
order	to	correct	any	omissions	or	mistakes	that	may	have	occurred,	and	I	
really	would	advise	you	to	make	a	beginning	at	least,	so	that	he	may	see	
you	have	taken	the	matter	in	hand	in	good	earnest	and	not	disgusted	by	
these	continual	delays.	Hebeler,	the	Prussian	Consul,	had	promised	him	to	
forward	all	letters	and	packages	free	of	postage,	but	here	too	there	
appears	to	be	some	misunderstanding,	E	having	received	a	parcel	a	few	
days	ago	for	Colonel	Sabin	throught	the	medium	of	Hebeler	for	which	he	
had	to	pay	three	dollars	postage.	If	therefore	H	should	be	unwilling	or	
unable	to	forward	the	proof	sheets	of	the	“Reise”	in	the	manner	agreed	
upon	E	will	have	to	apply	to	the	Chev.	Bunsen,	who	is	a	particular	friend	of	
his	and	will	no	doubt	be	happy	to	do	him	a	favour.	From	here	his	
communications	are	forwarded	by	the	Prussian	minister	of	foreign	affairs.	

My	mother	was	most	happy	to	receive	a	letter	from	Mrs	Warne	(her	sister)	
after	so	long	a	silence	and	will	take	the	earliest	opportunity	of	answering	
it.	She	alludes	to	something	I	had	written,	(I	suppose	to	your	daughter	
Clara)	about	her	having	forgotten	us.	I	don’t	exactly	remember	what	
expressions	I	made	use	of,	but	as	my	accusation	appears	to	have	been	
unfounded	I	have	great	pleasure	in	making	the	‘amende	honorable’	and	I	
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hope	to	be	restored	to	her	good	graces.	With	kindest	regards	to	Mrs	
Macirone	and	family,	I	am,	dear	Sir,		

Yours	very	truly,	Frederick	Lowe.							

	How	is	it	about	the	maps	and	drawings	belonging	to	the	“Reise”?	

	

	

22	January	1845	

Francis	Macirone	to	George	Macirone		

(written	on	the	back	of	‘Duncombe	Testimonial	Appeal)	

	

Copper	Caps	for	Muskets	hermetically	waterproof.	

I	have	been	hoping	either	to	see	or	hear	from	you.	As	for	me,	each	day	
has	been	engaged	in	the	attempt	to	obtain	the	value	of	a	bit	of	bread	
or	a	potatoe,	to	keep	my	family	just	alive	–	today	–	then	tomorrow	–	
da	capo,	so	that	I	can	attend	to	nothing	else,	although	I	have	several	
things,	literary	and	others,	which	worked	out	would	insure	us	a	
competency.	But	destitution	like	mine	keeps	me	destitute	!		

I	have	to	finish	some	papers	for	Prince	Albert,	to	be	presented	to	the	
Prince	by	Mr.	G.E.	Anson,	his	secretary.	They	relate	to	the	improtant	
fact	of	my	making	the	copper	caps	for	muskets	hermetically	
waterproof,	applicable	also	to	fowling	pieces.	The	makers	pretend	
that	the	caps	are	waterproof	by	means	of	a	bit	of	tinfoil	at	the	bottom,	
over	the	nitrate	of	Mercury.	They	are	not	so,	for,	hold	a	piece	of	tinfoil	
from	the	perfumers	packets	or	a	champagne	bottle	up	to	the	light	and	
you	will	see	a	thousand	holes.	But,	allowing	for	argument,	the	cap	is	
waterproof,	nothing	is	gained	by	that	!	A	single	drop	of	rain	falling	on	
the	cap,	it	creeps	up	between	it	and	the	nipple	by	the	attraction	of	
surfaces,	which	you	know	is	analagous	to	capillary	attraction,	and	
wets	the	powder	in	the	touch	hole	of	the	nipple.	So	the	cap	MAY	
explode	but	the	gun	will	not	go	off.	This,	in	sporting,	is	an	
inconvenience,	but	in	war	it	is	far	more;	for	to	remedy	this	evil,	the	
nipple	must	be	unscrewed	from	out	the	gun,	whuch	requires	a	pair	of	
pincers	or	a	key	!	A	nice	operation	during	an	engagement	!	At	last	
they	have	given	percussion	cap	locks	to	all	the	troops.	This	I	have	
been	preaching	in	the	Naval	and	Military	Gazette,	United	Services	
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Journal	and	other	journals	and	papers	for	twenty	odd	years	!	Also,	a	
very	important	(to	HRH)	on	wadds	for	fowling	pieces,		and	several	
other	things.	

Sit	John	Phillipant	has	asked	me	for	two	long	articles	for	his	United	
Service	Journal.	Also	the	Court	Magazine	and	Bentley.	I	have	at	last	
got	a	clue	to	the	disposal	of	my	unique	padded	wheel,	but	as	my	
implacable	ill	stars	would	have	it,	the	model	is	in	pawn	for	5/-	!!!	I	
have	a	publisher	for	the	3rd	and	4th	vol	of	my	memoirs,	but	unlike	the	
generous,	good	Mr	Crone	who	advanced	me	£200	before	a	word	was	
ever	written,	he	will	advance	me	nothing	to	stay	at	home	a	few	weeks	
to	complete	my	work.	You	may	judge	how	far	I	am	able	to	exist	by	
sitting	at	home	when	I	assure	you	that	we	have	been	several	days	
now	with	no	other	food	than	cold	potatoes	–	neither	fire	nor	candles!	
Last	Saturday	and	once	since,	I	returned	home	after	a	twenty	miles	
round,	fasting,	after	midnight,	and	found	my	family,	after	fasting	all	
day,	sitting	shivering	without	fire	or	candle,	so	we	groped	our	way	to	
our	beds	of	shavings,	without	sheet	or	blanket,	I	having	to	lie	down	in	
my	wringing	wet	clothes,	not	having	any	changes	whatever	!	My	
shivering	all	night	shook	the	windows	!	Next	morning,	no	fire,	no	
breakfast	!	How	can	I	stay	to	work	or	write	?	What	can	I	do	but	rush	
out	and	about	in	the	frantic	hope	of	obtaining	enough	at	least	for	one	
meal	?		

Then,	da	capo.	Tomorrow	I	will	bring	you	a	piece	of	soap.	–	
Meanwhile	I	send	this,	lest	some	unforeseen	thing	should	again	
prevent	me	going	your	way.	St	Paul	says	that	one	should	give	a	
reason	for	the	Faith	that	is	in	us	–	so	I	have	been	obliged	to	explain	to	
you	how	it	happens	that	with	so	many	means	of	gain	I	can	do	nothing	
but	Beg	from	day	to	day.		

Another	great	affair,	Branch	railroads	into	the	Great	Western	and	
Southampton	lines	will	dry	up	all	the	roads	from	Windsor,	Uxbridge,	
Brentford,	Ealing,	Acton,	Hammersmith	etc.	Now	I	am	advised	to	start	
my	steam	carriages	to	benefit	the	omnibus	and	coach	masters,	shop	
keepers	etc.	I	have	the	concurrence	of	the	first…[?]		ends					

	

	

Undated	1845(?)	

Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	at	school	
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My	dear	little	brother,	

Right	glad	we	were	to	hear	from	you	and	to	receive	your	dear	letter	which	
we	all	perused,	very	pleased	ineed,	and	we	were	very	glad	that	you	are	
such	a	dear	good	boy.	However	I	have	no	news	to	say.	We	are	in	very	good	
health	etc.	I	haste	to	write	you	the	prayers	you	asked	for.	

(There	follow	two	pages	of	prayers	written	out)		

	

	

Undated	1845(?)	

Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	at	school	

	

My	darling	brother,	

Again	I	take	up	my	pen	to	enjoy	what	I	have	so	rarely	done	–	a	chat	with	
you.	I	have	no	news	in	particular	to	tell	you	–	no	revolution	to	turn	all	
things	topsy-turvy	–	no	most	awful	murder	or	most	thrilling	description	of	
any	unequalled,	thorough,	entire	change	affecting	the	aristocratic	and	
labouring	classes	of	London.	I	have	nothing	of	this	spice	–	nothing	but	
what	concerns	…[?]	No	my	budget	of	news	is	confined	to	a	still	closer	
circle,	to	one	little	shell	in	this	large	city,	in	which	I	live	and	breathe	and	
have	my	being.		But	though	in	this	close	little	circle	I	am	surrounded	by	
dear	kind	friends	to	whom	I	am	bound	by	every	tie	of	gratitude	and	love,	
yet	far	for	ever	from	the	great	heart	which	is	ever	throbbing	to	endless	
speculations	and	money-worshipping	,	far	away	from	the	city	of	merchant	
princes.	So	my	thoughts	fly	to	the	low…(?)	or	the	noisy	schoolroom	and	
picture	there	the	objects	for	which	I	yearn.	
	
Dear	Mamma	has	written	to	us	and	I	suppose	you	are	all	well.	We	are	all	
well	and	favoured	down	here.	Helena	is	well,	all	but	she	takes	no	physic,	
has	everything	nice	and	comfortable	about	her	and	is	fussed	and	cosseted	
in	every	way	and,	you	know,	set	Aesculapius	(who	is	the	god	of	medicine)	
at	nought,	and	since	that	little	attempt	at	fever	which	I	had	about	two	
months	ago	–	an	absurd	attempt	at	making	me	ill	on	the	part	of	
Aesculapius	and	Co.	–	which	failed	in	a	most	signal	manner	as	all	trials	on	
such	a	ridiculous	foundation	must	do.	Dear	Clara	is	quite	well	…blooming	
of	course	and	sings	away	like	a	lark	in	our	room.	Our	little	room	looks	very	
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sweet	I	can	assure	you	dear.		We	have	a	fire	in	the	evening	and	we	have	
had	a	most	capital	turkey	carpet	put	in	our	room	and	the	piano	which	
twinkles	and	expands	into	one	funny	grin	from	its	dark	wood	at	us	two,	for	
I	am	as	often	upstairs	of	an	evening	as	down	–	and	everything	looks	so	
bright	and	so	comfortable.	I	enjoy	my	evenings	very	much	and	indeed	have	
no	reason	to	complain	for	everything	is	comfortable	and	we	are	of	course	
quite	at	home.	Dear	Aunt	is	very	kind	to	us	both	and	sends	her	love	to	you,	
as	Clara	does	of	course	–	in	whose	name	almost	I	am	writing.	I	shall	look	
for	your	Homer(?)	and	pray	tell	Mamma	to	tell	me	what	book…[?]	.end	of	
letter	missing				
	

	

	

2	February	1845		

From	George	Augustus	Macirone	at	school	(age	11)	to	Mary	Ann	and		
Clara	Macirone	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

Will	you	be	so	kind	as	to	make	me	a	seed	cake	by	the	leave.	I	have	some	
good	news	for	you.	I	think	I	shall	be	on	the	First	Class	on	Mr	Fitzjohn’s	side	
and	I	have	not	had	either	the	cane	or	anything	to	write	out	for	a	long	while.	
Pray	excuse	bad	writing	for	it	is	horribly	dark.	

I	remain	your	most	affectionate	son	G.A.Macirone	

Dearest	Clara,	

Craven	says	that	he	does	not	mind	whether	he	goes	to	the	Print	room	first	
or	no,	but	he	left	it	to	me	and	I	think	it	would	be	best	to	go	to	the	Print	
room	first,	leave	there	about	a		¼		past	11	and	so	be	home	about	12	which	
I	think	would	be	comfortable	to	all,	and	believe	me	I	remain	your	most	
sincerely	affectionate	brother	G.A.Macirone	

Excuse	bad	writing	

	

	

10	February	1845		
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Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Clara,	

I	cannot	think	that	Emily’s	note,	and	repelling	your	Papa	from	the	room	
where	Mr.	Minet	was	seated,	can	have	been	sanctioned	by	you.	It	must	
have	been	caused	by	her	embarrassment	and	inexperience.	Emily’s	
conduct	of	course	intimates	that	she	is	ashamed	of	her	parents,	and	that	
she	or	you	consider	her	Papa	unfit	society	for	a	gentleman.	Will	Mr.	
Minette	respect	you	more,	think	more	highly	of	you	for	receiving	him	
alone,	or	in	the	society	of	a	man	of	your	Papa’s	varied	attainments.	I	should	
have	expected	it	would	have	been	your	anxious	wish	that	such	an	
introduction	should	take	place,	and	that	when	you	were	alone	your	sense	
of	propriety	would	have	made	you	wish	it.	Myself	I	leave	out	of	the	
question	–	my	anxiety	for	your	welfare	overcomes	all	other	considerations,	
but	you	are	going	into	appartments,	two	young	girls,	alone		-	and	at	the	
very	first	gentleman’s	visit,	at	the	outset,	you	intimate	that	your	Papa	can	
only	be	admitted	when	you	have	persons	with	you	whom	you	have	no	
particular	respect	for.	Therefore	all	protection	of	a	parent’s	name	is	
thrown	aside.	Are	we	to	give	you	up	altogether	?	Or	are	we	to	have	a	list	of	
the	persons	we	are	permitted	to	see	?	My	dear	darling,	I	can	have	no	other	
feeling	at	any	time	than	sorrow	when	you	do	wrong,	or	judge	amiss	-		
errors	in	judgement	experience	will	correct,	and	intentional	ill	I	trust	you	
will	never	be	guilty	of.		But	still	my	dear	girls,	errors	in	judgement	,in	your	
situation,	may	have	very	serious	consequences	and	it	is	better,	as	Clarence	
Hervey	(from	‘Belinda’	by	Maria	Edgeworth)	said,	-	to	be	wise	by	other	
people’s	experience	than	your	own.	Whatever	you	do	or	wherever	you	go,	
may	Heaven’s	blessing	guide	and	preserve	you	from	all	evil	is	the	constant	
prayer	of	your	affectionate	mother		

Mary	Ann	Macirone	

Having	no	opportunity	of	sending	this	note	tonight	I	will	continue	a	few	
lines.	It	would	be	well	to	consider	seriously	what	influence	receiving	the	
visits	of	gentlemen	may	have	on	your	reputation.	If	Mr	Minet	may	come	
may	not	also	Col.	Jarvis	when	he	returns	or	some	other	Col.	or	young	lady’s	
papa	or…?	Do	not	feel	offended,	but	view	the	subject	with	the	attention	its	
importance	deserves.	What	hurts	me	is	the	fear	that	you	may	sink	in	Mr.	
Minet’s	esteem.	Men	are	pretty	frank	with	wives	they	love	and	he	may	not	
think	you	so	fitting	a	friend	of	his	wife	and	family	if	he	find	you	
unobservant	of	those	proprieties	which	shield	a	virtuous	and	delicate	
woman	from	the	blight	of	calumny.	So	far	from	sending	your	Papa	away	I	
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should	have	expected	you	would	even	have	sent	for	him	if	the	visit	had	
been	a	protracted	one.	We	must	not	only	be	good	but	careful	of	
appearances	if	we	would	secure	the	world’s	good	opinion.	

	Your		loving	Mother	MAM	

	

	

1	March	1845		

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	school	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	am	realy(sic)	miserable,	I	have	nobody	to	be	kind	to	me,	nobody	who	
would	give	a	pin	for	me.	Could	you	be	so	kind	as	to	come	and	see	me	and	
bring	me	the	E…[?]	and	anything	you	like	to	eat.	I	have	no	money	to	pay	for	
this	letter	or	else	I	would	for	I	spent	all	money	on	pencils	both	lead	and	
slate.	Give	my	love	to	all.	I	remain,		

Your	Affectionate	Son		G.A.Macirone	

	

	

13	March	1845	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	Mamma,	

We	want	to	know	how	you	returned	and	whether	you	got	safe	home	or	did	
some	indian	officer	carry	you	off	to	teach	his	squaws	how	to	behave.	And	
also	I	write	(for	a	woman	never	does	a	thing	without	some	reason)	to	send	
Adeline	with	Papa’s	snuff	box.	I	perceived	it	gracing	the	sideboard	
yesterday	evening	and	thinking	that	it	was	more	like	Papa’s	than	either	of	
Mrs	…[?],	besides	I	was	sure	it	was	not	my	own,	and	feeling	
sympathetically	how	dreadfully	Papa	would	miss	it,	sent	it	forthwith.		

Dear	Clara	is	going	off	to	her	pupils	and	I	am	to	the	Academia	Caria	
Drawinga.	I’ve	enjoyed	the	evening	very	much.	The	rooms	are	exceedingly	
large	and	very	elegantly	furnished	but	some	of	that	hereafter…	I	heard	
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about	4	quartetts	none	of	which	I	enjoyed	anything	like	as	much	as	
Madame	Dulkens’	playing	which	was	really	splendid.	Her	spirit	quite	
rollicked	in	making	the	piano	roar	with	successions	of	thundering	chords.	I	
have	no	more	time	dearest	Mamma	but	to	sign	myself,		

Now	as	Ever,	Yours,	Emily.		

Give	my	love	to	dear	darling	Duckky	(George	Augustus	?)	

	

	

17	March	1845		

Frederick	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	George	Macirone	

	

Professor	Erman	being	just	about	forwarding	a	letter	to	Sir	John	Hersche	
and	offering	to	enclose	one	for	me,	I	have	taken	this	opportunity	of	writing	
to	Clara	in	acknowledgement	of	the	communication	I	had	from	her	a	few	
days	since.	At	the	same	time	Professor	E	requests	me	to	inform	you	that	he	
has	again	heard	from	Mr	Cache	who	writes	a	great	deal	about	the	
forthcoming	translation	of	his	work,	but	very	little	to	the	purpose.	The	
whole	affair	appears	to	be	as	doubtful	as	ever	and	I	begin	to	apprehend	it	
will	all	end	in	smoke.	Mr.C	it	seems	is	not	possessed	of	the	necessary	
means	for	undertaking	a	publication	of	this	kind	and	so	he	continues	to	
beat	about	the	bush	making	a	variety	of	proposals	which	the	Professor	
cannot	possibly	accede	to	and	avoiding	anything	definite.	I	am	sorry	you	
could	not	find	some	other	respectable	bookseller	inclined	to	undertaks	the	
job,	but	suppose	it	is	now	too	late	in	the	day	to	look	out	for	one	and	we	
must	therefore	allow	it	to	take	its	course.	If	it	should	come	to	anything	the	
Professor	hopes	you	will	not	omit	sending	him	the	proof	sheets	for	
correction	as	there	are	many	little	particulars	and	notices	to	add	on	or	to	
revise	which	can	only	be	properly	effected	under	the	immediate	inspection	
of	the	author.	We	have	had	a	terrible	winter	here	and	are	still	in	the	thick	
of	it.	Rianman’s[?]	thermometer	has	been	several	times	at	18-20	degrees	
below	zero;	everything	is	covered	with	snow	and	ice,	and	the	sufferings	of	
the	lower	class	of	people	are	intense,	several	individuals	having	been	
frozen	to	death	in	and	near	this	city.	We	are	all	looking	forward	with	
anxiety	to	the	return	of	Spring	as	our	previous	experience	had	not	
prepared	us	for	so	rigorous	a	season.	With	kindest	regards	to	Mrs	
Macirone	and	family,	in	which	my	father	and	mother	join	me.		

I	remain,	dear	Sir,	Yours	very	truly	Frederick	Lowe	
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19	March	1845		

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	school	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Mamma,	

I	send	you	the	Easter	Anthem	which	we	shall	sing	in	the	Hall	at	Supper	on	
Sunday.I	think	it	is	a	very	beautiful	one	and	you	would	think	so	too	when	
you	heard	the	tune	I	am	sure.	Would	you	let	me	have	bread	and	milk	for	
breakfast	tomorrow.		

I	remain	Your	affectionate	son	G.A.Macirone.			

N.B.	I	think	I	have	improved	my	writing	!!!!				(4	verses	of	Easter	Anthem	
attached,	beautifully	written!)	

	

	

20	March	1845		

Emily	Macirone	at	Mount	St.	Grosvenor	Square	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	Mamma,		

I	felt	I	could	never	forgive	anyone	for	opening	my	darling	Clara’s	letters,	
but	when	I	thought	of	you,	why	then	I	could	but	feel	how	you	must	long	to	
hear	from	the	dear	child.		I	think	I	must	go	to	the	Temple	for	one	or	two	
reasons.	One	is	that	I	have	made	an	appointment	with	Lieschen	to	go	with	
her	and	also	I	must	return	home	from	Church	to	change	my	Sunday	dress	
and	I	will	put	on	my	plaid	one	and	be	ready	for	the	week,	and	too	I	should	
try	to	go	to	hear	the	Hallelujah	Chorus.	But	dearest	Mamma	you	need	not	
go	to	the	Temple.	However,	hoping	that	dear	Papa	is	well	I	shall	be	with	
you	on	Sunday	afternoon.		

Yours,	Emily	Macirone	
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29	March	1845		

Clara	and	Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Saturday	morning	

Dearest	Mamma,	

Adeline	was	not	able	to	rise	before	11	this	morning	and	is	not	at	all	well	
and	I	fear	if	she	takes	our	happy	dinner	tomorrow	we	shall	be	the	death	of	
her,	for	Minnie	and	I	are	going		to	take	a	picnic	dinner	and	help	ourselves	
so	perhaps	you	will	come	to	us	to	tea	instead.	That	we	can	manage	but	I	
fear	the	dinner	will	be	too	much	for	her.	So	we	postpone	our	general	
dinner	till	next	Sunday	week	and	expect	you	at	tea.		

Believe	us	your	and	Papa’s	ever	affectionate	Clara	and	Emily.		

Is	it	not	weather	for	all	the	angels.	Will	you	send	the	parcel	for	Minnie	by	
Bessie	or	she	will	walk	in	no	attire	to	Church	tomorrow.	

	

	

1	April	1845			

William	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

		

Dear	Mary	Ann,	

I	send	you	Thompson’s	very	odd	letter	as	he	has	written	it	but	add	a	few	
lines	to	convey	to	you	some	faint	idea	of	the	state	of	your	dear	sister,	my	
dearer	wife.		

You	speak	of	a	modified	form	of	the	disease	from	previous	vaccination	-		
but	no	language	of	mine	can	convey	the	faintest	conception	of	the	
virulence	of	the	attack,	such	as	no	one	can	fancy	who	has	not	seen	the	
visitation	of	the	frightful	malady	the	Small	Pox	in	its	very	worst	form.	Her	
hands,	fair	arms,	neck	and	body	are	and	have	been	since	Thursday	last	a	
mass	of	livid	pocks.	Her	eyes	having	been	closed	since	Saturday	afternoon,	
her	speech	indistinct	from	the	constricted	muscles.	She	sleeps	not	at	all	
and	for	the	last	three	days	has	been	very	rambling	and	incoherent.	Still	she	
is	perfectly	sensible	of	the	voice	that	addresses	her	and	replies	rationally	
to	any	question	quietly	put	to	her.	So	long	as	inflammation	of	the	brain	can	
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be	averted	we	have,	please	God,	no	fatal	result	to	dread,	and	today	she	has	
less	incoherence	and	rambling	than	for	the	last	three	days.	Still	she	suffers	
intensely	and	her	hands	are	completely	paralysed.	She	is	left	not	for	an	
instant	night	and	day.	She	takes	her	medicines	every	three	hours	and	
constantly	requires	tonic	water	to	be	given	her	to	moisten	her	parched	
tongue	and	throat.	I	have	every	confidence	with	the	blessing	of	God	that	all	
the	kind	and	unremitting	attention	I	can	will	eventually	restore	her	to	us	
and	gladden	the	hearts	of	family	and	friends	with	her	complete	restoration	
to	health.		

With	love	to	all,	Yours	W.W.			

	

	

4	April	1845		

John	Lowe	(Mary	Ann’s	brother-in-law)	in	Hamburg	to	George	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Sir,	

The	last	letter	I	had	of	you	is	dated	January	25th	and	I	answered	it	January	
31st	and	believe	that	I	wrote	again	in	February	about	the	soap,	and	you	
promised	me	in	the	said	letter	to	let	me	know	as	soon	as	Miss	Macirone	
wanted	some	hope[?]	about	a	publisher	for	Miss	Japha[?]	Now	I	had	
forwarded	a	letter	from	her	to	Fred	Lowe	long	ago	but	have	not	heard	
either	of	you	or	her.	In	the	same	letter	you	said	you	would	send	me	
patterns	of	your	soap	of	which	you	had	written	to	me	on	the	13th	
December	and	that	you	had	sent	a	parcel	containing	the	Concerto	Pastoral	
of	Moscheles	(friend	of	Mendelssohn).	As	long	as	the	navigation	was	
interrupted	I	was	expecting	these	parcels,	but	now	we	have	had	three	
London	steamers	viz:	the	Princess	Royal,	the	John	Bull	and	the	Countess	of	
Lonsdale,	but	I	have	not	received	any	parcel.	The	Neptune	I	understand	
met	with	an	accident	in	the	river	Thames	and	was	obliged	to	put	it	back.	
Possibly	the	two	parcels	may	be	on	board	of	her.	At	any	rate	I	cannot	
conceive	why	there	is	no	letter	from	you	all	this	time	-	mails	arrived	
throughout	the	winter	either	by	Cuxhaven	or	Holland	-	and	beg	of	you	to	
let	me	know	what	is	the	reason	of	your	long	silence.	I	hope	illness	is	not	
the	cause	of	it.		I	wrote	to	you	in	one	of	my	letter	about	Asphalt,	but	you	
did	not	return	any	answer	though	it	may	lead	to	profitable	business	both	
to	you	and	me	if	anything	can	be	done	with	it.	Respecting	Miss	Japha’s[?]	
composition	I	have	to	observe	that	she	is	publishing	it	at	Berlin	by	
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Schlesinger	but	he	has	only	the	copyright	for	Germany.		Should	therefore	
an	English	publisher	be	inclined	to	engage	with	her	the	publication	is	
independent	of	that.		I	hope	you	will	make	the	necessary	enquiries	about	
the	parcels	if	they	were	actually	sent	off	-	they	are	perhaps	still	at	the	
office	–	and	beg	you	to	let	me	know	and	to	reply	at	the	same	time	to	all	the	
topics	in	my	former	letters.	Remaining	with	my	best	respects	to	Mrs	and	
Miss	Macirone,	Yours	truly	J.	Lowe															

PS.	I	have	not	received	a	farthing	from	the	Imperial	Continental	Gas	
Association	(founded	in	London	in	1824	by	Moses	Montefiore)	nor	even	an	
answer	to	all	my	letters.	I	wrote	again	to	Mr.	W.	Attwood	about	6	weeks	
ago	but	with	no	better	success	than	before.	I	believe	I	mentioned	to	you	
that	in	November	last	they	wrote	to	Delaval	to	ascertain	whether	I	had	to	
claim	my	expenses	laid	out	which	was	answered	in	the	negative.			

April	8th.	The	Neptune	has	arrived	but	no	parcel	from	you	to	Mr	Delaval	
nor	any	account	of	such	a	one.	

	

	

9	May	1845		

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	at	Broadley	St	.	Regent’s	Park	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	was	just	going	to	send	this	off	when	on	going	into	the…[?]	just	after	I	
came	home	from	Coys	I	espied	a	parcel	to	Miss	Emily	Macirone.	Quicker	
than	thought	if	that	be	possible	I	opened	it	and	read	an	actual	real	letter	to	
the	aforesaid	Miss	Emily	Macirone	from	the	actual	real	Mr	Sergeant.	I	
thought	of	copying	it	but	that	my	overwhelming	modesty	forbids,	so	I	don’t	
want	to	send	it	for	fear	the	precious	paper	should	be	spoilt	or	anything	
cast	an	ugly	shadow	over	my	beauty	–	but	he	has	also	sent	me	a	set	of	his	
plays	with	his	name	written	in	them	to	me.	But	the	letter	is	so	very,	very	
flattering	that	I	really	don’t	know	what	to	say	about	it.	I	want	you	to	see	it	
for	he	is	so	pleased	with	them	and	writes	such	a	beautiful	gentlemanly	
note	that	I	am	next	to…[?]heaven.		

By	the	bye	Mamma	mia	what	a	capital	talent	for	extemporament	(sic)	
composition	Clara	has.		

Much	love	to	Pa.		
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Yours	ever,	Emily	Macirone	

	

	

24	May	1845	

George	Augustus	Macirone	to	the	family	(Inquire	Within)	

	

Dear	All	of	you,	

Will	1	of	you	be	so	kind	as	to	come	and	see	me.	I	believe	Tuesday	and	
Thursday	are	leaves	but	I	am	not	certain.	I	bought	the	tumbler	which	came	
to	5	pence	halfpenny	but	Craven	would	not	take	it.	I	thought	you	would	not	
mind	my	spending	the	other	halfpenny	to	buy	a	steel	pen	to	write	this	
letter	with	so	I	did.	I	will	bring	the	tumbler	home	on	next	leave.	Today	is	
the	Queen’s	birthday.	Hurrah	!	but	it	will	be	kept	on	Tuesday.	There	really	
is	so	much	noise	I	can	hardly	write	and	I	am	also	in	constant	danger	of	
boys	looking	over	which	I	do	not	like.																									

I	remain	Yours	Affectionately	G.A.Macirone									LOVE	

	

	

May	1845		

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	darling	Mamma	

I	am	so	very	sorry	to	her	that	dear	Papa	is	ill	that	I	should	have	come	to	see	
you	had	I	not	been	engaged	every	day	this	week	at	Coys.	But	besides	I	am	
so	anxious	to	get	on	with	my	outlines	–I	was	going	to	say	from	the	force	of	
habit	–	but	to	get	on	at	all	-	that	I	wish	the	days	could	be	longer.	However	
so	the	poet	says	–	‘Art	is	long	and	time	is	fleeting,	And	our	hearts	though	
stout	and	brave,	Still	like	muffled	drums	are	beating	Funeral	marches	to	
the	grave.’-	but	I	don’t	want	to	talk	to	you	now	about	Funeral	music	unless	
indeed	if	the	Funeral	March	were	like	the	music	I	heard	the	other	day	one	
would	like	to	be	alive	at	one’s	own	burial.	For	I	went	with	dear	Clara	to	
Caradon	Allen’s	concert	which	consisted	of	all	the	very	first	in	the	Italian	
Opera	and	most	of	them	I	had	never	heard	before	–	among	which	were	
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Mario,	Grisi,	Lablache	and	Fornatori.	I	never	knew	what	singing	could	be	
before	I	heard	them.	If	you	could	only	have	heard	Mario’s	soft,	rich,	full	
luscious	notes	thaat	came	with	so	much	grace	and…[?]	Mamma	you	would	
have	melted	into…[?]	or	done	something	wonderful.	Dear	Clara	was	so	
very	urgent	that	I	should	go	that	I	did	and	I	went,	and	glad	am	I	that	I	did	
go	for	I	never	had	such	a	treat	in	my	life	in	Music	-		that	is	to	say	in	singing	
only	–	not	to	be	compared	in	grandeur	of	effect	to	the	splendid	choruses	of	
Mendelssohn’s	Paul,		but	such	singing.	I	was	very	much	disappointed	in	
Grisi	for	she	has	such	a	coarse	animal	expression	in	her	face.	Such	a	
difference	between	her	and	Castelian	[?]	who	looks	so	sweetly	innocent	
and	childish.	You	would	enjoy	her	singing	–	it	is	so	full	of	exquisite	feeling	
–	and	her	notes	are	so	thrilling	and	silvery	that	you	can	hear	them	singing	
through	the	room	–	but	you	saw	her	-		she	looked	so	sweet	and	and	lovable	
besides	Grisi,	like	a	pretty	girl	who	would	be	as	happy	in	the	country	
gathering	flowers	as	in	the	enervating	Opera	house.	However,	to	say	the	
truth	in	point	of	personal	beauty	they	all	shrink	when	Mario	stands	beside	
them.	His	is	the	most	beautiful	and	charming		face	in	a	man	that	I	have	ever	
seen.	His	history	is	very	interesting.	When	next	you	come	which	I	hope	will	
be	very	soon,	Clara	will	tell	it	you.	And	he	sang	so	very	beautifully	–	he	
looks	the	embodiment	of	the	lover	Duke	in	Twelfth	Night,	graceful	and	
very	very	horridly[?],as	Mrs	F	said,	handsome.		

But	good	night	–	I	must	leave	off,	so	with	Clara	best	love	to	you	and	dear	
Papa.	Believe	me	yours,	Emily.																													

We	are	both	quite	well	though	rather	bewildered	at	requiring	fire[?]	in	the	
middle	of	May.	Clara	has	received	a	letter	from	Mrs	du	Bois	in	which	she	
sends	her	love	to	you.	

	

	

9	June	1845	

Cousin	Helena	Warne	to	Emily	Macirone	

	

Dear	Emily,	

At	last	you	see	I	have	commenced	an	epistle	to	you,	(and	which	you	no	
doubt	hope	will	be	a	short	one),	though	to	discharge	two	or	three	accounts	
would	be	one	of	considerable	length;	but	to	which	I	am	sorry	to	say	I	feel	
myself	incompetent.	I	have	never	wished	to	create	an	envious	feeling	in	
you	but	I	must	own	I	enjoyed	myself	very,	very	much	in	bathing	yesterday	
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morning.	Oh	!	it	was	so	beautiful	–	there	I	was	plunging	myself	and	but	for	
a	great	deficiency	I	might	have	thought	myself	a	mermaid;	but	
(confidential,	not	being	quite	so	sylph-like,	)	the	thought	was	abandoned.	I	
intend	leaving	the	luxuries	of	floating	and	trying	to	swim	for	the	next	time.	
Gravesend,	although	frequented	by	vulgars	as	I	call	them,	is	outside	the	
town	very	pretty,	there	is	a	very	good	view	from	Windmill	Hill	of	the	river	
and	altogether	we	like	it	very	much.			

11th.	Thompson	came	down	yesterday	who	went	with	me	to	North	Fleet,	
about	2	or	3	miles	from	Gravesend.	It	is	such	a	pretty	old-fashioned	village,	
so	that	you	can	fancy	how	much	I	was	delighted.	It	has	a	very	old	church	in	
which	are	some	brasses	which	pleased	Thompson	very	much,	and	which	
he	intends	taking	tomorrow.	He	went	to	town	last	night	and	today	I	believe	
he	is	made	Monitor.	There	is	a	beautiful	pier	here,	and	as	Papa	has	
subscribed	we	are	at	liberty	to	rove	in	the	Pier	and	Gardens,	which	are	
very	pretty,	as	much	as	we	like.	Papa,	Fred	and	Thompson	are	coming	here	
this	evening	and	we	are	going	to	meet	them.	We	are	anticipating	a	donkey	
ride	,	when	we	expect	much	fun.	There	are	numbers	of	ships	here	which	I	
sketch	as	well	as	I	can.	We	have	had	such	beautiful	weather.	I	am	reading	
‘Peverel	of	the	Peak’	and	I	am	so	much	interested	that	frequently	as	I	sit	in	
the	Pier	Gardens	I	lose	all	sense	of	what	is	passing	around	me.		

Pray	give	our	best	love	to	Clara	and	your	Mamma	and	take	the	same	from	
your	affectionate	cousin,	Clara	Helena	Warne	

From	our	poor	house	of	49	Parock	St.		dated	11th	June	

	

	

12	June	1845		

Mary	Ann	Macirone	at	Broadley	Street	to	her	sister	Clara	Warne	

	

My	dear	Clara,	

I	have	deferred	writing	to	you	in	expectaion	of	being	enabled	to	give	you	
some	account	of	Herr	Pischek,	the	lion	of	the	day.	I	was	disappointed	last	
week	of	hearing	him	at	a	concert	and	today	lo!	and	behold	the	lion	himself	
came	to	Clara’s	to	look	at	some	of	her	compositions	or	rather	to	hear	her	
Benedictus.	He	was	extremely	pleased	with	it,	sang	it	over	several	times	
and	said	he	would	sing	it	in	public	adapted	to	German	words.	I	wish	you	
had	heard	him.	He	has	the	most	rich,	powerful	soft	and	expressive	voice	I	
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ever	heard	–	yet	entirely	self-taught.	You	must,	you	will	hear	him	as	he	
returns	to	England	next	season	for	the	Italian	Opera	and	I	would	rather	not	
hear	him	myself	than	that	you	should	lose	that	pleasure	–	this	is	saying	
much,	as	I	never	admired	any	voice	so	much	or	before	perceived	the	very	
soul	of	poetry	poured	out	in	melody.	Happily	for	the	peace	of	the	feminine	
musical	world	this	Orpheus	has	his	Euridice	and	two	young	Bohemians	–	
Herr	Pischek	being	from	Bohemia	–	and	a	most	amiable,	truthful	character	
I	should	think	him	–	he	is	going	down	to	Manchester	and	then	leaves	
England	on	his	return	to	town,	but	in	all	probability	he	will	be	a	valuable	
friend	to	Clara,	if	her	music	be	given	to	the	world	through	the	medium	of	
his	matchless	voice.	Do	not	think,	dear	Clara,	if	I	communicate	my	
pleasures	and	not	my	vexations,	that	I	am	insensible	to	your	kind	
sympathy,	but	as	St.	Paul	said	‘I	am	resolved	in	whatever	state	I	am,	
therewith	to	be	content’.	I	will	cultivate	grateful	feelings	to	heaven	for	the	
many	blessings	I	still	enjoy	and	try	always	to	keep	a	steadfast	mind	against	
the	evils	that	may	cross	my	path.	I	believe	the	prospectus	for	Herr	
Ermann’s		work	is	being	printed	at	last,	therefore	the	work	has	made	some	
little	progress	toward	a	beginning	–	I	never	wished	for	you	so	much	in	my	
life,	as	when	George’s	translations	were	returned	with	corrections.	I	wish	
you	could	have	seen	them	–	finding	fault	for	finding	fault’s	sake,	in	most	
cases	frivolous	and	futile	objections…(End	of	letter	lost)	

	

	

16	June	1845		

George	Macirone	to	B	Hebeler[?]	at	Christ’s	Hospital	

	

My	son	George	Macirone	informed	me	that	you	had	asked	him	for	what	
object	I	had	solicited	that	he	might	be	admitted	into	the	Mathematical	
Drawing	class	in	C.H.	and	that	he	had	replied	that	he	was	to	be	hereafter	
employed	in	the	Stock	Exchange.	I	beg	to	state	that	he	was	led	to	that	idea	
simply	by	the	fact	of	having	been	myself	many	years	a	stockbroker.		My	
intention	has	been	that	he	should	be	a	Civil	Engineer	and	with	that	view	I	
wished	him	to	have	the	advantage	of	the		instruction	that	might	be	allowed	
him	in	your	excellent	institution.	Trusting	that	on	the	next	introduction	of	
scholars	my	son	may	be	included.			I	am	respectfully	…	
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20	July	1845	

Clara	Macirone		at	Thorpe	Arch	Hall,	Yorks	to	her	parents	

	

Dear	Papa	and	Mamma,	

Only	think	of	my	being	transformed	into	a	riding	boating	lady	with	thick	
gloves	like	a	fencer’s	almost	(to	save	my	hands).	I	am	learning	to	row	
famously.	We	have	the	loveliest	river	run	from	below	the	lodge	gates	right	
through	the	park	and	all	the	way	winding	beautifully	between	high	cliffs,	
now	sweeping	down	in	a	few	hundred	feet	of	feathery	woods,	and	now	
mid	bold	fine	crags	the	river	is	like	the	stillest	mirror	so	calm[?]	and	
beautiful,	and	there	are	no	end	to	the	views,	and	I	have	rowed	twice	all	the	
way	up	and	all	the	way	down	to	the	weir	and	came	home	to	their	
amazement	fresh	every	time.	Mr	Milner	the	eldest	son	is	going	to	teach	me	
to	scull	properly	and	we	should	have	some	merry	afternoons	of	it,	and	he	
is	going	to	exercise	the	pony	for	me	tomorrow	morning	and	then	I	may	use	
it	as	much	as	I	like,	and	will	I	not	like.	Oh	yes…[?]		It	is	capital	fun	here	for	
the	Park	is	glorious	and	as	wild	as	possible,	and	the	finest	succession	of	
views	of	wood	and	water	I	can	fancy	in	England.	The	wood	paths	are	the	
loveliest	things	I	know,	so	secluded	and	mossy,	the	foliage	as	high	as	
cathedral	aisles	above,	and	the	light	soft	and	green	on	the	moss	and	violets	
and	the	ever	winding	paths	taking	one	on	for	ever	so	it	seems	through	
glens	with	crags	looking	so	dark	and	Indian[?]	like	against	the	deep	blue	
sky,	and	lovely	tendrils	hanging	by	the	river’s	edge	where	the	foliage	is	so	
thick	only	at	intervals	through	the	depths	of	leaves	can	one	see	the	
glittering	waters	below	and	the…[?]all	along	in	such	a	lovely	deep	green	
shade	with	the	open	arching	foliage	at	the	end	commanding	such	an	extent	
of	wood	and	upland	and	distant	country,	and	I	wander	through	this	every	
day	with	my	German	dictionary	and	my	vocabulary	and	poetry.	Soon	I	will	
understand	my	friemd’s	first	letters	well,	if	I	ever	get	one	which	it	is	very	
possible	I	may	not,	for	I	am	sure	he	will	have	too	much	to	do.	However	this	
may	be,	I	do	my	German	and	every	day	feel	it	easier.	It	is	a	glorious	thing	to	
be	among	such	scenery.	Heaven	beams	to	pour	down	such	a	flood	of	love	
and	life	and	light	and	the	glorious	sunshine	always	seems	to	me	so	full	of	
the	very	heart	of	our…[?]	in	which	everything	wakes	up	to	life	and	blessing	
together	–	but	except	that	the	country	possesses	a	happier	external	seat	of	
His	presence…[?]	toward	life.	I	never	felt	so	much	that	no	change	of	time	or	
place	or	persons	can	alter	the	current	of	my	individuality	of	thought	and	so	
then	Death	will	have	very	little	effect	on	us.	We,	I	often	think,	shall	be	very	
much	in	the	next	world	(at	first)	what	we	are	in	this.	
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But	I	have	got	a	long	way	from	rowing	and	sculling,	(at	which	by	the	bye	
they	tell	me	I	shall	be	a	capital	hand),	so	I	will	tell	you	what	I	do.	I	am	
waked	(by	desire)	about	six,	(I	can	get	up	now	I	have	no…[?]	in	the	day).	
Then	I	dress	in	my	beautiful	immense	bedroom	with	my	flowers	on	the	
dressing	table	and	the	loveliest	view	of	the	rising	ground	in	front	–	a	mile	
long	–	with	trees	and	beyond	lie	the	hills	and	valleys	and	woods	for	miles.	
Then	I	write	and	she	brings	me	private	consideration	of	tea	out	at	7	as	I	
can	do	nothing	well	fasting.	Then	I	write	away	till	we	have	breakfast	at	9	in	
the	parlour	below	when	we	discuss	Yorkshire	news,	and	the	best	of	all	
cakes	of	all	sorts	and	sizes,	freshest	eggs,	most	tempting	pies,	and	letters.	
Then	I	can	go	into	the	garden	to	see	how	the	cherries	have	been	behaving	
themselaves	since	the	previous	evening	and	come	back	and	hold	our	music	
academy	from	10	to	1.	I	have	taught	them	to	sing	Perfida	Glori	and	intend	
to	teach	them	a	whole	set	of	trios,	and	think	I	never	taught	so	well	before,	
and	felt	so	mistress	of	my	subject,	and	the	‘Oh	horrors’,	we	dine	and	a	
thorough	substantial	dinner	it	is	and	we	learn	how	many	fish	have	fallen	
victim	to	William’s	sanguinary	hook	and	how	the	hay,	chickens,	partridges	
and	neighbours	are	going	on.	Then	I	write	and	study		till	4	under	the	
auspices	of	coffee	in	my	own	room.	(So	you	see	I	don’t	let	myself	starve).	
Then	I	go	boating	till	6	when	we	have	a	substantial	tea	if	cakes,	eggs,	fruit	
and	aliases	can	make	it	so.	Then	I’m	out	boating	or	walking	or	reading	all	
the	evening	but	I	don’t	give	my	mind	to	transitory	English	novels,	oh	no.	I	
keep	to	my	beautiful	Burger	and	pay	occasional	tours	into	the	cherry	and	
other	fruit	provinces,	just	that	the	fruit	may	enjoy	the	sunshine	of	my	
society,	then	when	we	come	in,	in	the	dusk	we	have	either	Poker		or	
reading	and	supper.	They	are	quite	delighted	at	my	knowing	the	Cellonius	
Valse	as	no	one	else	here	for	miles	knows	it	and	I	am	putting	them	au	fait	
to	all	sorts	of	mischief	and	we	shall	have	plenty	of	dancing,	archery	and	
riding	and	all	Yorkshire	does	not	know	what.	Mrs	Minet’s	Mamma	and	
sister,	Mrs	and	Miss	Gossiss[?]	are	coming	down	next	week	and	then	I	do	
not	know	what	we	shall	do	exactly	but	I	have	one	anchor,	my	German	
which	cannot	fail	me	in	my	hour	of	need.	You	must	not	think	anything	of	
my	writing	to	Minnie	first	for	I	really	could	not	help	it,	and	even	now	I	
have	not	quite	got	over	my	horror	of	writing	but	I	could	not	write	to	
anyone	but	her	then.	She	has	the	prettiest	coveys	of	partridges	and	wild	
fowls	and	water	fowls	and	hares	and	leverets	and	all	sorts	of	living	critters,	
and	what	with	the	milldom[?]above	some	miles	and	the	weir	below,	and	
the	neverending	waving	trees	and	flowers	and	the	bees	and	the	flies	and	
the	dogs	and	the	wasps,	we	live	in	a	continual	buzz.	I	must	be	off	to	
Church,	so	goodbye	and	all	the	Heavens	take	care	of	you	and	all	at	home,	
dear	George	(Augustus)	included.	Yours	ever,	Clara	
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Will	you	shew	this	to	Minnie	and	let	her	shew	it	with	my	love	to	dear	
Lieschen,	for	I	must	not	be	always	writing	in	such	a	country	as	this.	

	

	

Undated	1845	(?)	

Lieschen	(Eliza	Fox)	to	Emily	Macirone	

	

My	darling	Emily	Mimi	Gabriella	or	my	bright	sunshine,	whichever	you	
prefer	of	your	list	of	names,	(but	what’s	in	a	name,	a	rose	by	any	other	
name	would	smell	as	sweet,	and	Emily	by	any	other	name	would	be	as	
bright	as	–	in	short	as	much	herself).	I	shall	stick	to	the	name	of	Sunshine.	I	
think	though	Gabriella	is	a	very	pretty	name,	but	you	see,	sunshine	is	an	
article	which	is	very	much	required	and	so	exceedingly	scarce	here	in	
London,	that	a	little	personified	sunshine	is	a	treasure	without	price.	And	
you	really	are	coming	back	next	Monday,	this	very	next	Monday	whatever	
is	?	And	Clara	too.	Of	course	I	am	exceedingly	sorry,	and	intensely	grieved	
that	you	are	going	to	leave	such	very	nice	people	and	such	a	very	sweet	
place,	at	the	same	time	(people	will	be	such	selfish	devils)	I	am	highly	
delighted	at	the	idea	of	seeing	you	both	again	some	time	between	this	and	
doomsday.	

I	have	just	had	Lavatir	[?]	lent	me,	do	you	know	it,	it	is	the	same	sort	of	
thing	as	Bell,	only	practical	which	Bell	is	not,	and	I	have	just	been	trying	
some	engraving	work,	drawing	on	prepared	metal	I	mean,	and	I	think	I	
shall	have	some	employment	that	way	(pretty	good	pay)	which	makes	me	
feel	marvellously	professional	and	sober	and	middle	aged.	(Here	there	is	a	
tiny	drawing	of	herself	doing	a	handstand	and	using	one	foot	to	knock	on	the	
door.)	That	is	an	accurate	portrait	of	myself	as	I	knocked	at	the	door	
yesterday	evening	when	I	returned	from	the	engravers.	I	have	not	the	time	
to	finish	it	highly	but	you	will	appreciate	it.		I	know	I	address	myself	to	an	
artist’s	eye.	I	must	not	write	another	word	or	I	shall	lose	the	post.	

Ever	affectionately	Lieschen																														

I	have	not	yet	finished	your	delightful	long	letter.	Thank	you	for	it.	I	mean	I	
have	only	read	it	twice.	You	know	I	allow	4	times	before	I	consider	I	have	
made	out	your	letters	thoroughly.	Best	love	to	Clara.		
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August	1845		

Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	

	

	De	Emilie	à	son	cher	frère	George	Auguste	Maceroni	Aôut	1845	

My	dear	little	fellow,	

I	am	very	sorry	to	see	your	letter	which	lies	before	me	now	in	a	most	
mournful	way,	more	particularly	as	I	do	not	know	how	to	help	you	out	of	
it.	I	think	that	even	if	I	were	to	apply	at	the	gate	to	the	Porter	for	admission	
into	the	school	I	fear	my	access	would	be	doubtful,	for	I	look	too	tall	and	I	
think	such	is	the	stern	nature	of	the	laws	that	I	should	sooner	find	myself	
in	the	Street	or	in	the	girls’	school	at	Hertford	than	by	the	side	of	a	certain	
little	boy	who	at	this	present	moment	is	wandering	about	the	large	Halls	
like	Calypso		running	after	…	Come	George	you	are	a	scholar	–	you	know	
the	rest.	I	wish	I	could	write	you	a	funny	letter	but	I	am	not	able	to	do	that,	
so	my	dear	boy	you	must	take	me	as	you	can	get	me.	I	am	very	very	sorry	
my	dear	that	you	are	unhappy	but	Heaven	will	take	care	of	you	and	give	
you	brighter	spirits	and	more	real	glow	of	happiness	than	anything	else.	
This	sounds	as	though	I	were	very	good	and	always	happy	but	Heaven	
knows	I	am	neither	the	one	or	the	other	and	yet	I	have	sometimes	felt	a	
great	happiness	–	and	which	came	from	dear	Heaven,	and	which		had	a	
steady,	unwavering	charm	in	happiness	that	made	the	heart	beat	for	very	
love	of	all	around	it.	I	wish	you	could	meet	with	a	boy	who	was	of	superior	
character	and	who	would	take	a	fancy	to	you	for	you	must	be	so	very	dull	
in	that	large	school	without	a	friend.	I	know	how	very	heart-aching	it	is	to	
be	without	one,		yet	I	have	always	had	the	highest	angel	of	a	sister	at	home	
so	I	ought	not	to	have	expected	a	second.		

I	have	heard	today	a	little	of	the	news	of	the	Queen,	and	only	wish	I	were	a	
worthier	historian	and	knew	more	of	my	subject.		She	is	now	gone	to	Saxe	
Coburg,	the	palace	of	the	father	of	Prince	Albert	her	dear	husband,	and	
dear	George	now	they	speak	of	it.	They	say	that	the	country	round	is	
exceeding	rich	like	some	Southern	Highland	(whis	by	the	way	to	you	or	me	
is	no	clear	definition),	and	that	it	is	very	undulating	and	verdant,	and	the	
best	people	there	in	the	world	–	not	a	beggar	extant	in	the	whole	land	–	if	
there	were	he	would	not	long	remain	so	for	he	could	make	his	fortune	by	
exhibiting	himself	–	the	trick	is	the	scarcity	of	the	animal	-		and	the	houses	
there	are	so	beautifully	white	and	the	streets	high	and	crooked	and	all	
sorts	of	charming	excresences	-		and	there	you	must	know	the	town	is	on	a	
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hill	and	the	gate	to	the	town	is	at	the	bottom	of	it,	so	when	the	Queen	
arrives	at	the	Gate	where	there	was	stationed	to	receive	her	her	husband’s	
family		and	many	othere,	she	rode	up	the	principle	street	of	the	town	
which	was	such	a	triumphal	arch	the	whole	way	-	a	long	string	of	flags	
waving	briskly	in	the	air	and	garlands	of	roses	and	flowers	…[?]	to	and	fro,	
and	every	crevice	and	nook	crammed	with	eager	spectators,	-	and	no	
sooner	did	her	carriage	appear	than	there	arose	to	her	most	exquisite	joy	a	
long	never-ending	cry	of	welcome	from	the	thousands	there,	and	the	bells	
rang	and	the	sun	shone	and	the	strong	faces	of	the	honest	burghers	glowed	
with	pleasure	and	uproarious	cheering,	and	as	they	proceeded	the	earth,	
oh	dear,	was	too	common	for	their	dear	horses,	the	path	was	strewn,	
thickly	strewn,	with	flowers.	The	welcome	was		as	though	she	had	been	
daughter	to	the	town	and	daughter	to	every	man	and	woman	and	child	in	
particular.	This	must	be	very	beautiful	for	her	to	be	so	dearly	welcomed.	I	
could	have	embraced	them	all	around	almost	I	think.	Fancy	George	the	
scene,	the	sun	shining	down	upon	the	waving	flags,	the	cheering	masses	
and	the	Queen’s	carriage	passing	slowly	through	the	enthusiastic	crowd	to	
the	most	delicious	music	the	heart	can	hear.	She	is	to	be	there	a	week	and	
today	there	will	be	a	most	splendid	ball.	15	crowned	heads	will	be	there	to	
greet	the	Queen	and	she	will	sleep	in	the	room	where	Prince	Albert	was	
born.	She	comes	home	Saturday	week	–	and	on	the	Wednesday	after	she	is	
off	to	Chateau	d’Eau.		

I	have	no	time	to	write	any	more,	but	I	want	to	remind	you	of	Barnaby’s	
bird	Grip	who	said	‘Never	say	Die’	–	and	though	he	was	a	bird	many	people	
would	do	well	to	follow	the	advice.,	and	I	wish	you	could	read	Martin	
Chuzzlewit	for	Mark	Tapley	has	often	driven	away	any	unhappy	feeling	I	
might	have.	I	like	to	turn	what	I	read	to	use	–	and	you	do	too,	at	least	you	
will.	

Dear	Clara	sends	her	love	and	believe	me	,	Yours	ever,	Emily	

Remember	your	prayers.	

	

	

September	1845	

Francis	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	

	

Midnight	
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My	dear	George,	

Having	to	go	out	very	early	tomorrow	morning	I	will	no	longer	delay	a	
word	to	you.	I	have	disposed	of	twelve	tickets,	all	to	‘noblemen’	and	M.P.s.	
But	strange	to	day	they	have	not	taken	the	trouble	to	send,	or	leave	out	the	
money	!	They	cannot	understand	the	urgency	of	its	want	!	I	have	fagged	
myself	to	utter	exhaustion,	by	tramping	backwards	and	forwards,	and	
back	again,	to	the	Antipodes–like	houses.	‘Out’,	‘At	the	House’,	‘No	
Message’,		‘Please	to	Call	Again’,	etc	etc..	That	poor,	NOW	MAD	man,	
Brougham,	who	took	two	tickets,	both	yesterday	and	the	day	before,	left	
word	that	‘	HE	REMEMBERED	nothing	about	it’!!!		Of	course	I	applied	for,	
at	least	the	restitution	of	the	tickets.	But,	AS	YET,	I	have	not	received	either	
them	or	the	money	!!	Ought	there	not	be	‘Reserved’	or	10/6d	tickets	?	
SUCH	PEOPLE	would	as	soon	take	them,	as	the	7/-		ones,	and	sooner	!	
Khan[?]	sent	me	instanter	the	money	I	brought	to	you.	He	would	take	
several	more	tickets,	and	so	pay	for	them;	but	I	have	none	left	to	send	him.	
To	my	great	surprise,	Lord	Francis	Egerton	returned	me	the	two	tickets	
saying	that	his	gout	prevented	him	!	The	poor	Devil	(in	spirit)	might	have	
taken	tickets	for	his	family	especially	from	ME	who	he	has	so	well	known	
for	so	many	years	!	I	should	wish	to	have	many	more	tickets,	and	
particularly	with	the	Programs,	as	through	the	latter,	my	acquaintance	
would	be	able	and	directed	to	get	the	tickets,	AND	PAY	for	them	without	
my	having	the	exhausting	duty	of	‘Call’	Call’	‘Call’	at	such	great	distances	
and	contrary	directions.	I	have	several	Peers,	and	also	moneyed	men	to	
send	to	–	but	the	day	of	the	Concert	is	drawing	near,	and	do	what	you	will,	
TIME	is	required	to	get	in	the	money	BEFORE	THE	CONCERT	!		

With	respect	to	the	translation,	the	young	author,	whom	I	told	you	I	had	
spoken	to	on	that	subject,	was	in	my	company	last	Monday	night.	He	gave	
me	but	a	very	discouraging	story	about	the	state	of	the	pen	and	ink,	and	
author’s	situation	with	the	Publishers.	Translations	he	says,	are	
particularly	ill	paid	for,	and	that	the	Publishers	he	had	spoken	to	would	
not	HE	THOUGHT	offer	more	than	twenty	five	pounds	for	the	work	as	I	
had	described	it.	He	allowed	that	THE	NAME	of	the	translator	would	have	
some	weight,	AS	THE	TRADE	knew	that	I	had	published	sixteen	most	
successful	works	on	various	subjects	besides	the	First	and	Second	volumes	
of	my	memoirs.	But	as	I	know	not	anything	of	the	German	language	I	
cannot	well	pass	for	the	Translator.	I	MAY	boast	of	having	REVISED	it,	if	
that	would	influence	the	opinion	of	those	who	have	read	many	of	the	
singularly	eulogistic	reviews	of	my	publications.	EN	PASSANT	to	speak	of	
one	of	my	minor	books,	but	which	at	the	time	of	the	Reform	Bill	agitation	
had	a	vast	influence	with	the	refractory	aristocracy,	-	this	work	is,	my	
‘Defensive	Instructions	for	the	People’	of	which	one	hundred	and	ninety	
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five	copies,	of	various	editions,	were	sold	in	seven	weeks	!!	In	the	annals	of	
bookmongery	no	such	consumption	has	ever	been	heard	of	!	My	
“Interesting	Facts’	of	1817	went	through	7	editions;	and	such	copies	as	
could	be	taken	into	France	and	Italy,	by	itinerant	book	and	print	dealers,	
sold	for	five	hundred	francs	a	copy	(of	only	179	pages	!).	The	Count	de	
Stendhal	in	his	book	called	‘Rome,	Florence	and	Naples’	published	here	
and	in	Paris	in	1817,	recounts	that	when	he	was	at	Rome	he	was	invited	by	
a	party	of	male	and	female	nobility	to	meet	at	midnight	‘to	read	Count	
Maceroni’s	book	about	Murat’		for	a	copy	of	which	thy	had	paid	one	
hundred	dollars	!	But	all	this	is	loss	of	ink	and	paper.		

I	HOPE	to	bring	you	some	concert	money	tomorrow.		

Your	affectionate	F.M.	

	

	

24	September	1845		

Emily	Macirone	at	Old	Charlton	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	darling	Mamma,	

The	thought	of	your	dear	face	has	followed	me	through	the	noisy	steam	
boats	and	now	in	this	simple	parlour	with	walls	wonderfully	bare	and	
chinese	curiosities	as	blank	as	their	composers	rigid	in	the	corner,	and	
dear	Clara	opposite	humming	at	her	writing,	wafts	on	your	dear	loving	
face	smiling	me	on	to	write.	And	so	dearest	I	will	try	and	write	clearly,	and	
be	a	very	good	girl	etc.	and	I	have	so	much	to	say.	Firstly,	dearest,	you	can’t	
tell	how	pleased	I	shall	be	to	receive	a	letter	from	you	if	you	have	time	but	
don’t	put	yourself	out	about	it	or	think	I	require	a	payment	or	that	I	write	
for	any	reason	but	the	pleasure	of	telling	you	my	nonsensicalities	for	who	
on	earth	can	ever	listen	like	a	Mamma	–	and	of	all	mammas	who	so	
indulgently	as	the	darling	I	am	writing	to.	This	thought	makes	me	very	
valiant,	and	like	honourable	knights	before	my	time	I	would	challenge	the	
world	in	general	and	friends	in	particular	to	produce	her	equal	–	and	in	the	
most	approved	manner	of	Knighthood	run	all	through	who	doubted	the	
perfection	of	this	darling,	even	though	they	never	had	the	pleasure	of	
seeing	her	–	were	it	not	that	–	paper	is	fleeting	and	I	had	better	tell	you	
that	we	are	all	safe	and	very	happy.		
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The	country	here	is	really	beautiful	and	the	river	winds	very	prettily,	and	
the	boats	are	a	rare	treat	for	London	eyes.	We	had	a	wonderfully	lazy	
journey	down	–	very	cold	and	grey,	and	I	was	very	well	wrapped	up,	but	I	
enjoyed	very	little	less	than	all	that	part	of	the	day.	I	tried	my	German	
dictionary	but	the	steam	from	the	paddle	wheels	and	the	wind	and	smoke	
effectively	prevented	my	learning	any	of	it.	We	took	possession	of	our	
rooms	and	simple	rooms	they	are,	but	perfectly	clean	–	indeed	everything	
seems	so	here,	and	simple		-	our	window	curtains	in	the	bedroom	are	so	
white	and	the	boards	are	so	white,	and	the	sunshine	at	our	glass	is	whiter	
than	all,	while	the	four	miniatures	over	the	mantelpiece	are	white	as	well	
except	the	eyes,	which	are	blue	and	the	expression	wonderfully	milk	and	
waterish.	Adeline	has	indeed	the	two	prettiest	rooms.	Her	bedroom	is	a	
curious	specimen	of	architectural	construction	indeed,	but	neat	and	clean	
with	a	bright	twinkling	lattice	window	that	swings	open	and	looks	out	
upon	the	luxuriant	foliage	of	a	chestnut	in	the	garden	in	these	lovely	
September	colours,	and	blue	sky,	-but	her	kitchen	is	the	prettiest		-	so	
small	,	the	window	is	on	a	level	with	the	winding	narrow	moss	brown	
garden	walk,	overhung	by	bushes	of	all	sorts	and	rosy	apples	and	
honeysuckle	and	more	weeds	than	I	can	possible	be	expected	to	know,	-	
and	then	after	I	had	rested	and	it	was	6	o’clock	we	went	down	the	lane	–	
the	winding	lane,	a	footpath	with	high	hedges	and	very	tall	trees	that	form	
a	most	fairylike	mantel	of	green	light,	so	delicate,	the	branches	sway	so	
lightly	to	and	fro	by	the	wind	and	the	slight	tall	branches	covered	with	a	
pale	green	moss.	It	was	so	pretty	to	our	London	eyes	that	we	stopped,	
looking	through	the	trees	at	the	valley	below	so	richly	green	and	the	river	
beyond	covered	with	shipping	–	not	the	ugly	steamers	but	cobweb-like	
sailers,	and	then	flat	country	beyond	that	for	miles,	lost	in	the	gathering	
violet	mists	which	ascended	gradually	into	the	living	gold	of	the	evening	
sky.	It	really	was	a	beautiful	sky.	Some	of	the	richest	effects	of	light	I	ever	
saw	was	then	much	more	beautiful	than	the	green	light	of	the	trees	–	
clumps	of	poplars	and	fir	standing	in	bold	relief	from	a	sky	of	gold	and	pale	
violet	clouds	with	a	sea	beyond	the	clouds	of	the	pale	greenish	yellow	such	
as	the	…[?]			painters	are	so	fond	of.	You	would	have	loved	it	I	know.	And	
the	shipping	–	how	picturesque	that	was	–	the…[?],	and	then	we	waited	for	
dear	Clara	and	at	last	she	came.	I	have	yet	more	to	say	but	I	have	no	time	
as	we	must	go	to	bed	early	for	I	know	that	is	what	you	would	wish	me	to	
do	were	you	with	us.	Ah	I	wish	you	were,	and	I	wish	it	lay	in	my	power	to	
give	you	pleasure	.	We	are	both	in		very	good	spirits	and	hoping	that	dear	
Papa	will	be	well,	and	believe	me	yours	ever,		Emily				
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28	September	1845		

Emily	Macirone	at	Charlton	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dear	darling	Mamma,	

Would	you	believe	it	I	saw	you	only	two	hours	ago	–	and	yet	I	could	write	
to	you	a	volume	–	in	fact	I	must	write	for	dearest	I	have	really	seen	you	but	
very	little	today	and	this	is	my	only	compensation,	though,	as	Clara	said	
today,	it	is	like	speaking	to	a	person	with	their	back	turned	and	waiting	an	
hour	for	an	answer.	You	darling,	it	was	kind	of	you	to	wish	us	to	stay	and	
so	kind	to	bring	those	flowers	and	I	have	never	thanked	you	for	it.	And	
then	when	I	saw	you	and	my	darling	Papa	go	off	in	that	crowded	ship	in	
the	dark	night	over	the	cold	water	I	longed	so	dearly	to	kiss	you	dearest	–	
and	the	thought	of	your	long	walk	and	tiny	room	made	me	so	long	for	a	
glowing	fire	and	for	comfort	for	you	–	and	the	boat	soon	became	so	dusky	
and	merely	a	looming	grey	in	the	distance	and	soon	invisible,	but	Oh	both	
our	hearts	and	souls	followed	yours	–	the	two	most	loving	and	gentle	and	
generous	hearts	could	not	go	–	go	where	they	were	alone	without	having	
bright	hopes	interwoven	in	the	now	dusky	murk	of	their	career	–	and	so	as	
our	thoughts	followed	you	in	the	crowded	boat	our	hopes	floated	on	far	far	
beyond	and	painted	a	fairy	future	–	a	happy	home	for	Papa	and	yourself.									
Dearest	Mamma	I	wish	I	were	by	you	now	and	could	put	my	arms	round	
you	and	could	tell	you	all	my	wishes	and	shew	you	all	my	plans,	and	feel	
your	dear	dear	arms	round	me,	but	now	many	miles	are	between	us	and	
instead	of	whispering	my	wild	schemes	and	hopes	into	the	gentlest	and	
most	indulgent	listener’s	ears	that	ever	gave	hope	to	a	desponding	soul,	I	
am	reduced	to	the	melacholy	medium	of	the	post.	But	darling	you	know	
the	post	will	at	length	convey	the	letters	and	will	at	length	bring	back	the	
answer	–	if	there	should	be	such	a	thing	–	and	so	I	was	quite	downcast	and	
felt	it	was	melancholy	to	part		-	it’s	strange	but	this	always	rushes	upon	me	
when	you	are	gone	–	and	after	watching	until	the	ship	was	less	than	a	
small	grey	speck	on	the	horizon,	quite	no	more	to	be	seen	–	and	you	were	
going	every	instant	further	away,	that	we	turned	back	and	thought	and	
turned	over	the	future	–	to	see	what	it	could	bring.	But	what	to	the	young	
does	the	future	ever	bring	but	hope	and	so	we	came	on	through	the	dark	
lane	and	it	appeared	to	me	so	very	beautiful	–	the	form	of	the	foliage	so	
rich	by	daylight,	had	become	vague,	indistinct,	the	stems	shewing	but	but	
little	against	the	dark	sky-	and	that	little	suggesting	to	the	imagination	
veiled	and	quaint	forms	of	which	the	still	prevailing	duskiness	rather	
favoured	than	dispelled	the	illusion.	And	over	the	river	crouched	a	violet	
haze	out	of	which	scarcely	visible	rose	the	slight	delicate	spars	and	rigging	
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of	the	ships	and	all	this	looked	so	indistinct	and	wild	–	the	coloured	beauty	
of	day	had	given	place	to	the	far	more	still,	fathomless	beauty	of	night	–	
while	slowly	–	faint	at	first	–	gleamed	the	evening	star	upon	the	scene,	
gaining	like	faith	increase	of	strength	as	it	arose	and	reminding	me	of	the	
night	world	of	light,	the	light	of	the	earth,	Sun	and	stars	beyond	–	of	which	
this	was	the	connecting	link	to	this	earth,	shedding	its	faint	radiance	on	the	
uncertainties	and	vague	shapes	around.	And	then	it	was	such	a	beautiful	
and	easy	transition	from	the	faint	light	which	can	guide	us	over	this	earth’s	
dangers	to	the	heaven	born	star	of	faith	which	flickering	at	first	so	palely	
and	now	bright	and	now	invisible	guides	us	with	its	silvery	lustre	in	the	
death	of	our	earthly	sorrows	–	that	dark	and	troubled	ocean,	and	as	it	
guides	gives	us	consolation	for	the	present	and	hope	for	the	future	-	bright	
lovely	hope	–	and	it	is	so	indeed	for	our	dear	heavenly	father	who	cared	to	
make	the	tremulous	star	give	its	tiny	light	to	the	earth	-		whose	mighty	
love	could	comprise	all	–	the	slightest	and	most	insignificant	(to	us)	thing	
he	ever	created,	and	would	care	for	those	he	made	in	his	own	image	and	
clothed	with	the	light	of	reason	–	whereby	they	might	more	love	and	
understand	him	than	others.	Oh	dearest	Mamma	would	he	not	much	more	
care	for	them	and	love	them,	and	whatever	sorrow	we	now	suffer	is	it	not	
that	the	future	may	be	brighter,	the	coming	joys	more	unalloyed	with	
sorrow,	and	this	makes	me	quite	happy	again	–	for	I	was	very	unhappy	
then	–	and	I	felt	how	safe	was	all	I	loved	in	the	care	and	love	of	so	all-
powerful	a	spirit,	and	that	which	before	was	dark	and	vague	fear	has	been	
dispelled	by	the	rising	star	of	faith,		which	shines	with	such	clear	and	
glowing	cheeringness	to	our	hearts,	dear	Mamma	will	you	forgive	this	and	
forget.		

Give	my	love	to	my	darling	Papa.	Tell	him	how	dearly	I	love	him	and	(that	
the	most	important	part	may	not	be	left	in	the	PS)	that	we	would	like	very	
much	like	to	come	and	spend	Wednesday	evening	with	you	if	agreeable,	
hoping…[?]home.		

Bless	you	dearest	Mamma	and	believe	me	now	as	ever	yours,	Emily.					
Clara	sends	her	love	

	

	

	Undated		Friday	10	1845	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
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My	dearest	Mamma,	

I	regret	very	much	that	I	did	not	write	by	the	evening	post	but	I	sketched	
Dover	Castle	and	I	thought	you	would	prefer	my	taking	advantage	of	the	
really	splendid	scenery	here	and	the	beautiful	weather	than	sitting	indoors	
writing,	when	sketching	does	me	so	much	good	too.	So	I	have	much	to	tell	
you	my	darling	as	my	last	letter	was	merely	an	apology	for	a	letter.	I	told	
you	that	I	went	into	a	most	splendid	red	room	after	eating	my	chop	(I	tell	
you	this	for	your	maternal	feelings)	and	sat	by	the	glorious	fire	delaying	
the	troublesome	time	of	retiring	[?]	And	at	length	I	went	to	bed,	and	gazing	
at	the	glorious	fire	that	made	a	kind	of	glow	in	the	large	rosewood	
wardrobe,	such	a	beauty,	such	splendid	rosewood.	And	the	wash	stand	is	
rosewood	with	china	and	a	comfortable	sofa	along	the	foot	of	the	bed	with	
cushions	that	is	so	very	pleasant	to	rest	upon,	and	a	table	to	write	letters	
and	so	forth.	Well,	I	was	so	happy	dear	Mamma	all	but	when	I	thought	of	
you	and	then	your	darling	face	and	patient	sweet	smile	came	across	me	
and	all	the	good	I	might	have	done	but	neglected	too.	Oh	that	was	so	sad	-	
to	feel	I	might	have	made	you	happier,	and	not	to	have	done	it,	to	feel	that	I	
had	neglected	an	opportunity	of	doing	your	duty	and	of	soothing	your	
misfortunes	–	as	now	I	wish	I	might.	Dear	Mamma	this	is	to	you.	And	then	I	
read	my	bible	as	I	always	do	and	read	my	chapter,	and	hoped	and	prayed	
that	I	might	be	a	better	girl.	And	I	know	that	to	this	you	will	say	my	sweet	
Mamma	‘why	what	has	she	done	wrong’	and	then	I	would	say	that	I	have	
done	so	much	by	not	doing	all	I	might	have	done,	and	that	grieves	me	and	
comes	before	me	like	an	ugly	shadow.	But	enough	of	my	faults	when	I	have	
so	much	to	tell	you	of	these	days.	How	the	next	day	I	went	out	to	the	sea	
side	and	enjoyed	the	prospect	of	being	able	to	see	the	sea	within	two	yards	
two	feet	of	land,	there	being	a	dense	fog	-	and	Dover	Castle	and	all	the	cliffs	
were	perfectly	impenetrable.	However	I	have	time	for	them	enough	to	find	
that	when	you	said	Dover	was	pretty	you	said	what	was	quite	proper	for	it	
is	the	prettiest	town	(save	Bath)	and	is	surrounded	by	the	most	beautiful	
scenery	beyond	exception	that	I	have	ever	seen.	The	cliffs	of	a	morning	do	
look	so	lovely	from	the	window.	We’ve	first	a	peep	of	them	and	then	on	
Thursday	we	had	a	ball	in	the	Bank,	Mr	Minet’s	Bank		-		a…[?]	ball.	We	had	
all	the	country	dances	and	the	fiddler	sat	in	the	huge	desk	in	the	corner	
like	the	Fezziwigs	exactly	-	and	then	somehow	I’ve	not	been	well,	so	I	lay	in	
that	royal	bed	all	Friday	and	was	attended	in	the	kindest	manner	by	Mrs	
Minet	who	came	to	see	me	and	all	the	dear	children	caress	me	naturally	
and	all	of	them	call	me	Gabrielle	-		so	I	am	quite	accustomed	to	it		-	And	
now	to	tell	you	how	it	is	that	I	write	so	seldom	–	It’s	that	I	have	so	many	
portraits	to	do	that	I	am	beset.	I	made	a	sketch	of	Cecilia		that	pleased	them	
very	much	and	they	all	say	is	very	like,	so	I	am	going	to	do	Mrs	Minet	and	
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Mr	Minet	and	all	the	family	together	with	the	Captain.	So	you	see	I	shall	
have	enough	to	do	what	with	sketching	from	nature,	and	they	are	all	kind	
and	good	as	gold.	I’ve	been	making	a	sketch	of	Dolly	all	today	and	have	
been	very	happy	indeed.		

I	cannot	write	more	for	the	post	waits		but	I	will	soon	write	again	and	so	
believe	me	dear	Mamma	Yours	Emily	or	Gabrielle.		

	

	

19	November	1845		

Dr.	John	Martin	in	Lisbon	to	George	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Sir,	

I	am	truly	sorry	to	find,	on	looking	at	the	date	of	your	letter,	how	much	
time	has	elapsed	without	my	having	answered	it.	You	will	think	me	
neglectful,	but	I	assure	you	it	is	preoccupations	of	mind,	with	anxiety	
about	my	son,	from	whom	I	had	intelligence	about	the	time	I	received	
yours,	which	has	distracted	my	attention.	He	is	now,	I	am	informed,	very	
penitent,	and	has	been	a	long	time	very	steady,	but	without	official	
employment	and	nearly	starving,	and	under	circumstances	that	render	it	
very	difficult	for	me	to	know	how	to	proceed	with	a	view	to	his	permanent	
benefit.	In	a	few	weeks	I	expect,	with	much	anxiety,	the	arrival	of	a	friend	
who	has	seen	him,	and	I	shall	then	be	a	better	judge	of	what	is	best	to	be	
done:	-	but	these	are	family	afflictions	on	which	it	is	unnecessary	for	me	to	
dilate.	In	respect	to	your	proposal	regarding	the	secret	you	mention:	-	I	
hope	I		need	not	assure	you	that	a	strong	feeling	of	friendship,	
independent	of	any	sense	of	duty,	would	move	me	to	do	all	that	lies	in	my	
power	to	serve	your	interests	in	anything	practicable.	I	have	mentioned	
the	subject	to	two	intimate	friends	but	their	opinion	is	very	discouraging	
as	to	any	hope	of	selling	the	secret	here,	unless	the	contractors	themselves	
would	purchase	it.	They	are	very	sharp	and	severe	in	protecting	their	
rights	and	it	is	not	likely	to	fall	in	my	way	to	meet	with	anyone	who	would	
be	willing	to	run	the	great	risk	that	must	necessarily	be	incurred	by	a	
private	manufactory.	The	two	qualities	of	soap	generally	used	here	under	
the	denominations	of	white	and	yellow	are	sold	(retail)	at	the	same	price	
viz.	10	escudos	the	pound	which	as	you	know	is	about	11	pence	English.	I	
am	writing	you	but	a	hurried	letter	and	should	have	deferred	till	another	
opportunity	but	the	long	time	which	has	elapsed	since	the	date	of	yours	
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renders	me	unwilling	to	let	pass	another	ten	days	without	acknowledging	
the	receipt	of	it,	but	I	shall	take	an	early	occasion	to	write	to	you	again.	
Make	my	kind	regards	to	Mrs	Macirone,	in	which	Mrs.	Martin	and	my	
daughter	cordially	join,	and	tell	her	that	I	read	her	letter	with	feelings	duly	
corresponding	to	the	tenor	of	her	sentiments,	but	that	I	must	choose	some	
other	opportunity	to	reply.	

Believe	me	to	remain	with	the	highest	regard,	my	dear	Sir,		

Yours	most	faithfully,	John	Martin	

	

	

9	December	1845		

Colonel	Francis	Macirone	in	London	to	Dr.	John	Martin	in	Lisbon	

	

Dear	Doctor,	

I	only	received	your	letter	the	19	inst.	and	as	it	promised	another	
communication	shortly	I	did	not	answer	it	immediately.	I	lament	
exceedingly	the	afflictions	your	son	has	caused	you	but	hope	they	will	
speedily	be	terminated	by	his	permanent	amendment.	I	have	much	to	
thank	you	for	the	trouble	you	have	had	about	the	soap,	although	hitherto	
without	point	[?]	Notwithstanding	however	your	remarks	I	am	not	
disposed	to	give	up	all	hopes,	as	drowning	men	catch	at	straws,	and	cannot	
but	think	that	some	considerable	tradesman	dealing	in	the	article	and	
buying	his	stock	of	soap	regularly	from	the	monopoly	might	find	means	to	
increase	it…[?]	within	his	own	walls	or	elsewhere,	when	such	a	large	profit	
is	to	be	had	and	the	operation	itself	is	so	easy	that	any	boy	of	10	years	old	
could	effect	it	as	well	as	Sir	Humphrey	Davy.	Of	course	I	am	speaking	quite	
at	random	without	knowing	amy	of	the	localities	or	capability	of	the	
Premises	or	Plant,	as	we	here	call	it,	but	it	certainly	appears	strange	to	me	
that	a	man	could	not	contrive	by	a	common	washing	house	copper	to	
convert	a	hundred	weight	a	day	of	the	contractor’s	soap	into	the	improved,	
which	would	yield	him	a	profit	of	I	should	think	not	less	than	twenty	to	
thirty	shillings.	In	order,	however,	to	enable	you	to	ascertain	what	the	
profit	would	be	and	indeed	to	judge	of	the	feasibility	of	this	project	I	will	
now	let	you	know	in	confidence	what	are	the	materials	necessary	to	
produce	the	conversion	and	describe	the	process.		
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The	materials	then,	are	common	soda,	selling	here	at	about	8	to	9	shillings	
the	hundredweight	wholesale	and	glue	or	size.	The	best	proportions	of	
these	ingredients	are	not	perhaps	as	yet	determined	but	the	following	I	
have	used	as	producing	a	very	good	article.		3lbs	of	soap,	½	lb	of	soda,	½	lb	
of	glue,	½	pint		of	water	to	dissolve	the	glue	and	soda	separately	and	
perfectly	OR	3lb	of	soap,	½	lb	of	soda,	2	lb	or	2	pints	of	size,	1pint	of	water	
to	dissolve	the	soda.	In	both	cases	dissolve	the	soda	first	in	a	saucepan	of	
iron	or	copper,	have	the	glue	perfectly	dissolved,	then	having	cut	the	soap	
into	bits	about	as	large	as	a	hazelnut,	put	the	dissolved	glue	and	the	soap,	
or	the	size	and	the	soap,	at	once	into	the	pan	over	the	fire	and	keep	
constantly	stirring	the	mass	so	as	to	create	union	and	prevent	burning.	Do	
not	allow	the	mixture	to	boil	and	keep	stirring	for	about	an	hour	and	when	
the	mixture	is	become	like	thick	batter,	turn	it	out	into	any	convenient	
shallow	earthenware	or	metallic	pan	to	cool	and	harden.	Quickness	of	
cooling	is	desirable	in	order	to	produce	uniformity	and	homogeneity	of	the	
soap.	If	it	has	been	sufficiently	long	in	the	fire	it	will	be	ready	for	use	in	
about	3	or	4	days	or	perhaps	earlier	or	later	according	to	the	evaporation	
during	the	process	and	heat	…[?]	In	a	few	hours	after	the	turning	out	from	
the	pan	and	until	it	becomes	perfectly	hard	a	brilliant	efflorescence	
appears	on	its	surface,	but	after	using	and	keeping	the	soap	on	me	this	this	
efflorescence	appears	no	more.	In	some	lights	this	efflorescence	which	in	
reality	is	of	no	consequence,		may	appear	objectionable.	If	so	it	may	be	
entirely	prevented	by	adding	to	the	aforementioned	materials	about	3	
ounces	of	wheaten	flour	(I	have	used	wheaten	but	perhaps	any	other	
would	do	as	well)	previously	made	perfectly	(without	lumps)	into	a	thin	
paste	such	as	is	used	to	stick	papers	to	a	wall,	but	this	addition	detracts	
from	the	colour	of	the	soap	and	makes	it	take	longer	in	drying	or	
hardening.		

Can	no	other	soap,	or	detergent	or	washing	or	shaving	material	be	sold	out	
of	Lisbon	but	the	soap	supplied	by	the	contractors	?	Here	as	you	know	all	
the	common	soaps	are	made	by	large	manufacturers	under	licence	of	our	
regulations,	but	then,	fancy	soaps	etc	are	made	by	any	perfumer	with	what	
unguents,	alkalis	or	perfumes	he	pleases.	Can	nothing	of	the	kind	be	done	
at	Lisbon	?	Here,	for	his	own	use,	a	man	may	make	what	he	pleases.	Are	
there	no	manufacturers	who	use	so	much	soap	as	to	make	it	worth	his	
while	to	give	a		trifle,	say	twenty	or	thirty	pounds	for	the	secret.	?	One	
might	think	it	would	even	suit	a	large	private	family.	It	is	true	that	the	
secret	once	divulged	is	gone	for	ever	as	I	suppose	no	engagement	to	
secrecy	would	be	of	any	avail	?	If	it	would	you	might	sell	it	to	several	for	a	
small	sum	each.	
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	(written	on	the	back)	Lettres	que	je	dois	signer.	Janvier	19ieme	1846	Col.	
Macirone	

	

	

	
22	December	undated	(1845?)	from	Clara	Macirone	to	George	
and	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	
Dear	Papa	and	Mamma,	
We	are	bustling	about	…..?	singing	‘Tomorrow”	and	other	
extravagancies	of	all	sorts,	and	are	rather	like	mad	girls	than	our	own	
proper	selves,	looking	forward	to	be	with	you	and	with	us	all	you	
wrote	of	-	Tryon	House	went	off	gloriously	–	better	than	I	could	have	
expected,	and	as	a	suitable	continuation	of	the	pleasant	evening	we	
had	then	Minnie	and	I	have	been	yesterday	evening	to	a	party	and	
dance	at	Mrs	Christian’s,	and	today	are	in	the	full	bustle	of	
preparation	for	another	dance	and	party	of	children	at	home,	so	we	
expected	to	be	up	and	dancing	late,	the	more	so	that	several	of	the	
party	stay	all	night,	Fossie[?]	among	the	number.	So	will	you	think	us	
unkind	if	we	do	not	come	by	the	early	train	but	dine	here	and	start	by	
the	5	past	3	train,	arriving	with	you	by	tea	time.	We	quite	enjoy	the	
anticipation	of	seeing	you	and	the	bright	warm	little	room	with	those	
kind	faces	which	look	so	beautiful.	We	shall	in	all	probability	have	a	
late	breakfast	too	as	everyone	will	be	tired	and	as	it	takes	20	minutes	
to	get	to	Sloane	St	and	1	Hour	from	there,	exclusive	of	the	chance	of	
waiting	for	omnibuses	to	the	station	and	some	time	there,	we	must	
have	started	before	10	to	be	in	time.	So	till	tomorrow	at	tea	time.	
Goodbye	with	best	love	from	all	here	who	unite	in	kind	
remembrances	to	you	and	George.		
Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara	
Many	thanks	for	the	train	paper	–	it	was	the	very	thing	I	wanted.	
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10	February	1846		

Clara	Macirone	at	South	Brompton	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dear	Mamma,	

I	have	been	out	all	yesterday	evening	and	all	today,	(what	with	Tryon	
House,	the	RA	and	then	vocal	rehearsal	and	expecting	to	play	with	the	
orchestra	very	soon,	I	must	work	well	and	let	them	see	what	I	can	do	
before	I	leave).	Will	it	not	be	better	then	to	postpone	our	dear	pleasant	
evening	together	for	this	week	and	settle	it	when	we	see	you	on	Sunday.	
By	the	bye,	with	regard	to	dear	P’s	cash	being	all	placed	at	the	bankers,	
had	it	struck	you,	as	it	did	me	on	thinking	it	over,	what	on	earth	you	could	
do	if	one	of	those	bad	Stock	Exchange	debts	were	to	sweep	that	precious	
All	away,	and	I	do	not	see,	if	it	is	all	so	placed,	what	possible	security	you	
ever	have	for	the	non	recurrence	of	such	a	misfortune.	

With	love	from	all.		I	would	write	more	but	am	sitting	up	in	deshabille	to	
write	this.		

Believe	me	yours	ever,	Clara	Angela	Macirone		

	

	

May	1846		

Letters	in	German	from	Emily	to	the	Pischeks	(not	transcribed)	Undated	
letter	from	Mary	Ann	to	Madame	Pischek	in	French	offering	to	teach	her	
Emglish	in	exchange	for	German	lessons.	

	

	

26	June	1846	

Clara	Macirone’s	first	concert		

Extract	from	reminiscences	of	W	E	Macdonald	copied	out	in	1875	by	
Emily			

Went	to	Miss	Macirone’s	concert.	Pleased	with	Pischek	and	Lucas.	I	was	
interested	in	the	expression	of	the	different	artists.	Pischek	struck	me	as	
an	enthusiast,	but	one	who	by	dint	of	cultivation	and	discipline	could	
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repose	upon	the	consciousness	of	his	power.	He	knew	what	he	was	going	
to	do	whilst	he	let	himself	go	free	upon	the	current	of	his	feelings.	Miss	
Macirone	I	sympathised	with	in	all	her	little	busy	nervous	fidgettings	and	
affectations.	It	was	an	event,	perhaps	the	event	of	her	life	poor	girl	and	I	
rejoice	in	her	triumph.	How	little	could	the	crowd	around	know	of	the	
years	of	toil	–	perhaps	suffering	and	disappointment	–	years	in	the	sense	of	
quantity	of	pain	–	she	may	have	undergone	to	bring	herself	up	to	this	
point.			

	

	

Undated	1846[?]		

Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	

	

My	dear	darling	George,	

Indeed	and	thank	you,	I	am	quite	well,	and	if	all	physical	aid	could	not	
restore	my	health,	your	darling	welcome	letter	would	have	restored	me	to	
more	than	the	full	enjoyment	of	my	health.	I	have	beeen	long	wishing	to	
hear	from	yourself	and	this	has	fulfilled	all	my	wishes.	But	I	would	not	
have	teazed	you	about	it	if	I	knew	as	Mamma	says	what	an	immense	
trouble	it	is	to	you	to	write,	what	with	a	small	light	and	noisy	playing	boys	
all	around	you.	I	suppose	you	have	many	lessons	to	do	and	that	you	will	
soon	–	as	soon	as	you	can	–	come	up	to	town.	Oh!	I	shall	be	so	glad	when	
you	come	up	for	one	reason,	for	then	I	can	see	you	oftener	than	I	do	now.	I	
count	the	weeks	up	to	Christmas,	happy	time,	when	we	shall	all	five	sit	
round	the	hearth;	when	we	shall	look	round	to	kind	faces;	when	we	shall	
see	our	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	(happy	boy	you	are	to	be	able	to	kiss	and	
embrace	them	as	I	often	wish	I	could)	and	all	unite	in	love	and	kindness.	
And	even	now	when	a	letter	arrives	I	feel	a	gush	of	home	around	me	again.	
There	is	no	place	like	home,	is	there	George	?	I	am	so	glad	to	see	that	you	
are	getting	on,	and	that	you	will	be	our	pride.	We	must	all	work	in	this	
world	as	a	preparation	to	a	next	when	we	still	work.	Now	we	work	for	an	
honourable	independence	-	then	we	shall	for	love	–	we	must	all	work.	I	go	
to	the	Museum,	and	now	I	go	to	the	National	Gallery	to	copy	from	the	
pictures,	while	Clara	goes	on	working	very	hard	at	studying	and	giving	
lessons.	She	goes	Wednesdays	and	Saturdays	to	Tryon	House	and	gives	
about	29	lessons.	The	pupils	are	all	so	fond	of	her.	They	study	more	for	her	
than	for	anyone	else	and	they	do	all	they	can	think	of	to	please	her,	which	
is	very	pleasant	indeed.	She	spent	the	other	evening	at	a	friend’s,	a	lady	
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whom	she	had	taught	in	the	last	season,	so	that	she	has	not	forgotten	her,	
where	she	was	introduced	to	a	very	rich	lady	who	may	do	her	a	very	great	
deal	of	good,	-	and	more	friends	she	knows	the	more	pupils	it	is	likely	she	
will	have.	She	works	very	hard	and	I	am	quite	sure	dear	that	she	cannot	
find	time	to	write	to	you,	which	she	would	do	if	she	could	for	she	was	very	
glad	when	your	letter	came.	So	you	must	be	content	with	mine	and	all	I	can	
tell	you.	I	write	what	I	think	will	amuse	you.	Dear	Helena	is	much	better,	so	
much	that	she	will	come	down	tomorrow	and	will	soon	be	out	of	the	list	of	
invalids.	We	are	now	all,	Aunt,	Charlie,	Helena,	Hubert	and	I		in	Aunt’s	
room	with	a	bright	fire	and	candles	where	they	are	wanted.	A	thousand	
times	goodbye.	Yours	most	affectionately	Emily.		Kiss	and	embrace	dear	
Papa	and	Mamma	for	me	you	happy	boy.	Goodbye	my	darling.			
	
	
	

Undated	1846	[?]		

Henry	Warren	(well	known	English	artist	in	UK	and	USA–	still	very	
collectable.	Gave	lessons	to	Emily)	to	Emily	Macirone	

	

Dear	Miss	Macirone,	

Thanks	for	your	merry	letter.	Pray	take	close	occupation	as	my	excuse	for	
not	having	answered	it	before.	And	now	I	wish	I	could	tell	you	what	and	
where	I	sketch.	I	have	made	one	or	two	of	the	old	timbers	of	the	Pier,	
sitting	close	down	at	the	water’s	edge.	There	is	beautiful	colour	in	those	
old	timbers	but	I	do	not	know	how	far	they	might	suit	you.	There	is	a	
tolerable	view	of	Broadstairs	with	its	little	Bay	to	be	made	from	the	top	of	
the	cliffs	about	three	turns	or	projections	westward,	and	the	beach	will	
give	you	sketches	at	every	turn	though	very	similar	to	each	other.	Beyond	
Ramsgate	at	Pegwell	and	still	a	little	further	at	Cliff	end	are	several	good	
bits.	There	is	thereabouts	and	old	Farm	cottage	to	the	right	of	the	Path.	
Some	three	or	four	miles	further	still	is		Puckborough	Castle	and	old	
Roman	work	of	the	time	of	Domitian	but	this	I	fear	is	too	far	for	you.	
Eastwards	of	Broadstairs	there	is	an	old	Capstan	good	in	form	and	colour,	
near	a	way	down	to	the	beach,	and	where	there	is	generally	a	boat	or	two	
sometimes	covered	with	a	tarpaulin	or	canvas	sail	cloth.	A	good	long	view	
may	be	made	of	Pegevell	Bay	with	Deal	cliffs	in	the	distance	from	the	
Dover	Road	beyond	the	upper	part	of	Ramsgate.	These	are	all	I	can	
recollect.	But	pray	do	sketch	whatever	you	can	find.	They	will	always	be	
useful.	There	is	a	very	little	bay	and	way	down	to	the	beach	under	a	
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wooden	bridge	very	near	you	where	you	may	get	capital	studies	of	the	
incoming	waves.		

I	have	been	much	occupied	with	my	wood	blocks	lithographs	and	lessons	
for	the	latter	of	which	the	Skinner	girl	has	been	much	my	companion	
lately.	I	suppose	you	sing	now	‘mein	Hertz	ist	am	Kannel’	at	the	top	of	your	
voice	and	bottom	of	the	cliffs,	and	beat	the	song	of	the	waves	by	chalks.	
Miss	Egerton	is	at	Clifton.	She	too	asks	me	what	to	sketch.	Miss	Smith	is	as	
amiable	as	ever	–	she	sends	her	love	to	you.	Mr	Weigale	has	sold	his	large	
picture	and	been	given	a	lobster	salad	treat	in	consequence.	Lady	Mary	
Bouverie	has	made	a	really	beautiful	drawing	of	Skinners	girl	in	a	
Saques[?]	dress	with	a	magnificent	yellow	satin	petticoat.			The	children	
are	all	pretty	well	I	am	glad	to	say.	Our	old	servant	Annie	–	she	of	the	fresh	
coloured	face	-		is	coming	back	to	us.	You	see	I	tell	you	all	the	home	news	
having	so	little	else.	Is	your	sister	better	?	Remember	me	most	kindly	to	
her.	By	the	bye	my	most	amiable	little	friend	Miss	Leigh	is	in	dismay	at	my	
telling	her	your	sister	would	not	be	back	for	three	weeks.	She	fears	she	
shall	be	obliged	to	go	home	by	then.	She	begs	me	to	ask	if	this	is	so.		I	can	
fancy	you	dabbling	without	shoes	or	stockings	in	the	margin	of	the	wild	
waves.	I	remember	dancing	a	quadrille	in	my	younger	days	with	some	
merry	girls	like	yourself	and	in	such	state		-	indeed	I	believe	they	wore	
nothing	but	nightgowns	–	up	to	the	middle	in	this	very	sea	on	the	coast	of	
Norfolk.	Those	were	merry	days	but	I	am	an	old	man	now	(51).	I	have	
heard	good	news	from	my	dear	little	coz	Eliza	Martin.	She	is	well	and	
happy.		John	Martin’s	Bill	in	Parliament	is	in	a	fair	way	of	being	passed	and	
he	is	in	good	spirits	in	consequence.	Miss	Clark	is	very	merry	in	her	
married	state.	I	am	illustrating	‘Count	Robert	of		Paris’	(Walter	Scott)	for	
Cadell.	I	fear	want	of	time	and	tin	will	prevent	me	from	going	abroad	this	
year.	Miss	Rosenberg	was	elected	a	member	of	our	society	having	fifteen	
votes	out	of	nineteen.	I	suppose	the	Royal	Academy	will	close	about	the	
twenty	fifth.	Have	you	made	arrangements	about	your	picture	there	?		

Tell	your	sister	I	hope	she	will	not	forget	me	as	my	tinkers	run	away	with	
all	my	money	and	keep	me	desperately	short	nor	shall	I	have	a	return	for	
some	time.	The	Satchwells	are	sea-siding	it	at	Sheppey.	I	propose	to	spend	
two	or	three	days	with	them	next	week.	Good	bye.	

Again	commend	me	to	your	good	sister.	

Work	away	but	work	merrily.	I	wish	you	continued	enjoyment	–	and	am		

Yours	very	truly,	Henry	Warren	
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11	July	1846		

Clara	Macirone	at	Broadstairs	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dear	Mamma,	

The	little	wretch	Minnie	is	actually	looking	better	already.	She	has	quite	a	
colour	and	her	eyes	are	as	bright	and	happy	as	the	poor	things	were	dull	
and	sad	a	short	day	ago.	We	had	a	pleasant,	very	pleasant	passage	down.	In	
a	little	time	after	we	started	we	went	to	the	most	economical	part	of	the	
deck	where	we	could	take	our	own	lunch	that	we	had	brought	without	
being	afraid	of	the	people	round	us,	and	going	in	this	way	shall	save	nearly	
George’s	passage.	It	seemed	weather	planned	on	purpose	for	us,	so	fresh	
and	yet	sunny,	the	river	grew	to	a	beautiful	width	near	the	mouth,	quite	a	
little	sea	across,	and	then	dear	Minnie	was	so	glad	to	see	the	water	change,	
graduating	to	the	fresh	green	sea	colour.	It	was	coasting	for	a	long	time	
before	we	arrived	here,	sea	on	all	three	sides	a	rich	grey,	with	its	fresh…[?]	
and	seaweed.	-	the	grey	sky	and	the	low	white	cliffs	of	the	land	on	the	
right.	Minnie	had	quite	planned	that	we	should	all	be	ill,	but	it	did	not	
occur	to	anyone	till	I	reminded	her	of	my	expectations	in	the	way	of	saving	
her	lunch,	but	she	declined	my	liberal	offer	and	remained	quite	well	and	
demolished	the	eatables	with	as	much	appetite	as	anyone.	We	were	shot	
out	of	the	steamboat	into	a	small	boat	with	many	other	happy	people	who	
were	also	coming		here,	and	in	spite	of	a	few	screams	from	Adeline	who	
fancied	she	had	left	her	bird	behind	and	a	similar	liberal	contribution	from	
a	small	sad	child	who	had	lost	its	shoe	and	its	temper,	we	got	on	very	well	
and	after	getting	to	shore	on	a	small	wooden	pier	where	there	were	a	
number	of	elderly	ladies	and	gentlemen	with	books	and	children	flanked	
by	nurses	and	babies,	Minnie	and	I	left	Adeline	like	Patience	sitting	on	our	
trunk	and	went	up	the	town	for	apartments.		

Broadstairs	does	not	look	pretty	from	the	sea.	The	houses	look	
uncomfortably	placed.	The	first	straight	row	of	houses	fronting	the	sea	is	
one	on	a	terrace,	one	on	the	cliffs,	and	there	seems	no	way	of	getting	at	
them	but	by	a	very	roundabout	straggling	road	of	low	old	fashioned	poor	
houses.	Up	however	we	went,	round	the	pier	and	as	we	did	not	go	into	the	
rich	looking	port	but	kept	with	the	back	streets	we	soon	found	what	we	
wanted	and	went	back	for	Adeline,	ordering	butter[?]	etc	by	the	way,	for	it	
struck	us	a	good	economical	idea	that	if	we	postponed	tea	till	we	had	it	
here	it	would	save	us	the	6d	it	would	certainly	cost	at	an	hotel.	And	so	with	
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a	mixture	of	Aristides	and	Diogenes	we	waited,	and	got	Adeline	who	was	
waiting	in	the	sunshine	by	the	trunks	and	the	handsome	pier	officer	
talking	to	her	and	the	trunks	and	ourselves	up	the	straggling	hill	of	old	low	
houses	to	Mrs	Marshall’s	where	we	are	now	–	a	china	shop,	and	we	are	
over	the	china	in	a	quiet,	pretty	little	sitting	room	where	we	manage	to	put	
our	chairs	so	as	to	see	a	strip	of	a	pretty	garden	opposite.	We	cannot	see	
the	sea,	but	we	shall	be	down	by	its	side	all	day,	and	it	is	very	expensive	to	
live	where	the	sea	can	be	seen.	So	we	do	without	and	intend	to	be	out	all	
day	instead.	But	it	is	very	sad	that	we	cannot	have	you	with	us.	We	have	a	
very	kind	quiet	young	hostess	-		a	young	mother	who	is	desperately	in	love	
with	her	first	child,	and	she	is	as	obliging	as	heart	could	wish.	We	had	such	
a	glorious	tea	with	the	fresh	nutty	country	butter	and	milk	and	bread	and	
such	bacon,	and	the	steaming	tea	and	such	fresh	perfumed	air	floating	in	
through	the	window.	I	have	just	stolen	Mimi’s	letter	and	it	is	so	very	funny	
and	witty	and	pretty	and	all	sorts	of	beauties	strung	together	that	mine	
quite	faints	away	beside	it	and	I	have	no	courage	to	go	on,	but	I	may	tell	
you	she	looks	wonderfully	better	and	we	shall	be	anxiously	expecting	
George	by	next	Saturday.	I	think	it	would	be	better	if	he	did	not	bring	more	
things	than	he	can	carry	in	a	bundle	because	it	is	so	expensive	to	have	
boxes	brought	from	the	beach.		

Give	my	love	to	Papa	and	dear	George	and	believe	me	your	very	dull	and	
stupid	daughter,		

Clara	Angela	Macirone	

	

	

Undated	1846	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

…Now	dear	Mamma	can	I	talk	to	you	about	our	happy	days	down	here	and	
I	only	wish	you	were	with	us	to	see	how	healthy	we	are	and	how	well	dear	
Clara,	George	and	I	look.	We	are	always	out,	never	scarcely	at	home	save	
when	it	rains,	and	the	sky	is	so	sweetly	good	tempered	never	to	think	of	
such	a	thing.	This	is	a	nice	little	place,	but	cold	for	bathing	and	so	we	never	
hardly	bathe	and	I	think	that	is	no	loss	for	we	cannot	be	healthier	than	we	
are	at	present	and	the	money	is	better	spared.	I	do	believe	you	never	saw	
such	children	and	pretty	women	as	you	could	down	her.	The	children	in	
this	shingly	place	do	roll	about,	little	heaps	of	laughing	sunburnt,	glowing	
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bits	of	life	–	warming	the	heart	of	anyone	to	see.	Their	arms,	bless	those	
dear	little	arms,	are	as	round	as	oranges	and	as	brown	as	berries.	And	
their	heads,	thick	heads	of	light	hair	over	their	sunburnt	skin	and	glancing	
eyes.	Oh	how	lovely	they	are.	There	are	some	that	come	up	where	I	am,	
one	a	little	gypsy	with	soft	hazel	eyes,	long	soft	hair	and	skin	of	a	rich	
transparent	sunny	colour	and	long,	long	eyelashes	that	in	whatever	way	
she	looks	give	a	delicacy	and	feeling	to	her	small	little	self,	and	yet	an	
archness	too	–	with	a	little	bunch	of	breathing	crimson	for	a	mouth.	You	
should	see	her,	and	how	pretty	she	looks	when	she	kisses	her	Papa,	a	great	
tall	well	made	man	with	black	hair	and	dark	eyes	that	glisten	most	sweetly	
as	they	look	at	her,	and	as	he	hugs	her	delicate	little	self	within	his	great	
muscular	arms.	She	is	not	more	than	18	months,	and	yet	so	very,	very	
pretty,	and	looks	like	a	little	fairy	perched	aloft	in	her	father’s	arms.	I	really	
think	that	children	are	only	nominally	children	in	town,	and	that	their	
nature	can	only	come	out	when	surrounded	by	air,	light,	sunshine	and	
lighthearted	companions.	These	infants	down	here	are	another	case	to	the	
poor	little	men	and	women,	thin	and	pale,	you	see	in	London,	and	so	wild,	
free	and	sunburnt	as	possible.		We	have	plenty	of	amusements	as	we	very	
often,	almost	every	day,	go	over	to	Ramsgate,	a	place	whose	pier	is	really	a	
magnificent,	broad	triple	pier	of	stonework.	There	also	we	market	and	buy	
sugar,	rice	etc.	much	cheaper	than	here,	and	so	we	save	a	good	deal	and	
our	heads	are	getting	so	wise	and	long	by	going	repeatedly	and	saving	
various	pennies	and	twopences	by	these	proceedings	that	I	suspect	we	
shall	have	to	be	fitted	for	fresh	bonnets	or	run	for	the	soldiers	that	wear	
those	caps	half	a	mile	high	to	lend	us	theirs.	We	have	such	a	merry	walk.	Of	
course	we	are	out	of	Broadstairs	in	a	trice	as	one	step	could	begin	on	one	
side	and	leave	you	some	way	on	the	other	with	Broadstairs	at	your	back,	
then	a	long	walk	along	cornfields	and	oat	fields,	barley	and…bless	you	I	
know	enough	to	become	a	farmer’s	wife,	so	don’t	be	astonished	at	nothing.	
By	the	bye	I	have	read	all	through	that	French	book	on	astronomy	and	I	
think	it	is	a	very	nice,	pretty	lively	book	and	as	unlike	a	book	of	astronomy	
as	anything	can	be	–	in	spite	of	myself	I	was	laughing	the	whole	time.	And	
as	I	read	it	aloud	I	fancy	it	has	done	me	good	too.	I	was	wrong	since	and	
you	were	right.	I	hope	you	posted	off	that	letter	to	Stuttgart	as	we	wanted	
it	to	go	off	surely.	I	have	no	more	time	dear	Mamma.	I	shall	write	to	you	
again	but	whether	I	write	or	not	ever	believe	me	yours	ever,	Emily					

My	love	to	Papa	

PS	Dear	Mamma	as	I	find	the	picture	need	only	be	sent	for	in	the	course	of	
the	week	could	you	go	early	Monday	or	Tuesday		to	Marsham	Street	and	
learn	what	is	requisite	etc	and	whether	anything	more	is	wanted	than	the	
name,	address,	name	of	the	picture,	price	–	or	the	prospectus	you	have	
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might	tell	you.	If	there	is	then	you	could	tell	me	by	post	and	I	shall	have	
time	to	write	to	you	by	post	–	if	nothing	more	than	that	is	needed	it	is	all	
on	my	picture	at	the	back	and	the	man	who	fetches	it	must	take	this	card	
and	find	out	the	number	from	a	catalogue	as	I	have	forgotten	it	–	and	take	
a	cloth	to	wrap	it	up	with	and	then	take	it	straight	to	Marsham	Street	as	
that	will	make	only	one	expense.	He	need	not	have	more	than	1/-	and	Mr	
Bagot	might	like	the	job.					

	

	

22	July	1846		

Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	at	Broadstairs	

	

My	dear	darling	Clara,	

I	forward	you	the	enclosed	note	from	Mrs	S	G	Hall,	the	authoress,	just	
forwarded	to	me	in	a	very	kind	letter	to	your	Aunt	to	whom	it	was	sent.	
Papa	and	I	were	both	anxious	at	not	receiving	any	letter	from	you	since	
George’s	voyage	to	Broadstairs	but	heaven	so	surely	watches	over	and	
blesses	you	that	I	can	have	no	fear.	My	heart	overflows	with	grateful	joy	
that	the	season	of	your	heavy	cares	and	anxieties	has	I	trust	passed	away,	
and	that	an	easy	competence,	with	the	intimacy,	respect	and	affection	of	
the	wise	and	good	seems	prepared	for	you.	May	the	power	which	has	
strengthened	you	in	adversity		preserve	you	unspoiled	by	the	
blandishments	of	fortune.	That	perilous	ordeal	where	so	many	have	failed	
you	will	by	God’s	blessing	pass	safely	through	shielded	by	your	love	of	
excellence	and	the	merits	of	the	friends	you	will	have	won,	whose	victories	
will		truly	reflect	honour		upon	you	but	keep	alive	the	noble	emulation	to	
deserve	it.		

Miss	Johnson	called	on	Lord	Brougham	to	seek	assistance	for	your	Uncle.	
He	said	the	Col.	could	not	be	in	more	distress	if	he	had	a	daughter	able	to	
give	a	Concert	when	Miss	J	told	him	that	you,	the	Col’s	niece	had	given	him	
the	tickets	to	dispose	of	for	his	own	benefit.	Miss	J	said	that	Lord	
Brougham	is	one	of	the	most	kind-hearted	men	in	the	world,	yet	he	
declines	doing	anything	more	for	your	Uncle	unless	he	can	put	him	in	
some	way	of	serving	himself,	yet	even	then	I	fear	he	will	not	help	him	
again.	

The	more	I	see	of	Lucy	the	better	I	like	her.	She	is	a	very	gentle	affectionate	
girl	–	very	loveable	–	a	being	one	could	not	help	loving	if	living	with	her.	I	
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went	to	Mrs	Herring’s	yesterday	on	my	daily	mission	to	see	if	there	be	any	
letters,	when	poor	Elizabeth	who	was	all	alone	expressed	herself	so	
wretched	as	if	she	were	half	inclined	to	make	away	with	herself.	I	really	
think	she	hates	the	house	-		she	said	Mrs	Herring	had	no	feeling	for	a	
servant	or	for	anyone	but	her	husband	and	child.	The	poor	girl		burst	into	a	
violent	fit	of	crying	which	relieved	her.	She	said	Mr	Fox	and	his	family	
were	very	kind	people,	that	it	was	a	pleasure	to	serve	them,	and	that	she	
could	do	anything	for	people	who	treated	her	kindly.	I	advised	her	to	
speak	to	Mr	Fox	who	she	said	she	would	be	always	happy	to	serve	.	I	am	
sure	I	hope	he	will	recommend	her	to	a	place	(in	the	country	or	abroad	she	
says)	as	if	she	stay	where	she	is	she	will	be	broken	both	in	health	and	
spirits.	I	will	not	close	this	note	till	I	have	been	to	Mrs	Herring’s	to	inquire	
whether	there	be	any	to	forward	you.		

Pray	my	dear	Emily	can	you	write	me	a	few	welcome	lines	to	say	haw	you	
all	are.	I	take	it	for	granted	that	George	is	with	you	but	I	have	not	heard	
from	you	since	he	left.	I	suppose	you	were	too	busy	to	write,	and	when	it	
rained	I	said	to	myself	now	they	cannot	go	out	some	one	will	write	to	me,	
and	another	day	after	I	listened	so	impatiently	for	the	postman	till	I	ran	
down,	looked	on	the	sideboard	in	the	hall	but	no	letter	comes	for	me.	YOU	
MUST	WRITE	to	me	to	tell	me	what	I	am	to	do	with	your	picture	or	
pictures.	Cannot	George	send	a	few	lines	?	But	unaccustomed	as	he	is	to	
letter	writing	I	suppose	he	thinks	it	one	of	the	labours	of	Hercules.		

Pray	love,	which	is	correct	‘agreeable’	‘comparison’	or	‘agreable’	
‘comparaison’	–	They	are	both	right	in	their	respective	languages	–	
English/French.	

Adieu	dear	Clara,	Emily	and	George.	I	was	so	out	of	heart	at	not	hearing	
from	you	that	I	was	contemplating	coming	to	you	by	the	3/-	fare,	satisfying	
myself	that	you	were	all	well	and	returning	subito	–	einmal	fur	allemal…	
Heaven	bless	you	all	and	ever	your	affectionate	mother	M	A	Macirone																															

Your	Aunt	has	invited	us	to	dine	with	her	next	Sunday	but	I	think	two	
Sundays	successively	is	too	much.	It	is	certainly	very	kind	and	I	will	ask	
Papa,	mais	je	n’aime	pas	y	aller	deux	fois	de	suite	quand	on	peut	bien	
penser	qu’un	bon	diner	est	un	motif	pour	accepter	et	quand	
malheureusement	je	ne	puis	pas	retourner	le	compliment.	Je	vous	
embrasse	tous	et	de	tout	mon	coeur,	mes	bien	aimés	enfants	

	

	

28	July	1846	
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Clara	at	Broadstairs	to	her	parents	(Death	of	Colonel	Francis)	

	

Dear	Mamma	and	Papa,	

We	were	so	touched	and	saddened	by	the	news	you	gave	us	in	this	
morning’s	letters	that	I	wish	I	could	write	and	comfort	you	instead	of	
leaving	affairs	just	as	they	are.	I	will	write	immediately	to	Mrs	M.	and	offer	
any	assistance	I	may	be	able	to	perform,	and	shall	go	to	her	the	very	first	
thing	on	my	arrival	in	town.	Poor	George	felt	it	very	much	more	I	fear	than	
I,	who	almost	felt	that	it	would	be	an	opening	into	a	milder	and	happier	
world	for	dear	Uncle	than	the	stormy	one	he	has	left,	and	very	likely	his	
family	will	be	better	provided	for	now.	I	should	like	to	take	one	of	his	
children	to	live	with	us.	We	must	manage	to	live	more	economically	and	I	
believe	we	could	do	it.	I	mention	it	to	you	first	as	you	are	on	the	spot	and	
know	more	of	what	Is	really	wanted.	It	strikes	me	so	sadly	now	that	the	
last	letter	I	wrote	was	scarcely	a	kind	one,	but	knowing	how	much	dear	
Papa	had	lost	and	suffered	and	feeling	that	any	more	might	sink	the	little	
raft	I	was	trying	to	set	afloat	for	our	little	fortune,	I	was,	I	fear,	almost	
unkind.	But	I	never	knew	or	suspected	it	was	so,	really	and	truly	–	and	
dear	Papa	must	feel	it	so	much.	Pray	write	and	tell	us	how	they	are,	and	
what	prospects	they	have	and	what	they	intend	to	do.	Is	there	some	friend	
who	could	get	Cecilia	into	the	St	Anne’s	school,	though	I	fear	this	is	very	
difficult	?	Perhaps	all	this	will	look	more	settled	by	the	time	I	come	to	town	
ie:	St	Anne’s	or	first	the	girls’	school	at	Hertford	?	If	you	should	think	it	
would	be	best	or	desirable	or	a	service	to	them	according	as	they	are	
situated,	will	you	invite	either	of	my	cousins	in	my	home,	to	us,	to	be	there	
by	the	time	we	return.	To	stay	as	long	as	it	might	be	necessary.	Just	write	
me	a	line	if	you	feel	this	would	be	useful	and	I	will	send	her	an	invitation	
myself.	Indeed	I	will	do	all	I	can	and	am	only	shocked	at	having	seemed	so	
cruelly	unfeeling,	but	there	had	been	so	many	such	letters	before,	that	they	
had	lost	their	proper	effect.	Heaven	bless	you	and	us.	It	is	very	pleasant	
sometimes	to	think	of	those	whose	course	is	run,	whose	anxieties	are	over,	
who	can	watch	over	those	they	love	wherever	they	may	be,	and	fear	no	
further	change,	and	it	makes	us	love	our	Saviour	more	who	has	so	
conquered	our	great	enemy	as	to	make	him	a	gate	of	peace	and	blessing.	It	
seems	impossible	to	say	Heaven	Help	Him	but	one	wants	to	say	it	very	
often,	when	one	thinks	that	his	love	for	us	should	compel	even	that	grim	
skeleton	Death	to	wear	a	smile	and	shed	a	light	of	his	own	love	over	that	
fearful	form	and	make	even	it	beautiful,				We	shall	I	hope	be	with	him	too,	
before	comparatively	many	years	are	over,	then	we	shall	know	what	it	is	
to	pass	those	gates	which	look	so	grim	while	others	go	through.	Heaven	
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help	you	and	comfort	you,	dear	Papa.	You	have	a	treasure	in	George	who	
will	not	disgrace	his	name,	and	Minnie	and	I	hope	this	death	so	near	us,	
will	come	with	a	friendly	warning	to	us	all,	even	the	youngest,	to	make	the	
best	use	of	all	Heaven	gives	us	while	it	is	day,	for	the	night	must	come	
when	no	man	can	work.	But	that	night	will	be	beautiful	if	we	have	Faith	
and	Love	to	light	us	and	our	Saviour	to	bless	us.	No	night	could	be	desolate	
with	him.		

Heaven	bless	you	ever	and	ever.	Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara	
Macirone	.	

I	have	written	to	ask	Laura	if	she	liked	to	come	and	spend	some	time	with	
us.	

	

	

28	July	1846		

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	Mamma,	

I	have	just	heard	your	sad	news	about	our	poor	Uncle,	it	was	indeed	a	
great	shock	coming	as	it	did	in	that	sunny	happy	life	–	to	feel	that	death	
coming	to	our	own	circle,	and	to	be	brought	back	at	once	to	the	saddest	of	
all	realities	here	where	all	seems	made	of	life	and	joy	.	O	can’t	tell	you	how	
astounded	we	all	were	and	how	I	feel	for	our	darling	Papa	who	I	am	sure	
must	feel	it	so	very	much	–	we	must	all	comfort	him	and	make	up	for	the	
brother	he	has	lost	and	make	him	see	that	our	uncle	must	be	happier	now	
as	we	trust	out	of	this	world	of	privation	and	slight	as	it	has	been	to	him	-		
seeing	those	around	him	in	poverty	and	distress	with	no	power	of	
relieving	them.	The	Germans	have	a	pretty	custom	of	calling	the	dead	their	
happy	friends.	Now	I	trust	we	might	do	the	same	and	believe	that	dear	
uncle	who	suffered	so	sadly	in	this	world	may	now	be	our	happy	uncle	in	
Heaven.	I	remember	very	well	the	last	time	I	saw	him,	little	I	thought	then	
that	so	it	was.	He	was	so	very	quiet	and	looked	so	subdued	that	I	was	quite	
wretched	–	quite	broken	and	gone-	and	his	last	words	to	me	were-	God	
bless	you,	dear	Emily	–	bless	you	love.	I	was	quite	comforted	when	I	was	
thinking	over	when	I	had	seen	him	last	to	think	that	he	had	last	addressed	
me	with	a	blessing.	It	must	be	a	most	fearful	thing	for	any	one	to	die,	and	
part	in	anger.	Kiss	my	dear	darling	Papa	for	me.	Tell	him	I	wish	I	were	with	
him	and	that	I	hope	so	very	much	that	he	does	not	distress	himself	or	
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make	himself	wretched,	for	that	he	must	not	do	for	all	our	sakes,	and	his	
own	too.	There	will	be	a	subscription	no	doubt	for	his	wife	and	children	
and	I	hope	that	even	this	sad	occurrence	will	eventually	improve	the	
future	of	his	widow	and	children.	The	dear	little	Cecilia	may	have	a	happy	
childhood,	and	some	friends	may	give	Laura	the	peace	and	comfort	she	has	
never	yet	tasted.	Poor	Laura	she	has	had	a	wearisome	life	and	with	a	
nature	so	affectionate	as	hers	it	will	take	a	long	time	to	restore	her	health	
and	spirits.	My	darling	Clara	is	planning	what	will	be	in	her	power	to	do	
for	them.	I,	poor	I,	cannot	do	anything	-	when	I	have	more	power	I	may	not	
have	the	opportunity.	If	you	should	see	dear	Laura	give	her	my	love	and	to	
her	mother.	Dear	Aunt	and	Helena	are	at	Ramsgate	and	have	just	come	
over	to	see	us.	My	darling	Aunt	is	as	kind	as	ever	and	my	pet	as	
affectionate.	They	sent	their	best	love	to	you	and	Aunt	is	so	very	kind	that	I	
love	her	more	and	more.		

This	news	of	Uncle	is	so	sad	that	I	can	hardly	believe	it.	It	seems	so	much	
out	of	the	gay,	happy	colour	of	the	life	we	have	been	leading,	but	it	is	a	
blessing	that	we	should	never	lose	sight	of	death,	and	never	forget	how	the	
shadow	of	this	dear	angel’s	wings	will	be	cast	over	every	scene	and	place,	
the	happiest	as	well	as	the	most	melancholy,	and	nothing	less	than	the	
divine	sunshine	of	God’s	faith	and	earnest	love	can	pierce	through	the	
heavy	darkness	this	shade	will	cast	over	this	earth	and	all.		My	darling	
Mamma	do	not	fret	about	it	but	as	we	shall	all	of	us,	and	none	less	than	
you,	do	all	we	can	for	his	children	and	wife,	we	must	imagine	that	it	has	
spared	him	a	few	agonising	years.		

We	are	going	to	see	Miss	Acland’s	tomorrow	which	is	where	dear	Aunt	is	
staying.	I	shall	write	to	you	again	but	this	news	has	driven	away	all	I	had	to	
say.	We	are	all	of	us	in	glorious	health	and	with	one	exception	very	happy,	
at	least	we	were.	The	weather	is	so	very	charming	and	the	air	is	so	
refreshing	that	Clara	is	quite	changed	and	has	a	glow	of	health	I	have	not	
seen	for	a	long	time.	I	doubt	not	this	has	spared	her	another	illness	and	
fancy	how	wretched	that	would	have	been.	But	now,	thank	Heaven,	she	is	
as	well	as	can	be,	and	I	–	but	you	know	me,	and	I	have	never	anything	the	
matter	with	me.	George	does	his	lessons	and	is	such	a	darling	boy,	and	in	
such	very	good	health.		

Goodbye	my	darling	Mamma.	Kiss	dear	Papa	for	me,	tell	him	not	to	be	cast	
down	but	to	think	it	is	a	happy	relief	for	one	whose	life	was	but	one	long	
compilation	of	sufferings.	What	a	blessing	to	you	both	now	to	think	that	he	
loved	you	both	so	much	and	indeed	dear	I	think	that	poor	little	Cecilia	will	
have	a	much	happier	childhood	than	she	might	have	had	–	but	I	say	no	
more.	God	bless	you	dearest	Mamma,	and	believe	me	yours	ever,	Emily	
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2	September	1846		

Frederick	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	his	cousin	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dear	Mary	Ann,	

My	mother	commissions	me	to	reply	to	your	lines	of	August	14th,	her	eyes	
being	still	in	too	weak	a	state	for	her	to	be	able	to	do	so	in	propria	persona.	
She	was	much	shocked	at	the	intelligence	of	my	uncle	John’s	death,	and	the	
more	so	from	having	only	a	few	days	previous	been	informed	of	the	
decease	of	a	beloved	grandchild,	the	eldest	daughter	of	my	brother	
Charles,	a	fine	healthy	girl	of	nine	years	of	age.	Mrs	Tijou	wrote	her	a	very	
kind	letter	which	my	father	answered,	as	he	did	not	think	it	necessary	to	
take	up	old	grievances	of	more	than	a	quarter	of	a	century’s	standing.	It	is	
best	‘to	let	bygones	be	bygones’,	for	if	all	our	peccadilloes	were	strictly	
scrutinized	which	of	us	would	pass	the	ordeal	?	I	am	afraid	not	many;	at	
least	I	am	too	conscious	of	error	myself	to	be	very	severe	upon	others.					

My	mother	requests	me	to	say	that	her	sister	was	married	at	Lambeth	
Church,	and	as	far	as	she	can	recollect,	in	the	year	1789	or	90.	To	the	best	
of	her	knowledge	your	father	always	spelled	his	name	with	an	‘i’	but	you	
will	be	able	to	ascertain	that	from	the	register.	I	believe	our	ancestors	
were	not	so	particular	about	their	orthography	as	we	are,	and	it	is	possible	
your	father	may	not	always	have	adhered	to	the	same	way	of	spelling	his	
cognomen;	at	all	events	it	does	not	seem	likely	there	should	have	been	
another	Thomas	Perryman	living	in	Cornhill.	My	mother	thinks	his	first	
wife	was	called	Sarah,	but	she	never	heard	anything	of	his	parentage,	and	
has	no	idea	what	part	of	the	country	he	came	from.	If	Mr	Macirone	will	be	
kind	enough	to	enquire	at	Bishopsgate	Church	he	will	find	my	register	in	
the	early	part	of	1814		-	I	believe	January	14th		but	cannot	tell	precisely,	
having	left	our	old	family	Bible	in	America.	The	name	is	Joseph	Frederick	
and	the	expense	one	shilling,	which	he	will	be	pleased	to	place	to	my	
uncle’s	account.		

I	wrote	to	Clara	some	time	in	August,	but	am	not	sure	whether	the	letter	
reached	her,	as	I	only	directed	it	4	Southampton	Street	without		the	
addition	of	Fitzroy	Square	etc.	I	presume,	however,	she	can	get	it	by	
applying	at	the	Post	Office.	Since	then	a	cousin	of	mine,	a	young	lady	of	
some	poetical	talent,	has	offered	to	write	a	libretto	for	me	and	given	me	
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the	plan	of	one	which	I	enclose	for	Clara’s	inspection.	In	case	it	meets	with	
her	approbation,	I	should	like	her	to	give	me	notice	as	early	as	possible,	so	
that	we	may	set	about	it	without	delay	–	Nota	Bene	–	if	she	still	perseveres	
in	her	intention	of	composing	a	German	opera.	Perhaps	she	had	better	ask	
Herr	Pischek’s	advice.	It	is	an	age	since	we	heard	from	Clara	Warne	–	no	
doubt	she	imagines	we	have	shuffled	off	this	mortal	coil	long	ago,	and	has	
consigned	us	to	the	shades	of	oblivion.	Your	brother	Edward	I	have	not		
the	pleasure	of	knowing	personally,	but	if	ever	I	should	come	to	England	
again,	it	would	give	me	great	satisfaction	to	make	his	acquaintance.	My	
father	is	gone	on	a	journey	to	the	banks	of	the	Rhine	from	whence	we	do	
not	expect	him	home	for	a	fortnight.	I	am	happy	to	say	he	continues	in	
excellent	health	and	looks	so	well	that	he	is	often	taken	for	my	elder	
brother.	As	for	me	-	at	30	years	my	hair	is	grey.	I	wonder	what	it	will	be	
when	I	am	40.	Nevertheless,	I	still	recollect	with	pleasure	the	many	
cheerful	hours	spent	in	Bishopsgate	Street	and	Cornhill,	and	remain	with	
kindest	regards	to	all	your	circle,	in	which	my	mother	joins	me,	ma	chère	
cousine,		

Your	affectionate	Vetter,	Frederick	Lowe	

	

	

	

	

	

Undated		9	September	(1846	?)	

Clara	Warne	in	Tottenham	to	George	Macirone	

	

Tuesday	Morning		

My	dear	George,	

I	intended	writing	to	you	upon	your	birthday	last	Monday,	but	was	
prevented	by	circumstances	over	which	I	had	no	control.	I	therefore	take	
the	first	occasion	of	uninterrupted	leisure	to	offer	you	my	best	
congratulations,	as	also	to	dear	Mary	upon	the	anniversary	of,	I	trust,	as	
unalloyed	happiness	as	we	in	our	human	nature	can	hope	for.	Blessed	as	
you	are	with	the	richest	gifts	the	Almighty	can	bestow	upon	his	Creatures,	
in	a	wife	and	children	‘the	heritage	of	the	Lord’,	good,	devoted	and	
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affectionate	and	reflecting	the	highest	lustre	upon	their	Parents	by	their	
highly	cultivated	hearts	and	talents.	What	more	remains	for	you	to	wish	
for,	but	those	riches,	which	perishable	as	the	Earth	that	produces	them,	fail	
too	frequently	in	imparting	the	happiness	attributed	to	them.	You	then	are	
happy,	dear	George	in	these	blessings,	and	that	they	may	ever	prove	your	
solace,	amidst	the	bitter	trials	of	this	world,	from	which	none	are	exempt,	I	
pray	most	ardently.	Long	may	you	prove	and	enjoy	in	the	bosom	of	our	
family,	that	pure	love,	and	heavenly	friendship,	which	begun	in	this	world,	
is	a	harbinger	of	the	joys	that	await	the	true	and	faithful	servants	of	Our	
Lord,	who	this	life	ended	will	be	received	into	that	happy	confluence	of	
immortal	spirits,	where	in	HIS	presence	they	will	taste	the	fullness	of	joy,	
and	find	pleasures	for	evermore.	How	gracious	are	the	promises	of	our	
Father	to	us,	His	erring	Creatures	!	May	we	all	be	found	amongst	those	for	
whom	the	Lamb	was	accounted	worthy	to	be	slain,	and	renew	in	our	
heavenly	home,	the	love	and	friendship	which,	believe	me,	dear	George,	is	
the	faithful	sentiment	of	your	affectionate	and	grateful	sister	and	friend.	

Clara	E	Warne	

I	hope	this	will	find	you	at	Seven	Oaks	with	Mary,	where	I	am	sure	you	will	
be	very	comfortable	with	our	kind	Edward	and	his	family	–	to	whom	pray	
remember	me	most	kindly.	

	

	

September	1846		
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	at	Christs	Hospital	to	Clara	and	Emily	
Macirone	
	

	

Dear	Clara	and	Emily,	

I	have	asked	almost	everybody	for	a	Speech	Day	ticket	and	I	cannot	
get	one,	but	however	if	I	do	get	one	in	time	I	will	send	it	you.	I	have	
not	been	able	to	see	the	treasures[?]	as	yet	(it	is	now	about	4	o’clock	
on	Saturday	afternoon)	but	if	I	can	get	one	in	time	I	will	send	it	to	you	
in	that	large	envelope.	By	the	bye	Papa	says	that	he	and	Mamma	will	
not	be	able	to	come.	But	ask	them	to	come.	I	am	almost	sure	that	you	
will	both	be	able	to	get	in	with	that	one	ticket	and	one	of	the	boys	
friends	last	year,	there	were	three	of	them,	went	in	and	took	three	
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other	strange	gentlemen	in	with	them,	and	all	with	one	ticket,	so	
mind	you	both	come	(all	four	of	you	come	if	you	can	)	The	stage	on	
which	the	Grecians	stand	when	they	are	saying	their	speeches	is	in	
the	middle	of	the	Hall	and	they	stand	with	their	back	to	the	entrance	
into	the	Hall	(Minnie	will	show	you	where	that	is)	so	you	must	try	
and	get	near	them,	as	near	as	you	can	on	the	one	which	you	can	see	
their	faces	not	where	you	can	see	their	backs.	They	stand	looking	at	
the	end	of	the	Hall,	the	end	opposite	that	at	which	the	organ	is.	Now	
do	you	understand	me.	I	hope	you	do	as	I	am	sure	I	cannot	give	you	a	
better	explanation.	Do	mind	and	be	there	(at	the	Hall	doors	–Minnie	
will	tell	you	where	they	are	)	by	¼	past	12	because	though	it	says	on	
the	card	that	they	do	not	open	before	½	past	12	yet	I	dare	say	they	
will	open	a	little	before	that	and	it	is	also	necessary	to	get	a	good	
place	as	at	the	ends	of	the	Hall	you	cannot	hear	at	all.	The	first	speech	
is	by	Laing.	It	is	latin.	The	second	is	by	Pollhampton	–	it	is	English	and	
a	very	beautiful	one	so	try	and	get	near.	Craven’s	speech	is	latin	and	
so	not	interesting	to	you.	The	fourth	(Craven’s	is	not	the	third)	is	
French	by	Newton	the	boy	I	told	you	of	who	walks	as	stiff	as	a	poker.		

I	remain	your	affectionate	brother	George	Macirone	

	

	
Undated	1846	(?)	
		
Clara	Warne	at	Dr	Wilson’s	Water	Cure	Establishment,	Great	Malvern,	
Worcester	to	nieces	Clara	and	Emily	Macirone	
	
	
Dear	Clara	and	Emily,	
		
You	will	be	much	surprised	doubtless	to	find	that	Weeney	and	I	came	
down	here	last	Saturday,	to	remain	one	month	for	the	benefit	of	the	
Hydropathic	Treatment	for	Helena’s	partial	deafness,	which	she	finds	so	
very	distressing	to	herself	and	cannot	be	persuaded	it	is	so	little	
perceptible	to	others.	The	above	(engraving	on	the	notepaper)	is	our	
domicile.	The	three	windows	upper	on	the	R	H	marked	with	ink	is	our	
sleeping	room.	The	dining	room	is	on	the	Terrace	beneath	and	on	the	
other	opposite	side	on	the	L	H	of	the	picture	is	the	Drawing	Room	–	a	
splendid	room	in	which	we	all	assemble	in	the	Evening	and	during	the	
Day,	but	as	we	are	under	treatment	we	have	not	much	leisure	for	D	R	
associations.	Bathing,	dressing	and	undressing	with	walking	constitutes	
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our	existence,	the	agreeable	interludes	of	meals	finding	us	quite		prepared	
for	the	three	very	simple	meals	prepared	for	us.	We	found	Miss	Brown	
upon	a	visit	here	and	Dr	and	Mrs	Wilson	and	were	very	pleased	to	see	a	
friend	in	the	land	of	strangers.		
I	have	been	wishing	I	could	transport	you	to	this	lovely	spot.	It	is	quite	a	
land	of	enchantment	–	beauty	meets	you	on	every	side	and	the	air	is	so	
balmy	and	pure	that	it	alone	would	induce	health.	The	system	however	
proves	very	beneficial	in	many	cases.	Miss	Brown	has	derived	much	
benefit	in	health	and	a	pecuniary	way	too.	Mrs	Coleman	introduced	her	to	
Dr.	Wilson	as	a	Patient	and	she	is	now	staying	as	a	Friend.	She	keeps	us	
alive	in	the	evening	though	the	Instrument	is	very	inferior.	The	party	here	
consists	of	several	Ladies	and	Gentlemen,	all	invalids	more	or	less.	The	
effect	of	being	thrown	amongst	strangers	at	first	was	far	from	agreeable	to	
me	with	my	domestic	habits,	but	I	am	becoming	more	reconciled,	though	I	
shall	regret	Miss	Brown	leaving	us	on	Saturday.	I	wish	you	could	take	her	
place.	The	Baths	are	the	most	wonderful	procedure	imaginable	but	
delightfully	refreshing.	Helena	was	awoken	this	morning,	turned	out	of	
Bed	and	wrapt	in	a	great	sheet	in	the	Mattress,	then	covered	with	blankets	
and	left	to	sleep	,	which	she	soon	did.	She	was	in	half	an	hour	plunged	into	
a	shallow	Bath	and	had	several	buckets	of	cold	water	poured	over	her	back	
–	then	rubbed	well,	dressed	and…[?]	walked	before	Breakfast.	The	Baths	
vary	according	to	circumstances.	There	is	a	great	variety	of	the	most	
beautiful	walks	and	drives.	Hats	are	worn	by	the	Ladies	of	all	ages.	
Helena…[?]	in	hers	and	looks	very	well	in	it.	She	begs	me	to	say	how	very	
much	she	enjoys	it	and	how	much	obliged	she	is	to	the	Kind	Donor.	Write	
to	me	if	you	can	find	a	spare	half	minute	to	tell	me	how	your	dear	Mamma	
and	Papa	are	enjoying	themselves	at	Uncle	Edward’s.	Your	brother	George	
has	written	the	kindest	note	offering	me	tickets	for	the	Speeches	at	Christ’s	
Hospital.	However,	here	we	are	and	cannot	avail	ourselves	of	his	kindness	
and	thought	of	us.	I	shall	write	to	thank	him.	I	wish	for	the	riches	of	
Fortunatus	to	have	you	all	here	and	George	in	the	bargain.	How	you	would	
feast	your	eyes	and	gladden	the	heart	of	your	old	Aunt.	Your	dear	Uncle	
popped	us	off	here	on	Helena’s	account,	and	having	all	the	time	an	eye	to	
my	poor	self.	We	have	a	splendid	old	Abbey	Church,	as	you	will	see	in	the	
Picture.	But	good	bye	dears,	for	I	am	going	to	have	my	Bath	at	½	past	5	and	
the	dressing	and	undressing	tires	me	in	the	very	thought.		
Yours	ever,	with	much	love	and	friendship.	Clara	A	Warne	
	
	
	
PS.I	have	shown	your	drawings	and	they	have	been	very	much	admired.	
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Letter	to	Miss	E	Macirone		Calthorpe	Street,	Grays	Inn	Road	

	

	

	

Undated	1846	(?)	

Clara	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Mary,	

Will	your	dear	George,	my	kind	Brother	(in-law)	and	you	dine	with	us	
on	Sunday	next	at	2.0	o’clock	?	If	you	do	not	write	I	shall	take	it	for	
granted	you	will	join	our	Circle	at	the	time	named.	What	a	treat	you	
must	have	had	today.	I	heard	Clara	play	the	symphony	this	evening	
without	accompaniment	and	it	was	splendid	and	her	execution	
beautiful.	I	must	leave	off	and	to	bed	–	so	yours	affectionately,	Clara	

		

	

	

29	September	1846		

Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Emily	Macirone	(note	with	a	birthday	gift)	

	

I	have	found	a	gift	for	my	dear	Emily,	which	I	received	when	about	your	
age	from	one	of	the	most	affectionate	and	generous	of	Mothers.	She	loved	
you	when	an	infant,	and	at	her	earnest	and	repeated	request	you	were	
named	after	her;	you	will	therefore	value	this	little	toy,	for	both	our	sakes.	
May	it	be	to	you	a	talisman	in	scenes	of	gaiety	and	pleasure,	to	reach	a	
tender	remembrance	of	one	whose	spirit	will	bask	in	the	sunshine	of	your	
happiness,	will	sympathize	in	your	sorrows,	and	ever	rejoice	in	your	
pursuit	of	that	goal,	which	best	secures	your	permanent	happiness.			

	

	

Undated	1846/7	(?)		



Macirone Archive, 1844-1846 

	 -	79	-	

from	Lieschen	(Eliza	Fox)	to	Emily	Macirone	

	

Dear	Emily,	

I	don’t	know	if	I	am	sending	coals	to	Newcastle,	but	it	just	occurred	to	me	
you	might	think	the	Art	Union	worth	going	to	in	the	present	dearth	of	
Exhibitions,	if	you	had	not	been	as	it	is	the	last	week.	The	tickets	admit	to	
the	Evening	but	I	don’t	advise	anyone’s	going	in	the	evening	who	has	any	
sort	of	objection	to	having	their	toes	trodden	entirely	into	the	floor,	or	any	
dislike	of	being	squashed	into	a	jelly.	I	have	been	in	two	or	three	times,	and	
what	do	you	think	I	did	?	I	tucked	several	of	my	country	sketches,	some	oil	
and	some	watercolour,	into	the	catalogue	and	then	got	as	close	to	a	
picture,	in	as	near	as	I	could	find	one	the	same	style	as	my	own	sketches	
and	placed	them	side	by	side.	I	came	away	remarkably	small,	and	I	assure	
you	because	one	always	sneers	so	at	the	Art	Union	prizes,	but	I	got	a	few	
hints	from	them	particularly	in	that	terrible	matter	of	detail.	I	am	going	to	
meet	a	German	poet	Herr	Freiligrath	on	Sunday	at	a	German	family	we	
know,	the	Tukes.		Do	you	know	any	of	his	poetry	?	He	has	been	expelled	
from	his	own	country	on	account	of	his	liberal	opinions,	or	at	least	for	
publishing	them.	He	has	translated	Burns	into	German	among	other	things.	
I	saw	him	and	his	wife	the	other	day	at	the	Howitts	and	his	baby,	and	I	
could	not	have	believed	a	mere	baby	could	have	had	so	much	national	
character	about	it.	I	declare	one	could	have	told,	not	only	by	her	pinafore	
and	the	cut	of	her	frock	and	her	droll	socks	that	she	was	German,	but	by	
the	very	end	of	her	little	cock	up	nose	and	the	expression	of	her	round	
black	eyes,	if	she	had	seen	nothing	else	of	her	one	could	have	sworn	that	
there	was	not	a	drop	of	English	blood	in	the	little	oddity.		I	shall	be	very	
happy	to	see	you	whenever	you	like	to	come.	Tomorrow	I	shall	be	out	and	
Friday	till	evening	–	and	then	Miss	Shirley	is	coming	to	show	me	her	
sketches	and	see	mine	etc	etc.,	but	that	need	not	stop	you,	rather	the	
contrary,	but	just	as	you	like.	I	am	yours	affectionately,	Lieschen	

	

	

	

November	1846		

Subscriptions	raised	for	Francis	Macirone’s	widow	Charlotte	and	daughters	
following	death	of	Colonel	Macirone.	Laura	16	and	Cecilia	10.	Subscriptions	
received	from;	
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W.M.	Thackeray	(the	author-	one	year	before	the	publication	of	Vanity	
Fair)………………………………………………………………….£1.1.0	

W.H.	Ainsworth	(prolific	novelist)………………………………….£1.1.0	

B.W.Procter	(poet	and	playwright	–friend	of	Thackeray	and	Charles	
Lamb)……………………………………………………………….£1.0.0	

W.C.Macready	(famous	actor)……………………………..………..	.£1.0.0	

J.Forster……………………………………………………………………….	£1.0.0								

W.J.Fox	(Liberal	MP,	father	of	Eliza	Fox,	artist	and	great	friend	of	the	
Macirones	who	called	her	Lieschen.	It	caused	a	scandal	when	he	separated	
from	his	wife	and	set	up	house	with	his	ward	Eliza	Flower	and	his	own	two	
daughters)………………………………..…£1.0.0	

J	Maclise	R.A	(Artist	and	great	friend	of	Charles	Dickens).....£1.0.0	

Clarkson	Stanfield	(prominent	marine	painter)………………..£1.0.0	

Mrs	Ashurst……………………………………………………………...……£1.0.0	

Professor	Taylor………………………………………………………..…..£.1.0.0	

Mrs	P.A.Taylor…………………………………………………….…………£2.0.0.	

G.S.	à	Beckett…………………………………………………………………£1.0.0	

Mrs	Abernethy…………………………………………………….………..£5.0.0	

Miss	Taylor……………………………………………………………………..10/-	

A.W.	Kingslake(travel	writer	and	historian)……………………£1.0.0	

John	Kenyon……………………………………………………..…………..£1.0.0	

Edward	Kenyon………………………………………………….…………£1.0.0	

George	Courtauld(industrialist)…………………………………......£5.0.0	

Rev.	J.	Jauch	(of	the	City	German	Catholic	Chapel	and	treasurer	of	the	
fund)…………………………………………………………………….			£1.0.0	

Mrs	de	Grigoyti………………………………………………..………………10/-	

	

	

10	November	1846		
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George	Macirone	to	Dr.	Martin	in	Lisbon.		

(Draft	letter	very	damaged	and	incomplete.	My	guesses	in	brackets)		

	

Dear	Doctor,		

I	am	now	going	to	(address	you)	on	a	subject	which	for	my	(future)	
prospects	in	life	must	be	(regarded	as	a)	profound	secret,	as	you	(will)	
immediately	understand.	(The)	fact	is	that	having	for	years	endeavoured		
to	combat	my	abominable	enemy	of	diffusive	stimulants,	and	finding	that	
my	power	of	resistance	continually	diminishes	while	at	the	same	time	it	
imposes	an	almost	insurmountable	barrier	to	the	recovery	of	my	former	
position	in	society	or	indeed	to	the	attainment	of	any	means	of	existence,	I	
have	now	determined	as	a	last	resource	to	place	myself	in	an	asylum	
where	the	continuance	of	this	destructive	practice	will	be	impossible.	
(You)	will	know	however,	that	(this)	resolution	cannot	be	carried	out	for	a	
sufficient	time	without	incurring	expenses	which	neither	(my)	family	nor	
friends	here	have	the	means	to	(afford).	I	am	therefore	induced	under	the	
circumstances	to	apply	to	you	for	what	assistance	you	may	be	able	and	
willing	to	contribute	for	that	object.	You	know		something	theoretically	as	
a	medical	man	of	the	horrid	misery	a	person	feels,	when	under	the	
immediate	influence	of	this	[?]lating	malady,	but	you		know	(not)	how	the	
continual	dread	of	the	approach	and	constant	recurrence	(controls)	every	
moment	of	one’s	(day)	and	withers	that	cheering	hoped(-for)	(peace)	
essentially	necessary	to	the	recovery	of	a	fallen	man.	These	latter	feelings	
unfortunately	are	participated	by	my	wife	and	family	and	cast	a	gloomy	
despondence	over	those	days,	which	otherwise,	notwithstanding	my	
errors	and	misfortunes,	would	be	peaceful	and	serene.	Therefore	I	have	
adopted	this	step	with	their	cheerful	and	hearty	concurrence,	in	the	firm	
hope	that,	after	a	while,	I	may	return	into	the	world	,	however	poor,	(and)	
do	honour	to	myself	and	them.	(You)	wrote	to	me	some	years	(ago,	with)	a	
certain	plan	by	which	(you)	expected	to	be	able	to	pay	(me)	a	considerable	
sum.	Has	this	(failed)	or	is	it	still	in	progress	?	You	may	have	observed	by	
the	papers	that	my	brother	died	about………………………(letter	ends	here)		

	

	

18	November	1846	

Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	at	Northampton	Asylum	
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My	dear	George,	
	
Clara	is	a	flattering	rogue.	Early	hours	and	freedom	from	care	will	I	hope	
renovate	the	old	woman,	but	this	sudden	relief	from	all	anxiety,	this	
looking	forward	to	future	peace	and	comfort,	when	all	seemed	black	and	
desolate,	has	come	so	unlooked	for	that	I	am,	as	it	were,	stupified	by	the	
change.	A	gloom	hangs	over	me		that	only	time	will	dissipate,	but	my	dear	
darling’s	kindness	and	the	knowledge	that	you	have	every	comfort	and	are	
pursuing	the	best	plan	(with	God’s	blessing)	to	do	honour	to	yourself	and	
family,	will	I	doubt	not,	speedily	bring	back	my	natural	cheerfulness.	
Meantime,	dear	George,	I	am	quite	charmed	with	our	dear	girls,	for	their	
mutual	affection	and	regular	industry	.	We	have	returned	to	early	hours	
going	to	bed,	so	before	ten	and	rising	between	6	and	7.	George	has	been	
here	two	days	successively,	and	as	I	went	into	the	City	yesterday	I	called	
upon	Mr	South	who	informs	me	that	George	cannot	be	a	Grecian	and	has	
not	any	or	very	little	chance	of	staying	there	after	fifteen,	as	only	the	eight	
head	boys	are	kept	that	extra	year.	This	I	own	has	disappointed	me,	but	
heaven	has	so	borne	us	up	over	the	shoals	of	adversity	that	I	will	trust	in	
its	protecting	care,	and	very	probably	our	joint	efforts	for	his	
improvement,	his	sisters’	influence	and	introductions,	may	make	him	a	
higher	character	and	more	accomplished	man	than	if	he	had	been	exposed	
to	the	temptations	of	a	university	life,	if	I	may	judge	by	the	University	
youths	in	this	neighbourhood.	Certainly	if	we	can	so	arrange	it	by	any	
means	he	must	go	either	to	the	University	school	or	rather	King’s	College	
Engineering	Class	till	a	situation	can	be	found	for	him.	He	must	not	be	
suffered	to	sink	into	idleness	like	poor	Thompson.	The	letter	was	of	course	
forwarded	to	Dr	Martin	with	a	postscript	by	me	corroborating	your	
statement.	I	called	yesterday	on	Mr	D	Barnewall	and	he	did	appear	to	
attach	so	little	importance	to	your	going	for	some	time	into	the	country	
that	I	merely	told	him	a	clergyman	in	the	country	was	studying	German	
with	you,	and	that	you	were	resolved	not	to	return	to	London	till	you	had	
overcome	all	evil	habits.	I	do	not	mean	by	what	I	wrote	above	that	there	
was	any	want	of	friendliness	in	Mr	B,	but	that	he	evidently	had	no	
suspicion	of	the	real	fact.	I	learned	likewise	from	him	that	no	one	had	come	
forward	to	claim	the	dividend.	I	therefore	called	on	Mr	Jones	to	inform	him	
that	it	was	overdue,	and	his	brother	said	he	would	attend	to	it	today.	Mr	
Barnewall	took	Mr	Yrigoyti’s	address	and	said	he	would	give	any	business	
he	had	to	Mr	Y,	although	it	was	not	worth	ten	shillings	a	year.	He	said	if	
you	could	keep	your	head	clear	you	would	succeed	very	well.	Mr	Y	said	he	
would	do	any	business	for	you	and	give	you	half	the	brokerage.	Poor	Mme	
Y	is	anxiouxly	expecting	news	from	Lyons	of	the	accouchement	of	Mme	
Gros,	viz	Anaïs,	who	I	do	not	think	of	a	constitution	and	form	to	have	
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children	without	risk.	I	shall	therefore	be	very	pleased	to	hear	of	her	
safety.	I	went	to	Powell’s	and	paid	for	the	books,	but	Alas!	Our	German	
Dictionaries	were	forthcoming,	only	the	the	little	French	dictionaries	and	
the	Fables	in	4	languages.	I	think	the	German	books	are	at	Baylis,	
Hampstead	Road.	This	reminds	me	that	I	called	and	paid	Mr	Bailey’s	
shopman	the	1/-	.	I	think	I	shall	study	German	sometimes	more,	
sometimes	less,	but	some	time	every	day	as	I	really	wish	to	advance	in	it.	
As	to	your	staying	where	you	are	love,	till	you	have	entirely	overcome	the	
propensity	which	rendered	every	plan	of	economy	null	and	effective	only	
to	add	to	the	pangs	of	disappointment,	it	will	be	wisest	and	best	to	stay	
where	you	can	have	every	gentleman’s	accommodation	and	where	where	
you	are	daily	acquiring	habits	of	self	control.	My	dividend	wil	cover	your	
expenses	for	board	etc.	We	shall	be	able	I	doubt	not	to	find	supplies	für	die	
Kleidung,	therefore	the	only	object		of	consideration	is	to	work	a	thorough	
reformation,	and	then	our	income	must	be	small	indeed	if	we	cannot	live	
happily	on	it.	As	to	your	officer	gaining	ten	guineas	a	week	by	teaching	the	
Classics	and	English	–	it	appears	too	good	to	be	true.	Pray	mention	to	Dr	
Nesbitt	that	you	have	had,	if	you	have	not	now,	the	tape	worm.	I	am	
extremely	pleased	you	have	taken	a	warm	bath,	as	from	what	I	hear	of	the	
nervous	sustem,	it	appeared	that	cleansing	the	pores	of	the	skin	was	very	
efficacious,	and	as	you	can	enjoy	this	great	luxury,	free	of	expense,	I	am	
sure	it	is	worth	trying.	Mr	Barnewall	appears	of	a	very	full	habit	of	body.	I	
believe	short	finances	lengthens	many	a	man’s	life	–	yet	no	one	would	like	
the	remedy.	I	think	I	told	you	in	the	former	letter	that	I	had	the	medical	
dictionary,	had	left	the	letter	for	Mr	Lowe	and	certificate	in	it	for	Mr	
Johnson.	Clara	will	have	six	pupils	during	her	and	Emily’s	stay	at	Corfe.	
They	will	go	first	for	a	fortnight	to	Miss	Baugham	where	I	am	sure	they	
will	be	heartily	welcomed	as	at	both	places	and	doubtless	have	pupils	to	
gain	the	needful	and	extend	her	connection.	Clara’s	Benedictus	will	be	
sung	tonight	at	the	Choral	Harmonists	by	Mr	Lockyer.	Would	you	like	a	
copy	sent	you?	Perhaps	you	might	like	to	sing	it	at	Northampton	or	lend	it	
to	the	organist.	Adieu	caro	mio	sposo	amato	sempre,	vostra	femmina	
affetuosissima	Marianna.		
	
As	you	have	the	Italian	bible	I	have	been	regretting	you	have	not	one	with	
notes.		Perhaps	your	clerical	friend	can	lend	you	one.	Think,	a	book	written	
the	first	part	three	or	four	thousand	years	ago,	may	want	a	little	
explanation.	You	may	perceive	by	my	writing	today	that	I	am	becoming	
more	like	my	former	self.	I	shall	I	suppose	go	back	ten	years	and	we	shall	
meet	again,	a	nice	young	couple.						
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Undated	1846		
	
Emily	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	at	Northampton	Asylum		

	
	
My	darling	Papa,	
	
I	had	a	good	many	things	to	say	to	you	but	want	of	time	and	I	had	not	told	
you	half	of	the	evening.	Do	you	know	Clapton	?	It	is	full	7	miles	far	from	us	
and	so	after	we	had	been	packed	up	on	account	of	our	colds	to	an	alarming	
extent,	like	a	coachman	in	short,	we	rolled	off,	and	a	happy	ride	it	was.	We	
soon	warmed	the	cab	and	wheeling	through	the	busy	lighted	streets	gave	
one	plenty	to	think	of	if	there	had	been	no	pleasant	anticipations	crowding	
upon	us	to	render	it	very	pleasant.	We	were	never	far	from	houses.	It	was	
one	long,	long	row	the	whole	time,	and	I	am	persuaded	that	London	now	
extends	to	beyond	that	blessed	place	called	Clapton	for	when	we	went	to	it	
from	the	city	there	were	also	houses	all	the	way.	Oh	it	was	a	charming	ride,	
and	was	so	brisk,	clear	and	bustling,	and	at	length	when	the	road	was	
quieter	and	one	could	now	and	then	see	a	field,	how	charming	was	it	to	see	
the	moonlight	upon	it,	and	the	rows	of	poplars	casting	their	long	thin	
shadows	on	the	ground.	At	length	we	came	up	to	Clapton	Pond	and	after	
some	inquiries	had	been	carried	out		we	came	to	‘the	Elms’	where	Mrs	
Howitt	lives.	Such	a	nice	old-fashioned	house	it	is,	with	a	broad	staircase	
and	plenty	of	room	in	all	the	passages,	and	high	lofty	rooms.	After	taking	
off	our	cloaks	and	shawls	in	the	front	room	and	making	ourselves	as	you	in	
your	capacity	of	a	Father	would	express,	perfectly	beautiful,	we	were	
shown	into	the	next	room	–	just	such	a	room	as	you	would	like,	with	
delicate	tinted	walls	–	a	very	lofty	room	and	plenty	of	books	on	shelves	on	
one	side,	and	handsome	well	framed	engravings,	and	at	the	end	where	was	
a	large	bow	window,	a	long	crimson	curtain	extending	the	whole	height	
and	breadth	of	the	room,	that	gave	such	a	look	of	comfort	to	it,	and	such	a	
fire.	Well,	there	was	no	one	there	but	but	we	had	tea	and	I	assure	you	that	
riding	7	miles	is	not	the	way	to	take	away	one’s	appetite.	However	we	then	
went	up	to	the	drawing	room	where	there	were	Miss	Fox	and	her	father,	
Mr	Horne,	Professor	Taylor	and	several	ladies,	Herr	Feiligrath	the	German	
poet,	and	many	others.	There	were	about	20	in	all.	The	first	part	was	
rather	dull.	However	we	began	talking	etc	and	after	dear	Clara	had	sung	a	
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song	and	I	a	duett	a	gentleman	sang	who	made	many	ladies	cry.	Tennyson	
had	come	then	and	he	sang	a	long	song	of	Tennyson	to	music	of	his	own	
composition.	The	words	were	beautiful	but	the	music	was	vile	and	the	
singing	had	that	vulgarity	for	which	I	was	thankful	for	the	words	are	so	
beautiful	that	had	the	song	been	well	sung	I	should	have	cried	too,	and	that	
would	have	been	very	annoying.	And	then	after	that	we	had	such	an	
amusing	chat	with	Florence[?]	There	were	two	little	rooms	leading	one	
from	another	into	the	guest	room	thus	(drawing)	and	at	the	end	of	these	
little	rooms	was	a	picture	by	Lieschen	of	Miss	Howitt,	and	Tennyson	came	
to	look	at	it.	Whereupon	he	finding	out	that	she	was	the	artist	paid	her	
many	pretty	compliments	at	which	she	was	delighted.	Professor	Taylor	is	a	
very	clever	man	–	a	writer	in	Punch	and	with	monstrous	overhanging	
brows,	and	he	had	a	long	conversation	with	Clara	all	about	education	and	
one	thing	and	another.	I	must	tell	you	then	we	went	down	to	super	and	
after	supper	came	the	best	part	of	the	evening,	for	all	the	clever	ones	and	
one	or	two	of	the	stupid	ones	gathered	round	the	fire	and	I	had	a	good	chat	
with	Mr	Howitt	–	William	Howitt	he	is	always	known	–	such	a	bright	
intelligent	face…	Mamma	must	go	on.	I	can	no	more.	Goodbye	(in	
German)my	darling	Papa,	
Your	affectionate	daughter	Mimi.			
(Mary	Ann	finishes)	I	conclude	my	note	on	dear	Minnie’s	paper.	I	shall	this	
evening	look	for	Mrs	Cook’s	christian	name,	this	week	call	upon	Mr	Wood	
and	my	sister.	I	hope	this	rain	forbodes	warmer	weather.	Heaven	bless	you	
ever,	Your	affectionate	wife,	Mary	Ann	
	
	

Undated	1846(?)	

Emily	Macirone	at	Corfe	to	George	Macirone	at	Northampton	Asylum	

	

My	dear	Papa,	

What	a	‘recreant	maiden’	must	you	think	me	for	not	having	written	to	you.	
I	hope	that	Mamma	has	forwarded	you	the	letter	I	sent	a	few	days	ago	.	We	
are	always	engaged	and	Clara	has	so	many	pupils	that	what	with	teaching	
all	the	morning,	walking	all	the	afternoon	and	singing	all	the	evening	her	
days	are	pretty	fairly	cut	out.	But	here	we	are,	and	Corfe	is	such	a	beautiful	
little	place,	not	larger	than	Hanover	Square,	and	surrounded	by	chains	of	
hills	that	are	covered	with	wild	heath	furze,	bracken	and	fir	trees.	These	
mount	so	gracefully	round	us	leaving	us	in	a	valley	in	the	centre	of	which	
winds	the	everwinding	road,	with	wild	iregular	hedges	and	continual	
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breaks	out	into	the	wild	country	and	so	that	we	get	a	bit	of	blue	distance	
and	a	distant	spire	among	the	trees.		The	church	is	such	a	darling	
restoration	of	an	old	Norman	church	–	so	small,	and	almost	perfect	with	
the	polished	oaken	roof	and	beams	across,	the	thickset	Norman	arches,	
and	quaint	letters,	and	low	seats.	The	sun	shines	in	it	so	very	prettily	on	
the	red	cloaks	of	the	old	women,	and	the	sturdy,	healthy	labourers	and	
children.	We	are	now	a	pretty	large	party,	the	three	Miss	Leighs	,	and	they	
all	take	lessons	of	Clara,	Mr	Hanson,	who	is	the	funniest	man	alive	,	always	
full	of	fun,	and	always	unconsciously	comical,	Miss	Hanson	who	is	also	a	
pupil	of	Clara’s,	and	who	is	also	merry	but	of	course	more	subdued	than	
her	brother,	Mrs	Tripp,	a	very	pleasant	woman	indeed,	and	thoroughly	
good.	She	is	very	plain	in	her	dress	indeed,	but	so	sweet-tempered	and	
reasons	so	well	of	everything	and	her	mind	is	so	fresh	and	clear,	and	she	is	
so	cheerful,	and	being	the	only	married	woman	here,	of	course	she	is	
looked	up	to	very	much.	She	bears	her	honours	very	gently	however	and	
can	appreciate	a	joke	as	well	as	the	best	of	us.	Then	there	is	Mr	Leigh	the	
son,	who	is	next	to	the	funniest	man	alive,	and	during	breakfast	time	is	
perpetually	dancing	up	and	down	waiting	on	the	ladies,	and	as	there	are	
10	ladies	to	2	gentlemen	they	have	enough	to	do.	Then	there	are	two	
ladies,	both	pupils	of	Clara’s,	so	that	she	will	make	something	by	it.	She	is	
sure	to	clear	the	travelling	expenses	and	that	is	something	seeing	they	
amount	to	£6	if	not	more.	Her	songs	are	universally	admired.	In	fact	she	
can	never	leave	the	piano	when	she	once	begins	her	‘Fatherland’.	Mrs	
Tripp	‘hoped	that	it	would	never	be	sung	in	a	revolutionary	cause,	for	that	
it	would	lead	the	people	headlong	into	any	mischief,	and	that	Clara	must	
be	rather	a	dangerous	character	to	have	written	such	a	song’.	Then	the	
‘Brim	Brim’	set	them	all	dancing	and	the	‘Leberwohl’	puts	them	into	a	
melanchly	condition.		
	
We	have	very	few	incidents	to	relate.	The	prettiest	walk	we	have	yet	had	
was	on	Christmas	Day	after	lunch.	We	went	up	the	new	road,	but	old	
enough	to	be	full	of	grace	and	rustic	loveliness	that	went	on	up	a	mile,	and	
on	each	side	of	us	was	the	wild	common,	here	and	there	with	cottages,	
wild	irregular	as	the	heath	and	prickly	bushes	of	which	they	were	
composed,	and	such	oddly	composed	habitations	that	they	might	have	
grown	with	them.	But	first	we	went	to	a	really	respectable	farmhouse	
where	the	ceilings	were	low	and	huge	crossbeams	extended	across	the	
ceiling	from	whose	surface	the	paint	was	peeling	off	by	dint	of	the	fire,	and	
whose	honest	rugged	nature	was	thereby	displayed.	We	went	into	the	
kitchen-	so	clean	–	with	the	said	crossbeams,	stone	floor,	all	very	clean,	
lattice	window	whose	diamond	panes	were	twinkling	in	the	rays	of	
Christmas	sun,	the	oaken	seat	by	the	window	and	the	large	oaken	table	all	
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smooth	as	glass,	and	all	glowing	with	the	polish	on	them,	then	the	clock	by	
the	wall,	also	so	clean	and	such	a	steady	sober	character.	He,	like	Titus	
‘never	lost	not	only	a	day	but	rather	a	minute’	–		so	sober	and	plodding	did	
it	appear	with	yet	a	glow	in	its	honest,	broad	oaken	case.	Then	there	was	
the	mysterious	oaken	cupboard	near	the	fire	that	went	deep	into	the	wall,	
and	as	I	saw,	full	of	nice	neat	china	etc.	Then	there	was	the	high-backed	
settle	on	one	side	of	the	fire,	all	blazing	in	the	light,	a	large	bench	and	back	
7	foot	high,	and	a	cupboard	behind	full	of	–	what	do	you	think	?	–why,	
regular	large	fine	flitches	of	bacon.	Well,	all	these	charms	are	very	great	
and	so	were	the	rows		of	dazzling	copper,	brass	and	steel	utensils	above	
the	mantelpiece,	as	though	each	were	gifted	with	its	guardian	elf	to	keep	it	
quite	clean	–	and	so	was	charming	the	lazy	dog	who	sunned	himself	in	the	
fire,	or	the	cat	who	did	the	same.	But	they	all	faded	before	the	glory	of	the	
fine	old	fireplace	itself	–	a	real	old	huge	fireplace	without	any	stove	but	
bright	steel	dogs	set	on	the	tiled	floor	and	huge	crackling	logs	of	wood.	Oh	
the	glories	a	wood	fire	–	so	warm	and	beautiful	–it	made	such	a	glow	over	
everything,	and	made	the	fireplace	look	altogether…[?]	with	the	
mysterious	cooking	apparatus,	the	large	lowering	pots,	coming	from	one	
doesn’t	know	where,	hanging	from	unseen	pegs,	the	flitches	of	bacon	
drying	and	all	sorts	of	things	hanging	up.	It	looked	just	like	the	fireplace	
and	just	ready	for	the	good	fairy	to	hobble	out	in	a	red	cloak	and	comfort	
the	dear	little	pet	lamb	of	a	Cinderella	who	had	evidently	just	left	the	
room.	The	hostess	too	who	received	us	was	a	very	nice	woman	with	a	
touch	of	the	north	country	accent	which	I	think	rather	pretty	by	the	bye,	
and	manners	which	though	rustic	had	a	dignity	of	their	own	about	them	
that	I	like	very	much	to	see.	Indeed	she	passes	with	the	country	folks	here	
quite	for	a	lady.	We	warmed	ourselves	for	a	long	time	before	the	beautiful	
fire	until	we	went	on	to	explore	again,	and	we	went	on	the	new	road.	We	
had	walked	for	a	long	time	when	someone	directed	my	attention	to	what	
seemed	to	me	an	ill	made	up	haystack,	but	which	on	closer	view	was	a	
house,	and	out	of	a	hole	at	one	side	curled	the	blue	smoke	where	(when	we	
went	in)	we	found	sitting	on	a	broken	form,	four	little	children	and	as	
healthy	as	you	could	see	anywhere,	and	their	mother	was	a	good-natured	
woman	who	ten	years	ago	was	the	beauty	of	her	place,	so	fresh,	fair	and	
blooming.	The	hut	was	not	much	inside	but	as	far	as	could	be	it	was	clean	
and	very	tidy.	There	is	a	wonderful	feeling	of	tidyness	here	and	
everywhere	among	the	poor	country	folks,	and	she	with	the	genuine	grace	
of	feeling	begged	us	to	stay	a	little	longer.	Then	we	saw	another	cottage	a	
step	more	respectable,	and	there	were	the	children	sitting	round	the	wood	
fire	with	fine	large	eyes,	hair	like	a	mass,	rich	brown	complexion	and	a	
healthiness	and	a	full	beauty	that	was	beautiful	to	look	at,	one	child	in	
particular	who	rested	her	face	on	her	hands,	and	while	the	firelight	glowed	
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on	her	face	watched	most	intently	the	company	with	her	large	dark	eyes.	
She	had	them	all	sizes	down	to	the	baby,	four	months	old,	and	if	ever	baby	
was	made	of	quicksilver	that	was	the	one.	I	never	saw	such	perpetual	
motion,	and	the	advantage	an	infant	has	in	kicking	with	its	feet,	hands	
body	and	all	at	once	makes	it	very	apparent	-	this	hut	consisting	of	only	
one	room	was	more	comfortable	and	weather	tight	than	the	other,	but	it	
would	be	worthwhile	to	live	there	like	that	poor	woman	if	one	could	gain	
her	beautiful	contented	christian	spirit.	To	see	one	live	with	scarcely	the	
necessaries	of	life	and	yet	be	so	cheerful	and	un…[?]	at	it,	makes	me	feel	
ashamed	of	myself.	Well,	and	when	we	had	bidden	farewell	of	this	third	
house	we	retraced	our	way	to	the	road	and	went	on.	By	this	time	it	was	
getting	dark	and	we	ascended	the	hill	until	we	had	a	fair	view	of	the	
surrounding	country	–	and	such	a	splendid	view	–	but	you	hate	
descriptions.	This	is	such	a	quaint	house	with	galleries	turning	round	
corners	and	you	are	perpetually	tumbling	up	or	down	steps,	or	somehow	
you	go	funny	ways	to	all	the	different	roms.	Our	room	is	so	pretty	and	
comfortable	dear	Papa.	A	lattice	window	all	decked	with	Christmas	and	a	
pleasant	view	beyond	.	We	have	had	a	merry	Christmas	except	one	thing	–	
we	have	had	no	dancing,	and	my	feet	have	been	itching	to	dance.	Now	I	can	
tell	you	why,	because	in	the	large	dining	room	some	enthusiast	has	
suspended	a	wicked	bough	of	mistletoe,	and	that	is	safely	guarded	at	
present	because	there	is	a	large	dining	table	underneath,	but	of	course	we	
could	not	wish	the	table	to	be	cleared	away	unless	the	mistletoe	went	too.	
Yesterday	thank	heaven	it	went	and	I	trust	we	shall	have	some	dancing.	
Here	we	are	ladies	and	gentlemen,	with	every	intention	of	enjoying	
ourselves	of	a	dancing	humour,	some	of	us	mad	for	dancing	and	yet	we	sit	
mum	with	our	knitting,	knitting,	etc.	and	except	when	I	twist	round	
Eugenie,	a	merry	French	girl,	I	have	no	polka	at	all.	Now	I	trust	we	shall	
dance.	We	are	going	to	make	a	long	walk	today	to	Taunton	in	order	that	
Clara	should	play	upon	a	very	fine	organ	there.	We	have	met	with	a	great	
deal	of	kindness	here	.The	Misses	Leigh	are	very	amialbe	indeed	and	clever	
too,	and	would	be	perfect	if	I	could	only	incite	them	to	dance.	Dear	Papa,	
am	I	not	a	naughty	child	?	I	hope	your	cold	is	gone	and	you	have	had	a	
merry	Christmas.	That	you	will	have	a	merry	new	year	I	hope	and	trust,	
with	your	restored	health.	I	pray	don’t	think	I	forget	you	if	I	do	not	write,	
but	I	am	a	lazy	person	and	have	been	enjoying	myself	lately.	I	shall	write	
again	to	you,	and	hope	that	you	are	quite	well.	Fancy,	I	sang	Clara’s	
Benedictus	to	the	organ	the	other	day	at	Corfe	church.	Have	you	seen	it	?	It	
is	now	published,	and	out.	Goodbye	dear	Papa	and	believe	me	Yours	ever,	
Emily	Macirone	
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Undated	1846	(?)	
	
Mrs	Emma	Christian		to	Emily	Macirone	on	introducing	her	work	to	
Dickens	,‘Boz’.	(These	2	letters	have	been	donated	to	the	Dickens	museum	
in	London	together	with	a	later	letter	from	Catherine	Dickens	following	the	
death	of	her	son	Sidney	in	1872)	
	

My	dear	Emily,	

I	have	sent	off	your	package	to	the	illustrious	‘Boz’	–		or	rather	I	have	
written	a	long	note	to	his	wife	(who	is	a	nice,	kind	little	woman)	to	put	the	
parcel	under	her	protection.	I	hope	that	you	took	care	to	write	a	note	with	
it	so	that	he	may	know	who	to	answer	and	where	to	write.		Don’t	be	
anxious	about	the	fate	of	your	clever	productions	!	If	he	doesn’t	write	you	
a	very	pretty,	complimentary	epistle	I	shall	dub	him	a	Bear	of	the	
ruggedest	and	most	ruthless	kind,	and	I	hope	these	outlines	may	be	an	
introduction	to	you.		Tell	Clara	she	has	written	a	deal	of	stuff	about	my	
introducing	her	etc	etc.		Pray	what	good	would	my	introduction	have	done	
if	it	were	not	for	the	musical,	artistical	and	conversational	abilities	of	the	
damosels	introduced	?	Thank	her	for	the	tickets	for	tomorrow.	I	shall	take	
Jane	if	she	is	able	to	go,	as	I	like	her	to	hear	all	the	music	she	can.				

In	haste	(and	very	sleepy)	Ever	yours	sincerely,	Emma	Christian											
Don’t	forget	Thursday	

	

My	dear	Emily,	

I	don’t	wish	to	allow	you	to	have	even	one	night’s	anxiety	more	than	can	be	
helped,	so	I	write	to	inform	you	that	I	have	received	a	very	kind	letter	from	
Mrs	Dickens,	thanking	me	for	your	drawings	and	‘the	interesting	account	
of	my	young	friend’	and	mentioning	that	Mr	D	“is	so	very	much	occupied	at	
present	that	he	has	not	had	time	to	examine	the	drawings”	but	“he	will	do	
so	shortly”.	I	suspect	he	wishes	to	show	them	to	his	bosom	friend	Maclise	
before	giving	his	veto,	so	be	at	ease	until	he	has	time	to	do	so,	as	I	know	he	
is	torn	to	pieces	with	literary	and	other	engagements.	The	despised	Mrs	
Smithson	(Mrs	D	says)	was	at	her	house	yesterday,	and	I	can	assure	you	
her	influence	is	far	greater	with	Dickens	than	mine,	but	then	she	would	not	
have	entered	into	it	quite	as	warmly,	which	makes	up	the	difference.	She	is	
god-mother	to	half	his	children	and	a	very	especial	friend,	and	is	a	kind	of	
relation	of	my	husband’s.	However	you	left	me	no	resource	by	that	
“favoured	by	Mrs	Christian”	and	I	can	only	hope	it	will	be	as	successful	as	
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under	my	first	plan	of	tactics.	Come	VERY	early	or	I’ll	shut	the	door	in	your	
faces.		

Ever	yours	EC	

	

	

Undated		1846	(?)	

Helena	Warne	to	her	cousin	Emily	Macirone	

	

My	dear	Emily,	

To	my	great	regret	your	coming	to	us	tomorrow	must	be	postponed	owing	
to	poor	Mamma’s	being	very	ill,	for	last	Friday	she	was	attacked	with	a	
relapse		of	what	was	thought	to	be	irrecipulus	(is	that	the	way	to	spell	the	
word?),	but	is	now	proved	to	be	a	rhumatic	attack.	Since	Friday	she	has	
kept	her	bed	suffering	the	most	excruciating	pain	from	her	wrist	and	hand.	
However	I	am	glad	to	say	that	the	pain	is	diminished	though	the	arm	and	
hand	continue	increasing	in	size.	The	fever	also	is	not	so	violent.	I	would	
have	written	before	to	postpone	your	coming	but	Mama	did	not	think	her	
illness	would	prevent	your	coming.	So	now	(for	I	am	in	a	great	hurry)	I	
must	say	Adieu	with	love	to	you	all.		

Ever	remaining	your	most	affectionate	cousin	Clara	Helena	Warne		

	

	

6	December	1846		

Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	at	Northampton	Asylum	

	
My	dear	George,	
	
Our	boy	came	hither	yesterday	for	an	extra	leave.	I	took	the	opportunity	to	
tell	him	where	you	are,	therefore	you	can	write	to	him	undisguisedly	and	I	
am	sure	poor	fellow,	it	will	give	him	great	pleasure	to	receive	a	letter	from	
you.	He	has	feeling,	affectionate,	and	the	changes	of	fortune,	our	want	of	
power	to	offer	him	a	home,	only	make	him	more	susceptible	of	the	
pleasures	of	affection	and	kindness.	He	is	first	in	the	mathematical	class,	
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which	is	a	fair	omen	that	your	prediction	of	his	succcess	in	Mathematics	
will	be	verified.	He	is	likewise	fourth	in	the	new	Grammar	Class,	and	will	
strive	to	be	at	least	a	deputy	Grecian	before	he	leaves	school,	and	who	
knows	whether	by	that	time	we	may	not	have	a	home,	however	humble	to	
offer	him.	This	severe	weather	I	think	and	hope	is	breaking	up,	as	it	
certainly	is	milder	today	than	it	was	and	I	hope	your	cough	and	illness	has	
abated.	DO	write,	love,	and	tell	me	how	you	are,	and	how	you	have	been	
able	to	endure	the	bitter	cold	of	the	past	week.	Thank	heaven	you	have	at	
last	the	regular	medical	care	I	always	thought	you	needed.	Je	ferais	
attention	à	mon		oncle.	I	shall	take	an	opportunity	of	calling	on	the	
Johnsons,	but	in	their	present	confusion	(arising	from	the	painters	having	
had	last	week	possession	of	their	apartment)	they	were	not	yet	able,	as	Mr	
Johnson	will	not	see	anyone	till	more	comfortable,	and	as	he	…[?]	me,	
another	person,	Mr	Lowe	for	instance	may	wish	to	write.(But	the	name	
will	prevent	what	I	was	going	to	ask)	viz:	whether	letters	for	you	might	not	
be	left	at	the	Post	Office	Northampton.	When	Clara	and	Emily	are	in	the	
country,	it	may	be	better	if	they	can	direct	their	letters	to	be	left	at	the	
office	as	the	word	Asylum	might	be	a	source	of	unpleasant	observation,	
although	from	your	change	of	name	persons	could	not	know	the	letters	
were	for	you.	I	am	more	anxious	to	send	you	flannel	drawers	than	more	
shirts	as	wearing	such	soiled	flannels	must	be	very	unpleasant	and	
unwholesome	too.	Pray	let	me	know	how	I	can	send	you	a	parcel	at	least	
expense.	Clara	and	Emily	leave	town	on	the	19th	and	George	comes	to	me	
on	the	24th	the	day	before	Christmas	Day	.	I	am	very	anxious	to	know	
whether	you	have	had	any	of	your	old	attacks,	and	how	you	have	passed	
the	fiery	ordeal.	I	am	in	hopes	that	taking	a	regular,	small	quantity	of	
stimulants	daily	will	keep	the	tone	of	the	stomach	and	induce	better	
health.	Dear	Emily	has	written	to	you	and	it	is	missing,	so	alas	this	note	of	
mine	and	Clara’s	may	not	grace	your	breakfast	table…(incomplete)		
	
	

	
	

14	December	1846	

Emily	and	Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	at	
Northampton	Asylum	

	

My	darling	Papa,	

This	is	cold	weather	indeed	–	all	the	noses	are	blue	–	all	the	teeth	are	
chattering	–	all	the	hands	are	numbed	and	everything	is	in	a	state	of	
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freezation	–	the	only	eligible	spot	in	the	house	is	the	hob,	where	we	
place	our	forks	and	spoons	and	all	other	trifling	articles	to	warm.	For	
my	own	part,	when	I	am	not	driven	out	my	spot	is	fixed	on	the	rug	
like	a	household	cat,	and	as	close	to	the	fire	as	possible,	so	that	by	the	
end	of	the	day	I	have	a	soaked,	warm,	flabby	feeling	like	a	sponge	
soaked	in	warm	water.	We	have	no	news	in	particular,	our	prime	
informant	being	the	Athenaeum	and	as	you	Northamptonshire	
people	seem	to	be	so	much	in	advance	of	the	rest	of	England	in	point	
of	news	and	shoes,	it’s	presumption	to	fancy	that	I	can	tell	you	
anything	new.	I	assure	you,	my	dear	darling	pet	of	an	angel,	that	we	
both	and	we	all	three	take	excellent	care	of	ourselves	and	dear	
Mamma	has	just	written	off	three	letters	to	postpone	evening	
engagements	which	we	had	formed	the	day	before		-	for	the	nights	
are	so	very	cold.	By	the	bye	Madame	Gros,	Mademoiselle…[?]	as	you	
know	has	just	blessed	the	world	with	a	son	on	the	4th	of	this	month.	
He	is	to	be	called	Leopold	Alexandre	–	there’s	a	grand	name		-	really	
the	modern	generation	choose	such	mighty	names	for	their	infants	
that	it	is	rather	a	name	with	a	baby	attached	to	it	than	a	baby	with	a	
name.	Fancy	cousin’s	child	being	called	Montgomery.	How	they	will	
abbreviate	it	I	don’t	know	–	Gomery	is	scarcely	pretty	to	a	mother’s	
tender	fancy	and	Montey	is	scarcely	better.		

Clara’s	Benedictus	will	be	sung	at	the	Choral	Harmonists	by	Mr	
Lockey	who	is	considered	a	rising	tenor	of	great	talent	and	
particularly	in	sacred	music	–	mein	Liebling	–	and	the	Benedictus	will	
be	out	on	Tuesday	and	it	does	look	very	nice.	The	border	is	all	in	gold	
–	and	Herr	Pischek	and	the	word	Benedictus	in	scarlet	–	but	you	will	
see	it	as	soon	as	possible	of	course.	Mr	Ollivier	is	very	pleased	with	
the	border	I	am	delighted	to	say,	though	I	think	half	he	says	so	merely	
to	please	Clara.	I	trust	that	when	dear	Herr	Pischek	comes	to	London	
and	Clara	has	a	concert	that	she	will	make	an	effect,	for	she	has	been	
practising	so	very	hard	that	her	touch	is	immensely	improved,	and	as	
light	and	pearly		as	possible.	I	am	glad	that	we	go	to	the	country	as	
she	longs	for	some	change	of	air.	The	expression	‘pearly	touch’	is	not	
mine	but	Mr	Horne’s	the	author	of	Oliver.	She	had	scarcely	played	ten	
bars	before	he	said	to	me	‘	How	did	your	sister	get	that	pearly	touch	
of	hers	?’		

I	perceive	my	dear	Papa	that	you	mean	to	become	a	perfect	linguist,	
but	don’t	tire	yourself,	although	it	is	a	great	pleasure	in	studying	and	
feeling	oneself	improve.	I	cannot	fancy	a	happier	life,	as	far	as	
occupation	is	concerned	and	not	company,	than	living	in	a	library	and	
studying	all	day,	then	riding	on	horseback	–	but	that	is	a	selfish	idea.	I	
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must	leave	off	now	dear	Papa	and	leave	the	coast	to	worthier	hands,	
but	not	without	thanking	you	for	your	very	very	kind	darling	letters	–	
indeed	they	are	always	and	so	welcome	–	and	they	tell	me	exactly	
what	a	dear	loving	pet	my	Papa	is,	and	bring	back	all	his	loving	looks	
and	indulgent	words.	You	are	very	good	to	write	so	to	us.	I	have	
heard	some	riddles	which	I	will	tell	you	–		

1)	Why	is	the	letter	Y	like	a	spendthrift?	Because	it	makes	Pa	Pay.	
2)	Why	ought	the	stars	to	be	the	best	omens	?	Because	they	have	
studded	(studied)	the	heavens	for	6000	years.	3)	Why	is	the	letter	
D	like	a	naughty	child?	Because	it	makes	Ma	Mad.	4)	How	can	you	
get	a	vegetable	timepiece?	Get	up	at	eight	o’clock	(get	a	potato	
clock	!)	5)	What	relation	does	that	child	bear	to	its	own	father	who	
is	not	its	father’s	own	son?	It	is	its	father’s	own	daughter.	6)	Why	
is	a	pretty	woman	like	bread?	Because	she	is	often	toasted.			

I	am	so	stupid	that	I	cannot	remember	any	more	but	I	heard	a	good	
story.	There	was	an	English	gentleman	who	was	not	too	happy	in	his	
French	and	who	was	relating	his	travels	to		a	French	gentleman	,	so	
he	said	‘	Et	j’ai	ete	une	ane	a	Rome	,	et	j’ai	ete	une	ane	a	Naples	et	j’ai	
ete	une	ane	a	Paris”,		‘mais	il	me	semble	monsieur	que	vous	avez	ete	
une	ane	partout’	So	now	I	cannot	remember	any	more.	Goodbye,	get	
well	darling	Papa		-	(	German	farewells)	Mimi	

	

My	dear	George,		

I	will	fill	up	the	spaces	Emily	has	left	in	writing	in	order	to	save	
postage	and	cause	my	note	to	go	gratis.	I	am	anxiously	expecting	your	
letter	with	the	address	to	give	to	Mr	Johnson	or	any	person	who	may	
wish	to	write	to	you,	and	having	been	obliged	to	delay	my	visit	so	
long	I	thought	it	best	not	to	go	now	until	I	can	give	the	address	which	
will	most	probably	be	asked	for.	I	shall	then	go	to	Mr	Wards.	I	have	
looked	most	carefully	through	the	two	green	vellum	bound	books,	
and	can	only	find	the	name	of	Lock	of	the	anti	dry	rot	affair	in	the	
time	of	Mr	Hooper.	I	think	his	name	is	Charles	John.	

Shall	I	inquire	of	Mr	Backhouse?	–	the	christian	name	of	the	navy	
agent	Cook	?		I	suppose	you	have	heard	from	either	Clara	or	Emily	
that	the	Benedictus	will	come	out	this	week.	The	title	page	is	very	
elegant	with	emily’s	name	affixed	–	‘designed	and	drawn	on	stone	by	
E.M’	!!		I	am	sure	we	shall	have	reason	to	be	quite	proud	of	our	
darlings.	Laura	has	taken	her	two	first	lessons.	She	asked	very	
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affectionately	after	you		-	said	it	was	quite	a	delight	to	look	at	your	
dear	kind	face	which	so	reminds	her	of	her	dear	Papa.	Her	Mamma	
poor	thing	has	been	ill	several	times	–	I	suppose	from	regret	and	
anxiety.	I	went	yesterday	to	see	my	sister	who	does	not	look	well	
having	a	cold.	I	am	sure	she	would	be	pleased	to	receive	a	few	lines	
from	you,	which	may	be	all	the	better	after	the	misunderstanding	or	
offence	taken	by	William.	Perhaps	it	would	be	as	well	to	write	before	
Christmas	day	wishing	her	and	family	the	festivities	of	the	season.	I	
am	sure	she	loves	us,	and	though	William	certainly	writes	in	an	
arbitrary	manner,	he	has	always	endeavoured	to	serve	our	darlings.	
At	all	events,	any	coolness	would	be	very	painful	which	interrupted	
friendly	intercourse	and	I	am	sure	my	sister	would	feel	it	severely.		I	
have	been	thinking	that	possibly	Mr	Dilke	might	hear	of	some	
translation	which	you	might	find	both	ageeable	and	profitable.	Pray	
take	care	of	yourself	this	desperately	cold	weather.	I	am	sending	you	
a	most	shabby,	disjointed	note,	but	I	found	myself	so	extremely	cold	
this	morning	that	I	sedulously	occupied	myself	in	making	up	a	very	
warm	petticoat	from	a	lined	blue	cloak	as	really	there	is	no	comfort	
till	one	is	tolerably	warm.	We	have	here	an	awful	lesson	of	the	
necessity	of	caution	this	severe	weather	–	a	very	engaging	little	girl,	4	
years	of	age,	of	Mrs	Jones	our	hostess	has	been	literally	dying	ever	
since	our	residence	here.	I	think	she	daily	loses	strength	and	
recovery	appears	hopeless	from	inflammation	of	the	lungs	arising	
from	a	cold	caught.	A	visitor	here	is	talking	incessantly.	Emily	has	just	
returned,	then	dear	darling	adieu.	I	shall	write	soon	again	but	cannot	
go	on	with	incessant	talking.Your	loving	wife	Mary	Ann	

	

	

December	28	1846(?)	
	
Clara	Macirone	at	Lowndes	Square	to	Emily	Macirone	
	
	

	Dearest	Minnie,	

You	wished	me	to	write	to	you	and	although	I	have	very	little	time	to	do	
anything	of	the	kind,	I	must	try,	who	am	enjoying	so	much	pleasure	to	
afford	you	a	little.	I	am	and	have	been	happier	than	I	would	have	imagined	
possible,	so	happy,	that	the	only	annoying	thing	is	that	the	moments	will	
fly	and	time	will	too	and	these	beautiful	golden	waves	which	are	enclosing	
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me	now	will	float	on	and	leave	me	on	the	cold	shore	exposed	once	more	to	
all	the	winds	of	adverse	fortune.	Colonel	and	Mrs	Jervis	are	as	kind	as	it	is	
possible	to	be	and	wish	me	to	go	over	to	Boulogne	next	Autumn,	but	for	
fear	I	should	leave	'l'essentiel'		in	the	postscript,	I	wish	you	to	have	a	
change	of	linen,	12	handkerchiefs	and	2	prettiest	collars	washed	if	your	
things	have	not	yet	been	sent,	and	quite	ready	by	Friday	in	case	I	should	
require	them,	of	which	I	am	not	yet	sure,	

I	have	just	received	your	letter	and	am	indeed	grieved	to	see	you	have	so	
little	control	over	your	own	happiness	and	that	the	consequence	has	been	
so	much	suffering.	Indeed	darling	this	is	always	the	consequence	of	letting	
your	heart	be	fixed	on	any	uncertain	event.	I	am	almost	ashamed	after	
your	letter	to	tell	you	how	very	happy	I	am	and	have	been,	though	I	have	
not	been	to	the	opening	of	Drury	Lane	and	had	no	idea	of	going.	I	might	
have	gone	tomorrow	but	as	Mrs	Jervis	was	going	out	elsewhere,	I	did	not	
think	it	would	be	right	to	go	unchaperoned	with	the	Colonel	and	refused.		
Your	second	letter	made	me	quite	wretched	that	you	should	be	so	
unhappy	and	I	not	there	to	comfort	you,		If	I	had	courage	to	scold	you	after	
such	a	letter	I	would	tell	you	how	much,	how	entirely	you	are	throwing	
away	your	own	happiness	by	making	it	depend	on	things	without	instead	
of	peace	within,	but	I	must	keep	that	until	you	are	cheerful	again.	More	I	
am	surrounded	by	every	sort	of	luxury	more	I	feel	that	the	perfect	comfort	
arises	from	the	good	temper	and	gentleness	of	everyone.	So	there	is	a	hint	
for	our	future	comfort.	We	went	yesterday	to	the	Polytechnic	and	it	was	so	
different	from	what	I	had	expected,	I	do	not	regret	your	not	going	for	I	do	
not	think	you	would	enjoy	it.	

I	mentioned	your	beautiful	idea	of	a	gallery	for	pictures	in	India	as	that	
would	be	as	you	said	signally	like	himself,	and	he	told	me	to	tell	you	that	
he	is	quite	flattered	by	your	mentioning	him.	We	are	going	out	now	and	I	
must	leave	off.	I	stay,	the	Colonel	has	gone	to	write	at	his	table	so	I	have	a	
few	minutes	left	to	tell	you	that	on	Thursday	there	was	no	party,	we	had	a	
most	comfortable	evening	with	Colonel	Garwood	and	his	family	only,	no	
one	at	all	dressed.	However	I	did	not	put	myself	out	at	all	and	enjoyed	it	
more	than	a	large	party	in	form,	it	being	not	the	season.	Colonel	and	Mrs	
Jervis	stay	much	at	home	of	an	evening.	And	we	are	as	happy	as	possible	
en	famille,	sometimes	I	play	and	sing	and	the	Colonel	reads	to	us	anything	
particularly	amusing	or	good.	I	have	a	duet	to	sing	at	the	Chapel	next	
Sunday	with	Miss	Steele	of	which	as	yet	I	know	nothing,	it	not	having	been	
sent	to	me.	You	mention	bringing	my	things	to	here.	Pray	do	not	think	of	
anything	of	the	kind,	it	would	hurt	me	more	than	you	can	imagine	-	if	you	
were	here	at	all	it	should	not	be	so,	it	would	do	neither	you	nor	myself	
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credit	but		I	see	very	little	chance	of	being	the	bearer	of	the	happy	news	as	
the	family	set	off	in	three	weeks.	

Give	my	love	to	all	of	them	and	Mamma	for	her	kind	letter.	I	shall	write	
again	very	soon.		I	am	ever	yours			

Clara	Angela	Macirone.							

	

	


