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Undated 1851(?) 
 
Laura Borrell (née Maceroni) to Emily Macirone 
 
 
My dear Emily, 

I’ve been suffering by far too much agony of mind of late on account of 
the dangerous state my poor little Cecie has been again in – and – her 
suffering poor little dear , - both mental and – physical – you heard I 
suppose (from Lucy) dear Emily that the poor child was considered well 
enough to come home – and out of danger – some month ago, when the 
place formed again – and she then underwent a very dangerous 
operation under chloroform  – then about a fortnight ago the poor dear 
was to have come home  - but Alas ! another disappointment ! she 
grieved bitterly then ! so did we. Such a life as I have is not to be envied 
– such sorrow – together with the additional anxiety of moving – and 
now lonely days – for there’s only baby and I alone all day ! I regret dear 
that now I cannot attend to what you wrote about – as Lucy is going. I 
cannot ask – nor trust anyone to mind poor baby, and besides there’s 
plenty of work to be done – washing etc and Fritz is very exacting – and 
lately I’ve been hard at work making poor Cecie a frock out of my 
petticoat as when they dressed her on Sunday (for the first time these 
months) her little dress was in such a delapidated state that she looked 
worse off than the poorest child there – for what with looking for houses 
and moving and, and, and many of these ‘ands’- I’ve been unable to 
think of it even. I should be glad if you could come and see me. I can so 
seldom get out besides – being dull and weak – I’m going to see poor 
Cecie today - and drag babe with me.  Not seen Lucy before she started 
– have you ?  

Give my love to your Mamma, Clara and George – whom I hope are all 
well. Adieu Emily with love, Your affectionate Laura Borrell 

They have had to put the silver tube again in her side. I hope to find it 
taken out today. 

	

	

February	1851	
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From	Emily’s	Journal	–	a	fragment	–	Macready’s	final	performance	of	

Macbeth	

………..overpowering room. The gentlemen all over the house stamped 
and applauded as their hands were iron instead of flesh and blood. They 
waved handkerchiefs from the pit on sticks, umbrellas, anything they 
could lay hold of. Some had a hat in one hand and handkerchief in the 
other. Ladies even laid aside the general restraint laid on them and 
clapped as bravely as any man, while all waved something or other and 
cries of ‘Bravo Macready’ continually echoed and re-echoed from all 
sides of the vast mass served to make bedlam even more mad. In fact I 
think that any of those unhappy lunatics would have regarded the house 
in a state of surprise mingled with compassion for such a congregation 
of fanatics. One would have thought this was to be lost for the whole 
evening but it did not. After about ten minutes the whole pit as by one 
concerted signal and each man stamped and clapped until the noise 
defied description while each lady seemed to be determined not to be 
the first to leave off waving a handkerchief. All this while the object of 
their applause seemed perfectly overpowered by the reception. He 
scarcely bowed but seemed endeavouring to retain his self command. 
Ah! It must be something to be received in such a way and he several 
times attempted to commence his part. At last he did but was soon 
interrupted again by the enthusiasm of the people. However the scene 
went on in comparative quiet as did the rest of the play except at my 
bit…[?] Macready Macbeth of course was beautiful and the scenery was 
scenery that only he can have, as though he it was that painted it. 
Handyl’s [?] Hecate was magnificent in its stern unbending lonely pride, 
most beautiful in her dark azure robe studded with stars, with her dark 
elfish locks and darker bright eyes that shone through them. Oh his 
acting was very magnificent. So was the scene the three cowering 
witches trembling before a higher power, the scene of revolving clouds 
and the unseen chorus of spirits. Macready’s acting in the dagger scene 
was such a scene of horror, when he, after Banquo had left was musing 
and was going to the door to commit the murder he turned and 
perceived the servant who was standing holding the light (which by the 
bye looked very murderous) then he started and dismissed him, then 
was going again to the door, but slowly he seemed full of thoughts too 
black for day, when he started back and said, his breath all taken away 
by horror ‘Is this a dagger’ and clutched at it with such reality , giving to 
the airy blade form and place, then his creeping into the door was so 
true, passing through as small an opening thief-like lest none should 
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hear. Oh in truth it was all beautiful - the deep-seated unhappiness that 
lay in that brow for the whole of the play and that sort of melancholy 
reverie in the fifth act in the midst of all the bustle and preparations for 
meeting the English – the veil then thrown off, so much misery was 
painful to see – his manner of hearing of the death of his wife. His 
dresses were magnificent and his last one was so becoming . He was a 
very little time fighting as he looked completely worn out, it may have 
been really, or his acting, but so he did look. He fought so desperately as 
if all were at stake really. Then when he was stabbed how he rose again , 
stabbed again, rose on his knees then fell back  - dead. The curtain fell. 
Then there rose from that house such peals of applause and calling on 
for Macready still he did not come. This continued a most persevering 
applause for half an hour if not more which the people diversified by 
saying ‘Come on Macready. Come on Macbeth’ and a great many other 
spontaneous expressions. I stood up for some time but the noise 
became fatiguing though by no means tiresome. So I leant back and 
went on completing my sketches I had taken of him or other figures that 
had struck me. I bowed to Miss Fox who was opposite to me with her 
father and Miss Flower. I was much amused by observing a beautiful girl 
in a box opposite me, the stage box, who when the people were flagging 
in their applause, as well they might poor creatures, if their hands were 
not exactly leather, she would come forward to the front of the box and 
commence to applaud. Then on would the whole house take it up. Well, 
we waited and waited until we thought he never would have come when 
in our last despair the green curtain rose – that lovely drop is so 
beautiful, of the old ruins in Greece and the sun setting over and 
columns - that he appeared. Then the applause once more rose again, 
the drop moved and to a most deafening roar he came forward bowing 
but very slightly, he appeared quite overcome. Up rose everyone – again 
waved the gentlemen, waved hats and handkerchiefs again, ladies 
applauded, again was the greatest commotion that can be imagined, 
while still he attempted to begin his speech. After about ten minutes or 
more the house quieted and he began – ‘Ladies and gentlemen’ and 
they applauded again. Clara afterwards bought the paper that contained 
it so it is no use writing it down here – but at first he could hardly speak.  

 

 
16 August  1851(? 
Mary Ann Macirone at Park Terrace to Emily Macirone 
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My dear Emily, 

Many thanks for your promptness. I received your two letters both at 
once owing doubtless to the mistake in the address. Writing Park Place 
always delays letters a day, at least I have found it so. George is a shabby 
fellow not to write, when he could thereby gratify his friends, and 
acquire the habit of expressing his sentiments or opinions with grace 
and clearness. I have just read Papa’s letter and as it is a mark of wisdom 
to aim at doing that best which we do most frequently, I would without 
any delay advise you both in writing to adopt Papa’s idea of devoting a 
certain time a day to some given object and as you have most 
magnanimously promised to write the 50 lines of Wallenstein for me to 
learn, take that time to write it very clearly and send me up a specimen 
of calligraphy that will gladden Mamma’s heart which triumphs in 
whatever you do well, and feels peculiar pain whenever past years of 
happiness are recalled by your wanting any advantage it would have 
been our pride you should enjoy. Individuality of character in 
handwriting no more need be lost by its improvement, than a portrait 
necessarily less like by its being better painted.  

Pray congratulate George on his fishing. I think fresh water fish delicious 
when cooked immediately they are caught. We went to the French 
Theatre but the moral of the first piece was so bad that we set a good 
example and left. However it was a good lesson in pronunciation. I think 
we shall go on Sunday to hear an Italian Protestant Preacher.  

Forgive dear Emily if I tease you about the clearness of your handwriting, 
but your language is so flowing and picturesque I would have it well 
mounted. I have not seen Clara and I wish to shew her the dressing 
gown. Heaven for ever bless you my three darlings; guide and preserve 
you in all goodness, prays your loving Mother Mary Ann Macirone.  

Best love to George, wishing him a speedy reformation in the 
correspondence system. 

 

 

	

20	August	1851	
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George	Macirone	to	Emily	Macirone		

	

Wednesday	at	No1	Park	Terrace,	not	Place(as	you	addressed	your	
two	letters)	Park	Road,	Regents	Park		

My	dear	delightful	Mrs	Emily,	

	
Your	letter	of	the	18th	having	been	addressed	as	above,	arrived	here	
only	this	morning	with	that	of	the	19th,	which	however	was	also	
wrongly	addressed,	but	the	Postman	found	us	out	by	accident.	We	
were	much	rejoiced	at	your	beautiful	lodgings,	and	George’s	luck	in	
fishing,	not	forgetting	the	wonderful	sky,	chalk,	leaves	etc.	You	have	
heard	me	talk	of	Southey’s	idea,	that	a	man	by	employing	the	10	
minutes	of	shaving	every	morning	could	learn	10	languages	from	20	
to	50	years	of	age.	Now	10	anything	else	might,	I	should	think,	be	
learned	as	well	as	languages,	such	as,	any	art,	science	or	matter	of	
interest	–	so	I	would	recommend	you	to	think	of	some	subject	
peculiarly	desirable	to	you	that	you	may	put	the	idea	in	practice	on	
arriving	in	Town.	What	a	prodigy	of	information	you	will	be,	if	you	
keep	it	up	till	you	are	50!!	But	I	think	I	would	employ	15	to	20	
minutes	in	this	way,	because	Southey	reckoned	on	his	own	
capabilities	and	he	was	an	extraordinary	man,	therefore	others	might	
allow	themselves	a	little	more	time.		
I	have	something	to	submit	to	George’s	judgement,	but	cannot	make	
it	out	just	yet.	When	is	a	ship	a	light	character?	Ask	George	–	When	it	
is	a-float		-	a	fisherman	must	guess	it	immediately.		
Your	loving	Padre,	G	A	Macirone		
	
	
	
26	August	1851	
	
George	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
Dearest	Clara,	
This	is	merely	to	let	you	all	know	that	we	shall	be	at	your	Aunt’s,	
Clarendon	Road,	Notting	Hill,	the	rest	of	the	week	from	tomorrow,	
therefore	address	to	us	there.	Your	Uncle	is	gone	to	Ireland	for	a	
week	and	your	Aunt	wants	consolation	in	his	absence.	God	bless	you	
darlings.		
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Your	Papa	Macirone	
Ps	Our	kindest	regards	to	Miss	Taylor	
	
	
Undated	(1851	?)	

Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	

	

My	darling	brother,	

Once	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-turvey.	No	most	awful	murder	or	most	thrilling		description	of	any	
unequalled,	entire	change	affecting	the	aristocracy	and	labouring	classes	of	
London.	I	have	nothing	of	this	species,	nothing	but	what	concerns	us	–	my	
budget	of	news	is	confined	to	a	still	closer	circle,	to	one	little	shell	in	this	large	
city	in	which	I	move	and	breathe	and	have	my	being.	But	though	in	this	close	
little	shell	I	am	surrounded	by	dear	kind	friends	to	whom	I	am	bound	by	every	
tie	of	gratitude	and	love,	yet	far,	far	from	the	great	heart	which	is	throbbing	to	
endless	speculations	and	money	worshippers,	far	away	from	the	city	of	
merchant	princes.	So	my	thoughts	fly	to	the	noisy	schoolroom	and	picture	there	
the	objects	for	which	I	yearn.	Mamma	has	written	to	us	and	I	suppose	you	are	
all	well.		
We	are	all	well	and	famous	down	here.	Helen	is	well,	all	but	she	takes	no	phisic,	
has	everything	nice	and	comfortable	about	her	and	is	fussed	and	cosseted	in	
every	way.	I	you	know	set	Aesculepius	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	Aesculepius	and	Co	which	failed	
in	a	most	signal	manner,	as	all	trials	on	such	a	ridiculous	foundation	must	do.	
Dear	Clara	is	quite	well	etc	etc,	blooming	of	course,	and	sings	away	like	a	lark	in	
our	room.	Our	little	room	looks	very	nice	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	evening	very	much	
and	indeed	I	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	House(?)	and	
pray	tell	Mamma	to	tell	me	what	book…ends	
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Undated	1851(?)	
	
Emily	Macirone	to	George	Augustus	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	infantine	brozer,	
	
We	are	so	very	happy	and	frolicksome	down	here	that	I	think	I	only	
want	my	little	brozer	to	make	my	joy	complete.	We	certainly	are	as	
frolicksome	as	anyone	could	wish	and	the	heart	of	a	schoolboy	could	
picture	and	I	think	that	is	saying	a	great	deal,	don’t	you	?		And	I	am	
looking	forward	to	your	arrival	on	Saturday,	so	that	I	trust	you	will	
have	fair	weather	and	pleasant	companions,	and	that	you	will	enjoy	
the	sea.	It	is	very	pleasant	watching	the	going	away	of	London	where	
it	has	various	expiring	sighs	in	the	form	of	dusty	pent	houses	
scattered	among	fields,	and	smoky	grass	and	luxuriant	brambles.	But	
everything	has	an	end,	and	even	London	must	submit	to	this	great	
law	of	nature	and,	as	it	is	called,	pay	her	great	debt,	for	beyond	
Blackwall	you	can	see	no	more	London,	and	you	come	on	to	more	
countryfied	scenery	as	you	proceed	–	happy	series	of	fields	and	hills,	
and	copses	etc,	all	green	and	pleasant	to	look	upon.	Then	as	we	pass	
Charlton,	Woolwich	etc	and	two	or	three	more	dusty	country	places	–	
not	real	country,	bless	you,	but	the	sort	of	cockney	country	that	is	
within	two	hours	and	a	steam	boat.	However	then	the	Thames	
broadens	its	capacious	mouth	–	ever	broader	until	it’s	about	6	miles	
across,	when,	after	looking	for	4	hours	on	two	shores	one	effectually	
dies	away	for	good	and	all.	And	here	we	are	in	the	sea	–	the	broad	
magnificent	sea.	The	shore	that	dies	away	is	not	much	regretted	for	it	
was	of	a	dusky	and	desponding	nature	even	from	London	–	where,	
after	having	given	birth	to	that	enormous	place,	it	thought	it	had	
done	enough,	and	resigned	all	petty	business	such	as	boroughs	and	
small	watering	places	to	the	other	side	of	the	river.	So	having	
lingered	on	a	nominal	existence	in	hedges	etc,	she	dies	–	and	then	we	
have	the	sea.	And	here	at	Broadstairs	we	have	the	sea	too	–	the	sea	in	
real	earnest	in	all	its	broad	magnificent	beauty	,	and	we	are	out	all	
day	and	near	it,	so	we	know	how	it	looks	from	every	point	of	sight,	
from	the	cliffs,	the	shingles	and	the	beach,	and	the	more	we	look	at	it	
the	more	inexpressibly	beautiful	and	majestic	it	is.	And	so	you	will	be	
with	us.	I	quite	long	for	your	coming	and	shall	welcome	you	with	all	
my	heart.	I	am	sure	that	you	will	be	much	healthier	in	consequence,	
for	we	already	have	colours	that	are	enough	to	alarm	any	London	
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body.	Dear	Clara	looks	so	much	better	already,	and	I	trust	that	you	
will	enjoy	yourself,	for	we	do	not	walk	at	all,	only	sit	down	in	the	
breeze	and	amuse	ourselves	–	work,	read,	write	or	do	whatever	we	
will.	So	on	Saturday	we	shall	look	out	for	you	and	shall	be	on	the	pier.	
The	best	part	of	it	all	is	at	the	end	where	you	are	put	into	a	
cockleshell	boat	and	tossing	about	on	the	sea	until	you	come	to	the	
land.		
Give	my	best	love	to	Mamma	and	Papa,	and	believe	me	Yours	ever,	
Emily			
	
 

25 August 185(?) 

 

George Augustus Macirone to Mary Ann Macirone (?) 

 

22 New Street Daily Report 

All well –  

Fine day –  

Sir Baldwin Walker going away in a passion – friend just called – going to 
Tottenham tonight to keep Fred company – perhaps shall stay there a 
day or two – lunched at Laurence’s – S.Bartholomew Apostle and 
Martyr, his feast – gave Jane 10/- out of money in Emily’s drawer, she (ie 
Jane) being destitute. 

No more -  Goodbye – George. 

PS. Friend arrived in the middle of a scrimmage at the office , and found 
ink bottles and books being applied to any other than their natural 
purposes. 

 

	
29	August	1851		

	

Envelope	marked	‘From	George	respecting	a	machine	proposed	by	his	
Papa	to	diminish	one’s	weight	in	travelling’	
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George	Augustus	Macirone	from	Arundel	to	George	Macirone		

	

Dearest	Papa,	

I	have	been	thinking	about	your	idea	and	it	appears	to	me	a	very	
good	one,	it	would	indeed	be	a	very	pleasant	thing	to	get	rid	of	half	
one’s	weight	in	travelling	but	very	few	people	travel	on	foot	for	long	
journeys	in	which	alone	I	should	think	it	would	be	worth	the	expense	
to	buy	such	a	machine.	It	is	evident	that	you	could	not	use	it	in	
populous	towns	as	London	or	in	a	hilly	country	as	Wales,	but	for	
travellers	in	Egypt,	Abyssinia,	Arabia	or	some	parts	of	England	and	
the	lowlands	of	Scotland	it	would	doubtless	be	a	great	help.	It	
appeared	to	me	that	the	third	wheel	(if	the	man	is	rather	under	
balanced)	would	only	be	in	the	way	and	useless	–	the	man	would	
constitute	a	third	wheel	of	himself	as	it	appears	to	me.		
Pray	give	my	love	to	Mamma	and	remember	me	kindly	to	all	at	Aunt’s	
and	the	dear	Aunt	herself.	We	are	going	to	see	the	Dairy	this	
afternoon.	I	hope	Mamma	and	you	are	very	happy	and	comfortable	
and	enjoy	yourselves	and	Notting	Hill	very	much.	I	am	sorry	to	hear	
you	were	not	pleased	at	the	French	play	the	other	night.		
Ever	your	most	affectionate	son.	G	A	M				
		

	
29	August	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
		
	
My	dear	Clara,	
	
It	is	some	consolation	to	me	this	damp	chilly	weather	when	lowering	
clouds	and	rain	make	outdoors	exercise	anything	but	agreeable,	that	
the	very	rest	you	are	as	it	were	compelled	to	take,	is	the	best	possible	
thing	for	you.	I	hope	therefore	you	will	get	some	first	class	books	of	
amusement	and	read,	and	work,	as	best	befits	your	humour	or	any	of	
you	read	aloud	alternately.	I	think	you	have	David	Copperfield	with	
you,	which	will	bear	a	second	perusal	with	renewed,	nay	increased	
interest.	But	I	will	first	relieve	my	conscience	by	stating	the	result	of	
my	visit	to	Fulham	Place.	The	parcel	from	Madame	Brotosky’s	had	
not	been	sent,	a	…[?]	she	had	sent	was	fetched	back	again,	having	
been	I	suppose	left	by	mistake,	Bowra	had	not	sent	for	the	parcel.	I	
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took	the	Sofa	to	Mrs	Nicholls	and	covered	up	the	book	table	with	
George’s	dressing	gown,	not	being	able	to	see	anything	else	that	
would	do.	I	made	up	the	clothes	into	a	parcel	to	clean,	put	a	pair	of	
Papa’s	trowsers	with	them	to	dye	a	dark	colour	and	paid	Mr	Jermyn’s	
bill,	£1.5.11d.		
A	parcel	has	been	sent	for	you	from	Olliviers,	and	Charles	has	
requested	me	to	ask	you	if	you	ordered	the	Glee	for	him	–	the	Fairy	
Gypsy’s	Glee.	This	is	I	think	all	the	business	part	of	my	letter,	except	
for	your	government.	I	found	the	store	cupboard	open.	I	am	certain	it	
was	not	locked,	because	before	I	put	the	key	in	it	yielded	to	my	hand,	
and	I	entered	without	impediment.	I	however	took	care	to	leave	it	
locked.	Helena	improves	every	time	I	see	her.	She	is	practising	most	
energetically	and	steadily	.	I	had	no	idea	she	could	play	so	well.	Papa	
is	regularly	studying	Italian	with	bright	hopes	of	some	day	turning	it	
to	account.	This	is	my	bright	vision	of	peace,	to	be	able	to	support	
ourselves	and	if	possible	help	you,	my	darlings.	The	great	comfort	is	
that	all	that	is	right	and	good	brings	heaven’s	blessing	with	it	.	Let	us	
press	on	to	the	goal	where	the	brilliant	horizon	awaits	us	of	a	
glorious	never-ending	day.	Thanks	to	Heaven	the	sun	shines	out	once		
more	upon	us	and	you	can	inhale	the	perfumed	air	and	tread	the	soft	
grassy	turf,	watching	our	fisherman,	the	floating	clouds	or	glorious	
sunset.	Yet	were	I	away	from	town	I	should	say	‘	The	sea,	the	sea,	the	
bounding	sea,	its	gladdening	breezes,	its	wide	expanse	of	waters	in	
preference	to	deep	hollows	embowered	by	thick	foliage,	although	like	
MacHeath	one	might	say	‘How	Happy	I	could	be	with	either’.	Yet	
imagination	can	picture	glorious	scenery	and	we	have	here	your	
uncle’s	fine	library	to	please	all	tastes,	grave	or	gay,	a	hospitable	
welcome,	in	fine	all	things	necessary	to	make	the	time	pass	
pleasantly.	You	know	how	I	love	your	letters	–	yet	not	YOU	for	YOU	
must	have	pleasant	sweet	repose	awhile	mid	fields	and	flowers,	but	if	
a	few	lines	from	Emily’s	fertile	pen	in	a	leisure	half	hour	were	to	
reach	your	Aunt,	she	would	be	pleased	with	your	thoughts	as	her	life	
passes	happily	away,	let	it	bear	away	in	its	rush		all	thoughts	but	
those	of	peace	and	kindness.		
Your	uncle	is	now	in	Dublin	–	gone	to	Ireland	for	a	week.	Mrs	DuBois	
and	Annie	and	Etty	come	here	when	we	leave.	Our	united	loves	to	
you	all	including	your	dear	guest	Mary	Taylor,	our	fisherman	,	Emily	
to	whom	I	must	write	owing	that	darling	a	host	of	answers.	
Sempre	vostra	Madre	affettuosissima	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
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8	September	1851	
	
George	Macirone	to	his	children	
	
	
My	darling	Children,	
	
I	can	only	thank	you	for	your	good	wishes	on	my	birthday	and	wish	
that	my	days	to	come	may	be	more	advantageous	to	you	than	those	
which	are	gone.	I	will	try	to	wait	patiently	for	the	presents	which	you	
have	withheld	from	the	conveyances	of	H.M’s	Government	and	beg	to	
suggest	whether	it	might	not	be	prudent	to	engage	a	regiment	of	
Dragoons	to	escort	you	and	them	in	safety	to	Town.	I	know	however	
you	will	use	every	practicable	precaution	to	insure	their	happy	
arrival.	En	attendant	I	repose	on	balmy	hope.	It	is	at	the	same	time	
very	à	propos	that	I	should	have	a	large	stock	of	good	wishes,	in	
order	that	you	may	present	a	vast	amount	thereof	from	me	to	Miss	
Taylor	on	the	happy	recurrence	of	her	natal	day	simultaneously	with	
my	own.		
God	bless	you	my	darlings,		
Your	loving	Father	Geo.Macirone	
	
	
	
9	September	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	her	children	
	
	
My	dear	Clara	and	children	dear,	
	
‘Did	you	dare	to	think	or	imagine’	that	when	I	reminded	you	of	Papa’s	
birthday	it	was	with	any	other	view	than	to	secure	him	the	pleasure	
of	your	letters	as	a	pleasant	proof	of	your	remembrance	of	it,	and	
him.	Tell	George	(Augustus)	to	put	on	his	conjuring	cap	that	the	
carriage	I	have	set	my	heart	on	having,	of	his	invention,	may	be	ready	
by	the	time	when	Papa	and	I	lose	the	admirable	agility	that	now	
distinguishes	us	-		a	nice	little	chariot	with	the	head	to	remove	or	
open	if	needed	would	suit	admirably.	
I	enclose	you	a	letter	that	was	sent	from	Ewers	under	cover.	Mr	and	
Mrs	Henry	Hury[?]have	left	their	cards	-	address	46A	Pall	Mall.	Will	
you	be	in	town	this	week	?	Because	in	that	case	you	might	call	upon	
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them.	I	could	not	invite	them	hither.	This	vexes	me	as	I	should	like	to	
pay	them	some	attention	independent	of	the	pleasure	I	should	have	
in	welcoming	them	to	to	this…[?]and	congratulating	them	on	their	
marriage	and	recovery	from	their	sad	accident.	There	is	likewise	a	
packet	from	Mrs	Briggs	which	I	opened	fancying	it	contained	money,	
in	which	case	I	thought	you	might	like	it	forwarded	to	you.	It	contains	
a	permisssion	or	rather	I	believe	application	for	permisssion	for	a	
studious	young	man,	Mr	G	H,	to	read	at	the	British	Museum.	I	thought	
the	admissison	was	for	Papa	and	that	George	had	one,	but	Papa	must	
go	in	a	sack	or	his	juvenility	will	be	doubted.		
We	went	to	your	Uncle’s	yesterday	and	saw	Thompson’s	and	
George’s	letters.	Your	Uncle	George	sent	his	brother	word	that	he	
should	either	let	or	sell	his	farm	and	come	over	to	England.	
Thompson	told	Father	before	he	went	that	he	would	not	return	
unless	independent,	or	that	when	he	returned	he	should	be	
independent.	They	both	seem	inclined	to	work.	Thompson	talks	of	
going	to	Adelaide	where	the	Tripps	are.		
The	children	improve	and	Godmammas	seem	the	next	affinity	to	dear	
own	Mamma.		
Adieu	–	We	were	much	amused	with	the	word	sketch	of	George	as	
the	[?]	–quite	a	back	woodsman	indeed.	Have	you	heard	we	have	gold	
as	well	as	silver	mines	in	Australia	?	I	walked	to	Hungerford	Market,	
attended	Church,	was	there	early,	and	at	exactly	five	minures	past	
eleven	walked	from	London	Bridge	to	Uncle’s	except	crossing	the	
river	and	was	not	tired.		
Yours	in	haste	M	A	M	–the	post	time	is	come.		
	
	
14	September	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Clara,	
	
It	is	rather	an	odd	coincidence	that	after	sending	you	this	week	the	
Achili	mission,	we,	that	is,	of	course,	your	Papa	and	I	went	today	to	
hear	il	Padre	Achili	and	very	pleased	I	was,	for	various	reasons.	
Firstly	because	I	could	understand	and	follow	the	discourse	much	
better	than	I	could	have	anticipated	although	I	cannot	glorify	myself	
on	that	account	as	his	utterance	was	so	remarkably	clear	and	distinct	
that	not	a	sound	or	syllable	was	lost.	The	subject	was	the	contrast	of	
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divine	and	human	knowledge,	the	philosophy	of	Athens	and	the	
shepherds	by	the	cradle	in	Bethlehem.	Then	he	dilated	on	the	love	
which	should	shed	its	winning	gentle	influence	around	us	in	all	the	
relations	of	life,	in	act,	look,	tone,	inspired	by	Christian	love	seeking	
everywhere	to	gain	souls,	till	the	earth	is	one	vast	temple	of	God’s	
promise,	till	His	Kingdom	be	indeed	come,	and	his	promised	reign	
commenced	on	earth.	I	noticed	particularly,	or	rather	was	much	
charmed	by	the	singing,	so	touching	and	simple.	I	wished	for	you	
there,	and	hope	you	will	be	induced	to	accompany	me	once	at	least.	I	
asked	the	young	gentleman	who	played	the	instrument	where	I	could	
get	the	music.	He	said	it	was	in	manuscript	but	that	he	would	
willingly	write	it	out	for	me.	This	he	offered	with	such	a	kindly	
simplicity	I	have	no	doubt	he	meant	it,	but	as	he	afterwards	said	they	
(that	is	the	psalms	and	hymns)	were	about	being	published	I	declined	
accepting	them.		They	will	be	published	at	Webbe’s.	I	hope	you	will	
go.	The	place	is	so	humble	it	reminded	me	of	the	early	Christians	–	a	
flight	of	wooden	stairs,	beams	supporting	the	roof	etc.	You	will	find	
how	correct	your	Papa	is	in	the	pronunciation	of	the	open	‘O’s	and	
how	broad,	full	and	clear	is	the	sound	of	the	language.	The	Hurys	I	
suppose	have	left	London.	I	expected	an	answer	from	you	when	I	
forwarded	their	address	to	you,	but	as	Mrs	Wyand	had	told	them	we	
were	all	out	of	town	and	as	I	doubted	not	they	would	always	be	out	
sightseeing,	I	did	not	wish	to	call	till	I	knew	when	you	would	return,	
when	I	could	have	left	a	note	for	them.		
You	offered	me	the	key	to	get	my	cap.	Now	being	invited	to	your	
Aunt’s	on	Thursday	next	to	meet	Mrs	DuBois,	Annie	and	Etty	,	I	
should	like	to	wear	my	captivating	cap	if	I	could.	I	am	sorry	to	say	the	
servant	has	left	Mrs	Wyand,	who	says	she	was	a	very	idle	girl	who	
only	thought	of	dressing	herself.	If	so,	she	is	better	away.	Pray	
someone	write	to	say	you	are	all	well.	I	am	anxious	to	hear	from	you.	
Your	Aunt	said	she	had	written	to	you	to	say	that	Charles	wished	to	
join	you.	I	thought	you	must	have	answered	before	I	wrote	or	I	would	
have	told	you	that	I	know	of	an	instance	of	great	kindheartedness	in	
him,	so	that	if	you	could	give	him	any	pleasure	without	detriment	to	
yourself	it	would	be	a	kind	act	not	misplaced.	Adieu.	Heaven	bless	
you	all.	Your	affectionate	mother	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
Ps.	Your	first	letter	requesting	the	cloak	to	be	sent	came	by	the	
morning	post.	I	had	been	to	Fulham	Place,	packed	up,	taken	the	
parcel	to	the	office,	saw	it	booked,	returned	home		and	dined,	when	
near	tea	time	at	five	o’clock	your	second	letter	came.	Of	course	you	
received	your	cloak	and	the	Achili	Mission.		
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Your	Aunt	has	received	a	letter	from	Frederick	Lowe,	who	has	
written	and	published	a	book	whose	subject	and	title	I	do	not	know.	I	
forgot	to	ask	her	for	the	address	when	I	left	her.	I	think	I	had	asked	
her	before	and	that	she	promised	to	give	it	me.	Pray	write	tomorrow.	
Remember	the	cap	!	But	it	will	certainly	not	be	worth	while	to	pay	for	
a	parcel	or	heavy	letter	as	I	have	the	black	cap	trimmed	with	black	
and	crimson	ribbons.	
	
			
	
17	September	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Clara,	
	
Your	Papa	and	I	read	your	letters	very	attentively	several	times,	but	
as	you	wrote	‘Present	my	compliments	to	Mrs	Wyand	and	say	we	
wish	the	rooms	to	be	ready	for	us	early	on	Wednesday.	I	shall	want	
lunch	ready	etc.	I	come	home	on	Thursday	next’	–	we	of	course	
anticipated	that	Emily	and	George	would	arrive	this	morning.	Papa	
came	early	and	ordered	bread,	butter	etc	and	I	came	afterwards	to	
receive	them	but	no	George	nor	Emily.	It	is	true	her	note	said	‘I	shall	
come	next	week’	but	comparing	notes	we	thought	hers	must	have	
been	written	on	Saturday	last.	This	affair	with	your	Aunt	and	Uncle	
has	grieved	me	very	much.	We	have	been	invited	to	stay	with	them	
three	times	this	year,	and	received	with	great	hospitality	and	
kindness,	and	in	return	you	refuse	to	allow	Charles	to	stay	with	you	a	
few	days.	I	am	VERY	SORRY	for	it.	I	feel	the	truth	of	what	you	say.	
Whatever	annoys	you	rebounds	doubly	upon	me.	If	ever	being	
earned	a	home,	you	have,	by	energy,	talent	and	generous	self-denial,	
but,	my	darling,		we	must	weigh	the	good	and	evil	against	each	other	
in	this	life	if	we	would	steer	our	vessel	wisely	and	well.	I	ought	to	
have	written	to	you	after	I	had	seen	your	Aunt	and	Helena	whom	
your	Papa	and	I	met	in	the	Park	as	they	were	coming	to	us	to	say	
Charles	wished	to	come	if	he	could.	I	did	write	but	being	too	late	for	
the	post	I	thought	you	would	have	answered	your	Aunt	before	you	
could	receive	my	letter	and	therefore	it	would	be	useless	to	send	it.	It	
was	Charles’s	wish	to	come	to	you	–	a	wish	I	thought	formed	in	good	
will	and	kindly	feeling.	We	are	engaged	to	dine	at	your	Uncle’s	
tomorrow	to	meet	Mrs	DuBois,	Annie	and	Etty.	Think	how	painfully	I	
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must	feel	this	affair.	Your	Uncle’s	being	so	very	much	engaged	in	
business	may	make	him	omit	what	he	would	otherwise	think	of,	but,	
my	own	dear	love,	it	is	better	to	waive	some	punctiliousness	than	to	
lay	the	seeds	of	future	ill	will	and	family	dissention.	I	do	believe	your	
Aunt	and	Uncle	wish	for	family	union,	but	it	seems	like	an	ignis	
futurus,	always	eluding	our	grasp.		
Pray	write	immediately	to	Mrs	Hury	to	say	when	you	will	be	in	town,	
but	of	course	you	will	not	say	I	sent	you	her	address.	The	only	
address	for	Thompson	and	George	is	at	their	Uncle’s	as	we	know	no	
other.	I	mean	to	write	to	my	brother.	You		have	doubtless	heard	of	
the	gold	mines	found	in	Australia.	I	suppose	your	cousins	will	go	
there.	It	will	raise	the	value	of	property	in	that	part	of	the	world	and	
we	hope	your	Uncle	will	likewise	benefit.		
Heaven	bless	you	all	and	ever	guide	you,	prays	your	affectionate	
mother	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
Ps	There	is	a	letter	from	the	Alliance	Life	and	Fire	Office	for	you.	Is	
your	time	expired	?		
			
	
20	September	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Emily	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Emily,	
	
One	would	think	you	had	the	gift	of	second	sight,	as	the	Scotch	call	it,	
or	mesmeric	influence,	to	have	heard	the	postman	inquire	for	Mrs	
Morrison,	have	seen	him	on	the	point	of	marching	off	with	the	letter,	
me	hasten	eagerly	forwards	to	claim	the	letter,	and	his	grateful	smile,	
with	‘Thank	you,	Madam’	when	I	promised	him	to	beg	the	lady	to	
write	more	distinctly	in	future.	It	was	a	smile	to	make	the	fortune	of	
an	artist	could	he	transfix	the	kindliness.	Well	then,	when	your	letter	
came	yesterday,	at	first	we	decided	Miss	Taylor	had	written	the	
address	–	but	your	own	peculiar	hand	convinced	us	it	was	from	your	
own	dear	self	and	that	you	had	truly	taken	pains	with	your	writing	to	
please	Mamma	who	was	thought	to	be	desperately	cross	–	if	so	I	must	
feign	a	little,	and	with	coquettish	arts	win	my	own	way.		
I		have	begun	this	letter	to	you,	albeit	I	am	pressed	for	time,	and	
should	make	this	note	or	letter	something	like	a	short	friendly	visit	
when	we	have	a	little	chat	alternately	to	all	the	family,	but	while	I	
think	of	it	I	must	tell	you	or	rather	George	(Augustus)	of	a	pun,	a	Latin	
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pun	of	MINE	–	let	him	rub	his	eyes	to	see	more	distinctly		and	to	the	
fact	I	took	the	ink	–	Papa	said	‘It	was	egoism’(he	go	ism)	I	answered,	
‘It	was	rather	mecum’(me	come	or	come	with	me).	This	is	fresh	from	
the	mint.		
Now	for	news	for	Clara.	Miss	Warne	leaves	her	situation	in	November	
and	Mrs	Montefiore	is	gone	to	Australia.	Now	I	do	think	some	letters	
might	be	written	to	her	recommending	Thompson	and	George	
(Perriman)	to	her	kind	influence	if	she	can	procure	them	any	
employment	–	Uncle	George	(George	Perriman	in	Hobart)	to	deliver	
them	to	your	cousins	if	he	consider	them	likely	to	merit	such	
confidence.	Pray	ask	George	if	he	would	not	like	his	black	sleeves	
stitched	into	his	black	overall	waistcoat.	
Your	Aunt	received	me	very	kindly.	I	merely	said	I	was	very	sorry	–	
meaning	that	any	misunderstanding	had	taken	place,	but	she	kissed	
me	and	I	did	not	revive	the	subject.	Mrs	DuBois	told	us	all	the	news	of	
old	friends.	She	is	a	darling	woman.	Papa,	Aunt	and	I	all	each	
severally	said	she	reminded	us	of	Mrs	Dilke	–	the	same	kind	smile.	
Annie	and	Etty	were	not	there,	Etty	having	been	ill,	Annie	stayed	to	
nurse	her.	Papa	and	I	intend	going	again	to	hear	Il	Padre	Achili.	I	
understand	him	much	better	than	I	could	have	expected.	Was	not	
Signor	Assia’s	son	very	obliging	to	offer	to	write	out	the	psalm	and	
hymn	for	me	?		
Do	not	be	lamenting	that	we	are	in	hot,	dusty	London.	Have	we	not	
the	Park?	Cannot	we	take	our	books	or	newspaper	and	sit	by	the	
waterside,	enjoy	its	cool	breezes	and	in	five	minutes	be	home	to	
coffee?	Have	we	not	an	Italian	preacher	as	counterpoise	to	your	old	
fashioned	rooms-	have	we	not	wooden	stairs	to	mount	the	chapel,	
wooden	benches,	bare	beams.	Had	I	time	I	could	point		out	so	many	
advantages	–	but	I	spare	you,	and	only	add	that	Papa	and	I	have	been	
wondrously	happy	enjoying	your	scenery	through	the	medium	of	
your	descriptions	and	our	imaginations.	Uncle	was	very	sociable,	
Charles	kissed	me	–	he	had	been	enjoying	himself	famously	at	
Brighton	with	a	Mr	Bird	or	some	such	name	–	this	I	learned	from	a	
letter	his	Papa	read	when,	as	we	were	leaving,	in	he	came.		
Love	to	Miss	Taylor,	with	thanks	for	her	letter.		
Love	to	all	from	your	affectionate	mother	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
If	you	have	three	or	four	postage	stamps	pray	send	them.		
	
	
Undated	22	September	(1851	?)	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	18	-	

	

Dearest	Mother,	

Can	I	come	down	on	Monday	–	the	weather	is	so	fine	and	weather	at	
this	time	of	the	year	is	so	uncertain	that	Clara	thinks	it	would	be	the	
best	plan	for	me	to	come	down	now	and	paint	while	the	sun	shines.	I	
had	a	model	yesterday	for	Florizel,	but	pray	don’t	expect	anything	for	
both	Florizel	and	Perdita	are	an	ugly	pair	at	present	and	enough	to	
put	you	out	of	conceit	with	your	grandchildren	artistically	speaking.	
For	that	matter	I	should	prefer	showing	it	to	you	all	when	I’ve	
finished	but	the	background	is	the	great	thing	to	get	done	as	I	can	
paint	the	figures	at	any	time,	but	once	the	cold	and	wet	set	in	the	
picture	must	stand	over	till	next	year	and	my	triumphant	Proserpine	
arm	in	arm	with	the	Lord	Mayor	down	Cheapside	will	be	put	off.	So	if	
you	will	promise	not	to	be	shocked	at	my	unfinished	painting	I	will	
come	from	the	Spread	Eagle	and	be	with	you	about	seven	on	Monday.	
Ask	dear	Aunt	and	Uncle	with	my	love	if	I	may	come.		
And	with	best	love	to	yourself	and	best	of	Papas	I	remain,		
Your	very	loving	daughter	Emily.									
You	must	neither	of	you	dream	of	coming	back.	It	is	such	a	treat	to	
think	of	you	having	a	holiday	we	get	quite	fat	upon	it.	
	
	
	
	
24	September	1851	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Clara,	
	
I	think	you	have	judged	very	wisely	that	George	had	better	stay	with	
you	where	he	will	enjoy	fine	air	and	more	comfortable	meals.	I	went	
today	to	Fulham	Place	and	brought	away	all	the	letters,	taking	off	all	
the	covers	to	save	postage,	but	as	ignorant	of	the	contents	as	poor	
…[?]	although	some	curiosity	I		confess	to	feeling	as	to	the	letter	
marked	‘via	Sacramento’.	May	that	and	all	bring	good	news	to	you	my	
darling	as	what	makes	you	happy	would	I	trust	make	us	so.	I	fear	
George	has	lost	the	lessons	in	Mathematics,	viz,	that	he	will	have	to	
pay	for	a	month’s	lessons	without	ever	receiving	them.	Perhaps	he	
can	take	the	remainder	at	Xmas.	I	had	an	idea	which	his	long	stay	at	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	19	-	

Arundel	has	deferred	viz:	that	he	should	take	lessons	in	writing.	You	
know	he	asked	this	when	he	first	left	Christ’s	Hospital.	Indeed	dear	
Clara,	his	writing	is	so	bad	it	has	positively	fretted	me,	giving	me	I	do	
think	a	pain	in	my	back	through	vexation.	I	often	thought	of	writing	
to	him	about	it	but	continually	expecting	your	return	I	thought	it	
would	be	time	when	he	came	to	town.	You	know	love	my	pride	is	in	
my	children	and	then	I	feel	poor	when	I	cannot	do	anything	for	you	
my	own	dear	darlings,	so	that	all	they	do	well	and	right	gives	more	
joy	to	my	heart	than	any	change	of	scene	or	outward	means	of	
excitement.		
Love	to	dearest	Emily	and	George	and	accept	the	same	from	your	
affectionate	mother	Mary	Ann	Macirone					
	
	

Undated	1851?			
	
Emily	Macirone	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
Darling	Clara,	
	
Here	am	I	in	status	quo	and	likely	to	remain	for	another	day	or	so	
until	I	have	finished	my	portraits.	I	shall	certainly	return	Saturday	
but	perhaps	not	till	then.	However	you	shall	have	a	telegraph	
dispatch	directly.	I	am	longing	to	hear	from	home	and	that’s	the	truth.	
I	should	have	written	home	but	have	been	concocting	the	vilest	piece	
of	dullness	in	the	form	of	a	letter	to	our	darling	‘boi’	that	ever	was.	So	
you	may	be	grateful	that	circumstances	have	turned	the	stream	away	
for	a	time.	However	I	have	not	shown	my	portraits	yet	to	Mr	Hansen,	
but	shall	I	think	this	evening.	I	think	they	are	like	but	am	always	
distrustful	of	my	own	verdict.	I	am	sure	that	Ruthie[?]	is	like	but	find	
some	difficulty	in	the	lines	of	Mrs	Hansen’s	head.	Now	do,	there’s	a	
precious	darling,	write	to	me.	By	the	bye	you	cannot	write	before	
Thursday	so	I	shall	not	expect	a	letter	before	Friday.		…[?]letters		
come	to	me.	I	ought	to	thank	you	for	your	sweet	letters	that	you	
wrote	to	me.	They	have	been	reading	the	stories	of	Venice	and	like	it	
very	well.	Mrs	Hansen	naturally	appreciates	it	more	than	the	rest,	but	
it	is	so	noble	that	it	must	do	good	wherever	it	goes	and	some	of	his	
ideas	are	very	fine.		
I	am	so	stupid	with	your	green	silk	cover	that	I	stick	at	it,	but	I	mean	
to	attack	it	this	evening.	I	have	been	hindered	though	I	really	did	
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work	at	it	on	Saturday.	Dear	Clara,	do	let	me	hear	how	you	all	are		-	if	
dear	Papa	is	quite	well	–	and	let	me	know	all	the	news.	I	feel	quite	
miserable	if	I	do	not	hear	for	a	few	days.	Any	news	is	better	than	
none.	Dear	Mrs	Hansen	sends	her	love	to	you,	and	all	that	you	have	
said	of	her	is	quite	true.	It	is	quite	a	pleasure	to	be	near	her	and	I	like	
Mary	so	much.	She	is	such	a	sweet,	honest,	unaffected,	warm-	hearted	
girl.	Pray	do	not	be	anxious	about	me.	I	shall	get	them	like,	I	have	
little	fear,	and	Mrs	Hansen	is	the	kindest	and	most	patient	sitter	that	
ever	was.	I	wish	all	were	the	same.	What	a	quick	portrait	painter	I	
should	be.		
Goodbye	my	darling.	This	is	weakness	as	Montague	Tigg	said	of	the	
milk	and	water	at	school.	I	must	stay	longer	on	account	of	painting	
the	classes	and	then	I	wish	there	to	be	no	mistake	about	the	portraits.	
My	love	to	dear	Papa	and	Mamma.	I	cannot	manage	an	Italian	letter	
without	a	dictionary.		
Take	care	of	yourself	my	darling	and	believe	me	your	loving	Minnie.	
						
Undated	1851(?)		
	
George	Macirone	at	9	Porteus	Rd.	Maida	Hill	West	to	Mrs	DuBois	
	
		
My	dear	Mrs	DuBois,	
	
The	accompanying	music		for	which	I	was	favoured	by	your	
subscription,	was	promised	to	me	by	my	printer	to	be	ready	for	
distribution	before	the	end	of	1850.	
Notwithstanding	however,	weekly,	and	latterly	even	daily	
applications	to	him	and	his	continual	assurances	that	the	print	
should	be	at	once	forthcoming,	the	whole	of	the	last	year	elapsed	
without	my	receiving	the	anxiously	awaited	proof	sheets.	
Extremely	harassed	by	this	unpleasant	position,	I	placed	this	affair	in	
the	hands	of	my	solicitor	and	by	his	means	alone,	I	have	the	pleasure	
of	forwarding	to	you	the	copy	which	should	have	reached	its	
destination	long	since,	had	the	engagement	made	with	me	been	
fulfilled.	
I	trust	you	will	consider	these	few	words	a	sufficient	explanation	for	
a	delay,	as	annoying	to	me,	as	it	must	have	appeared	inexplicable	to	
my	subscribers.	
I	remain	my	dear	Mrs	DuBois	,		
Your	most	obedient	friend	and	servant,	G	A	Macirone		
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4	October	1851	
	
Louise	Delamollière	at	Lyon	to	Clara	and	Emily	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Clara	and	Emily,	
	
A	short	visit	from		my	brother	Isidore	brought	me	your	very	amiable	
letters	and	it	was	quite	a	treat	to	read	them.	I	was	returning	from	the	
Bugey	when	I	read	these	interesting	Epistles	and	you	were	nice	
company	in	the	heavy	diligence.	I	followed	you	to	the	Exhibition	and	
although	I	read	much	in	the	newspapers,	was	more	satisfied	by	
reading	what	my	friends	had	felt,	because	there	I	was	sure	to	find	
truth	and	enthusiasm	combined.	Indeed,	this	World’s	Fair	was	a	
grand	thing	indeed	and	happy	would	we	have	been	to	have	gone	over	
to	England	at	that	very	interesting	epoch,	but	my	husband	had	just	
entered	a	new	house	of	business	and	could	not	leave.	Indeed	he	has	
been	poorly	this	summer	with	overworking	himself	and	obtained	a	
few	days	which	he	devoted	to	getting	out	of	town	in	that	charming	
province	called	the	Bugey	where	my	father’s	forefathers	formerly	
possessed	much	land	and	were	great	folks,	and	where	now	my	
father’s	sister	possesses	a	little	home	and	lives	quiet	and	happy	and	
where	we	are	regularly	invited	one	and	all	to	spend	the	Vintage	time,	
which	this	year	has	been	only	a	time	of	date,	for	Vintage	there	was	
none	on	account	of	the	grapes	being	attacked	by	a	certain	disease	
resembling	that	which	befell	the	potato	some	years	back.	I	would	
have	gone	to	the	Exhibition	but	having	left	home	last	year	was	loath	
to	go	twice	so	far	away	from	my	children.	The	country	air	was	very	
beneficial	to	Mr	Delamollière.	I	wish	my	dear	Mama	had	more	faith	in	
that	best	of	medicines,	but	Mama	does	not	like	the	country.	I	was	
sorry	to	see	Isidore	come	without	her.	Perhaps	a	Winter	here	might	
work	some	change	in	her	cruel	sufferings.	I	can	assure	you,	Clara	and	
Emily	and	you	will	readily	believe	me	when	I	say	that	my	heart	aches	
when	I	think	of	her	immured	in	the	city	on	a	sunny	Summer’s	day	and	
confined	there	in	dark	November.	How	happy	you	are	to	be	near	your	
parents	and	see	them	in	health	!		
Your	account	of	the	Queen	was	highly	entertaining.	You	are	a	
fortunate	people	to	preserve	respect	for	due	authority.	Your	
description	of	the	country	in	Sussex	where	you	passed	some	time	
pleased	me	much,	for	I	am	a	passionate	admirer	of	the	country	and	
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my	husband	and	myself	take	sometimes	famous	long	walks	to	escape	
from	the	streets	and	lines	of	town	houses.	We	had	nice	walks	in	the	
Bugey	this	year.	There	is	a	very	picturesque	valley	called	
l’Abergement,	which	the	recent	inundation	of	the	Ain	had	rendered	
doubly	picturesque,	breaking	down	some	lightly	constructed	wooden	
bridges,	cutting	the	road	and	actually	uprooting	some	trees	that	grew	
on	some	loose	earth	on	the	banks	of	the	little	river	l’Oiselon,	then	a	
torrent,	interrupted	by	many	a	waterfall	harmonious	and	musical.	
This	no	doubt	was	sad	enough	to	the	landholder	of	the	parts	but	the	
artist’s	eye	saw	only	beauty	and	sublimity	in	the	sight,	and	my	dear	
Husband	was	in	raptures.	It	is	a	great	thing	to	have	the	same	tastes	in	
Marriage,	and	when	these	tastes	tend	to	refine	and	elevate	the	soul,	it	
is	invaluable	indeed.	I	am	not	among	the	wealthy	of	the	Earth	but	I	
can	say	with	gratitude	to	the	Almighty	that	Anais	and	myself	have	
kind	and	noble	minded	husbands	and	this	is	better	than	gold.		
My	dear	trio	of	children	are	well.	Little	Cecile	G[?]is	a	darling,	adored	
by	her	little	cousins.	My	sister	and	her	husband	are	well.	Mr	
Delamollière	and	his	mother	are	also	in	good	health	at	present.	All	
unite	in	best	compliments	to	you	both,	dear	girls,	your	parents	and	
brother.		
With	a	prayer	for	your	happiness	here	and	hereafter	I	conclude	this	
scrawl.		
Ever	yours,	
Louise	Delamollière		
	
	
	
26	November	1851		

Charles	Lowe	(uncle	to	Mary	Ann)	in	Berlin	to	Mary	Ann	
Macirone	

	

Dear	Mary	Ann,	
	
Your	Aunt	again	calls	upon	me	to	be	her	deputy	in	answering	your	
kind	letter	forwarded	by	my	brother,	as	writing	is	a	severe	task	to	
her	eyes,	although	she	works	at	her	needle	like	a	young	person.	
My	brother	has	no	doubt	told	you	all	about	us;	your	Aunt	and	myself	
are	jogging	along	like	old	folks	do,	and	thank	God	for	it	we	keep	our	
health.		
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The	account	you	give	us	of	your	family	is	uncommonly	pleasant	to	us.	
We	should	have	been	glad	to	have	come	unexpected	like	my	brother	
did	to	have	seen	you	all.	
I	perceive	your	George	(Augustus)	is	going	to	leave	you	for	Glasgow	
next	year,	no	doubt	you	will	feel	the	parting	from	him	as	a	great	trial,	
however	you	can	hear	from	him	in	a	few	hours,	as	the	
communication	is	so	rapid	now	and	we	must	submit	to	all	these	trials	
from	which	few	of	us	are	exempt.	
We	heard	from	our	Charles	early	this	month.	He	has	a	family	of	four	
children,	two	girls	and	a	boy	by	his	first	wife,	and	a	girl	by	his	second	
wife,	she	is	an	American	lady	of	Scotch	extraction,	her	family	name	is	
Greig	–	her	ancestors,	Methodists	and	farmers,	settled	in	America	
about	a	century	ago,	her	relations	are	all	farmers	near	him	in	the	
state	of	Ohio.	He	writes	he	has	got	related	to	the	whole	county	
(Hamilton)	by	his	marriage,	and	appears	to	be	doing	well.	
Frederick	is	thanks	to	Providence	better	in	health	since	he	has	used	
the	remedy,	which	is	now	upwards	of	3	years,	he	sends	your	Clara	a	
copy	of	the	recipe	as	she	desired	to	have	it	for	some	of	her	friends.	
This	will	be	handed	you	by	Miss	Levitt,	a	young	lady	who	is	returning	
to	London	after	having	made	some	stay	at	Berlin.	Your	Aunt	sends	
also	by	her	for	Emily	a	portfolio	of	ornamental	stationery,	the	
manufacture	of	this	city,	and	requests	her	acceptance	as	coming	from	
her	great-aunt.	Miss	Levitt	will	tell	you	all	about	us	as	we	frequently	
had	the	pleasure	of	her	company.		
It	is	about	a	twelvemonth	since	my	brother	was	at	Berlin,	he	has	
forwarded	all	the	letters	from	Hambro.	
In	my	missive	to	Mr	Macirone	you	will	see	some	of	the	latest	news	
respecting	Lieutenant	Pim.	
Your	Aunt	requests	to	tell	Edward	that	she	has	not	forgotten	him,	
although	he	appears	not	to	recollect	her.	
I	have	told	you	all	I	thought	of.	Wishing	you	and	yours	a	merry	
Christmas	and	a	happy	New	Year	when	it	comes.	I	unite	with	your	
Aunt	and	Frederick	in	best	love	to	you	and	your	circle,	and	remain,	
dear	Mary	Ann,		
Yours	affectionately,	Chas.	S.	Lowe	
PS	Frederick	has	answered	your	Clara’s	letter	separately	likewise	by	
this	opportunity.	
	
	
	
26	November	1851	
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Charles	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	George	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Mr	Macirone,	
	
I	am	commissioned	by	Mrs	L	to	answer	your	kind	note	to	her	which	
was	sent	by	my	brother	from	Hambro	and	gave	her	a	great	deal	of	
pleasure,	she	desires	me	to	say	that	the	old	man	and	woman	at	Berlin	
will	be	glad	to	see	an	old	man	and	woman	from	London	trudging	into	
this	parlour.	It	is	a	very	pleasant	and	short	journey	now	from	London	
to	Berlin	and	not	near	so	expensive	compared	to	what	it	was	25	years	
ago,	before	railroads	were	made,	and	although	steamboats	were	
running	perhaps	once	a	week,	and	now	every	day.	By	Ostend	and	
Cologne	you	would	be	here	in	48	hours	if	you	do	not	stop	on	the	road.	
As	you	expect	George	P.	over	from	Australia,	he	would	probably	join	
you	on	a	trip	to	Berlin,	after	having	come	from	the	antipodes,	he	
would	not	think	much	of	a	little	journey	like	this.	I	can	only	add	that	
we	shall	all	be	very	glad	to	see	your	party	once	again	in	this	world.	
Our	Charles	is	farming	in	Ohio,	and	doing	well,	I	heard	from	him	in	
the	beginning	of	this	month,	and	have	given	Mary	Ann	more	
particulars	to	which	I	refer	you.	
Winter	has	set	in	here	very	early	and	the	snow	lies	in	the	streets	
almost	a	foot	deep,	we	hear	frequently	the	tingling	of	the	bells	of	
sledges	passing.	I	see	you	had	it	very	cold	in	London.	Since	yesterday	
however	it	looks	like	a	change	and	we	all	hope	that	the	frost	will	
leave	us	again,	it	is	too	early	to	continue.	
Frederick	was	invited	last	night	by	Prof.	Erman	to	meet	Lieutenant	
Pim*	who	on	his	passing	through	Berlin	visited	the	principal	savants	
in	this	city,	he	found	him	a	very	well	informed	young	man,	a	perfect	
tar,	and	was	highly	entertained	in	his	company.	He	(Mr	Pim	not	
Frederick)	had	dined	with	the	King	the	day	before	and	received	from	
him	a	letter	to	the	Emperor	of	Russia	warmly	recommending	him	to	
the	protection	of	the	Autocrat	in	the	prosecution	of	his	plan.	
Having	no	more	to	say	for	the	present,	I	conclude	with	affectionate	
remembrances	from	Mrs	Lowe	and	Frederick,		
believe	me	dear	Sir,		
yours	very	truly	Chas.	S.	Lowe	
*Lieutenant	Bedford	Pim	v.	google	–	Naval	hero	and	arctic	explorer	
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11	December	1851		
	
George	Macirone	at		1	Park	Terrace	to	Dr.Roth	(draft)	
	
	
Dr	Roth,	
	
I	take	the	liberty	of	sending	to	you	herewith	a	little	girl	named	-----	
Daughter	of	some	respectable	working	people	in	my	neighbourhood,	
who	has	long	suffered	from	an	infirmity	of	one	of	her	legs.	I	have	
thought	her	malady	to	be	peculiarly	within	the	scope	of	your	valuable	
researches	and	that	you	would	not	object	to	favour	this	poor	sufferer	
with	the	benefit	of	your	experience---------	
	
	
	
14	December	1851	
	
Kate	Loder	(just	before	her	marriage)	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
My	dearest	Clara,	
	
I	am	very	sorry	to	say	we	shall	be	unable	to	accept	your	kind	invite	
for	Friday	as	Mr	and	Mrs	Thompson	Snr	are	coming	up	on	that	day	to	
be	ready	for	THE	event	on	Tuesday.	This	being	the	case	we	could	not	
very	well	leave	them,	but	I	hope	we	shall	see	you	directly	after	our	
return.	
Many	thanks	for	your	kind	offer	of	assistance.	I	do	not	think	there	is	
anything	that	can	be	done	by	deputy	dear	Clara	for	I	am	afraid	that	
‘crepe	bonnets’[?]etc	which	would	suit	you	would	not	suit	your	
‘humble	servant’.		
I	am	highly	busy	darling	therefore	must	beg	you	to	excuse	this	very	
hurried	note.	God	bless	you	dear.	Henry	desires	his	kind	
remembrances	with	my	best	love	to	yourself	and	Minnie.	
Believe	me		
Yours	affectionately	Kate	Loder			
	
	
Undated	1852	?	
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Clara	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	(a	note	in	pencil	on	scrap	of	
paper)	

	

	

Dearest	Papa,	

I	am	too	late	again	for	the	train	and	it	will	cost	me	4/-	to	make	it	up	
as	nearly	as	I	can,	and	it	will	take	so	long	to	save	back	this	4/-.	Will	
you	take	charge	of	seeing	that	breakfast	is	ready	for	me	and	the	tea	
made	good	(for	I	can’t	work	on	bad	tea)	and	all	ready	in	time,	do	not	
let	anyone	hinder	me	at	the	last	and	see	me	safe	out	of	the	house…	

Monday	–by	8	

Tuesday	–by	8	

Wednesday	–	I	am	safe	by	the	early	train	by	4	

Thursday	-by	8	

Friday	-	by	20	to	8	(7.40)	

Saturday	–by	quarter	past	7.	

Goodbye	dearest	papa.	Don’t	forget	please.	Your	affectionate	child.	
Clara	

	

4	January	1852	

George	Perriman	at	Cocknies	farm,	Hobart	to	Mary	Ann	
Macirone	

		

Dear Mary, 
 
I have long owed you a letter but being a slow coach with a twelve 
months distance between us of intercommunion and nothing self 
satisfactory to communicate makes the onus. 
Thompson and George (sons of Edward Perriman) have come and gone - 
this month and a half they are in my care - got a great deal to learn and 
too thoughtless to study their own interest or any one’s else.  
Give my love to your children as I should feel happy of their 
acquaintance and am proud of the pictures you sent me and accept thanks 
for your kind present of Butlers Analogy. 
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You have had a busy year with the exhibition which I can equally enjoy 
through the illustrated news without the turmoil and bore of a crowd. The 
thing most to have taken my fancy would be the telescopes and 
microscopes and as to a crowd of sundries would see as much passing the 
shop windows.  
Now, as to my news of the future. I am thrown all about with the 
astounding news of the large discoverys of gold in Sydney and Victoria 
upsetting us altogether, every one at liberty running away to the gold 
digging, but you will get more full accounts through the newspapers and I 
think impartial, being a wish rather to suppress than to feed excitement. 
I have long thought to have sought for minerals on my farm previous to a 
sale but perhaps the secret impulse has been a loath of parting from my 
home that my old Girl has made for me, but I intend sinking a shaft 
immediately after harvest and I then shall know what I sell.  
I now long to be in England conceited I can improve the telescope and 
opera glass but merely by adaptation and I think we could improve wind 
instruments etc etc. As you perceive of Nap and of Grouchy at Waterloo 
“il s’amuse”. 
Could not glass be made to assimulate the refractive power of the 
diamond by cooling it under a great hydraulic pressure, to wit 
Stevenson’s Britannia Racer ? 
My love to your husband and I am sorry to say I can never become his 
class-fellow not having the gift of languages.  
By the bye I very much like the theory of phrenology although deficient 
of the more valuable bumps. 
We have had here a most uncommon season – a wet hay harvest – never 
had before rains so late with every prospect of a wet corn harvest –One 
might fancy the world on the eve of some great transition for I believe in 
the doctrine of progression which I pray to God I may participate in.  
Give my love to Clara and Edward and theirs, not forgetting Jane NB if 
single.  
Give my love to all yours and believe me you affectionate brother 
G L Perriman 
 
 
	

5	January	1852	
	
Clara	Warne	at	Marine	Parade	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
		
	
My	dear	Mary,	
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Tomorrow	is	your	Natal	day	and	I	would	fain	give	you	an	affectionate	
greeting	on	its	return	with	the	season	of	general	rejoicing	and	love.	
Accept	then	my	and	our	warmest	wishes	for	the	realization	of	your	
dearest	hopes	and	as	a	slight	earnest	of	my	love,	receive	the	
accompanying	muffatees	to	keep	your	hands	warm	–	they	may	have	
small	value	in	the	eyes	of	affection	as	my	handiwork.	I	wish	they	
were	of	more	intrinsic	value.		
You	will	be	pleased	to	hear	Charlie	is	daily	gaining	strength	and	
losing	the	invalid.	I	am	only	now	afraid	he	will	do	more	than	his	real	
strength	will	avail.	Today	he	walked	upon	the	Downs	with	Herbert	a	
distance	of	8	miles	the	mention	of	which	quite	alarmed	me.	We	are	
leading	most	quiet	and	comfortable	lives	here	imaginable	-	we	have	a	
piano	–	one	of	Collards	–	our	books	–	to	which	Clara	and	Emily	so	
kindly	contributed,	and	which	I	value	much	–	I	mean	Ruskin.	We	walk	
a	great	deal;	go	on	the	pier	daily	for	a	constitutional,	and	spend	the	
evening	in	reading,	music	and	recreations	–	indulging	Charlie	with	a	
game	at	Whist	after	all	is	included	to	please	the	boy.	The	only	people	
we	knew	here	left	a	day	after	we	arrived,	so	that	we	are	verily	
hermits	in	the	midst	of	the	gay	world.	I	long	to	be	at	home	again	and	
miss	my	home	comforts.	The	gales	have	been	tremendous	and	as	we	
are	upon	the	Marine	Parade	you	may	fancy	we	hear	the	winds	whistle	
loud,	sometimes	the	night	through.	The	Cliff	is	one	stream	of	gaiety	
from	early	morn	until	late	in	the	afternoon	–	what	pleases	us	most	is	
the	effect	of	light	and	shade	when	the	sun	is	setting,	the	view	of	
which	we	command	from	our	windows,	as	also	the	dawn	of	day.	The	
horizon	is	vast	before	us,	and	the	continual	roar	is	desolate	enough	at	
night.		
We	all	unite	in	love	to	you	all.	We	wrote	to	the	Glasgow	Engineer	
yesterday	and	hope	to	hear	he	and	you	are	all	well.		
God	bless	you,	dear	Mary	and	keep	you	and	yours	in	His	Holy	Love	
prays	your	affectionate	sister	Clara	E	Warne	
	
	
12	January	1852	
	
Henry	Leigh	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
My	dear	Miss	Macirone,	
Will	you	permit	me	to	bring	with	me	(if	he	be	then	in	Town)	Mr	
George	Kenneaway	who	is	fond	of	music	and	recollects	his	meeting	
with	you	and	your	sister	some	years	ago	at	Corfe,	and	especially	the	
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visit	to	Miss	Warne,	with	considerable	pleasure.	My	sister	also,	with	
your	leave,	would	bring	with	her	a	young	lady,	an	old	pupil	of	hers,	by	
name	Miss	Emma	Smith,	who	knows	Miss	Emily	and	who	is	most	
anxious	to	hear	a	little	of	your	good	music	-	and	my	sister	hopes	she	
may	become	a	pupil	of	yours,	as	she	is	living	in	London	and	anxious	
to	have	some	lessons	if	her	Pa	and	Ma	will	consent	to	her	doing	so.	A	
line	to	my	sister	at	55	Mortimer	Street,	Cavendish	Square,	in	reply	to	
this	will	be	satisfactory.	I	shall	possibly	not	return	to	Town	until	5	
o’clock	on	Thursday,	but	hope	to	make	my	appearance	at	Porteus	
Road	at	6.0.		
Excuse	great	haste	and	scribbly[?]writing	but	I	am	elbowed	and	
squeezed	on	each	side	and	have	bare	room	to	move	my	pen.		
Yours	very	truly	My	dear	Miss	M,		
Henry	Leigh	
	
	
4	June	1852	

Clara	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dearest	of	all	my	Mammas,	

	

Know	by	these	presents	that	we	are	in	a	state	of	extreme	felicity	and	
constantaneous		solubrity,	and	similar	security,	that	I	arrived	
simultaneously	with	a		strong	escort	of	rain	at	this	most	lovely	of	
spots,	having	traveled	with	the	requisites	of	comfort	peculiar	to	1st	
Class	(Express)	Passengers,	having	beheld	railway	officials	making	
Eastern	slaves	of	themselves	to	the	brim	of	my	august	bonnet,	and	
being	here	or	rather	there,	the	man	in	office	respectfully	enquired	if	I	
were	the	lady	for	Mr.	Watson,	on	which	I	was	wafted	to	a	car	in	
attendance	–	pony	chaise	–	along	the	loveliest	road	that	can	be	easily	
imagined,	and	here	I	was	dressed	in	time,	and	so	much	comfort	is	
happiness.	Everything	is	so	happy	in	this	place	and	the	rest	and	
comfort	so	extremely	delicious,	and	I	never	do	your	love	so	much	
justice	as	when	in	society.		
Everything	went	off	very	well.	The	dinner	was	long	enough,	chatty	
enough,	informal	enough	and	with	pleasant	people,	and	I	then	played	
and	sang	all	the	evening	and	had	a	tolerable	share	of	chatting	with	
the	Archbishop	after	tea,	which	I	liked	for	we	talked	of		pictures.	I	
agreed,	as	the	fly	said	when	it	flew	in	the	same	direction	as	the	lion.	I	
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spoke	to	the	chaplain	and	son	in	law	Mr.	Thomas	a	good	deal	of	
Minnie’s	pictures	and	when	he	took	leave	of	me	after	the	
Confirmation	this	afternoon	the	last	thing	he	said	was	“I	shall	not	
forget”	to	look	for	and	admire	her	pictures	at	the	R.A.	I	think	good	has	
been	done	and	the	blessing	of	Our	Lord	has	been	with	me.	I	will	tell	
you	the	rest	when	I	see	you.		
We	had	a	long	pleasant	evening	and	this	morning	the	most	cosy	
breakfast,	chatting	away	in	full	glory	but	I	never	meet	with	any	man	
who	can	keep	up	a	conversation	with	the	spirit	your	eldest	son	can.	
Everything	here	is	so	pleasant	and	she	is	being	so	kind	and	
affectionate.		
I	have	just	had	a	message	from	Mr.	Watson.	He	has	something	very	
pleasant	to	tell	me	from	the	Archbishop.	He	is	going	to	dine	with	the	
Archbishop	tonight	and	has	to	tell	him	everything	about	me,	so	Mrs	
W	tells	me.	However	you	will	know	all	on	Sunday.		
Meantime	with	best	love	to	dear	Papa,	wonderfully	refreshed	and	
rested	by	this	luxury	of	rest.		
I	am	dearest	mother	always	your	affectionate	child		
Clara.		
I	posted	the	letter	to	Uncle	George	on	Sunday	which	he	will	have	in	
11	weeks.	

Cure	for	Rheumatic	Fever.	One	tablespoon	full	of	Lemon	Juice	in	a	
tumbler	of	water	four	times	a	day	and	oftener	if	the	disease	be	
violent……(added	by	Mary	Ann	?)	

	
	
Undated	June	1852	
	
Mary	Ann	to	Clara	
	
	
My	dear	Clara,	
	
I	heard	yesterday	a	most	interesting	account	of	a	gentleman	just	
returned	from	a	couple	of	years	from	Australia.	17persons	came	with	
him	in	the	same	vessel	who	had	in	one	year	made	sufficient	to	make	
them	independent	for	life.	They	had	been	at	the	gold	diggings,	but	he	
said	that	no	person	should	go	out	there	alone	–	not	less	than	a	party	
of	five	should	go,	with	arms	and	ammunition,	for	one	person	must	
always	watch	while	the	others	slept	as	the	place	abounds	with	
robbers.	He	said	likewise	a	person	must	have	a	very	strong	cart	to	
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lock	up.	I	know	Hubert	has	no	intention	of	going	to	the	diggings,	but	
the	temptation	being	so	great,	no	one	can	answer	for	events.	These	
men	were	doubtless	working	men	and	a	smaller	sum	might	satisfy	
them	than	a	gentleman	would	require.	The	gentleman,	a	Mr	Moore	
solicitor,	has	realised	a	noble	business.	He	went	there	about	ten	or	
eleven	years	ago	and	has	been	making	between	£400	and	£1000	a	
year.	It	is	evident	the	risk	to	life	and	health,	and	Hubert	has	not	
physical	strength	for	the	digggings,	yet	there	can	be	no	harm	in	being	
made	aware	of	everything	worthy	of	consideration.		
Heaven	for	ever	bless	you	both.		
Your	affectionate	mother	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
			
	
1	July	1852	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	George	Perriman	in	Hobart	
	
	
My	dear	George,	

You	truly	say	“we	are	in	a	state	of	transition”,	and	no	one	can	predict	
what	the	morrow	will	bring	forth	and	this	feeling	combined	perhaps	
with	a	procrastinating	spirit	with	regard	to	writing,	made	my	letters	
like	angels’	visits	few	and	far	between,	for	if	a	week,	nay	a	day,	will	
something	change	our	views,	in	four	months	by	the	time	you	receive	
our	letters	all	may	be	reversed,	but	we	must	imagine	events	
happening	four	months	later	and	then	by	a	stretch	of	imagination	the	
letter	will	be	as	if	received	the	next	day.	I	wish	you	were	here	with	us,	
but	as	you	are	not,	we	must	ever	write	and	fill	up	the	interval	of…[?]	
My	last	was	written	under	the	excitement	of	the	prospect	of	our	dear	
Clara	some	time	hence	going	out	to	Australia.	A	gentleman,	who	had	
been	long	attached	to	her,	and	whom	she	had	not	seen	nor	heard	
from	for	four	years,	met	us	accidentally	at	the	Exhibition,	the	first	
place	he	went	to	on	coming	up	to	London	from	the	North,	and	
College.	Australia	offered	better	prospects	than	either	the	Church	or	
the	Law,	and	he	determined	there	to	try	his	fortunes,	not	at	the	
diggings,	but	in	a	more...[?]	situation,	to	call	on	Clara	before	he	left	
England,	and	leave	her	as	free	as	he	found	her.	It	is	better	as	it	is,	and	
I	doubt	not	happier	for	both	–	You	can	believe	the	idea	of	her	going	
away	at	any	time	quite	unsettled	us	all,	viz	Emily,	George	(Augustus)	
and	I	–	to	follow	her	was	a	most	delightful	and	natural	thought,	and	
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intention.	For	many	years	she	has	been	sister	and	Mother	to	George	
and	Emily.		
George	has	now	finished	his	studies	as	a	Civil	Engineer	at	Kings	
College	and	is	soon	going	to	Napiers	for	six	months	previous	to	
entering	the	factory	at	Tottenham.		
Emily	is	now	painting	two	pictures	in	hopes	by	them	of	being	elected	
Member	of	the	Society	of	Watercolours,	which	will	be	a	very	great	
advantage	as	the	pictures	are	hung	there	in	the	line	of	sight,	whereas	
at	the	Exhibition	they	are	often	hung	so	high,	that	if	the	picture	have	
any	merit	it	cannot	be	distinguished	or	appreciated.		
Clara	was	about	three	weeks	ago	invited	by	the	Rev.	Mr.	Watson	
(who	has	known	and	valued	her	for	many	years)	to	meet	at	his	house	
the	Arch	Bishop	of	Canterbury.	Clara	played	and	sung	to	the	Arch	
Bishop	who	is	passionately	fond	of	music,	dined,	spent	the	evening	
and	breakfasted	with	him	and	took	the	opportunity	when	speaking	of	
painting	and	the	arts,	to	mention	Emily.	Mr	Tomas,	chaplain	and	son	
in	law	to	the	Arch	Bishop	promised	to	look	out	for	her	pictures	and…	
(ends)	

	

	
21	July	1852	
	
Clara	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
	
	
My	dear	Mary,	
	
Many	thanks	for	your	very	kind	and	affectionate	letter	which	I	
received	today	–	‘the	day’	when	I	became	my	dear	Willie’s	wife	and	
vowed	obedience	and	love	to	him	who	has	in	truth	been	a	good,	kind	
husband	to	me.	I	cannot	tell	you	how	kind	and	thoughtful	he	is	to	give	
me	pleasure,	even	to	the	secret	wishes	of	my	heart.	I	pray	God	will	
reward	him	for	all	his	goodness,	and	open	his	heart	to	the	only	true	
source	of	everlasting	Happiness.		
I	regret	much,	as	we	all	do,	that	dear	Clara	leaves	us	so	soon	and	I	
would	willingly	prolong	her	stay	here	by	any	means	in	my	power	–	
but	she	is	inexorable.	My	prevailings	are	all	unavailing.	We	have	not	
long	returned	from	a	beautiful	assembling	in	the	close	vicinity	of	our	
pretty	little	Home.	A	maiden	lady,	rich	and	good,	has	laid	the	first	
stone	of	a	church	to	be	built	–	St	Matthew,	of	Netley*,	in	a	very	pretty	
meadow,	the	ground	given	by	the	owner	for	the	purpose	and	£100	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	33	-	

also.	It	us	a	very	impressive	ceremony	and	one	I	would	not	have	
missed	willingly.	It	is	indeed	a	blessed	privilege	to	have	the	power	
and	the	feeling	so	to	bestow	God’s	precious	gifts.	God	who	judges	the	
hearts	knows	what	we	would,	and	what	is	better,	He	knows	what	
state	is	most	fitting	for	us,	so	we	ought	to	be	content	with	doing	the	
little	good	we	can	and	hope	for	its	acceptance	at	the	shrine	where	the	
more	costly	gift	is	laid.	I	send	with	my	best	love,	that	is,	with	all	our	
loves,	a	little	tribute	to	be	well	digested	–	and	now	as	I	have	other	
letters	to	write	believe	me	ever	your	affectionate	sister	and	friend,	
Clara	E	Warne		
*(dedicated	1855)	
	
	
	
30	August	1852	
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Perth	to	his	family	
		
	
My	dear	Darlings,	
	
I	got	to	St	Ninian’s	at	about	11	o’clock	on	Saturday	evening	and	the	
Dean	was	away,	but	they	offered	me	a	bed	and	so	I	slept	in	the	
College	on	Saturday	and	Sunday	nights	and	had	dinner	in	the	College	
Hall	with	the	Clergy	(only	two	by	the	way	on	Sunday	because	part	of	
them	were	away),	and	had	breakfast,	tea	and	supper	with	the	Rev.	Mr	
Humble,	the	Chaunter	and	his	wife.	This	morning	the	Dean	came	back	
and	asked	me	to	stay	till	Tuesday	when	I	made	as	answer	I	turned	off	
the	offer	as	I	had	taken	a	return	ticket,	but	afterwards	he	renewed	
the	offer	by	asking	me	to	stay	till	Wednesday	when	he	was	going	to	
Cumbrae	and	would	take	me	with	him,	and	so	I	thought	it	would	be	
wrong	to	lose	the	opportunity	of	so	good	an	introduction,	more	
especially	as	it	would	come	so	much	stronger	by	my	going	with	the	
Dean	in	person.	I	am	now	moved	in	the	Dean’s	house	and	am	sleeping	
in	Miss	Leigh’s	room.	The	Dean	is	positively	the	kindest	most	
agreeable	man	I	have	ever	met.	He	has	such	beautifully	gentle,	sweet	
and	gentlemanly	manners.	He	is	at	the	opposite	side	of	the	plain	
unpolished	oak	table	in	his	study	waiting	while	I	am	writing	this,	and	
is	going	every	now	and	then	to	the	window	to	look	at	or	to	speak	to	
the	boys	in	the	playground	who	are	letting	off	fireworks.	I	hope	you	
will	think	I	was	right	in	staying	here.	Mrs	Fortescue	has	not	yet	come	
back.	I	got	the	Dean	to	promise	to	call	on	me	at	Glasgow	whenever	he	
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passed	through	it.	I	went	out	for	a	walk	yesterday	to	the	top	of	a	hill	
called	Craigie	and	saw	Birnam	Wood	and	Dunsinane	and	Scone	
Palace	and	the	Grampians	and	Ben	Sirlagh[?]the	third	highest	
mountain	in	Scotland	and	the	two	Inches	or	Commons	of	Perth,	and	
he	walked	out	with	me	this	afternoon	and	showed	me	the	Hill	of	
Kinnoul	and	all	the	places	celebrated	by	Sir	W	Scott	in	The	Fair	Maid	
of	Perth.	I	am	exceedingly	happy	here.	It	is	such	a	change	after	the	
steam	boat	and	Glasgow.	The	Dean	has	asked	me	to	come	here	
whenever	I	like	and	he	will	always	be	happy	to	see	me,	and	always	
have	a	bed	for	me.	
I	was	very	ill	on	board	the	steam	boat	and	drank	a	tremendous	
quantity	of	brandy	and	water	etc	in	the	hope	of	curing	myself,	but	I	
did	not	find	out	till	afterwards	that	they	charged	more	than	twice	as	
much	as	they	do	in	London	for	it.	I	am	very	sorry	for	it,	but	I	am	
getting	I	find	more	careful	than	I	used	to	be	in	regard	to	money.	I	
have	always	entered	down	everything	I	spent	since	I	left	home	and	
shall	enclose	an	account.	I	was	left	without	anything	less	than	a	
shilling	for	the	sacrament	on	Sunday,	and	so	was	obliged	to	give	one.	
It	was	lucky	I	did	not	return	some	money	I	have	which	is	not	my	own,	
and	which	I	should	have	paid	in	before	I	left	town	or	I	should	have	
had	nothing	with	me.	I	think	you	had	better	send	me	a	sovereign	at	
once	or	I	shall	not	be	able	to	pay	my	rent	at	the	end	of	this	week	
(Here	follows	a	sheet	of	detailed	accounts)	…	
	
	
	
5	September	1852	
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Cumbrae	to	his	family	
	
Dearest	darlings,	
I	am	going	to	leave	here	tomorrow	for	Glasgow,	and	have	had	a	very	
pleasant	time	of	it.	The	Provost	has	invited	me	to	spend	my	Sundays	
here,	which	I	should	like	to	do	very	much.	The	Dean	will	leave	here	to	
return	to	Perth	soon	after	I	leave,	and	I	hope	he	will	call	on	me	in	
Glasgow	on	the	way.	He	preached	a	sermon	in	the	College	Chapel	of	
the	Holy	Spirit	last	night	to	a	very	large	audience	of	almost	entirely	
Presbyterians.	There	is	a	sermon	in	the	College	Chapel	every	Sunday	
night	at	8	o’clock	without	any	service,	which	is	intended	for	
Presbyterians	and	the	Chapel	is	crammed	always.	In	fact	last	Sunday,	
after	the	Chapel	was	crammed	with	people	all	up	the	middle	
standing,	some	50	or	60	people	were	turned	away	and	considering	
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that	the	population	is	only	slightly	over	the	1000	altogether,	that	
shows	a	great	excitement.	The	Chapel	when	crammed	holds	about	
250-260	people.	I	went	to	dinner	to	Lady	Glasgow’s	twice	last	week	
and	rather	enjoyed	myself.	I	don’t	wish	you	to	give	that	box	to	M.	I.	
unless	the	purse	comes	first.	I	do	not	want	there	to	be	any	mistake	
about	its	being	a	return	present.	I	hope	you	have	sent	my	boxes	to	
Glasgow.	Have	you	been	able	to	send	a	money	order	–	I…but	the	
dinner	bell	is	ringing	and	the	Post	will	go	directly	and	I	have	to	
enclose	a	letter	to	Papa,		
So	Goodbye,	G	A	M	
Ps	I	want	Miss	Leigh’s	address	to	thank	her	for	the	introductions.	The	
Dean	has	asked	me	to	go	whenever	I	like	to	Perth	and	quite	heartily,	
and	I	would	much	rather	go	there	than	to	Cumbrae,	because	I	like	the	
Dean	so	very	very	very	very	very	very	very	very	very	very	much,	but	
it	would	be	more	expensive.	
	
	
	
6	September	1852		

	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone		

Dearest	Mamma,	

Many	thanks	for	your	kind	letter.	I	propose	to	have	the	pleasure	of	
calling	on	you	and	seeing	dear	Papa	on	the	auspicious	day,	
Wednesday,	and	Mary	and	Clara	and	your	unworthy	Minnie	are	
coming	to	enjoy	themselves	under	your	kind	care	on	the	9th,	
Thursday.		
I	have	received	a	letter	from	Evan	Jones	saying	that	the	pictures	are	
to	be	packed,	so	I	shall	write	to	Saunders	and	tell	him	to	make	some	
cases	for	the	pictures.	Then	when	the	man	comes		will	you	tell	him	to	
make	two	double	cases,	that	is	to	say	a	case	which	will	hold	two	
pictures	–	one	for	the	Elizabeth	and	Angel	of	Death.	Being	the	same	
size	they	will	go	very	nicely	and	another	for	the	Girl	at	prayer	and	the	
Alfred	–	he	may	as	well	go.	Tell	the	man	that	Chaplin	and	Horne	will	
send	for	them	to	expedite	their	movements.		
We	are	very	happy	here	indeed.	I	will	tell	the	man	to	come	in	the	
evening.	Mind	you	enjoy	yourselves	and	have	nice	dinners.	Don’t	
have	any	horrid	notion	of	not	enjoying	yourselves.	The	Batemans	like	
their	picture	and	I	shall	hammer	at	it	until	it	is	done	–	but	it	will	soon	
be	done.		
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Ever	yours,	dearest	darling	best	of	Mammas,	Minnie	Macirone						
Will	you	give	Papa	my	love	and	this	letter	to	Mrs	Ray.	We	have	not	
heard	from	our	dear	boy.	Many	thanks	for	George’s	letter.	They...[?]		
to	send	from	Chaplin	and	Horne	for	my	pictures,	so	George’s	things	
may	as	well	be	in	readiness	to	go	at	the	same	time.	Mary’s	love.		
Could	you	send	one	of	my	boots	to	Doughty’s.	It	wants	mending	very	
much.		
	

	

September	7	1852(?)	

Clara	Macirone	to	George	Macirone	

	

My	darling	Papa,	

This	is	only	(since	I	am	whizzing	by	main	force	away	to	Brighton	
today)	to	convey	an	immense	quantity	of	love	from	us,	and	kind	
wishes	from	Mary	and	all	here	on	your	birthday	and	to	say	how	
delightful	it	is	that	you	spend	it	at	home.	As	we	all	keep	it	tomorrow	
it	seems	almost	a...[?]	to	write	this	but	I	could	not	let	the	morning	go	
and	no	word	from	your	affectionate	child,	

	Clara		

(In	the	same	letter)		

My	darling	Mamma,	

I	have	so	often	lost	letters	by	the	Post	that	I	don’t	wonder	at	your	
missing	George’s,	which	I	don’t	doubt	to	be	the	case	as	it	is	much	
more	likely	a	letter	be	lost	than	he	not	write.	Meantime	Minnie	is	
gone	off	today	to	see	about	her	pictures	for	Mr.	Gladson	herself	and	
set	it	all	right.	Pray	send	me	all	the	letters	as	they	come	although	I	
should	make	Colonel	Moberly’s	fortune	–	I	can’t	help	it.	
As	to	the	muslin	many	thanks	and	for	all	the	things	sent.	We	are	
coming	to	eat	you	out	of	house	and	home	Thursday	evening	and	
drink	P’s	health	in	tea	–	strong	enough	to	get	into	our	heads,	which	
by	the	bye	I	think	I	observe	tea	generally	doing.		
Minnie	has	ordered…..[?]to	make	the	cases	and	pack	the	pictures	of	
which	more	anon.	Laura	and	Cissy	are	coming	to	take	tea	with	you	
tomorrow	in	honour	of	the	day	–	as	your	degenerate	infants	can’t.	
Your	loving	child,	Clara	
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Many	thanks	for	how	beautifully	you	have	mended	my	gown.	

	

9	September	1852	

George	Augustus	to	his	family	

	

My	dear	Darlings,	
	
You	will	hear	from	me	now	much	oftener	than	you	have	done	as	yet	–	
and	now,	if	I	can,	for	a	good	long	letter.	But	duty	first	and	pleasure	
afterwards,	so	just	don’t	forget	to	send	my	boxes	on	IMMEDIATELY	
and	send	on	the	one	that	I	left	at	home	READY	PACKED	AND	LOCKED	
AND	CORDED	on	the	day	I	left	home.	Don’t	you	remember	how	
particular	I	was	that	that	should	go	on	the	morning	after	I	left	home,	
and	now	I	have	been	in	Scotland	a	fortnight;	all	my	boots	and	shoes	
are	in	it,	and	the	ones	I	have	on	are	my	thin	ones,	and,	literally,	hardly	
hold	together.	For	the	last	two	or	three	days	at	Cumbrae	one	of	them	
has	been	split	halfway	up	one	side,	and	the	other	nearly	as	bad.	For	
heaven’s	sake	send	that	box	and	my	hat	box	etc	at	once,	and	if	the	
letter	box	is	not	done,	send	those	without	it.			
And	now	for	my	accounts.	You	gave	me	...[?]	so	that	I	have	to	account	
for	£3.3.0.	(here	follows	list	of	expenditure,	mainly	fares	to	Cumbrae	
and	Perth)	I	think	that	was	all	quite	normal	except	for	the	shilling	for	
boating,	for	which	I	am	afraid	I	can	offer	very	little	excuse.	I	am	very	
sorry	now	that	I	spent	it.	You	will	see	that	I	am	left	in	possession	of	
17/9d	which	allowing	5d	for	postage	tommorow	leaves	17/4d.		
Well	then,	if	you	remember,	there	were	four	things	I	was	to	do	when	I	
left	town	–	get	the	bags	for	the	tops	of	the	boxes	filled	with	flock	(1),	
get	my	boots	mended	(as	I	told	you	they	want	it	badly	enough)	(2),	
get	a	new	hand	on	my	watch	(3),	and	(4)	pay	the	difference	of	the	
carriage	of	my	boxes.	I	am	sadly	afraid	I	shall	frighten	you	with	all	
this	but	it	is	better	to	see	what	is	before	you	at	once,	and	these	and	
my	work	clothes	are	all	that	I	see	now.	I	enclose	you	the	ticket	for	the	
carriage	of	my	boxes	which	you	will	see	was	16/4d	and	Miss	
Anderson	said	she	had	to	give	the	man	3d	to	carry	them	upstairs,	so	
that	makes	16/7d.	Then	the	flock	for	the	tops	of	the	boxes	was	2/-
and	you	sent	Miss	Anderson	10/-	for	the	boxes	so	that	you	owe	her	
6/7d	for	them	and	2/-	for	the	flock	=	8/7d.	Now	I	had	better	pay	that	
out	of	my	17/4d	or	will	you	send	it	down.	Well	then	there	is	the	
watch	and	mending	my	boots	that	I	don’t	know	yet.	Please	send	me	
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an	answer	at	once	and	don’t	forget	my	box,	and	don’t	forget	to	write	
often.		
On	Saturday	the	25th	there	is	an	excursion	train	goes	to	Perth	for	
2/6d,	there	and	back;	the	fare	to	Cumbrae	is	1/6d	and	1/6d	back.	The	
flannel	jackets	might	just	as	well	be	jerseys,	(they	are	about	3/6d	
each)	and	should	be,	whether	jerseys	or	not,	about	27	inches	long,	
which	is	full	long,	down	the	back.	The	arms	should	be	about	26	inches	
long.	It	should	be	16	inches	across	a-b	(drawing)	and	19	across	c-d.	
The	window	curtains	–	I	mean	the	muslins,	should	be	37	inches	long	
and	20	inches	high.	As	I	spoke	to	you	I	think	about	it	before,	I	shall	
not	wait	for	you	to	answer	to	ask	Mr	Napier	whether	I	can	arrange	so	
as	to	have	my	Sunday	to	myself,	leaving	off	work	earlier	on	Saturday	
than	usual	and	beginning	later	on	Monday.	Miss	Anderson	raises	no	
objection	to	the	quarterly	mode	of	payment,	and	I	should	certainly	
prefer	it	myself.	Could	you	lend	me	a	clothes	brush	?	And	do	write	as	
much	as	you	can.	You	see	all	your	letters	from	the	2nd	September	
have	been	lying	here	unopened	until	now.		
The	Dean	has	written	me	3	letters	of	introduction	this	afternoon.	If	
any	book	or	parcel	comes	to	Porteus	Road	will	you	forward	it	please.	
I	hope	that	you,	dear	Papa,	like	my	bookshelves	–	are	not	they	
comfortable	ones,	and	you,	dear	Minniekin,	of	course	I	shall	expect	
my	slippers,	and	the	curtains	and	the	flannel	jackets,	all	early	
tomorrow	morning	so	make	haste.		
Remember	me	kindly	to	Miss	Taylor.	I	am	so	longing	to	hear	all	that	
about	Laura.	The	spirit	in	which	everything	is	done	at	Cumbrae	is	so	
very	beautiful.	Now	just	listen	to	the	beginning	of	the	statutes	-	“In	
the	name	of	the	Father	and	of	the	Son	and	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	in	one	
Glorious	and	ever-Blessed	Trinity,	Amen”.	Isn’t	there	a	richness	and	
fullness	in	that	?	And	only	think	what	a	happy	man	Mr	Boyle	must	be	
to	be	prayed	for	as	the	founder	every	day	in	the	College	chapel,	and	
behind	the	Dormitory	there	are	two	sides	of	what	will	be	a	square	
cloister	like	the	one	at	Westminster	only	much	smaller.	It	is	built	by	
Butterfield.	In	the	College	Chapel	there	is	Celebration	of	the	Blessed		
Sacrament	3	times	a	week,	besides	the	ordinary	prayers	twice	a	day,	
and	in	the	College	Oratory	you	can’t	think	how	beautiful	it	was	to	
meet	every	3	hours	(at	7	am,	at	9,	at	12,	at	3,	at	6,	then	at	9	pm	and	
then	at	11pm)	throughout	the	day	for	prayer.	Then	the	idea	of	Clergy,	
students	and	boys	all	taking	their	meals	together	in	Hall	has	a	very	
social	effect	on	the	habits	of	everybody.	This	being	at	Cumbrae	has	
made	me	gradually	more	punctual.	Pray	write.		
God	bless	you	darling	Mamma	and	you	dear	Clara	and	you	dearest	
Papa	and	Minniekin.	G	A	M		
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	I	am	going	to	call	on	Mrs	Napier	tomorrow.	Please	write,	please	
write.	
	
					
	
11	September	1852	
	
George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	his	family	
	
	
My	dear	Darlings,		
	
You	did	not	pay	the	carriage	of	the	box	which	arrived	safely.	(You	see	
I	always	begin	about	business	now).	You	remember	my	stock	
amounted	to	17/4d,	but	what	with	paying	the	carriage	of	that	box	
postage	and	the	porterage	of	the	box	upstairs	(it	was	brought	while	I	
was	out)	and	the	mending	of	my	boots	and	my	watch	(which	you	will	
remember	was	minus	a	hand)	and	some	other	things,	it	is	now	a	
month,	about	10	shillings.	I	payed	2d	to	see	the	Cathedral	today	after	
going	in	to	see	Mr	Napier.	I	was	so	very	dull	and	didn’t	know	at	all	
what	to	do.	Mr	Napier	is	not	at	Glasgow	and	so	I	could	not	see	him.	If	
he	does	not	come	to	town	on	Monday	morning	I	shall	go	by	the	11	
o’clock	boat	to	Shandon	where	he	lives	beyond	Dunbarton	Castle	and	
Greenoch	also	St	Helenburgh	up	the	Gare	Loch.	Couldn’t	you	get	me	
some	introductions	in	Glasgow.	If	they	are	good	ones	I	imagine	they	
might	be	useful.	Remember	me	kindly	to	Miss	Taylor	and	to	Lieschen.	
By	the	way,	for	your	satisfaction	as	I	do	not	seem	to	have	told	you,	
the	money	order	arrived	safe.	I	find	that	excursion	to	Perth	I	spoke	of	
returns	on	Saturday	night	so	it	would	be	of	no	use.	The	fare	to	
Cumbrae	is	3	shillings	there	and	back,	and	to	Perth	8	shillings	there	
and	baack.		
I	have	been	very	weak	and	poorly	but	I	am	getting	much	better.	I	
fancy	it	was	the	leaving	home.	I	hope	to	have	one	of	the	front	rooms	
soon.	I	do	not	like	to	remain	in	the	back	room	as	it	overlooks	a	very	
unhealthy	yard	and	mills,	otherwise	I	should	prefer	it	as	it	is	much	
the	quieter	of	the	two.	The	front	room	overlooks	the	river,	which	has	
streets	along	both	its	banks	here,	and	between	the	houses	and	the	
river.	Miss	Anderson’s	Battles	are	very	good	and	very	nicely	done	but	
the	house	is	very	badly	situated,	both	with	regard	to	health	and	
cleanliness,	and	with	regard	to	asking	people	to	call	on	one.	By	the	
way	there	is	no	necessity	to	put	on	my	letters	any	more	than	12	
Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow.	I	made	a	great	mistake	by	the	bye,	the	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	40	-	

other	day.	I	mean	the	muslins	for	the	window.	6	feet	won’t	be	a	bit	
too	long	or	2	feet	7	too	broad,	and	those	had	better	be	the	
dimensions.		
I	hope	to	receive	the	Blessed	Sacrament	tomorrow	and	I	certainly	
shall	if	there	is	a	celebration	at	the	Bishop’s	Church,	for	I	know	there	
is	not	at	St	Andrew’s,	and	that	and	the	Bishop’s	Church	are	the	only	
ones	I	know	the	situation	of	as	yet.	I	never	entered	into	the	
Communion	idea	of	the	Blessed	Sacament	until	I	left	home.	That	
brought	it	out	strongly.	The	town	of	Glasgow	is	without	the	slightest	
exception	the	most	money-getting,	gold-worshipping,	thrifty,	trade-
pushing,	bargain-driving,	serious,	hypocritical	and	miserable	town	
that	I	ever	set	eyes	on.	I	have	not	seen	one	individual	out	on	pleasure	
yet.	I	think	by	the	bye	I	have	seen	one,	but	I	have	always	looked	out	
for	them.	It	is	a	very	significant	fact	that	the	Cathedral	spire	although	
on	about	the	highest	ground	in	the	city	is	quite	overtopped	by		a	
chimney	which	is	on	much	lower	ground.	On	one	piece	of	ground	of	
about	150	yards	square	I	counted	20	tall	chimneys.	In	another	of	50	
or	60	yards	square	I	counted	12	and	altogether	such	a	dirty	city	I	
never	saw.	One	thing	disgusts	me	particularly	–	the	women	here	
work	so	much	in	men’s	work,	in	carrying	things	etc.	and	the	poorer	
sort	of	women	have	petticoats	and	dresses	coming	up	barely	half	way	
between	the	knee	and	ankle,	and	by	far	the	majority	of	poor	women	
wear	no	shoes	or	stockings.		
I	received	no	letter	from	you	today	and	I	missed	it	very	much.	The	
Church	is	in	a	very	miserable	condition	here	–	only	4	churches	for	
60,000	churchmen	and	a	population	of	300,000,	and	it	is	the	greater	
disgrace	to	the	Church,	in	that	her	members	are	mostly	in	the	higher	
classes.	But	the	vestries	here	have	so	much	power	that	the	Clergy	can	
do	nothing,	you	see	the	vestries	are	appointed	by	the	pew-holders	in	
each	church,	not	by	the	parishioners	in	each	parish,	and	having	the	
management	of	the	church	and	the	payment	of	the	clergy,	a	man	can,	
if	the	clergyman	does	not	please	them,	reduce	(although	they	cannot	
altogether	withdraw)	his	salary	to	£1	or	1	shilling	per	annum,	and	
then	of	course	what	becomes	of	the	wife	and	6	children,	so	that	the	
clergy	have	always	been	in	Scotland	(although	they	are	less	so	now)	
the	slaves	of	the	vestry,	and	this	arises	from	the	following	fact	–	that	
from	the	time	of	the	Revolution	of	“glorious,	pious	and	immortal	
memory”	the	Church	of	Scotland	has	been	maintained	voluntarily	by	
the	Scotch	Lairds,	and	the	result	has	been	that	(by	this	system	of	
abominable	voluntaryism)	the	clergy	(notwithstanding	‘the	labourer	
being	worthy	of	his	hire’,	and	‘they	that	preach	the	gospel	shall	live	
by	the	gospel’	etc)	have	learned	to	look	upon	their	income	as	a	favour	
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and	not	as	a	right;	and	that	the	Church	has	been	maintained	by	the	
Lairds	as	a	matter	of	State	just	as	much	as	their	coach	and	six	or	
manor	house,	and	upon	well-known	principle	in	policy	“that	different	
races	should	have	different	religions”.	So	much	is	this	imbued	in	the	
minds	of	the	vulgar,	that	when	the	Dean	and	I	showed	some	of	the	
visitors	(of	the	common	people)	round	the	Church	and	College	at	
Cumbrae	(in	order	to	hear	what	they	thought	of	it),	several	people	
asked	if	the	Choir	and	the	Sanctuary	wasn’t	Lady	Glasgow’s	pew.	
Numbers	of	people	did	so	seriously,	and	nothing	surprised	them	so	
much	as	when	the	Dean	turned	round	and	said	‘Oh	no,	Lady	Glasgow	
sits	somewhere	down	there,	I	don’t	know	where	exactly’,	pointing	to	
the	low	open	seats	in	the	nave.	Now	you	see,	the	natural	consequence	
of	the	Church	being	maintained	as	a	distinction	between	the	Lairds	
and	the	common	people-	(and	one	of	the	greatest	aggravations	of	the	
state	of	the	Church,	is	that	all	the	nobility	and	gentry	and	Lairds	or	
land-owners	belong	to	the	Church,	with	the	exception	of	the	Duke	of	
Argyle	and	one	or	two	others,	(you	could	number	all	the	exceptions	
on	your	fingers	ends),	and	that	therefore	all	the	privilege	in	Scotland	
has	been	in	the	hands	of	the	Church	these	centuries	past,	and	that	
therefore	if	Churchmen	had	acted	properly	all	the	Scotch	would	have	
been	Churchmen	at	this	moment)-	has	been	that	the	Lairds,	as	Lord	
Mansfield	and	Lord	Kinwall,	have	discouraged	all	proselytising	and	
would	have	turned	away	any	clergyman	who	made	converts	among	
the	lower	classes.	They	look	therefore	with	the	greatest	dislike	at,	
and	hate	with	all	their	hearts	such	places	as	St	Ninian’s	Perth,	and	
Cumbrae,	and	Trinity	College,	Glenalmond.	In	fact	the	constitution	of	
Churches	was	for	the	last	200	years	only	that	all	the	lairds	within	4,	6	
or	10	miles	of	each	other	hired	a	room	or	a	house	or	in	some	few	
cases	built	a	church,	(always	ugly	enough)	and	hired	a	clergyman,	
just	as	they	would	have	a	horse	or	a	cart,	to	read	the	service.		
But,	however,	it	is	time	to	stop.	I	shall	send	you	up,	one	or	two	at	a	
time,	some	receipts	I		have	got	down	here	and	which	I	think	you	had	
better	keep.		
Your	dutiful	and	affectionate	son	and	brother	
	G	A	Macirone					
	

	

11	September	1852		

Emily	Macirone	at	Upper	Holloway	Lodge	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
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Dearest	Mother,	

Since	I	know	full	well	how	you	love	any	record	of	our	dear	boy’s	
success	I	send	you	a	quotation	from	a	letter	which	the	Dean	wrote	to	
his	wife	-		and	which	she	showed	to	Miss	Leigh’s	cousin,	through	
whom	it	came	round	to	Miss	Leigh,	who	kindly	sent	it	to	us	by	the	
next	post.		

“The	Dean	is	at	Cumbrae	whither	he	went	on	Thursday	(last)	with	Mr	
Macirone	who	stayed	here	till	then.	Mrs.Fortescue	has	been	reading	
me	a	letter	from	him	and	I	will	copy	for	my	cousins	what	he	says	of	
Mr	Macirone.	His	opinion	is	kind	and	valuable.	You	cannot	think	(says	
the	Dean’s	letter	to	his	wife)	what	a	nice	young	man	Mr	Macirone	is.	
He	has	all	the	innocence	of	a	child.	He	is	going	into	a	sink	of	iniquity.	I	
felt	it	of	such	consequence	to	him	that	he	should	have	good	associates	
out	of	Glasgow	that	I	have	brought	him	here	in	the	hope	that	he	will	
be	able	to	come	for	most	of	his	Sundays	being	so	much	nearer	than	
going	to	Perth.	Eddie	who	had	a	holiday	task	to	get	up	for	Trinity	
College	and	was	rather	behind	hand	with	it	got	it	up	all	before	he	
went,	Mr	Macirone	kindly	working	with	him	a	whole	day”	My	Aunt	
tells	me	(this	is	Miss	Leigh	writing)	that	Augusta	says	the	Dean’s	
opinion	is	worth	having	for	he	sees	through	anyone	in	a	minute.”	
Goodbye,	dearest	mother.		
Your	affectionate	child	Emily	Macirone	
Love	to	dear	Papa		You	see	dear	Mamma	his	time	was,	as	you	said,	
not	wasted	in	making	good	friends	who	would	prove	kind	to	him	
above	in	Glasgow.	
(Mary	Ann	writes	on	the	back		Dear	blessed	letter-	read	Sept	11	1852)	

	

14	September	1852	

George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	his	family	

	

My	dear	darlings,	

You	can’t	think	how	glad	I	was	to	hear	what	you	said	about	the	Dean	
and	about	what	he	said,	but	do	let	me	know	the	quotation	from	his	
letter.		
Now	for	money	matters.	I	had	to	go	down	to	Shandon	on	Monday	
(yesterday)	to	see	Mr	Napier,	who	however	was	ill	when	I	got	there,	
and	that,	and	postage	and	going	to	church	etc	have	left	me	rather	less	
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than	5	shillings,	or	at	least	will	leave	it	me	when	I	have	posted	one	or	
two	letters.	I	have	been	to	the	man	Mr	John	Napier	(the	eldest	son)	
recommended	about	my	clothes	for	the	workshop,	and	I	am	sorry	to	
say	they	will	cost	more	than	I	think	you	calculated	on.	They	will	be	
about	32/-a	suit	and	I	shall	be	obliged	to	have	two	suits.	I	have	
ordered	one	to	be	made	by	Saturday	and	of	course	I	must	pay	the	
man	at	once,	because	he	does	not	know	me.	You	see	these	things	get	
dirty	in	a	week	so	that	one	must	have	two	suits	in	order	to	have	them	
washed.	I	am	sadly	afraid	my	darling	Clara	that	you	ought	indeed	to	
have	Fortunatus’	Purse	as	you	say,	to	meet	all	these	expenses,	but	
there	will	not	be	so	many	after	a	little	time.	It	is	just	as	well	for	you	to	
see	it	now	at	once,	so	then	it	will	not	come	upon	you	so	suddenly.	My	
rent	will	be	due	on	the	28th	November	and	will	be	about	£10	–	I	think	
it	is	about	£10	a	quarter;	it	is	one	comfort	with	regard	to	leaving	this	
at	any	time	for	a	holiday,	as	at	Christmas	or	Midsummer,	that	I	am	
charged	10/-	a	week	less	rent	while	I	am	away	than	while	I	am	here	
ie:	if	I	were	to	go	to	Perth	for	a	week	now	I	should	be	charged	4/-	a	
week	rent,	or	in	the	front	room	I	suppose	6/-	a	week	instead	of	14/-	
and	16/-.	I	took	dinner	with	Mrs	Napier	and	family	yesterday	(Mr	
Napier	was	ill)	and	they	were	very	kind,	and	Mrs	Napier	gave	me	two	
letters	to	bring	back	to	Glasgow	for	her	two	sons,	John	and		James,	
which	I	delivered	this	morning,	and	the	one	for	Mr	John	Napier	
contained	my	letter	of	introduction	from	Mr	Hall.	I	shall	not	be	able	
to	begin	working	at	the	factory	until	Tuesday	next	(this	day	week),	so	
I	must	read	and	do	what	I	can	in	the	meantime.	You	can’t	think	what	
a	relief	it	is	to	be	leaving	Glasgow	for	Cumbrae	at	the	end	of	each	
week.	Mr	John	Napier	said	at	once	I	should	be	allowed	to	go	to	
Cumbrae	and	have	time	allowed	me	to	come	back	in	the	steamboat	
on	Monday	morning.	I	think	I	should	go	mad	if	I	had	no	prospect	of	
getting	out	of	Glasgow	now	and	then.	It	is	so	horrible,	this	loneliness,	
I	think	it	may	be	better	when	I	am	in	the	factory	all	day,	but	to	be	
alone	all	day		is	really	frightful.	I	am	sadly	afraid	I	must	give	up	the	
idea	of	going	to	see	the	Dean	on	Saturday	week	as	the	2/6d	tickets	go	
on	Saturday	at	noon	and	come	back	at	7.30	the	same	evening,	so	that	
I	should	not	spend	my	Sunday	there	and	that	would	be	no	use;	it	
would	cost	me	8/-	to	go	there;	If	I	can	find	out	any	way	of	getting	to	
Cumbrae	for	less	than	2	shillings	you	may	depend	upon	it	I	will.		
I	am	so	sorry	to	hear	that	about	you	dear	Minnie	and	only	wish	I	
could	help	you,	and	poor	Mr	Warren,	what	a	state	he	must	be	in.	I	can	
assure	you	the	Dean	is	the	most	loveable	man	I	ever	met	with	or	saw,	
not	excepting	the	Bishop	of	Oxford,	whom	he	something	resembles,	
but	I	think	excels	in	some	things.	Excuse	the	disjointedness	of	this	
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part	of	my	letter,	but	you	see	I	am	looking	over	your	letter	and	
answering	it	bit	by	bit	as	it	comes.		
Mr	Rigby	is	out	of	town	and	will	not	be	here	for	a	week	(how	strange	
it	seems	saying	out	of	town	for	out	of	Glasgow,	but	Glasgow	has	all	
the	faults	of	London	without	its	beauties)	so	I	haven’t	been	able	to	
give	him	my	letter	of	introduction	yet.	12	Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow	is	
quite	enough	of	an	address.	The	Dean’s	introductions	are	three	
clergymen	in	Glasgow,	very	nice	people,	the	two	I	have	seen	and	I		
believe	the	third	who	is	out	of	town	now,	is	better	still.	I	have	not	had	
any	beer	or	ale	at	meals	since	I	have	been	here	as	I	used	in	London.	I	
thought	it	was	better	not.	I	am	so	glad	to	hear	that	about	Laura.	Pray	
remember	me	to	her.	I	have	not	read	anything	about	any	work	money	
yet	at	Napier’s,	but	I	suppose	I	shall	depend	upon	it.		
Darling	I	will	pray	for	Hubert	and	do	you	pray	for	me.	You	can’t	think	
how	I	wish	I	were	with	you	again;	I	hope	you	don’t	think,	dear	Papa	
that	I	am	staying	away	from	Napier’s	from	idleness,	but	I	can’t	go	
until	I	have	my	clothes.	I	shall	be	so	much	obliged	dear	Minnie	for	my	
slippers,	and	could	you	do	the	velvet	thing	I	mentioned	in	my	last	
letter,	and	the	watch	bag	to	hang	at	my	bed’s	head,	or	did	I	mention	
them	(the	velvet	and	the	watch	bag)	–	I	don’t	know	whether	I	did.	
Just	tell	me	in	your	next.		
Please	write	as	often	as	you	can.	I	am	so	much	obliged	to	you	dear	
Mamma	for	your	letter.	I	did	not	get	any	letter	on	Monday	and	you	
can’t	think	how	I	felt	it.	Pray	hasten	the	letter	box	as	much	as	you	can.	
To	satisfy	Minnie	I	ate	8	slices	of	toast	and	butter	for	breakfast	this	
morning.	If	this	does	not	satisfy	her	I	do	not	know	what	will.	I	have	a	
bad	cold	but	it	is	getting	better.	Could	you	send	me	a	bag	for	my	dirty	
clothes.	But	I	must	hasten	this	letter	as	much	as	I	can	for	the	post	is	
going	off	very	soon	and	I	want	you	to	have	this	tomorrow.	By	the	bye	
the	Dean	writes	a	very	very	very	much	worse	hand	than	I	do,	so	bad	
that	Mr	Oldham	(one	of	the	clergymen	he	introduced	me	to)	does	not	
know	to	this	hour	what	part	of	the	letter	is	about,	and	you	used	to	say	
that	my	hand	writing	was	so	bad.	Why,	Lord	bless	you,	I	write	a	
beautiful	hand	-	but	is	not	this	a	beautiful	thought	–	I	should	never	
have	seen	the	beauty	of	it	before,	and	now	I	would	not	be	an	angel	for	
a	great	deal.	“T’is	said,	-	the	immortal	powers	on	high	Might	envy	
saints	on	earth,	for	they	can	die.	Those	but	adore,	these	taste	the	
healing	cross”.	I	really	do	think	it	is	one	of	the	most	beautful	thoughts	
I	ever	came	across.	It	is	from	Keble’s	“Lyra	Innocentium”	–	the	
beginning	of	the	piece	on	Lent.		
And	now	Goodbye.	God	bless	you	my	darlings	(it	seems	bad	to	end	a	
letter	as	a	parting)		
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Ever	your	loving	son	G	A	Macirone	
					
	

20	September	1852		

Emily	Macirone	at	Upper	Holloway	Victoria	Lodge	to	Mary	Ann	
Macirone		

Dearest	Mamma	

I	am	quite	uncomfortable	in	thinking	of	you.	I	fear	you	must	want	
money	so	much	but	I	have	none	to	send	and	I	believe	dear	Clara	had	
just	enough	to	pay	her	necessary	omnibuses.	However	this	will	not	
last.	But	the	main	object	of	my	writing	is	to	say	that	since	today	is	a	
clear	holiday	with	Clara	we	would	rather	come	to	see	you	on	
Thursday	evening,	for	the	whole	days	rest	does	dear	Clara	so	much	
good.	As	dear	Laura	and	Cissy	are	with	you	pray	give	them	my	love	
and	remember	they	have	fish	on	Friday.	I	hope	dear	Papa	is	quite	
well	and	that	you	receive	the	money	order	in	time	and	went	to	Mr	
Grangers.	Pray	take	care	of	yourselves.		

We	have	not	yet	received	any	letter	from	George	since	the	last	one	I	
showed	you,	which	you	have.	Take	great	care	of	it	–	but	I	know	you	
will	do	that.	We	are	very	kindly	treated	here.	Dear	Clara	works	
certainly	better	and	I	am	gaining	fresh	health	for	my...[?]	trial		of	…[?]	
Goodbye	dearest	Mother,		
Your	very	loving	child,	Emily	Macirone																								
Mrs	Michelsen’s	daughter	left	them	yesterday	for	India.						We	shall	
come	to	tea	at	five	o’clock.		Pray	make	some	arrangement	with	
Athenaeum	to	send	you	the	papers	every	day	at	6d	a	week.	They	are	
so	interesting	at	present	about	the	Duke*.	Clara	has	been	thinking	
about	it	so	often.	
(*Death	of	Duke	of	Wellington		September	1852)	

	

22	September	1852		

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	
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You	cannot	think	how	glad	I	was	to	read	your	letter	of	this	morning	
though	you	did	not	receive	our	letter	till	late.	I	suppose	you	got	it	by	
the	eight	o’clock	post.	We	wrote	it	early	in	the	morning	and	gave	it	to	
Mr.	Payton	to	post,	begging	him	to	post	it	early	thinking	you	would	
get	it	quicker	posted	from	the	city	than	Wal…[?]	which	is	notoriously	
slow.	We	hope	to	see	you	tomorrow	if	you	will	receive	us.	We	have	
not	heard	from	George,	but	you	may	be	sure	we	will	send	you	the	
letter	–	It	was	my	fault	the	letter	was	not	written	on	Monday	since	
Clara	told	me	to	do	so	and	thought	of	it	the	first	thing	on	retiring.	I	
practise	two	hours	every	morning	and	intend	to	show	you	my	
painting.		
Goodbye	dearest	Mamma,		
Your	loving	child	Emily	Macirone.		
Pray	kiss	dear	Papa	for	me	and	tell	him	we	are	so	sorry	you	had	this	
disappointment,	but	really	a	days	rest	is	so	valuable	to	Clara	that	I	
knew	you	would	forgive	us.	We	are	quite	well.	
		
	

September	26	1852		

Clara	Macirone	at	Victoria	Lodge,	Upper	Holloway	to	Mary	Ann	
Macirone		

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	have	written	off	to	Aunt	about	tomorrow	and	Monday.	It	is	very	
kind	of	her	to	make	such	pleasant	arrangements	for	us,	but	it	is	quite	
impossible	in	the	present	instance	to	be	there	either	day	as	Mary	
made	a	very	particular	engagement	for	Monday,	for	us,	and	it	isn’t	
one	which	can	be	put	off.	I	am	really	so	much	away	from	this	place	I	
see	very	little	of	Mary	or	Minnie	either	and	I	shall	soon	be	obliged	to	
leave	her,	as	I	expect	very	soon	to	be	in	full	work	again.	I	will	send	
you	a	money	order	if	it	can	be	got	at	these	extraordinary	post	offices.	
I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	Charlie	is	ill.	I	only	hope	they	may	run	away	
with	him	some	where	in	the	country	–	perhaps	take	him	down	to	
Scotland	which	would	do	him	good	I	am	sure,	for	he	must	be	glad	of	a	
little	rest	and	change.	
Goodbye	dearest	Mamma.	I	shall	post	you	my	letter	from	George	
immediately.	Love	to	dear	Papa.	
Your	affect.	daughter	Clara	
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P.S.Will	you	cover	George’s	box	with	paper	or	any	old	stuff	to	keep	it	
clean	and	send	it	down	to	him.	
	
(pinned	to	the	above	letter	–	no	date)	

Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	

	Minnie	I	am	sure	seems	supernaturally	amiable,	and	I	very	bad	
indeed,	but	the	fact	is	I	have	had	letters	on	business	to	write	and	we	
have	been	gloriously	busy	sightseeing.	I	have	heard	from	
Mr.Sterndale	Bennett’s	friend	at	Brighton	and	written	of	course	–	all	
else	I	will	tell	you.	God	bless	you.		
Your	affectionate	child	Clara	
	
	

September	28	1852	

Clara	Macirone	at	Goring	to	her	parents	

	

Dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,	

We	rushed	out	to	Slough,	and	Minnie	keeping	firm	but	unhesitating	
guard	over	the	box,	that	case	of	valuables	was	fixed	by	her	vigilant	
eye	till	I	had	rushed	through	a	gate	jealously	guarded	by	a	Cerberus	
official	who	let	me	duly	in	but	after	a	great	deal	of	importunity,	only	
equalled	by	the	unsurpassable	eloquence	I	had	to	compose	(in	the	
hurry	of	the	moment)	in	order	to	fix	upon	his	mind	the	invincible	
necessity	(having	meantime	secured	my	ticket	amidst	difficulties	and	
dangers)	of	taking	me	in	again	to	the	platform	whence	the	carriages	
were	going	to	start.	And	I	almost	expected	it	lost	for	the	slow	train	to	
groan	past	first	in	sight	of	my	very	eyes	while	I	was	the	wrong	side	of	
the	gate.	However	we	escaped	that	Charybdis	and	the	trunk	was	
safely	popped	to	enjoy	itself	sociably	with	a	reunion	of	other	trunks	
all	knocking	their	heads	together	in	the	Goring	van.	Then	after	the	
anxiety	of	housing	ourselves	was	over,	and	that	was	effected	without	
more	than	8	fainting	fits	between	us,	our	fates	reposed	in	security,	for	
Mr.	Louis	White	that	was	a	power	of	extreme	glory	here	and	the	box	
of	any	lady	belonging	to	his	party	was	a	thing	to	be	reverenced	and	
wrapped	in	cotton	by	the	small	beings	who	revolve	around	the	planet	
of	his	august	abode.	
I	want	to	get	up	some	extraordinary	festivity	for	Sunday	as	it	is	such	a	
Thanksgiving	Day	with	us	and	if	Mamma	or	Papa	wants	to	get	
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anything	for	her	small	infant,	she	could	order	home	what	she	liked	
from	Bumpus’	or	Smith’s	and	pay	when	I	return	or	whenever	she	or	
you	like.	Bumpus’	is	the	corner	of	Marylebone	Lane	and	Oxford	
Street.	I	ought	to	have	spoken	about	it	before	but	didn’t	and	I	don’t	
know	why	I	mention	it	now;	could	we	have	something	nice	for	
Sunday	morning	breakfast?	We	will	bring	home	some	flowers	from	
hence.	Meantime	dearest	Mamma	and	Papa	take	care	of	yourselves	
and	take	as	much	exercise	as	you	can.	They	are	so	kind	and	the	place	
looks	most	charming,	roses	out	in	numbers	when	we	thought	they	
were	all	over.	I	will	mention	the	grand	daughter	for	a	place	if	I	can	get	
her	one.	
You	affectionate	child	

Clara.	

	

September	29	1852	

Clara	Macirone	at	Goring	to	her	parents	

	

My	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	

I	have	written	to	George	and	enclosed	his	desired	letter	from	Mr.	
Hale	to	Mr.	John	Napier.	Mr.	Hale	was	very	kind	about	it	and	wrote	a	
most	kind	letter	for	our	boikins.	I	have	also	written	to	acknowledge	
the	£5.0	from	Miss	Juneletto[?]	and	to	Mme.	Ricalerblotoli[?]	to	
express	my	sincere	joy	at	being	free,	honestly	free	from	Brighton,	for	
I	have	been	feeling	more	and	more	I	couldn’t	get	through	so	much	
fatigue	again.	She	asked	Mr.	Hale	and	there	is	no	news	at	all	to	
warrant	guns	–	or	anything.	
We	shall	be	home	by	the	train	which	returns	at	7.20	and	is	usually	on	
…[?]	after	its	time	and	I	should	like	Charles	Bury	to	be	there	to	fetch	
the	box.	The	weather	here	is	lovely	and	the	place	most	beautiful	and	
everyone	very	kind.	So	we	shall	be	home	to	tea	tomorrow.	Meanwhile	
we	have	done	what	we	could	for	Georgie.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	
Mamma	,	with	Minnie’s	love,	
Your	affectionate	child,	Clara	

	

	

1	October	1852	
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George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	his	parents	

	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
	
Pray	forgive		my	not	writing	before,	but	I	was	not	at	all	well,	and	so	I	
accepted	an	invitation	to	stay	at	Cumbrae	till	last	Monday	which	I	did	
and	thinking	that	dear	Papa	would	be	bothered	very	much	at	hearing	
I	was	not	yet	gone	to	Napier’s	I	determined	not	to	write	till	I	came	
back.	So	on	Tuesday	night	I	wrote	to	Clara	and	Emily	and	said	I	
should	write	to	you	on	Wednesday	morning,	but	I	had	not	time	and	
so	could	not	do	so,	and	so	now	I	write	early	on	Friday	morning	and	
hope	you	will	excuse	me.		
Could	you	let	me	have	a	clothes	bag	because	the	carpet	bag	will	not	
do	as	I	want	it	for	my	clothes	and	things.	I	shall	be	obliged	to	go	out	
very	soon	so	excuse	haste;	and	I	want	to	write	a	letter	to	Miss	Leigh	
and	to	Clara	and	Emily.	I	hope	you	are	both	quite	well	and	
comfortable	and	I	hope	for	heaven’s	sake	that	the	letter	box	is	gone	
off,	for	I	have	been	waiting	waiting	now	ever	since	I	came	down	to	
this	miserable	place	which	I	hate	with	all	my	heart	and	soul,	and	I	am	
in	great	want	of	it	and	of	the	jerseys,	for	it	is	very	cold	here,	and	I	
don’t	like	to	have	a	fire.	
Goodbye	darlings,		
Ever	your	most	affectionate	and	dutiful	son,	G	A	Macirone	
		
	
Undated	October	1852	
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Galsgow	to	his	family	
	
	
Dear	Darlings,	
	
Do	you	know	all	Glasgow	is	covered	with	Papers	printed	with	
‘October	1st,	the	birthday	of	the	greatest		living	paintress’	–	it’s	quite	
extraordinary,	and	every	body	bows	as	I	go	by,	and	throws	me	
bouquets	for	Minnie.	So	I	wish	you	many	many	many		many	happy	
returns	of	October	the	1st	of	glorious	memory	dear	Minnie,	and	if	I	
only	had	as	many	happy	days	as	I	wish	you	I	should	not	be	so	dumpy	
as	I	am.	It’s	really	quite	horrible.	I	talk	to	the	walls,	and	bed,	and	
chairs	and	all	that	sort	of	thing.	I	should	like	very	much	to	get	a	little	
spaniel,	and	keep	it	with	me,	for	it	would	be	some	company.	I	find	
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almost	all	the	other	apprentices	live	two	together	so	that	they	don’t	
find	it	so	bad,	but	I	don’t	see	anybody	I	should	like	to	live	with.	If	it	
were	possible	I	should	seriously	like	the	idea	of	the	spaniel	very	
much,	only	I	am	afraid	as	I	could	not	get	one	under	£1	–to	30/-	it	
must	be	given	up.		
A	gentleman	named	Mr	Roberts	came	to	see	me	the	other	day.	He	had	
heard	of	me	through	the	Miss	Leighs	and	brought	with	him	a	
gentleman	named	Christie	–	both	very	nice	men,	and	Mr	Roberts	took	
me	to	his	country	seat	at	Garloch	the	other	evening	and	has	promised	
to	take	me	with	him	to	Ardrossan	on	Saturday	by	rail,	from	which	we	
shall	drive	to	Portencross	where	he	has	another	house,	and	at	
Portencross	I	shall	get	a	sailing	boat	to	Millport	in	Cumbrae,	about	10	
miles	sailing	on	the	open	sea.	I	think	all	this	going	about	will	do	me	
good,	and	a	month	ago	I	should	have	enjoyed	it	very	much,	but	now	I	
feel	so	dumpy	and	apathetic	that	I	don’t	think	I	would	wink	an	eye	to	
save	myself	from	hanging.		
I	think	I	explained	about	the	velvet	pillow	in	my	last,	and	how	does	
Miss	Taylor	like	the	box,	and	how	are	you	my	darlings.?	I	shall	write	
to	Mr	Hall	and	Dr	Darling	and	Mr	Tripp	soon.	My	room	(to	please	
Minnie)	is	10	feet	2	inches	by	11	feet	6	inches	long,	but	I	will	explain	
more	in	my	next.	I	have	written	to	P	and	M	and	to	Miss	Leigh	again	
this	morning.		
Yours	very	affectionately	G	A	M	
	
	

7	October	1852	

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	12	Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow	to	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	

Dear	Mamma,	

I	am	sorry	to	say	that	the	bill	is	quite	correct.	Goode	is	the	name	of	
the	tobacconist	to	whom	the	shop	belongs	and	Pettit	is	the	name	of	
the	man	who	waits	and	serves	in	the	shop.	I	think	I	owe	him	£1.0.2d	
for	tobacco	etc	and	10	shillings	I	borrowed	of	him	for	a	friend	at	
College	who	had	just	been	having	dinner	at	an	eating	house	opposite	
and	could	not	get	away,	having	no	money	in	his	purse,	and	he	had	
thought	that	being	an	old	customer	there,	they	would	have	trusted	
him.	However	he	never	paid	me	back	–	he	owed	me	altogether	the	
best	part	of	2	pounds	when	I	left	College,	which	it	is	to	be	hoped	he	
will	pay	me	some	day,	though	I	don’t	think	it	likely	as	I	believe	he	is	in	
France	now.	I	would	rather,	if	you	can	possibly	let	me	have	the	
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money	to	pay	him,	write	to	him	myself,	enclosing	the	money,	as	if	you	
go	you	may	see	the	master	of	the	shop	and	it	might	get	poor	Mr	Pettit	
into	a	scrape,	because	I	rather	think	that	he	was	not	allowed	to	run	
up	bills,	and	besides	it	would	look	more	gentlemanly.	You	are	quite	
right	in	thinking	that	my	debts	are	my	greatest	misery.	They	won’t	let	
me	think	of	anything	else	but	how	to	pay	them.	I	should	have	paid	
this	long	ago	if	I	possibly	could	because	poor	Pettit	lent	me	the	10	
shillings	out	of	his	own	pocket.	I	am	very	tired	or	I	would	write	more,	
but	I	will	write	again	on	Monday.		
Yours	GAM	
(on	the	envelope)	I	expected	to	pay	the	10/-	directly	as	my	friend	
promised	to	pay	me	the	next	morning.	

	

Undated	(Tuesday	afternoon)	1852(?)	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

My	dearest	Mother,	

This	is	to	beg	that	George’s	things	may	be	ready	for	Chaplin	and	
Horne	who	will	send	tomorrow	for	them		(Wednesday).	We	have	not	
heard	from	George	and	fear	the	dear	boy	has	been	dejected	from	our	
letters	in	which	we	dwelt	more	than	was	well	with	anyone	so	
sensitive	as	our	dear	boy	upon	the	expenses	which	were	quite	
unavoidable	on	his	part,	and	he	had	shown	so	great	an	anxiety	to	
spare	us	trouble	and	expense	that	I	fear	his	silence	is	caused	by	his	
being	out		of	heart	or	hurt.	Perhaps	he	thinks	we	do	not	give	him	
credit	for	being	so	economical	as	he	was	evidently	doing	all	in	the	
cheapest	way.	He	showed	such	an	evident	anxiety	to	save	dear	Clara	
expense	that	I	fear	we	have	given	him	pain	by	saying	anything	about	
it.	If	you	have	heard	from	him	pray	send	us	word.	I	hope	to	hear	from	
him.	
Goodbye	dearest	Mother	till	Friday.	I	shall	be	with	you	for	the	day	
that	gave	you	your	life[?].	I	hope	we	shall	return	next	week	early.	I		
mean	to	begin	my	work	and	paint	hard	at	my	pictures	–	It	is	just	four	
weeks	since	dear	boy	left	us	today.	I	have	been	hard	at	work	on	his	
slippers.	Pray	let	the	boxes	be	all	right	for	the	dear	boy	for	he	wants	
the	things	in	them	and	I	should	like	him	to	have	them	as	soon	as	
possible.	Clara	was	disappointed	in	receiving	some	money	yesterday	
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but	will	have	some	today	and	send	it	to	our	boy,	who	could	not	
possibly	help	his	expenses.		
My	love	to	dearest	Papa	and	believe	me	dearest	Mother,	your	loving	
child	Emily	Macirone.				
Write	to	our	dear	boy	and	let	him	know	you	do	not	think	him	
extravagant.	I	shall	come	as	early	on	Friday	as	I	can.	
	
	

19	October	1852		

George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	Clara	and	Emily	
Macirone	

(Diagram)	

Dear	Clara	and	Emily,	

I	have	put	at	the	top	a	plan	of	Cumbrae	College.	Although	it	is	not	
near	finished	yet	I	have	put	some	of	the	future	additions	in	pencil	
though	I	don’t	know	whether	you	will	be	able	to	understand	them.	
The	cloisters	wil	be	completed	and	the	oratory	removed	to	the	right	
hand	side	of	the	cloisters,	and	the	present	dining	hall	will	become	an	
addition	to	the	present	libraries,	(so	that	there	will	then	be	three	
libraries)	and	will	be	lighted	by	lanterns	in	the	roof,	and	the	new	
dining	hall	will	be	built	at	the	end	of	the	present	one.	There	will	be	
kitchens	to	be	built	also	and	the	chancel	of	the	church	will	have	to	be	
lengthened	as	there	is	not	room,	seeing	that	all	the	College	sit	in	the	
chancel.		
And	now	for	questions,	answers	etc.	and	I	must	make	haste	as	I	have	
to	be	off	to	Napier’s	in	a	few	minutes.	I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	that	
Charlie	is	ill	–	Please	remember	me	to	him;	I	have	enclosed	the	
patterns	for	my	slippers	in	an	envelope	with	my	thanks.	I	am	very	
much	obliged	to	dear	Papa	for	his	message	and	for	the	latin	grammar,	
ditto	for	your	pctures	dear	Minnie	(though	I	like	the	dark	one	best).	I	
have	received	the	box	with	hats	etc	and	I	am	very	much	obliged	for	
the	bags	to	dear	Mamma	and	to	you	dear	Minnie	for	your	Church	
Cushion	which	is	delightful	and	to	Mamma	for	her	dear	footstool	
which	is	also	delightful.	By	the	bye	Appleton	has	managed	to	make	
the	letter	box	exactly	wrong	in	every	one	single	particular	without	
exception,	except	that	it	was	to	be	made	of	deal.	I	am	very	much	
obliged	for	the	watchpocket	which	is	beautiful	and	for	the	flowers	
which	smelt	delightful,	especially	the	violets	and	mignonette.	Thanks	
for	the	Jerseys	dear	Clara.	They	fit	beautifully	and	are	much	nicer	
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than	lambs	wool	ones.	I	have	not	got	either	my	ordinary	pumps	or	
my	dress	pumps	yet.		
How	is	the	puppy	?	I	congratulate	you	dear	Minnie	on	‘Ruskin’s	
lamps’.	Could	you	send	me	my	kite	and	tail	(I	mean	the	large	black	
kite	–	at	least	I	think	it	was	black	or	white,	one	of	the	two).	The	tail	
was	tied	up	in	a	bundle.	I	want	it	for	the	boys	at	Cumbrae,	and	
could…(	?	missing).		
I	enclose	the	Dean’s	last	letter	to	me	as	a	curiosity.	It	was	in	answer	
to	some	questions	of	mine	as	you	will	see,	and	when	he	had	gone	into	
England	to	attend	his	mother’s	funeral.	I	send	a	translation	for	fear	
you	may	not	be	able	to	make	it	out,	but	I	would	rather	you	should	try	
and	make	it	out	before	you	use	the	key,	and	mind	you	send	it	back	as	
I	cannot	spare	it.If	you	can	make	out	the	signature	you	may	crow	
indeed.	The	Dean	knows	I	am	of	a	Roman	family	and	calls	me	‘Roman’	
always,	and	told	me	the	other	day	that	if	he	were	asked	now	he	could	
not	say	that	he	had	not	seen	anything	‘Roman’	at	Cumbrae	College.	
NOW	do	I	write	the	worst	hand	in	the	world	?	Mind	you	send	it	back.	
Alveston	Manor	October	15	1852	

(attached)	

My	dear	Roman,	
These	answer	your	2	questions	–	1st	as	to	Quire	Master.	I	shall	
probable	see	Mr	Shelmore	before	I	return	to	Perth	and	will	speak	to	
him	and	others	about	it.	–	2nd	ly	as	to	books.	If	your	friend	is	
intellectually	up	to	it	I	should	say	Wilberforce	on	the	Incarnation	as	
going	most	of	all	to	the	root	of	the	mattter.	Next	to	this	and	requiring	
less	intellectual	assistance	and	training,	Pusey	on	Baptism,	and	if	that	
name	should	offend	him,	some	other	book	on	that	subject.	If	you	
think	these	will	not	do,	tell	me	and	I	will	try	to	think	of	something	
else.		
Yours	very	faithfully,	E	B	K	Fortescue	
	
	

22	October	1852		

George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	Clara	Macirone	

	
Dear	Clara,	
	
I	feel	now	quite	like	you	used	to,	that	it	is	quite	impossible	to	save	
money	–	nearly	all	that	£2.15.0	is	gone	except	a	few	shillings	and	
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without	my	being	able	to	pay	the	tailor,	and	how	it	has	gone	heaven	
only	knows,	for	since	the	30th	September,	which	is	the	last	date	in	my	
account	book,	I	have	been	so	busy	and	worried	and	ill	that	I	have	not	
been	able	to	keep	my	accounts	or	I	have	forgotten	them.	Miss	
Anderson	says	that	she	has	written	to	you	and	that	she	hopes	I	shall	
have	the	other	room	by	next	week.	I	have	had	meat	for	breakfast	this	
morning	for	the	first	time	and	do	not	intend	with	your	permission	to	
have	a	fire	just	yet,	as	I	think	I	can	do	without	it.	By	the	bye,	coals	are	
very	cheap	here	–	8	or	9	or	10	shillings	a	ton	I	think.		
One	thing	that	took	away	some	of	my	money	and	which	I	have	not	
been	able	to	tell	you	of	yet,	was	that	the	Dean	wrote	me	a	very	urgent	
letter	to	go	down	to	Perth.	He	wanted	to	see	me	very	much,	to	talk	to	
me	he	said,	and	introduced	me	to	the	Bishop	of	Moray	and	Ross,	and	
so	I	went	at	the	time	of	the	Funeral	of	the	Bishop	of	St	Andrew’s.	It	is	
possible	that	the	Dean	of	St	Ninian’s	may	become	Bishop	of	St	
Andrew’s.	But	I	must	make	haste	as	I	have	got	to	go	to	Napier’s	which	
I	will	give	you	an	account	of	soon.		
Could	you	send	me	some	vile	dross	?	I	am	very	sorry	to	be	obliged	to	
ask	for	it	but	if	I	do	not	have	some	I	shall	soon	be	bankrupt.	I	am	
really	very	sorry	dear	that	I	should	have	been	obliged	to	spend	so	
much,	more	especially	as	I	had	been	trying	to	be	economical	since	I	
came	down	here.	Could	you	let	me	have	a	bill	at	a	bookseller’s	to	the	
amount	of	my	subscription	to	a	public	library,	as	I	would	rather	do	
that	a	good	deal.	I	shall	want	6	blue	striped	shirts.	I	think	I	should	get	
them	here	as	cheap	as	in	London.	I	think	they	would	be	2	shillings	a	
piece.	I	will	write	again	this	evening	if	I	can.	Till	then,	Your	very	
affectionate	brother,	G	A	Macirone	
Ps.	To	darling	Clara	–	What	DO	you	mean	by	saying	you	have	
something,	meaning	me,	to	live	for;	Haven’t	you	the	glory	of	God	to	
live	for.		
	
	
25	October	1852	
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
Dearest	Clara,	
	
	
I	write	this	separate	from	any	other	letter	and	only	about	the	rooms	
in	order	not	to	make	any	confusion	as	I	think	that	Mrs	Anderson	and	
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yourself	have	misunderstood	each	other.	The	expenses	in	my	present	
room	are	15/6d	per	week,	14/-	for	board	and	lodging	and	1/6d	for	
fire	and	gas;(at	least	they	will	be	when	I	have	regularly	begun	fires).	
The	expenses	of	the	larger	front	room	are	17/6d	per	week,	16/-	for	
board	and	lodging	and	1/6d	for	fire	and	gas.	Mrs	Anderson	says	that	
when	I	go	down	to	Cumbrae	on	the	Saturdays,	meat	at	breakfast	will	
not	be	an	extra,	but	that	if	I	do	not	go	down	to	Cumbrae	on	Saturdays	
it	will	be	and	extra	of	2/7	½d	per	week,	that	is	to	say	½	lb	of	steak	at	
9d	per	pound	being	equal	to	4	½d	,	and	4	½	multiplied	by	7	(there	
being	7	days	in	the	week)	being	equal	to		2/7	½d	so	that	we	obtain	
the	following	table	of	expenses	.	(Here	G	A	draws	up	a	table	based	on	
the	above).	I	shall	not	go	into	the	front	room	until	I	hear	from	you.	
Hurrah,	I	have	a	new	pen,	the	first	I	have	had	since	I	came	down	to	
Glasgow.	I	went	to	Cumbrae	as	I	found	that	I	had	money	enough	all	
but	sixpence.		
I	was	obliged	to	leave	off	this	letter	before	work,	and	am	finishing	it	
now,	but	as	it	is	nearly	11	o’clock	and	I	must	be	up	at	a	quarter	past	5,	
I	want	to	go	to	bed.	Could	you	find	out	what	Uncle’s	ideas	of	the	time	
when	I	can	go	to	Tottenham	are,	because	remember	that	I	shall	be	20	
in	a	year	and	a	half	or	less	–	a	year	and	2	months	and	a	half,	and	it	
would	be	very	miserable	not	to	be	gaining	my	own	livelihood	then.	
However	this	is	only	a	temporary	letter.	I	send	you	a	copy	of	Bishop	
Kent’s	Hymns,	and	these	are	the	real	original	ones,	also	a	very	
beautiful	hymn	of	St	Chrysostom	and	the	last	verse	of	a	hymn…(	rest	
destroyed)		

	

	

28	October	1852	
	
George	Augustus	MAcirone	in	Glasgow	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
Dear	Clara,	
	
If	you	will	lend	me	the	pattern	I	will	tell	you	whether	it	will	do,	
although	blue	striped	shirts	would	be	a	very	great	deal	better	as	they	
always	look	cleaner	and	wear	better,	but	if	you	get	blue	striped	shirts	
exercise	your	taste	as	to	the	pattern	of	the	stripes,	as	it	is	useful	to	
have	some	slight	distinction	between	a	gentleman’s	working	dress	
and	an	ordinary	man’s	ditto,	as	the	3	or	4	gentlemen	here	keep	much	
together,	as	much	so	as	possible	and	as	is	consistent	with	keeping	on	
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good	terms	with	the	men,	seeing	that	we	work	and	are	paid	in	
everything	as	they	are.	I	have	had	the	buttons	on	my	clothes	made	of	
the	stuff	instead	of	mother	of	pearl	in	order	to	make	a	difference	in	
that	way.			
They	give	me	a	tool	box	here	and	some	two	or	three	tools,	but	I	shall	
require	to	get	some	for	myself.	The	job	of	moving	the	engines	of	the	
‘Duke	of	Wellington’	is	beginning	to	end,	so	that	I	shall	want	my	tools	
soon.	Could	you	let	me	have	£2.0	to	keep	apart	from	all	other	cash,	
for	my	tools	and	workshop	contingencies,	such	as	crossing	the	ferry	
which	I	have	to	do	constantly,	and	other	things.	I	had	to	subscribe	
officially	the	other	day	in	a	subscription	which	was	got	up	in	the	
workshop	for	one	of	the	apprentices.	By	the	bye	one	of	the	men	lost	4	
fingers	today	in	a	circular	saw.	I	should	be	very	glad	if	I	could	have	
the	two	pounds	at	once.		
I	would	recommend	you	to	get	‘Neale’s	Songs	and	Ballads	for	the	
People’.	They	only	cost	3d	and	you	would	be	charmed	with	them.	I	
think	you	would	get	them	at	Cleaver’s	in	Piccadilly	or	Rivington’s	in	
St	Paul’s	Churchyard.	Mind	the	ones	‘for	the	people’	and	not	the	‘for	
manufacturers’	and	write	and	tell	me	how	you	like	them.	Have	you	
got	‘Sympathies	of	the	Continent’.	It	would	interest	you	very	much	to	
see	how	a	German	Dean	is	proposing	to	do	in	the	German	Church	all	
that	we	did	in	the	English	Church	800	years	ago.	It	shows	the	beauty	
of	St	Augustine’s	motto	–	“In	necessariis	unitas,	in	dubiis	libertas,	in	
omnibus	caritas”.	Isn’t	that	a	beautiful	saying	and	worthy	of	such	a	
Christian	and	Churchman	as	St.	Augustine	was.		
From	P…[?]to	P	45	there	will	be	a	celebration	on	Sunday	at	Cumbrae	
which	I	shall	attend.	Couldn’t	you	pray	for	me	at	about	the	half	hour	
or	35	minutes	past,	when	I	shall	be	about	receiving.	I	always	pray	for	
you	between	the	reception	of	the	bread	and	the	cup.	It	appears	to	me	
that	those	few	moments	are	the	holiest	of	our	lives,	and	that	I	would	
not	exchange	them	for	worlds	upon	worlds	of	common	time,	and	that	
when	we	outwardly	prostrate	ourselves	lowest	in	the	presence	of	
God	our	Father,	so	our	souls	then	by	a	kind	of	antithesis	rise	highest.	I	
always	feel	as	if	God	must	grant	all	that	I	ask	then,	and	I	have	found	it	
most	useful,	with	regard	to	a	particular	habit,	to	make	a	vow	then	to	
devote	all	my	energies	to	counteract	it.	The	solemnity	of	the	time	and	
the	act,	keeps	the	vow	in	your	mind	and	reminds	us	“that	it	is	better	
not	to	vow,	than	to	vow	and	not	to	fulfil”		
Miss	Anderson’s	account	is	quite	right	and	is	(I	have	condensed	it	
after	looking	over	it)	9	weeks	board	and	lodging	£5.12.0	+	to	account	
forwarded	15/-	=	£6.7.6d.	If	you	will	forward	the	money	I	will	get	a	
receipt	for	it	for	you	from	Miss	Anderson.		
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When	shall	I	be	able	to	settle	with	my	tailor	as	I	am	afraid	that	he	will	
be	appearing	with	a	bill	if	I	don’t	do	soon	?				
.		
	
	
29	October	1852	
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	his	family	
	
	
My	dear	darlings	all	of	you,	
	
Now	for	a	long	letter	in	which	I	am	going	to	answer	all	the	questions	
in	your	last	seven	letters.		
I	enclose	Bishop	Kent’s	Hymns	(and	these	are	the	genuine	ones)	
which	I	promised	you.	You	talk	of	my	not	answering	your	questions,	-	
why	I	have	never	got	a	thank	you	yet	for	my	description	of	Cumbrae,	
nor	for	my	drawing	of	Cumbrae	Island	(which	was	a	…[?]	for	me)	nor	
for	my	lithograph,	nor	for	my	description	of		Moncrieff	at	Perth	nor	of	
them	singing	the	22nd	psalm	at	Cumbrae,	nor	for	my	hymn	tune	
S.Chrysostom	with	the	words	(I	hope	you	have	tried	it);	there’s	a	list	
for	you;	now	don’t	accuse	me	any	more	or	I	shall	begin	to	talk	about	
glasshouses	etc.		
By	the	bye	you	have	said	nothing	of	the	Dean’s	letter.	I	have	had	
another	invitation	to	Leeds	which	I	send	you	(as	you	might	like	to	see	
it,	to	see	how	kind	people	are	to	your	boy)	from	the	Reverend	Charles	
Sutch		to	whom	I	told	you	in	one	of	my	first	letters	I	was	inroduced	at	
Perth,	and	who	was	the	author	of	that	sermon	which	if	you	
remember	I	thought	so	spirited	(and	it	was	uncommonly	so).	He	is	
now	one	of	the	clergy	at	St	Saviour’s	and	invites	me	to	spend	a	week	
at	the	‘Church	House’	with	him.	The	clergy	there	are	very	different	
from	the	former	set	and	get	on	very	well	with	the	Bishop	I	believe.	
Don’t	forget	to	return	the	invitation.	I	refused	it	on	the	ground	that	I	
had	already	taken	some	holydays	before	I	began	working	at	Napier’s	
and	thought	I	had	better	stick	to	it	at	present.	I	enclose	a	leaf	which	a	
gentleman	gave		me		who	plucked	it	on	the	banks	of	the	Jordan.	I	have	
here	a	piece	of	the	Temple	wall.	I	mean	the	original	Temple	of	
Jerusalem.	Pray	remember	me	kindly	to	Uncle	and	Aunt	and	Cousins	.	
Thank	you	very	much	for	that	Hymn	dear	Clara	(you	see	I	am	
beginning	with	October	16th)	It	is	very	beautiful.	When	am	I	to	have	
the	prayer	book	you	promised	me	?	I	enclose	the	prescription	you	
asked	me	for.	I	have	not	written	to	Dr	Darling	or	to	anybody	yet,	but	
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you	can’t	think	how	difficult	it	is	to	write	letters	when	you	don’t	get	
home	till	6	pm	and	are	dreadfully	tired	and	have	to	get	your	tea	and	
then	be	up	at	5	the	next	morning.		
We	are	now	putting	the	engines	into	the	hull	of	an	old	ship	(the	same	
in	which	the	electric	wire	was	taken	from	England	to	France,	and	I	
believe	it	took	it	from	England	to	Ireland	as	well,	and	it	is	now	taking	
the	engines	of	the	largest	ship	of	war	in	the	world,	the	‘Windsor	
Castle’	or	‘Duke	of	Wellington’	as	they	have	rechristened	her,	of	140	
guns)	in	which	they	are	to	be	towed	round	to	Portsmouth,	and	we	
have	to	drag	them	up	the	Broomielaw,	and	across	the	bridge	and	then	
down	the	opposite	side	of	the	river	again	to	the	big	crane,	nearly	
opposite	where	we	took	them	from,	to	put	them	on	board,	and	I	can	
assure	you	it	is	sharp	work	having	to	work	the	crane	on	a	cold	
morning	or	evening	with	the	wind	and	mizzle	(for	which	Glasgow	is	
worse	than	London)	whistling	through	you,	and	that	wretch	of	a	
tailor	has	made	my	last	trowsers	without	any	pockets,	so	that	I	can’t	
keep	my	hands	warm.	However	I	must	have	them	altered	as	as	soon	
as	I	can,	and	every	now	and	then	one	of	us	is	sent	across	the	ferry	for	
some	of	the	m…[?]	things,	such	a	trifle	for	instance	as	an	iron	link	
about	2	feet		long	and	as	thick	as	your	arm;	(Diagram)	I	have	drawn	a	
plan	of	the	place	if	you	can	make	it	out.	On	the	same	scale	the	bridge	
would	be	a	long	way	off	the	paper	as	it	is	the	better	half	of	a	mile	
from	my	lodgings.	I	shall	move	into	my	room	tomorrow.	I	think	I	have	
found	a	very	nice	gentlemanly	fellow	at	the	works.	I	have	not	had	
time	to	go	to	the	Exhibition	yet	to	see	about	Miss	Egerton’s	picture	
but	I	will	as	soon	as	possible,	and	please	tell	me	what	it	is	about.		
I	am	very	sorry	for	the	sake	of	King’s	to	hear	that	my	tutor	is	dead,	
but	for	his	own	sake,	may	God	rest	his	soul,	I	believe	that	he	was	a	
very	good	man	and	did	a	great	deal	for	God’s	truth.		
Miss	Sophie’s	purse	is	charming	I	can	assure	you	and	I	keep	it	for	
grand	days.	The	pattern	for	my	slippers	that	I	sent	you	I	made	by	
drawing	a	pencil	round	my	present	slippers.	I	think	you	had	better	
make	the	new	ones	rather	larger	in	the	heels	and	slightly	longer.	
Please	make	haste	about	the	shirts	as	I	am	spoiling	my	present	ones.	
By	the	bye	I	ought	to	mention	as	perhaps	you	do	not	know	it,	that	
they	must	have	fronts,	only	let	them	be	be	broad	pleats	and	then	3	or	
5	will	do,	instead	of	7.	Get	the	handkerchiefs	a	good	size	and	either	
blue	or	red	with	a	white	pattern	of	some	kind	on	them.	With	regard	
to	light	reading	I	find	what	I	have	often	told	Mamma,	that	after	
working	manually	hard	all	day	one	does	not	require	mental	rest,	for	I	
have	had	light	reading	in	my	room	in	various	shapes	ever	since	I	
came	to	Glasgow,	but	have	left	it	always	for	‘Sympathies	of	the	
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Continent’	or	‘Chamber’s	History’	which	has	been	lent	to	me	or	some	
other	work	of	the	same	kind.	The	lightest	work	I	have	read	has	been	
‘Coxe’s	Christian	Ballads’.	Now	about	the	day.	I	am	looking	anxiously	
for	him	as	he	is	to	be	my	companion.		
By	the	bye	about	Lady	Glasgow.	To	show	you	not	to	put	faith	in	
rumours	I	can	assure	you	on	my	own	personal	knowledge	that	Lady	
Glasgow	is	not	at	all	High	Church.	Her	son	and	daughter	are,	but	she	
is	not.	The	late	Queen	Dowager	(who	did	more	for	the	Church	than	all	
the	present	family	has	done	or	that	any	lady	else	in	the	kingdom	
almost)	and	Lady	Fitzclarence	converted	Mr	Boyle	from	
Presbyterianism	to	the	Church,	and	Lady	Diana	(Mr	Boyle’s	sister,	
now	the	wife	of	Sir	John	Parkington’s	son)	undertook	to	pervert	him	
back,	and	in	doing	so	was	converted	herself,	and	then	they	two	
together	converted	their	mother,	who	is	not	particularly	fond	of	
Cumbrae	College,	but	is	a	very	nice	woman	notwithstanding.		
With	regard	to	the	word	‘Tractarian’	do	read	in	Page	116	of	the	book	
I	have	sent	you.	I	should	be	glad	if	you,	dear	Clara	and	Minnie	would	
read	it,	though	I	am	afraid	it	would	be	tiresome	to	Papa	and	Mamma.	
But	now	to	pay	me	for	writing	this	very	long	letter	do	read	it	through	
both	of	you,	and	tell	me	what	you	think	of	it.	Just	listen	to	this	by	the	
bye	about	Tractarians	-‘	They	(the	Evangelicals)	paint	a	Tractarian	
according	to	their	own	ideas	of	what	a	Tractarian	is	and	then	proceed	
to	demolish	him,	which	they	do	not	find	a	difficult	job	at	all.	The	only	
thing	is	that	the	original	is	not	much	like	the	painting	‘…ends				
	
	
	
Undated	1852	(?)	
	
Clara	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
	
Tuesday	
My	dear	Mary,	
		
I	hasten	to	inform	you	that	I	heard	yesterday	from	our	dear	Mrs	du	
Bois,	most	unexpectedly	as	I	did	not	imagine	she	could	have	written	
under	the	very	painful	and	melancholy	circumstances	in	which	she	is	
placed.	It	is	written	like	herself	with	deep	feeling	and	an	acute	sense	
of	her	bereavement,	at	the	same	time	evincing	fortitude	and	a	
resignation	to	the	Divine	Will.	I	prize	her	letter	so	highly	as	to	be	
quite	unable	to	part	with	it,	for	fear	of	its	loss.	Pardon	this	apparent	
selfishness.	You	will	understand	it	when	you	have	seen	it.	She	desires	
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her	kindest	love	to	you	and	George,	talks	of	remaining	quiet	until	
June	and	tells	me	Mr	Bavier	is	again	at	Manchester,	through	whose	
medium	we	can	forward	anything	to	her	as	usual.	She	is,	as	one	might	
expect	after	such	dreadful	trials,	far	from	well.	Her	letter	shows	
tokens	of	suffering.	She	mentions	the	last	moments	of	her	dear	
William	as	fraught	with	submission,	full	of	hope,	thanksgiving	and	
blessing,	full	of	agony	yet	with	a	spirit	comforted	beyond	the	power	
of	language.	Will	anything	reconcile	us	to	Death,	it	is	the	witnessing	
its	effects	upon	the	minds	of	those	we	loved	and	see	our	immortal	
part	rise	above	our	human	struggles,	triumphing	over	disease	and	
pain.	He	was	a	superior	man	and	one	whom	it	was	only	to	know	and	
love.	When	you	write	do	not	mention	her	continuance	in	Liverpool	
until	June.	She	might	not	wish	this	mentioned	or	talked	of,	as	of	
course	her	plans	at	present	cannot	be	at	all	certain.	You	will	be	
pleased	to	hear	my	Patient	is	daily	improving.	George	will	have	given	
you	a	good	account	of	him	and	us	all	on	Sunday.	Give	our	best	love	to	
him	and	your	girls	who	I	hope	are	better,	and	accept	the	same	from		
Your	affectionate	sister,		
Clara	E	Warne	
	
	
10	November	1852		
	
George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	his	family	
	
	
My	darlings,	
	
No	end	of	thenks	for	letters	and	also	for	a	P.O	for	8/-	which	was	very	
delightful.	I	have	only	one	subject	to	scold	about	and	that	is	that	I	had	
to	pay	2d	sterling	for	each		of	your	last	three	letters.	You	are	aware	
doubtless	that	I	would	go	as	far	as	2	½d	and	so	it	is	not	that	I	think	
them	dear,	but	still	it	would	be	as	well	to	pay	them	in	full	at	the	
beginning	of	the	journey.		
Next	as	you	seem	unaccountably	anxious	about	my	health,	I	am	
pretty	well.	I	am	not	in	such	exuberant	health	and	spirits	as	to	take	
the	part	of	the	clown	in	a	pantomime,	neither	am	I	on	the	other	hand	
to	be	led	about	in	a	bath	chair.	I	have	had	diarrhaea	very	bad	again	
and	so	I	got	Mr	Stoddart	to	give	me	some	powders	and	I	got	well	in	
about	three	days,	at	least	bobbish[?].		
By	the	bye	as	you	are	reading	‘	Stones	of	Venice’,	see	what	Ruskin	
says	of	All	Saints	in	Margaret	Street,	(Margaret	Street	Chapel	that	
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was)	and	which	I	could	never	get	any	of	you	to	admire.	He	says	it	is	
THE	building	of	modern	times,	and	it’s	built	by	the	architect	of	the	
Ecclesiological	Society.	I	read	an	extract	from	it	the	other	day	which	
was	extremely	beautiful	–	a	comparison	of	Gothic	and	Renaissance.	
No	end	of	thanks	dear	Mamma	for	looking	for	my	stamps.	I	was	no	
end	of	surprised	the	other	day	to	receive	a	letter	containing	violets,	
but	sealed	with	the	Queen’s	arms.	I	did	not	of	course	think	it	possible	
that	my	dear	Queen	and	liege	lady	could	have	sent	me	them,	and	so	
suppose	that	my	darling	sister	C	sealed	it	loosely	and	so	the	Post	
Office	individuals	sealed	it	again	for	me.		
I	had	a	chance	of	some	other	lodgings	but	they	were	9/-	a	week	and	I	
thought	rather	dirty,	and	so	I	did	not	take	them.	I	am	so	glad	you	have	
a	print	of	the	Bishop	of	Oxford.	What	a	glorious	man	he	is	–	how	
gloriously	he	acted	when,	just	before	the	installation	of	the	
Chancellor,	Lord	Derby	had	spoken	so	harshly	against	him	in	the	
House	of	Peers,	and	then	the	first	thing	he	did	was	to	get	him	(Lord	
Derby)	to	open	the	Oxford	Diocesan	Training	Institution	for	him.	Just	
the	sort	of	thing	the	MAN	would	do	–	the	only	Bishop	on	the	Bench,	
indeed	in	the	memory	of	many,	who	has	worked	practically	in	every	
grade	of	the	Holy	Office	up	to	the	Prelacy	–	Deacon,	Curate,	
Incumbent,	Rural	Dean,	Archdeacon,	Bishop	–	and	what	a	
compliment	to	Hubert	to	be	like	him.	I’m	sure	he	ought	to	be	proud	of	
it.	Mrs	Knight	ought	to	have	a	statue	for	those	lamps	–	the	vacant	
corner	at	Trafalgar	Square.		
I	have	no	spitting	of	blood	now,	nor	excessive	perspiration,	nor	a	
cough,	though	I	did	have	all	three	some	time	ago,	but	it	has	all	passed	
away.	By	the	bye	I	was	talking	with	a	friend	about	somebody	the	
other	day	and	I	said	I	thought	he	was	affected,	and	yesterday	I	
thought	I	would	read	some	of	Miss	Bremer’s	‘Home’	which	Clara	gave	
me,	and	the	first	thing	I	saw	in	opening	it	was	the	most	absurd	piece	
of	affectation	I	ever	read	in	all	my	life	“G	A	Macirone	from	THAT	
WHICH	SHEDS	A		LIGHT	OVER	OUR	EARLY	YEARS,	a	kind	and		
affectionate	sister	“	Did	you	ever	read	anything	so	sickly	sentimental?	
You	don’t	know	anybody	who	has	a	chess	board	to	give	away,	do	
you?	Because	I	should	like	it	very	much	if	you	did.	It	would	be	so	
pleasant	sometimes	to	have	a	game	with	a	friend,	when	they	call	to	
see	me.	I	am	reading	some	of	‘The	Christian	Scholar’.	I	remember	you	
had	it	once.		
One	of	my	fellow	apprentices	has	just	left	for	Portsmouth	for	the	
Queen’s	dockyard	there	and	he	says	it	is	a	most	horrible	place,	much	
worse	than	Glasgow.	I	am	so	sorry	dear	darling	Minnie	has	lost	her	
commissions.	(Here	GA	has	made	a	drawing	of	the	isles	of	Cumbrae).	
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The	black	island	in	front,	ladies	and	gentlemen,	is	Little	Cumbrae.	You	
will	observe	the	artist	has	represented	a	small	piece	of	Great	
Cumbrae	at	your	right	hand	in	order	to	give	the	position	of	of	the	
picture.	You	will	also	please	to	observe	a	small	piece	of	the	classical	
island	of	Bute	to	the	West	of	Great	Cumbrae,	Bute	Ladris…[?]	
contains	the	town	of	Rothesay	from	which	the	Prince	of	Wales	takes	
his	title	of	Duke	of	Rothesay.	Bute	is	also	celebrated	as	having	been	
the	residence	of	the	great	giant	McPorridge,	The	beautiful	picture	
before	you	represents	nearly	the	whole	of	the	Isles	of	which	HRH	the	
Prince	of	Wales	is	Lord.	The	castle	on	the	top	of	Little	Cumbrae	is	an	
old	lighthouse	which	used	to	have	an	immense	fire	constantly	
burning	on	the	top	of	it.	Don’t	be	hypercritical	of	my	drawing	please.	I	
took	the	sketch	in	my	pocket	book	the	last	time	I	was	coming	from	
Cumbrae.	I	can’t	get	Arran	to	look	far	off	enough	for	Bute	is	about	4	
miles	west	of	Cumbrae	and	Arran	about	15	miles	west	of	Bute	.	The	
steamer	which	was	in	would	be	at	about	the	place	where	my	mark	is.	
By	the	bye	I	came	across	the	original	lines	from	which	the	scale	is	
derived	the	other	day.	Perhaps	you	might	like	to	have	them.		
“UT	queant	laxis	REsonans	fibris,	MIra	gestorum	FAmuli	tuorum,	
SOlve	polluti	LAbii	reatum	–	SAncte	Joannes”.		
I	shall	send	off	my	pipes	tomorrow.	The	pattern	for	the…[?]	is	in	the	
box		and	the	Catalogue	of	the	Exhibition	of	the	West	of	Scotland	
Academy	and	some	old	numbers	of	the	Churchman’s	Magazine	you	
may	like	to	read	as	they	are	interesting	and	well	written.		
And	now	having	come	to	an	end	of	my	paper	and	ditto	of	any	
thoughts	I	close,		
Ever	your	most	affectionate	G	A	Macirone		
	
	
	
21	November	1852	

George	Augustus	Macirone	to	his	parents	from	College	SS	
Cumbrae	

	

Sunday	evening	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,		

	

I	am	answering	your	letters	as	I	read	through	them,	so	please	excuse	
me	if	I	am	a	little	incoherent.	The	first	then,	I	come	to	Newland,	and	
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all	I	can	say	about	him	is	that	you	must	remember	that	it	is	not	a	book	
of	‘Practical	Religion’	but	is	simply	a	sign…[?]	to	catch	people	and	to	
knock	out	of	their	heads	the	errors	and	fallacies	which	they	have	with	
regard	to	Christianity,	in	order	to	induce	them	to	look	deeper	into	the	
subject	afterwards,	at	their	leisure,	and	to	see	what	their	Church	
really	does	teach.	You	say	‘will	not	all	who	love	God	be	among	the	
bright	hosts	of	heaven,	and	will	the	humble	grateful	heart	dare	to	
condemn	those	whom	God	approves’;	but	then	you	remember	‘They	
who	love	God	will	keep	his	commandments’	–	(I	forget	the	exact	
words)	so	that	the	question	comes	again	to	‘Who	do	keep	God’s	
commandments	and	whom	does	God	approve’.	Now	I	sincerely	
believe	that	on	the	points	on	which	the	Evangelicals	differ	from	
Churchmen	they	do	not	keep	God’s	commandments;	but	however	
there’s	argument	enough	for	a	week.		
I	have	written	to	Mr	and	Mrs	Hall	two	separate	letters	long	ago	–	at	
least	on	Saturday	(yesterday)	week.	Did	you	say	that	you	saw	Lord	
Nelson’s	funeral	and	William	Pitt’s	as	well?	(1806).		
Whoever	copied	out	the	prescription	made	a	frightful	blunder,	and	if	
I	had	not	had	a	slight	knowledge	of	cat-latin	I	should	have	been	
swallowing	humbug	or	perhaps	something	worse.	The	first	article	in	
the	prescription	was	‘ferri-Ammon	Citratis’,	and	this	was	translated	
‘Citrate	of	Ammonia’(instead	of	Ammonis	citrate	of	iron	or	Citrate	of	
ammonia	and	iron	–	for	they	are	the	same),	thus	leaving	out	the	iron	
–	the	principal,	in	fact	I	believe	the	only	medicine	in	the	prescription.	
So	I	wrote	to	Mr	Thompson	about	it	and	got	a	very	kind	letter	from	
him.	Thanks	for	sanatorial	hints.	
How	did	you	like	the	sight	of	the	funeral(of	the	Duke	of	Wellington).	I	
suppose	you	saw	the	Highland	regiments.	Do	not	they	look	beautiful.	
I	am	very	much	obliged	to	you	for	washing	my	gloves,	and	should	like	
to	have	them	very	much.	I	have	just	had	a	very	kind	letter	from	Mrs	
Hall.	The	work	at	Napier’s	is	rather	hard	for	a	continuance,	but	I	
suppose	it	will	all	come	right	in	time.	There	is	a	Queen’s	ship,	the	
Cyclops	moored	just	opposite	my	windows	and	I	hear	them	strike	the	
bells,	which	now	that	the	city	is	comparatively	quiet	sounds	very	
beautiful.	It	has	just	struck	1	bell,	½	past	8	pm.	I	heard	it	strike	7	bells	
last	night	at	½	past	11.	You	know	they	strike	bells	every	4	hours,	at	½	
4	am,	at	½	8	pm.		
Goodbye,	affectionately	yours,	GAM		
	
	
8	December	1852	
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George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	Emily	Macirone	
	
	
My	darling	Minnikin,	

I	am	answering	your	letters	as	I		go	on;	If	the	song	Paulum	Elevatum	
is	a	parody	on	the	elevation	of	the	Host,	I	would	have	nothing	to	do	
with	it	,	any	more	than	I	would	with	a	song	ridiculing	a	dissenting	
midwife’s	baptism	in	a	tea	cup;	you	see	the	parallel;		both	are	
sacraments	only	effectual	to	the	receivers,	although	administered	in	a	
way	which	one	Church	has	condemned;	and	ridiculing	either	would	
be	breaking	the	3rd	Commandment.		
Do	make	Mamma	take	care	of	herself	and	tell	her	I	will	write	soon,	
and	tell	Papa	that	I	hope	I	shall	find	Engineering	tolerable	before	
long:	I	have	not	had	time	to	read	much	of	Uncle	Tom	yet,	in	fact	I	do	
not	think	I	have	read	any	since	you	lent	it,	so	that	I	can’t	say	whether	
I	like	it	or	not.		
I	will	send	you	a	translation		of	‘Dies	Irae’	as	soon	as	I	have	time.	I	am	
really	very	sorry	that	you	are	reading	a	book	of	Monod’s,	if	it	is	a	Mr	
A	Monod,	a	French	Protestant	preacher,	a	man	who	used	to	preach	in	
Paris	in	the	same	chapel	and	alternately	with	a	Socinian	I	think.	You	
may	take	it	for	granted	that	there	is	heresy	in	whatever	he	writes.	He	
is	a	writer	that	both	the	Bishop	of	Oxford	and	Dr	Wordsworth	would	
most	thoroughly	condemn	your	reading.	Not	that	I	wish	to	dictate,	
darling,	but	you	ought	to	know	who	he	is.	With	regard	to	Newland,	
you	do	not	think	“they	are	everywhere	spoken	against”,	perhaps	not	
so	much	now;	but	think	again	my	darling	–	who	was	as	much	spoken	
against	as	the	Bishop	of	Exeter,	who	as	Dr	Pusey,	who	as	Mr	Bennett	
etc	etc;	is	it	not	so;	and	for	the	first	ten	years	nearly	of	the	existence	
of	the	Oxford	School.	I	assert	as	a	matter	of	fact,	I	believe	I	may	say,	
that	there	was	not	a	single	daily	paper	in	England	that	did	not	abuse	
them	as	traitors	etc	etc,	and	as	everything	that	Calvinism	could	call	
them.	If	poor	old	Bishop	Ken,	whom	now	everybody	reverences	and	
loves,	had	been	alive	now,	-	he	with	his	‘Exhortations	to	Confession’	
would	be	called	a	Tractarian	as	well	as	anybody	else.	Would	not	any	
man	be	called	a	Tractarian	who	should	say	‘	Lord,	I	believe	thy	Body	
and	Blood	to	be	as	really	present	in	the	Holy	Sacrament	as	thy	Divine	
Power	can	make	it,	though	the	manner	of	Thy	mysterious	Presence	I	
cannot	comprehend’	,	and	this	was	wrtten	by	Bishop	Ken	in	his	
‘Approach	to	the	Holy	Altar’	Page	61.	With	regard	to	the	other,	a	man	
who	preaches	in	a	gown	preaches	as	a	learned	man,	as	a	university	
man,	and	a	man	who	preaches	in	a	surplice	preaches	as	a	priest,	the	
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surplice	being	a	sacerdotal	vestment.	With	regard	to	Miss	Sellars	-		
the	young	lady	that	made	the	accusations,	a	Miss	Campbell	if	you	
remember,	who	was	taken	in	casually,	has	just	been	had	up	at	a	
Police	Court	for	stealing,	I	think	it	was.	If	you	remember	Miss	Sellars	
contradicted	what	she	said.		
My	battles	are	as	good	as	over	and	Miss	Anderson	is	kind	and	
attentive	beyond	praise.	The	Scotch	Service	is	the	same	as	the	English	
except	in	the	Communion	Service,	which	I	send	you.	Look	at	Page	22	
at	the	first	mark	so,	v,	there	is	silence	for	about	a	minute	or	a	minute	
and	a	half	to	mention	the	names	of	living	friends,	and	the	second	
mark,	there	is	silence	again	for	the	names	of	dead	friends.	I	need	
hardly	say	that	I	always	pray	for	yourselves	etc	and	in	the	second	
place	for	Uncle	Colonel	and	Cousin	Thompson	and	one	or	two	other	
friends	in	Christ.	There	are	no	rubrics	at	the	end	of	the	Scotch	Office	
forbidding	the	reservation	of	the	Blessed	Sacrament,	as	it	is	the	
custom	in	the	Scotch	Church	when	anybody	is	sick	to	reserve	the	
Sacrament	and	take	it	to	them	from	the	Church,	instead	of	
consecrating	in	a	private	house.	
Tell	dear	Mamma	I	will	go	to	bed	as	early	as	I	can	always,	also	that	I	
called	the	medicine	Citrate	of	Ammonia	because	the	translation	of	the	
prescription	did	so.	I	am	very	glad	you	saw	and	liked	the	
arrangements	at	St	Paul’s.	I	send	you	a	catalogue	of	the	Gallery	here,	
and	I	have	seen	Miss	Egerton’s	paintings	which	were	very	beautiful,	
leaving	out	of	course	Copley	Fielding.	I	think	Henry	O’Neil’s	things	
were	the	best	there.	His	death	of	Mozart	was	very	beautiful	and	the	
two	half	figures	Autumn	and	Spring,	nos	59	and	61	were	exceedingly	
beautiful.	P	
Please	remember	me	to	Fred	on	his	birthday.	I	had	rather	have	my	
slippers	either	on	St	George’s	Day	23rd	April	or	at	Christman.	If	I	
could	have	them	a	week	before	Christmas	I	could	wear	them	at	Perth	
darling,	and	my	present	ones	are	rather	shabby.	Goodnight	darling.	It	
is	very	late	and	I	want	to	go	to	bed.	
Ever	yours	most	affectionately.	G	A	Macirone			
	
		
	

Undated	8	January	(1853?)	
	
Clara	Warne	at	Tottenham	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
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My	dear	Mary,	
	
I	am	very	happy	to	be	able	to	say	Charles	has	at	length	made	the	
promise	his	Father	required,	of	not	raising	money	in	any	way	for	his	
personal	expenses.	He	will	therefore	receive	from	his	Father	every	
week	the	sum	I	mentioned	to	you,	for	the	sake	of	locomotion	to	
enable	him	to	enquire	after	employment.	I	much	fear	it	will	be	a	long	
time	ere	he	meet	with	anything,	but	in	the	event	of	finding	
occupation	without	salary,	Papa	will	then	supply	him	with	all	he	may	
reasonably	need	–	so	far,	so	good,	but	now	the	worst	remains.		
Dear	Jessie’s	continued	illness	and	danger	fills	me	with	dark	
forebodings	for	the	future,	and	I	see	no	way	to	remedy	the	existing	
evils,	but	patiently	to	abide	God’s	own	good	time	to	work	out	all	I	
pray	for.	In	consequence	of	there	being	no	prospect	of	settling,	Jessie	
had	when	she	came	to	Town,	broken	off	her	engagement	with	Charles	
but	upon	the	understanding	they	were	to	continue	friends	and	to	
correspond	-		she	came	to	us	after	this,	and	on	the	day	of	her	return	
home	went	to	see	her	sister,	a	half	sister	of	a	previous	marriage,	who	
upon	hearing	Jessie	was	no	longer	engaged,	commenced	a	long	tale	of	
slander	and	wicked	gossip	against	Charles.	Jessie	was	too	weak	in	her	
health	to	bear	such	an	attack,	and	became	insensible,	falling	from	one	
fit	into	another,	in	which	sad	state	she	remained	for	hours,	and	was	
at	length	taken	home	in	a	carriage,	in	a	state	of	great	physical	
exhaustion	and	deep	mental	distress.	Unheard,	unknowing	of	what	
he	was	accused,	Charles	received	a	note	of	interdict,	and	everything	
belonging	to	him	in	this,	his	hitherto	second	home,	was	sent	back.	I	
did	not	let	matters	rest	there.	Slander	had	done	its	work,	I	felt	
convinced.	I	wrote	a	letter	appealing	as	a	mother	to	Mrs	H,	Jessie’s	
half	sister,	begging	her	to	acquaint	me	with	the	tales	and	reports	
against	Charles	to	give	him	the	opportunity	of	refuting	them.	No!	the	
lady	refused	to	comply,	pitying	the	sad	illness	to	which	my	son’s	
conduct	had	reduced	Jessie	–	heartless	and	cruel.	I	accorded	her	my	
forgiveness	and	wrote	to	Mrs	Gibbon	who	bitterly	made	me	
acquainted	with	the	charges	made	against	him.	These	have	been	
much	magnified	and	from	trifling	and	venial	indiscretions	have	taken	
the	impress	of	criminal	and	profligate	habits	of	life.	So	much	for	
morning	visiting	and	the	gossip	of	sillies[?]	–	the	seeds	of	misery	and	
blighted	happiness	may	be	sown	by	the	heartless	and	so	worldly	
conversation	of	the	busy	idler	-		and	no	chance	given	the	slandered	to	
retrieve	his	good	name	from	whispered	calumnies.		
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DO	NOT	stir	in	this	matter	I	beseech	you.	Let	time	and	Patience	work	
her	perfect	work,	and	with	a	sure	trust	in	a	superior	Power	all	will	go	
well	yet.		
Yours	affectionately	and	obliged,	Clara	E	Warne	
	
	
	
January	24	1853		

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	the	College	of	the	Holy	Spirit,	
Cumbrae	(Now	a	retreat	and	guest	house)	to	his	father		

	
My	dearest	Father,	
	
You	can’t	imagine	what	a	comfortable	place	this	is	for	writing	letters.	
When	I	come	down	here	on	Saturdays	everything	is	so	quiet	and	the	
library	where	I	am	writing	has	such	a	beautiful	view	from	where	I	am	
sitting.	First	there	are	the	Western	hills	of	the	Island	itself,	about	a	
mile	off,	and	then	the	hills	of	Bute,	above	them	about	4	or	5	miles	
further,	over	the	water,	and	then	there	are	the	mountains	of	Arran,	
about	10	miles	further	still,	and	covered	with	snow,	and	besides	all	
this	there	is	the	additional	advantage	(with	the	view	of	writing)	that	
my	hands,	which	before	the	Xmas	holydays	were	almost	knocked	to	
pieces,	are	now	pretty	nearly	well.		
Everything	is	brightening,	I	think,	a	little	–	a	very	little,	but	it	is	dreary	
work.	Have	you	heard	what	Napier’s	did	about	some	steamers	for	the	
French	government	?	An	order	came	to	Napier’s	to	build	six	large	
steamers	and	Napier’s	found	out	that	the	order	came	from	the	French	
government,	and	so	they	did	not	accept	it	at	once,	but	wrote	to	the	
Queen’s	government	to	know	if	they	should	accept	the	offer.	The	
Queen’s	government	sent	answer	‘they	had	much	better	not’	and	sent	
them	an	order	(Napier’s	having	refused	the	French	contract)	for	six	
similar	vessels	for	the	Royal	Navy.	Wasn’t	that	handsomely	done	on	
both	sides?		
I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	of	poor	Dr.	Price’s	death,	but	it	is	perfectly	
clear	that	he	was	insane.	I	am	very	anxious	to	hear	who	the	new	
Headmaster	is	to	be,	as	it	will	have	so	much	influence	on	the	school.		
I	suppose	you	will	agree	with	me	in	being	very	glad	that	Gladstone	
was	returned	for	Oxford.	The	Dean	paired	for	him	with	the	Lord	
Bishop	of	St.Andrew’s	against.	I	hope	you	enjoy	my	old	room.	Is	not	
the	bookcase	a	capital	idea,	and	does	it	not	hold	a	splendid	quantity	
of	books.		
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However	here	is	an	end	of	my	paper,	so	goodbye	my	dearest	Father.	
Ever	your	most	affectionate	son.	GAM	
But	as	may	be	I	will	just	tell	you	something	about	the	Dean	and	then	I	
must	go	to	bed.	You	must	know	that	in	the	late	election	of	the	Bishop	
of	St.	Andrew’s,	the	Clergy	were	nearly	equally	divided,	and	after	the	
election	which	was	quashed	by	the	Bishops,	the	Dean	was	asked	to	
stand	for	the	Bishopric	and	refused.	Then	at	the	second	election	his	
present	Lordship	made	a	most	disagreeable	and	heated	speech	and	
almost	insulted	the	Dean.	I	don’t	like	to	speak	ill	of	a	Bishop,	so	it	will	
suffice	to	say	that	the	Dean	got	up	and	made	a	most…[?]	speech	
entreating	them	all	to	remember	what	they	were	doing,	and	in	fact	
came	quite	(as	Manning	is	described	to	have	done	so	much)	as	oil	
upon	the	waters.	At	all	events	the	present	Bishop	Dr	Wordsworth	
was	considered	everywhere	to	have	grievously	injured	the	Dean.	
Well,	the	Dean	went	to	the	Consecration	at	Aberdeen	and	after	the	
service,	in	the	sacristy	before	the	whole	clergy,	he	went	up	first,	and	
knelt		down	for	the	new	Bishop’s	blessing.	Was	not	that	a	glorious	
thing	to	do,	and	so	like	the	Dean.	You	hardly	see	the	full	strength	of	it	
in	England,	because	the	custom	of	asking	blessings	is	not	so	common	
in	England	as	it	is	here,	whenever,	or	at	least	often,	when	a	
Confirmation	is	held,	the	whole	congregation,	old	and	young,	go	up	
after	the	service,	and	singly	at	the	communion	rails,	or	at	the	steps	if	
there	are	no	rails,	receive	the	Bishop’s	blessing,	and	people	will	kneel	
down	for	a	Bishop’s	blessing	in	a	railway	station	even	if	a	Bishop	is	
going	to	the	train,	so	that	the	Dean’s	going	first	after	all	that	had	
happened	was	saying	that	now	that	Dr.	Wordsworth	was	Bishop	he	
must	be	…[?]so	and	not	disputed	with.	But	goodbye	darling.		

Yours	affectionately	GAM	

	

	

23	February	1853		

	

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glasgow	to	his	
parents	

	

O	Most	Noble	Father,	Most	Illustrious	Mother,	Most	Sweet	Clara	and	
Most	Delightful	Emily,	
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– We	greet	you	well.	Whereas	it	hath	been	represented	unto	Us	that	
Our	Autograph	or	calligraphy	would	pleasure	you,	We	do	hereby	
gratify	your	very	natural	desire.	We	do	send	a	packet	entitled	“Xtian	
Ballads”	for	our	most	illustrious	mother,	assuring	her	that	we	do	not	
believe	that	they	are	particularly	Puseyite.	I	have	just	finished	a	most	
horrible	penance	–	I	agreed	to	read	a	most	vile	Presbyterian	book	in	
8vo	from	3	to	4	inches	thick,	consisting	of	sermons	–	I	mean	letters	
like	sermons,	on	condition	that	the	heretic	who	lent	it	me	would	read	
a	book	which	I	should	send	him,	and	I	lent	him	‘Wilberforce	on	the	
Incarnation’.	Thank	heaven	I	have	finished	my	share	and	sent	the	
book	back.	
Pills	and	mixture	are	being	gradually	swallowed.	I	want	to	know	
whether	I	am	to	take	them	immediately	before	or	ditto	after	my	
meals	as	I	can	hardly	help	doing	one	or	the	other.	I	took	a	morning	
skating	last	Saturday.		
PLEASE	WRITE	and	tell	me	when	my	things	are	coming.	I	should	be	
very	glad	of	a	black	silk	tie,	once	round,	as	I	cannot	get	them	so	well	
here	as	in	London.	I	am	very	glad	indeed	to	hear	that	about	the	
Coopers.	By	the	bye	what	has	become	of	the	one	that	Clara	was	so	
anxious	about.	I	will	send	you	the	book	next	week	I	hope.	I	am	sorry	
you	are	going	to	leave	where	you	are;	I	hope	you	will	get	to	some	
place	where	it	will	be	practicable	for	me	to	put	up	when	I	can	come	to	
London.	Thanks	for	Jeremy	Taylor(devotional	manual).		
By	the	bye	Mrs	Fortescue	has	been	staying	at	Cumbrae	for	some	few	
days	past,	and	came	back	on	Monday	morning	on	the	steam	boat	with	
me	and	took	breakfast	with	me	before	going	off	by	the	train,	and	she	
was	extremely	kind,	and	asked	me	to	spend	Mothering	Sunday	at	
Perth	(which	for	the	information	of	you	gentiles	is	Mid-Lent	Sunday	
the	4th	Sunday	of	Lent,	and	is	so	called	because	the	mothers	used	to	
visit	their	children,	the	apprentices	in	the	towns	on	that	day	to	see	
that	they	did	not	keep	Lent	too	strictly.	It	is	still	kept	up	in	the	
midland	counties,	Warwickshire	etc.)	which	however	I	refused,	but	
she	told	me	a	story	of	the	dean	which	I	must	tell	you.	One	day	before	
they	were	married	(when	they	were	married	she	was	19	and	he	was	
23	about),	they	were	walking	in	the	garden	in	the	country	and	she	
said	she	should	like	to	have	some	water	lilies	which	were	growing	in	
a	large	pond.	He	said	he	would	get	them	–	she	said	he	wouldn’t		-	he	
said	‘you	dare	me	to’	–	she	said	‘yes’.	So	in	he	jumped	directly	with	
water	up	to	his	shoulders	and	got	the	water	lilies.		
I	gave	Miss	Anderson	your	message	about	thanking	her.	Cheltenham	
would	be	a	splendid	change	from	Brighton,	not	for	itself,	because	that	
and	Bath	are	the	two	most	disgusting	towns	in	England,	much	
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(more?)	than	Manchester	or	Liverpool	I	think,	but	because	it	is	close	
to	Warwick,	one	of	the	most	glorious	places	we	have,	and	not	very	far	
from	Stratford	upon	Avon	and	Aston	and	Wilmcote,	where	the	Dean	
was.	I	used	to	talk	to	my	dog	here	at	first	when	I	was	alone,	but	now	I	
am	becoming	quite	silent,	and	I	think	it	is	a	very	good	thing…”Chi	
parla	semina:	chi	tace,	racerglie”	Talking	about	proverbs,	here	is	a	
very	beautiful	one,	on	the	same	subject	which	I	saw	the	other	day	“El	
mal	que	de	tu	boca	sale,	en	tu	serro	se	cae”[?]		
I	am	working	now	at	boring	holes	and	very	dry	work	it	is.		I	am	afraid	
I	am	going	to	have	a	black	eye,	for	a	hammer	that	I	was	using	
rebounded	against	my	eye,	or	at	least	the	bone	just	under	it.	Please	
remember	me	very	kindly	to	Uncle	and	Aunt,	and	Aunt	Perriman,	and	
to	Uncle	and	Aunt	Warne,	and	tell	Uncle	William	that	the	tobacconists	
in	Glasgow	are	all	cutting	their	throats	on	account	of	my	refusal	to	
patronise	them.	I	having	smoked	exactly	twice	in	the	last	three	
months.		
But	now	vale.	I	must	shut	up.	We	have	little	bits	of	conversation	in	
Latin	at	Cumbrae.	We	five	in	our	part	of	the	house	have	named	
ourselves	respectively	(for	fun)	Canonicus,	Sophister,	Praeceptor,	
Modulator,	and	(myself)Hospes.		
Yours	GAM		
		
	

10	March	1853		

George	Augustus	Macirone	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glasgow	to	his	
parents		

	

Addressed	to	The	Most	Noble	Marquis	de	Macirone,	Palazzo	de	
Porteous	Road.	

Most	noble	father,	

Ave	domine;	dominus	vobiscum.	You	should	hear	us	(I	mean	us,	the	
students,	about	5	of	us)	salute	each	other	when	we	meet	in	the	
morning	at	Cumbrae,	or	when	I	first	make	my	appearance	on	
Saturday.	It	is	really	quite	stately	and	tremendous,	as	we	are	
endeavouring	by	degrees	to	talk	in	Latin.	

“Accede	ad	ignem,	none	viges?	Maxime	caleo.	Fiat.	Procedamus”	
…and	all	the	rest	of	it.	I	am	going	if	I	can	to	read	Guizot’s	‘Life	of	
Monk’	-	General	Monk	–	in	French.	I	have	several	books	that	I	want	to	
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read	just	now	–	Willis’s	Principles	of	Mechanism	and	Hann’s	Steam	
Engine	etc,	but	I	have	not	much	time	for	it	in	general.		
The	weather	is	getting	much	warmer	here	now,	in	fact	it	was	quite	
like	Spring	on	Monday.	By	the	bye	a	gentleman	from	Cumbrae	on	his	
way	to	London	came	to	see	me	yesterday,	and	he	had	to	get	a	
message	from	London	before	he	decided	about	going,	so	before	
dinner	he	went	to	the	Electric	Telegraph	Office	and	sent	the	message	
off.	Well,	they	had	to	send	a	message	from	the	Charing	Cross	Office	in	
London,	to	High	Holborn,	just	off	the	top	of	Chancery	Lane,	and	get	an	
answer	and	then	send	the	answer	on	to	Glasgow,	so	the	gentleman	
went	and	had	dinner,	and	after	dinner	he	went	back	to	the	office	and	
found	his	answer	waiting	for	him.	Wasn’t	that	quick.	It	took	just	3	
hours.		
There’s	a	book	I	have	been	reading	which	I	think	you	would	like	very	
much	“Phaethon,	or	loose	thoughts	for	loose	thinkers”	by	
(Charles)Kingsley,	the	author	of	“Yeast”	which	I	think	you	read.	I	am	
going	to	see	about	having	some	book	shelves	put	up	as	I	have	no	
place	to	put	my	books	in,	at	least	no	place	where	I	can	get	at	them.	
Your	most	affectionate	son,	GA	Macirone		
	

addressed	To	the	Most	Noble	Marchioness	de	Macirone,	Palazzo	de	
Porteous	Road.	

	

Dearest	Mother,	

I	hope	you	are	quite	well,	and	don’t	sit	up	late	another	time	to	write	
to	me.	I	am	very	glad	you	like	the	Christian	Ballads.	I	think	they	are	
all	very	good	except	the	one	called	‘A	Carol’	beginning	‘I	know,	I	know	
where	the	green	leaves	grow’	which	is	I	opine	rather	tosh.	The	
Church	is	getting	on	splendidly	in	the	United	States,	getting	on	for	50	
bishops.	They	are	collecting	subscriptions	over	there	for	Nashetak(?)	
the	place	mentioned	in	Coxe’s	ballads.	There	are	20	or	more	young	
unmarried	priests	there	living	in	the	backwoods	1000	miles	from	any	
large	town.	Living	just	in	wooden	huts,	and	with	really	and	truly	
hardly	anything	but	bread	and	water,	just	the	bare	necessaries	of	life	
to	eat,	and	there	they	go	about	celebrating	divine	service	everywhere	
near,	and	teaching	the	people.	The	present	Bishop	of	Melbourne	is	
now	going	about	all	over	the	gold	diggings,	attended	by	just	one	or	
two	priests,	and	celebrating	divine	service,	and	preaching	on	stumps	
of	trees	in	his	canonicals,	and	is	trying	to	build	an	immense	number	
of	temporary	churches	all	about	the	diggings.	I	suppose	you	have	
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heard	long	ago	of	Bishop	Broughton’s	death,	the	Bishop	of	Sydney.	He	
has	had	to	swim	rivers	with	his	canonicals	in	his	mouth.	I	hope	
Thompson	and	George(	Perriman	cousins)are	getting	on	well	out	
there,	and	I	hope	Hubert	is	doing	well	there	too.		
I	am	on	the	look	out	for	my	clothes	which	were	to	leave	home	last	
Friday	but	have	not	yet	arrived.	I	am	very	much	in	want	of	them.	I	
hope	you	take	care	of	yourself	dear	Mamma	and	go	to	bed	early	and	
take	plenty	of	exercise.	The	inside	of	the	Chancel	at	the	College	
Chapel	is	being	ornamented	with	tiles	and	will	look	splendid	at	
Easter.	However	I	must	shut	up.		
Goodbye	dearest	mother.	Your	affectionate	son	GAM	
	
	

8	April	1853	

Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	called	in	on	Mrs	Carrick	this	morning	and	have	arranged	to	teach	
her	daughters,	so	that	is	very	pleasant.	I	shall	soon	be	frightfully	rich	
and	quite	anxious	about	the	income	tax.	I	am	to	give	one	lesson	a	
week	at	15	guineas	the	year	for	40	weeks,	so	you	see	I	shall	get	on.	I	
am	so	glad	to	have	another	pupil	–	no	end	of	glad	as	our	boi	says,	and	
we	have	closed	with	Miss	French,	the	landlady	of	our	dear	darling	
house,	so	we	are	all	right.	And	we	have	been	planning	the	rooms	and	
hope	it	will	be	pretty	–but	with	you	and	dear,	darling	Papa	we	must	
be	happy	in	a	ditch.	I	give	my	first	lesson	on	Saturday	so	as	the	song	
goes	‘think	then	of	me’.		
Poor	Mrs	Knight	was	horrified	yesterday	evening,	or	rather	this	
morning,	by	Mr	Knight’s	alarming	illness.	He	recovered	sufficiently	to	
attend	on	the	Prince,	but	he	was	and	is	very	ill,	quite	worn	out	by	
overwork.	I	shall	call	tomorrow	morning	to	ask	how	he	is.	Give	my	
best	love	to	dear	Aunt	and	cousins.	We	shall	see	them	on	Tuesday,	
but	I	am	so	sorry	that	my	dear	darling	Clara	does	not	go	with	us	–	it	
will	lose	half	its	pleasure.		
Goodbye	darling	mamma,		
Your	very	affectionate	daughter	Emily	Macirone	
	
	
Tuesday	in	Holy	Week	1853	
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George	Augustus	Macirone	in	Glasgow	to	his	family	
	

My	darlings,	
	
Many	thanks	for	your	letters	which	are	delightful.	I	am	very	sorry	to	
hear	of	poor	Hermann’s	misfortune.	I	shouldn’t	think	it	were	his	fault.	
Still	more	sorry	to	hear	about	the	Colliers.	I	must	write	one	letter	to	
all	of	you	as	I	have	not	much	time	to	spare.	It	is	in	Hungary	that	they	
speak	Latin.	Before	Kossuth	arose	it	was	the	language	of	the	
Parliament.	The	common	people	spoke	I	know	not	what,	but	not	
Latin.	The	upper	classes	being	another	case	altogether,	having	
conquered	the	Lowers	spoke	their	own	language	which	was	Latin,	as	
the	Normans	spoke	French	for	some	time	after	they	came	to	England.	
A	friend	of	mine	once	met	a	Magyar	beggar	(it	is	the	Magyars	who	
speak	Latin)	and	had	a	long	conversation	with	him	in	Latin.		
Many	thanks	dear	Mamma	for	your	footstool	cover.	It	is	really	
beautiful	and	I	shall	keep	it	to	put	on	at	Easter.	I	enclose	the	receipt	
for	the	goods	which	came.	Many	thanks	to	you	dear	Minnie	for	your	
cuffs	which	are	perfectly	wonderful,	and	many	thanks	to	you,	O	most	
noble	Father	for	your	razors	which	will	enable	me	to	cut	my	throat	
with	equal	facility	and	dispatch.	My	coats	are	come,	thanks	to	your	
care;	Minnie,	why	don’t	you	take	care	of	yourself	and	your	Mamma	
too;	-	imagine	that	I	say	this	very	fiercely	–	as	I	do	without	doubt.		The	
cold	here	is	horrible.	I	enclose	you	a	drawing	of	Trinity	College,	
Glanalmond	–	Bishop	Wordsworth’s	place	–	the	brother	of	your	
Doctor	W.	It	is	not	finished	yet,	but	will	be,	it	is	hoped,	soon.	The	two	
largest	sides	are	finished	and	the	Chapel	though	not	the	Tower	which	
is	only	about	half-way	yet.	The	Cloisters	are	most	beautiful.		
I	will	write	again	very	soon	but	am	in	a	great	hurry	now.		
Goodbye	darlings.	Ever	yours	most	affectionately	G	A	Macirone			
	

	

12	April	1853	From	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow	to	his	
parents	

My	dear	Papa	and	Mamma,		

I	am	very	glad	to	hear	that	you	are	both	quite	well	and	wish	I	could	
say	the	same	of	myself.	I	have	seen	the	paper	which	dear	Mamma	
copied	out	for	me	from	Dr.	Wordsworth.	The	weather	here	is	horrid	–	
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nothing	but	rain	and	mizzle.	Many	thanks	for	the	lines	from	Milton	
which	are	very	beautifully	written.	Notwithstanding	what	you	say	
about	wearing	mustachios	I	don’t	intend	to	do	so,	as	there	is	one	
difficulty	in	the	way	which	cannot	easily	be	got	over	–	that	namely	
which	Mrs.	Glasse	(The	Art	of	Cookery	made	plain	and	easy	1796)	
guards	against	in	the	beginning	of	her	celebrated	recipe	for	cooking	a	
hare.	I	am	very	glad	you	approve	of	the	present	administration.	I	like	
them	much	more	than	Lord	Derby’s.	I	hope	Uncle	and	Aunt	Warne	
are	quite	well.	Pray	remember	me	to	them.	I	went	on	Saturday	with	
the	Founder	to	Bute,	to	see	the	remains	of	an	old	monastery	there,	
and	went	from	Cumbrae	in	a	boat	belonging	to	the	Founder	which	is	
worked	by	paddles.	There	are	four	handles	to	a	double	crank	inside	
the	boat,	and	four	of	Mr.	Boyle’s	menservants	work	it,	in	uniform	–	
dark	trowsers,	dark	blue	jerseys,	and	scarlet	caps,	just	like	Caps	of	
Liberty	(v.Google)	and	a	most	beautiful	uniform	it	is.	The	whole	of	the	
Chapel	which	we	went	to	see	is	standing	except	the	west	wall.	There	
is	no	roof.	At	the	reformation	–	or	rather	at	the	revolution	of	1688,	
many	of	the	old	churches	were	not	destroyed	at	once,	because	that	
was	a	great	deal	of	trouble,	but	they	took	off	the	roof	and	left	time	
and	accident	to	do	the	rest.	This	was	the	case	with	nearly	all	the	
Cathedrals,	all	except	Glasgow.	In	some	places	as	at	Aberdeen,	it	was	
done	not	in	the	passion	of	the	time,	but	deliberately	and	therefore	the	
more	inexcusably	I	think.	At	Aberdeen	the	corporation	somewhere	
about	the	year	1700	I	think,	gave	orders	to	strip	the	lead	off	the	roof	
of	the	Cathedral	to	be	sold	for	the	expense	of	the	roads	etc,	and	it	was	
done,	and	the	Cathedral	could	now	be	used	for	divine	service	with	
very	little	more	being	done	to	it	than	putting	the	roof	on,	at	Dunblane,	
which	I	have	seen	when	going	to	Reith.	There	needs	nothing	but	the	
roof.	However	here	I	am	at	the	end.	Goodbye	darlings.	GAM	

	

19	April	1853	from	George	Augustus	in		Glasgow	to	his	family	
	
My	darlings,	
I	have	received	the	1/10d	for	which	many	thanks.	I	have	just	come	
home	from	work	and	finished	tea,	and	want	to	go	out,	so	excuse	a	
short	note.nI	should	be	very	glad	if	Minnie	would	keep	me	up	to	all	
the	new	fashions	such	as	spelling	petitioner	with	3	ts	(pettitioner).	It	
used	to	have	two	when	I	was	a	boy.	The	Dowager	Lady	Glasgow,	
which	I	know	is	the	mother	of	the	Honourable	E	F	Boyle,	and	the	2nd	
wife	of	the	last	Earl	of	Glasgow;	there	is	another	Lady	Glasgow,	the	
wife	of	the	present	Earl,	who	(the	Earl)	is	the	son	of	the	late	Earl	by	a	
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first	wife.	The	present	Earl	is	a	racing,	betting	etc	Presbyterian	and	
lives	separate	from	his	wife,	although	in	the	same	house.	They	bow	
when	they	meet	in	the	garden,	but	that	is	all	I	believe.	I	am	very	glad	
you	are	going	to	St	Mary	Magdalen’s.	I	was	only	there	once	when	I	
was	in	London,	and	then	the	church	was	not	finished.	I	don’t	believe	
the	Aestheticism	there	is	anything	that	you	would	much	dislike	and	
Mr	White,	the	Provost	of	Cumbrae,	who	has	now	left	us,	was	telling	
me	that	his	(Mr	Stuart’s)	catechising	was	something	wonderful.	He	
said	the	church	was	very	often	crammed	in	the	afternoon,	with	clergy	
who	went	to	learn	to	catechize.	Please	write	and	tell	me	what	it	is	like	
and	how	you	both	like	it.	I	did	not	use	the	book	myself.	I	had	an	idea	
that	it	was	using	‘	curious	arts’	as	it	is	termed	in	the	Bible,	and	on	that	
account	I	was	rather	sorry	that	I	sent	it	to	you	afterwards;	I	will	send	
you	the	tune	of	‘Children	of	Men’	as	soon	as	I	can.	They	sang	it	at	
Cumbrae	for	Easter	Day	in	church	as	well	as	my	old	favourite	“Christ	
the	Lord	is	risen	today	–	Alleluiah,	Our	triumphant	holy	day	–	
Alleluiah	“etc		The	children	are	singing	it	all	over	Leeds	at	Easter	time	
as	they	sing	it	in	one	of	the	churches	there.	I	am	no	end	of	glad	there	
is	a	chance	of	my	coming	to	town,	but	I	am	afraid	the	choice	will	lie	
between	that	and	going	with	the	Dean,	as	the	Dean	certainly	would	
not	pay	my	expenses.	I	have	written	to	Miles	Knight.	I	had	a	parcel	
sent	to	me	from	Mrs	Fortescue	the	other	day,	and	the	railway	people	
so	metamorphosed	my	name	that	they	delayed	my	getting	the	parcel	
for	a	week	nearly,	not	knowing	who	to	give	it	to.	The	had	altered	my	
name	to	Mr	McRonie,	is	not	that	horrible.	I	have	not	heard	from	Tripp	
although	I	wrote	to	him	nearly	4	months	ago	I	should	think.	My	small	
friend	has	not	left	Cumbrae,	and	will	not,	he	will	in	all	probability	
remain	there	until	he	is	old	enough	(he	is	now	14)	to	take	Priest’s	
Orders,	and	then	become	a	Canon	of	the	Collegiate	Church,	and	so	far	
as	we	can	see,	end	his	life	there.	That	is	the	theory	of	the	place	–	that	
certain	picked	boys	of	the	choristers	rise	to	be	Canons	(being	
students	between	whiles).	I	wish	you	would	write	with	darker	ink	
Minniekin.	It’s	almost	impossible	to	read	it.	I	will	tell	you	all	I	hear	of	
Mrs	Beecher	Stowe,	and	if	I	should	see	her	I	will	tell	you	what	she	is	
like.	I	have	an	idea	that	her	husband	is	rather	a	spoon,	and	that	the	
lady	in	question	is	in	the	habit	of	wearing	something	which	I	may	not	
name,	but	which	is	generally	supposed	to	be	peculiarly	part	of	MALE	
attire.				
Is	not	the	following	beautiful		-	it	is	from	a	book	of	sermons	I	am	
reading	“and	truly	this	book	(he	is	speaking	of	the	Bible)	in	the	
plainness	and	simplicity	of	imagery,	and	those	most	important	parts	
of	it		might	be	likened	well	to	the	nine	barley	loaves	of	the	Lord’s	
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miracle.	Seeing	them	about	to	be	set	before	they	eat	spiritual	hunger	
of	the	world(?),	seeing	multitudes	waiting	to	be	fed,	even	disciples	
might	have	been	tempted	to	exclaim	“What	are	they	among	so	many	
?”.	But	the	great	Giver	of	the	feast	confidently	replies	“Make	the	men	
sit	down”	and	they	have	sat	down,	wise	men	and	simple,	
philosophers	and	peasants	“besides	women	and	children”		-	and	
there	has	been	enough	and	to	spare;	all	have	been	nourished;	all	have		
been	quickened;	nonw	have	been	sent	empty	away.”		I	am	very	glad	
your	eye	is	well	dear	darling	Clara.	I	have	read	the	Saint’s	tragedy	and	
like	it	very	much	indeed.	You	should	read		a		little	book	calle	
Phaethon	by	the	same	man,	Kingsley.	I	wish	you	would	send	me	a	
copy	of	the	song	you	wrote	to	some	words	taken	from	it.	Why	don’t	
you	send	a	copy	to	Kingsley	?	He	is	a	man	quite	worth	the	trouble	of	
sending	it	to.	You	could	send	it	to	the	Author	of	the	Saint’s	Tragedy	at	
J	W	Parker’s	the	Publishers	John	W	Parker	and	Son,	West	Strand,	
close	to	the	Art	Union	Office,	and	mind	you	don’t	go	to	J	H	Parker	who	
is	another	man,	also	in	the	Strand.	Have	you	got	a	copy	of	those	songs	
of	Horsley’s	to	spare	(Jack	and	Jill,	Little	Jack	Horner,	Sing	a	Song	of	
Sixpence)	because	I	should	be	very	glad	of	it	if	you	could	spare	it;	
With	regard	to	your	very	kind	idea	of	making	a	mat	for	my	Bible,	for	
which	I	thank	you	very	heartily,	I	should	think	that	the	best	way	by	
far	would	be	to	have	the	body	of	the	mat	low	(drawing),	under	I	
would	propose	a	piece	of	thin	oak	(not	of	any	other	wood)	or	a	piece	
of	millboard,	over	the	board,	a	very	little	wadding	not	more	than	
another	¼	inchat	the	outside,	and	over	that	the	ornamental	mat.	I	
would	propose		the	edge	to	be	of	wool	high	like	the	edge	of	the	teapot	
mat	dear	Clara	lent	me.	AB	must	be	9	inches	long	and	6	inches	broad,		
the	breadth	of	the	border.	I	will	leave	to	your	more	sagacious	pates	
now	about	the	colour.	I	suggest	with	all	deference	that	the	border	be	
chocolate	and	I	will	send	you	the	tint.	I	also	suggest,	subject	to	your	
approbation	that	the	mat	itself	be	green	and	gold	–	green	for	the	
groundwork	and	gold	colour	for	the	ornaments.	If	you	intend	to	work	
the	mat	in	wool	(I	mean	the	middle	part)	will	you	let	me	draw	the	
pattern?		I	want	so	much	a	bit	stock,	a	thing	like	this	(drawing)	which	
is	in	my	tool	box	at	college.	What	extraordinary	new	words	there	are.	
What’s	a	carrain	(?)	and	who	is	Mr	Freer.	I	have	not	the	ghost	of	an	
idea.	Oh	I	say	Minnie,	it’s	awful,	you	ought	to	be	pilloried	–	You	have	
put	“Mr	Stuart’s	CACHETISING”.	I	am	glad	you	like	the	carol.	Is	not	
that	a	glorious	verse	at	the	end	“And	we	with	Holy	Church	“	etc	and	
you	can’t	think	how	gloriously	it	comes	out	in	the	4th	verse	from	the	
end	“He	saw	the	feet,	the	hands,	the	side,	No	longer	Thomas	then	
denied”(All	this	piano,	and	then	as	forte	as	ever	you	like),	“Thou	art	
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my	Lord	and	God”	he	cries	“Alleluiah”	and	then	the	whole	of	the	next	
verse	is	sung	fortissimo,	as	being	so	glorious	for	us	“Blessed	are	they	
who	have	not	seen	and	yet	whose	faith	hath	constant	been	.	In	life	
eternal	they	shall	reign.	Alleuiah”	But	you	can’t	enjoy	it	half,	until	you	
have	the	tune	which	is	quite	as	quaintly	beautiful	as	the	words,	and	
when	you	get	it	don’t	play	it	too	slow,	for	although	it	is	a	hymn	it	does	
not	go	to	the	time	of	the	Old	Hundreth	,	for	which	I	have	a	great	
respect	nevertheless;	Pray	remember	me	very	kindly	to	the	Knights	
and	the	Batemans	.	I	want	very	much	if	I		can	to	learn	a	piece	of	
poetry	of	Schiller’s	“Alle	gute	geiste”.	I	don’t	know	whether	that	is	
spelt	quite	right,	and	I	can’t	find	it	anywhere.	And	now	for	money.	It’s	
no	use	my	putting	it	off	to	the	end	of	the	letter-	it	must	come	at	last.	I	
have	had	some	of	my	things	mended	at	Cumbrae	by	an	old	tailor	
there,	I	think	he	does	them	well	enough	and	really	they	have	been	so	
often	to	Ewing	and	Wingate’s	I	do	not	like	to	send	them	any	more.	
You	see	I	cannot	help	having	a	sort	of	running	account	with	myself	
for	these	sort	of	things,	which	I	cannot	pay	for	out	of	18/-	a	month,	
and	which	Miss	Anderson	does	not	pay	for,	and	so	I	have	to	be	going	
on	paying	for	them	out	of	money	which	is	intended	for	other	things	
until	I	get	a	long	balance	against	me.(List	of	accounts)	The	book	at	the	
end	is	a	little	book	which	the	Reverend	Mr	Oldham	(a	gentleman	the	
Dean	gave	me	a	letter	of	introduction	to,	and	who	I	go	to	see	
sometimes)	asked	me	to	buy	the	last	time	I	went	to	see	him,	as	he	
said	it	would	be	very	useful	to	me.	The	last	account	of	this	kind	which	
I	sent	you	was	about	Xmas	I	think,	but	I	am	not	sure.	I	am	now	
working	at	the	casings	of	some	slide	valves	for	a	pair	of	large	engines,	
and	don’t	knock	my	hands	to	pieces	quite	so	much	as	I	used	to	thank	
God,	but	it	is	very	hard	work.	You	have	to	look	out	for	a	job	for	
yourself	in	the	shop,	and	jobes	are	scarce,	very	so,	now.	I	was	a	great	
part	of	yesterday	hammering	out	my	chisels,	and	tempering	them	
and	sharpening	them,	for	want	of	anything	to	do.	I	am	going	to	send	
you	a	very	very	small	present	of	a	book	marker,	dear	Clara,	only	you	
are	to	be	surprised	you	know	when	it	comes.	But	it	is	just	12.20	and	I	
have	to	be	up	at	5.30,	so	I	must	go	to	bed.	Goodbye	darlings,	Ever	
yours	most	affectionately,	G	A	Macirone			

	

Undated	from	George	Augustus	at	Glasgow	to	his	family	1853(?)		

	

Darling	Clara	&	Emily	&	Pa	&	Ma,	
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I	will	write	more	fully	on	Monday,	but	I	was	so	blessedly	miserable	
that	I	caught	at	your	suggestion	of	going	to	Perth	immediately.	I	shall	
go	tonight	and	I	suppose	stay	till	Monday	morning.	I	did	not	get	the	
Eranton(??)	Pile(??)	till	9.0	o’clock	and	so	was	obliged	to	sleep	in	
Edinborough	last	night.	This	morning	I	took	a	train(??)	about	
Edinborough	and	then	came	on	to	Glasgow.	I	have	kept	an	account	of	
my	expenses	which	I	will	send	you	on	Monday.	We	had	a	horrible	
passage.	The	second	cabin	was	full	of	soldiers	and	sailors	and	some	
bad	women.	In	fact	the	most	respectable	cabin	passengers	were	
(excluding	myself)	literally	a	tailor,	a	footman,	a	postillion	and	his	son	
who	seemed	quite	aristocratic	by	contrast,	and	a	compositor	for	
Bell’s	life	or	something	of	that	sort.	But	however	to	come	to	the	
bright	side	Miss	Anderson	is	a	very	nice	woman	(not	a	lady)	and	very	
attentive	and	kind-hearted.	The	room	I	am	in	is	pretty	good,	but	the	
lookout	is	onto	the	factory,	which	is	as	bad	as	talking	shop	to	a	man,	
but	the	room	which	I	might	have	is	a	very	nice	and	airy	one,	and	
looks	on	the	street.	Altogether	the	place	is	exceedingly	jolly.	But	the	
Perth	train	starts	at	6	and	it	is	getting	on	for	4	now,	so	goodbye	
darlings	for	the	present		(by	the	way,	I	passed	here	‘Darling’s	Rock’	in	
the	Farne	Islands)	till	Monday	morning.	Pray	write	as	often	as	you	
can	for	your	letters	are	so	comforting	and	I	am	down	in	the	dumps	
very	much.	Your	G	A	Macirone				

	

7	May	1853	from	Helena	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	at	9	or	14	Porteus	
Rd.,	Maida	Hill	
	
My	dear	Aunt	and	Cousins,	
I	most	heartily	thank	you	for	your	most	kind	letters	of	congratulation	
to	me	on	my	birthday	and	for	the	wishes	also	therein	contained.	You	
are	indeed	most	perfectly	right	in	attributing	to	me	every	possible	
wish	for	self	improvement	but	to	act	up	to	it	thoroughly	or	even	to	
satisfy	in	the	smallest	respect	one	only	of	my	numerous	aspirations	is	
indeed	quite	another	matter,	but	with	perseverance	to	be	achieved.	It	
is	not	on	my	own	account	solely	that	I	wish	this	so	ardently,	it	is	also	
for	the	sake	of	those	I	love.	That	I	may	prove	a	comfort	to	them	is	
indeed	a	happiness	sincerely	to	be	coveted.	You	will	I	hope	excuse	me	
for	not	writing	to	each	separately,	but	I	have	several	other	letters	to	
write	with	but	a	very	short	time	at	my	disposal,	and	for	this	reason	
you	must	also	excuse	my	not	saying	more	now.	Amalie	and	I	went	to	
the	Royal	Academy	yesterday	and	highly	delighted	we	were.	Millais	
picture	is	very	fine	and	a	very	great	improvement	in	taste	to	those	of	
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last	year.	You	see,	Emily,	I	can	thoroughly	sympathize	with	you	now!	
Mamma	unites	with	me	in	love	to	you	all	and	with	renewed	thanks	
for	your	kind	letters,	believe	me,	my	dear	Aunt	and	Cousins,	Your	
very	affectionate	niece	and	cousin.	Clara	Helena	Warne	
P.S.	The	dress	has	not	yet	been	sent	for.	I	fear	it	will	not	be	improved	
by	close	confinement,	poor	thing!	I	am	quite	longing,	dear	Clara,	to	
see	your	kind	present.	I	am	sure	it	will	be	very	pretty.		
	
	

24	May	1853	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay	to	his	sisters/and	
to	his	parents	

	

Dearest	Clara	and	Emily,	

Just	to	answer	your	letters	–	I	am	very	sorry,	very	sorry	indeed	that	
you	should	have	been	so	much	hurt	at	St	Mary	Magdalene’s.	The	
children	are	sure	to	be	made	the	means	of	getting	at	the	older	people,	
in	public	catechising.	Of	course	if	Mr	Stuart	said	that	the	epistles	of	St	
Ignatius	were	of	equal	authority	with	the	Holy	Gospels	he	must	have	
been	mad.	What	Mr	Stuart	must	have	said	or	at	least	meant,	I	should	
suppose	to	be	this	“That	St	John’s	disciple	stating	St	John’s	doctrine	is	
stating	inspired	doctrine”	seeing	that	St	John’s	doctrine	was	‘inspired’	
and	he	would	probably	also	have	said	“that	St	John’s	disciple	is	
entitled	to	an	authority	as	to	what	is	St	John’s	doctrine,	which	no	
other	human	being	is	entitled	to”.	I	am	very	glad	dear	Emily	has	SOLD	
Prince	Rupert,	rather	an	irreverent	thing	to	do	by	the	way.	A	
gentleman	here	who	knows	somebody	or	other	tells	one	that	the	
woman	in	Millais’	picture	is	a	portrait	of	Mrs	Ruskin.	

(Diagram)	C	+	H	

																		P.H.D	

I	suppose	I	need	not	explain	what	‘	+	‘	means.	P.H.D.	means	
PeterHeaD,	Peterhead	being	the	name	of	the	town	in	the	Church	of	
which	of	which	they	were	used.	I	don’t	know	what	C	H	means.	It	
probably	means	communion	“Ticket’	if	there	is	any	equivalent	for	
‘ticket’	beginning	with	H,	or	perhaps	it	means	Holy	Communion.	I	told	
you	what	they	were	used	for,	didn’t	I?	Mr	Church	must	be	an	
astonishing	man	to	illuminate	the	whole	of	The	Canterbury	Tales.	I	
found	them	rather	long	to	read,	but	to	illuminate	they	must	be	a	
perfect	game	at	patience;	the	most	perfect	illumination	I	have	seen,	
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either	ancient	or	modern,	and	we	have	some	good	ancient	
illuminations	at	Cumbrae,	is	the	Holy	Communion	Office	used	at	
Perth.	It	is	only	the	Holy	Communion	Office	as	that	is	all	that	is	
wanted	at	the	Altar.	It	was	done	by	a	lady	(I	believe	one	of	the	Lady	
FitzClarences	but	I	am	not	sure)	for	the	Cathedral.	The	Eucharistic	
vessels	at	Perth	are	nothing	very	great,	but	at	Cumbrae	they	are	
magnificent,	all	covered	with	jewels	and	diamonds.	Mrs	Fortescue	
was	lamenting	to	me	that	she	had	nothing	to	give	for	the	chalice	at	
Perth	as	she	had	given	all	her	jewels	except	her	guard	rings	to	the	
Chalice	at	the	living,	or	rather	the	starving	in	England	which	the	Dean	
had	built	himself	and	then	given	up	for	the	sake	of	peace	with	the	
Bishop	(but	cela	suffit).	I	lost	a	very	good	job	the	other	day,	the	best	I	
have	had	since	I	have	been	at	the	work	by	going	down	to	Millport.	So	
that	settled	me	in	a	previously	half	formed	determination	to	give	up	
Cumbrae,	or	at	all	events	to	go	only	once	a	fortnight.	I	mentioned	this	
to	Mr	Freeth	the	Chanter,	a	vice	Provost	there,	and	he,	the	Sunday	
before	last	when	he	went	to	a	place	called	Baillieston	to	do	duty	for	a	
clergyman	who	is	ill	there,	got	me	invited	to	spend	my	Sundays	there.	
It	is	about	7	miles	out	of	Glasgow	and	I	should	go	there	on	Sunday	
morning	early	and	come	back	at	night.	So	Cumbrae	is	doomed.	Was	
that	not	kind	of	him?	He	is	going	to	leave	Cumbrae	next	Saturday	for	
England.	He	is	going	to	be	one	of	Mr	Bennett’s	curates	at	Frome,	and	
all	our	people	are	quite	downhearted	at	Cumbrae	at	losing	him.	-		
Besides	I	thought		that	you	would	perhaps	let	me	keep	the	difference	
of	the	10/-	to	pay	my	debts	with	–	I	was	obliged	to	go	down	to	
Cumbrae	on	Thursday	last	week	as	I	received	a	very	unpleasant	letter	
from	the	Praeceptor	(a	young	man	there	,	between	whom	and	myself	
there	has	been	a	coolness	for	some	time),	beginning	by	asking	me	to	
get	a	book	for	him	in	Glasgow,	and	then	after	some	concealed	sneers,	
hinting	that	I	had	said	things	at	the	dinner	table	which	it	was	
improper	for	the	boys	(who	sit	at	the	same	table)	to	hear.	So	I	posted	
down	to	Cumbrae	and	gave	the	letter	to	the	Head	Clergyman	there,	
and	said	I	should	be	glad	if	he	would	investigate	it	and	give	the	
Praeceptor	an	opportunity	of	proving	his	charge.	Apparently	the	
Praeceptor	was	not	prepared	for	such	a	decided	move	as	his	only	
charge	was	that	the	general	behaviour	of	the	Modulator	and	myself,	
the	organist	and	myself,	was	not	calculated	to	increase	the	boys’	
respect	for	him,	and	he	would	give	no	particulars	of	this,	only	speak	
in	generalities.	Now	as	his	letter	had	said	that	ungentlemanly	and	
improper	conversation	had	taken	place,	and	it	was	so	worded	that	
the	improper,	to	say	the	least,	could	be	taken	in	its	worst	sense,	here	
was	the	mountain	and	the	mouse	with	a	cause(?),	and	what	made	it	
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worse	was	that	we	denied	the	mouse,	and	he	could	not	prove	it.	The	
fact	is	that	he	has	been	in	a	bad	humour	with	everybody	in	the	
College	and	we	have	not	(I	mean	the	organist	and	myself)	been	so	
amiable	as	we	might	have	been	in	return.	So	Mr	Freeth	told	me	on	
Saturday	that	he	had	told	the	Praeceptor	to	make	the	advance	
towards	making	peace	with	me,	but	that	if	I	was	not	at	peace	with	
him	that	evening	he	should	not	allow	me	to	communicate	the	next	
morning	–	so	it	was	all	right.	

I	am	making	the	pattern	for	the	mat	you	are	going	to	make	for	me,	so	
that	I	can	to	some	degree	appreciate	the	labour	of	Mr	Church’s	
illuminating.	I	have	been	obliged	to	stay	at	home	from	work	today	as	
I	have	been	very	ill.	Your	epitaphs	are	very	extraordinary,	but	I	think,	
though	I	am	not	sure,	that	you	will	find	that	that	one	‘The	soul	it	grew	
so	large	within,	she	broke	away	etc’	is	in	a	piece	of	poetry	by	
Goldsmith.	Do	you	remember	those	lines	in	the	beginning	of	Henry	
the	4th	(1st	part)	?	

To	chase	these	pagans,	in	those	holy	fields,	

Over	whose	acres	walked	those	blessed	feet,	

Which,	fourteen	hundred	years	ago,	were	nailed	

For	our	advantage,	on	the	bitter	cross.	

Are	they	not	beautiful?	I	have	been	talking	with	a	man	who	works	in	
Sir	John	Gladstone’s	(Mr	E	Gladstone’s	father)	land	in	the	North,	and	
he	says	the	poor	folks	there	all	love	young	Mr	Gladstone	exceedingly,	
and	always	speak	of	him	as	‘Good	Mr	William’.	By	‘young	Mr	
Gladstone’	he	means	the	Chancellor	of	the	Exchequer.	I	paid	16/-	for	
new-footing	my	Wellingtons.	I	should	very	likely	not	have	sent	them	
if	they	had	worn	out	just	now,	but	they	have	been	at	the	shoemakers	
ever	since	before	Christmas.	Many	thanks	for	the	8/-	which	came	just	
at	the	right	time	darling.	I	have	intended	to	tell	you	in	every	letter	for	
an	immense	time	past	and	have	always	forgotten	it,	that	I	was	obliged	
to	have	a	new	hat	at	the	tailor’s,	as	my	old	one	was	positively	brown,	
and	I	have	been	obliged	to	have	my	clothes	cleaned	and	mended	
several	times.	I	am	very	much	in	want	of	a	pair	of	thick	low	shoes.	My	
bluchers	have	not	worn	well.	I	find	I	could	get	a	pair	made	by	the	
College	shoemaker	at	Cumbrae	for	10/-.	Will	you	please	send	me	my	
Bit-Stock	out	of	my	tool	box	at	College	immediately,	at	once,	as	I	want	
it	before	the	end	of	this	week	if	possible.	Please	always	write	whether	
you	send	any	money	or	no.	It’s	very	disagreeable	to	have	no	money,	
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but	it	is	still	worse	to	have	neither	letter	nor	money.	I	should	be	very	
glad	though	if	you	could	let	me	have	the	money	I	asked	for	in	my	
letter	of	the	21st	of	April	(I	think	it	was).	It	was	20/-	and	some	pence	I	
believe.	I	am	very	sorry	you	should	have	been	so	unhappy	about	not	
receiving	any	letter	from	Hubert.	I	wish	I	could	comfort	you	my	
darling.	Goodbye,	your	affectionate	brother	G	A	Macirone.	

Could	you	let	me	have	my	fishing	rod	as	I	want	to	lend	it	to	the	
Modulator	at	Cumbrae.	

(In	the	same	letter	as	above)		

Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	Many	thanks	for	your	letter	which	was	
welcome	in	the	extreme.	How	do	you	like	the	new	rooms?	What	a	
great	improvement	it	must	be	on	the	old,	having	the	house	to	
yourselves.	I	am	very	glad	there	is	a	small	corner	for	me	when	I	come	
up	to	town.	I	suppose	moving	is	over	now.	I	have	been	thinking	of	
moving	too,	for	one	of	my	fellow	apprentices	has	got	TWO	rooms	on	
the	FIRST	floor	in	a	much	nicer	situation,	and	what	is	still	more	
important,	a	water	closet	in	the	house.	You	may	smile	at	my	
mentioning	that,	but	when	you	know	that	I	have	to	go	down	two	
flights	of	steps	(44	steps)	and	across	a	courtyard	to	get	to	one,	and	
that	when	I	get	there	it	is	nothing	but	a	bar	of	wood,	and	that	there	is	
no	light	in	it	and	there	is	a	hole	in	the	wall	big	enough	for	me	to	stand	
upright	in,	opening	into	a	building	used	to	keep	a	dunghill	in,	which	is	
always	steaming	and	that	I	hear	the	rats	fighting	and	running	about	
near	my	feet,	-	when	you	think	of	all	this	O	Papa	and	Mamma,	you	will	
understand	my	keen	appreciation	of	the	comforts	of	our	indoor	
convenience.	Well,	my	friend	says	his	rooms	in	the	summer	only	cost	
him	16/-	a	week,	including	board,	and	that	he	pays	6d	extra	in	the	
winter	for	fire	and	gas.	I	pay	1/6d,	and	his	rooms	are	really	furnished	
nicely,	at	least	his	sitting-room	is.	I	asked	him	to	let	me	know	when	
he	was	going	to	leave	them.	There	is	the	son	of	a	Captain	Bell	at	
Napier’s.	Is	that	the	person	Mrs	Thomas	mentioned	to	you	dear	
Mamma?	My	friend	that	gave	concerts	was	a	Mr	Robertson,	but	I	did	
not	go	to	any	of	them	–	they	were	instrumental	only.	I	hardly	ever	
sing	except	in	Church.	I	rather	think	my	voice	is	cracked	or	at	all	
events	I	have	not	more	than	an	octave	or	ten	notes	at	the	outside.	You	
must	have	mistaken	what	I	said	about	the	Physician	at	Cumbrae.	He	
does	not	live	at	the	College	at	all,	and	I	have	only	spoken	to	him	3	or	4	
times.	I	hope	you	are	both	quite	well.	Goodbye	–	heaven	bless	you	my	
darling	Papa	and	Mamma.	Your	affectionate	and	dutiful	son	G	A	
Macirone		
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8	June	1853	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glagow	to	his	parents	

(At	top	in	Mary	Ann’s	hand	;	Answered	June	16th	–	a	long	letter	of	8	
pages)	

My	daring	Papa	and	Mamma,	

Many	thanks	for	your	notes.	I	am	much	better	than	I	was	a	little	time	
ago.	I	think	the	bathing	at	Cumbrae	has	done	me	good.	We	have	a	
delightful	boat	there	to	bathe	out	of,	and	just	as	I	got	to	the	pier	on	
the	steamer	last	Saturday	I	saw	two	of	my	friends	from	the	College	
out	on	the	water	in	a	boat	returning	from	bathing,	so	I	ran	down	to	
the	place	where	the	boats	come	to	shore,	and	got	them	to	take	me	in,	
although	it	only	wanted	½	and	hour	of	dinner	time	and	they	rowed	
out	a	while.	I	undressed	and	we	got	in	again	in	22	minutes	–	Was	not	
that	quick?	I	bathed	twice	on	Saturday	and	once	on	Sunday	and	once	
on	Monday	morning.	It	is	so	delightful	diving	out	of	the	boat	into	20	
or	30	fathom	water,	as	clear	as	crystal.	How	have	you	4	rooms	and	a	
kitchen	in	your	house	if	there	are	no	back	rooms?	Is	there	one	like	
that	little	room	at	Mr	Shay(?)’s	on	the	left	hand	side	as	you	go	in	at	
the	street	door.	I	oiled	and	cleaned	all	my	tools	before	I	left	college,	
but	would	you	look	over	my	box	and	see	if	the	tools	want	oiling	again,	
especially	the	saws,	as	the	rust	eats	through	them	very	soon,	and	
where	they	are	rusted	rub	them	with	oil	and	sandpaper	hard	–	put	
the	sand	paper,	or	rather	glass	paper,	on	the	end	of	a	stick	of	wood,	
and	that	will	enable	you	to	press	hard.	I	think	you	will	find	some	
glass	paper	in	my	tool	box,	and	you	will	also	find	a	small	oil	can	like	
this	(small	drawing).	When	you	want	the	oil	to	come	out,	turn	the	can	
upside	down	and	press	your	thumb	on	the	bottom,	and	the	oil	will	
come	out.	I	have	my	drawing	implements	here.	The	Dean	is	very	
unwell	I	am	sorry	to	say.	He	has	so	much	anxiety	and	hard	work	at	
Reith	that	he	is	hardly	ever	quite	well.	Do	you	remember	dear	Papa,	
that	when	I	was	very	small	you	used	to	tell	me	that	
‘Honorificabilitudinitatibus’was	the	longest	latin	word	there	was?	I	
have	puzzled	myself	so	very	often	since	to	find	out	what	it	was.	I	
remember	at	the	Blue	Coat	School	I	used	to	look	out	in	the	different	
dictionaries	for	your	‘Honorificabilitudinitas’	as	I	thought	that	must	
be	the	nominative	case	of	it.	Well	I	have	found	you	out.	You	got	the	
word	from	Shakespeare	–	if	you	will	look	in	Love’s	Labour’s	Lost,	Act	
5,	Scene	1	–	Costard’s	first	speech,	you	will	find	it.	We	have	lost	Mr	
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Freeth,	the	Chanter	at	Cumbrae.	He	is	a	very	good,	kind	man,	and	was	
very	kind	indeed	to	me.	He	was	always	making	me	work	at	reading	
History,	or	something	or	other	when	I	went	down	there,	and	he	did	
me	a	great	deal	of	good.	He	is	gone	to	Frome,	to	be	one	of	Mr	
Bennett’s	curates	there.	Thee	affair	with	the	Praeceptor	ended	thus:	
Mr	Freeth	spoke	to	both	of	us	in	private	(separately),	and	he	told	the	
Praeceptor	to	make	advances	to	me,	which	however	on	Saturday	
night	he	had	not	done.	Mr	Freeth	managed	(I	am	almost	sure	with	a	
view	of	throwing	us	together)	that	4	of	us	including	the	Praeceptor	
and	myself,	should	go	out	rowing	in	the	College	boat	on	Saturday	
evening.	After	we	came	in	we	were	told	that	there	was	supper	for	us	
in	the	College	Hall,	and	considering	our	rowing	there	would	be	beer	
for	supper,	which	we	don’t	generally	have	except	for	dinner.	Just	
before	supper	I	went	in	to	the	Chanter	(Mr	Freeth)	and	told	him	that	
the	Praeceptor	had	said	nothing	as	yet.	Just	as	I	was	going	back	to	the	
Hall	Mr	Freeth	called	me	and	said	that	‘of	course	I	should	not	be	
allowed	to	communicate	the	next	morning	if	we	did	not	make	it	up	
that	night.	Now	that	would	have	been	peculiarly	hard,	as	it	was	the	
last	time	that	Mr	Freeth	would	celebrate	at	Cumbrae,	and	he	had	
asked	his	friends	to	be	there,	and	myself	among	the	number.	Just	
afterwards	the	Praeceptor	came	and	spoke	to	me	about	it	and	we	
shook	hands,	and	I	went	back	and	told	the	Chanter,	whereat	he	was	
very	much	pleased.	Mr	Ramsay	with	whom	I	hope	to	spend	my	
Sundays	is	a	very	nice	man,	a	fellow	pupil	of	Mr	Boyle’s,	and	a	
nephew	of	Lord	Bellhaven’s.	He	is	manager	of	Lord	Bellhaven’s	coal	
mines	about	6	or	7	miles	from	Glasgow.	He	lives	with	his	sister	–	but	I	
must	shut	up	as	I	have	a	good	deal	to	do.	So	goodbye	my	darling	Papa	
and	Mamma.	

Your	most	affectionate	son	G	A	Macirone	

If	you	were	to	write	your	letters	before	you	go	to	sleep	dear	Mamma,	
it	would	make	them	considerably	easier	to	read.	I	am	very	glad	Clara	
is	in	good	spirits.							

								

	

	

17	June	1853	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glasgow	to	Clara	
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My	darling	Clara,	

Gratias	for	the	note	of	today	which	is	a	little	better	than	the	last,	
though	not	long	enough	yet.	I	enclose	a	note	for	Bullen,	his	address	is	
22	Tuillerie	Street,	Hackney	Road,	London,	England,	Europe,	The	
World,	Solar	System	etc.	You	had	better	read	the	note,	and	don’t	send	
it	to	him	without	tickets	of	some	kind,	O	Puella.	Suppose	now	that	
you	were	to	send	him	two	for	the	Botanical	Gardens,	two	for	the	
Zoological	Gardens,(from	Mr	Bowerbank),	and	you	might	throw	in	a	
dozen	or	two	of	concert	tickets	to	make	up;	but	if,	O	Puella	you	
should	send	him	any	theatre	tickets,	do	not	let	them	be	for	the	
Adelphi	or	the	Olympia,	as	they	would	do	him,	to	say	the	least,	no	
good;	only	the	little	theatre	in	the	Haymarket,	the	Princess,	or	the	
Lyceum	or	Sadler’s	Wells,	(not	Drury	Lane)	or	if	you	wish	to	do	the	
thing	grand	you	might	astonish	him	with	an	opera	ticket.	He	is	an	
exceedingly	quiet,	unobtrusive,	gentle	boy	and	I	would	like	you	very	
much	to	see	him.	He	would	be	charmed	with	your	playing,	especially	
if	you	should	play	any	of	the	Cumbrae	tunes,	but	I	am	almost	afraid	it	
is	too	far	for	him	to	Maida	Hill.	You	know	he	is	an	only	child	(at	least	I	
believe	so)	and	so	his	mother	would	take	additional	care	of	him.	So	I	
can	only	suggest	the	idea	of	Miss	Taylor’s	if	it	should	strike	you	as	
feasible.	I	should	like	you	very	much	to	see	him.	I	am	very	glad	you	
like	the	Gospel	Messenger.	When	you	send	my	fishing	rod,	send	my	
SQUARE	with	it	out	of	my	tool	box.	It	is	a	piece	of	steel	in	this	shape	
(sketch	of	set	square);	and	also	my	two	stamps	of	GAM	–	one	for	wood	
and	one	for	iron,	which	are	also	in	my	tool	box.	I	shall	be	under	the	
painful	necessity	of	sending	my	boots	to	be	new	soled	next	week,	
which	will	cost	I	expect	4/6d	–	at	least	it	did	so	in	London.	You	may	
pay	my	18/-	for	June	to	Mr	Southwood.	I	shall	not	go	down	to	
Cumbrae	tomorrow.	It	will	be	the	second	Saturday	night	I	have	slept	
in	Glasgow	since	I	have	been	in	Scotland.	It	might	possibly	suggest	
itself	to	you	to	anticipate	2/-	of	my	July	money	and	copy	Mr	S	20/-	.	
Our	Bishop	has	been	confirming	in	Brussels	and	Antwerp	for	the	
Bishop	of	London,	and	if	you	would	like	to	hear	him	(the	Bishop	of	
Glasgow)	preach,	I	believe	he	is	going	to	preach	at	Lambeth	Parish	
Church	on	the	26th.	They	have	a	very	beautiful	organ	there	which	will	
be	another	attraction.	Is	it	not	glorious	that	the	infidels	are	going	to	
be	thrashed.	How	I	should	like	to	go	and	fight	against	them.	My	
doggie	has	just	come	in,	and	you	can’t	think	how	prettily	she	licked	
the	wounds	on	my	hands	when	I	took	her	on	my	lap.	Mr	and	Mrs	
Hullah	shall	be	–	there	is	nothing	good	enough	for	them	–	(?)	There	is	
a	book	by	Maitland	(of	the	‘Dark	Eyes’)	which	I	like	very	much.	It	has	
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just	been	lent	me.	It	is	called	‘Eruvin’	–	very	interesting	indeed	–	I	
wold	recommend	you	to	read	it,	but	goodbye	my	darling.	God	bless	
you.	Ever	your	affectionate	brother	G	A	Macirone.	

Have	you	seen	Pergolesi’s	‘Gloria	in	Escelsis’	in	G	and	how	do	you	like	
it.	

I	enclose	my	cross.	Could	you	make	me	a	new	chain	as	this	is	worn	
out.	Don’t	keep	it	longer	than	you	can	help.	

From	GAM	to	his	mother	–	in	the	same	letter	

My	darling	Mamma,	

No	end	of	thanks	for	your	note,	it	was	evidently	written	in	the	
morning.	Is	your	present	servant	Ann	Sinclair	–	pray	remember	me	to	
her	if	she	is.	I	feel	reconciled	to	being	at	Glasgow	18	months	more,	
and	then	perhaps	I	shall	be	fit	for	Tottenham,	I	am	sorry	to	hear	Mr	
Ramsdale	has	left	the	Church.	Shakespeare	has	not	come	to	Glasgow.	
Mr	Ramsay	is	in	the	Church.	He	and	Mr	Boyle	were	both	pupils	of	Mr	
Kinross,	a	presbyterian	preacher	at	Loags(?),	and	have	both,	to	the	
great	disgust	of	Mr	Kinross,	turned	out	good	Churchmen.	Mr	Boyle	
was	converted	in	a	great	measure,	I	believe,	by	the	late	Queen	
Dowager,	through	whose	influence	he	became	such	a	high	
Churchman;	Mr	Shankey	is	manager	of	Lord	Bellhaven’s	coal	mines,	
and	is	not	a	clergyman,	but	by	his	exertions	and	means	built	the	
Church,	schools	etc	and	got	the	burial	ground	consecrated,	and	got	
the	Bishop	to	establish	a	mission	and	send	a	priest	to	Baillieston,	and	
in	fact	has	been	the	Church’s	faithful	minister	there.	He	lives	with	his	
sister	in	a	delightful	little	cottage,	and	she	is	I	assure	you,	by	a	long	
chalk	the	most	delightful	Scotch	girl	I	have	seen.	She	is	engaged	I	
believe	to	the	Clergyman	Mr	Reid,	a	capital	fellow,	but	he	is	
unfortunately	very	ill	of	consumption	(expected	to	die)	and	not	
lengthening	his	life	by	his	extreme	hard	work.	I	am	very	glad	you	like	
the	Gospel	Messenger;	Thanks	for	Rissoles(?)	though	there	is	no	
chance	of	my	having	them.	Love	to	dear	Papa.	So	goodbye,	God	bless	
you	my	darling	Mamma.	Your	affectionate	and	dutiful	son	G	A	
Macirone			

	

June	19	1853	(very	damaged)	

Dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,	
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I	don’t	know	how	to	thank	you	for	your	very	kind	letters,	and	yours	
dear	Papa	was	a	treat,	though	I	really	don’t	know	what	to	do	if	you	
can’t	supply	me	with	my	…..?	cheque	of	£15.00	this	week.	I	fear	the	
embarrassment	in	my	affairs	will	be	something	inferior	only	to	the	
South	Sea	Bubble.	I	m	very	glad	that	you	have	changed	your	banker	
for	there	is	great	objection	to	a	banker	who	is	so	deficient	in	that	
noble	quality	of	veneration(?)	as	to	be	incapable	of	honouring	your	
cheque.	And	when	you	think	of	the	countless	millions	and	untold	gold	
with	which	that	infamous	House	of	David	&	Co,	husband	of	the	
celebrated	Mrs.David,	has	been	able	to	raise	his	numerous	family,	all	
coming	from	you	–	why	we	are	put(?)	in	wonder	–	But	never	mind,	
the	rain	is	falling	as	fast	as	it	can,	and	though	disagreeable	for	
pedestrians	makes	a	pleasant	sound	falling	softly	on	the	grass.	I	must	
tell	you,	best	of	Mammas,	that	I	have	been	eating	bread	to	both	your	
hearts’	content	–	and	about	the	candles	–	why	I	have	no	recollection	
of	Mrs	Ray’s(?)paying	us	-	she	did	not	to	me,	certainly	–	but	I	may	
have	forgotten,	and	has	she	paid	the	coals	she	borrowed,	and	sent	in	
the	receipt?	Do	you	ever	see	Mary?	If	you	do,	do	ask	her	if	she	has		-	
never	mind,	you	need	say	nothing	about	my	letter	(?),	only	the	rogue	
has	not	answered	it.	I	am	shocked	by	Papa’s	account	of	Clara’s	and	
George’s	extravagance.	I	would	tell(?)	them	that	it	cannot	last.	I	am	so	
glad	the	geraniums	are	getting	on	–	and	why	is	not	more	mould(?)	
put	into	the	long	box.	Mignonette	–	sown	it	would	be	up	by	your	
return(?)	There	is	a	man	Mr	Ray	knows	who	can	do	it	reasonably	–	
and	you	cannot	think	how	pleased	I	am	by	the	prospect	of	painting	
Lady	Lindsay’s	portrait.	I	hope	she	will	be	my		R….?,	that’s	my	best	I	
think.	I	am	so	pleased	to	hear	that	Anne(?)	wears	well,	that	she	does	
not	disappoint.		You	must	enjoy	yourself	my	dearest	mother.	I	am	so	
relieved		to	think	how	much	happier	you	are	than	you	used	to	be.	
Please	tell	Anne	that	her	pies	were	very	nice,	and	the	fruit	tarts	
especially	were	all	eaten	and	were	very	refreshing.	You	must	think	of	
me	this	sunny	weather	out	in	the	fields	beneath	the	shade	of	a	large	
oak,	surrounded	by	a	large	circle	of	pigs	in	whose	domain	I	am	a	
trespasser.	They	grunt	and	lie	in	the	sun	and	some	most	
impertinently	near	my	paint	box.	Now	they	really	must	do	that	from	
want	of	manners	for	they	cannot	paint.	Miss	Smith	has	been	reading	
to	me	the	Life	of	Milton	by	Southey	and	I	heartily	agree	in	
Johnson’s(?)	opinion	of	him,	neither	do	I	like	Southey’s	life	which	is	
very	elegantly	written	but	rather	heathenish(?).	I	think	he	lived	too	
near	the	time	of	…….?	and	……?	I	think	that	there	is	……..?	little……….?	
thirst	for	applause	and	titles	and	sometimes	………….besides	his	
…….which	is	not	dignified,	and	then	his	murder(?)	of	Cassiolini(?).	
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But	peace	be	with	him.	I	am	writing	in	a	hurry	for	the	postman	has	
come	and	will	be	waiting	for	the	letter	bag.	I	could	not	paint	
yesterday	for	the	rain	and	wind.	I	went	out	twice	but	was	driven	back	
each	time.	Goodbye	darling	Mamma	and	Papa.	I	think	of	you	dear	
Mamma	with	your	square	bit	of	foliage	–	and	here	we	have	such	
noble	and	glorious	elms	–	the	weed	of	Somersetshire	as	its	called	–	
and	such	extreme	……….?											that	one	cannot	imagine	want	or	
hunger.	Give	my	love	to	……………	?	and	thank	Anne	for	the	Cakes?	
Curlers?	rather	late	I	fear,	and	believe	me	Ever	your	very	affectionate	
daughter	Minniken	

	

				

June	22	1853	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	with	envelope	

My	own	dearest	Mother,	

I	wanted	to	come	and	see	you	and	dear	Papa	today	but	Clara	will	
come	tomorrow	and	bear	all	the	news,	and	I	want	to	work	at	my	vine	
leaves.	I	should	like	to	have	some	collars	and	sleeves	done	by	
tomorrow	evening	for	Clara.	We	go	to	Aunt’s	on	Friday	to	return	
Tuesday.	How	I	long	for	you	to	go	to	Sevenoaks	in	this	lovely	
weather.	I	hope	you	will	arrange	to	go	Tuesday	or	Wednesday	next	
week	since	I	am	longing	to	think	of	you	there.	It	seems	so	selfish	to	be	
here	and	you	at	home.	I	have	very	much	wished	to	come	and	see	you	
both	but	it	is	better	perhaps	to	stay	here	and	paint.	Going	home	
would	take	much	time	and	I	stay	here	only	a	short	time	longer.	So	
goodbye	dearest,	darling	mother.	Ever	your	very	affectionate	
daughter		Emily	Macirone																					Clara	will	be	home	tomorrow	
evening	–	she	cannot	say	when	as	she	comes	from	Bushy	(?)	and	does	
not	know	the	train	times,	but	she	would	like	some	beef	tea.	Do	read	
the	papers.	They	are	so	interesting,	and	send	us	any	letters	–	we	have	
had	none.	Have	any	come	from	our	boy	?		

	

June	26	1853	(very	damaged)from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	have	not	written	to	you	in	some	time	so	here	is	a	long	letter	to	make	
amends	for	past	errors.	I	have	been	very	busy	with	my	painting	and	
work	and	looking	on	at	the	Examinations….	..where	of	course	and	
have	been	as	to	be	all	the	time	????The	weather	has	been	
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……….too……we	have	had	…..and	after	the	air	and	ground	is	so	damp	
that	I	don’t	like	to	venture	out	directly.	On	Friday	last	we	had	a	
holiday.	We,	Emma	Smith	and	I	were	invited	to	spend	the	day	at	Miss	
Mist’s(?),	accordingly	we	started	on	a	lovely	morning	at	half	past	
eleven	to	Bradfield	to	ride	and	…..with	Dick	-	I	had	the	foresight	as	we	
did	not	know	our	way	but	were	……?	by	John	by	a	very	long(?)	
direction	the	which	…………………..was	that	we	were	to	know	to		
…….left	hand	an	inconceivable	number	of	times.	However	Dick	knew	
and	therein	was	our	hope.	It	was	very	pleasant	proceeding	leisurely	
enough		for	the	contemplatative	is	Dick’s	forte	and	……..on	down	the	
………we	met	with	high	hedges	,	full	of	flowers,	wild	honeysuckle,	the	
……..white	and	red	and	purple	flowers		and	deep	blue	flowers	I	like	to	
call	forget-me-nots,	but	their	true	name	is	Veronica.	Well	we	passed	
the	most	unsophisticated	of	post	offices,	a	hucksters	with	the	letters	
among	other	trifles	–	and	at	length	we	came	to	Miss	Mist’s	by	2	
o’clock	having	accomplished	7	miles	in	2	and	a	half	hours.	Theirs	is	
just	the	sort	of	cottage	we	could	all	of	us	like	to	live	in	£20.00	a	year.	
A	broad	entrance	hall	and	curved	winding	staircase	upstairs	and	a	
dining	room	fitted	with	two	large	oak	bookshelves	well	filled	with	
books	–	and	a	drawing	room.	Both	rooms	have	long	lattice	windows	
and	a	shelf	beside	so	pleasant	to	sit	upon,	and	fresh	paper	and	white	
wash,	for	I	must	tell	you	this	cottage	was	built	in	the	year	1617	and	
was	in	a	very	dilapidated	condition	until	they	came	and	made	it	quite	
…..?	with	elegant	and	rather	incompatible(?)	furniture	and	pretty	nick	
nacks	of	Miss	Mist’s.	I	hear	she	is	a	very	good	girl	and	devotes	herself	
to	her	father.	Her	mother	died	years	ago	and	her	only	brother	is	away	
at	sea.	She	is	a	clever	little	creature	and	writes	I	hear	very	nicely	
and…………We	were	shown	over	all	the	rooms………………which	are	all	
very	comfortable	and	as	bright	as	anything	can	be.	But	the	fun	of	it	is	
that	all	the	rafters	and	the	roof	can	be	clearly	seen.	However	we	paid	
a	visit	to	the	Bridges(?)	in	the	afternoon,	where	we	feasted	on	
strawberries	and	then	returned	to	dinner.	After	dinner	we	tried	her	
little	cottage	piano	which	I	thought	pretty	wooden	in	touch	but	
perhaps	our	darling	Clara	will	try	it	and	then	I	shall	know	for	certain.	
I	hope	that	dear	child	is	quite	well	and	how	are	you	dear	Papa	and	
Mamma.	I	am	quite	spoilt		I	am	having	so	many	letters	from	home	
and	feel	a	blank	at	tomorrow	when	I	know	I	cannot	have	any.	If	dear	
Clara	comes	Tuesday	let	me	know,	but	I	particularly	wish	her	not	to	
tire	herself,	and	supposing	she	does	not	stay	till	the	fourth	I	should	
wish	her	not	to	tire	herself……anything.	I	found	the	fruit	tarts	very	
nice	–	and	if	the	darling	is	at	the	station	at	…….?	I	will	go	to	meet	her.	I	
am	so	afraid	we	can’t	have	a	pony	–	and	I	had	wished	for	that	but	we	
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can	have	a	donkey	cart.	Tell	dear	Clara	with	my	love	we	have	a	very	
nice	……….here	though	not	in	the	house.	I	have	just	received	a	a	very	
nice	letter	from	our	G.	He	writes	like	himself	and	is	very	pleased	with	
his	merits(?).	He	says	about	Mr.Ramsgate(?)”I	don’t	like	him	over	
much	ie:	I	am	not	passionately	fond	of	him,	and	I	should	be	sorry	for	
you	to	know	him”	He	says	it’s	been	hard	work	at	Napiers	this	hot	
weather.	He	writes	very	cheerfully	and	speaks	of	Mr	Ramsay	whom	
he	sees	on	Sunday	who	lives	at	Baillin……..Our	life	here	is	very	
peaceful	indeed,	but	this	last	week	has	been	rather	less	interesting	
since	from	Monday	morning	till	Saturday	night	there	has	been	one	
examination	after	another	ending	with	a	play	Saturday	(yesterday)	
which	was	very	nicely	done.	The	girls	worked	their	parts	very	well	–	
there	were	no	costumes	and	they	knew	very	little	(as	near	to	nothing	
as	may	be)	of	expression.	The	little	heroine	Cicely	looked	sweetly	
ladylike	and	had	a	natural	grace	and	seriousness	that	set	off	all	she	
did,	and	the	girl	who	was	an	abbess	has	a	real	sober	look	–	very	
suited	to	her	part.	They	recited	more	poetry	and	some	of	my	
favourites,	bits	of	Longfellow	–	and	Macaulay	was	a	great	test.	What	a	
beautiful	poem	is	his	Siege	of	Herculaneum.	But	I	must	tell	you	that	
tomorrow	if	the	weather	be	fine	we	are	to	have	a	treat	and	have	a	
picnic	in	the	hills	–	all	the	children.	They	always	very	much	enjoy	
these	events	and	they	have	been	very	good	indeed	and	given	every	
satisfaction	with	their	examinations.	………………………………We	came	
home	very	late	from	the	Mists	on	Friday	since	we	did	not	leave	till	
eight,	and	however	Dick	knew	his	way	pretty	well	and	we	arrived	
safe	home.	It	was	a	romantic	ride.	Dear	Mlle	Roveire(?)	is	going	to	sit	
to	me	tomorrow	morning		-	that	will	help	me	–and	all	the	children	
have	………We	shall	….				glad	as	George	….to	see	our	darling	child	on	
Sunday	but	do	not	send	her	if	she	is	tired	and	let	her	……………..rest.	I	
must	send	you	some	of	these	definitions(?)	They	are	clever	

Language		=Thoughts			Christening	

A	chain	to	unite	men	and	keep	mankind		disunited(?)	

Child		=God’s	problem	Waiting	man’s	evolution	

?........=.a	serpent	which	many	foster	because	they	suppose	it	to	be	
harmless	

Sun=	the	gentle	nurse	who	watches	over	the		children	of	nature	=	the	
most	ambient(?)	of	Earth’s	monarchs	who	rules	with	a	rod	of	fire	
upon	a	throne	of	beneficence	
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Death	=	the	nameless(?)	return	

Sleep	=	life’s	railway	stations			=	the	coloured	slave	who	waits	upon	
thought	

War	=	Death	doing	a	roaring	trade	

But	goodbye,	darling	Mother	.	Best	love	to	all	from	your	very	
affectionate	child	Emily	Macirone																															Tell	Papa	that	I	am	
very	much	in	need	of	a	cheque,	but	if	inconvenient	I	can	make	£6.0	do	
but	not	later	than	this	week		

	

2	July	1853		from	Corfe(?)				letter	very	damaged	

Dearest	Mother,	

Many	thanks	for	your	two	letters	which	came	together	although	
written	on	different	days.	I	intended	to	write	yesterday	but	was	
painting	all	the	morning	and	dinner	was	later	than	usual	and	as	we	
were	busy	…..?	I	found	to	my	dismay	that	I	had	just	time	to	pack	up	
my	drawing	for	Mrs	Hinde.	Now	I	must	tell	you	how	affairs	stand.	I	
received	yesterday	morning	a	kind	letter	of	invitation	in	which	she	
expressed	her	disappointment	at	not	……	dear	Clara	and	asked	me	to	
send	the	drawing(?)…….directly.	There	must	have	been	…………..about	
the	……of	that	letter	for	it	was……………………….	…on	Wednesday	and	I	
did	not	get	it……………..Sunday.	So	I	have	sent	the	
drawing(?)…………………..will	receive	this	morning…………………(this	
afternoon)	to	Mainhead(?)	I	shall	……………………..the	result	on	
Monday	perhaps,	so	that		…………….decide	upon	leaving	here	
whether………………..East..?	or	London,	before	Tuesday.	I	had	
……………..to	her	a	second	letter	on	Wednesday	asking	whether	I	
should	send	the	portrait	and	saying	that	………….result	were	passable	
I	would	come	down………….some	engagements	in	London	I	must	
attend	to	before	the	pleasure	of	a	mere	visit	of	enjoyment.	To	that	I	
have	had	no	answer,	but	she	must	have	had	it,	and	as	I	asked	her	in	
my	letter	which	accompanied	the	picture	to	send	me	word	directly	I	
hope	and	believe	she	will.	I	am	very	glad	that	my	dearest	Clara	is	
pleased	with	my	delineation	I	have	sent	you	–	this	my	account	(?)	
that	you	all	your	dear	darling	triumvirate	sitting	in	council	may	think	
I	have……?	right,	for	much	as	I	wish	to	return	home	it	would	be	
absurd	to	give	up	the	prospect	of	a	portrait.	So	you	see	after	all	I	had	
no	news	in	particular	yesterday	to	give,	and	I	was	in	such	an	agony	
for	fear	of	missing	the	post,	though	Mr	Leigh(?)	most	kindly	helped	
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me,	that	I	had	no	time	to	think	of	you	darlings	but	in	a	hopeless,	
despairing	way.	Therefore	you	see	I	cannot	settle	anything	till	I	hear	
from	Mrs	Hinde	which	may	be	Tuesday,	so	that	I	cannot	help	but	
keep	you	in	ignorance	of	my	movements.	And	now	a	thousand	thanks	
for	your	very	kind	letters	and	you,	dear	darling	Papa	for	
yours……….Clara	very	much	put	out	about	the				…………which	may	
turn	out	better…………………what	an	astonishing	idea	
is……………………to	Stuttgart	–	it	is	too	beautiful…………whether	it	ever	
came	to	pass	or	not	–	the……….of	her	voice	is	just	the	same	–	in	the	
meantime	congratulate	Clara	on	her	friends	at………..let	me	hear	
about	them	in	your……..whence	do	they	come,	and	what	………..people	
are	they.	Are	they	any	offshoots	of	the	Powell	circle.		Your	letters	
quite	turn	away	the	feeling	of	anxiety	I	should	have	had,	and	you	
always	have	such	delicious	news.	I	am	only	hoping	that	you	do	not	
keep	back	any	bad	news	and	that	you	really	are	as	happy	as	you	say.	I	
wish	my	darling	Clara	every	success	in	her	compositions.	The	
weather	is	very	unsatisfactory	–	cold	and	showery,	so	so	that	I	am	
afraid	of	venturing	far	from	home	and	my	dear	Mamma	need	not	
distress	herself	about	damp	for	I	take	very	great	care	of	myself	and	
don’t	take	many	walks,	though	I	had	a	lovely	walk	yesterday	evening	
up	the	new	road,	and	saw	a	very	picturesque	effect	of	light	and	shade	
in	the	rich	and	lovely	country	at	my	feet.	I	tried	to	make	a	sketch	the	
other	day	of	the	hills,	but	the	face	of	nature	is	more	changeable	than	
anything	I	yet	had	the	power(?)	of	painting	–	the	light	and	shade	
chasing	each	other	over	hill	and	dale.				Those	rush	……………..the	
perpetually	varying	masses	of	clouds(?)	each	more	beautiful	than	the	
………………….it	a	work(?)	of	despair,	to	alter…………………I	did	attempt	
it	and	should	like………….on	Monday,	but	it	will	be	like…………………..of	
the	Queen,	with	a………………….the	difference	will	be	so	great.	But	I	
shall……….the	outline	and	not	alter	the…………….and	I	shall	make	a	
sad	mess	indeed.	What	a	very	nice	letter	you	have	sent	me	from	Herr	
Pischek	–	He	there	alludes	to	next	year.	It	would	be	a	wonderful	treat	
indeed	if	we	went.	We	all(?)	should	enjoy	the	scenery		-	and	all	the	
change	of	scene.	I	think	we	should	really	enjoy	it	very	much.	I	shall	
think	of	my	darling	Clara	on	Wednesday	evening	and	trust	she	may	
enjoy	it	as	much	as	I	do,	the	anticipation	of	coming	home.	I	have	read	
the	History	of	Christian	Art	by	Lord	Lindsay.	I	mean	to	attack	the	
lives	of	the	Lindsays	-	does	not	this	sound	horrible	–	as	soon	as	I	
return.	I	did	look	at	it	on	my	last	visit	to	Rises(?)-	but	seeing	nothing	
about	the	1745	laid	it	down,	but		I	certainly	ought	to	be	au	fait	to	any	
mention	of	family	matters	especially	if	I	go	to	Haigh(?)	which	I	
suppose	is	all	uncertain	in	Lancashire,	but	I	am	in	a	state	of	
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delirious(?)	perplexity,	having	either	to	come	home	which	is	always	
delightful	or	paint	a	portrait	which	is…………..I	am	now	going	to	paint	
if	the	weather	permits	and	I	am	going	perhaps	this	afternoon	to	the	
K……?.	Heaven	bless	you	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	I	must	go	now	
and	…….Ever	your	very	affectionate	daughter,	Minnie	

	

8	July	1853	from	Emily	

Dearest	Mother,	

A	thousand	thanks	for	your	dear	kind	letter.	I	shall	so	love	you	if	you	
can	try	and	cheer	up	dear	Clara	who	is	very	out	of	spirits.	Poor	child,	
she	has	been	pushing	me	and	everyone	into	good	spirits	and	now	she	
is	melancholy	and	sad.	You	are	I	am	sure	very	glad	to	hear	that	they	
admire	my	portrait	of	dear	Clara	very	much.	Lady	Anna	Maria,	(she	is	
a	Lady	in	her	own	right	and	her	husband	is	the	Rt.	Hon.	Courtenay,	
being	the	second	son	of	the	Earl	of	Devon,	the	eldest	son	being	Lord	
Courtenay),	she	has	it	in	her	room	and	looks	at	it.	I	am	so	glad	that	I	
am	going	to	have	their	portrait	and	shall	try	with	all	my	might	and	
main	to	do	it.	I	am	so	glad	you	think	I	did	right	in	staying.	I	can	assure	
you	I	meant	to	do	right	for	I	had	rather	have	come	home	but	I	thought	
it	was	better	to	lose	10/-	and	have	the	chance	of	her	portrait	and	I	
comfort	myself	with	the	notion	that	I	shall	pay	Clara	the	£1.13/-	I	
owe	her	and	that	may	please	her	poor	darling.	But	you	see,	my	very	
beautiful	Mamma	that	I	threw	up	all	chance	of	the	portrait	if	I	came	
home.	Now	I	am	to	begin	tomorrow	and	shall	have	a	sitting	every	day	
until	it’s	done,	and	I	feel	so	much	more	able	to	paint	now.	Then	I	shall	
come	home	on	the	16th	Saturday	week.	I	have	made	a	design	of	both	
portraits.	Dear	Mrs	Hind(?)	walked	three	miles	uphill	in	the	boiling	
sun	to	ease	my	mind	about	the	portrait.	She	takes	the	greatest	care	of	
me	and	I	am	very	comfortable	all	but	Clara’s	letter	which	has	upset	
me	–	but	I	feel	all	will	go	well.	I	had	a	very	pleasant	row	on	the	water	
yesterday	evening	and	made	a	sketch	of	the	mouth	of	the	Exe	–	much	
easier	than	mouths	in	general.	They	are	all	very	pleased	with	my	
paintings,	but	I	am	so	grateful	for	your	kind	words	of	encouragement	
and	approval.	But	I	can	imagine	how	worried	dear	Clara	is	with	many	
cares.	I	am	sure	all	is	right	in	dear	Herbert’s	regard	and	that	it	is	not	
to	be	expected	that	on	his	arrival	in	a	strange	land	he	should	find	
something	ready	at	once.	He	may	be	fortunate	if	he	gets	something	
nice	in	a	few	months	or	a	year,	for	there	are	a	great	many	there	but	
the	gold	mania	is	going	down	I	believe	and	that’s	a	comfort.	The	
Tripps(?)	have	gone	through	a	great	deal	but	are	now	going	on	very	
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comfortably	and	some	people	here	have	their	thousands	of	…..?	in	
Australia	–	but	I	cannot	write	more	–	so	goodbye	dearest	Mother.	
Always	your	very	loving	daughter	Emily	Macirone	

Undated	from	Emily	

Dearest	Mamma,	

Since	I	have	a	little	good	news	I	send	off		to	you.	You	must	know	that	
dear	Clara	has	the	prospect	of	selecting	three	pianos	–	two	certainly	–	
and	though	they	are	not	of	the	most	expensive	kind	yet	still	it	is	
something	for	her		to	say	nothing	of	two	engagements	at	Mrs.Hales	
which	will	be	clear	ten	guineas	for	the	27and	29	this	month.	That	is	
good	is	it	not,	and	then	as	if	to	console	me	for	the	loss	or	
postponement	of	my	engagement	with	Mrs.	Price(?)	I	have	the	
prospect	of	taking	the	portraits	of	two	little	girls	and	one	more	pupil.	
Is	not	that	very	delicious.	I	hope	Heaven	will	let	me	have	it.	I	shall	be	
so	overjoyed	to	make	any	money.	We	have	not	heard	again	from	our	
dear	darling	boy	but	his	letter	was	principally	about	money	matters	
so	that	Clara	did	not	forward	it	to	you.	There	was	nothing	of	interest	
except	that	what	I	think	I	have	already	told	you	–	that	Mr	William	
Church	was	the	tutor	of	George’s	friend	Mr	Boyle(?)	of	……..?	College	–	
and	it	speaks	well	for	him	that	his	pupil	is	such	a	devoted	noble	
servant	of	our	friend(?)	to	say	nothing	of	all	that	Hubert	always	said	
in	his	favour.	We	are	very	happy	here.	Dear	Mary	is	extremely	kind	
and	we	leave	on	Monday.	Could	you	order	for	us	something	for	
luncheon.	We,	M	and	I	shall	dine	at	two	o’clock.	If	we	could	have	just	
enough	for	dinner	and	breakfast	the	next	day	–	some	mutton	chops	
or	a	steak,	for	Mary	is	very	fond	of	chops,	and	mashed	potatoes	and	
turnip	tops	and	a	nice	fruit	pie	for	pudding.	Forgive	my	giving	you	all	
this	trouble	my	dearest	Mamma	but	I	know	I	may	tease	you	as	much	
as	I	like	and	you	will	always	forgive	me.	I	shall	be	with	you	on	Friday	
at	½	past	11.0.	Miss	Lucas	seems	to	like	her	……?		Love	to	dear	Papa	–	
Your	lunch(?)	yesterday		did	me	so	much	good	–	we	had	no	dinner	till	
7.0.	Your	very	affectionate	child	Minnie.	

Undated	from	Emily,	

Darling	Papa,	Mamma	and	Clara,	

This	is	really		written	from	Corfe.	I	arrived	safely,	the	sun	shining		like	
fifty	suns,	so	vividly	and	I	am	now	writing	in	the	pretty	breakfast	
room.	The	trouble	was	I	had	written	a	letter	at	home	but	on	second	
thoughts	finding	I	had	so	much	time	at	Corfe	I	have	written	again.	
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The	roses	are	in	full	bloom	and	the	sweet	scent	of	the	country	air…..	I	
hope	to	write	to	you	a	nice	letter	tomorrow	but	I	feel	better	already.	
The	whole	landscape	was	most	luxuriant	and	looked	in	the	sunshine	
all	that	I	leave	you	to	imagine.	I	have	been	arranging	my	drawers	and	
looking	out	my	work	And	now	my	darlings,	Goodbye.	Ever	yours	
Minnie.		

Date	illegible	from	Emily	at	Corfe(?)	(water	damaged)	

Dearest	Mother,	

I	write	these	few	lines	on	this	quiet	Sunday	since	I	fear	to	lose	my	
time	tomorrow	from	my	painting	and	though	I	have	but	little	news	to	
say.	On	Friday	and	half	Saturday	we	had	incessant	rain	so	I	filled	the	
first	day	with	writing	all	day,	so	that	I	fear	my	last	letter	was	more	
beautiful	in	its	intention	than	fulfilment.	I	gave	my	class	on	Saturday	
afternoon	at	4.0.	My	classes	will	now	be	on	Wednesday	and	Saturday	
to	eight	girls	and	I	hope	it	will	do	some	good.	Miss	Leigh(?)	expresses	
herself	obliged	by	it.	I	shall	be	very	glad	when	darling	Clara	comes	
down	for	though	kind	and	helpful	they	are	all	very	occupied	in	their	
occupations.	It	is	natural	to	miss	such	darlings	as	I	have	when	away.	I	
am	so	fondled	at	home	that	I	am	spoilt	for	anywhere	else,	not	but	that	
it	is	good	for	me	to	go	out	into	the	wide,	wide	world.	This	village	is	
sweetly	pretty	and	I	can	assure	you	that	I	am	fortunate	in	my	
companion	Emma	Smith.	She	is	a	nice	girl	and	wonderfully	obliging	.	
She	reads	to	me	all	through	my	sketching,	for	I	have	been	drawing	
Miss	Leigh’s	cottage,	you	know	from	the	lawn,	and	in	…….	have		
made…….to	say	great……..grass	–	we	that	is.	Mlle	Maurice(?)	and	
myself	took	a	very	lovely	walk	(by	the	bye	I	am	sure	dear	Mamma	
that	if	you	will	keep	my	letter	I	shall	be	able	to	tell	you	what	my	
hieroglyphics	mean)	after	afternoon	service	from	Pitminster	down	
here	home,	such	a	very	lovely	walk	along	a	country	path	through	
trees	and	between	the	trees	you	have	lovely	peeps	of	the	distant	hills	
and	the	trees	in		………?	are	so	very	lovely.	You	never	saw	any	green	
so	green	as	those	trees	arching	overhead	and	the	………..blue	sky	
………..wild	ivy	and	………..beneath	our………..one	might	to	have	angels	
wings	and	fly.	It’s	such	a	pity	to	tread	down	these	flowers.	I	hope	to	
be	more	fortunate	next	week	and	paint	all	day	so	that	dearest	mother	
if	you	do	not	receive	my	letters	you	will	understand	that	I	am	very	
hard	painting.	The	Misses	Leigh	are	in	great	anxiety	about	Mr	West’s	
health.	He	has	returned	from	…………..?no	better	and	Mrs	Wilkens(?)	
their	last	old	friend,	a	very	great	friend	of	their	mother,	she	knew	Mrs	
Leigh	as	a	girl	and	loves	the	Misses	Leigh	for	her	sake.	But	now	
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goodbye	darling	Mamma	and	Papa.	Don’t	forget	you	have	2	daughters	
(and	1	boy!).	Ever	your	own	Emily	Macirone.	

	

	

July	18	1853	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	

My	darling	Mamma,	

I	must	thank	you	for	your	note	and	tell	you	I	am	immensely	well	and	
saucy	(?)	and	not	at	all	a	person	to	be	commiserated	or	cried	for	in	
any	way.	I	only	wanted	a	day	or	so’s	rest	and	now	shall	come	back	as	
bonnie	as	a	bee.	Aunt	is	very	anxious	for	me	to	stay	but	I	am	even	
more	anxious	to	earn	all	I	can	and	pay	my	bills	and	besides	if	I	have	
my	resting	time	I	should	like	to	spend	it	with	Minnie	when	I	can	take	
a	week	in	some	future	occasion	–	if	that	comes.	This	is	indeed	lovely	
country	and	we	drive	about	in	extreme	felicity,	if	anything	can	be	
extreme	felicity	which	I	doubt	except	quiet	faith	and	love	and	trust	in	
God,	without	the	actual	presence	of	those	one	loves	best,	and	with	
that	every	place	is	happy.	

I	owe	you	many	thanks	Mrs	Macirone	for	your	dear	kind	note,	and	
please	forward	me	any	notes	that	come,	as	if	I	had	any	lessons	
postponed	I	should	delay	returning	a	few	days,	although	I	although	I	
would	want	my	dear	little	Minniekin	very	much.	

Has	Mary	been	yet	and	how	have	you	and	Papa	been	?	And	did	
Minnie	come	back	like	a	dear	little	drowned	rat	on	Saturday	as	we	
did	down	here	?	And	how	does	Lady	Lindsay		go	on.	By	the	bye	this	is	
idle	as	you	can’t	tell	me	that	tomorrow.	The	air	here	is	perfectly	
fragrant	and	balmy,	so	soft	and	pure	and	fresh,	it	is	just	……?	And	the	
country	is	heavenly,	fresh	with	such	glades	and	dells	and	hills	and	
feathery	woods	as	would	send	one	wild	to	visit	a	Forest.		

By				?	we	have	struggled	with	….?	outings,	a	broken	whip	and	all	sorts	
of	rain	and	wind	but	today	is	a	clearing	up	day	and	seems	inclined	to	
turn	out	beautifully,	and	tomorrow	we	go	I	fancy	if	fine	to	Netley	
Abbey,	and	the	day	after	to	the	Isle	of	Wight	to	keep	Uncle’s	birthday	
and	wedding	day	and		affectionate	daughter	Clara.	

Please	dear	will	you	give	Minnie	and	yourself	and	Papa	plenty	of	fruit	
since	it	was	the	want	of	that	that	sent	me	wrong.	Please	tell	Papa	
Mary	has	been	reading	the	M….?	only	in	a	very	thorough	way,	
composing	the	German	and	English	and	noting	down	the	words,	so	
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no	wonder	she	is	long	over	it	poor	child,	and	she	wants	you	and	
Minniekins	so	much.		

	

29	July	1853	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glasgow	to	his	
family	

Most	noble	Papa	and	Mamma,	my	darling	Clara	and	Emily,	

I	was	just	going	to	write	to	the	effect	that	if	I	was	kept	short	much	
longer	the	tails	of	my	coat	would	be	in	the	mud,	when	that	delightful	
money	order	came,	though	why	you	should	contemplate	sending	
10/-	when	I	only	asked	for	rather	less	than	10/-	I	can’t	think,	or	why	
you	should	say	you’ve	sent	me	10/-	in	the	letter,	and	then	send	me	
10/-	in	fact.	Also	O	Girls,	why	do	call	the	College	at	Cumbrae,	College	
of	S.S.	Surely	you	must	have	been	confusing	it	with	the	Lord	Mayor’s	
Collar	of	SS.	Won’t	you	understand	–		

College>Collegium>Coll.	

Of	the	Holy>Sancti>S	

Spirit>Spiritus	>Sp.													=		Coll.S.Sp		Is	that	plain-	do	you	make	out?	

Many	thanks	for	the	music	darling	Clara	and	ditto	for	the	Christ’s	
Hospital	Prayers.		The	chain	is	delightful.	Might	I	ask	you	to	make	
another.	I’m	afraid	I	am	very	audacious,	but	I	want	one	rather	shorter	
than	the	one	you	made	for	me.	July	30.	I	sent	back	your	notice	in	the	
Spectator	in	my	last.	Please	send	me	the	Bonnie	Christ	Church	Bells.	
Do	there’s	a	darling,	for	I	want	them	very	much.	What	have	you	sent	
back	my	letter	to	Bullen	for?	Didn’t	you	send	it	to	him?	Mind	you	
don’t	forget	my	ticket	for	the	British	Museum,	that	is,	if	there	is	any	
chance	of	my	coming	to	town.	I	had	most	delightful	bathing	at	
Cumbrae,	and	with	the	exception	that	it	rained	hard	every	day,	pretty	
tolerable	weather.	I	have	just	had	some	most	delightful	salmon	for	
dinner.	It	really	was	delicious.	I	think	of	going	some	day	for	a	walk	
out	to	Langside	–	a	place	about	5	or	6	miles	out	of	Glasgow	where	
there	is	a	castle	and	where	Mary	Queen	of	Scots	fought	her	last	battle	
against	the	rebels.	I	went	to	the	cathedral	the	other	day	and	took	a	
drawing	of	a	Mitre	and	arms	belonging	to	Archbishop	Blackader,	the	
first	Archbishop	of	Glasgow.	They	are	going	to	put	up	a	mitre	over	the	
door	of	a	new	school	they	have	built	for	St	Mary’s	Church	and	as	they	
would	have	most	likely	put	up	one	of	those	wretched	modern	ill-
shaped	affairs	that	you	see	on	the	Bishop’s	carriages	in	England.	I	
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told	the	Rector	of	St	Mary’s	about	this	mitre	which	I	had	noticed	
before	in	the	cathedral	and	got	him	to	let	me	copy	it	for	him,	and	now	
he	is	going	to	have	it	put	up	and	a	very	beautiful	one	it	is,	and	it	is	a	
very	pretty	school	house	that	it	is	going	to	be	on,	by	far	the	most	
ecclesiastical	building	in	Glasgow,	and	with	a	schoolmaster’s	house	
adjoining	it.	But	I	must	leave	off	or	I	shall	not	get	my	letters	in	the	
post.	Goodbye	my	darlings.	Ever	your	dutiful	and	loving	son	and	
brother.	G	A	Macirone					

	

August	22	1853	Victoria	Lodge,	Upper	Holloway.	from	Clara	to	
parents	

Dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,		

I	have	got	through	my	swelled	(?	)		face	excessively	well	and	am	now	
going	for	a	little	walk,	quite	respectably	and	trust	to	be	home	
tomorrow	night	after	going	to	Mrs	de	Bucherin’s	(?)	in	the	evening,	
and	then	I	shall	have	all	this	…..(?)	which	is	about.	Aunt	has	invited	us	
three	for	from	this	Friday	to	next	Tuesday	and	having	postponed	our	
visit	once	I	don’t	like	to	put	it		off	again.	I	really	can’t	go	on	writing	for	
Minnie	has	waited	nearly	all	the	morning	while	I	have	been	writing	
business	notes	for	a	little	walk.	

Mary	sends	you	her	love	–	Your	affectionate		child.		CA	Macirone	

10	September	1853	from	Emily	at	6	Springvale	IOW	

My	darling	all	of	you,	

Here	I	am	in	Arden,	but	I	must	add	the	wicked	ending.	I	have	had		a	
very	pleasant	journey	and	dear	Maria	has	given	me	a	very	kind	
greeting.	The	weather	at	the	Isle	of	Wight	is	very	pretty	and	so	is	the	
scenery.	I	got	to	Gosport	at	one	o’clock	–	the	scenery	was	of	that	
description	that	leaves	everything	to	the	imagination,	very	flat,	not	
even	of	Champagne	country	(?).	Then	the	journey	to	Ryde	was	
delicious	in	the	swinging	movement	of	the	ship,	and	then	I	got	to	
Ryde.	I	found	that	Springvale	was	two	miles	off	so	that	I	was	obliged	
to	have	a	fly,	which	cost	more	than	I	liked,	but	I	was	planning	Maria’s	
portrait	all	the	way	and	hope	I	shall	succeed.	The	scenery	here	is	
sweetly	pretty	and	the	trees	are	as	green	as	………?	and	the	air	sweet	
and	balmy.	I	find	dear	Maria	dresses	very	plainly	and	I	have	no	doubt	
that	I	shall	be	very	happy	with	the	hope	of	improving	in	my	darling(?)	
painting	and	not	disappointing	the	expectations	held(?)	by	my	
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friends.	But	goodbye,	Heaven	bless	you,	I	must	leave	off	for	I	must	
make	my	appearance	more	respectable	than	it	is	at	present.	And	now	
goodbye.	I	shall	write	on	Sunday	but	I	should	like	to	paint	as	much	as	
I	can.	There	are	plenty	of	subjects.	Maria	sends	her	very	best	love.	
Heaven	bless	you	all.	I	hope	that	by	this	time	dear	Papa	is	quite	well	
(?)	,and	has	my	letter	to	Miss	Hobbs	been	sent	off	?	I	should	very	
much	like	it	to	go.	I	should	not	neglect	her.	And	now	I	must	go	for	I	
have	been	sitting	here	more		like	a	wild	kangaroo	than	anything	else	
having	the	hot	tea	dear	Maria	kindly	had	made	for	me.	Captain	Tindal	
is	an	enthusiastic	lover	of	painting.	Yours,	Minnie.	Write	to	me.	My	
window	looks	out	onto	the	sea.					

	

11	September	1853	from	Emily	at	Springvale	Isle	of	Wight	(now	
an	‘attractive	Victorian	Hotel’)	

My	darling		Mamma,	

I	have	now	a	little	more	news	to	give	than	in	my	last	hurried	note	
which	I	hope	you	had	safely	and	……..?	Many	thanks	for	your	dear	
kind	note.	It	was	so	kind	to	write	to	show	me	how	you	remember	me,	
though	I	wish	that	writing	were	unnecessary	and	that	you	were	all	
here	for	the	weather	is	very	charming.	I	shall	begin	Maria’s	portrait	
tomorrow	and	we	go	to	Shanklin	Chine,	but	I	do	not	think	we	shall	
see	any	of	the	celebrities	of	the	Isle	for	they	have	visited	them	and	
Maria’s	health	cannot	stand	much	exertion,	and	I	shall	be	quite	as	
happy	painting	her.	She	intended	postponing	the	portrait	till	her	
return	but	I	thought	there	was	no	time	like	the	present.	I	am	very	
glad	to	see	her	happy	and	I	think	her	husband	is	very	suited	to	her	in	
every	way.	He	must	be	twenty	years	older	than	she	is	at	least	and	is	
an	exceedingly	quiet	man,	bashful	and	rather	nervous,	but	with	all	
very	kind	and	wonderfully	careful	of	her,	and	generally	polite	to	us	
all,	(for	there	is	a	young	lady	here,	a	Miss	Brown),	gentlemanly	in	his	
manners	and	I	am	happy	to	say	has	the	firmness	to	command	where	
he	chooses	though	he	generally	is	indulgent	in	the	extreme,	his	
conduct	has	always	been	to	her	full	of	kindness	and	she	really	seems	
at	last	to	have	a	happy	home,	a	blessing	the	child	never	knew	before.	
They	think	of	living	at	Chichester,	but	all	is	uncertain.	Yesterday	I	
made	three	sketches	trying	to	follow	Mr.	Leitches	directions	and	I	
fear	that	you	will	not	like	them.	They	look	so	much	less	finished	than	
the	others	did,	but	I	hope	that	in	time	my	improvement	will	show.	
The	air	here	is	indescribably	bracing	and	soft.	There	is	a	sweetness	
and	vivacity	in	it	I	never	perceived	before.	It	seems	to	warm	and	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	100	-	

face(?)	you	at	the	same	time.	I	took	a	walk	yesterday	morning	on	the	
sands	with	Captain	Tindal(?)	who	showed	me	some	of		the	pretty	
houses,	there	never	was	so	pretty	and	I	saw	the	hanging	…..?	coming	
down	to	the	water	and	the	cottages	with	their	gardens	full	of	bright	
flowers.	My	bedroom	window	looks	out	over	the	sea,	so	that	the	first	
thing	in	the	morning	I	see	the	glorious	sun	rising	with	a	bright	line	of	
light	on	the	sea…..?	and	the	sea	that	blue	that	seems	unpaintable	and	
the	opposite	shores	of	Portsmouth	with	their	tiny	thread	of	white	
houses	on	the	yellow	thread	of	sands	with	the	grey	hills	in	the	
distance	glittering	in	the	sun.	This	place	is	the	very	reverse	of	
Brighton	for	the	land	is	covered	with	trees	of	the	greenest	and	
happiest	kind	and	the	sea	is	covered	or	nearly	so	with	ships.	There	is	
every	minute	some	graceful	white	glancing	sail	skimming	over	the	
brilliant	sea,	that	looks	like	a	series	of	threads	of	bright	green	and	
blue,	and	in	the	distance	grey,	with,	as	I	saw	this	morning,	troops	of	
white	birds	pecking	at	the	sands	as	the	waves	retreated.	There	is	a	
magnificent	man-of-war,	the	Neptune,	which	Captain	Tindal	will	take	
us	over	and	the	Victory,	Nelson’s.	I	shall	very	much	enjoy	seeing	the	
ships	but	I	think	the	whole	place	is	so	very	pretty	that	I	shall	be	very	
happy	when	I	am	painting	Maria.	I	should	like	to	see	some	of	the	
parts	you	said,	but	I	think	you	visited	Ryde.	I	hope	that	dear	Papa	is	
well	and	please	tell	dear	Mary	to	tell	Sophy(?)	that	my	bonnet	is	very	
pretty	and	that	I	like	it	very	much	indeed.	And	now	dearest	mother	
goodbye.	I	want	to	write	my	letter	to	my	darling	Clara,	so	with	best	
love	to	dear	Papa	believe	me,	Your	very	affectionate	child,	Emily							A	
thousand	thanks	for	your	second	letter.	I	shall	expect	some	cheques	
of	enormous	amount	from	Papa.	

	

13	September	1853	from	Emily	at	Springvale	IOW	

Dearest	Mother,	

What	a	darling	Mamma	you	are	to	write	to	me.	I	have	not	been	
anywhere	except	to	Ryde	yesterday.	We	drove	there	but	I	think	we	
shall	keep	very	quiet	for	Maria	requires	care	and	nursing.	I	have	
begun	my	picture	and	I	shall	submit	it	to	your	approval	on	my	return	
which	will	not	be	before	the	25th	I	fancy	for	Maria	wishes	me	to	go	
home	with	her	to	Endfield	and	paint	the	dress	there.	I	have	been	out	
a	good	deal	to	the	beach	reading	and	enjoying	at	every	minute	the	
lovely	prospect.	Give	my	best	love	to	dear	Jenny(?)	today.	It	is	very	
fine	but	cold	and	the	opposite	shores	look	so	very		pretty		-	the	sea	is	
a	bright	green	with	long	stripes	of	intense	blue	along	it	and	the	
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perpetual	change	of	shipping	looks	so	very	pretty.	I	succeeded	in	
finding	Chichester	Cathedral	this	morning	to	my	great	delight	
through	the	glass	after	cracking	my	eyes	to	see	it.	My	darling	mother	I	
know	you	like	so	much	for	me	to	have	these	pleasures.	I	so	hope	
some	of	these	days	we	may	all	go	together,	engage	a	nice	little	house	
and	be	quite	happy	–	would	not	that	be	pleasant	when	Georgey	boy	is	
back.	Maria	is	very	affectionate	and	I	have	every	comfort	–	too	much	-		
I	am	afraid	of	becoming	lazy,	but	I	try	to	remember	all	I	ought	to	do	
and	Mr	Leitches	directions	and	Sir	Coutts’s*	warm	encouragement,	
and	all	the	love	of	home	I	am	to	try	and	be	more	worthy	of.	Tell	my	
darling	Clara	I	mean	to	read	Gruchy(?)	and	now	goodbye		my	own	
darling	Mamma.	My	love	to	dear	Papa.	I	will	write	to	him	shortly.	
Your	very	affectionate	child,	Emily	

*Sir	Coutts	Lindsay,	1824-1913,	artist	and	water	colourist	

	

Undated	from	Emily	–	Saturday		(IOW	?)	

Dearest	Mother,	

A	thousand	thanks	for	your	letter	which	I	will	answer	today.	You	will	
be	glad	to	hear	that	I	shall	travel	with	Captain,	not	Mr	and	Mrs	Tindal	
to	London	in	the	same	carriage	without	paying		more,	for	the	second	
class	would	be	paying	through	all	…..?	from	Ryde	15/4d	and	a	fourth	
of	a	family	ticket	first	class	will	be	16/-,	so	that	it	is	finally	settled	that	
I	go	with	them.	I	think	I	shall	stay	at	Endfield	till	Tuesday	or	Monday	
following.	Dear	Maria	spoke	yesterday	of	calling	on	Clara	as	she	very	
much	wishes	to	see	her.	I	think	I	might	make	that	on	my	coming	
home	which	would	save	all	the	expenses	of	my	journey	except	my	
luggage.	About	Madame’s	picture	–	I	have	thought	that	I	should	like	
to	go	to	Brighton	Monday	fortnight,	that	is	the	3rd	of	October-	my	
birthday,	the	1st	being	on	Saturday,	and	I	had	rather	spend	that	day	at	
home,	or	if	dear	Clara	liked	we	could	go	to	Hampton	Court	in(?)	Mrs	
Halford’s	which	would	cost	nothing,	on	Tuesday	and	go	with	her	
Wednesday,	but	I	should	like	to	get	that	done	as	soon	as	possible		that	
I	may	work	at	my	pictures.	You	cannot	think	how	happy	these	
commissions	make	me	and	how	I	hope	to	be	able	to	succeed.	Maria	is	
going	to	make	her	maid	sit	to	me	in	her	dress	which	will	be	black	
velvet	and	white	lace.	Write	and	say	when	you	are	disengaged	so	that	
Maria	could	see	you,	I	mean	Clara,	and	you	dear	Mamma	she	would	
be	glad	to	see.	I	tried	the	moonlight	yesterday	and	found	it	difficult	
but	very	lovely,	-	and	now	I	mean	to	sketch	out	of	doors.	We	leave	
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here	on	Tuesday	before	the	post	comes	in	so	its	no	use	writing	to	me	
here	but	any	letters	at	Endfield	–	Captain	Tindal,	Endfield,	Middlesex,	
will	be	always	thankfully	accepted.	You	can’t	think	how	happy	your	
dear	letters	make	me.	Many	thanks	for	forwarding	Mrs	Hinde’s	letter.	
If	the	money	come	from	the	…..?		please	pay	Miss	Jager(?)		

	

	

21	Sept.	1853	St	Matthew’s	Day	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay,	
Glasgow	to	his	family.	

	

My	darlings,	

I	must	write	a	good	long	letter	now	to	make	up	for	lost	time.	I’m	
afraid	I	haven’t	written	for	2	weeks;	By	the	bye	,	while	I	think	of	it,	
could	you	go	to	Elliott’s	in	the	Strand	(I	think	it	is	just	opposite	Strand	
Hospital)	and	get	me	‘a	six-inch	ivory	sector’,	SECTOR.	It	will	be	7/6d	
I	think,	and	could	you	send	me	two	stamps	with	GAM	on	them	which	
you	will	find	in	my	tool	box.	It’s	all	very	fine,	darling	Clara	for	you	to	
say	that	truth	like	a	circle	goes	all	round	and	so	on,	but	it’s	perfectly	
evident	that	as	you	said	that	Religion	(better	say	Christianity	for	that	
is	the	only	religion	–	the	others	are	all	lies)	Christianity	was	not	
sensuous,	and	I	said	that	it	was	sensuous,	one	of	us	must	be	right	and	
the	other	wrong.	No	circle	could	include	a	proposition	and	its	
negation.	I	have	been	at	Cumbrae	for	a	few	days.	I	had	promised	
Bullen	to	communicate	with	him	at	his	first	communion,	and	as	he	
was	confirmed	the	other	day,	and	communicated	on	Sunday	last,	I	
went	down	on	purpose,	and	we	got	up	a	little	music	there.	At	
Christmas	they	go	about	the	town	singing	carols	in	the	street	just	
before	midnight,	and	it	sounds	very	beautiful.	Last	Christmas	Lady	
Glasgow	did	not	know	anything	about	it,	and	the	boys	had	gone	down	
and	were	singing	a	carol	(As	Joseph	was	a-walking)	and	her	Ladyship	
sent	Mr	Boyle	out	with	some	money	for	the	carol-singers.	Could	you	
send	me	the	buckles.	I	sent	the	bit	from	the	Spectator	ever	so	long	
ago	by	the	next	letter	I	wrote,	after	I	had	received	it.	Do	you	think,	
dear	Minnie	you	could	give	me	one	of	your	sketches	of	the	abbey.	
Haven’t	you	got	one	looking	east	from	about	the	middle	of	the	choir,	
so	as	to	take	in	the	ground	below	the	pulpit,	then	the	steps	up	to	the	
Sanctuary,	then	the	steps	beyond,	then	the	Altar	and	screen,	then	the	
treforium	and	clerestory	and	then	back	westward	up	to	the	transept	
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arches.	I	think	the	view	of	the	Apse	taken	in	that	way	is	the	most	
beautiful	in	the	whole	abbey.	I	quite	agree	with	you	about	Van	Dyke’s	
Charles	the	Martyr.	I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	of	poor	Mary	
Collier’(Collins’?)s	death	.	I	am	so	glad	you	are	reading	French,	you	
couldn’t	do	better.	He	is	the	Bishop	of	Oxford’s	examining	Chaplain	
and	a	first-rate	Church	man,	and	writes	a	very	nice	style,	and	his	
Miracles	and	Parables	are	first-rate	books.	I	read	the	Christian	Art	
but	I	haven’t	time	for	Thackeray.	I	want	very	much	to	read	
Archdeacon	Wilberforce’s	3	books.	Well,	everybody	speaks	so	highly	
of	them,	and	they	will	soon	be	the	text	books	everywhere.	They	are	
‘On	the	Doctrine	of	Holy	Baptism’,	‘On	the	Incarnation’	and	‘On	the	
Doctrine	of	the	Holy	Eucharist’.	I	wish	they	would	publish	cheaper	
editions	of	them,	but	they	are	going	to	do	so	soon	I	believe.	There	is	
an	uncommonly	nice	book,	not	on	religious	subjects,	exceedingly	well	
written	–‘Friends	in	Council’	(By	Arthur	Helps)	–I	am	sure	you	would	
like	it	very	much.	I	quite	agree	with	you	that	it	is	a	good	thing	Mrs	
Tindal	did	not	marry	Mr	Millingen,	for	whatever	else	he	may	have	
been	he	was	one	of	the	APISTOI	(written	in	Greek	letters)	as	we	call	
them	at	Cumbrae,	which	being	interpreted	signifies	an	unbeliever.	
The	Reverend	W	Adams,	the	man	who	wrote	those	splendid	
Allegories,	lived	at	Bonchurch	in	the	Isle	of	Wight,	so	perhaps	Minnie	
will	see	the	place.	I	have	had	a	letter	from	dear	Uncle	saying	that	Mr	
Burke	says	that	the	sooner	I	go	into	the	Pattern	shop	the	better.	Many	
thanks	for	your	efforts	for	‘The	King	for	ever’,	but	now	do	please	O	
Girls	if	you	have	any	compassion	send	‘The	Christ	Church	Bells’	at	
once.	I	asked	for	them	not	long	after	Easter.	I	really	should	be	so	
much	obliged	if	you	would	send	them.	Do	they	read	the	Prayers	for	
the	Cholera	yet	in	the	Churches	in	London.	They	do	at	Cumbrae.	
Many	thanks	for	your	letters	dear	Mamma	and	for	your	warnings	
about	the	Cholera.	I’m	quite	sure	living	here	does	me	a	great	deal	of	
harm,	so	I	shall	move	as	soon	as	I	can.	I	don’t	at	all	envy	Mr	Deacon	in	
Australia.	Many	thanks	for	the	promise	of	the	buckles	dear	Papa,	for	
which	I	am	no	end	of	obliged.	I	think	some	sight-singing	classes	have	
just	been	opened	in	Glasgow,	but	I	haven’t	time	for	them,	or	I	should	
like	to	go	to	them	very	much.	I	will	see	about	the	tools	as	soon	as	I	get	
into	the	Pattern	shop,	if	I	can	get	into	it,	for	it	is	a	difficult	thing.	Many	
thanks	for	your	letter	dear	Papa.	I	will	be	very	careful	about	the	
prescription	and	will	remove	as	soon	as	I	can.	The	smells	behind	the	
house	are	most	abominable	as	I	dare	say	Fred	will	have	told	you.	I	am	
so	glad	to	hear	about	Emily’s	portraits;	she’s	getting	on	famously.	Has	
Clara	tried	Pergolesi’s	‘Gloria	in	Excelsis’	in	G	yet?	I	should	like	you	all	
to	hear	it,	it	is	such	a	very	beautiful	piece	of	music.	Could	you,	dear	
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Papa	send	me	the	words	of	‘Froggy	he	would	a-wooing	go’,	and	
please	don’t	forget	dear	Papa	that	you	promised	to	send	me	a	history	
or	at	least	a	list	of	the	dates	of	all	the	principal	events	of	your	own	life	
and	Uncle’s,	and	grandpapa’s	and	great-grandpapa’s,	and	where	they	
lived	and	when	they	moved	and	where	they	were	born,	and	married,	
and	who	to	and	when,	and	where	they	died,	and	all	about	them,	and	
by	the	bye,	they	have	never	sent	me	my	baptism	certificate.	They	
could	easily	get	one,	at	St	Phillip’s	wasn’t	it,	by	Lloyd’s	Square.	I	went	
over	to	Arran	from	Cumbrae	and	went	up	Goatfell,	and	had	a	most	
splendid	view.	It’s	about	3,000	feet	high,	and	rather	tiring	going	up,	
and	then	we	went	about	a	20	mile	walk	up	Glen	Rosa	and	down	Glen	
Sannox.	You’ll	be	able	to	find	them	out	in	a	Bradshaw’s	map.	So	you	
may	guess	I	was	pretty	tired	when	I	got	back.	I	never	walked	such	a	
20	miles	before.	It	was	raining	all	the	way	(it	always	rains	there	
nearly)	and	no	paths	except	here	and	there	a	bit	of	a	sheep	walk,	and	
the	heather	up	to	your	knees	nearly	all	the	way.	You	ascend	some	
1500	feet	in	going	up	Glen	Rosa	and	descend	as	much	going	down	
Glen	Sannox.	I	took	off	my	shoes	and	stockings	and	walked	a	
l’ecossaise	part	of	Glen	Rosa,	but	when	we	came	to	the	climbing	part	
of	the	business	I	was	obliged	to	put	them	on	again.	The	worst	of	it	
was	the	heather.	It	was	so	very	tiring	walking	through	wet	heather	
up	to	your	knees,	and	there	was	an	infatuated	ARTIST	there	whom	
we	overtook,	and	who	had	got	of	all	things	in	the	world	an	
UMBRELLA	with	him,	and	who	would	stop	every	now	and	then	and	
make	a	sketch	under	his	umbrella.	It	was	a	great	comfort	every	now	
and	then	to	come	to	a	great	rock,	and	stand	to	leeward	of	it,	and	wrap	
my	plaid	tight	around	me	and	get	warm.	But	at	last	even	my	plaid	got	
wet	through,	or	very	nearly	so,	But	the	scene	at	the	Head	of	Glen	Rosa	
was	very	magnificent	–	or	rather	about	a	mile	from	the	head,	the	Glen	
stretches	on	before	you	for	about	a	mile;	a	narrow	glen	not	half	a	mile	
broad	with	a	steep	V,	flat,	continuous,	perfectly	unbroken	mountain	
sides,	2000	feet	high,	with	only	a	foot	to	½	inch	of	covering	(moss)	on	
the	rock,	and	in	many	places	not	that.	And	then	leading	your	eye	
inwards	to	a	most	glorious	amphitheatre	of	hills	at	the	end	of	the	
Glen,	of	the	same	height	as	the	sides	of	the	Glen,	except	in	two	places	
where	it	was	about	1500	feet	the	tope	of	the	hills	were	in	the	clouds	a	
great	part	of	the	time.	I	can’t	draw	it,	so	you	must	imagine	it.	And	
there	was	no	way	of	getting	out	of	this	amphitheatre	except	going	
over	the	hills	at	A	(referring	to	little	diagram)	where	we	got	down	
into	Glen	Sannochs.	But	the	worst	of	it	was	that	on	the	Glen	Sannochs	
side	the	hill	instead	of	going	down	gradually,	took	it	into	its	head	to	
go	down	all	at	once	which	was	very	inconvenient	for	us.	However	by	
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going	across	and	back	again	several	times	and	by	jumping	from	one	
stone	to	another	we	managed	to	get	down	;”wet	through”fails	to	
convey	the	idea	of	our	state	on	getting	home.	We	might	have	been	
wrung	like	so	many	towels	for	half	an	hour	and	then	have	looked	
forward	to	‘wet	through”as	a	happy	point	which	we	might	perhaps	
arrive	at	in	a	fortnight.	However	my	letter	won’t	go	today	if	I	don’t	
shut	up.	So	goodbye	darlings.	Ever	your	affectionate	son	and	brother.	

G	A	Macirone				

		

	

22	September	1853	From	GAM	at12	Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow	to	
his	father	

	

My	darling	Father,	

Do	you	remember	I	wrote	some	time	ago	asking	if	Clara	could	get	rid	
of	my	smoking	apparatus	for	me,	if	I	sent	them	up	to	town,	and	Clara	
said,	very	naturally,	that	she	had	no	opportunity,	but	I	find	that	they	
are	a	continual	temptation	to	smoke	–	hookahs	and	pipes	20	feet	long	
and	meerschaums	silver	mounted	etc	are	very	difficult	to	resist,	and	I	
feel	bound	in	honour	to	give	it	up	as	I	promised,	but	I	am	every	now	
and	then	breaking	my	rule,	so	don’t	you	think	if	I	were	to	send	them	
up	to	you,	you	could	send	them	to	some	tobacconist,	or	somewhere	
or	other,	and	sell	them.	I	don’t	like	to	give	them	away,	partly	because	
some	of	them	were	presents,	and	partly	because	I	owe	money	and	
should	like	to	pay	it	with	the	money	I	got	by	selling	my	pipes,	besides	
that	as	I	am	not	over	strong,	smoking	always	brings	on	lassitude	and	
laziness,	and	coming	home	at	6	pm	to	tea,	it’s	very	inviting	after	a	
hard	day’s	work,	so	if	you	think	you	could	sell	them	I	will	send	them	
all	down	in	a	box	of	some	kind.	Goodbye	dear	Papa.	Ever	your	dutiful	
and	affectionate	son,	G	A	Macirone	

Remember	me	in	your	prayers	dear	Papa.			

	

‘Autumn(?)	of	1853	or	thereabouts.	Letter	with	Uncle	William’s	
proposal	of	paying	part	at	least	of	his	expenses	at	Glasgow’(note	by	
Mary	Ann?)	
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From	GAM	to	his	family	

	

My	darling	Papa	and	Mamma	and	Clara	and	Minniekins,	

You	will	get	some	account	of	my	place,	and	of	the	Foundry	from	Fred	
I	suppose.	Really	dear	Mama	you	do	write	magnificent	letters.	When	I	
said	that	the	person	at	the	other	apartments	was	ladylike,	I	made	a	
slip	of	the	tongue,	because	she	is	not	a	lady	or	anything	like	it,	but	
still	there	is	a	great	difference	between	her	and	Miss	Anderson,	and	
the	balance	is	considerably	in	her	favour.	I’ve	just	this	minute	pulled	
a	great	big	brute	of	a	bug	from	under	my	shirt.	I	assure	you	it’s	no	
prejudice	at	all	about	the	Scotch	being	a	dirty	people.	I’ve	been	
infested	with	vermin	ever	since	I	came	here.	It’s	perfectly	beastly,	
and	yet	I	bathe,	or	used	to	bathe	on	and	average	more	than	once	a	
week.	On	the	subject	of	buckles,	by	the	bye	dear	Mamma,	-	do	they	
exist,	and	if	so	might	I	have	them,	the	little	ones,	about	so	size	
(diagram)	or	a	little	larger	perhaps.	I	was	told	buckle	shoes	were	
very	comfortable	by	a	friend	who	wears	them,	and	they	are	very	
cheap.	Bullen(?)	gave	me	the	music	all	right,	and	I	am	very	much	
obliged	for	it.	With	regard	to	Queech(?)	I	took	a	very	unreasonable	
dislike	to	the	book	partly	from	its	name	!,	partly	from	the	outside	of	
the	book,	but	found	my	instinctive	dislike	corroborated	afterwards	
by	what	I	heard	of	it.	Minnie’s	puns	are	most	abominable.	I	should	be	
quite	afraid	for	my	pockets	if	I	came	to	town	now.	By	the	bye	as,	O	
Minnie,	you	offer	to	make	something	for	me,	would	you	make	me	a	
chain	like	the	one	Clara	made	me	a	little	while	ago,	but	rather	longer.	
Of	course	I	do	not	come	to	England	now	–	I	suppose	you	have	heard	
the	last	news.	Is	it	not	delicious,	and	is	not	Uncle	extremely	kind.	He	
says	I	shall	certainly	not	be	wanted	until	next	June,	and	he	says	that	
Mr	Burke	said	to	him	‘that	your	residence	and	working	at	Napier’s	is	
of	such	high	importance	to	you	that	I	should	do	highly	wrong	to	take	
you	from	such	a	sphere	of	action	–	that	if	I	wish	to	serve	you	I	had	
much	better,	if	your	sister’s	want	of	means	influence	your	feeling,	
make	some	allowance	to	you,	and	this	I	am	the	more	willing	to	do,	
after	hearing	what	you	have	said	to	Fred	and	what	you	wrote	to	
me,’and	he	says	at	the	end	‘I	shall	be	glad	therefore	at	Christmas	to	
arrange	with	your	sister	for	such	aid	as	she	feels	she	may	need	for	me	
to	continue	you	in	your	present	position	until…..’….He	says	also..		‘	
keeping	you	always,	therefore		in	view	for	the	factory,	for	the	present	
I	should	incline	to	aid	your	sister	in	keeping	you	where	you	are,	or	in	
some	other	and	wider	school	of	practical	knowledge’.	So	I	have	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	107	-	

written	thanking	him,	though	not	saying	more,	as	I	thought	I	ought	
not	to	accept	it	without	dear	Papa’s	leave,	or	at	least	that	it	would	be	
much	better	for	me	to	say	nothing	about	the	business	part	of	the	
question,	but	to	leave	that	to	you	good	folks	at	home.	I	suppose	I	shall	
not	see	you	now	till	this	time	next	year,	it’s	really	very	horrid,	all	my	
apprentice	friends	and	Cumbrae	friends	are	going	home,	or	gone	and	
returned,	so	I	in	despair	at	any	other	solace,	have	invited	a	Cumbrae	
friend	who	like	myself	is	not	going	home	to	come	and	stay	a	day	or	
two	with	me	that	we	may	weep	together.	Please,	O	Clara	do	lend	me	
the	Bonnie	Christ	Church	Bells	if	you	have	any	compassion	in	you	at	
all	by	the	beginning	of	next	week.	I	told	you	the	Bishop	of	London	had	
been	preaching	at	the	College	at	Cumbrae	did	I	not.	He	was	staying	
there	with	the	Bishop	of	Argyll	who	is	now	Provost	of	the	College,	
and	will	live	there	all	the	winter	in	the	College,	which	is	to	become	
the	Cathedral	of	‘the	Isles’	instead	of	Iona.	The	Bishop	of	London	
went	away	with	his	wife	and	son	and	daughters	in	the	middle	of	the	
week,	with	his	Lordship	of	Argyll,	and	now	my	subject	is	exhausted	I	
think,	so	I	must	finish,	or	you	will	never	get	my	letter	–	you	see	I	
began	a	long	while	ago	as	it	is.	I	remain	dear	Papa,	Mamma	etc.	etc.	
your	dutiful	and	affectionate	etc.	son	and	brother.	

G	A	Macirone.			Thanks	for	letters	dear	Mamma	

	Sunday	after	Trinity	1853	from	George	Augustus	to	Emily	

My	darling	Minniekin,	
I	am	so	very	sorry	you	have	lost	your	pictures,	I	mean	your	
commissions.	I	think	I	shall	give	you	a	commission	to	paint	a	steam	
engine,	and	give	you	a	ticket	for	my	lecture	as	your	fee.	What	do	you	
say	to	the	bargain;	and	no	end	of	thanks	for	your	promise	of	a	
drawing	of	Westminster	Abbey.	You	are	a	……(???)	Do	you	think	you	
could	see	after	a	certificate	of	Baptism	for	me.	I	have	asked	no	end	of	
times	for	it.	You	could	get	it	at	St	Philip’s	behind	Lloyd	Square,	that	is	
to	say	if	I	were	baptised	there	and	I	always	understood	that	I	was.	I	
should	be	so	much	obliged.	By	the	bye	tell	dear	Clara	(	I	had	not	room	
in	her	note)	that	she	must	send	back	Marbeck(??)	(when	you	send	
other	things)	as	it	is	not	mine.	I	thought	it	might	be	useful	to	her	as	I	
know	she	thinks	of	composing	some	church	service.	The	creed	there	
is	particularly	beautiful.	What	is	your	next	picture	going	to	be,	darling	
?	I	think	King	Henry	VII’s	requiem	would	be	a	very	beautiful	one,	but	
not	in	quite	your	line	perhaps.	You	know,	or	perhaps	you	don’t	know,	
that	the	choristers	of	Magdalene	College	at	5.0	am	on	SS	Philip	and	
James’s	Day.	The	1st	of	May,	go	up	on	to	the	roof	of	the	tower	and	in	
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their	surplices,	sing	a	Requiem	for	King	Henry	VIIth	who	left	an	
endowment	to	the	College	for	the	purpose.	It	would	be	a	beautiful	
thing	to	paint	and	then	you	would	have	to	go	to	glorious	Oxford	to	
copy	it.	“Dear	God	I	pray	that	holy	place	For	thine	own	children	keep,	
When	we	ourselves	behold	this	face	,	And	neath	this	shadow	sleep”	
Now	mind	you	take	great	care	of	yourself	darling,	for	I	shall	want	a	
housekeeper	you	know,	some	day,	and	you	must	consider	your	
friends	……..(??)	Ever	your	loving	brother	G	A	Macirone.		
	

	5	October	1853	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay,	Glasgow	to	the	
family	

Darlings,	

I	must	write	to	you	all	together	for	I	can’t	manage	to	divide	my	
letters,	but	as	Minnie	does	for	some	reason	it	is	perfectly	impossible	
to	understand,	want	to	have	a	letter	from	me,	I’ll	write	her	one	in	the	
beginning	of	next	week		-		and	first	of	all,	no	end	of	thanks	for	the	
harmonies	to	those	tunes,	dear	Clara,	are	they	not	pretty	ones?	I	shall	
move	as	soon	as	I	can	–	I	will	send	my	smoking	things	early	next	
week,	and	I	will	also	enclose	in	the	box	a	copy	of	‘Marbeck’s	music	to	
the	Book	of	Common	Prayer’	which	a	friend	of	mine	sent	to	me	and	
which	I	think	you	might	like	to	see	dear	Clara.	Perhaps	it	may	be	
useful	–	it	is	the	first	music	ever	set	to	the	Prayer	Book,	after	it	was	
reformed;	and	I	also	enclose	a	pair	of	drawers	as	a	pattern	for	you	
dear	Mamma	or	Minniekin,	or	anybody	who	will	take	compassion	on	
me	to	make	some	from.	I	want	them	made	exactly	the	same,	the	same	
stuff	and	everything	the	same	size,	except	that	the	slit	at	the	side	of	
the	knee	should	be	an	inch	longer.	Dear	Minnie	you	are	a	brick	and	
write	most	admirable	letters,	for	which,	and	for	your	promise	of	a	
sketch	–gratias	benigne.	I	wish	you	had	seen	Bonchurch	while	you	
were	at	the	Isle	of	Wight.	By	the	bye	if	I	can	I	will	send	you	this	
month’s	number	of	the	‘Scottish	Ecclesiastical	Journal’.	I	think	you	
will	like	it.	I	suppose	it	will	contain	an	account	of	the	Enthronization	
of	Dr.	Wordsworth’s	brother,	the	Bishop	of	St.Andrew’s,	at	Reith.	It	is	
quite	delightful	after	all	the	difficulties	and	trials	the	Cathedral	there	
has	gone	through	to	see	it	all	right	at	last,	and	all	owing	to	the	Dean’s	
forbearance	and	firmness	and	winning	kindness	of	everybody,	for	as	
soon	as	a	man	is	introduced	to	the	Dean	or	rather	Provost	of	St.	
Ninian’s,	he	is	looked	to	be	a	friend	of	the	Cathedral.	I	was	nearly,	by	
the	bye,	driven	quite	mad	when	I	last	came	up	from	Cumbrae,	for	in	
addition	to	the	4	½	hours	journey,	which	is	bad	enough	in	itself,	an	
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abominable	heretic	I	suppose	he	was,	caught	hold	of	me	and	(I	think	
he	must	have	known	I	came	from	the	College)	laboured	nearly	the	
whole	way	to	prove	that	all	Romanists	must	inevitably	go	to	H….,	
those	were	his	very	words,	that	no	Roman	Catholic	could	be	saved;	
and	I	was	so	tired	of	him.	I	have	ordered	a	pair	of	cloth	gaiters	from	
Ewing	and	Wingate	as	I	have	only	low	shoes,	and	the	winter	and	
muddy	weather	is	coming	on.	I	have	received	the	buckles	all	right	for	
which	…..?	of	thanks	dear	Mamma,	they	are	just	exactly	the	size.	The	
stamps	are	certainly	in	the	tool	box,	I	think	dear	Mamma.	They	are	in	
the	top	or	second	drawers.	They	are	two	pieces	of	steel,	one	larger	
than	the	other,	each	having	GAM	on	one	end.	Most	of	the	tools	have	
been	stamped	with	them.	One	(the	larger	one)	is	for	wood	and	the	
other	for	iron,	I	am	pretty	well	now,	but	have	been,	to	say	the	least,	
unwell.	Do	you	know	that	song	“Phillis	is	my	only	joy,	Sometimes	
forward,	sometimes	coy”?	It’s	exceedingly	pretty,	do	get	it	if	you	don’t	
know	it.	The	words	of	“The	Battle	of	the	Baltic”	are	glorious	and	first	
rate	for	a	choral	song	I	should	think.	I	am	sorry	to	hear	that	Mr.	
Campanella	has	‘renounced	the	Catholic	faith,	seeing	that	“Whoever	
will	be	saved,	before	all	things	it	is	necessary	that	he	hold	the	
Catholic	faith”	I	suppose	my	dear	Mamma	made	a	‘lapsis	linguae’	and	
meant	that	he	had	renounced	‘Romanism’.	I	think	I	told	you	that	story	
about	the	Bishop	of	Worcester	and	Mr	Oldknow(?)	of	Birmingham.	
The	Bishop	began	a	speech	at	a	public	No	Popery	meeting	by	saying	
‘Opposed	as	I	am	on	principle	to	the	Catholic	faith’	(meaning	
Romanism)	–	Mr	Oldknow	who	was	behind	him	immediately	got	up	
and	said	in	a	low	voice	“Which	faith,	except	every	one	do	keep	whole	
and	undefiled,	without	doubt	shall	perish	everlastingly.”	The	Bishop	
turned	round	and	said	‘Sir,	I	beg	your	pardon.	Roman	Catholic	I	
meant’.	It’s	a	very	good	instance	of	how	much	the	words	were	
considered	by	…..?	some	10	or	20	years	ago.	I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	
Uncle	Warne	is	not	well.	I	hope	he	will	be	better	soon.	By	the	bye,	
could	you	get	me	some	India	rubber	rings	like	the	one	I	enclose.	By	
the	bye	I	have	got	at	last	some	book	shelves	that	you	told	me	I	might	
order	some	time	ago.	The	will	be	5/6d	about,	and	will	be	put	down	in	
the	next	account.	May	I	have	them	covered	in	green	baize,	as	they	are	
only	common	wood	and	don’t	look	at	all	nice	without	it.	When,	O	
Clara	are	you	going	to	send	me	my	silk(?)	mat.	My	friend	leaves	his	
lodgings	on	Saturday	next,	so	if	I	move	I	suppose	I	shall	move	in	
about	a	fortnight	or	three	weeks.	I	had	better	have	a	little	ready	
money	with	me	when	I	move	–	about	10/-	-	as	I	suppose	there	will	be	
sure	to	be	some	expense	connected	with	it.	Next	Thursday	is	the	
establishment	fast	day.	By	the	bye	there	is	a	piece	of	poetry	by	Coxe	
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that	is	not	in	the	ballads	I	sent	you	dear	Mamma,	so	if	I	can	copy	it	out	
for	you	I	will	send	it.	I	think	it	is	more	beautiful	any	of	those	you	have.	
How	are	Uncle	and	Aunt	Edward	and	cousins.	Please	give	my	love	to	
them.	I	will	write	on	Tuesday	if	I	can	and	send	the	pipes	at	the	same	
time.	Have	you	heard	of	the	loss	of	the	emigrant	ship	“Annie	Jane”?	
380	people	drowned,	about	half	a	dozen	of	the	survivors	are	
underneath	the	ship	alongside	of	the	river	opposite	…..?	now.	I	think	
about	a	hundred	people	were	saved.	But	I	must	close	now	or	the	
letter	will	not	go	off	tomorrow.	Goodbye	darlings.	

Yours	affectionately	G	A	Macirone					21st	Sunday	after	Trinity	1853			

	

	24	October	1853					Sevenoaks	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

My	own	dearest	Mother,	

I	have	written	to	our	darling	and	now	write	to	ask	you	if	you	will	be	
so	kind	as	to	see	after	those	letters	to	Mrs	Dickens	and	Miss	Gruch	(?)	
that	they	are	sent,	as	they	are	of	importance	and	I	have	not	the	heart	
to	ask	dearest	Clara	about	any	business	now	–	and	also	can	you	see	
that	the	4/-	is	sent	to	me	as	I	have	only	one	shilling	and	I	start	early	
on	Saturday	before	the	post	comes	in	–	so	could	it	be	posted	
tomorrow	ie:	Thursday.		I	have	finished	my	picture	and	made	one	
sketch	this	morning.	I	shall	finish	this	and	four	sketches	before	I	
come	home	as	the	weather	bids	fair	to	be	fine.		Pray	tell	me	what	
news	there	is	from	our	dear	boy.	I	should	so	like	to	know	all	about	
everything	I	think	that	I	shall	ask	no	end	of	questions	when	I	return.	
Please	dearest	mother	don’t	expect	another	letter	from	me	as	this	is	
my	last	stamp	and	I	shall	certainly	return	on	Saturday	about	one,	but	
don’t	wait	dinner	for	me	–	have	it	at	one	o’clock	as	it	may	be	more	
convenient	for	the	return	of	our	dear	boy	and	not	overtire	yourself	or	
Clara	as	I	know	how	busy	you	will	be.	Now	I	long	to	be	with	you.	Pray	
let	me	hear	from	you	how	you	all	are	–	and	don’t	forget	the	letters.		
Ever	dearest	mother,	your	very	affectionate	child	Emily.				Let	dear	
Papa	have	a	good	dinner	at	our	return	–	our	dear	boy’s	particularly	
will	be	exciting.	Kiss	dearest	Clara	for	me.	I	hope	that	I	may	have	the	
power	of	making	enough	to	send	her	away,	the	darling	girl.	I	shall	be	
a	contented	(?)substitute,	but	I	feel	I	have	no	right	to	wish	to	have	her	
any	more,	and	as	our	dear	boy’s	expenses	will	be	over	and	he	may	
even	be	an	assistance	I	am	sure	that	we	can	manage	very	well	if	I	get	
a	school,	or	something	of	that	sort.	Goodbye	dearest	mother.	Ever	
your	affectionate	child	Emily		
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Undated	from	Emily	–	very	faded	and	unclear	

My	own	dearest	Mother,	

I	cannot	leave	your	dear	letter………?	unanswered	though	I	really	do	
not	think	I	………..writing	to	dear	Georgy(?)	for	that	was	the	only	
letter	I	have	written	and	that	was	at	Clara’s	particular	request	as	
Georgy(?)		was	very	out	of	spirits.	The	fact	is	I	have	very	little	time	for	
writing	as	I	have	to	read	my	bible	and	make	my	bed	before	½	7	when	
we	breakfast.	Well	then	I	start	off	to	the	Park	and	am	not	home	
till……..?	I	have	no	time	but	in	the	evening		-	and	I	cannot	very	well	
separate	myself	from	them	to	write	after	having	been	away	the	whole	
day.	……?Kuch	has	had	another	touch	of	rheumatism	–	he	is	however	
better.	I	have	had	some	splendid	weather	which	thank	God	bids	fair	
to	continue.	I	am	really	getting	on	very	well	with	my	picture	which	
will	be	finished	this	week.	Uncle	Edward	takes	an	interest	in	it	second	
only	to	your	own	self.	I	improve	in	my	painting	and	have	painted	over	
again	what	I	did	at	first.	However	I	mean	to	do	my	best.	I	hope	you	
will	like	it.	Many	thanks	for	the	news	……?	the	buttons,	and	for	your	
dear	letters	which	are	really	more	than	I	deserve.	I	regret	for	your	
sake	George’s	not	coming	back	but	it	is	really	a	great	comfort	for	me	
to	stay	here.	I	shall	not	return	till	the	last(?).	Goodbye	darling	mother.	
God	bless	you.	Your	loving	child	Emily		Best	love	to	dearest	Clara	and	
Papa	.		

	

1	November	1853	from	Emily	

Dearest	Mother,	

I	got	there	very	safely	and	had	a	very	pleasant	drive	home	with	
Captain	Tindal	who	was	so	kind	as	to	run	to	the	station	to	meet	me,	a	
run	of	two	miles	and1/2.	We	had	an	inspection	of	the	portrait	which	
will	be	improved	in	the	likeness,	but	there’s	one	blessing		-	they	think	
it	a	pretty	picture,	and	I	do	not	doubt	I	shall	make	it	a	likeness.	I	so	
hope	I	shall	succeed	–	and	then	my	darling,	darling	Mamma	you	must	
always	be	with	me	to	….?	me	and	be	my	kind	indulgent	Mamma	to	
spoil	me	when	I	want	it.	I	shall	certainly	come	home	on	Wednesday	
but	not	before	6.0	I	dare	say.	We	have	lovely	weather	here	and	shall	
have	a	drive	in	the	open	carriage	in	the	afternoon	–	wouldn’t	you	
enjoy	that.	The	place	here	looks	very	pretty.	Best	love	to	dear	Papa	
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and	believe	me	always	darling	Mamma	your	loving	daughter	Minnie	
Macirone	

5	November	1853	from	Mary	Ann	to	brother	George	Perriman	in	
Hobart	

My	dear	George,	

I	have	great	pleasure	in	sending	you	some	of	Clara’s	music,	that	you	
may	at	least	see	if	you	do	not	hear	it,	but	I	am	in	hopes	the	Choral	
Songs	at	least	may	be	done	at	Hobart	Town.	“I	am	a	poor	man,	God	
knows”	is	always	an	especial	favourite	and	I	have	never	heard	it	
without	an	encore.	Mr	Hullah	(?)	who	has	introduced	Choral	singing	
all	over	England,	says	they	are	very	popular,	and	Mr	Hullah	having	
requested	Clara	would	write	some	more,	she	has	just	composed	four	
others	which	are	similar	(superior?)	to	these,	and	when	they	are	
published	we	will	send	them	to	you	if	Clara	do	not	bring	them	herself.	
What	I	told	you	in	a	former	letter	was	very	possible	……most	
probable,	viz	that	Clara,	our	good	and	excellent	child,	will	for	some	
time,	years	perhaps,	make	her	home	in	your	attractive	region.	It	will	
be	delightful……..Emily	and	George	are	prospering……….many	
blessings	to	us	all,	she	should	make	a	happy	home	I	trust	far,	far	away	
from	us,	but	still	linked	to	us	ever	by	every	tie	of	love	and	gratitude.	
The	means	that	my	dear	husband	lost	her	genius	has	supplied.	My	
children,	heaven	be	praised	inherit	their	father’s	talent	for	study.	
They	are	placed	in	professions	as	you	and	my	husband	should	have	
been.	Emily	has	just	painted	a	portrait	of	the	Lady	Lindsay,	which	has	
been	universally	admired,	and	which	has	procured	her	several	orders	
for	portraits,	but	she	most	loves	invention	when	she	has	time	for	it.	
My	boy	George	leaves	Glasgow	next	summer,	when	we	expect	he	will	
be	employed	at	his	Uncle	William’s	factory	at	Tottenham	although	
there	is	some	doubt	whether	William	can	gain	possession	so	soon,	as	
a	Mr.	Burke	who	had	agreed	to	go	out	of	the	concern	and	had	signed	
papers	to	that	effect	now	refuses	to	go	for	at	least	two	years.	
However	have	no	doubt	of	George’s	doing	well.	He	is	respected,	go	
where	he	will,	truthful,	generous	and	honourable,	as	is	I	think	and	
doubt	not,	Clara’s	intended.	George	and	Emily	love	him	dearly.	These	
are	qualities	that	wear	well	and	heaven’s	blessing	goes	with	him,	and	
even	if	wealth	be	wanting	happiness	can	be	found	on	far	more	
modest	terms.	Many	persons	with	not	a	tithe	of	Clara’s	genius	have	
been	more	prosperous	but	she	has	always	managed	to	live	like	a	
gentlewoman	and	supports….home	for	her	brother	and	sister.	Dear	
George	do	you	remember	saying	to	me	“What	I	wanted,	Mary,	was	a	
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happy	home”.	Though	George	had	the	three	years	he	was	at	College,	
he	studied	there	by	day	but	lived	at	home	all	his	leisure	hours.	Since	
then	he	started	at	Glasgow,	but	those	three	years	of	home,	and	love,	
have	preserved	him	untainted	far	from	us	and	domestic	restraint.	
Emily	has	just	told	me	that	the	affair	with	Mr.	Burke	is	a	private	
matter,	but	I	am	sure	I	have	little	thought	of	injuring	him	by	reporting	
it	to	you	our	antipodes,	although	Australia	is	by	commerce	and	
constant	communication	so	interwoven	with	England	that	what	is	
whispered	to	you	there	may		be	heard	here	in	our	streets.		

We	are	all	quite	well.	William	and	Clara	and	their	children	now	
growing	up.	Clara	(?Helena)good	and	a	fine	accomplished	woman.	
Edward,	his	wife	and	little	girl	are	all	well,	although	the	apprehended	
return	of	Cholera	next	year	makes	every	precaution	respecting	health	
more	than	usually	necessary.	You	doubtless,	far	from	the	city	and	
surrounded	by	your	own	hills	have	little	to	apprehend	and	I	suppose	
the	papers	are	with	you	as	with	us	only	two	or	three	months	after	
date,	but	a	remedy	for	the	Cholera	and	preventives	I	copied	from	the	
Times	are	so	simple	they	may	be	worthwhile	sending	to	you,	likewise	
a	remedy	of	my	husband’s	for	corns	and	tender	feet	which	has	
enabled	me	to	walk	better	now	than	I	have	done	for	many	years.	I	
had	corns	under	my	feet	which	always	caused	me	pain	when	I	walked	
and	therefore	avoided	exercise	as	much	as	possible	and	now	I	can	
resume	it	I	am	in	much	better	health,	more	cheerful	and	active	having	
also	read	in	a	medical	work	that	drinking	a	tumblerful	of	cold	water	
last	thing	at	night	and	morning	the	first	thing	was	an	effective	
remedy	for	correcting	indigestion	and	a	variety	of	ills	thereunto	
belonging.	I	resolved	to	try	it	and	have	found	the	most	beneficial	
results.	I	have	since	learned	from	other	persons	this	simple	remedy	
has	been	recommended	by	their	physicians.	This	is	certainly	not	a	
quack	medicine	and	can	be	procured	anywhere.	That	for	tender	feet	
is	simply	1/2	an	ounce	of	spirits	of	salts	to	about	twelve	times	that	
quantity	of	water,	moisten	a	small	piece	of	flannel	and	apply	it	every	
night	to	the	corns	and	I	have	found	by	keeping	it	on	all	night	my	feet	
after	some	time	are	no	longer	tender	and	the	corns	die	away.	Lemon	
juice	was	recommended	but	lemons	here	are	more	expensive,	
perhaps	you	grow	them	there	and	they	cost	nothing.	

Preventive	and	cure	for	Cholera	published	in	the	Time	Oct.	15th.1853	
with	a	letter	of	which	the	following	passage	is	an	extract.	

“As	a	clergyman	I	have	had	many	opportunities	of	trying	the	remedy	
and	in	no	case	did	the	patient	die,	the	recovery	being	speedy	and	
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perfect.”	Charles	Caulfield	,	Creag	Rectory,	Skibbereen	and	132	
Sackville	Street,	Piccadilly.		

The	preventive	is	simply	a	small	teaspoonful	of	charcoal	three	or	four	
times	a	week	in	a	cup	of	coffee	or	other	vehicle	in	the	morning.	The	
charcoal	was	tried	as	a	preventive	in	a	large	plantation	in	the	
Mauritias,	and	not	a	single	individual	out	of	800	was	attacked	with	
Cholera.	

When	attacked	with	Cholera	a	mixture	of	one	ounce	of	charcoal,	one	
ounce	of	laudanum,	one	ounce	of	brandy	or	other	spirits	well	shaken	
together	may	be	given,	a	teaspoonful	every	five	minutes.	In	half	and	
hour	I	have	known	this	effectively	relieve	and	stay	the	disease.	As	the	
patient	becomes	better	the	mixture	may	be	given	at	longer	intervals	.	
I	have	known	patients	in	the	blue	state	….relapses,	perfectly	recover	
in	a	few	hours.	

	

Undated copy or draft. From Mary Ann to brother George Perriman 
in Hobart 
Dear George, 
It seems very ungrateful to say so, but indeed your letters give me more 
pain than pleasure. I would rather learn that you are happy than receive 
money from you with gloom overhanging as if evil were looming. It is 
evident Mr. and Mrs. Rennie are gone and you are left desolate, with as 
you say, failing health and a mind preying upon itself. 
My dear George, there is but one thing you must have, - change. If you 
can sell your farm for what will suffice for your personal comforts and 
relieve you of a weight of care and anxiety, or if you cannot find a 
purchaser could you not find a safe tenant with whom you could leave 
your farm while you came over to England ? Mr. Tripp, a lawyer at 
Melbourne is a man in excellent practice and of undoubted honour in 
England. He having at that time a wife and family threw up a most 
advantageous situation, (when) required to act inconsistently with his 
principles when he was steward to another man who wished him to exact 
more from his tenants than they could safely pay. Mr. Tripp is a man who 
can give you most satisfactory information respecting him and is to be 
thoroughly depended on for integrity and just dealing. I would stake 
much on his truth and honour. Indeed I think it would be worth thinking 
upon. 
Our boy will stay at Napiers a few months longer and then he will enter 
the Queen’s service as naval engineer, having been working in Scotland 
at Napiers marine engine factory. This would be more advantageous to 
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him in every point of view than entering immediately his Uncle’s factory 
at Tottenham, even if there were employment there for him. My sister has 
every wish to see him there and William will serve him if he can. He is 
such a truly good fellow I have no fear for his doing well, he will always 
be an honourable good man with the most generous affections and 
……..his sisters. 
You speak of marrying. If the person you attach to is a truthful gentle 
affectionate woman to be depended on as one who will make you happy 
it is every way desirable dear George. 
 
Rest	torn	and	illegible.	

	

25	and	29	November	1853	

Two	letters	in	Italian	from	Emily	to	her	father,	on	which	he	has	
written	

1.Prima	lettera	da	mia	carina	and	2.	La	seconda	lettera	da	Emilia	
Italiano	senza	il	dizionario.		

Envelope	addressed	to	George	stamped	30	December	1853	c/o	
W.Warne	Esq.	3?	Clarendon	Rd.	North,	Notting	Hill.	

	

2	December	1853	from	GAM	at	12	Anderston	Quay	Glasgow	to	
Emily	

My	darling	Minniekin,		

I	want	to	explain	to	you	about	the	sketch	I	want	you	to	make.	I	don’t	
think	it	will	be	difficult	-	if	you	only	understand	what	I	want	will	you	
be	such	a	‘Ma…?	Sa…?’	?	as	to	make	it	for	me.	I	send	two	pieces	of	
paper	in	order	that	you	may	sketch	it	in	if	you	like	on	the	one	with	
ink	lines	first,	as	the	one	with	no	ink	lines	is	the	one	I	want	it	drawn	
on.	I	want	you	to	draw	it	with	pen	and	vermilion,	in	light	thin	lines	
like	your	pen	and	ink	sketches.	Well,	now	to	describe	it.	At	the	
bottom	is	a	crucifix	on	three	steps	with	INRI	in	small	letters	at	the	
top,(and	remember	to	make	it	as	nearly	the	same	O	Girl	as	you	can,	
with	the	exception	of	my	bad	drawing,	especially	remember	that	our	
Blessed	Lord’s	head	leans	to	the	same	side	in	your	drawing	that	it	
does	in	mine	ie:	towards	His	right	hand	and	remember	that	there	is	
only	1	nail	through	the	two	feet)	and	the	B.V.Mary	on	the	right	side	
and	St.	John	on	the	left	side	of	our	Lord,	then	there	is	a	glory	around	
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this	and	the	lines	of	the	‘Nimbus’	or	glory	must	begin	nearer	the	cross	
than	the	figures	of	the	Blessed	Virgin	and	St.	John	and	pass	through	
them,	(because	Our	Lady	and	St.	John	do	not	cause	any	part	of	the	
glory,	it	comes	from	Our	Lord	only)	and	the	nimbus	must	be	all	round	
the	crucifix	below	as	well	as	above	and	at	the	sides,	(to	signify	that	
the	crucifixion	affects	those	who	were	dead	(in	the	ground)	at	the	
time)	–	Then	I	want	a	vine	to	grow	imperceptibly	out	of	this	glory	on	
both	sides	and	gather	into	a	trunk	about	an	inch	or	so	from	the	
crucifix	on	both	sides,	then	(you	know	the	appearance	of	the	trunk	of	
a	vine)	let	this	trunk	go	on	in	the	track	I	have	made	for	it,	or	
something	like	it,	giving	off	fruit	and	vine	leaves	all	the	way	and	with	
the	front	of	the	trunk	looking	first,	(I	want	it	to	look	like	a	path	going	
up	on	along	the	trunk),	then	in	the	middle	of	each	side	I	want	the	
trunk	to	open	as	it	were,	as	if	the	side	nearest	us	opened	and	showed	
what	was	inside,	then	to	return,	the	trunk	closes	again	and	goes	on	
(still	showing	the	path	on	its	surface)	and	giving	off	fruit	and	leaves,	
and	at	last	merges	itself	into	the	Glory	round	a	triumphal	or	floriated	
cross	in	the	centre	of	the	top.	You	can	put	some	small	figures	going	
up	the	path	on	the	trunk,	if	you	like,	put	them	in	Pilgrim’s	habits,	a	
long	gown	tied	at	the	waist,	a	long	staff	in	the	hand,	(no	sword,	it	is	
somebody	else’s	sword	he	is	carrying	in	the	drawing),	a	flattish	hat	
turned	up	in	front	with	a	cockle	shell	on	the	front	of	the	turned	up	
part,	and	another	cockle	shell	on	the	sleeve,	and	sandals	laced	to	the	
foot,	and	a	round	bottle	of	water	hanging	to	the	side.	You	must	send	
me	the	sketch	back	as	it	is	out	of	my	scrap	book,	and	now	I	have	told	
you	all	except	what	is	to	be	put	in	the	‘Vesica	Piscis’	or	rather	in	the	
two	‘Vesicae	Piscis’,	but	as	they	are	both	to	be	the	same	it	will	do	to	
describe	one	of	them.	The	design	is	a	chalice	and	paten	with	the	
chalice	veil	hanging	over	them	standing	on	the	middle	of	the	front	of	
the	altar,	with	the	crucifix	(standing	on	the	middle	of	the	super	altar)	
appearing	behind,	partly	hid	by	the	chalice,	so	that	beginning	at	the	
top	you	have	successively	Crucifix,	top	of	Chalice,	Super	Altar,	behind	
bottom	of	Chalice,	Super	frontal	,	Fringe	to	Super	frontal	.	I	have	
made	in	my	own	(very	bad)	way	a	sketch	of	my	design	by	the	side	of	
the	plan,	and	a	little	larger	than	it	is	to	be	in	the	drawing,	and	I	
enclose	a	large	sketch	of	an	altar,	in	order	that	you	may	understand	
it.	In	the	sketch	you	are	supposed	to	be	looking	from	below,	down	in	
the	nave,	and	so	the	chalice	looks	a	good	deal	higher	and	hides	a	good	
deal	more	of	the	Crucifix	than	it	does	in	the	large	sketch,	as	it	is	right	
at	the	front	of	the	altar,	and	the	Crucifix	is	right	at	the	back.	Perhaps	it	
would	make	it	more	clear	to	you	if	I	make	a	small	sketch	of	the	
Chalice,	here.	(Sketch)	1st	there	is	the	‘Paten	with	the	bread’,	that	
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shape,	then	the	Chalice,	something	of	this	shape	–a	semicircular	bowl	
on	a	thin	stem	with	a	boss	in	the	middle	of	the	stem	to	hold	it	by,	and	
a	wide	spreading	foot.	After	the	consecration	the	Paten	is	put	on	to	
the	top	of	the	Chalice,	it	being	made	so	that	the	dish	part	of	the	Paten	
fits	into	the	Chalice,	and	a	veil	called	the	‘Chalice	Veil’	is	put	over	it.	It	
is	a	square	veil	of	very	thin	light	open	work	so	that	the	shape	and	
form	of	the	Chalice	is	clearly	seen	through	it,	the	corners	of	it	just	
touch	the	altar	thus	(Sketch)-	that	is	something	like	but	it	is	too	
broad,	and	so	is	the	under	one,	and	the	folds	I	dare	say	are	not	quite	
artistic	but	you	will	do	that	all	right,	and	now,	enough		of	that.	No	end	
of	thanks	for	you	darling	letters.	Ever	your	loving	brother	G	A	
Macirone			Pray	for	me.	

	

Undated	From	George	Augustus	to	Emily	

My	dear	Minnie,	

I	just	take	up	this	slip	of	paper	to	say	a	word	or	two	for	fear	you	
should	think	I	was	quoting	St.	James	against	the	XIIth	Article.	The	
Article	says	‘Wherefore	that	we	are	justified	by	faith	only	is	a	most	
wholesome	doctrine,	and	very	full	of	comfort,	as	more	largely	is	
expressed	in	the	Homily	of	Justification’.	Now	if	the	Article	had	said	‘	
Wherefore,	that	we	are	justified	by	faith	only	is	a	most	wholesome	
doctrine	and	very	full	of	comfort’	and	had	said	no	more,	I	could	not	
have	signed	it,	believing	it	to	be	heresy,	seeing	that	St.	James	says	‘Ye	
see	then	how	that	by	works	a	man	is	justified,	and	not	by	faith	only’	
But	the	Article	goes	on	‘As	more	largely	etc….’	so	that	it	may	I	
conceive	be	paraphrased	thus,	‘Wherefore	that	we	are	justified	by	
faith	only	(in	the	manner	in	which	this	is	explained	in	the	Homily	on	
Justification)	is	a	most	wholesome	doctrine	and	very	full	of	comfort’.	
Now	it	is	I	conceive			from	this	quite	clear	that	the	Article	uses	the	
phrase	in	a	different	sense	from	St.	James	ie;	in	a	peculiar	secondary	
sense,	different	from	its	primary	one.	If	you	will	read	the	Homily	on	
Justification,	you	will	find	that	it	states	the	Catholic	doctrine	of	
Justification	very	strongly	and	does	not	at	all	give	in	to	the	Puritanical	
notions	of	‘faith	only,’	which	are	plainly	repugnant	to	the	words	of	St.	
James.	Nothing	can	be	plainer	than	‘and	not	by	faith	only’.	Goodbye	
my	darling.	God	bless	you.	Ever	your	loving	brother	G	A	Macirone	

	

Undated	fragment	from	GAM	to	his	family		
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…………….such	horrible	remarks	upon	my	writing.	I	am	very	glad	you	
have	read	Macaulay	on	Cranmer	because	it	really	is	worth	reading,	all	
the	more	now,	when	some	infatuated	people	are	actually	talking	of	
building	a	church	to	be	dedicated	to	St.	Cranmer,	or	at	least	to	all	the	
Protestant	martyrs,	in	Smithfield.	If	they	do,	of	course	the	Romans	
will	immediately	build	one	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	street	to	the	
Roman	Martyrs	and	then	the	community	of	St.	Michael’s	clerks	
(which	you	must	know	means	thieves)	will	build	one	to	all	the	
Martyrs	who	have	been	hanged	at	Newgate	–	and	the	three	
congregations	will	have	a	regular	set-to	fight	every	time	they	come	
out	of	church.	Have	you	sent	the	+	to	Mrs	Fortescue	?	Many	thanks	
for	the	£2.0	which,	by	the	bye	I	ought	to	have	acknowledged	before.	I	
suppose	I	had	better	send	off	this	note	at	once	without	waiting	to	
finish	it	as	I	had	intended	when	your	other	notes	come.	It	is	a	
beautiful	day.	I	am	going	to	try	and	get	my	dog	back	as	I	really	don’t	
see	that	I	get	any	advantage	of	him	while	he	is	50	miles	off	down	the	
water.	They	have	got	(really	I	suppose	I	ought	not	to	blame	them),	so	
very	doleful	and	miserable	here	lately.	I	think	they	must	take	a	turn	
for	the	better	soon	or	they	will	become	vinegar,	‘cum	duplicantur	
lateres,	mores	venit’(?)	which	is	to	say	things	must	take	a	turn	when	
they	come	to	the	worst.	I	have	begun	to	whistle	5	or	6	times	today,	
and	stop	dead	after	the	first	5	or	6	notes.	I	shall	go	melancholy	mad	
before	long.	How	very	beautiful	the	Christian	Year	for	today	is	–	
especially	the	verse	‘Even	so	in	silence..’	There	are	2	or	3	penny	
papers	coming	out	in	Glasgow	when	the	Stamp	Abolition	Bill	is	
passed.	Have	you	seen	the	Miss	O’Briens	any	more,	and	how	do	you	
like	them?	I	hope	when	I	come	to	town,	to	come	as	working	for	
Napier,	at	some	engines	he	is	putting	into	ships	in	town,	so	as	to	have	
something	to	do	if	there	should	be	……?	

Goodbye,	darlings.	Yours	very	affectionately,	G	A	Macirone		

	

19	December	1853	from	Mary	Ann	to	brother	George	Perriman	
at	Cocknies	Farm	Hobart	

My	dear	George,	

The	purpose	of	this	letter	has	been	long	on	my	mind,	a	few	words	I	
was	aware	might	cause	much	happiness,	remove	so	much	doubt	and	
anxiety		(perhaps	for	years)	from	two	loving	hearts,	and	fix,	I	trust	a	
happy	home	in	Australia,	but	those	words,	dear	George,	were	those	
most	repugnant,	I	cannot	tell	you	how	repugnant,	to	appeal	to	you	for	
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that,	which	you	are	always	too	ready	to	give,	I	fear	for	your	own	
comfort,	and	welfare.	But	you	know,	Clara	is	attached	to	a	gentleman	
who	left	England	last	May	twelve	month.	He	went	to	try	his	fortune	
there	in	hopes	to	expedite	his	power	of	settling,	which	in	England	is	
often	necessarily	delayed	till	the	prime	of	life	is	past.	He	wrote	over	
to	Clara	some	months	ago,	he	had	written	several	letters	before	
which	she	had	never	received.	Clara	received	one	September	29th.	
wherein	he	stated	he	had	been	successful,	and	urged	her	coming	over	
to	him	as	soon	as	possible,	but	here	was	the	difficulty,	everything	
Clara	had	earned,	or	could	earn,	was	unavoidably	spent	as	soon	as	
gained,	or	even	sooner,	George’s	expenses	at	College	and	Glasgow,	
were	a	perpetual	drain	upon	her,	besides	housekeeping	etc.	Do	not	
for	this	think	that	George	is	a	selfish	creature	who	wished	that.	No,	he	
often	begged	to	go	to	sea	where	he	would	have	been	sent	by	the	Blue	
Coat	School	with	a	regular	outfit,	and	his	Papa	could	have	got	him	
into	the	office	of	a	friend	of	his,	a	respectable	merchant,	but	Clara	
feared	that	if	placed	there	he	might	remain	a	Clerk	for	life	on	a	
narrow	stipend,	whereas	if	placed	in	a	profession,	he	might	
reasonably	look	forward	to	a	comfortable	independence.	For	this	she	
has	braved	every	difficulty	and	next	summer	we	expect	him	back	to	
London	to	take	a	situation	in	his	Uncle’s	factory	which	promises	to	be	
very	advantageous	to	him.	Emily	is	certainly	rising	in	her	profession	
but	I	cannot	see	how,	without	some	help	Clara	can	have	any	thought	
of	settling,	plus	the	expense	of	her	passage	out	and	a	new	outfit.	Now	
the	truth	is	out.	The	prophet	says	“Hope	long	deferred	maketh	the	
heart	sick.”	I	should	wish	its	brightness	to	gladden	hers.	Heaven	bless	
you,	dear	George.	These	glorious	prospects	in	Australia		will	I	
suppose	fix	you	there.	I	only	wish	I	could	pay	you	a	visit,	but	that	is	
impossible,	as	jumping	over	the	moon.	Shall	we	never	see	each	other	
again	in	this	world	?	Dear	George,	I	think	a	voyage	hither	might	give	
you	pleasure	and	improve	your	health.	Heaven	bless	you	and	give	
you	peace,	now	and	ever	your	affectionate	sister	

Mary	Ann	Macirone	

	

30	December	1853	Emily	to	George	

	Darling	Papa	

Many	thanks	for	your	forwarding	the	letters.	The	letter	you	were	
concerned	about	from	the	British	Institute	was	nothing	but	a	private	
circular	stating	where	the	pictures	were	to	be		sent,	and	to	allay	any	
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anxiety	I	hope	that	you	will	open	any	letter	that	you	feel	anxious	
about	to	me.	We	are	delighted	with	Aunt’s	plan	of	our	being	all	
together.	I	hope	you	are	all	quite	well	and	that	dear	Aunt	is		……?		and	
will	not	suffer	any	more	from	Mr.	Burke.	I	called	yesterday	on	Lady	
Lindsay	who	was	very	kind	and	who	starts	directly	for	the	continent.	
She	will	be	back	in	May.	We	are	seeing	all	the	…..?		but	I	must	not	say	
too	much	or	we	shall	have	no	news	when	we	see	you,	which	will	be	
tomorrow.	Mrs	Hale	will	bring	us	I	believe.	And	now	goodbye,	
Darling	Papa.	Give	my	love	to	darling	Mamma	and	Aunt,	cousins	and	
Uncle,	and	believe	me,	Always	your	very	affectionate	daughter	Emily	
Macirone	

Undated	(	’54?)		from	Clara	to	her	parents	
	

Dear	Papa	and	Mamma,	
Am	I	not	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	splendidly.	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	this	was	to	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	actually	want	of	faith,	yet	it	is	so	very	possible	
that	Heaven	might	think	it	best	for	me	to	suffer	and	I	have	so	little	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	was	father	and	brother	combined	or	‘rolled	into	one’.	I	was	very	hastily	
sent	for	by	him	at	the	RA	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………..(??)	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	hear	a	sermon	worth	listening	to	down	there.	My	salary	will	be	5	guineas	
a	week	but	……..(??)	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	Mason	who	instructs	the	Queen	and	all	the	Royal	Family	and	is	the	first	now	
beyond	dispute,	for	very	little.	Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara.	
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Should	you	mind	Lieschen	coming	on	Sunday	evening	?	Pray	excuse	
my	handwriting.	I	have	had	a	headache	and	cannot	do	anything	
well.	

	

	

4	January	1854	from	George	Augustus	in	Perth	to	Mary	Ann	

My	darling	Mother,	
Very	many	happy	returns	of	the	day	to	you,	and	I	hope	you	will	enjoy	
it	,	and	now	to	give	you	a	good	long	letter,	perhaps	I	had	better	
answer	all	the	letters	I	have	received	in	this,	and	then	you	can	send	it	
to	Clara	and	Emily	when	you	have	done	with	it.	No	end	of	thanks	for	
your	darling	letters	dear	Mamma	and	Emily	and	Clara	also,	and	now	
to	answer	them	-		Many	thanks	for	Christmas	wishes.	No	end	of	
thanks	for	your	drawing,	darling	Minniekin.	Never	mind	the	Pilgrims,	
it	was	beautifully	done.	Please	give	my	love	to	Laura	and	Cissy	and	
wish	them	Happy	Christmas	from	me.	No	end	of	thanks	for	the	mat.	It	
is	worked	most	beautifully,	but	the	pattern	does	not	come	out	so	well	
as	I	thought	it	would,	but	that	is	my	fault.	Excuse	bad	writing	but	the	
cold	is	so	intense	and	I	have	just	come	in	from	Church.	I	hope	you	
have	enjoyed	yourselves	at	the	Hall’s.	By	the	bye,	make	the	oilskin	
bags	about	the	size	of	the	hairbrush	bags		-		the	hairbrush	bags	do	
beautifully.	Man	y	thanks	for	the		….(?)	board	and	muffatees.	I	have	a	
pair	of	muffatees	already	in	glasgow,	so	I	gave	that	pair	to	the	
provost.	Mind	you	remember	me	very	kindly	to	Mrs	Hall	and	to	Miss	
Warne.	Many	thanks	for	your	poem	dear	Mamma.	It	is	exceedingly	
beautiful.	I	congratulate	you	dear	Emily	on	the	success	of	your	
pictures	and	wish	you	joy.	My	love	to	Uncle	and	Aunt	and	the	same	to	
Helena.	I	will	write	to	Charlie	about	my	college	expenses	and	if	Uncle	
is	only	going	to	send	Herbert	to	the	Chemistry	lectures	the	expense	
will	be	just	the	expense	of	the	lectures,	about	£2.2.0	a	term,	I	think,	
with	his	stationery	expenses,	and	as	I	understand	from	your	letter	
that	that	is	what	Uncle	wants	I	suppose	I	need	not	make	out	my	
college	expenses	unless	you	write	again.	Mind	you	remember	me	to	
Mr	Dilke	next	time	you	see	him.	By	the	bye	I	must	get	some	worsted	
socks	as	I	have	only	three	pairs	and	they	are	worn	out.	Now	I	have	
answered	all	your	letters,	and	I	will	begin	my	own	letter.	I	spent	
Christmas	Day	at	Cumbrae,	going	there	on	Friday	and	a	most	glorious	
service	we	had,	with	such	beautiful	moss	wreaths	around	the	
polished	granite	pillars	and	everlasting	flowers	and	sprigs	of	box	
which	we	steeped	in	a	solution	of	alum	until	the	alum	crystalised	on	
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them	interspersed	in	the	wreaths,	and	when	the	church	was	lit	at	
midnight	the	crystals	all	sparkled	so	beautifully.	All	the	choir	went	
out	of	the	College	in	procession	when	the	bells	ceased,	in	their	
surplices	and	walked	round	by	some	flights	of	steps	to	the	church	
door	and	entered	singing	the	111th	psalm.	You	can’t	think	how	
beautiful	the	effect	was	of	the	long	row	of	surplices	going	up	and	
down	the	broad	flights	of	steps	singing,	and	the	cold,	dark,	clear	night	
(no	moon)	and	the	next	night	(Christmas	Night	they	sang	Adeste	
Fideles)	in	procession	and	we	had	(at	the	midnight	service	on	
Christmas	Eve)	full	choral	communion	service.	The	albs	and	
chasubles	make	such	an	immense	difference	for	they	are	so	much	
more	beautiful	than	the	surplices	at	celebrations.	On	Monday	I	came	
to	Perth	and	was	most	kindly	received.	On	Tuesday	I	proposed	a	walk	
with	Eddie	Fortescue	to	Alyth(?)	as	I	had	promised	to	go	and	see	Mr	
Sandford	there	at	Christmas.	But	Mrs	Fortescue	thought	it	was	too	far	
for	Eddie	to	walk,	and	so	he	walked	with	me	to	Coupar	-	Angus,	about	
13	or	14	miles	and	we	called	on	the	Dean	of	St	Andrew’s	with	a	
message	from	Mrs	Fortescue.	Well,	when	there	the	Dean	said	we	
must	stay	there	all	night,	so	we	slept	there	that	night	(Tuesday)	and	
the	next	morning	I	sent	Eddie	back	to	Perth	by	train	and	walked	on	
too	Alyth,	about	8,	10	or	12	miles	(accounts	differ)	.	As	we	were	
coming	to	Coupar	we	passed	through	Old	Scone,	about	half	a	mile	
from	Scone	Palace,	and	there	was	such	a	glorious	market	cross	
(drawing),	preserved	perfectly,	on	5	steps	and	so	beautifully	carved,	
and	all	perfect,	and	then	the	road	was	so	beautiful.	We	passed	by	
Burnam	Wood	and	saw	Dunsinane	Hill.	The	snow	came	on	about	4	
miles	before	we	got	to	Coupar		-	a	very	bad	snowstorm	–	for	by	
evening	there	was	8	or	9	inches	of	snow	and	a	hard	frost.	I	am	so	
sorry	that	I	had	no	time	to	go	to	Glamis	(pronounced	Glams)	Castle.	
The	next	day	(Wednesday)	I	went	on	to	Alyth	and	the	snow	made	it	
very	tiring	walking.	Besides	as	I	had	only	cotton	socks	on	my	feet	
were	wet	through.	Going	there	I	had	to	pass	through	Meigle(??)	and	
there	was	a	beautiful	road	arched	over	with	trees	for	about	two	miles	
before	I	got	to	Meigle,	and	at	the	end	of	a	long	perspective	of	these	
trees	I	saw	our	church.	It	looked	very	beautiful,	all	the	snow	on	the	
ground	and	trees	and	(as	the	road	was	elevated)	10	or	12	miles	of	
country	(as	far	as	the	Grampians	on	one	side	and	the	hills	of	
Strathearn	on	the	other)	all	covered	with	snow	,	and	looking	up	the	
glens	of	the	Grampians	were	the	veritable	highlands.	I	never	saw	
anything	that	reminds	me	so	much	of	the	hill	country	of	Judea,	as	
these	glens	and	hills	of	the	Grampians,	and	then	at	the	end	of	the	road	
in	the	vista,	the	little	chapel	with	its	gables	and	buttresses	and	
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windows	all	outlined	with	snow	and	the	little	bellcote	above	all,	and	
the	cross	all	outlined	and	glistening	with	the	snow.	Well	then	I	turned	
off	the	main	road	to	the	north,	and	went	to	Alyth	lying	so	beautifully	
situated	at	the	foot	of	the	Grampians,	with	and	immense	moor	before	
it,	in	which,	the	Dean	told	me	for	my	consolation	before	I	set	out,	a	
man	had	been	lost	in	the	snow	two	years	before.	Well,	I	got	to	Alyth	
and	found	my	way	over	all	sorts	of		bridges,(a	mountain	stream	runs	
through	the	principal	street	of	the	town)	to	Mr	Sandford’s,	who	I	
found	to	be	out	on	a	visit	at	a	house	called	Kinloch,	belonging	to	
‘Kinloch	of	that	Ilk’,	but	he	was	expected	home	at	between	5	and	6	,	
so	I	took	off	my	shoes	and	stockings	and	had	them	dried	and	
wrapped	my	feet	up	in	my	plaid	and	sat	before	the	fire.	Well,	no	Mr	
Sandford	came	,	and	the	servant	that	the	roads	were	so	bad,	the	snow	
about	a	foot	deep	in	some	parts	and	the	thermometer	at	about	19,	
that	she	didn’t	think	he	would	come	home	that	night,		and	she	offered	
me	a	bed	in	the	house	and	brought	up	dinner.	I	took	dinner	but	
thought	it	better	not	to	stay	and	so	off	I	set	for	Coupar-Angus	and	got	
out	of	the	town	as	the	clockes	were	striking	7.	I	wrapped	my	plaid	
tight	around	me	and	as	I	left	the	town	went	into	the	inn	for	a	glass	of	
whiskey,	and	then	asked	the	landlady	the	way	to	Coupar,	as	I	thought	
it	possible	there	might	be	some	nearer	way	than	the	road	I	had	come	
to	expedite	my	return,	the	difficulty	beig	that	I	had	to	cross	a	broad	
river,	with	no	bridge	for	12	or	13	miles.	However	I	fond	there	was	
another	road	which	crossed	the	river	by	a	ferry,	and	after	great	
difficulty	and	asking	my	way	at	4	different	farms	and	cottages,	I	got	at	
last	to	the	ferry,	and	out	of	a	house	I	got	a	stunted	little	man	to	come	
with	an	immense	lantern	as	large	as	himself,	and	after	walking	about	
200	yards	we	arrived	at	a	big	boat,	big	enough	to	carry		carts,	which	
we	both	pulled	over	the	river	by	a	chain	stretched	from	bank	to	bank.	
The	charge	was	a	½	penny	but	in	a	fit	of	generosity	I	gave	him	2d,	it	
seemed	so	absurd	to	take	a	poor	wretch	out	of	his	warm	house	late	at	
night	in	December	and	give	him	a	halfpenny.	At	last	after	crossing	no	
end	of	roads	I	got	to	Coupar	and	found	the	Dean	out.	However	the	
servant	brought	me	some	hot	tea	and	warm	shoes	and	socks	and	sat	
be	down	before	the	fire	and	I	got	there	by	9	o’clock,	so	the	journey	
must	have	been	much	shorter	than	the	other,	but	it	was	easier	
walking	as	the	snow	was	frozen	and	there	was	no	snow	fall.	When	
the	Dean	came	in	he	made	me	very	welcome	and	wouldn’t	let	me	go	
back	next	day,	so	I	didn’t	get	back	to	Perth	till	Firday,	when	I	gave	the	
Provost	an	account	of	my	adventures.	And	I	have	stayed	here	till	now,	
and	shall	leave	tomorrow.	The	Provost	was	very	ill	again	last	night.	
He	fell	asleep	just	before	Compline	and	we	did	not	wake	him	when	
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we	went	in,	and	when		we	came	out	I	found	Mrs	Fortescue	supporting	
his	head	and	rubbing	his	forehead	so	I	put	my	arms	round	his	waist		
and	lifted	him	upstairs	and	then	Mrs	Fortescue	and	I	undressed	him	
and	put	him	to	bed,	poor	fellow.	He	groaned	so	miserably	and	he	
hasn’t	got	up	this	morning.	He	has	an	affection	of	the	brain	I	think,	at	
least	I	know	when	he	wa	coming	back	from	giving	the	last	offices	to	a	
man	who	was	dying	of	an	affection	of	the	brain,	he	said	he	was	so	
glad	to	see	that	the	man	retained	his	senses	to	the	last,	implying	that	
he	feared	it	for	himself,	and	he	was	carried	out	in	the	middle	of	
service	the	other	day,	and	the	same	a	little	while	ago	at	Compline	.	
Hardly	a	fortnight	passes	without	something	of	the	kind,	and	one	
can’t	help	thinking	that	it	can’t	last	long.	Don’t	hint	anything	of	the	
kind	to	anybody,	for	heaven’s	sake,	for	it	can	do	no	good,	and	maybe	
our	prayers	may	restore	him	to	health.	I	hope	it	may	be	so.	But	he	
works	desperately	hard,	that’s	the	worst	of	it,	and	he	used	to	fast	so	
dreadfully,	but	Dr	White	has	put	a	stop	to	that,	that’s	one	good	thing.	
The	Cathedral	is	greatly	improved	since	I	was	here	at	Easter.	The	wall	
of	the		north	aisle	has	been	built	as	far	as	the	west	tower	and	the	
choir	has	been	filled	with	canopied	stalls	as	in	the	English	cathedrals	
-	at	least	not	filled	but	enough	put	in	for	the	Canons,	and	the	
prebendaries	will	put	in	theirs	by	degrees.	We	have	an	anthem	every	
service	and	very	good	singing.	I	wish	you	could	see	this	place.	It	is	
very	beautiful	and	everything	is	in	keeping.	I	don’t	think	the	Porvost	
will	be	down	today,	but	I	have	no	more	to	say	and	want	to	go	out	so	I	
had	better	close	my	letter.	I	will	tell	you	all	about	my	lecture	as	soon	
as	it	is	delivered.	I	hope	it	will	succeed.	I	want	if	I	can	to	go	to	
Dunkeld	today.	It	is	about	16	miles.	Idon’t	know	whether	I	shall	be	
able	or	not,	but	it	is	a	most	beautiful	place.However,	I	must	leave	off	
so	Goodbye	my	darling	Mother,	Ever	your	loving	and	dutiful	son	G	A	
Macirone.		No	end	of	returns	of	the	day.	Love	to	all.	Pray	for	me.	
	

21	January	1854	from	George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	the	family	
	
My	darlings,	
Many	thanks	for	all	your	letters.	By	the	bye	someone	promised	to	
give	me	a	knife,	I	won’t	say	who,	but	I	haven’t	got	it	yet,	and	as	I	have	
not	anything	to	scratch	out	with	my	drawings	don’t	stand	a	good	
chance.	Many	thanks	for	quotations	from	Ruskin,	Have	you	seen	what	
he	says	about	Butterfield,	and	about	All	Saints	Margaret	Street.	You	
know	I	think	Butterfield	is	worth	all	the	Ruskins	that	ever	existed	
from	the	great	deluge	to	the	present	day,	but	I	know	it	will	increase	
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your	respect	for	Butterfield	to	know	that	Ruskin	admires	him	O	
Minniekin.	But	the	curious	thing	is,	as	the	Provost	said	to	me	the	
other	day,that	Ruskin	does	not	seem	to	see	that	all	this	that	he	
admires	so	much	in	religious	architecture		-	symbolism,	sacrifice	etc	–	
is	so	utterly	inconsistent	with	the	mere	Protestantism	–	(don’t	
misunderstand	me		-	I	mean	Protestantism	without	Catholicism)	
which	Ruskin	upholds	in	religion.	He	does	not	seem	to	recognize	the	
fact	that	Protestantism	(	I	am	so	afraid	that	you	will	think	I	am	
scoffing	at	all	Protestants	which	I	am	not,	I	only	want	to	distinguish	
between	the	Catholic	system	and	the	mere	Protestant	system;	you	
hold	the	Catholic	system	and	join	Protestantism	to	it,	now	it	is	
Protestantism	without	Catholicism	which	I	am	speaking	of	above,	and	
which	I	believe	to	be	utterly	worthless,	and	if	you	will	think	for	a	
moment	,	you	will	see	that	I	cannot	get	any	other	word	to	express	
what	I	mean	except	Protestantism,	otherwise	I	would	not	use	it	for	
fear	of	being	misunderstood).Well.	he	does	not	seem,	as	I	said	before	,	
to	recognise	or	appreciate	the	fact	that	Protestantism	never	built	a	
glorious	church	in	its	life	and	never	will,	and	if	it	did	build	one	
wouldn’t	understand	it	and	never	could	do	so,	seeing	that	its	every	
idea	is	so	utterly	opposed	to	the	Catholic	principle	(such	as	that	of	
sacramental	efficacy)	which	every	stone	in	a	gothic	church	tells	out.	
For	instance	look	at	Westminster	and	stand	at	the	bottom	of	the	nave	
and	see	how	everything	is	contrived	to	carry	the	eye	on	to	the	High	
Altar,	the	long	lines	of	the	nave,	the	curves	behind	the	altar	to	stop	
the	eye	from	going	further,	the	raised	sanctuary,	and	the	altar	still	
higher,	the	little	bit	of	a	pulpit	put	on	one	side,	shoved	anywhere	so	
as	to	out	of	the	way	of	the	altar,	the	floor,	pillars,	roof,	gilding,	
sculpting,	all	progressing	in	richness	as	they	draw	nearer	to	the	
centre	of	adoration,	the	altar.	Now	Protestantism	does	not	
understand	this,	or	if	it	does	happen	to	do	so	by	hearsay,	it	shakes	its	
head	and	would	level	the	floor,	take	away	the	altar	and	put	a	parlour	
table	in	its	place,	and	put	a	glorious	large	sculptured	pulpit	right	in	
front	of	the	table	,	for	fear	its	views	should	be	mistaken	still,	and	
dress	its	ministers	in	in	an	ordinary	dress	to	intimate	that	they	have	
not	‘received	the	Holy	Ghost	for	the	office	and	work	of	a	Priest’	on	
‘Authority’	to	preach	the	word	of	God	;	Now	it	does	appear	to	me	so	
absurd	for	a	man	who	does	not	believe	one	iota	of	all	this	to	be	
praising	to	the	skies,	and	with,	in	defence	of	that	system	of	
architecture	which	has	always	been	studied	and	elaborated	always	
with	a	view	to	these	principles,	and	which	wouldn’t	exist	if	it	weren’t	
for	them	–	How	a	man	who	does	not	believe,	as	I	fancy	Ruskin	does	
not,	in	an	Altar	or	a	sacrifice	there,	or	in	regeneration	in	Baptism,	or	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	126	-	

in	the	Unity	of	the	Catholic	Church,	can	for	an	instant	enjoy	to	be	in	
Westminster	Abbey	or	Canterbury,	is	more	than	I	can	imagine.	Just	
fancy	Canterbury	where	the	altar	is	80	odd	steps	above	the	nave,	
that’s	more	than	40	feet,	or	as	high	as	Mr	Stevenson’s	church	All	
Souls	etc	etc.			And	now	for	……(?)	matters.	You	enquire	affectionately	
after	my	plaid	,	and	the	size	hereof	–	I	have	measured	it	carefully	for	
your	satisfaction.	It	is	4	yards	long	by	1	½	yards	wide	and	in	the	way	
I	put	it	on	when	I	am	walking	in	the	country	,	I	have	6	thicknesses	
over	my	chest,	but	when	in	town	where	there	have	been	a	sprinkling	
of	knockings-down	lately	(a	friend	of	mine	was	attacked	by	two	men	
in	the	street	the	other	day)	I	don’t	wear	it	in	this	way	as	it	would	
cramp	my	arms	and	prevent	my	defending	myself;	and	then	as	I	
generally	wear	a	scotch	cap	or	glengarry	as	it	is	called,	my	head	is	
always	cool,	but	then	my	feet	are	not	warm	in	proportion	as	my	
woollen	socks	are	really	worn	out.	When	I	was	walking	about	at	
length	I	had	only	cotton	socks	and	felt	the	cold	a	good	deal	as	my	feet	
got	wet	so	soon.	I	want	a	new	pair	of	boots	very	much.	I	have	only	
had	one	pair	(except	the	ones	that	I	only	wear	at	Napier’s)	during	the	
last	4	or	5	months	–	4	½	months	I	think	.	I	should	like	it	if	I	might	get	
either	a	pair	of	button	boots	with	leather	tops		or	else	a	pair	of	half	
Wellingtons,	and	with	double	or	clump	soles,	as	they	are	much	
warmer	and	do	not	get	wet	so	soon,	standing	so	high	above	the	
ground.	What	an	ominous	note	you	wrote	me	dear	Mamma,	all	about	
people	being	smothered	in	the	snow	and	dying	of	colds.	It	was	very	
kind	of	you,	but	did	not	at	all	contribute	to	make	one	jolly	as	Mark	
Tapley	has	it.	I	am	so	glad	you	saw	the	pictures	at	Mr	Holford’s	and	
liked	them.	I	think	the	most	religious	modern	pictures	I	have	seen	are	
Overbeck’s,	a	long	way.	I	don’t	talk	about	the	drawings	because	that	
would	be	taking	coals	to	Newcastle	and	very	coals	my	criticisms	
would	be	very	likely,	but	they	appear	to	me	to	have	a	religious	spirit	
in	every	line	of	them.	Talking	about	the	Bishop	of	Oxford,	you	know	
he	is	building	a	Diocesan	Theological	College	at	Cuddesdon.	Well,	he	
is	going	to	have	all	the	Canonical	Hours	observed	there,	isn’t	that	
beautiful;	How	very	like	Canon	Wordsworth’s	head	is	to	the	Provost	
of	St	Ninian’s	.	I	noticed	it	more	than	once	when	I	was	at	Perth	this	
time.	You	say	they	are	building	a	new	Chapter	House	to	Westminster	
Abbey	–	Surely	that	must	be	a	mistake	O	girl,	because	they	have	a	
very	beautiful	Chapter	House	already.	Isn’t	it	a	Canon’s	House	that	
they	are	building	at	the	South	West	corner	of	the	Abbey	?		he	chanted	
the	109th	psalm	most	gloriously	at	one	of	the	churches	here	last	
Sunday	–	chanted	the	first	part	soft	and	then	when	they	came	to	the	
last	two	verses	they	came	out	fortissimo.	Talking	about	Dr	
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Wordsworth’s	sermon	and	the	Dissenters-	I	really	don’t	quite	see	his	
meaning;	you	say	he	said,	Minniekin,	that	they	were	not	to	be	
excluded	fron	the	Church	of	Christ.	Now	unless	he	means	by	the	
Church	of	Christ	the	Catholic	Church	I	don’t	understand	what	he	
refers	to,	as	the	Catholic	Church	is	the	only	one	referred	to	in	the	
Bible	and	Isaiah	and	in	the	Prayer	Book.	I	mean	I	suppose	you	will	
grant	that	the	Catholic	Church,	the	Spouse	of	Christ	is	what	is	
referred	to	in	Isaiah,	as	the	Church	of	England	certainly	understands	
it	so,	as	you	may	see	by	the	headings	of	the	chapters.	Now	if	he	means	
by	the	Church	of	Christ	the	Catholic	Church	which	as	I	said	before	is	
the	only	Church	I	know	anything	about,	and	if	he	also	said	that	the	
Dissenters	were	members	of	that	Church,	he	I	s	clearly	wrong,	
because	a	dissenter	is	necessarily	in	schism,	the	name	implying	it,	
and	you	will	see	that	without	any	arguing	it	is	a	contradiction	in	
terms,	and	simply	absurd	to	say	that	a	Schismatic	is	a	Catholic.		But	I	
fancy	what	the	Dr	said	or	meant	was	that	a	schismatic	was	not	to	be	
excluded	necessarily	from	the	number	of	those	who	will	be	saved,	to	
which	of	course,	I	heartily	agree	in	so	far	as	this,	that	I	or	we	have	no	
sort	of	right	whatever	to	say	the	contrary	and	it	would	be	very	
wicked	of	us	if	we	did.	But	the	‘Church	of	Christ’	is	a	phrase	which	is	
never	either	in	the	Bible	or	in	the	Catholic	Fathers	(as	the	Canons	
have	it)	and	(I	believe)	in	lieu	of	‘	those	who	will	be	saved’	and	it	is	a	
pity,	as	creating	confusion,	to	introduce	new	terms	in	such	grave	
matters.	‘Whoever	will	be	saved,	before	all	things	it	is	necessary	that	
he	hold	the	Catholic	Faith’	We	are	certain	that	the	‘ordinary’	road	
which	God	has	appointed	to	lead	men	to	salvation	is	through	the	
Catholic	Church,	just	as	the	‘ordinary’	road	to	receive	the	grace	of	
regeneration	is	Baptism,	and	the	‘ordinary’	road	to	participation	in	
Chrst’s	death,	passion	and	sacrifice	is	the	Blessed	Sacrament,	-	
EXTRAORDINARY	by-paths	there	may	be	God	has	not	told	us	and	we	
have	no	right	to	say	;	but	this	is	tolerably	plain,	that	those	who	
willfully	reject	these	the	‘ordinary’	means	of	salvation	are	not	likely	
to	have	extraordinary	ones	afforded	them,	and	this	I	think	we	may	
say	without	presumption,	just	as,	if	I	offered	all	beggars	a	dinner	who	
came	to	my	house	at	twelve	noon	I	certainly	should	not	be	likely	to	
give	one	to	a	begger	who	willfully	stayed	away	then	and	came	at	2	
o’clock	to	the	back	entrance	instead	of	at	noon	to	the	front	gate.	By	
the	bye,	did	I	tell	you	of	what	a	beautiful	sledge	I	saw	when	I	was	at	
Perth.	The	Earl	of	Mansfield’s	sledge	drove	past	the	deanery	one	day,	
coming	from	Scone	Palace	(the	Earl	of	Mansfield	is	Keeper	of	Scone	
Palace)-	such	a	pretty	sledge	drawn	by	two	piebald	horses	,	and	the	
horses	all	covered	with	bells	and	the	groom	behind	in	a	smaller	
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sledge	with	one	horse.	It	looked	so	very	pretty	and	the	sledge	was	
covered	with	a	great	Beaver	skin;	you	know	the	bells	are	necessary	
because	the	sledge	makes	no	noise	going	over	the	snow	and	if	there	
were	no	bells	the	people	around	a	corner	would	not	know	it	was	
coming	and	would	get	run	over.	Napier	has	just	done	a	very	nice	
thing.	The	men	got	up	a	subscription	among	themselves	to	keep	
medicine	always	ready	for	anybody	who	had	the	cholera,	and	directly	
Napier	hard	of	it	he	ordered	all	the	money	to	be	given	back	and	got	
the	medicine	himself,	and	about	ten	minutes	before	six	a	notice	was	
put	up	in	the	works	saying	that	Dr	Feynes	(I	think	it	was)	would	be	
there	at	six	(you	know	the	men	leave	off	work	at	six)	and	would	give	
the	men	a	short	lecture	not	to	take	more	than	ten	minutes	or	a	
quarter	of	an	hour	,	about	what	they	should	do	if	they	were	attacked	
by	cholera.	He	said	he	must	insist	on	their	going	to	bed	immediately,	
and	putting	hot	water	bottles	to	their	feet,	and	a	turpentine	plaster	
on	their	stomach	and	bowels.	I	think	that	was	very	kind	of	Napier	and	
that	sort	of	thing	does	more	to	create	good	feeling	between	master	
and	man	than	6d	a	week	rise	of	wages.	I	gave	my	lecture	on	Monday	
after	I	got	to	lunch	and	came	back	here	the	day	after.	They	were	all	
very	kind		-	there	was	a	pretty	full	attendance,	about	40	or	50	I	
suppose,	all	the	college	and	Gaviston	,	and	some	of	the	church	people	
from	the	village,	and	one	or	two	langs(?)	people	etc,	altogether	it	was	
great	fun.	I	illustrated	my	lecture	with	chalk	drawings	constantly	and	
explained	them	viva	voce	which	lengthened	it	very	much,	in	fact	
although	I	cut	it	as	short	as	I	could,	when	I		gor	near	the	end	I	was	
more	than	an	hour	and		a	half	,	and	so	I	questioned	them	.	I	did	not	
finish	my…….(??)	and	I	did	not	write	the	part	explaining	the	steam	
engine	before	going	down	to	Cumbrae,	and	when	there	put	it	off	till	
the	morning	when	I	had	to	deliver	it,	and	then	after	writing	a	
beginning	and	conclusion	to	the	lecture,	acknowledging	my	
enormous	plagiarism,	I	found	I	had	no	time	to	write	the	very	
important	part	about	the	steam	engine	(as	the	main	body	of	the	
lecture	was	on	machinery	in	general,	and	it	was	there	I	introduced	
and	explained	parts	from	almost	every	manufacturing	work	I	could	
think	of,	and	that	I	thought	constituted	the	interest	of	it)	and	I	was	
glad	afterwards	that	it	was	so,	as	I	found	I	did	it	much	better	without	
writing	it,	and	wasn’t	it	nice,	I	was	so	afraid	I	should	be	nervous,	and	
so	I	was	before	the	lecture,	but	when	I	had	begun	I	found	I	got	very	
excited,	especially	in	the	extemporaneous	parts,	but	not	a	bit	
nervous,	at	which	I	was	highly	delighted.	After	the	lecture	the	
Founder	proposed	me	a	vote	of	thanks	etc.	I	began	the	lecture	‘	Mr	
Founder,	ladies	and	gentlemen’		-	I	thought	it	was	the	best	way.	In	the	
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evening	I	went	down	to	the	Gleniston(??)	to	dinner,	and	after	dinner,	
after	they	had	left	the	room,	the	Founder,	Mr	Mapleton	(the	Countess	
of	Glasgow’s	chaplain),	John	Hamilton,	George	Lempriere	and	myself	
stayed	in	the	dining	room,	and	we	all,	except	the	Founder	who	was	
umpire,	had	a	glorious	game,	the	Chaplain	taking	the	lead,	at	jumping	
over	the	dining	tables,	chairs	etc	to	the	imminent	danger	of	the	
Founder’s	organ	and	lamps	etc.	You	have	not	got	into	the	right	way	of	
directing	letters	to	Cumbrae	yet.	You	always	put	‘College	of	S.S.’	
which	looks	like	a	mistake	for	the	Lord	Mayor’s	Collar	of	S.S.		Try	now	
if	ever	you	write	to	me	again	if	you	can’t	manage	the	right	direction	.	
Now	I	will	give	you	the	derivation	and	meaning	of	it	in	full.	College<	
Collegium>	Coll.	Of	the	Holy<Sancti>	S.	Spirit<Spiritus>	Sp.	Do	you	
understand	now	O	people	;	Coll.	S.	Sp.	?	Because	you	see	to	give	a	
wrong	spelling	looks	as	if	you	know	nothing	about	it,	and	that	is	
equally	unpleasant	and	disgusting,	and	to	put	‘College	of	the	Holy	
Spirit’	is	worse	still.	It	is	just	as	if	anyone	should	send	a	letter	to	me	at	
Corpus	Christi	College,	Oxford	and	direct	it	to	‘Body	of	Christ	College	
Oxford’.	Miss	Augusta	Leigh	sends	her	kind	remembrances	to	Clara	
and	Emily.	Here’s	another	proverb	for	you	–	‘	The	man	on	the	dyke	
always	hurls	well’.	You	know	there	is	always	a	dyke	or	a	hillock	all	
round	a	hurling	field,	and	the	man	sitting	on	the	dyke	looking	on,	
always	thinks	he	can	improve	on	every	throw	.	And	here	is	another	
which	Papa	will	translate	‘Cum	duplicantur	lateres,	Moses	venit’	I	am	
so	glad	you	enjoyed	the	Elijah.	Why	haven’t	you	sent	me	the	
programme,	you	wretches,	you	may	expect	to	awake	with	your	
throats	cut	some	morning	.	Mind	you	remember	me	very	kindly	to	
Miss	Leigh.	I	think	I	have	met	her	–	yes,	I	am	sure	I	have.		Isn’t	it	jolly,	
I	had	a	letter	from	a	friend	today	which	verged	into	political	matters	
evidently	only	for	the	sake	of	saying	something	.	The	subjects	were	
consecutively,	Prince	Albert,	the	Russian	war,	the	Earl	of	Aberdeen,	
and	the	Ministry	–	upon		every	individual	one	of	which	subjects	I	
differed	most	hopelessly.	Now	how,	in	the	name	of	conscience	is	one	
to	answer	such	a	letter	?	Shall	I	be	offended	or	argue	the	point	or	joke	
at	it.		I	quite	envy	you	hearing	that	glorious	song	‘I	am	he	that	
comforteth’	I	am	so	very	fond	of	it.	Mind	you	remember	me	very	
kindly	to	Uncle	Edward	and	Aunt	Perriman	and	give	my	love	to	little	
Clara.	I	am	so	sorry	you	were	not	quite	well,	dearest	mother.	I	hope	
you	are	better	now.	I	had	hoped	Uncle	William	would	have	got	the	
drawing	on	Sunday	morning.	Mind	you	write	and	let	me	know	if	he	
was	inconvenienced	by	its	delay,	(as	I	could	not	send	it	on	Thursday	
or	before	Saturday)	as	I	should	be	very	sorry	for	him	to	have	been	
put	out	by	it.	Was	what	I	told	you	about	Herbert’s	expenses	
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satisfactory,	and	can	I	tell	you	any	more.	I	enclose	another	copy	of	the	
Pocket	Manual	for	Minniekin	and	then	I	want	Clara	and	Minniekin	to	
change	copies	because	this	one	is	corrected	better	than	Clara’s	and	I	
will	correst	little	Minniekin’s	when	I	come	to	town,	and	I	should	like	
Clara	to	have	this	one	because	it	is	her	birthday	.	There	are	some	
things	in	the	end	of	this	one	that	I	am	very	proud	of	and	should	like	
you	both	O	girls	to	see.	I	have	copied	them	out	again	for	myself.	Love	
to	you	all,	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	and	Clara	and	Emily,	and	now	
goodbye.	I	have	no	time	to	write	any	more.	I	remain	your	dutiful	and	
affectionate	son	and	brother,	G.A.	Macirone										
	

30	March	1854	from	Clara	Warne	to	the	Macirones	
	
My	dear	Sister,	Brother	and	Nieces,	
Many,	many	thanks	for	all	your	kind	and	loving	thoughts	and	wishes	
to	me	and	mine	upon	the	recent	anniversary	of	my	natal	day	–	a	day	
of	much	love	to	me,	evinced	by	all	my	dear	ones.	Your	kind	notes	
have	not	been	unthought	of	or	uncared	for,	as	my	silence	would	
imply,	but	my	time	has	been	fully	taken	up	with	duties	that	left	me	no	
leisure.	This	is	absolutely	the	first	moment	I	have	had	to	reply	to	and	
thank	you	most	affectionately	for	your	words	of	love	and	benison.	
Can	you	dine	with	us	en	famille	on	Sunday	next	–	a	plain	dinner	and	a	
hearty	welcome,	for	I	do	not	like	giving	extra	trouble	on	this	day	to	
my	servants	who	look	to	the	privilege	of	quiet	on	the	Sabbath	and	
who	are	entitled	to	it	as	fellow	labourers	and	sojourners	in	the	
vineyard.	I	would	if	I	could,	have	cold	dinners	every	Sunday.	You	are	
not	aware	my	Charlie	is	not	well,	and	is	under	medical	care.	May	he,	
like	your	dear	George	be	spared	to	us.	He	is	going	down	in	a	few	days	
to	Malvern	to	recruit,	and	have	fine	air	and	quiet.	Come	if	you	can.	
Mind	4	0’clock	is	the	hour,	and	with	love	believe	me,	Yours	
affectionately	Clara	E	Warne	
	
	
	
April	15	1854	from	Charles	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dear	Mary	Ann,	
Your	aunt	who	from	continued	weakness	in	her	eyes	is	unable	to	
write,	has	commisssioned	me	to	be	her	deputy	and	to	thank	you	for	
your	kindness	in	sending	her	Dicken’s	Christmas	book	which	she	was	
very	much	gratified	with.		Frederick	and	myself	read	to	her	
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sometimes	from	Dickens	and	other	works	as	she	cannot	read	long	
herself	without	her	eyes	watering,	and	then	only	the	largest	print.	In	
other	respects	she	continues	in	tolerable	good	health	and	can	work	at	
her	needle	for	hours,	the	same	as	you	will	recollect	your	
grandmother	could,	without	any	inconvenience.	We	heard	from	Mrs	
Warne	a	few	days	since,	she	mentions	that	your	daughter	Clara	is	
busy	composing	some	new	choral	pieces	for	the	People.	There	is	now	
a	new	English	Episcopal	church	being	finished	here	in	a	saloon	which	
the	King	has	had	fitted	up	as	far	as	the	building	goes	in	one	of	his	old	
palaces	for	the	use	of	the	English	congregation,	at	the	suggestion	of	
Lord	and	Lady	Bloomfield.	A	fine	and	beautifully	toned	organ	has	
been	placed	in	it.	We	expect	the	Chapel	will	be	consecrated	some	
time	next	month.	If	therefore	Clara	should	like	by	the	time	she	has	
finished	the	music	or	any	time	hereafter,	and	if	you	have	the	
opportunity	of	sending	it	us	to	Berlin	or	to	my	brother	at	Hamburg,	I	
would	get	the	clergyman	who	is	a	particular	friend	of	mine	to	have	
one	or	more	of	her	pieces	played	at	our	Chapel.	Lady	Bloomfield	has	
taken	a	great	interest	in	getting	this	new	chapel	granted	by	the	King	
and	having	generally	vistors	from	England	belonging	to	the	nobility	
and	higher	classes,	it	may	add	to	your	Clara’s	reputation	and	be	of	
some	advantage	to	her	when	they	return.	Mr	Warne	or	one	of	your	
nephews	will	no	doubt	hear	upon	change	of	some	traveller	going	to	
Hamburg	or	Berlin.	
I	have	given	Mrs	Warne	an	account	of	our	domestic	concerns	which	
she	will	communicate	to	you	and	have	hardly	any	more	to	say.	We	
have	now	fine	Spring	weather	and	all	nature	begins	to	look	smiling.	It	
is	a	grievous	thought	that	the	turmoil	of	war	may	during	the	course	
of	the	summer	reach	these	regions	too,	and	send	us	all	flying	to	
England.	However	I	will	not	indulge	further	in	these	gloomy	
apprehensions.	I	was	glad	to	see	that	your	son	George	is	so	busy	now	
at	Glasgow.	
A	gentleman	(Dr	Marx)	applied	to	Frederick	some	time	since	to	
translate	a	musical	work	into	English,	which	induced	him	to	
recommend	Mr	Macirone	as	a	most	eligible	person	for	this	task.	I	do	
not	know	whether	Messrs	Cocks	(the	London	publishers)	have	had	
any	communication	with	Mr	Macirone	or	whether	his	terms	would	
allow	him	to	undertake	it,	but	Frederick	thought	there	would	be	no	
harm	to	mention	him.	Hoping	that	this	will	meet	you	all	in	perfect	
health	as	it	leaves	us	and	with	our	united	love	to	Mr	Macirone	and	all	
your	circle	I	remain,	Dear	Mary	Ann	Yours	affectionately	Chas.	S	
Lowe		
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15	April	1854	from	Mrs	Tripp	in	Melbourne	to	Mary	Ann	

My	dear	Mrs	Macirone,	

Your	letter	dated	the	21st	of	November	1853	reached	me	only	a	few	
days	since	and	I	lose	no	time	in	replying	to	it,	as	I	can	fully	enter	into	
the	feelings	of	anxiety	you	must	experience	until	a	reply	reach	you.	
Not	that	I	can	give	you	much	information	on	the	subject	of	your	
letter,	but	such	as	I	can	you	shall	have,	and	of	Mr	Tripp	only	I	can	gain	
any	further	intelligence	which	I	shall	have	much	pleasure	in	
communicating	to	you.	I	have	not	had	the	pleasure	of	seeing	Mr	
Church	since	he	called	on	me	soon	after	his	arrival	in	the	Colony,	
when	he	told	me	he	was	about	to	proceed	to	the	diggings.	Thus	we	
lost	sight	of	him	for	a	very	long	time.	But	on	his	return	to	Melbourne	
or	soon	after	it,	he	called	on	Mr	Tripp	and	I	regret	to	say	told	him	his	
expectations	at	the	Gold	fields	had	been	disappointed.	I	fear	he	was	
rather	a	loser	than	a	gainer	by	his	visit	there.	After	that	Mr	Tripp	
used	his	best	endeavours	to	obtain	him	a	clerkship	first	in	one	then	
another	of	the	Banks	in	this	place,	but	regret	to	say	without	success,	
and	the	last	time	Mr	Tripp	saw	Mr	Church	he	had	made	up	his	mind	
to	take	up	the	Mastership	of	a	National	School	in	the	Bush	as	all	his	
other	efforts	had	failed.	He	is	I	believe	now	holding	that	situation.	
The	emolument	is	I	fear	very	small	but	still	better	than	doing	nothing.	
The	contents	of	your	letter	I	thought	right	to	communicate	to	my	
husband,	as	through	him	alone	could	I	obtain	the	information	you	
desired.	Mr	Tripp	begs	me	to	assure	you	he	shall	not	cease	to	enquire	
as	to	the	prospects	of	Mr	Church,	knowing	how	deeply	your	daughter	
is	interested	in	them,	and	although	he	has	already	useed	his	best	
efforts	to	promote	his	good	fortune	in	this	place,	he	will	gladly	double	
those	efforts	should	an	opportunity	occur	after	the	intelligence	
contained	in	your	letter.	At	present	I	fear	Mr	Church	is	very	badly	off,	
and	the	salary	which	he	may	derive	from	the	school	I	fear	a	very	
meagre	one.	But	in	this	Colony	though	a	man	may	be	very	poor	today,	
if	he	have	energy	to	embrace	a	good	opportunity	which	may	at	any	
time	offer,	he	may	be	in	a	good	position	tomorrow,	and	you	may	
depend	onit,	his	interest	will	not	be	neglected	by	Mr	Tripp	should	he	
have	the	power	to	help	him,	but	situations	such	as	Mr	Church	ought	
to	fill	are	becoming	more	and	more	scarce	every	day,	and	
unfortunately	a	gentleman	of	education	without	capital	is	the	very	
one	to	whom	the	Colony	presents	the	fewest	advantages.	A	common	
labourer	or	mechanic	is	sure	wages.	So	is	a	clever	man	with	a	
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prrofession,	or	a	man	with	ordinary	ability	with	capital,	but	this	place	
swarms	with	young	men	of	education	who	are	looking	out	for	
employment	either	in	government	offices	or	others,	and	many	such	
have	been	obliged	to	leave	their	legitimate	path	in	life	and	to	descend	
to	menial	employment.	I	do	not	know	what	your	daughter’s	views	
would	be	as	to	following	her	own	profession	in	this	place	but	I	should	
think	there	is	very	little	doubt	she	would	meet	with	success.	I	feel	
sure	there	is	no	such	pianist	here,	or	anyone	who	could	instruct	as	
well	as	she	would,	and	once	known	I	think	she	could	not	fail	of	
getting	on.	A	Mrs	Tester(?),	a	very	inferior	singer	in	my	opinion,	is	the	
rage	here,	and	she	is	I	understand	making	a	fortune	by	singing	in	
public	and	giving	private	lessons,	but	your	daughter	might	not	
choose	to	teach,	and	I	have	only	mentioned	this	feeling	you	will	be	
desirous	of	obtaining	information	bearing	on	the	subjectof	her	
emigration	to	this	Colony.	I	ought	to	add	that	Masters	are	not	paid	
here	in	proportion	to	the	increased	expense	of	living	here,	which	is	
quite	3	times	as	expensive	as	in	London,	whereas	I	do	not	think	
anyone	would	pay	the	same	for	lessons	as	is	expected	at	home.	I	fear	
this	is	not	a	cheering	account,	but	I	have	felt	bound	to	tell	you	the	
truth	as	far	as	I	know	it.	I	have	often	regretted	that	we	have	not	seen	
Mr	Church	again,	but	for	a	long	time	he	was	at	the	diggings	and	I	
regret	to	say	he	has	not	called	on	me	since	his	return.	I	begged	Mr	
Tripp	to	ask	him	to	dine	here	with	us	a	short	time	since,	but	he	
seemed	to	think	he	was	disappointed	and	out	of	spirits	so	that	
perhaps	it	was	no	real	kindness	to	urge	him	to	do	so.	I	hope	I	may	be	
able	to	learn	more	ere	long.	If	I	do	I	shall	write	again.	Should	your	
daughter	come	to	this	place	I	need	hardly	tell	you	how	much	pleasure	
we	should	have	in	welcoming	her	and	we	will	show	her	all	the	
kindness	and	protection	in	our	power.	Believe	me	etc.		

You	may	rely	on	our	considering	your	communication	strictly	
private.	Pray	do	not	hesitate	to	write	again	should	you	wish	to	do	so.			

	

19	April	1854		from	Mrs	Tripp	to	Mary	Ann	

My	dear	Mrs	Macirone,	
Not	having	posted	my	letter	which	was	written	a	few	days	since,	I	
must	add	a	line	to	tell	you	that	Mr	Tripp	had	the	pleasure	of	seeing	
Mr	Church	the	very	day	my	letter	was	written	–	that	he	was	quite	
well,	in	very	improved	spirit	and	expressed	himself	much	pleased	
with	the	situation	he	at	present	holds	which	is	that	of	Master	of	a	
Denominational	School	three	miles	from	Melbourne.	The	emolument	
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is	a	salary	of	about	£230	a	year	and	a	house	to	live	in	–	no	mean	
consideration	in	this	Colony	where	house	rent	is	so	high	as	often	to	
swallow	more	than	half	a	man’s	incme.	He	told	Mr	Tripp	he	
considered	the	situation	equal	to	one	in	Melbourne	at	£400	a	year.	
Some	letters	were	waiting	for	him	at	the	office	which	he	appeared	
very	much	pleased	to	get	and	he	seemed	altogether	in	better	heart	
than	when	last	Mr	Tripp	saw	him.	I	have	but	to	add	that	I	hope	you	
will	not	scruple	to	write	again	if	we	can	in	any	way	assist	you	in	your	
enquiries.	We	very	much	should	like	to	know	if	your	daughter	
intends	to	follow	her	own	profession	here	should	she	emigrate.	Mr	
Tripp	is	very	sanguine	of	her	success.	I	trust	you	will	not	think	me	
impertinent	fr	making	this	suggestion.	I	only	do	it	from	anxiety	to	aid	
you	in	this	matter.	Did	I	not	suppose	you	will	consider	this	a	private	
communication	I	should	beg	to	be	kindly	remembered	to	both	your	
daughters.	With	our	compliments	to	yourself	and	Mr	Macirone.	
Believe	me	dear	Mrs	Macirone,	Yours	sincerely,	Elizabeth	Tripp	
	
Undated	draft	letter	from	Mary	Ann	to	Elizabeth	Tripp	
	
…………..Clara	would	I	am	sure	exert	herself	in	every	way	to	promote	
her	husband’s	welfare	and	happiness,	but	she	has	always	expressed	
her	determination	not	to	continue	her	profession	as	a	married	
woman,	and	although	her	whole	attention	has	been	for	many	years	
necessarily	devoted	to	her	profession,	and	domestic	management	is	
an	entirely	new	pursuit	and	occupation,	she	has	energy	and	
intelligence	to	oevercome	any	difficulties	intervening	to		prevent	her	
fulfilment	of	those	duties	to	which	she	would	hereafter	devote	
herself,	and	which	she	considers	incompatible	with	a	professional	
life,	reserving	those	talents	which	have	been	a	blessing	to	herself	and	
family	as	a	charm	to	gladden	and	refine	her	home.	I	trust	a	few	
months	will	terminate	my	son’s	employment	at	Napier’s	and	enable	
him	to	find	some	situation	which	will	compensate	for	the	loss	of	one	
to	which	he	had	been	looking	forward	for	more	than	two	years,	
which	promised	large	profits	and	ample	independence;	but	as	he	has	
not	lost	it	through	any	fault	of	his,	as	I	always	thought	it	too	good	to	
be	true,	as	great	riches	are	great	temptations,	and	he	will	be	more	
likely	to	advance	in	his	profession	if	more	immediately	employed	in	
engineering,	I	am	inclined	to	think	he	will	eventually	gain	by	the	loss.	
Emily	is	advancing	steadily	in	her	profession,	that	when	George	is	
employed	dear	Clara	may	feel	herself	free	from	further	responsibility.	
To	Mr	and	Mrs	Cox	I	feel	affectionately	indebted	for	their	extreme	
kindness	to	my	children;	a	source	of	emolument	to	them	by	
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employing	Clara	to	give	lessons	to	Annie	and	Frances,	and	Emily	has	
been	painting	their	daughters’	portraits	which	they	will	soon	receive	
finished,	having	set	her	heart	on	producing	a	picture	they	would	
value	as	a	work	of	art	not	only	for	the	sake	of	their	loved	children.		
We	are	all	greatly	interested,	and	excited	by	the	war,	ever	anxious	to	
hear	of	our	brave	men,	and	praying	heaven	to	protect	them.	The	
losses	at	the	battle	of	the	Alma	were	frightful	–	upwards	of	2000	men,	
but	their	steady	bravery	was	amazing,	and	Ensign	Lindsay,	a	relation	
I	think	of	Lady	Lindsay	(if	not	a	brother)	who	has	been	especially	
kind	to	Clara	and	Emily,	giving	her	the	pleasure	and	advantage	of	
painting	her	portrait,	and	acting	towards	her	with	the	utmost	
kindness,	this	Lindsay	has	displayed	such	heroic	valour	the	highest	
honours	cannot	fail	him.	The	Lindsays	are	such	a	noble	family	it	
would	give	us	joy	to	hear	of	their	honours	and	happiness.	I	beg	to	
congratulate	you,	my	dear	Madam,	on	the	marriage	of	your	daughter	
and	her	convalescence,	and	that	you	will	present	my	thanks	to	Mr	
Tripp	for	his	kind	exertions	to	serve	Mr	Church.	I	think	he	has	a	noble	
generous	nature	and	talents	and	is	of	a	good	old	family,	and	since	the	
welfare	of	our	darling	daughter	may	be	so	deeply	involved	in	his,	I	
need	scarely	say	I	am	grateful	for	any	kindness	that	may	be	shown	
him.	Begging	you	will	accept	our	best	wishes	for	the	welfare	and	
happinesss	of	yourself	and	family	and	with	kind	regards	to	yourself	
and	Mr	Tripp	I	remain,	my	dear	Mrs	Tripp,	Very	sincerely	yours,	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	
	
	

6	May	1854	from	Helena	Warne	to	Mary	Ann	and	her	cousins	at	
14	Porteus	Road,	Maida	Hill	
	
My	dear	Aunt,	
Many	thanks	for	so	kindly	congratulating	me	on	this	anniversary	of	
my	birthday,	and	I	certainly	hope	your	good	wishes	may	be	realized,	
as	affecting	not	only	myself	but	others.	For	the	pretty	little	needle	
case	I	thank	you	very	much	though,	I	assure	you,	no	such	proof	was	
needed	to	assure	me	of	your	affection.	
Pray	thank	Uncle	for	his	congratulations	and	give	him	my	love.	With	
regard	to	the	information	you	need,	I	am	sorry	to	be	unable	to	satisfy	
you,	as	Papa	has	for	some	time	past	discontinued	taking	in	the	
Athenaeum.	With	united	love,	believe	me	dear	Aunt,	your	affectionate	
niece	Helena		
My	dearest	cousins,	
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Very	many	thanks	for	your	kind	remembrance	of	me	today:	it	is	so	
pleasant	to	receive	such	affectionate	greetings	on	this	day!	Your	
united	present	I	think	very	pretty	indeed,	and	as	the	result	of	spare	
moments	shall	the	more	esteem,	for	I	know	you	both	have	(in	our	
respect	so	fortunately)	your	time	too	profitably	employed	to	enable	
you	to	devote	much	attention	to	work.	Your	pretty,	useful	little	
present	of	the	Lucifer	holder	already	occupies	a	prominent	position	
on	my	toilet	table	and	forms,	I	assure	you	its	chief	ornament.	Both	I	
shall	value	very	much	as	expressing	your	kind,	though	I	regret	to	say,	
undue	affection	and	feeling	towards	your	grateful	and	affectionate	
cousin.	Clara	Helena	Warne	
All	unite	in	love.	I	might	as	well	tell	you,	dear	Emily,	that	Papa	has	
procured	me	the	paper	and	for	only	8/6d	per	quire	so	I	shall	not	have	
occasion	to	trouble	you	in	getting	it,	for	with	my	amount	of	painting	
this	will	stock	me	for	some	time	to	come.	
Friday	afternoon.	
	
	
Undated	Friday	24th	September	to	Mary	Ann	at	9	Porteus	Rd.,	
Harrow	Road	from	Clara	Warne		
	
My	dear	Mary,	
Will	you	and	George	and	Girls	come	to	dinner	with	us	on	Sunday	
next?		-	a	bed	awaits	you	and	perhaps	you	will	be	inclined	to	extend	
your	visit	for	a	day	or	so,	as	I	hope	to	have	some	music	on	Monday	
Evening,	when	I	hope	Clara	and	Emily	will	join	us	–	a	few	Friends	in	a	
quite	quiet	way.	Will	Miss	Taylor	come	with	them?	Sans	ceremonie	–	
mind	that.	I	dislike	fuss	of	dress	parties	more	than	ever,	provided	
people	have	clean	hands	and	faces	and	tidy	gowns.	God	bless	you	all.	
Yours	affectionately,	Clara	E	Warne	
	
July	1854	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Mamma,	
Can	you	send	me	down	the	recipe	for	elder	wine?	and	the	printed	
paper	George	sent	us	printed	at	Cumbrae	about	some	celebration,	or	
else	enclose	it	to	him	as	he	wants	it	back,	and	if	you	receive	any	
cheques	send	me	word	and	take	care	of	them	for	me.	How	kind	of	you	
to	write	us	that	dear	kind	long	letter	yesterday.	Please	thank	dear	
Papa	and	give	him	our	love.	Continuing	the	thread	of	my	witty	
discourse	(by	the	bye	I	don’t	know	when	I	left	off)	I	fancy	at	Bridport,	
where	we	found	the	man	in	livery	waiting	for	us	and	also	that	all	the	
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……(?)	in	livery	……..(?)	enough	were	waiting	for	people	on	the	
outside,	but	don’t	talk	of	this	for	I	shouldn’t	like	it	mentioned	but	we	
had	the	chaise	soon	ready	and	then	had	such	a	drive,	through	
wooded	lanes	and	dales	and	lovely	scattered	hamlets,	at	last	to	the	
red	house	.(?)	such	a	dear	old-fashioned	rambling	handsome	place	–	
so	handsome	with	oak	everywhere,	staircases	and	panels	and	the	
whole	side	of	our	bedroom	is	oak	cupboards	etc	and	then	Mrs	Cox	
received	us	so	kindly.	We	stopped	at	the	little	wicket	gate	and	walked	
up	a	winding	path	round	a	small	lawn	at	the	front	of	the	
house…………………………………..and	there	they	were,	Mrs	Cox	in	the	hall	
and	dear	Barbara		and	the	daughters	and	we	were	kissed	and	
welcomed	as	if	we	brought	the	key	of	happiness	with	us	and	then	our	
boxes	were	not	received	for	they	had	been	packed	in	the	little	cart	
and	so	of	course	we	couldn’t	dress	and	we	were	so	tired,	as	they	had	
laid	tea	ready	for	us	in	the	dining	room.	Such	a	beautiful	tea	–	hot	
roast	chicken	and	vegetables	and	glorious	tea,	and	then	we	were	
letrest	a	little	while	in	the	drawing	room,	also	looking	on	the	garden	
with	long	low	lattice	windows,	and	roses	flinging	themselves	in	with	
every	breeze,	and	we	listened	to	the	beautiful	chimes	(which	ring	at	
9,	11,	3	and	6)	and	then	were	taken	up	to	uour	beautiful	bedroom,	
…..but	so	very	lovely,	two	windows	on	my	side	and	one	on	Minnie’s	
and	dressing	tables	in	each	and	the	long	chimney	and	all	that	side	of	
the	room	oak,	the	low	drawers	and	long	large	cupboard,	so	roomy	for	
our	things,	such	a	lovely	nosegay	of	geraniums	on	the	table,		such	
pretty	chinz	everywhere	….and	roses	agin	in	at	the	windows.	Don’t	
mind	my	writing	fast,	dear	Mamma	I	have	so	little	time	before	post.	It	
any	small	cheques	come,	up	to	£5,	I	should	like	them	sent	on	to	me	
Post	Offfoce	order		as	I	have	sent	on	all	my	money	to	Georgy.	On	
Sunday	we	rested	save	going	to	church	twice	and	in	the	evening	I	had	
a	long,	long	chat	with	Mrs	Cox,	lying	on	the	sofa	in	the	drawing	room,	
near	the	lattice	while	all	the	rest	were	up	the	hills	for	a	walk,	and	she	
is	such	a	very	sweet	woman	and	we	do	agree	so	wonderfully	about		
all	manner	of	things,	and	she	begs	to	be	very	kindly	remembered	to	
you	and	says	I	must	thank	you	and	Papa	for	sparing	her	your	
treasures.	I	wouldn’t	say	that	but	for	you…..	and	oh	she	likes	Minnie	
so	much	and	admired	her	dress	yesterday	coming(?)	it	did	look	so	
very	pretty	and	quiet	and	ladylike	and	that’s	the	truth.	Goodbye,	
darling	Mamma.	Will	you	and	Papa	pray	for	me	and	your	dearest	son	
as	well	as	for	your	other	children.	God	bless	you	dear,	and	us	all.	Your	
loving	child	Clara		
	
July	1854	from	Emily	to	her	parents	
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My	own	dear	Mamma	and	Papa.		
Before	I	say	anything	wlse	I	must	give	fair	warning	that	our	dear	
hostess	is	Mrs	Peter	Cox,	not	Mrs	Cox,	and	that	there	are	two	other	
Mrs	Coxs	in	Beaminster,	so	that	our	letter	will	be	delivered	to	the	
right	person.	Dear	Mrs	Cox	says	she	is	constantly	called	Mrs	Peter	
and	her	daughter	Miss	Peter,	and	her	letters	are	constantly	being	sent	
to	Mrs	Cox	who	is	strictly	honourable	and	will	not	read(?)	wittingly	a	
letter	not	to	herself.	And	now	dear	Mamma	you	must	receive	our	best	
thanks	for	your	darling	letter.	A	letter	from	home	is	delicious	and	
happy	as	we	are	here	we	should	miss	dreadfully	not	having	your	kind	
darling	letters.	Mrs	Cox	is	so	very	indulgent	and	kind	and	takes	such	
delight	in	Clara’s	music	and	my	little	sketch	that	she	reminds	me	of	
my	darling	Mamma	and	goes	far	to	spoil	us	while	we	are	here.	We	
live	in	clover	and	have	every	kindness	and	attention.	There	will	be	a	
soirée	on	Wednesday	and	dinner	party	on	Friday,	and	my	blue	dress	
has	been	universally	admired.	I	assure	you	it	looks	very	pretty	and	
they	all	said	it	was	lovely.	Dear	Clara	looks	better	already	and	takes	
care(?)	lest	she	does	not	fatigue	herself	with	walks,	but	just	a	saunter	
in	the	garden.	We,	Barbara	and	I	took	our	C…….(??)	yesterday	to	
make	a	sketch	of	an	old	house	of	the	time	of	Elizabeth	or	before	
which	I	shall	have	the	honour	of	shewingto	my	darling	Mamma	on	
my	return	home.	……To	give	you	an	idea	of	their	kindness	they	
altered	the	…(?)	from	one	till	five	that	I	might	have	a	full	days	
sketching.	We	were	provided	with	a	pony	to	ride	and	tea	and	
sandwiches	and	cake	which	we	eat	with	great	ease	and	dignity	in	a	
barn,	saving	a	obstinate	shower	of	rain	which	fell	ruining	my	
painting.	We	had	a	lovely	walk	on	Monday	evening	to	Maperton	to	
see	this	old	house	–	through	such		hilly	land,	very	green	and	with	
woods	of	elm	and	ash	everywhere	.	I	never	knew	before	how	lovely	
the	ash	tree	is.	But	it	is	the	weed	if	Dorsetshire	and	its	feathery	
graceful	foliage	gives	a	character	of	its	own	to	the	landscape.	All	the	
houses	here	are	built	of	stone	and	in	the	style	of	Henry	VII,	so	their	
old	stone	cottages	with	clusters	of	roses	flaunting	up	the	windows,	
and	then	wooded	hills	rising	one	above	the	other	behind	them,	meet	
you	at	every	turn.	I	fear	I	must	give	you	a	shorter	letter	today	darling	
Mamma,	since	there’s	a	very	disagreeable	boy	in	Glasgow	to	whom	I	
have	not	written,	and	mind	you	take	great	walks	in	Kensington	
Gardens,	my	darling	Mamma,	and	take	care	of	yourself..(??)	Would	
you	like	to	go	to	the	National	Institution.	Give	my	love	to	dear	Papa	
and	believe	me	always	your	very	affectionate	daughter,	Minnie	
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I	gave	your	message	to	Mrs	Cox	who	says	she	hopes	to	make	your	
acquaintance.		
	
9	July	1854	from	Clara	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
We	are	here	in	such	extreme	comfort	and	happiness	and	wish	you	
could	only	see	your	unworthy	children.	We	got	on	capitally	
yesterday.	Our	temporary	imprisonment	as	you	called	it	was	very	
well	…………………..(????)	and	so	we	read	and	I	worked	and	from	being	
very	tired	at	first	we	brightened	up	gradually		first	by	getting	to	our	
open	window,	a	great	improvement,	and	then	when	we	and	the	rain	
arrived	together	at	Southampton,	we	found	we	had	an	hour	and	a	half	
or	really	an	hour	and	¾		as	the	train	started	again	for	Dorchester	at	
½	past	one,	and	we	had	to	be	back	by	the	¼	hr	to	get	good	places.	So	
knowing	Southampton	with	the	dignified	experience	of	a	person	who	
had	had	the		honour	of	seeing	its	august	face	and	gate	(?)	before	,	we	
put	all	our	parcels	into	the	cloakroom	and	free	beings	with	an	
umbrella	over	our	head	we	paddled	up	to	the	High	St	and	amidst	the	
two	of	three	other	people	who	were	out	and	ordered	some	tea	at	a	
most	………..(letter	damaged)		Wilkinson’s	by	name	and	capital	by	
nature	whose	chop	struck	us	with	conviction(??)	,	but	you	will	
admire	Wilkinson	the	more	when	you	hear	that	besides	being	
charmingly	good	to	look	on,	his	tea	was	wonderfully	good.	While	the	
tea	was	brewing	we	took	a	dash	at	the	……(?)	and	foraged	for	
strawberries	and	capital	they	were	and	we	went	back	and	enjoyed	
our	lunch	and	the	tea	took	Minniekin’s	headache	away	and	then	we	
had	a	run	to	the	sea	and	then	went	in	looking	so	full	and	feeling	we	
had	done	so	much,	quite	another	leaf	in	our	book	of	journeys,	and	
with	a	pleasanter	ending	than	before,	on	through	the	wild	lonely	
forest	land	to	Dorchester	–	or	rather	the	station	–	and	then	having	
hunted	out	luggage	and	being	magnificently	waited	on	by	porters	and	
nothing	extra	to	pay	for	luggage	(O	Gioia)	we	entered	an	omnibus	
phase	of	transit	and	were	soothed	into	luxury	by	the	cushions,	oh	so	
soft	after	the	long	hours	of	railway	boards	.	We	got	into	Dorchester,	a	
little	old	fashioned	country	place	with	a	Roman	amphitheatre	which	
we	didn’t	see	and	met	with	a	very	pleasant	passenger,	an	old	
gentleman	who	seemed	to	feel	for	our	unprotected	situation	and	
advised	us	of	the	dangers	of	the	Dorchester	and	Bridport	Coach	and	
told	me	to	rush	and	take	my	places	instantly	or	we	would	be	possibly	
turned	out.	So	just	as	I	was	rushing	in	there,	for	I	had	engaged	
verbally	2	…..(?)	places,	Minnie	the	superior	and	imaginative	
murmured	faintly	‘Oh	if	it	could	be	outside’	so	in	I	rushed,	secured	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	140	-	

two	outside	places,	my	purse	looked	so	fat	and	bonnie(?)	on	it	and	we	
stood	in	the	sunshine	(for	the	weather	had	brightened	into	glorious	
sunshine	over	the	forest	journey)	while	they	packed	the	stage	coach	
and	put	on	the	4	horses,	and	then	all	ready,	up	we	got	by	an	elegant	
pair	of	steps.	There	was	only	one	melancholy	old	woman	outside		and	
the	best	society	being	….(?)	people	outside,	they	put	us	inside	the	row	
behind	the	coachman,	two	gentlemen	being	on	the	exposed	outside	
seats,	and	then	the	going	of		of	the	glorious	horses	and	the	horns	
blowing	and	the	people	…..(?)	in	groups	and	the	quaint	town	so	quiet	
and	yet	excited(?)	was	so	pretty,	we	rejoiced	all	the	way	at	being	
where	we	were.	I	never	have	travelled	such	wild	beautiful	country,	
such	glorious	hills	and	dales,	so	it	…………………..(damage)and	
wooded,	the	road	after	the	narrowest	possible	ledge	running	round	
near	the	top	of	a	slope,	going	off	into	the	far	distance	on	the	right	and	
left,	so	steep	we	could	not	see	the	way	down,	only	the	foregraound	at	
the	bottom,	and	such	magnificent	ridges	of	land	I	never	saw.	We	were	
rather	nervous	sometimes,	the	hills	were	so	very	steep	and	the	road	
so	narrow,	and	if	the	coach	turned	over	and	it	seemed	such	a	height	
we	were	on	often	going	down	hill	,	we	should	certainly	I	hope	have	
been	in	Heaven	the	next	minute	.	But	the	horses	went	capitally	and	
the	horn	brought	out	all	idlers	at	the	pretty	hamlets	we	went	
through.	We	passed	over	the	bleakest	downs	in	England,	the	
Dorchester	Downs	and	got	at	last	(though	we	kept	hoping	not	to	get	
to	the	end	of	the	journey	it	was	so	lovely)	to	Bridport.	If	we	had	paid	
twice	the	fare	for	going	outside	it	would	have	been	worth	it.	We	
passed	Roman	and	Medieval	remains,	many	barows	or	sepulchral	
tumuli	of	the	ancien	Britons,	a	circle(perfect)	of	Druid	stones	and	the	
most	perfect	Roman	camp	in	England,	Maiden(?)	castle,	but	hill	after	
hill,	really	what	one	calls	hills,	so	steep	it	made	one	feel	very	
fainthearted	to	think	they	must	be	gone	up	or	down,	and	so	vast.	
Then	they	had	sent	the	chaise	so	kindly	for	us	and	we	went	
…………..(??)	here	through	wooded	lanes	and	then	such	a	reception.	
Imagine	all	that	is	kind	for	I	must	dress	for	church.	The	house	is	such	
a	darling,	ramling	old	fashioned	,	and	so	old	,	no	one	knows	exactly	
how	old	it	is	.	……(??)	Is	looking	gloriously	well.	Your	affectionate	
child	Clara.		
	
15	July	1854	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	
	
My	own	darling	Mamma,	
Many	thanks	for	your	dear	kind	letter	and	thoughtfulness	about	your	
absent	bairns.	I	hoped	to	have	a	letter	from	you	this	morning	though	I	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	141	-	

am	free	to	confess	that	I	do	not	deserve	it	after	having	written	to	you	
so	rarely.	However	I	mean	to	send	you	now	a	budget(?)	of	news.	We	
have	just	had	a	ltter	from	our	boy	whose	new	address	is	55	Mains	
Street,	Blythswood	Holm,	Glasgow.	I	suppose	that	he		has	written	to	
you.	He	says	that	he	has	received	an	invitation	from	the	Bishop	of	
Argyle	and	Mrs	Lucie(?)	his	wife	to	call	on	them	at	Bishopton	which	is	
very	flattering	since	our	dear	boy	has	nothing	but	himself	to	
recommend	him.	There	away	from	everyone	he	wishes	Clara	to	give	
her	some	of	her	music,	and	he	appears	to	like	them	very	much	–	so	
much	from	our	darling.	As	for	us	you	must	know	that	we	felt	what	
you	may	suppose	at	the	Provost’s	letter	–	delight	at	the	very	kind	
feeling	in	his	letter	–	and	it	is	also	a	…..(?)	compliment	to	dear	George	
–	and	regret	that	we	should	be	away.	But	I	think	your	notion	of	
visiting	dear	Mary	charming,	and	now	darling	Mamma	you	must	send	
us	a	description	of	the	whole	evening.	And	do	not	tire	yourself.	I	am	
sure	he	must	like	my	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	and	there	will	be	a	
………….(??)	in	his	kind	feeling	towards	our	boy	that	would	make	the	
Emperor	of	Russia,	if	he	felt	it,	highly	welcome.	Clara	thinks	that	
perhaps	you	would	like	to	invite	Laura	(Cissy?)	for	a	few	days.	She	is	
very	fond	of	you	and	would	be	a	companion	to	you	and	I	am	sure	she	
would	like	to	come.	Poor	Papa	will	be	sorry	to	hear	that	we	are	both	
uncommonly	well	and	most	likely	to	remain	so.	Darling	Mamma,	
would	you	have	the	kindness	to	pack	up	very	carefully,	I	think	
wadding	would	be	best,	your	and	dear	Papa’s	daguerrotype	to	give	to	
Dr	Fortescue	to	take	to	our	boy	since	he	hoped	that	he	could	take	
something	to	him,	and	also	could	you	make	a	skull	cap	according	to	
the	above	measure	,	and	pack	them	up,	miniatures	and	cap	in	two	of	
our	best	toilet	muslins,	not	wraps	but	the	muslin	cloth	to	lay	over	
them	since	he	wants	some.	And	now	would	you	like	me	to	send	you	
and	darling	Papa	an	order	for	the	Botanical	Gardens,	or	would	you	
rather	wait	till	I	come	back.	I	will	send	one	with	the	greatest	pleasure	
.	It	will	be	a	satisfaction	to	me,	after	giving	them	away	to	many	
others.	I	hope	you	and	darling	Papa	are	both	well	and	taking	care	of	
each	other.	We	shall	be	so	sorry	to	see	you	not	walking(?)	well	on	our	
return	from	all	our	pleasures.	We	are	very	happy	here.	They	are	
exceedingly	kind	all	of	them	and	I	have	been	sketching	from	nature	
and	you	would	have	been	amused	could	you	have	seen	me	yesterday.	
There	is	a	row	of	extremely	pretty	cottages,	as	picturesque	as	heart	of	
artist	could	wish	.	Well	these	are	visible	from	our	garden	gate	which	
was	kept	open	on	purpose	and	so	behold	me	half	in	and	half	out	
(little	sketch)	of	our	dear	little	garden,	with	such	a	crowd	of	children	
round	me	in	the	street,	staring	with	their	round	eyes	at	the	drawing,	
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or	if	they	could	not	do	that,	satisfying	themselves	as	seemed	best	
with	staring	at	me.	Louise	and	Frances	were	with	me	and	pretended	
to	keep	school	of	all	these	infants.	We	numbered	eighteen	by	the	time	
I	left	off	–	so	we	were	very	well	off.	We	had	a	delightful	jaunt	on	
Thursday	as	it	was	fine	weather	after	a	good	deal	of	rain	Mrs	Cox	
planned	that	we	should	go	to	the	sea	which	is	which	is	about	eight	
miles	off.	The	weather	was	glorious,	neither	too	hot	nor	too	cold	but	a	
soft	bracing	air	and	constant	sunshine	which	upon	such	lovely	
andscape	as	we	have	was	most	beautiful.	We	were	a	large	party.	Mrs	
Cox,	Clara	and	Barbara	in	one	chaise	and	the	groom	Miss	Greenlaw,	
Annie	and	myself	in	another	and	groom.	It	was	a	very	pleasant	ride.	
The	mere	riding	in	the	open	air	with	the	swift	motion,	and	soft	easy	
seats	and	brilliant	sunshine	overhead	coming	through	the	noblest	
trees	I	ever	saw,	or	else	in	the	open	country	where	we	saw	down	
upon	a	‘happy	valley’	the	picture	of	happiness	and	plenty	and	here	
and	there	and	old	church	overgown	with	ivy	and	moss	that	gave	all	
the	beauty	of	historical	association		that	gives	a	humanity	to	a	
landscape	–	something	more	touching	than	the	most	fairylike	scene	
without	it.		I	looked	up	from	my	book	‘	The	Heart	of	Midlothian’	as	I	
pleased,	and	I	must	confess	it	was	very	pleasant	when	we	now	and	
then	caught	sight	of	Clara’s	chaise	in	advance	of	us,	rattling	away	as	if	
they	meant	to	run	away.	We	drove	throught	the	quiet	old	town	of	
Bridport	and	down	some	way	to	the	harbour		-	a	rustic	old-fashioned	
place	that	never	knew	of	anything	since	the	last	fifty	or	a	hundred	
years,	wit	the	cottages	close	to	the	sea	and	sands	with	high	cliffs	
stretching	away	right	and	left	in	picturesque	irregularity.	We	were	
soon	posted(?)	in	the	jetty	nearby	(?)	while	I	tried	to	paint	what	was	
before	me.	It	was	a	lovely	view	–	the	gradual	fading	away	of	the	cliffs	
from	the	deep	chocolate	near	–	discoloured	if	you	can	say	so	with	
every	type	of	moss,	growing	greyer	in	the	distance	till	they	were	
scarcely	visible.	But	the	sun	changed	its	plan	and	made	my	sketch	
even	more	difficult.	We	were	called	away	to	tea,	and	you	must	
imagine	us	under	a	tent	on	the	beach	–	so	near	it	–	with	dear	Mrs	Cox	
at	the	head	of	the	table	spread	with	fruit,	bread	and	butteer	etc	and	it	
was	all	pleasant,	as	much	was	made	of	the	various	refinements	that	
were	missing	as	from	the	many	pleasant	things	that	were	there,	so	
that	it	was	altogether	a	bonny	affair	as	the	Vicar	of	Wakefield	said.	I	
don’t	know	whether	there	was	any	wit	but	there	was	a	great	deal	of	
laughter.	We	had	another	turn	on	the	jetty	where	I	made	another	
sketch	for	the	scene	had	so	much	altered	that	it	was	of	no	use	to	do	
anymore	to	my	old	one.	The	boys	crowded	round	me	or	planted	
themselves	in	front	staring	at	me	with	all	their	eyes.	They	seemed	
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quite	astonished	and	I	think	I	must	be	the	first	and	only	artist	who	
ever	visited	those	parts.	The	ride	home	was	as	pleasant	as	the	ride	
out.	And	now	since	my	time	is	running	short	I	must	say	that	we	went	
to	the	dinner	party,	Clara	dined,	I	went	after,	and	that	we	played	and	
sang	a	good	deal	and	our	darling	Clara’s	music	is	everywhere	made	
as	much	of	as	your	heart	could	wish	and….(??)	darling	Clara	was	very	
satisfied	with	them.		We	go	to	another	soirée	on	Wednesday	and	Mrs	
Cox	means	to	see	several	friends	in	the	course	of	the	week	and	now	
Mr	Cox	is	home	we	are	to	go	to	all	sorts	of	places	next	week	and	so	I	
dare	say	I	shall	have	plenty	to	tell	you.	Have	you	heard	of	the	
American	reception	of	“God	Save	the	Queen”	at	Jullien’s	concert	?	
There	were	42,000	people	there	and	Rule	Britannia,	which	they	were	
in	doubt	as	to	its	reception	was	very	well	received,	but	to	‘God	Save	
the	Queen’	they	rose	to	a	man	and	encored	and	cheered	it	and	joined	
in	it	and	encored	it	enthusiastically	and	I	should	like	to	have	been	
there	and	seen	them.	Now	I	must	be	off.	I	am	reading	Schlegel’s	
history	of	literature	in	which	he	gives	a	history	from	the	very	
beginning	of	literature	.	Goodbye	darling	Mamma	and	Papa	.	Clara	
says	would	you	like	after	inviting	Jenny(?)	-		that	is	only	if	you	like	to	
invite	Laura	and	Cissy.	I	hope	you	like	our	new	servant.	Clara	
arranged	that	Susan	was	to	wash	her	own	things	herself	without	
Lucy	paid	for	it	.	Please	let	us	hear	from	you.	It	is	such	a	pleasure	to	
see	your	handwriting	.	Your	ever	affectionate	child,	Emily		
	
24	July	1854	from	Clara	at	Beaminster	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Mamma,	
A	million	thanks	for	the	letters	you	posted	me.	I	owe	you	a	billion	
almost	for	sending	them	on	at	once,	and	I	fancy	in	your	angelic	art	of	
extracting	by	sympathy	some	sweetness	out	of	everything	you	
enjoyed	them	as	much	as	I	did.	I	enjoyed	your	letter	too	so	much	I	
sent	it	with	the	others	on	to	our	boi.	Meantime	for	fear	you	should	
fancy	I	am	going	to	induce	you	to	live	on	love,	I	enclose	the	key	of	my	
wardrobe,	and	on	the	second	shelf	in	a	blue	purse	with	gold	beads	
you	will	find	wrapped	up	a	sovereign	and	five	shillings	in	the	other	
side,	and	2/6	in	a	bag	marked	Church	Missionary	outside,	and	I	
should	like	10/-	of	this	sent	down	to	our	boi,	which	will	leave	you	
17/6d	to	go	on	with.	I	will	send	you	more	at	the	end	of	next	week,	but	
I	should	like	to	avoid	asking	my	best	of	hostesses	for	any,	or	anyone	
else	if	I	can	and	I	am	uncommonly	vacant	in	the	£sd	direction	just	at	
present.	About	Mrs	T(ripp?),	a	very	kind	idea	of	my	getting	on	in	my	
profession	there,	I	fancy	it	would	be	such	a	very	bitter	pill	to	both	of	
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us,	that	some	one	very	dark(?)	must	needs	drive	if	we	are	to	run	
against	that	post.	Of	course	I	can’t	decide	anything	for	myself.	I	never	
did	get	as	far	as	I	know,	till	I	knew	what	it	was	clearly	right	to	do,	but	
I	don’t	see	the	gain	of	giving	up	a	handsome	income	here,	where	all	
my	exertions	are	wanted	for	home,	to	go	and	work	elsewhere.	If	I	
have	my	voice	and	I	suspect	if	your	eldest	son	has	any	voice	either,	as	
long	as	I	am	needed	for	work		it	will	be	for	work	here	and	then	he	will	
feel	it	his	right	and	a	very	pleasant	right	to	work	for	his	wife-		there.	
But	it	is	an	immense	relief	to	know	something	certain;	but	the	
uncertainty	of	letters	grows	upon	one.	Mr	Church	(of	Bedford	Row)	
received	a	letter	in	two	months	and	five	days,	and	you	see	your	letter	
on	Nov	21st	only	reached	Mrs	Tripp	April	15th,	five	months	all	but	6	
days,	and	Mrs	Cox	here	has	had	no	letter	at	all	from	her	sister,	Mrs	
Tripp,	though	there	is	one	written	every	mail,	so	my	brain	is	in	a	fag	
about	all	letters.	But	isn’t	it	a	comfort	to	be	only	3	miles	from	
Melbourne	where	all	parcels	and	leters	can	come	direct	by	very	post,	
as	soon	as	the	Post	office	is	set	to	rights,	and	where	one	can	get	at	
books	and	society	etc.,	and	I	know	we	shal	have	plenty	of	that	one	of	
these	days.	Meantime	we	are	living	on	love	and	roses	here.	Everyone	
is	so	kind	and	Mr	and	Mrs	Cox	take	the	lead	in	that	as	in	other	things,	
and	quite	spoil	us,	and	I	am	getting	rested	again.	Pray	if	you	like,	ask	
Laura	and	Cissy	to	stay	with	you.	Poor	children	they	are	so	fond	of	
you	and	it	would	be	some	rest	and	change	and	relief	from	anxiety	–	
little	enough,	but	I	should	like	someone	to	be	the	happier	for	all	this	
glorious	rest	we	are	having.	Please	dearest	Mamma	say	nothing	
about	this	news	to	dear	Aunt.	I	think	it	never	does	any	good	to	
mention	it	to	them.	Dearest	love	to	dear	Papa.	I	only	wish	heartily	
you	could	be	in	the	country.	Your	affectionate	child	Clara.	(On	
envelope)	If	you	could	make	this	money	do	till	the	end	of	next	week	I	
could	send	you	anything	then	and	we	will	send	the	15/9d	by	that	
time	for	E’s	pictures.	I	want	to	avoid	asking	if	I	can.	
	
	
26	July	1854	from	George	Augustus	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
My	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	
I	saw	the	Provost	last	week	and	he	gave	me	the	two	parcels,	for	
which	I	am	so	very	much	obliged,	especially	for	the	daguerrotypes.	
They	are	capital	and	the	cross(?)	is	splendid.	The	Provost	was	
delighted	with	Minnie’s	picture	of	Clara	and	with	Mary	Taylor’s	
playing.	I	will	answer	your	questions	about	the	train	if	I	can	dear	
Papa,	in	my	next	letter.	Could	you	let	me	have	a	volume	of	some	
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Italian	bood	to	read	–	Goldoni’s	plays	for	instance	or	whatever	you	
think	best.	I	cannt	say	yet	when	I	shall	be	able	to	get	into	the	Pattern	
shop.	Please	write	and	tell	me	all	about	the	Provost	and	how	you	
liked	him.	I	have	just	had	a	very	kind	note	from	dear	Aunt>	I	am	in	a	
very	nice	room	and	in	a	very	clean	house.	The	room	is	7/-	a	week	and	
6d	a	week	for	gas,	but	I	think	that	is	only	in	the	winter.	I	believe	they	
charge	nothing	for	gas	in	the	summer,	-	the	worst	of	it	is	that	
provisions	are	very	high	indeed	just	now,	at	the	same	time	I	am	much	
better	fed	here	than	at	Mrs	Walker’s,	for	notwithstanding	the	high	
charges,	I	was	nearly	starved	at	Mrs	Walker’s	and	used	often	to	have	
an	extra	meal	out.	They	boil	my	steaks	here	properly	whereas	at	Mrs	
Walker’s	they	always	boiled	them	first	then	fried	them	or	toasted	
them	or	something	of	that	kind,	so	that,	as	they	were	very	tough,	it	
was	like	eating	an	old	boot,	and	thenthe	tea	was	never	drinkable,	and	
the	coffee	at	breakfast	was	latterly	so	bad	that	I	used	never	to	take	
more	than	half	a	cup,	but	used	to	make	my	breakfast	almost	entirely	
off	porridge,	and	the	flooor	oof	the	room	was	only	half	covered	with	
carpet	etc	etc.	Whereas	here	I	have	a	room	well	fit	for	a	gentleman.	At	
Mrs	Walker’s	they	charged	6/-	a	week	for	the	room,	1/-	a	week	for	
attendance	and	2/-	a	week	for	fire	and	gas	and	3d	a	week	for	
washing,	making	9/3d	a	week	in	all.	Now	when	I	went	there	I	was	
told	the	room	was	6/-	a	week	and	I	never	dreamt	of	any	extra	besides	
fire	and	gas	which	ought	at	the	most	not	to	be	more	than	1/6d	a	
week.	However	I	am	tolerably	comfortable	here.	The	only	grievance	
is	that	my	landlady	(who	I	am	sure	is	a	srong	Calvinist	and	Free	
Kirker	by	her	sour	look)	wanted	me	to	have	a	tea-dinner	on	Sunday.	I	
am	proud	to	say	I	restrained	my	feelings	and	did	not	swear	at	her.	
The	wretch	is	a	strong	Sabbatarian	and	keeps	the	Sabbath,	and	I	am	
pretty	sure	would	turn	me	out	of	the	house	if	she	heard	me	whistling	
or	singing	on	Sunday,	which	day	she	persists	in	calling	the	Sabbath,	
pronouncing	it	‘Sawbith’.	A	fact	which	is	the	more	abominable	in	as	
much	as	both	legally	and	ecclesiastically	‘Sabbatum’	the	Sabbath	is	
only	applied	to	Saturday.	You	know	that	there	are	two	ways	of	
naming	the	days	of	the	week	in	Latin,	which	are	used	in	the	national	
records		-	the	first	System	A	is	used	at	the	Houses	of	Parliament,	in	
their	journals,	in	the	Queen’s	proclamations,	in	the	judges’	courts	etc	
and	System	B	is	used	in	the	Universities,	the	ecclesiastical	courts,	the	
cathedrals	etc.	and	In	both	they	leave	out	what	would	be	the	proper	
name	for	Saturday,	if	they	carried	out	the	system	as	applied	to	the	
other	days	of	the	week,	and	carefully	substitute	Sabbatum,	which	
remember	is	not	a	Latin	word	at	all,	but		Hebrew/ecclesiastical	word	
meaning	the	Sabbath	as	a	religious	day.	In	the	old	Roman	system	
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Saturday	ought	to	be	called	Dies	Saturnii,	but	in	order	to	prevent	the	
idea	gaining	ground	that	Christians	were	bound	to	keep	the	Jewish	
Sabbbath,	or	that	we	were	keeping	it	by	observing	Sunday,	we	were	
therefore	bound	to	observe	Sunday	as	the	Jews	observed	the	Sabbath	
by	abstaining	form	enjoyments.	In	order	to	prevent	that	Saturday	
was	named	distictly	Sabbatum	to	show	that	Saturday	was	in	truth	the	
Jewish	Sabbath	and	that	the	Sabbath	is	not	kept	by	Christians	.	In	
System	B	Saturday	would	naturally	be	called	Feria	Septima	but	
Sabbatum	is	again	substituted	for	the	same	reason	,	and	also	because	
in	the	first	2	or	3	centuries	the	sabbath	as	well	as	Sunday	was,	for	the	
sake	of	the	Jewish	Christians,	marked	by	peculiar	services.	Forgive	all	
this	stuff,	but	my	head	is	full	of	it	in	consequence	of	my	landlady’s	
abominable	proposal	to	overthrow	any	plan	of	always	having	an	
extra	good	dinner	on	Sunday.	I	always	used	to	like	to	have	a	little	
sago	pudding	or	something	of	that	sort	on	Sunday	.	By	the	bye,	if	my	
pipes	are	not	sold	yet	could	you	send	them	down	to	me	at	once	and	
prepay	them,	O	parent,	as	I	am	not	rich,	far	from	it.	There’s	a	
miserable	varlet	who	drags	on	a	disgusting	existence	by	keeeping	a	
school	next	door,	the	wretches	of	children	sing	their	abominable	
psalms	all	my	breakfast	time	and	drive	me	wild.	Handel	said	once	
when	standing	in	the	porch	of	a	Scotch	Presbyterian	Church,	that	if	in	
heaven	they	were	pleased	with	such	music	they	must	have	very	bad	
ears.	And	now	goodbye,	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	Ever	yours	very	
affectionately,	George	A	Macirone	
I	have	just	received	your	note	dear	Mama.	I	am	sure	the	Provost	
cannot	have	felt	anything	of	the	kind.	Write	and	tell	me	what	dear	
Papa	and	yourself	thought	of	him.	I	am	much	obliged	to	Mary	Taylor	
and	her	cousin(?)	for	helping	to	welcome	him.					
	
27	July	1854		from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann		(re	servants	and	Hubert)	
	
Dearest	Mother,	
You	can’t	tell	what	a	relief	your	letter	has	been	to	me		for	I	had	some	
horrid	fear	that	your	silence	about	Susan	came	from	some	wish	to	
avoid	finding	fault,	and	I	have	a	very	much	lighter	heart	about	her.		So	
I	hope	you	will	take	care	of	her	and	speak	to	her	about	her	house	and	
make	her	as	comfortable	as	you	can,	and	I	will	bring	her	back	some	
little	thing	from	the	country.	You	have	no	idea	how	they	make	their	
servants	happy	here,	or	what	pains	they	take	to	do	all	that	can	be	
done	for	them,	and	the	natural	consequence	of	the	love	and		honour	
they	are	held	in	by	them	is	quite	a	new	page	for	me.	I	never	saw	so	
much	care	and	real	thought	for	servants	and	real	affection	between	
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them	and	their	masters.	I	can	tell	you	a	thousand	instances	of	it	when	
I	get	home,	and	I	try	to	learn	something	wherever	I	go,	for	I	have	the	
comfort	of	seeing	what	is	truly	admirable	and	that	starts	one	in	the	
right	track	sometimes.		
I	am	so	glad	you	think	about	that	idea	of	professional	exertion	at	
M(elbourne?)	as	I	do,	for	it	seems	to	me	very	shortsighted,	if	it	be	
necessary	to	make	money	not	to	make	it	here	where	there	is	
everything	in	train	and	a	solid	substantial	reason	for	work,	and	
plenty	to	do	on	satisfactory	terms,	and	I	feel	completely	what	your	
son	would	think	about	it	and	his	extreme	aversion	to	my	being	
burdened	by	any	fatigue	he	could	spare	me,	or	my	having	any	burden	
at	all,	in	fact.	I	know	the	extreme	aversion	he	always	had	to	any	
fatigue	of	mine	and	the	grating(?)	any	allusion	to	it	always	produced	
and	know	no	wish	for	himself	did	half	so	much	to	carry	him	through	
privation	and	disappointment	and	suffering	as	the	determination	I	
should	not	go	on	with	my	exertion	if	he	could	help	it.	And	then	I	don’t	
think	he	would	wish	it	or	anything	else	to	affect	in	any	way	my	
standing	in	his	own	family,	and	I	shall	find	plenty	to	do	with	home	
matters	and	practising	and	studying	and	drawing	and	reading,	
without	that.	However	if	it	is	right	I	hope	and	trust	no	private	wish	of	
either	of	us	would	affect	its	being	done,	and	certainly	the	first	wish	
with	us	both	would	be	to	do	as	much	good	as	we	can	there	and	to	
save	and	make	money	and	get	back	home	here,	and	what	bearing	it	
might	have	on	that	one	can’t	just	yet	see.	I	have	always	felt	going	
there	was	a	necessary	bridge	to	a	very	happy	home	life	here	again,	
because	you	see	Minnie	and	George	and	home	altogether	have	been	
so	intensely	objects	of	life	to	me,	that	I	don’t	really	think	anything	but	
being	thrown	on	each	other	for	all	sympathy	and	home	kindness	
would	ever	make	a	married	woman	of	me.	He	never	would	have	any	
chance	for	a	proper	amount	of	affection	if	my	two	darlings	were	
always	near	me	to	carry	off	all	the	lightening	in	their	direction.	He	
has	always	received	mush	less	affection	than	he	deserved	and	
infinitely	less	than	I	have	received	from	him,	just	because	my	life	has	
been	so	mch	bound	up	in	my	darlings	and	I	don’t	think	anything	
under	14,000	miles	would	bring	another	state	of	things	about	,	and	a	
tousand	tings	may	send	us	back	very	much	sooner	than	we	imagine.	
But	it	is	a	great	relief	to	think	of	Melbourne	where	the	letters	are	so	
much	safer	and	the	post	office	so	near	and	Mrs	Tripp	always	at	hand.	
–	known	as	we	may	be	all	in	…………..(??)before	it	is	time	for	me	to	
think	of	going,	it	is	rather	premature	to	talk	about	it,	only	I	like	
thinking	aloud	to	you,	for	I	like	you	to	know	what	I	do	think.	I	am	so	
glad	of	that	letter	for	your	and	dear	Papa’s	sake,	and	now	we	shall	go	
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on	steadily	again.	You	know	Mrs	Cox	is	Mrs	Tripp’s	sister	and	most	
passionately	fond	of	each	other	they	are	and	have	always	been,	and	I	
have	heard	a	great	deal	of	them	since	being	here.	It	is	very	odd	Mr	
and	Mrs	Tripp	should	have	taken	such	a	fancy	to	us	and	been	quite	
fond	of	us	and	even	now	should	write	so	kindly	of	us	.	Meanwhile	we	
have	had	a	letter	from	Georgi	boi	and	if	I	can	enclose	it	in	time	for	the	
post	I	will.	They	are	so	kind	here	and	loving	and	can’t	bear	any	
mention	of	our	going	away.	I	feel	we	have	made	friends	for	life.	We	
agree	so	well	about	everything,	O	you	would	like	them	so	much.	You	
never	saw	anyone	so	loving	and	kind,	so	gentle	and	humble	and	so	
full	of	fun	and	spirit	as	Mrs	Cox	is,	and	her	husband	is	just	the	Old	
English	Gentleman,	so	generous		-	I	have	all	the	trouble	in	the	world	
to	see	that	he	doesn’t	pay	for	all	my	parcels	and	post	my	letters	and	
do	everything	in	that	line	for	me.	I	never	have	found	out	to	this	day	
what	he	paid	for	the	first	box(?)	of	Sophy’s	dress,	and	shall	not.	He	
laughs	and	cuts	and	runs	if	I	mention	the	subject.	By	the	bye,	dearest	
Mamma,	would	you	mind	this	hot	weather	looking	into	my	wardrobe	
occasionally	and	c……(?)	my	sable(?).	I	think	you	will	find	2/11d	in	a	
holland	bag	marked	Church	Missionary,	and	how	is	Mrs	M….(?)	and	
the	pew	opener’s	child.	I	will	send	you	some	money	soon	only	I	
haven’t	liked	to	ask	for	it.	Barbara	and	Mr	Henry	Leigh	went	home	
yesterday.	We	were	Minnie	and	I	and	D….(?)	down	to	Mr	Cox’s	terror	
and	astonishment	to	the	½	past	5	breakfast	for	it	was	such	boiling	
weather	they	arranged	to	ride	out	early	.	By	the	bye	I	forgot	to	write	
large.	I’m	so	glad	you	like	the	black	net	shawl	and	the	silk	dress.	We	
have	been	wonderfully	fortunate	in	dress,	having	with	us	exactly	
what	we	have	needed.	We	are	going	to	Corfe	next	Thursday	or	Friday,	
and	after	a	week	or	so	trust	to	be	at	Mrs	Hales	on	the	12th.	or	so	and	
then	home	on	Tuesday	evening	the	15th.	and	we	hope	Mary	will	be	at	
home	with	you	for	us	to	see	all	the	dear	faces	at	once.	Then	we	go	to	
Mary’s	you	know	and	then	for	a	few	days	to	Aunt	Perriman.	You	will	
see	by	George’s	letter	how	the	Provost	liked	her	singing.	We	had	such	
a	glorious	day	out	on	Saturday	–	all	day	a	riding	party	of	Barbara	and	
Mr	Leigh.	We	all	drove	and	Mr	Cox	walked,	such	a	walk	!	15	–	20	
miles	and	through	such	country	to	Eggerton	and	Roman	camp.	There	
we	dined,	and	a	splendid	dinner	we	had	and	after	dinner	we	lay	on	
the	hillside	and	sang	glees	and	Minnie	sketched	and	then	such	a	fairy	
tale	walk	to	meet	the	chaiseto	an	ancient	Saxon	village	Fordstock(?)	
and	Milton	and	we	saw	an	interesting	church	and	drove	home	such	a	
drive	!-	to	our	cosy	tea	at	home	in	the	dear	red	dining	room	with	its	
lattices	and	roses	peeping	in.	Oh	it	was	so	lovely,	and	everyone	is	
fond	of	Minnie	and	she	is	getting	on	gloriously	with	her	picture	and	
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with	everything,	and	we	are	looking	so	well.	Mrs	Cox	threatens	
Barbara	with	having	frightful	penalties	if	they	don’t	produce	us	after	
Corfe	equal	to	sample	at	present.	Goodbye	dearest	Mamma.	Minnie’s	
dearest	love	and	mine	to	you	and	Papa.	I	hope	you	will	be	out	as	
much	as	possible	or	we	shall	feel	horrid	when	we	come	home.	Your	
loving	child	Clara			
	
31	July	1854	from	Emily	and	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	
	
My	own	darling	Mamma,	
I	am	very	glad	to	see	the	letter	you	have	sent	us	–	that	is	really	a	
comfort	if	it	were	only	to	show	dear	Papa	and	yourself	how	hard	dear	
Hubert	has	struggled	for	a	home	or	our	darling.	I	hope	she	will	soon	
be	able	to	accept	his	house.	I	could	not	help	thinking	that	your	
present	of	Dr	Arnold’s	works	was	the	most	suitable	present	you	
could	have	made	him	in	his	capacity	as	schoolmaster.	He	would	love	
and	enter	into	Dr	Arnold’s		noble	simplicity	and	earnestness.	How	
generous	it	was	of	him	with	the	little	he	had,	to	offer	a	home	to	
Georgey	and	me,	not	that	we	should	accept	such	an	offer.	But	to	show	
you	how	generous	he	is	and	how	willing	he	is	to	make	any	sacrifice	
that	he	may	have	his	dear	wife	with	him.	How	I	long	to	get	on	with	
my	pictures	that	I	may	stand	on	my	own	legs	and	be	independent	of	
my	darling	Clara,	but	I	must	not	say	any	more	on	that	point.	I	must	
work	and	try	what	I	can	do.	I	have	no	doubt	of	dear	Hubert’s	success	
or	that	he	loves	our	darling	Clara	nobly	as	she	deserves	to	be	loved.	
Of	course	your	conjecture	is	right	and	they	were	her	letters	that	had	
cheered	him.	We	had	a	delightful	day	yesterday	…….(Clara	continues)	
I	take	up	to	tell	you	dear	Mamma	of	our	wonderful	ride	and	day	on	
Saturday	.	We	started	at	10	and	had	a	drive,	reading	and	talking	in	
our	little	carriage,	Minnie	and	Chubb	in	front,	Mrs	Cox	and	I	behind,	
Annie	(their	eldest).	Barbara	and	Mr	Leigh	riding,	Mr	Cox	walking,	
quite	as	fast	as	we	did.	Such	a	ride,	the	noblest	ravines	and	hills	on	all	
sides	and	our	cortege	going	through	the	narrowest	lanes	with	trees	
over	our	heads	and	such	banks	of	wild	flowers	beside	us.	We	got	to	
the	Eggerton	Hill	about	½	past	one,	and	Oh	I	shame	to	say	thought	
the	views	were	so	glorious	dinner	was	the	loveliest	sight	just	then.	
Over	the	wild	heath	we	went	to	the	edge	of	the	summit	and	then	
didn’t	lamb	and	potatoes,	fruit	and	cakes,	wine	and	ginger	beer	fly	oh	
so	quickly,	and	then	we	lay	down	and	sat	and	sumg	glees.	Minnie	
sketching	,	and	then	we	had	the	most	glorious	walk,	one	party	of	us	
and	one	party	rode.	I	will	tell	you	more	tomorrow.	By	the	way	how	
does	Susan	do,	because	if	whe	doesn’t	I	will	bring	a	proper	servant	or	
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send	one	from	here	or	Corfe.	I	have	written	to	Miss	Maynard	and	Mrs	
Hanson	about	her	but	I	have	less	time	for	writing	than	you	would	
imagine.	Yours	ever	dearest	Mamma,	Clara		
	
31	July	1854	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	
	
My	own	darling	Mamma,	
	A	variety	of	circumstances	have	given	me	this	afternoon	to	write	to	
you.	I	have	got	on	much	better	with	dear	old	Pilot	my	dog,	having	
finished	the	head	and	only	wanting	a	little	more	to	complete,	but	the	
dear	old	fellow	has	run	away	and	put	a	stop	to	my		painting	him	for	
the	present.	I	have	finished	dear	Frances	I	think	or	nearly	so	and	poor	
Nanny	is	ill	with	a	bad	headache	so	that	I	have	the	opportunity	I	have	
very	long	wished	for	of	writing	to	you.	I	have	not	as	yet	shown	the	
picture	to	Mrs	Cox,	having	suffered	too	much	by	prematurely	
showing	my	drawings,	although	she	is	unlike	the	rest	of	the	world	in	
general	I	regret	to	say	–	for	it	would	be	a	good	thing	if	there	were	
more	like	her.	She	is	so	kind	to	us.	She	manages	all	sorts	of	pleasures	
for	her	poor	London	guests.	On	Saturday	I	had	a	long	day	painting	
from	the	the	dear	old	dog	in	the	morning	aided(?)	by	the	girls	with	all	
sorts	of	comforts	charming	to	the	canine	mind.	He	was	nursed	and	
caressed	by	Frances	with	a	large	flannel	on	her	knees	to	keeep	him	in	
good	temper	as	he	has	a	partiality	for	flannel,	and	constantly	supplied	
with	brown	bread.	He	bears	these	honours	very	quietly,	turns	his	
noble	head	proudly	round	and	looks	up	with	a	very	touching	
expression	in	his	dear	old	eyes.	He	sits	very	well	considering,	but	
nevertheless	sometimes	his	opinion	does	not	agree	with	mine	as	to	
the	propriety	of	sitting	any	more.	However	I	am	very	glad	indeed	that	
I	have	attempted	it	seeing	I	have	succeeded	better	than	expected	and	
they	will	value	it	exceedingly.	After	dinner	I	had	a	sitting	from	Annie	
and	then	we	heard	in	the	drawing	room	that	we	were	to	have	a	tea	in	
the	garden	and	then	a	drive	afterwards,	-	there	was	bonny	news.	Tea	
was	ready	on	a	table	on	the	smooth	lawn		-	the	hot	tea,	the	country	
bread	and	butter	and	ripe	gooseberries,	and	the	sun	shining	
brilliantly	–	so	that	was	all	very	pleasant.	We	had	a	long	drive	after	
tea	till	nine	o’clock	down	country	lanes	with	the	…..(?)	hanging	out	in	
clusters	and	every	kind	of	wild	flower,	and		our	little	chaise	will	hold	
five	very	well.	I	am	put	in	front	with	Mr	Cox	and	Frances	while	Mrs	
Cox	and	Clara	were	behind.	We	paid	a	visit	to	Whiteshirt(?)	Hill	
Friday	or	rather	Mrs	Trevelyan	Cox.	They	have	a	house	built	by	Mr	
Cox	which	is	large	enough	to	suit	dear	Papa’s	fancy	.	In	the	centre	is	a	
wide	entrance	hall	with	oak	floor	and	broad	oak	staircase	leading	to	
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the	bedrooms.	There	is	a	verandah	all	around	the	house	with	white	
and	red	roses	in	bloom	all	round	forming	a	most	graceful	frame	for	a	
very	noble	landscape	of	copses	of	rich	dark	trees	and	then	the	
wooded	country	beyond,	and	sea	beyond	that.	It	was	very	beautiful	
and	the	sun	was	shining	on	them.	We	had	a	very	pretty	walk	up	some	
plantations	and	back	to	the	large,	lofty	drawing	room	with	windows	
large	enough	to	please	dear	Papa,	and	this	glorious	view	beyond.	
Dear	darling	Clara	played	away	while	the	trees	outside	shivered	in	
the	evening	wind	like	the	distant	sea.	We	had	a	ride	home	by	starlight	
watching	the	shooting	stars.	We	are	having	so	much	conversation	
that	I	cannot	write	any	more	–	only	my	dearest	mother	we	leave	
Beaminster	for	Corfe	on	Thursday	and	then	return	here	in	a	week.	
Dear	Clara	is	getting	much	better.	They	take	the	greatest	cae	of	her,	
give	her	hot	water	and	put	……………(??)	that	does	her	a	great	deal	of	
good.	I	must	leave	off	,	and	pray	my	dearest	Mamma	let	us	hear	from	
you	for	I	long	to	have	a	home	letter.	Many	thanks	for	your	last.	We	
have	heard	from	George	two	short	letters.	Ever	your	very	affectionate	
daughter	Emily	Macirone	
Best	love	to	Papa									
	
9	August	1854	from	Emily	and	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Mother,	
I	have	been	working	all	the	morning	at	painting.	I	have	only	a	few	
minutes	before	we	start	to	Bradford	to	say	that	we	had	a	glorious	
glee	evening	yesterday	-	we	sang	till	morning	or	nearly,	and	that	Mr	
Cortile(??)	a	..?	gentleman	,	son	of	THE	Cortile,	was	so	charmed	with	
Clara’s	music	altogether	that	he	prevailed	on	us	to	stay	another	day	
at	Corfe.	We	shall	spend	the	evening	there	tomorrow	and	return	to	
Beaminster	the	day	after,	Friday.	They	are	so	affectionate	and	kind	
that	we	cannot	avoid	being	happy.	Many	thanks	for	your	darling	note.	
It	is	so	kind	of	you	and	dear	Papa	to	write	to	your	bairns.	Clara	says	
she	feels	so	much	better	–	quite	well.	We	go	to	Mrs	Hales	on	the	19th.	
Clara	begs	that	you	will	get	the		ticking	for	your	bed.	The	weather	is	
very	pleasant	here.	I	am	very	glad	those	dreadful	stairs	are	coming	
down	–	they	ought	to	perish.		She	wept	………………….…..(?)	I	am	
longing	to	read	the	papers.	Oh	that	we	could	have	a	telegraph	from	
the	seat	of	war.		We	must	pray	for	our	navy	as	you	say	in	these	fearful	
days.	Goodbye,	dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,	Your	very	affectionate	
Minnie.	
My	darling	Mamma,	
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We	have	had	very	pleasant	days	–	the	pleasantest	possible	almost.	
We	never	were	so	made	completely	at	home	and	never	felt	so	
entirely	so	with	dear	Corfe	before.	`The	first	part	of	the	time,	
Thursday,	Friday	and	Saturday	(except	tea	in	the	garden,	and	that	
under	trying	circumstances	for	fear	of	rain)	produced	little	
dissipation.	Minnie	sketched	in	the	church	and	I	worked	for	I	want	to	
get	a	little	present	finished	before	I	leave	here.	Then	our	services	
Sunday	went	off	very	well,	and		I	like	the	clergyman’s	wife	very	much,	
Mrs	Haslene(??).	She	sings	very	well	and	they	have	both	capital	
voices.	Yesterday	we	went	a	pleasant	trip	to	Hestercombe(??)	a	
lovely	place	and	Minnie	and	Miss	Leigh	sketched	together	while	Mr	
Leigh	and	his	brother	and	I	sat	down	on	the	summerhouse	steps	and	
sang	glees,	and	then	before	and	after	we	had	the	loveliest	walk	
through	a	wild	wooded	plantation,	the	a	two	hours	drive	home	and	
company	in	the	evening.	The	Squire	Mr	Newton	and	his	wife	and	
friend,	Mr	and	Mrs	Mclane(??),	a	son	of	Dr	Cortel(??)	and	his	wife,	
and	there	was	our	party.	God	bless	you	dearest	Mamma	and	Papa				
	
17	August	1854	from	George	Augustus	in	Rothesay	to	Clara	and	
Emily	
	
My	darling	girls,	
Many	thanks	for	your	darling	letters.	You	see	I	am	writing	from	
Rothesay.	Mr	Lambeth	is	staying	here,	and	he	asked	me	to	come	and	
spend	a	day	with	him,	and	as	my	face	was	so	bad	with	toothache	that	
I	could	not	do	anything	I	came	down.	I	really	don’t	think	the	torments	
hereafter	can	be	much	worse	than	6	teeth	wracking	with	toothache	
perpetually.	I	can	hardly	eat	anything	and	restrict	myself	as	much	as	I	
can	to	slops.	I	was	in	bed	all	last	Friday	from	it.	However	that’s	quite	
enough	of	so	unpleasant	a	subject.	Many	thanks	for	the	money	for	the	
boots(?)	–	they	were	indeed	a	comfort.	I	go	up	to	Glasgow	again	
today.	I	don’t	understand	what	the	muslins	were	for	which	came	with	
the	portraits.	Do	get	my	smoking	things	sold	by	Mr		Yrigoyti	if	you	
can,	but	if	not	you	may	as	well	send	them	to	me	at	once.	Do	send	me	
your	chants	and	Hymn,	as	I	have	not	a	copy	of	them.	What	can	have	
given	you	the	idea	that	I	went	to	Loch	………….(??)	every	Monday	O	
Minniekin	?	It	is	6	hours	steaming	from	Glasgow	and	about	20	I	think	
or	30	from	here.	It	is	a	most	beautiful	voyage	all	throught	the	Kyles	of	
Bute.	You	can’t	think	what	glorious	scenery	this	is.	Mr	Lambeth	
comes	from	Portsmouth	and	he	says	the	Isle	of	Wight	is	nothing	to	it;	
he	was	not	staying	in	London	at	all	while	he	was	in	England	and	so	he	
could	not	call	on	you.	I	think	this	is	the	most	lovely	place	I	have	ever	
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seen	by	far.	There	is	a	very	pretty	church	here	being	built	by	Dean	
Hood,	the	Dean	of	Argyll	and	the	Isles;	and	there	is	an	old	castle	from	
which	the	Prince	of	Wales	takes	his	title	of	Duke	of	Rothesay,	and	
there	is	a	most	beautiful	park	at	Karnes	Castle	which	is	a	very	rare	
thing	in	Scotland.	The	country	in	Bute	is	all	very	finely	wooded.	There	
are	the	remains	of	an	old	church	near	here.	When	I	see	those	hings	I	
always	think	of	the	74th	psalm	‘they	that	hewed	timber	aforetime	out	
of	the	thick	trees,	were	known	to	bring	it	to	an	excellent	work	/	But	
now	they	break	down	all	the	carved	work	thereof	with	axes	and	
Hammers/	They	have	set	fire	upon	thy	holy	places	and	have	defiled	
the	dwelling	place	of	thy	name,	even	unto	the	ground.’	There	is	
Toward	Castle	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	bay,	where	Robert	the	
Bruce	lived,	with	the	sun	shining	so	beautifully	on	it.	It	belongs	to	
Graham	of	G……..now,	but	I	must	say	goodbye	my	darlings.	
Remember	me	in	your	prayers,	Ever	your	affectionate	brother,	G	A	
Macirone					
	
22	August	1854	from	George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	Mary	Ann	

My	darling	Mamma,	

Many	thanks	for	your	letters,	pray	forgive	my	having	written	so	little	
but	I	have	had	such	a	horrible	toothache	for	some	time	past,	I	have	
been	unable	to	do	anything	at	all.	I	did	not	sleep	an	hour	in	the	whole	
during	both	Sunday	and	Monday	nights.	I	think	I	have	had	the	worst	
of	the	bad	teeth	out	this	morning	and	have	been	sleeping	with	very	
little	intermisssion	since	about	11.30	in	the	arm	chair	and	it	is	now	
getting	on	for	9	pm.	I	have	spoken	to	the	foreman	of	the	Pattern	shop	
and	there	is	not	a	single	bench	vacant	now.	You	know	I	am	going	to	
take	a	trip	at	the	end	of	this	week,	so	I	think	I	had	better	not	say	any	
more	about	it	until	I	come	back,	and	then	if	I	find	it	necessary	I	would	
ask	Clara	to	get	a	note	from	Mrs	Hall	to	Mr	John	Napier	about	it,	but	I	
would	much	rather	not	do	that	unless	I	cannot	get	into	the	Pattern	
shop	without	it.	By	the	bye	Minniekin	says	that	some	toilet	muslins	
came	with	the	daguerrotpes	but	I	certainly	did	not	see	any.	The	only	
muslins	I	saw	we	some	very	delapidated	pieces	of	cambric	
handkerchief	in	which	the	portraits	were	wrapped	up.	Upon	my	
word,	your	treatment	of	that	box(?)	does	you	infinite	credit.	Pray	do	
not	send	me	the	Italian	book	which	Emily	Warren	is	using.	I	should	
be	excessively	sorry	to	deprive	her	of	it.	You	have	sent	me	the	wrong	
collar	by	the	bye.	My	collar	which	I	sent	you	for	a	pattern	was	like	
this	(drawing)with	three	button	holes	and	no	strings,	and	I	enclose	a	
calculation	for	Papa	which	I	made	before	I	left	London,	about	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	154	-	

Homeopathy.	I	thought	Papa	might	like	to	have	it.	I	have	eaten	very	
little	these	last	few	days	owing	to	my	teeth	being	so	bad,	and	I	am	just	
going	to	have	a	basin	of	porridge	before	I	go	to	bed.	I	am	quite	fond	of	
porridge	now.	It	is	as	good	almost	as	bread	and	milk	and	very	much	
cheaper	especially	at	the	present	price	of	bread.	You	can	go	on	
writing	to	me	here,	as	while	I	am	away	my	whereabouts	will	be	very	
uncertain	and	if	I	should	be	quite	sure	of	being	at	any	given	place	any	
given	day	I	will	let	you	know.	I	have	one	of	the	largest	teeth	in	any	
head	which	took	out	with	much	pangs.	I	couldn’t	have	believed	one’s	
jaw	could	stand	such	a	wrench	as	he	gave	it,	but	he	did	it	very	well	for	
he	took	it	out	at	one	wrench	although	it	was	a	tremendous	one.	It	was	
rotten	right	through.	The	worst	of	it	is	it	has	left	such	an	immense	
gap	in	my	teeth.	It	seems	large	enough	to	stow	a	small	trunk	away	in.	
You	have	no	idea	of	what	an	effect	smoking	has	on	the	toothache.	It	is	
most	wonderful.	It	soothes	all	irritation	of	the	nerves	so	very	much,	it	
was	almost	my	only	comfort.	I	hope	to	see	the	Provost	at	the	end	of	
this	week	and	shall	then	go	on	to	Aberdeen.	I	shall	try	snd	see	
Dunkeld	and	perhaps	the	Pass	of	Killiekrankie	,	but	my	plans	are	not	
at	all	fixed.	So	goodbye	my	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	ever	your	
affectionate	son	G	A	Macirone	

I	have	been	reading	Longfellow	a	little	lately	and	enjoyed	it	very	
much				

		
	
Tottenham		August	Monday	morning	from	Clara	

Dearest	Mamma,	

We	had	such	a	glorious	day	on	Saturday,	you	know	our	Aunt	sent	the	
carriage	to	fetch	Mary	and	Minnie	and	their	belongings	from	
Holloway	and	they	came	round	to	Clapton	for	me,	and	we	so	enjoyed	
the	drive	together,	and	reached	here	in	time	for	Friday	evening’s	
music	which	went	off	beautifully.	Miss	Warne	(?)	is	staying	here	and	
we	are	such	a	merry	party.	It	would	do	your	and	dear	Papa’s	heart	
good	to	see	us	all.	Uncle	and	Aunt	seem	to	enjoy	so	much	having	us	
here	and	plan	so	much	for	us	to	have	as	much	pleasure	and	get	as	
much	the	blessing	of	country	air	and	rest	as	possible.	So	Aunt	sent	us	
off	early	on	Saturday	morning	on	a	long	beautiful	drive	in	the	forest	
and	we	were	out	driving	all	day	except	a	short	stay	to	lunch.	We	
enjoyed	this	extremely,	the	day	was	beyond	anything	beautiful,	the	
carriage	so	comfortable	and	we	such	a	merry	party	of	four,	Clara,	
Kenny	(?)	Mary	and	Minnie,	and	I.	The	only	drawback	was	that	Aunt	
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did	not	like	to	leave	Miss	Warne	and	there	was	not	room	for	both.	
However,	today	we	are	going	out	for	the	whole	day	driving	again	and	
all	together	so	that	will	be	really	delightful.	Aunt	wishes	us	so	very	
much	to	stay	and	this	rest	and	driving	and	the	comfort	of	this	change	
is	so	excessive	that	I	have	been	persuaded,	since	you	don’t	mind	our	
being	away,	to	stay	over	this	week,	but	I	shall	come	over	tomorrow	to	
see	how	Moira	W	(?)	likes	you	and	hear	what	Uncle	Edward’s	
arrangements	are,	because	we	shall	return	in	case	you	wish	to	be	off	
immediately-	and	I	also	think	a	few	coins	would	be	enjoyable		so	I	
shall	arrive	about	1/2	past	7	tomorrow	,	for	a	nip	of	tea	and	a	little	
chat	and	to	make	a	parcel	of	things	which	we	shall	want.	

Minnie	sends	her	desperate	love	and	Aunt	and	all	send	their	love	and	
thank	you	for	the	loan	of	your	children	and	I	enclose	a	few	stamps.	I	
will	bring	more.	

Ever,	dear	Mamma	your			loving	child	Clara.	

How	dear	a	picture	Uncle	George’s	is.	I	am	so	fond	of	it.	

		

3	September	undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Mother,	
I	must	tell	you	the	last	news,	though	I	fear	I	have	only	time	to	write	a	
telegraphic	letter.	In	primis,	the	weather	is	most	lovely	and	so	we	
start	early	in	a	boat	to	go	the	Wye	to	Tintern,	then	stay	there	all	day	
and	return	here	in	the	carriage	to	a	late	dinner,	then	tomorrow	we	
start	early	and	get	to	Hereford	by	nine,	then	stay	there	two	hours,	see	
the	Cathedral	then	go	on	to	Chester,	that	I	have	longed	all	my	life	to	
see,	stay	four	hours,	have	a	dinner,	then	on	to	dear	Flora’s	-	-who	has	
sent	us	a	very	kind	invitation.	We	shall	also	see	the	cathedral	at	
Chester	of	course.	So	you	see	dearest	mother	since	you	have	the	
angelic	propensity	of	intensely	enjoying	our	happiness	you	must	
enjoy	this	also	for	us.	I	am	sure	you	have	been	very	busy	
housekeeping	and	that	the	house	looks	all	the	better	for	your	care.	
We	much	wish	that	you	could	see	this	lovely	journey.	You	would	
enjoy	it	so	much	I	know.	Please	pat	Fido	for	me………….(??)	I	hope	you	
like	the	new	servant.	It	is	so	delightful	this	holiday	and	I	so	much	
enjoy	going	to	Liverpool.	I	shall	see	after	my	pictures.	Mr	Rudman	
and	Clara	will	see	Mrs	Aymes.	Our	best	love	to	darling	George	whose	
hours	continue	earlier	I	hope.	Clara’s	love.	Goodbye	darling	mother,	
Your	affectionate	daughter	Emily		
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28	September	1854	from	Emily	

My	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	

The	train	has	this	day	done	what	England	expects	that	every	man	will	
do	–	its	duty,	so	far	as	your	daughters	are	concerned,	in	landing	us	
safely	at	the	Goring	station	where	we	met	Mr.	Thomas	Hale	and	Miss	
Hill.	After	a	saunter	through	the	fields	we	came	here,	to	some	
delicious	hot	coffee	etc,	such	as	you	would	approve	of.	We	are	to	have	
a	dinner	this	afternoon	and	tomorrow	go	to	Wallingford.	The	
weather	is	most	brilliant	and	I	have	no	doubt	we	shall	pass	a	pleasant	
time,	though	I	shall	be	very	glad	when	our	…..	heads	turn	homewards.	
We	saw	our		….?		safe	and	now	take	care	of	yourselves	dear	Papa	and	
Mamma,	or	how	will	you	have	the	heart	to	come	and	meet	us.	This	
house	is	very	pretty	with	windows	opening	with	a	long	verandah	
with	seats	and	flowers	in	it	–	and	the	lawn	with	flowers	beyond.	Then	
the	bright	blue	innocent	looking	Thames	so	narrow	and	winding	–	
and	banks	of	osier	beds	and	willows	on	the	farther	side.	There	are	
quantities	of	roses	here	and	the	whole	place	has	an	air	of	comfort	and	
care,	but	the	scenery	is	not	by	any	means	so	beautiful	as	the	
Dorsetshire	scenery.	Mr	John	Hale	is	not	at	home	now	but	when	he	
comes	Clara	will	of	course	see	about	our	dearest	boy.	Now	goodbye	
dearest	Mother	and	Papa	–	believe	me	always,	Your	very	affectionate	
daughter	Minnie	Macirone	

Mrs	W.J.Hale,	Goring,	near	Reading,	Oxon.	

	
	2	October	1854	from	GAM	at	55	Main	Street	Blythswood	Holm,	
Glasgow	to	Emily	

My	darling	Minniekin,	

No	end	of	happy	returns	of	the	day.	I	am	so	sorry	I	did	not	write	in	
time,	it	really	was	quite	a	shame,	do	pray	forgive	me,	I	am	really	so	
very	sorry	for	it.	I	hope	you	enjoyed	yourself	yesterday.	It	is	such	a	
treat	to	have	your	darling	portrait	hanging	in	the	room,	and	you	
know	I	have	really	a	nice	room	to	hang	it	up	in.	Only	I	want	the	one	
you	promised	me	of	Clara	and	yourself.	I	am	so	sorry	I	cannot	
sympathise	with	you	about	‘Sunny	Memories’.	I	cannot	say	I	have	
read	it,	but	I	skimmed	through	part	of	it,	and	it	certainly	was	to	me	
most	offensive.	I	think	the	union	of	flippant	and	impertinent	
republicanism	with	excessive	and	unreasoning	adulation	of	rank	and	
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fashion,	is	the	most	offensive	compound	that	can	be	conceived,	and	
Mrs	Stowe	appears	to	me	to	possess	those	two	qualities	in	a	most	
undesirable	degree.	Moreover	I	can	quite	understand	and	admire	the	
feelings	of	a	good	hearty	Evangelical	upon	keeping	the	Sabbath,	as	
they	call	it,	but	when	a	professing	Evangelical	or	Calvinist	lies	in	bed	
for	successive	Sundays	all	day,	in	consequence	of	dissipation	during	
the	previous	week,	and	then	goes	out	for	a	drive	in	the	park	in	the	
Sunday	evening,	I	can’t	help	thinking	there	is	something	radically	
wrong	–	and	besides	it	is	so	ridiculous	to	see	people	so	prejudiced	as	
to	say	‘that	she	was	surprised	to	find	Sir	R	H	Taylor(?)	an	amiable	
and	gentlemanly	man,	notwithstanding	his	Tory	sentiments’(I	am	
quoting	from	memory),	as	if	Tories	were	in	the	habit	of	eating	babies	
for	breakfast	or	systematically	behaving	like	scavengers.	Poor	Mrs	
Stowe,	we	really	must	not	be	too	hard	on	her,	for	some	parts	of	Uncle	
Tom	are	really	excessively	beautiful.	Still	I	think	she	has	not	
improved	her	reputation	by	‘Sunny	Memories’.	Did	you	not	see	her	
remarks	on	Warwick	Castle;	her	bad	grammar	is	really	dreadful;	mais	
ca	suffit.	I	know	you	won’t	mind	my	telling	you	what	I	think	about	
what	I	read,	will	you	darling,	because	I	like	you	to	know	what	I	think	
about	different	books,	and	then	you	can	tell	me	where	you	think	I	am	
wrong.	I	am	so	very	glad	you	liked	The	Heir	of	Redclyffe.	I	have	read	
it	since	and	enjoyed	it	excessively.	I	read	it	at	Reith.	It	was	written	by	
a	friend	of	Mrs	Fortescue’s.	It	came	out	first	in	chapters,	in	the	
numbers	of	The	Churchman’s	Companion.	There	is	another	story	
coming	out	in	the	same	paper	called	The	Fall	of	Constantinople,	but	I	
do	not	like	it	so	well	as	The	Heir	of	Redclyffe.	Either	the	Heir	of	
Redclyffe	or	the	Fall	of	Constantinople	,	I	am	not	sure	which,	is	by	one	
of	the	Oxford	House	of	Sisters	of	Mercy.	I	am	sorry	to	say	I	have	lost	
my	pocket	knife	and	am	in	a	great	strait	for	want	of	it.	How	are	your	
pictures	getting	on	darling.	By	the	bye	–	how	about	cousin	Charlie.	Is	
he	married	or	going	to	be	or	what.	Do	not	forget	me	in	your	prayers	
and	believe	me	my	darling	Minniekin,	ever	you	affectionate	brother	G	
A	Macirone.		

	

12	October	1854	from	George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	George	
and	Mary	Ann	

	

My	dear	Papa	and	Mamma,	
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Many	thanks	for	letters	although	your	news	of	the	taking	of	
Sevastapol	was	a	hoax,	I	am	very	glad	to	be	able	to	look	forward	to	
going	into	the	Pattern	shop.	I	will	let	you	know	as	soon	as	I	know	for	
certain,	and	about	the	price	of	the	tools.	I	have	not	heard	Clara’s	
Anthem	from	the	Revelations,	indeed	I	did	not	know	she	had	written	
one.	Do	let	me	have	a	copy	if	you	can.	I	wish	Clara	would	write	an	
anthem	to	the	words	of	Kent’s	Anthem	‘The	Souls	of	the	Righteous’.	
Talking	about	anthems,	I	have	heard	part	of	a	very	beautiful	one	by	
Jeremiah	Clarke	‘How	long	wilt	thou’,	and	‘My	God,	my	God’	by	
Reynolds	is	a	great	favourite	of	mine.	You	should	get	Clara	to	play	
them	to	you.	They	are	excessively	beautiful.	Thank	you	for	pointing	
out	that	poem	of	Herbert’s	–	it	is	very	beautiful.	Our	men	seem	to	
have	fought	gloriously	at	the	battle	of	Alma.	I	heard	an	account	the	
other	day	of	the	doing	at	Cumbrae	when	the	news	got	there.	Mr	Boyle	
had	a	salute	of	101	guns	fired	and	the	yacht	and	paddle	boat	and	the	
garrison	flag	pole	and	the	College	flag	pole	dressed	with	flags,	I	
believe,	and	in	the	evening	they	sent	up	rockets	and	burnt	blue	lights	
on	the	College	terrace,	which	is	you	know	very	high	above	the	village,	
and	then	I	think	they	had	a	grand	party	at	the	Garrison	in	the	
evening.	My	poor	doggie	Claverie(?)	got	bit	the	other	day	under	the	
lower	jaw.	It	was	in	a	very	bad	place	because	he	could	not	lick	it,	so	
he	has	had	a	poultice	on	for	some	days.	It	all	swelled	up	as	large	as	a	
hen’s	egg,	but	is	I	think	getting	better.	Winter	is	coming	in	fast	now.	It	
is	very	cold	in	the	evenings,	generally	freezing	I	should	think,	from	
the	feel	of	the	water	I	wash	in,	in	the	morning.	A	gentleman	I	met	
yesterday	said	he	had	slept	at	Newcastle	on	the	night	before	the	fire	
and	described	the	fire	as	very	dreadful.	I	suppose	there	will	be	
subscriptions	opened	for	the	poor	people.	Have	you	seen	the	new	
church	that	Dr	Walker	is	building	out	at	Notting	Hill	in	memory	of	his	
father	and	mother	?	I	believe	it	is	a	magnificent	building	and	is	to	be	
entirely	free,	no	paid	seats	of	any	kind,	which	I	am	very	glad	to	hear	
of,	as	those	paid	seats	make	an	invidious	distinction	between	poor	
and	rich	which	is	not	right	in	Church.	The	fare	from	here	to	
Edinburgh	is	now	reduced	to	1/-	3rd	Class.	Is	not	that	capital?		Your	
affectionate	son,	G	A	Macirone	

24	October	1854	from	George	Augustus	to	his	parents	
(Letter	written	on	notepaper	with	a	very	nice	etching	of	‘The	
Church	and	College,	Island	of	Cumbrae’	as	heading.)	
	
	
My	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	
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Hooray	for	Marx.	I	am	so	sorry	I	haven’t	had	any	hand	in	it.	It’s	most	
atrociously	unfair	letting	everybody	have	a	hand	in	it	but	me.	It	
would	have	made	such	a	wonderful	title	page---Marx,	translated	by	
the	“Macirone	

Family”;	Papa’s	talents	swamped	in	those	of	his	Family;	what	a	grand	
spectacle	to	hold	up	to	the	public.	On	the	whole	I	am	glad	I	have	not	
yet	had	the	honour	of	being	employed	at	Uncle’s	new	factory,	for	
neither	the	fate	of	the	Chief	Engineer,	or	the	second	engineer,	or	the	
mere	humble	stoker,	is	likely	to	make	the	service	attractive.	That	
poor	lady	sent	me	the	notice	of	the	death	of	her	brother	at	Alma,	the	
other	day,	has	only	a	few	days	ago	received	news	of	the	death	of	her	
husband	on	his	passage	home	from	abroad,	and	she	is	left	a	widow	
with	5	or	6	children.	I	have	a	friend	whom	I	am	hoping	to	induce	to	
read	Italian	with	me.	What	would	be	the	best	work	to	read	?	–	I	mean	
so	as	to	learn	modern	Italian.	I	will	take	care	to	mention	Uncles’	
present.	By	the	bye	was	the	seal	I	sent	of	any	use?	It	is	much	more	
easy	to	suggest	difficulties	than	to	solve	them,	and	that	is	just	my	case	
with	regard	to	your	invention	for	stopping	the	train.	At	first	nothing	
but	difficulties	came	into	my	head,	but	afterwards	an	idea	for	
solution,	which	is	however	very	poverty	stricken.	The	difficulties	
which	presented	themselves	to	me	first	were	that,	supposing	it	a	
postulate	that	the	powder	must	be	under	one	of	the	three	following	
cases	viz:	1.	From	a	chamber	open	at	both	ends	2.	From	a	chamber	
open	at	one	end.	3.	A	chamber	not	open	at	all	–	Then,	as	for	1.	Of	
course	that	would	have	no	effect,	then	2.	Which	would	be	a	gun;	this	
might	act	in	two	ways,	either	by	the	ball	or	the		rebound.	I	do	not	
think	that	the	rebound	of	a	dozen	68	pounders	would	produce	much	
effect	on	a	large	train	–	am	I	right	?	,	and	the	ball	would	be	a	perfectly	
unmanageable	force.	Then	3.	The	powder	if	it	did	not	burst(?)	the	
chamber	would	produce	no	effect	at	all.	But	it	seemed	to	me	that	
possibly	(I	only	most	humbly	suggest	it)	it	might	be	managed	that	the	
powder	could	be	fired	from	a	very	great	number	of	small	chambers	in	
one	block	of	iron	or	brass,	and	instead	of	balls	have	pistons,	which	on	
going	out	partially	would	allow	the	gas	to	escape,	and	so	save	
throwing	away	balls	and	let	the	piston	rods	have	knobs	at	their	ends	
which	should	strike	on	buffers;	(drawing	)	The	whole	affair	might	be	
in	front	of	or	below	the	engine,	and	be	fired	by	galvanic	wires,	and	
loaded	in	something	like	the	way	they	fill	percussion	caps	with	
powder	when	they	make	them	to	save	time,	but	then	it	could	not	be	
cleaned	quickly,	so	that	It	would	only	do	for	emergencies	and	not	for	
an	ordinary	way	of	stopping	the	train.	I	thought	also	that	something	
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might	be	done	by	using	the	rebound,	instead	of	the	ball	if	it	were	
made	the	most	of.	(Large	crossed	out	passage)Please	excuse	this	
blotting	and	don’t	read	the	above	for	I	made	the	most	horrible	
mistake.	I	think	a	train	might	be	stopped	very	quickly	by	galvanism	–	
by	converting	certain	portions	of	the	rails	into	temporary	magnets	
and	skidding	the	wheels.	But	I	have	an	idea	which	I	wonder	has	never	
never	been	thought	of,	and	that	is	that	there	should	be	a	means	
adopted	for	instantaneously	disconnecting	the	engine	from	the	train.	
SO	many	accidents	happen	where	the	train	might	be	saved	if	it	were	
detached	from	the	engine,	and	it	would	be	the	easiest	thing	possible	
to	do.	The	engine	often	has	a	very	great	deal	more	momentum	than	
the	train.	Some	of	the	Great	Western	engines	weigh	80	odd	tons.	A	
collision	would	be	a	very	different	thing	from	what	it	is,	if	the	engines	
were	detached	and	allowed	to	smash	themselves	to	pieces	first.	At	all	
events	many	lives	might	be	saved,	but	the	present	attachments	could	
not	be	undone	in	under	10	minutes.	Probably	it	would	be	impossible	
to	turn	the	screw	they	use	while	the	strain	is	on	it.	I	hope	you	will	not	
find	out	the	mistake	I	made	at	the	top	of	the	page.	It	really	was	a	most	
stupid	one	and	then	I	went	on	to	suggest	an	elaborate	machine	for	it	,	
like	the	man	who	invented	a	machine	to	stop	his	perpetual	motion	
machine	when	it	accumulated	too	much	momentum.	Ever	your	loving	
son,	George	A	Macirone.	Ps	I	hope	to	know	about	the	Pattern	Shop	
this	week.	
	

	

27	October	1854	from	GAM	at	55	main	Street	Blythswood	Holm	
Glasgow	to	Emily	

My	darling	Minniekin,	

I	was	deliberating	whether	to	send	you	a	copy	of	the	Bishop	Of	
Oxford’s	‘Eucharistica’,	or	a	copy	of	Izaac	Walton’s	lives	of	Donne,	
Walton(?)	etc.	But	the	remembrance	of	how	much	you	enjoyed	the	
Bishop	of	Oxford’s	preaching,	turned	the	scale	in	his	favour,	and	
besides	it	is	a	more	practical	present	than	biography.	It	is	really	
glorious	about	Mr	Lindsay(?).	I	am	sure	that	they	must	be	very	proud	
of	him.	Thank	you	very	much	for	your	darling	long	letter	dearest	
Minniekin.	It	was	you	perhaps	know	the	Glasgow	Fast	day	yesterday,	
so	there	was	no	work	done,	and	Mr	Alex	Guthrie,	Mr	James	Guthrie	
and	your	humble	servant	had	a	walk	which	we	enjoyed	very	much.	
My	landlord,	Mr	Munro	came	in	to	see	me	this	evening	to	say	that	he	
did	not	approve	of	my	drawing	on	Sundays.	It	was	some	drawing	I	
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did	for	my	own	amusement	or	rather	for	a	friend,	who	had	asked	me	
to	draw	him	a	design	for	a	seal,	which	was	to	embody	two	or	three	
ideas.	Now	Mr	Munro	did	not	approve	of	my	drawing	this	last	Sunday	
and	came	to	protest	against	it,	quoting	‘Thou	shalt	do	no	manner	of	
work,	thou……nor	the	stranger	that	is	within	thy	gates’.	He	
considered	himself	the	‘thou’	and	me	the	‘stranger’,	so	we	had	an	
argument	about	it.	I	informed	him	that	I	was	not	a	Jew,	and	asked	if	
he	was,	and	said	that	even	if	he	were	he	did	not	keep	the	fourth	
commandment	literally	any	more	than	I	did,	as	the	4th	commandment	
asked	him	to	observe	Saturday	which	he	did	not	do,	but	I	haven’t	the	
slightest	belief	in	people	being	convinced	by	argument	at	the	time.	
However,	I	made	him	read	an	article	of	Dr	Hook’s	on	it	and	he	said	he	
quite	agreed	with	it,	so	I	pointed	out	that	he	had	assented	to	the	fact	
that	we	observe	the	Sunday	for	a	reason	different	from	that	for	which	
the	Jews	observe	the	Sabbath,	Christians	observing	Sunday	because	
God	rose	from	the	dead	on	that	day,	and	the	Jews	the	Sabbath	for	the	
reason	given	in	the	fourth	commandment,	so	that	he	had	himself	
overthrown	the	literal	observance	of	the	4th	commandment	already.	I	
closed	the	argument	by	offering	him	a	pipe	and	he	departed	to	bed.	
He	is	really	a	very	good	man,	and	I	have	a	great	respect	for	him,	
although	he	does	appear	to	think	he	had	been	a	Jew.	I	suspect	I	shall	
find	him	in	the	act	of	sacrificing	a	bullock	with	his	……?		and	a	great	
knife	in	his	hand	some	morning.	By	the	bye	I	will	try	to	change	the	
Eucharistica	for	Isaak	Walton	if	you	like.	How	are	Laura	and	Cissy?	
Remember	me	to	them	and	Miss	Taylor	and	to	the	Knights	and	write	
me	a	good	letter	on	Sunday.	Your	affectionate	brother,	George	A	
Macirone		

	

	

5	November	1854	from	GAM	at	55	Main	Street	Blythswood	Holm,	
Glasgow	to	Emily	

	

My	darling	Minniekin,	

Really	it	has	just	struck	me	that	I	don’t	feel	quite	certain	whether	I	
have	acknowledged	your	£3.0	yet	or	no,	and	yet	I	think	I	did	in	the	
letter	which	accompanied	‘Eucharistica’,	which	I	hope	you	like.	Thank	
you	very	much	for	sending	it	darling.	I	paid	it	away	immediately	to	
my	bookseller,	with	great	satisfaction.	……?		A	very	pretty	story	of	
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George	the	third,	and	how	very	good	of	him,	but	he	was	always	a	
kind,	good	man.	I	believe	you	are	right	about	the	French	people	
looking	on	Louis	seize	as	almost	a	saint.	There	is	an	‘expiatory	chapel’	
in	Paris,	for	praying	that	the	guilt	of	the	King’s	and	his	wife’s	blood	
may	be	not	laid	on	the	nation,	but	the	feeling	is	not	so	strongly	
marked	as	the	feeling	here	about	our	own	King,	for	he	is	inserted	into	
the	Scotch	Calendar	as	a	saint	and	is	commonly	called	in	the	
highlands	Saint	Charles.	I	have	heard	him	called	so	myself,	and	that	
not	by	a	person	who	would	do	it	out	of	affectation,	but	she	came	from	
a	part	of	the	country	where	it	was	usual.	Perhaps	you	never	heard	of	
it,	but	in	Falmouth	in	Cornwall	there	is	a	Church	dedicated	to	him,	not	
a	new	church	but	about	170	or	180	years	old.	Have	you	read	
Fouque’s	‘Sintram’.	You	would	like	it	very	much.	You	remember	that	
Sir	Guy	in	‘Redclyffe’	was	always	talking	of	his	Verena,	well,	that	is	an	
allusion	to	‘Sintram’.	There	is	such	a	contrast	between	Sir	Walter	
Scott	and	the	…?	Fouqué	in	their	treatment	of	the	supernatural.	Sir	
Walter	is	always	using	it	for	his	own	purposes,	but	with	a	quiet	sneer	
at	it	all,	as	much	as	to	say	‘Pray	do	not	think	I	am	such	a	fool	as	to	
believe	it	to	be	possible,	I	only	use	it	to	interest	you’	and	Fouque	is	so	
very	different.	Could	you	ask	dear	Mamma	if	she	can	enlighten	me	on	
the	enclosed	points,	and	give	my	love	to	dear	Papa	and	Mamma.	Pray	
for	me	my	darling	and	believe	me	ever	your	affectionate	brother.	
George	A	Macirone	

	

	14	November	1854	(after	Balaclava	and	Inkerman)	from	GAM	at	
55	Main	Street	Blythswood	Holm,	Glasgow	to	his	family.	

My	darlings,	

Here	goes	to	answer	all	your	letters	–	by	the	bye,	before	I	begin,	did	
you,	O	Clara,	ever	think	of	setting	‘Airy	Fairy	Lilian’	or	‘Claribell’	to	
music?	I	am	very	much	obliged	to	Mrs	Nelson	for	her	kind	thinking	of	
me	about	her	friend	in	Canada(?),	at	the	same	time	I	am	not	
ambitious	for	going	there.	It	seems	so	odd	for	you	to	be	writing	about	
Katie	Thompson.	I	haven’t	got	rid	of	the	‘Loden”(?)	yet.	I	think	the	
Glory	of	the	Girl	and	the	….?	is	very	beautiful	indeed.	The	Collegiate	
School	you	mention,	I	fancy,	only	consists	of	the	Choristers	of	the	
Church	Dr	Walker	is	building	in	memory	of	his	Father	and	Mother	–	
that	is	the	man	who	is	going	to	found		the	new	Bishopric	of	Cornwall.	
I	confess	my	darling,	that	if	the	Dettingen	Te	Deum	is	not	to	be	
performed	until	we	have	taken	Sevastopol	and	Constadt,	I	don’t	
myself	expect	ever	to	be	charmed	of	hearing	that	very	beautiful	
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music	again.	I	think	that	both	the	animus	and	physique	of	the	tzar’s	
army	have	been	very	much	underrated,	and	that	we	shall	find	that	
out	to	our	cost.	I	don’t	believe	that	we	could	make	any	material	
impression	on	the	tzar’s	power	without	a	war	of	many	year’s	
duration,	and	very	greatly	increased	taxes,	and	the	Manchester	
School	are	much	too	powerful	to	allow	the	latter.	I	am	so	glad	you	
have	seen	an	account	of	the	Sunday	shop-shutting	movement	in	
France.	I	have	read	a	good	deal	about	it,	as	they	always	have	all	the	
continental	religious	news	in	the	Guardian	which	I	generally	see	–	
and	they	are	doing	it	in	the	……..?		the	Bishops	heading	the	movement	
and	the	parish	clergy	carrying	it	out.	I	am	always	sorry	after	writing	
anything	political	or	religious	in	my	letters	for	fear	you	shouldn’t	like	
it,	but	I	always	try	to	keep	out	anything	of	the	kind.	I	think	I	
mentioned	that	Mr	Lambeth	had	not	been	to	town	did	I	not?	I	have	
never	tried	the	essence	of	peppermint	and	sugar	as	I	have	a	
prescription	from	Dr	Dixon	and	I	think	it	is	better	perhaps	to	stick	to	
what	the	doctor	gives	me.	You	were	going	to	send	me	6	copies	of	the	
Church	Says.	I	am	afraid	that	would	be	taking	too	many	away	from	
you,	so	don’t	send	more	than	4	if	you	should	want	the	other	two.	I	am	
so	glad	my	picture	is	like.	It	will	be	such	a	comfort	to	think	of	you	
looking	at	it,	but	it	would	be	a	dreadful	shame	not	to	let	you	take	it	
with	you	after	having	worked	for	it	so	long	and	so	incomprehensibly.	
I	have	been	reading	Macaulay’s	….	?		lately.	Can	you	tell	me	where	
these	lines	are?	Clara	told	me	them.		“It	is	the	book	of	God.	What	if	I	
should	say	–	God	of	books,	Let	Him	that	looks	angry(?)at	the	
expression	as	too	bold,	His	thoughts	in	silence	smother	till	he	find	
such	another”.	I	thought	they	were	in	Herbert,	but	I	could	not	find	
them	anywhere.	Many	thanks	dear	Minniekin	for	the	extract	from	
Sly’s(?)	Eton(?).	It	is	very	beautiful.	I	enclose	the	C…..?	I	……?		for	you.	
I	shouldn’t	think	we	need	have	any	fear	of	the	Bishop	following	the	
example	of	the	Archdeacon	–	not	the	slightest	–	for	we	reason	he	is	
married,	which	is	a	great	bar.	But	it	must	be	a	great	trial	for	him,	to	
have	lost	so	many	relations.	But	the	Provost	is	worse	off	even	than	
the	Bishop,	I	think,	for	the		William	Jones’	and	especially	Henry	were	
among	his	dearest	friends,	and	Manning,	which	was	worse	than	all,	
and	Oakley(?)	–	and	what	a	worse,	if	it	be	possible,	suffering	they	
must	have	to	undergo,	who	go	to	Rome,	the	loss	of	all	their	old	
College	friends	and	associations,	and	the	gentlemanly	tone	of	the	
Church	of	England,	to	associate	with	men	of	disagreeable	tastes	and	
manners	and	feelings,	and	odd	ways	of	expressing	themselves,	it	
must	be	like	going	into	another	world	almost.	Now,	for	Clara’s	note	–	
I	haven’t	read	any	of	Dr	Arnold	for	a	long	time.	I	wish	I	could,	for	he	is	
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the	only	Low	(churchman?)	whose	works	I	ever	much	enjoyed,	and	I	
did	very	much	enjoy	the	downrightness	of	his	writings	though	I	did	
not	sometimes	sympathise	with	him,	but	it	is	such	a	delightful	thing	
to	see	a	man	in	the	decline	of	life	with	the	enthusiasm	and	high	spirits	
of	a	boy.	Do	you	remember	that	in	Ecclesiasticus	“Strive	for	the	truth	
unto	death	and	the	Lord	shall	fight	for	thee”.	There	are	some	modern	
men	who	always	remind	me	of	it		-	one	is	Arnold,	another	is	Pusey,	
and	the	Provost	and	Ruskin	to	a	certain	extent	and	Newland	the	vicar	
of	Westbourne,	the	man	on	whose	door	somebody	wrote	666.	I	have	
never	read	Jeremy	Taylor’s	‘Liberty	of	Prophesying’	as	I	haven’t	it,	
but	I	have	no	doubt	I	should	enjoy	it	very	much.	Do	you	remember	I	
read	Wordsworth’s	Letters	to	Mr	Gordon(?)	in	London	before	I	left.	
There	is	a	book	of	his	I	should	very	much	like	to	have	“Theophilus	
Anglicanus”.	I	have	never	read	it.	I	enclose	Miss	Dolly’s	note	and	
Edwin’s,	and	will	remember	another	time	to	acknowledge	the	receipt	
of	money	at	once.	It	was	my	money,	but	when	I	had	..?	that	unhappy	
man	in	his	rent(?),	which	he	had	to	pay,	I	forgot	all	about	
acknowledging	it,	but	I’ll	remember	another	time.	No	end	of	thanks	
for	the	poems.	By	the	bye	I	am	very	fond	of	those	two	pieces	and	shall	
enjoy	having	them	very	much.	On	second	thoughts,	unless	you	are	in	
want	of	it,	I	should	like	to	keep	Edwin’s	note	here.	Tell	me	if	you	can	
spare	it.	I	think	I	told	you	I	had	finished	reading	through	
Shakespeare,	didn’t	I?	I	have	also	waded	through	a	book	which	I	was	
asked	to	read	and	couldn’t	get	off	doing	it.		“Flower,	fruit	and	thorn	
pieces	by	Jean	Paul	Friederich	Richter,	being	the	Married	Life,	Death	
and	Wedding	of	the	Advocates	of	the	Poor	–	Firmian	Stanislaus	Sie	
ben	Kas”.	Now	you	have	the	whole	title	and	the	book	is	as	absurd	as	
the	title.	Lumley	of	126	High	Holborn	is	publishing	some	translations	
of	German	tales,	(which	he	bought	I	think	of	Burns	and	Lambert)	
containing	some	by		Zschokke,	and	perhaps	Papa	might	be	able	to	sell	
his	translation	of	‘The	Castle	of	Aaran(?)’	there.	I	enclose	the	
Prospectus	which	never	mind	about	returning	it.	I	have	not	got	the	
first	page	of	the	Prospectus	and	so	can’t	send	it.	No	end	of	thanks	for	
the	“Cherries	and	Plums”,	and	for	the	poems.	My	friends	are,	with	
many	thanks	for	kind	enquiries,	pretty	well	thank	you.	Indeed	I	may	
say,	bobbish,	no	end	of		-	but	they	are	few	in	number,	small	but	select.	
Mrs	Soham	has	asked	me	more	than	once	if	I	wished	to	extend	my	
acquaintance	here,	and	she	could	have	fulfilled	her	offer,	because	the	
Church	people	here,	as	everywhere	else	in	Scotland,	are	the	best	
society	in	the	place,	and	she	is	the	wife	of	the	Chief	Clergyman	here,	
after	the	Bishop,	who	is	ill	and	away.	I	always	said	I	didn’t	wish	to	
extend	my	acquaintance	with	many	thanks	to	her.	She	is	an	
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excessively	nice	person,	excessively	well	educated	etc.	and	very	kind	
to	me.	My	thanks	for	sending	my	letter	to	Dr	Darling	at	once.	I	have	
got	his	answer	and	he	says	that	without	an	amendment	in	his	
overwork,	no	medical	assistance	can	be	of	any	avail.	My	thanks	for	
speaking	to	Mr	Thompson.	I	will	show	both	your	letter	about	Mr	
Thompson	and	Dr	Darling’s	letter	to	Mrs	Fortescue.	I	am	so	glad	Mr	
Thompson	saw	that	about	the	Scotch	Physicians.	What	a	library	of	
music	you’ll	have	and	how	glorious	about	your	music	being	done.	Do	
remember	me	to	the	Russells	and	to	Kate	and	Mr	Thompson,	and	
thank	him	very	much	from	me	for	what	he	said	about	the	Provost,	
and	ask	him	if	he	can	tell	me	what	the	fits(?)	are	and	what	they	are	
called.	I	enclose	‘Blind	Bartimaeus’	for	you.	It	is	a	great	favourite	of	
mine.	Where	the	Dickens	did	you	O	Minnie	hear	of	Tripp(Fripp?),	
who	from,	and	what	did	he	or	she	say.	Do	tell	me	all	about	it,	because	
there	was	a	lady	in	the	case	over	here,	so	that	it	would	appear	there	
are	two	ladies	in	the	case,	and	may	be	half	a	dozen	different	ladies	in	
as	many	different	cases.	What	speech	do	you	mean	of	the	Bishop	of	
Oxford’s.	His	charge?	Because	that	was	very	manly	compared	to	the	
Bishop	of	London’s.	Many	thanks	dearest	Mamma	for	the	poetry.	I	
never	heard	of	(……..Text	in	Greek).	Who	is	it	by?	I	am	very	sorry	to	
have	asked	you	any	questions	about	our	relatives	dear	Mamma	if	
they	pain	you,	but	it’s	a	very	natural	wish	is	it	not,	to	know	all	about	
one’s	ancestors.	Could	you	return	me	the	paper	of	questions	I	sent	to	
Minniekin.	I	enclose	a	very	old	ritual	melody,	which	I	thought	you	
would	like	O	Clara,	but	I	must	ask	you	to	return	it	as	I	haven’t	another	
copy,	and	I	have	enclosed	some	words	which	belong	to	it	in	order	
that	you	may	try	it.	Tell	me	if	you	like	it.	But	I	must	close	my	darlings,	
so	goodbye.	Ever	yours	affectionately,	George	A	Macirone	

Is	not	this	capital	paper?	I	got	it	for	5/-	a	half	ream.	You	promised	to	
let	me	have	the	copy	of	the	words	of	“Shame	on	ye	gallants”	which	I	
sent	you	–	and	the	music.	Could	you	let	me	have	‘O	God	our	help’	and	
your	two	chants.	

Undated	from	GeorgeMacirone	to	Emily	
	
My	darling	Emily,	
I	must	in	gallantry	answer	your	letter	which	was	addressed	to	ME,	
which	arrived	this	morning.	Your	letters	however	have	so	many	
answers	that	nothing	remains	for	me	to	say.	You	may	depend	upon	
my	communicating	without	delay	any	political	news	which	may	
occur.	The	allied	armies	seem	to	have	been	asleep	since	the	taking	of	
Sevastapol	so	far	as	official	operations	against	the	enemy	are	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	166	-	

concerned.	The	accounts	merely	relate	to	ruins	clearing	away	of,	and	
erecting	new	batteries	to	act	against	the	north	side.	The	only	news	of	
any	consequence	is	that	the	combined	fleet	on	the	9th	inst	appeared	
off	Odessa	but	up	to	the	11th	they	had	not	done	anything.	A	
bombardment	was	however	hourly	expected.	Give	my	love	to	Uncle,	
Aunt	and	dear	little	Clara,	Padre	Affetssmo,	Geo	Macirone	
	

16	Novenber	1854	from	Mrs	Tripp	in	Melbourne	to	Mary	Ann	

My	dear	Mrs	Macirone,	

After	the	kind	confidence	you	placed	in	me	by	the	letter	you	
addressed	me	on	the	subject	of	Mr	Church,	my	reply	to	which	I	trust	
you	have	long	ago	received,	I	trust	you	will	not	think	that	I	am	taking	
a	liberty	or	intruding	unnecessarily	by	troubling	you	again	on	the	
subject.	The	great	interest	I	take	in	your	daughter’s	happiness	and	
the	sincere	regard	I	feel	for	her	is	my	only	excuse.	The	regularity	with	
which	letters	from	your	daughter	have	passed	through	our	hands	
induced	us	to	believe	that	an	engagement	had	taken	place	,	and	the	
manner	in	which	he	spoke	of	her	and	the	deep	interest	which	the	
mention	of	her	name	produced	in	him	on	the	occasion	of	his	dining	
with	us	a	few	weeks	since	left	no	doubt	in	our	minds	that	such	was	
the	case.	We	had	certainly	observed	that	his	letters	of	late	had	ceased	
to	arrive	as	usual	but	we	not	prepared	thereby	to	hear	from	him	that	
he	was	desirous	of	engaging	himself	to	a	lady	of	this	place.	This	
communication	he	made	to	Mr	Tripp	soon	after	his	dining	with	us.	He	
told	Mr	Tripp	he	had	proposed	to	a	lady	residing	in	North	Melbourns	
and	that	he	had	referred	her	brother-in-law,	Mr	Walker	to	Mr	Tripp	
as	a	gentleman	well	acquainted	with	him	in	this	Colony.	This	
communication	so	surprised	Mr	Tripp	that	he	ventured	when	he	next	
saw	him	to	tell	him	that	he	had	remarked	the	correspondence	from	
England	and	his	marked	manner	when	Miss	Macirone’s	name	had	
been	mentioned	at	our	house,	that	he	did	not	seek	to	pry	into	his	
private	affairs,	but	that	we	had	concluded	that	he	hardly	could	be	in	a	
situation	to	engage	himself	to	a	lady	of	this	place.	Mr	Tripp	hoped	he	
would	allow	an	older	man	than	himself	to	venture	to	speak	to	him	on	
such	a	subject	and	to	beg	him	to	do	nothing	rashly,	or	to	be	dispirited	
if	adverse	circumstances	for	a	while	seemed	to	thwart	his	views	and	
wishes.	Mr	Church	took	it	all	in	good	part	saying	‘you	are	partly	right	
and	partly	wrong’	and	there	the	matter	ended	and	there	also	would	
our	interference	have	ended	but	that	another	arrived	from	your	
daughter	by	the	last	mail,	which	leads	us	to	suppose	that	she	still	
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confides	in	him,	and	if	such	is	the	case	it	is	but	right	that	she	should	
know	the	facts	I	have	above	mentioned.		If	he	is	not	dealing	
honourably	by	her	the	sooner	she	knows	it	the	better.	We	have	learnt	
still	later	from	Mr	Walker	that	the	engagement	with	the	Melbourne	
lady,	(I	don’t	know	her	name	but	only	that	her	sister	is	Mr	Walker’s	
wife)	was	at	an	end	as	Mr	Walker	could	not	sanction	it,	as	he	
understood	Mr	Church	had	given	up	his	situation	at	as	schoolmaster	
and	was	often	to	be	found	at	the	billiard	table,	and	appeared	entirely	
without	any	means	of	support.		Certain	it	is	that	he	has	now	left	
Melbourne	with	what	object	I	do	not	know.	I	feel	I	am	discharging	a	
thankless	office	in	as	much	as	I	am	finding	fault	with	a	man	behind	
his	back,	but	I	am	compelled	to	do	so.	I	should	never	cease	to	blame	
myself	if	I	did	not	give	you	the	information	which	this	letter	contains.	
I	do	not	seek	to	have	Mr	Church’s	conduct	(in	wishing	to	marry	a	
Melbourne	lady)	explained.	It	is	no	business	of	ours.	It	may	be	that	
his	conduct	has	been	straightforward	and	honourable	throughout,	
but	if	so	I	shall	have	done	him	no	harm	in	your	eyes	by	informing	you	
of	his	desired	engagement	with	Mr	Walker’s	sister-in-law,	and	if	his	
conduct	has	not	beeen	honourable	the	inteeligence	ought	to	be	
communicated	to	you	immediately	.	I	do	not	know	why	he	gave	up	his	
school.	I	had	hoped	that	it	would	lead	to	something	better	for	him.	
From	what	we	had	heard	from	you	we	could	not	fail	to	feel	much	
interest	in	him	and	have	been	very	sorry	to	hear	of	his	being	idle	and	
constantly	at	the	billiard	table.	I	can	feel	too	for	him.	Perhaps	he	has	
been	disappointed	in	this	Colony	and	may	now	feel	a	sort	of	
recklessness.	The	last	time	Mr	Tripp	saw	him	he	told	him	he	had	the	
situation	of	reporter	to	a	paper	about	to	be	published	here,	but	this	
does	not	seem	to	be	confirmed.	I	feel	sorry	to	tell	you	so	much	and	
yet	not	to	tell	you	more,	but	I	have	told	you	all	I	know,	and	at	least	it	
is	more	than	enough	to	put	you	on	your	guard.	You	are	quite	at	
liberty	to	show	this	letter	to	your	daughter.	I	am	sure	she	will	
understand	my	motive	in	writing	it.	I	can	have	none	but	her	own	
happiness	and	a	jealousy	lest	she	should	be	imposed	on.	I	feel		that	I	
ought	long	ago	to	have	written	to	her	in	answer	to	a	kind	letter	she	
wrote	me	by	Mr	Taylor,	but	my	English	correspondnece	is	often	more	
than	I	can	get	through.	I	was	very	glad	to	hear	from	her,	and	Mr	Tripp	
and	I	have	often	thought	how	delightful	it	would	be	to	see	her	name	
in	the	list	of	arrivals	by	one	of	our	ships	and	to	hasten	to	offer	her	the	
hospitality	of	our	home.	We	have	often	pictured	this	to	ourselves,	but	
I	fear	there	seems	now	small	chance	of	our	hopes	being	realized.	
With	our	kind	regards	to	youself	and	Mr	Macirone	and	our	very	kind	
regards	to	your	daughter	of	whose	success	we	shall	ever	be	
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interested	to	hear.	Believe	me,	my	dear	Mrs	Macirone,	Yours	
faithfully	and	sincerely	Elizabeth	Tripp		

	

24	November	1854	from	GAM	at	55	Main	Street,	Blythswood	
Holm	Glasgow	to	his	family		

My	darlings,	

I	am	going	to	answer	your	letters	before	I	write	my	own,	and	in	the	
first	place,	many	thanks,	dear	Mamma	for	the	newspapers.	I	was	so	
glad	to	see	those	letters	about	Dr	Jacobs,	though	I	myself	hope	he	will	
leave,	as	I	don’t	think	he	will	do	the	school	any	good.	Could	you	let	me	
have	my	money	for	the	current	month	dear	Clara,	and	O,	by	the	bye	
Minniekin,	you	must	mention	what	I	said	about	Tripp(Fripp)	to	Dr	
Carpenter.	I	would	be	delighted	if	you	would	be	such	a	brick	as	to	get	
me	his	address.	Couldn’t	you	O	Clara,	call	on	Mrs	Tripp	for	me,	and	
say	I	asked	you	to	do	so.	It	is	number	9	I	think	or	11	Albert	Road,	
Regent’s	Park.	It	is	just	beyond	St	Mark’s	Church,	and	you	might	say	I	
asked	you	to	call,	I	should	think	you	might	at	least,	to	enquire	after	
Herbert	Tripp,	and	they	are	such	nice	people,	and	the	Dr	is	an	
excellent	musician	and	if	you	could	ask	to	try	the	organ	(if	you	should	
be	in	the	study)	it	would	be	giving	him	a	great	pleasure	to	hear	you	
play,	and	Mrs	Tripp	is	such	an	excessively	nice	person.	Will	you	
remember	me	kindly	to	Laura	and	Cissy	when	you	see	them.	Do	let	
me	have	your	hymn	dear	Clara	for	Urbs	Beata.	Now	for	a	Mark	
question	–	what	was	old	Mr	Leigh’s	Christian	name	and	when	did	he	
die	–	and	when	did	Great	Grandpapa	Maceroni	die	–	and	when	did	
Grandpapa	Maceroni	come	to	England?	

I	hope	I	didn’t	hurt	my	nose	when	I	tumbled	on	it.	Ignoramus	
Minniekin	asks	who	the	poetry	I	sent	is	by	–	whereat	I	triumph	
inwardly	and	mentally	my	cock	a	doodle	doo.	Blind	Bartimaeus	is	by	
Longfellow.	I	will	enclose	you	in	this	my	favourite	almost	of	all	
Longfellow	has	written	–	Here	goes,	I’ll	write	it	over	this	leaf.		

(Here	follows,	carefully	transcribed,	the	whole	of	Longfellow’s	poem	

‘The	Beleaguered	City)			

Now	I	hope	you	will	like	it.	I	think	it	is	wonderful	–	beautiful.	The	
“Christ	is	Made”	was	a	translation	of	“Urbs	Beata	Hierusalem”,	or	
rather	of	“Angulare	Fundamentum”	which	is	the	latter	half	of	“Urbs	
Beata”.	It	is	translated	by	the	Reverend	J	M	Neale	of	Sackville	College.	
The	other	sacred	poetry	which	I	sent	in	eucharistica,	was	a	
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translation	of	a	Rhythm,	and	Hymn	of	St	Thomas	Aquinas	by	I	believe	
Dr	Pusey.	Many	thanks	darling	Mamma	for	“this	…?	….this”.	It	is	very	
beautiful.	What	do	you	think,	dear	Papa	about	Zyschekke(?).	Would	
S….ly(?)	buy	it,	do	you	think.	I	wish,	by	the	bye	you	could	read	“The	
E…(?),	its	legends	and	its	fly	fishing”.	It	is	a	delightful	book	I	believe.	
Hooroo	for	Mrs	Jones	–	long	life	to	her	–	though	it’s	not	a	pretty	
name,	neither	was	Mr	Jones	a	pretty	man	if	I	recollect	right.	Please	
remember	me	very	kindly	to	Dr	Bernays	when	you	see	him.	What	a	
capital	defence	you	make	of	the	Arts	in	your	last	letter	Minniekin.	You	
ought	to	give	a	lecture	on	Arts	before	the	Society	of	Arts,	or	be	
created	Artium	Magister.	Do	you	remember	dear	Mamma	sometimes	
quoting	to	me	the	following	lines	–	Some	eyes	they	lead	to	heaven,	So	
bright	their	ray,	so	bright	their	eye(?),	While	some	–	the	Lord	forgive	
them,	Lead	the	other	way,	the	other	way(?).	

I	came	upon	the	whole	of	this	the	other	day	–and	as	I	thought	you	
might	like	to	have	the	verse,	I	learnt	it	and	here	it	is.	

Some	eyes	there	are	so	holy	

They	seem	but	giv’n,	they	seem	but	giv’n,	

As	………….,solely	

To	point	to	heav’n,	to	point	to	heav’n.	

While	some	–	O	ne’er	believe	them	–	

With	tempting	ray,	with	tempting	ray,	

Would	lead	us,(God	forgive	them!),	

The	other	way,	the	other	way.	

Do	you	know	the	music	of	them?	They	are	in	the	Irish	Melodies	“To	
Ladies’	Eyes”.	

I	am	so	much	obliged	for	the	newspapers.	Do	let	me	have	all	that	you	
can,	certainly	anything	about	the	Blue	Coat	School.	And	now	for	your	
last	letter.	O	Clara,	which	I	have	just	received.	I	am	so	very	delighted	
you	are	coming.	I	should	have	been	so	very	sorry	for	you	not	to	know	
the	Provost	and	Mrs	Fortescue.	It	will	do	capitally	for	you	to	come	
after	Christmas	Day,	all	the	more	because	I	had	promised	to	spend	
my	Christmas	Day	at	Aberdeen.	What	an	extraordinary	name	that	is	
on	the	blank	paper	of	your	note.	Who	in	all	the	world	is	Mrs	
Beileoblotzki	?	What	a	woman	she	must	be.	You	know	you	could	
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either	take	the	30/-	train	through	to	Perth	3rd.Class,	but	that	would	
be	excessively	tiring	and	very	uninteresting,	besides	that	it	would	not	
be	pleasant	for	you	to	travel	alone	in	a	third	class	carriage	all	that	
distance.	Or,	which	would	be	better,	you	might	adopt	Mrs	Fortescue’s	
plan,	take	the	steam	boat,	(if	you	enjoy	travelling	in	the	sea)	to	
Dundee,	and	train	from	Dundee	to	Perth,	or	again	you	might	take	the	
steam	boat	to	Leith	or	Granton	and	train	to	Perth	from	Granton,	but	if	
you	go	on	the	steam	boat	mind	you	MUST	go	first	class.	You	have	no	
idea	what	kind	of	people	there	are	in	the	second	cabin,	soldiers	and	
sailors,	and,	when	I	came,	bad	women,	on	my	word	I	should	be	quite	
ill	if	you	were	to	dream	of	coming	2nd	cabin.	Your	better	way	to	see	
Glasgow	will	be	to	arrange	about	that	at	Perth.	You	might	leave	Perth	
early	in	the	morning,	on	the	day	you	intend	to	return	South	and	get	to	
Glasgow	about	11	–	and	leave	again	for	London	in	the	evening.	The	
worst	of	the	steamer	is	it	takes	two	days,	or	rather	3	days	I	should	
think	to	Dundee,	or	at	least	two	days	and	a	half.	Of	course	Jenny	
Taylor	was	quite	right	and	I	am	excessively	obliged	to	her.	Pray	say	I	
said	so,	at	the	same	time	I	don’t	think	the	Baughams	can	have	meant	
anything	unkind	by	it.	It	must	I	should	think	have	been	a	mistake	of	
some	kind,	and	I	should	be	very	sorry	for	there	to	be	any	
misunderstanding	about	it,	all	the	more	you	know	because	they	are	
relations	and	I	don’t	think	that	is	such	a	very	great	want	of	feeling.	I	
think	you	are	likely	to	know	best	about	sending	my	letter,	perhaps	it	
might	put	matters	on	a	better	footing	if	you	were	to	send	it.	I	mean	
everybody	wants	to	understand	each	other	afterwards	if	there	were	a	
communication	between	the	principals,	to	speak	commercially.	But	if	
you	think	I	might	get	a	disagreeable	answer,	I	mean	one	saying	
anything	disagreeable	of	Mrs	Jenny	Taylor	or	Miss	Taylor,	I’m	telling	
you	I	had	rather	you	didn’t	send	it	because	that	would	be	making	it	
worse.	I	have	just	had	a	very	kind	note	from	Mrs	Fortescue.	She	says	
“Does	she	ever	take	a	holyday	and	if	so	could	you	not	induce	her	to	
come	and	pay	us	a	visit	at	Christmas	and	you	come	to	meet	her.	I	
know	expense	is	with	you	as	with	us	an	object,	so	I	must	tell	you	if	
you	do	not	know	there	are	excellent	steamers	from	London	to	
Dundee	by	which	a	lady	can	travel	by	herself!	The	fare,	including	
excellent	food	is	either	£1.0	or	£1.10.	I	can	not	certainly	remember	
which.	Do	use	your	best	endeavours	do	get	one	or	both	your	sisters	
to	pay	us	a	visit……He	(the	Provost)	would	quite	enjoy	the	thought	of	
a	visit	from	one	or	both	of	your	sisters.	Perhaps	if,	as	he	suspects,	
Christmas	is	likely	to	be	a	busy	time	with	them,	pray	let	them	know	
we	shall	be	delighted	to	see	them	at	any	time,	only	I	think	they	would	
enjoy	Christmas	here”	The	underlining’s	are	Mrs	Fortescue’s.	Now,	I	
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am	sure	you	can’t	refuse,	there’s	good	girls,	do	come,	both	of	you.	I’ll	
feed	on	bread	and	water	if	it	will	bring	you,	or	water	only	if	you	like,	
but	that	would	be	Hydropathy	with	a	vengeance.	By	the	bye	I	have	
got	some	quite	capital	steel	pens	for	writing	quickly.	I	must	enclose	
you	one	–	they	are	delightful.	They	have	very	thick	nibs	and	slip	over	
the	paper	most	delightfully.	Could	you,	so	you	think	get	my	pipes	sold	
O	Girl,	as	I	want	very	much	to	be	in	possession	of	the	cash.	I	really	
should	be	so	glad	if	they	could	be	sold,	because	I	want	to	buy	some	
things	with	the	money.	Do	you	think	you	could	let	me	have	“O	voi	dell	
Erebo”.	I	thought	perhaps	you	mightn’t	know	that	“Take,	O	Take	
those	lips	away”	occurs	in	two	places	in	Shakespeare,	and	in	one	
place	it	has	one	verse,	in	another	two	verses.	Perhaps	if	you	had	only	
seen	the	one	verse	you	might	like	to	see	the	other	–	There	is	one	
verse	at	the	beginning	of	the	third	act	of	Measure	for	Measure,	two	in	
the	Passionate	Pilgrim.	Did	you	write	“Together”	by	the	bye.	I	don’t	
know	Uncle’s	address	so	would	you	forward	to	him	the	enclosed	
letter.	Goodbye,	my	darlings.	Ever	yours	very	affectionately	George	A	
Macirone.	

About	the	Spooners,	O	Minnie.	There	were	four	Miss	Spooners,	
married	to	the	Archbishop	of	Oxford,	Archdeacon	Manning,	Henry	
Wilberforce	and	Mr	Ryder	the	son	of	the	late	Bishop	of	Lichfield.	All	
the	ladies	are	dead	except	Mrs	Henry	Wilberforce,	and	old	Mrs	
Wilberforce	was	a	sister	of	Archdeacon	Spooner	who	was	Mrs	
Fortescue’s	father,	so	that	the	Fortescues	and	the	Wilberforces	are	
first	cousins.	Mrs	Fortescue	told	me	a	story	about	old	Mrs	
Wilberforce’s	dream,	which	if	you	haven’t	heard	it	I	will	tell	you.		

	

Undated	Glasgow	Tuesday	from	GAM	to	Clara	

	

My	darling	Girl,	

I	have	just	received	your	letter.	I	do	not	know	what	you	heard	about	
my	owing	anything	to	Willie	Baugham	so	that	I	really	can’t	as	you	will	
understand,	write	a	letter	which	will	be	sure	to	suit,	but	I	enclose	a	
letter	to	him	which	if	it	suits	the	circumstances	I	shall	be	very	glad	for	
you	to	send.	I	really	don’t	believe	I	owe	him	anything.	I	don’t	like	to	
swear	to	it	because	it	is	possible	I	may	have	borrowed	a	shilling	of	
him	and	forgotten	it,	but	I	am	quite	ignorant	of	it,	if	it	be	the	case.	And	
now,	O	Girl	I	can	only	write	a	small	wee	scrap,	but	will	write	longer	
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soon.	I	saw	the	Provost	yesterday	and	O	gioia,	he	said	almost	the	first	
thing,	that	Mrs	Fortescue	was	going	to	write	me	a	letter	in	a	day	or	
two.	(I	haven’t	received	it	yet)	and	that	he	wished	I	could	find	out	if	it	
would	be	possible	for	you	to	spend	Christmas	with	them	at	Perth.	
Mrs	Fortescue	very	much	wants	to	have	the	pleasure	of	seeing	you,	
she	was	so	charmed	with	one	of	your	letters	which	I	sent	her	(it	was	
the	one	containing	the	account	of	what	Mr	Thompson(?)	said	of	the	
Provost	–	I	hope	I	didn’t	do	wrong)	for	one	thing,	and	wants	very	
much	to	know	you.	The	Provost	spoke	so	very	kindly,	he	said	perhaps	
you	wouldn’t	like	to	spend	Christmas	Day	away	from	Papa	and	
Mamma,	and	your	engagements	might	be	in	the	way,	but	he	said	you	
could	come	any	time,	and	stay	any	time	–	the	longer	of	course	the	
better,	he	said,	for	them,	and	then	he	said	very	seriously	that	I	was	
bound	to	consider	whether	you	would	meet	anything	at	St.	Ninian’s	
which	would	offend	you,	and	that	almost	everything	ought	to	give	
place	to	charity.	I	mumbled	something	half	negative	half	grumble,	
and	he	said	again	very	seriously,	that	after	being	accustomed	to	one	
set	of	things	or	to	one	circle	for	some	time,	one	didn’t	at	all	
appreciate	how	very	much	it	might	offend	a	person	coming	from	a	
different	set	of	things	or	persons	or	thoughts.	Do	come,	there’s	a	
darling.	They’ll	be	so	very	glad	to	see	you,	and	I	should	be	so	sorry	for	
you	not	to	see	the	Provost,	and	I	of	course	would	be	there	when	you	
were	there,	or	for	part	of	the	time	if	you	could	be	there	long.	
Goodbye.	Ever	yours	affectionately	G	A	Macirone	

Love	to	all.	I’ll	write	again	if	I	can	tomorrow.	No	end	of	thanks	darling	
Mamma	for	the	Paper.	

	
	
	
24	November	1854	from	Clara	Warne	to	George	Macirone	at	14	
Porteus	Rd.	Maida	Hill	West		
	
My	dear	George,	
I	understand	from	your	dear	Clara	that	I	am	indebted	to	your	great	
kindness	and	care	for	a	most	excellent	book	upon	T……?	Bass	–	the	
Volume	which	has	engaged	your	attention	so	long.	How	can	I	express	
my	thanks	to	you	for	your	kindness.	I	am	always	very	deficient	in	
thanks,	and	do	not	say	one	half	I	feel.	I	hope	you	will	give	me	credit	
for	appreciating	your	thought	for	me,	and	give	us	the	pleasure	of	
seeing	you	here	some	of	these	fine	days	when	we	can	offer	you	a	bed.	
The	weather	is	so	lovely,	that	it	excuses	an	invitation	into	the	country	
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at	this	usually	dull	season.	The	train	will	bring	you	from	the	Primrose	
or	the	Camden	Road	stations	and	you	will	take	care	to	join	the	
Tottenham	line	at	Stratford.	This	will	bring	you	on	to	within	half	a	
mile	of	our	house.	The	Factory	is	well	known	and	anyone	will	direct	
you	on	here	without	any	difficulty.	No	1	Pembroke	or	Old	Silk	Mills	
Terrace	is	our	address,	and	here	I	shall	be	delighted	to	welcome	you	
to	our	new	home,	and	to	assure	you	how	very	sincerely	I	am	dear	
George	your	obliged	and	affectionate	sister.		Clara	E	Warne				
	
	
Undated	-		about	1854	from	GAM	to	his	mother	

Dearest	Mother,	

I	am	sure	you	did	not	mean	to	approve	of	this	letter	in	the	Times	you	
have	marked.		Just	think	what	he	suggests	-	in	plain	terms	he	
suggests,	and	perhaps	to	the	most	chivalrous	race	of	men	in	the	
world,	the	highland	gentlemen,	to	become	apostates	from	the	
Catholic	Church	and	not	because	the	Catholic	Church	is	wrong	–	I	
could	have	understood	that	–	but	in	order	to	improve	their	estates.	
The	man	deliberately	recommends	gentlemen	to	become	heretics	
because	IT	WOULD	IMPROVE	THEIR	ESTATES.	Just	suppose	me	in	a	
situation	with	a	dissenter	for	a	master,	what	would	you	say	to	me	if	I	
went	to	his	chapel	in	order	to	please	him	?		My	impression	is	that	you,	
or	more	probably	my	father,	would	kick	me	out	of	the	house,	and	you	
would	certainly	be	quite	right.	He	says	‘instead	of	worshipping	in	the	
parish	church	among	the	tenantry	as	their	fathers	did’	–	Now	that	is	
untrue,	ask	the	Lindsays,	ask	the	Douglases,	the	Scottish	gentry	never	
belonged	to	the	Establishment,	since	the	Establishment	was	
Presbyterian.	I	could	find	out	numerous	parishes	for	you,	where	in	
spite	of	the	law,	the	Catholic	clergy	retained	possession	of	the	parish	
church,	until,	in	some	instances,	as	late	as	the	’45,	in	consequence	of	
the	lairds	being	all	church	people,	and	powerful	enough	to	keep	out	
the	Establishment	Minister.	With	regard	to	following	the	example	of	
Her	Majesty	we	must	remember	that	the	English	nation	have	
solemnly	determined	that	the	Queen	shall	have	no	conscience,	and	
that	when	in	England	she	shall	go	to	an	Anglican	church,	when	in	
Scotland	to	a	Presbyterian,	when	in	Malta	to	a	Roman	Catholic,	and	I	
believe	when	in	Ceylon	to	a	Buddhist.	I	should	rather	doubt	the	latter,	
but	certainly	her	representative,	the	Governor,	who	in	his	office	is	the	
Queen,	has	attended	the	Buddhist	temple	in	state	I	believe.	
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The	writer’s	mention	of	the	Duke	of	Sutherland	is	sufficient	to	enable	
highlanders	to	understand	the	tone	of	his	letter	at	once.	The	Duke	has	
always	lived	in	London,	and	beyond	his	means,	and	in	order	to	raise	
money	has	of	late	years	in	the	most	cruel	way,	drafted(?)	off	old	and	
young,	mothers	and	children,	from	their	own	country	like	so	many	
sheep,	to	America	or	elsewhere,	evicting	and	turning	out	in	a	
wholesale	way	whole	districts	–	in	fact	all	his	northern	estates.	Only	
to	hear	the	detestation	he	is	spoken	of	by	north	people	–	I	don’t	
believe	a	man	has	a	right	to	take	property	without	its	attendant	
responsibilities,	and	if	a	man	inherits	large	and	populous	estates,	and	
turns	them	into	pasture	and	parks	to	supply	his	own	luxury	and	his	
wife’s	gambling,	I	am	sure	he	will	have	to	answer	at	that	day	for	all	
the	misery	and	evil,	spiritual	and	bodily	he	has	brought	on	his	people.	
It	shows	men	how	little	the	writer	knows	of	the	subject	in	connecting	
the	Church	laws	with	absenteeism	–	that	it	is	simply	notorious	that	if	
you	meet	a	highland	laird	you	are	pretty	sure	to	find	a	Catholic.	I	
mean	a	Churchman,	a	Jacobite,	and	an	enthusiastic	Scotchman	with	a	
strong	accent.	The	character	is	almost	proverbial.	And	he	might	have	
learned	from	Sir	Walter	Scott	that	in	the	’45	the	Chevalier	had	
promised	to	establish	Episcopalianism	and	not	Roman	Catholicism	
on	account	of	the	gentry	being	exclusively	Episcopalians.	

Your	very	loving	son	George	A	Macirone	

	

4	December	1854	from	GAM	at	55	main	Street	Blythswood	Holm	
Glasgow	

to	Emily	

My	darling	Minniekin,	

Many	thanks	for	your	letter	of	the	26th		which	I	ought	to	have	
answered	before.	Have	you	seen	the	Song	of	‘Corporal	John	Brown’	
about	the	war?	It	is	by	A……?,	and	what	do	you	think	he	has	done,	for	
the	joke	of	the	thing,	and	everybody	knows	it	is	by	him,	he	has	put	a	
notice	of	it	in	‘Blackwood’	saying	that	the	author	has	done	for	the	
Army	what	Dibdin	did	for	the	Navy,	and	recommended	the	
Government	to	pension	the	author	Corporal	John	Brown,	ie:	himself.	
Those	lines	from	Comus	are	excessively	beautiful.	I	am	so	glad	
Leopold	used	all	the	Prayers	in	the	Marriage	Office.	He	didn’t,	I	fancy	
from	what	you	say,	use	the	whole	office,	because	it	includes	the	Holy	
Communion	properly	speaking,	-	but	it	is	a	great	thing	to	get	even	all	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	175	-	

the	Prayers	and	the	exhortation	used.	I	so	perfectly	agree	with	you	
about	the	shame	of	leaving	them	out.	It’s	one	of	my	greatest	treats	to	
hear	a	marriage	service	where	there	are	rich	and	poor,	it’s	so	
delightful	to	hear	the	Church	assert	the	perfect	equality	of	all,	rich	
and	poor,	in	her	eyes,	calling	them	all,	Princes	and	Princesses,	Dukes	
and	Baronesses	and	day	labourers	and	navvies	and	poor	Irishwomen	
(?)	“this	man	and	this	woman”.	I	did	hear	once	of	a	wretch	who	ought	
to	have	been	boiled,	who	said	“this	Lady	and	Gentleman”.	I	also	agree	
with	you	about	the	Bride	and	Bridegroom	feasting.	I	think	there	
ought	to	be	lots	of	feasting	and	merrymaking,	but	I	think	the	B	and	
B’groom	ought	to	retire	soon	after	it	begins	all	the	same,	as	they	
would,	if	the	service	were	properly	conducted,	have	just	received	
Holy	Communion.	But	the	Scotch	Marriages	are	the	most	frightful	
things	you	can	imagine,	even	in	the	families	of	the	middle	classes.	
They	haven’t	the	same	beautiful	rule	which	we	have	in	England,	that	
a	person	cannot	be	married	out	of	the	canonical	hours	from	8	to	
noon,	but	they	are	all	married	about	8	or	9	at	night,	and	on	Fridays,	
for	in	order	to	mark	their	hatred	of	the	Church,	the	Calvinists	always	
here	have	their	marriages	and	give	their	great	dinners	and	balls	on	
Fridays.	They	drive	in	carriages	to	the	minister’s	house	at	8	or	9	at	
night,	and	the	minister	makes	a	long	extempore	prayer,	then	he	asks	
the	man	if	he	takes	the	woman	to	wife,	and	the	man	says	nothing	but	
bows	in	grim	and	mournful	silence,	then	the	same	with	the	woman,	
and	then	no	end	of	a	sermon	-	all	in	the	minister’s	dining	room	–	and	
then	they	go	home	and	entertain	a	large	party	at	supper,	and	
speaking	the	honest	truth,	a	friend	of	mine,	a	gentleman,	a	
Scotchman,	and	an	Oxonian,	who	has	himself	been	what	is	called	a	
‘Best	Man’	to	a	Scotch	bridegroom,	has	told	me	that	he	drunkenness	
and	indelicacy	which	passes	at	these	parties	surpasses	all	belief,	and	
the	Scotch	burial	is	quite	as	revolting.	The	corpse	is	very	often	slung	
by	chains	under	the	carriage	in	which	the	party	ride,	and	there	is	no	
hearse	to	save	expense,	so	that	a	man	literally	rides	upon	his	dead	
Father	to	the	cemetery,	which	is	itself	like	the	burial	place	of	a	lot	of	
Greek	Pagans	or	Hindoo	Brahmins.	But	one	must	have	a	little	mercy	
on	them.	About	Lord	Osborne,	I	suspect	you	are	thinking	of	the	
Honourable	and	Reverend	Sidney	Godolphin	Osborne	who	was	sent	
out	by	The	Times	as	their	commissioner	to	distribute	the	money	
which	had	been	sent	to	them	for	the	wounded	soldiers.		

There	is	such	a	beautiful	piece	in	a	book	I	have	just	been	reading	I	
must	copy	it	out	for	you.	I	have	been	so	long	copying	out	the	extract	
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that	I	have	no	time	to	write	any	more	so	I	must	close.	Ever	your	very	
affectionate	brother.	G	A	Macirone		

	
	
Undated	From	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	and	Emily	
	
My	darling	mother	and	Minnie,	

They	are	sending	all	the	way	(5	miles)	into	Epsom	to	catch	the	post	
so	that	I	may	let	you	know	in	time	not	to	expect	me	tonight	-		I	shall	
be	home	by	the	10	to	1	train	tomorrow	and		reach	home	by	5,	so	
please	forward	the	enclosed	to	Miss	Thompson.	Her	lesson	was	fixed	
at	4	and	I	have	only	altered	it	to		5,	and	then	at	6	I	shall	be	ready	for	
all	joy	and	delights	and	to	tell	you	how	very	kind	they	are.	I	never	
was	so	perfectly	at	home	in	my	life	in	so	wonderfully	short	a	
quarantine,	but	I	come	in		as	part	of	Mary	to	all	their	hearts	at	once,	
and	there	is	such	a	cordial	peace	and	joy	and	happiness	within	and	
such	lovely	scenery	without,	that	I	tell	Mrs.	Faithful,	when	I	get	very	
busy	and	tired	I	shall	come	down	and	seek	five	nights	shelter	and	she	
says	with	such	a	genial	welcome,’Come	when	you	like,	dear	child,	we	
shall	always	be	too	glad	to	see	you’	So	here	I	am	and	as	it	does	me	so	
much	good	morally	and	physically	I	think	I	am	quite	right.	I	know	
Papa	and	Mamma	would	say	stay	by	all	means	–	Miss	Igutor	(?)	owes	
me	some	money.	Perhaps	if	Minnie	goes	to	Mr	Watson	she	might	find	
I	expect	(?)	a	postal	order	,	for	there	is	no	Post	Office	deserving	the	
name.	I	am	so	sorry	I	didn’t	leave	more	money	at	home.	I	can’t	
imagine	how	to	send	for	money	and	trust	you	can	do	until	I	come.	I	
will	bring	things	(tea?	etc	from	the	city.		
With	dearest	love	to	Papa	and	you	both.	Ever	dearest	mother,	and	
pet,	your	loving	sister,	Clara	

	

Undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Madre,	

I	enclose	a	few	lines	with	dear	Clara’s	to	beg	you	will	have	the	
kindness	to	leave	out	with	the	servant	and	show	to	her	my	drawing	
of	Miss	Balman.	Mr.Saunders	will	send	a	man	to	put	it	into	the	frame	
and	I	should	not	like	if	he	came	when	you	were	out	or	him	not	to	find	
the	drawing	ready.	We	shall	come	on	Friday	to	see	you	all	and	I	
believe	I	shall	very	soon	return	for	good,	and	I	shall	be	glad	to	see	you	
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both	and	have	your	dear	kind	arms	round	me.	I	have	been	practising		
……?	regularly,	only	missed	two	days.	How	do	you	like	‘Vanity	Fair’?	
Is	it	not	clever	and	are	there	not	beautiful	passages	in	it	that	come	in	
like	water	in	the	desert	among	all	that	…..?	worldliness,	but	the	
drawing	of	such	characters	do	not	give	much	pleasure	however	true	
they	may	be.	I	would	as	soon	paint	diseases	of	the	body	as	of	the	
mind.	Goodbye	dearest	Mamma.	We	have	not	heard	from	George.	
With	100	kisses	to	dear	darling	Papa,	believe	me	your	stupid	good	for	
nothing	child,	Minniken	

	

Undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mother,	

A	few	words	to	say	that	in	consequence	of	an	invitation	to	the	
Powells	on	Friday	and	Clara’s	long	stay	at	Brighton	–	she	left	this	
morning	and	will	not	return	till	Thursday	evening	–	our	dear	hostess	
has	prevailed	on	us	to	lengthen	our	stay	till	Saturday	when	we	shall	
hope	for	the	pleasure	of	finding	you	all	well.	If	you	have	heard	from	
our	dear	boy	let	us	know	the	news	and	whatever	other	news	you	may	
have.	You	think	perhaps	we	never	are	coming	home,	but	indeed	I	
should	be	very	happy	to	come	home,	though	I	am	treated	here	with	
every	kindness.	Goodbye	dearest	Mamma	–	my	love	to	Dearest	Papa.	
We	are	all	quite	well.	Your	very	loving	child	Minnie	Macirone.	

Victoria	Lodge	Upper	Holloway	

	

Undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mamma,	

I	am	so	sorry	to	perceive	by	your	letter	that	you	are	angry	at	me	
having	stayed	longer	than	the	first	……?			time,	and	to	let	you	know	
about	that	other	pupil.	I	have	written	to	her	mother	to	say	that	we	do	
not	return	till	this	Saturday	and	cannot	receive	her	till	next	week.	I	
am	sorry	enough	that	she	is	invited	for	I	fear	(for)	my	drawing	(?),	
but	I	will	manage	to	draw	at	Miss	Smiths.	But	now	about	our	coming.	
You	know	dearest	Mamma	that	it	had	been	a	longstanding	promise	
that	we	should	see	dear	Mary	for	a	visit	this	summer	(?).	The	visit	
was	postponed	an	account	of	George,	for	we	could	not	leave	him	as	
he	would	have	been	left	in	that	case	quite	alone.	Then	it	was	
postponed	till	his	departure,	and	now,	though	I	very	much	regretted	
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it	and	really	feared	what	has	taken	place,	that	you	would	be	vexed	at	
our	going,	yet	still	I	had	not	the	heart	to	raise	any	obstacle	to	it.	I	
knew	that	dear	Clara	would	benefit	by	the	change	of	air	and	a	few	
quiet	days	with	dear	Mary.	You	would	be	surprised	if	you	knew	how	
few	quiet	days	she	has	had,	and	I	too	was	very	tired	of	painting	and	
felt	some	rest	necessary	before	I	set	to	work	again,	for	if	you	
remember	dearest	Mother	there	has	been	a		strain(?)	on	my	painting	
….	?	since	I	left	Arundel(?)	last	year.	Then	I	had	to	prepare	for	
February	for	the	….?		and	then	getting	pictures	ready	for	the	
Exhibitions,	immediately	after	that	to	continue	my	paintings	for	the	
Water	Colours	and	then	my	portrait	of	little	Kate	and	Rosie.	However	
I	shall	soon	be	back	and	I	shall	be	very	glad	to	be	back	though	dear	
Mary	has	been	so	very	kind	–	But	I	shall	be	glad	to	return	to	my	work.	
Only	don’t	be	so	unkind	as	to	say	what	you	did	at	the	end	of	your	
letter,	about	taking	away	our	love	for	you	–	you	know	better	indeed,	
darling	Mamma	than	that.	But	it	makes	me	miserable.	I	shall	very,	
very	soon	be	home,	but	please	do	not	say	such	things	unless	you	
mean	to	take	away	all	my	pleasure.	I	have	been	arranging	about	my	
pictures.	I	am	so	very	sorry	that	you	have	been	uncomfortable.	Dear	
Clara	will	be	home	tomorrow	evening	and	will	send	love	in	the	
meantime.	I	send	you	a	few	postage	stamps.	I	will	explain	better	
when	I	see	you	how	it	was	that	we	stayed	the	extra	time.	I	only	know	
that	Clara	wished	it.	The	change	does	her	good,	and	she	could	not	
stay	without	me,	and	she	had	promised	to	stay	an	extra	day	with	dear	
Mary	at	the	beginning	to	atone	for	a	day	that	was	lost,	so	when	Clara	
said	she	would	come	home	on	Wednesday	it	was	postponed	till	
Thursday.	Now	the	Powells	have	invited	us	for	Friday,	so	as	they	live	
near	to	us	Mary	said	it	would	be	less	trouble	to	stay	over	that	night.	
Clara	has	a	new	pupil	at	Claptree(?),	and	the	prospect	of	many	more.	
In	fact	she	is	getting	on	very	well	and	is,	Heaven	be	praised	in	very	
good	health.	Goodbye	dearest	mother	Ever	your	affectionate	Emily.	

I	know	nothing	about	George’s	light	shoes.	Are	they	in	the	cupboard	?	
Pray	send	the	book	as	soon	as	you	can	for	he	wants	his	things	very	
much.	

	

Undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mother,	

Here	am	I.	I	am	very	happy	to	tell	you	that	Mr	Hansen	in	the	most	
considerate	manner	said	that	in	consequence		of	dear	P….’s	ill	health	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	179	-	

preventing	her	from	sitting	till	twelve	o’clock	I	should	do	Mrs	
Hawkins’	portrait	to	fill	up	my	vacant	time,	so	that	I	shall	stay	I	
suppose	rather	longer	than	I	had	anticipated.	They	are	very	
dedicated	and	I	lose	no	time	in	my	sittings.	I	have	got	on	pretty	well	
and	hope	now	very	much	to	get	them	like	for…?	many…..?	that	I	may	
do	them	justice,	and	you	all,		and	myself.	Your	darling	wish	has	been	
fulfilled	about	having	Mr	Hawkins	read	out	loud	to	us	yesterday	
evening	while	we	worked.	The	Curse	of	Kehama	by	Southey	and	very	
s…?	it	is.	The	library	is	the	most	comfortable	room	you	ever	saw,	
lined	with	books.	Mr	Hansen	I	saw	at	the	station	so	we	rode	home	
together	and	a	pleasant	drive	it	was	though	the	weather	was	
dreadfully	cold.	You	will	send	me	a	letter	if	any	come	from	our	boy.	
We	are	going	on	with	The	Curse	of	Kehama	this	evening	and	I	shall	be	
busy	all	tomorrow	and	Saturday	daylight	permitting.	Goodbye	my	
darling	Mamma.	Best	love	to	dear	Papa.	Your	Mimi.	Do	take	a	bath.	
You	will	like	it	I	know.	

	

Undated	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mamma,	

How	on	earth	could	I	come	home	when	I	could	not	set	my	foot	out	of	
doors.	I	have	not	been	outside	the	house	till	today	and	am	sure	I	
asked	you	particularly	to	post	me	all	letters		at	once	and	I	was	
alarmed	at	not	getting	any.	I	send	a	little	……?			by	Anne,	but	if	I	had	
known	you	were	going	to	send	her	I	should	have	asked	for	a	parcel	to	
come	by	her.	Love	to	dearest	Papa.	

You	affectionate	child,	Clara	

	

Undated	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	

My	own	dearest	mother,	

You	have	reason	to	be	angry	with	me	I	confess	–	and	I	am	very	sorry	
that	I	have	not	written.	I	have	been	very	busy	doing	nothing	as	they	
say	–	having	long	rides,	but	I	will	include	there	the	letters	you	so	
kindly	sent	me.	I	regret	you	did	not	read	them,	as	I	dare	say	you	
guessed	the	letter	was	from	Major	Montague.	In	fact	it	contained	
nothing	particular	or	I	should	have	sent	you	word.	We	have	had	
several	long	rides	–	and	in	fact	I	have	only	written	one	letter	and	that	
was	to	our	dear	boy.	We	shall	certainly	come	home	on	Tuesday.	In	
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truth	I	am	longing	to	be	home	and	at	work,	though	they	are	very	kind,	
and	I	have	really	enjoyed	my	holidays	and	the	separation	from	
painting	was	right.	I	think	one	can’t	paint	for	ever,	and	a	perfect	rest,	
though	only	for	10	days	will	send	me	home	fresh	for	work,		I	have	felt	
the	disadvantage	of	perpetually	painting	-	even	when	away	from	
home-		and	shall	try	secure	now	and	then	an	entire	holiday.	The	rest	
and	long	drives	have	done	our	darling	Clara	a	world	of	good.	She	
looks	much	better	already	and	we	have	been	invited	to	stay	till	
Thursday,	very	urgently	for	a	party,	and	in	fact	till	Tuesday	week.	
However	we	shall	come	home	next	Tuesday.	Clara	will	be	home	late	
in	the	evening	and	I	shall	come	in	the	afternoon.	I	dare	say	Aunt	will	
bring	her	home.	She	is	very	kind,	and	we	have	had	such	nice	long	
rides.	On	Thursday	we	four,	Helena,	Mary,	Clara	and	I	went	to	the	
Crystal	Palace,	rode	there	and	back	in	the	open	carriage.	Was	not	that	
very	regal.	Well,	yesterday	we	went	to	Totteridge	to	see	Mrs	Lute’s(?)	
old	home	–	and	grave.	On	Saturday	last	we	went	to	the	Epping	Forest	
and	on	Monday	went	to	Hainault	Forest	–	to	High	Beach	–	and	saw	
your	old	home	at	Chingford.	I	fancied	you	at	the	window.	It	seems	
very	selfish	to	enjoy	all	these	things	without	you	and	I	am	
disappointed	you	have	not	heard	from	Uncle	Edward.	I	hope	soon	to	
send	you	off	–	then	it	will	be	your	turn	to	write	to	me,	but	better	than	
I	have.	I	must	leave	off.	I	have	been	so	miserable	at	your	being	vexed	
with	me	–	It	was	very	wrong	-		I	will	try	to	be	better	in	future.	I	have	
written	……….?........?	and	will	get	….?	character.	Goodbye	darling	
Mother	and	Papa,	your	affectionate	child	Emily	

	

Undated	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	

My	dearest	mother,	

This	is	the	third	letter	I	have	begun	to	you	and	I	do	hope	this	is	going	
to	start	on	its	journey	and	not	share	the	fate	of	its	unhappy	
predecessors.	Our	time	has	been	more	cut	up,	engaged	and	twisted	
about	than	you	can	imagine.	It	is	so	very	difficult	to	be	mistress	of	my	
time	for	writing	that	I	shall	warn	you	another	time	to	forget	that	I	am	
possessed	of	those	black	arts	of	reading	and	writing	and	consider	me	
a	temporary	lamp	post	as	far	as	those	elegant	accomplishments	are	
concerned.	It	seems	we	have	made	away	with	……?		affections	to	such	
a	charming	degree	that	he	settled	for	us	that	the	Fates	must	not	take	
us	away	so	soon	and	the	Count	(?)	has	urged	his	invitation	since,	but	
we	can	not	possibly	stop	away	from	home	any	longer	and	have	made	
a	compromise	by	trying	to	arrange	to	be	here	for	Mrs.	
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Radmore’s(?)party	on	Thursday	evening	and	returning	home	early	
on	Friday.	It	seems	very	flattering	that	Mrs.	Radmore	is	so	anxious	to	
have	us	for	her	soiree.	I	think,	you	see,	that	if	it	be	possible	to	manage	
it,	it	is	kinder	and	better	to	do	what	we	can	to	make	these	parties	go	
off	pleasantly,	as	we	have	met	with	a	great	deal	of	kindness,	and	
another	time	it	might	be	impossible	on	account	of	dear	Mary’s	
absence	to	be	all	here	together.	However	the	joyful	news	that	we	
shall	be	at	home	on	Tuesday	evening,	is	unaltered.	It	has	been	a	great	
pleasure	to	us	to	be	here,	in	several	ways,	what	with	Miss	Rames(?)	
being	here	and	all	our	amies.	

I	must	go	to	church.	Goodbye	–all	the	news	when	we	meet.	Dearest	
love	to	you	and	Papa.	Your	affectionate	child	Clara	

			

Undated	from	Clara	to	George	

London	and	Westminster	Bank		2.0	pm	

Dearest	Papa,	

The	money	is	safely	lodged	here	except	what	I	was	to	bring	home.	I	
was	so	extremely	sorry	all	this	morning	when	I	thought	over	it,	that	I	
had	not	thought	of	arranging	for	Mary	to	come	home	to	us	instead	of	
our	leaving	you	alone	to	go	to	her,	but	I	wrote	to	her	in	a	great	hurry	
about	a	servant	for	Mrs.	Warren	and	never	thought	over	it	properly	
as	I	should	have	done.	It	was	an	old	engagement	which	I	had	put	off	
and	broken	to	go	to	Mrs.	Hanson’s	and	so	as	soon	as	I	was	free	from	
Mrs.	Hanson’s	I	thought	only	of	fulfilling	it	and	not	of	how	much	
pleasanter	it	would	be	for	you	and	Mamma	to	have	Mary	at	home.	
But	we	will	try	and	arrange	that	she	comes	to	us	once	and	we	go	to	
her	once.	You	know	she	comes	to	us	next	Monday.	Ever	dearest	Papa,	
your	affectionate	daughter,	Clara.	

	

29	December	1854	from	Clara	in	Perth	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	

	

Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
Your	prayer	for	our	safe	arrival	and	finding	your	boi	well	have	been	
quite	answered	in	our	happy	journey	and	safe	arrival,	and	the	
happiness	and	wellbeing	of	his	own	dear	self.	But	to	begin	at	the	
beginning.	We	got	all	safe,	all	our	parcels,	counted	over	and	over	
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again,	and	into	a	comfortable	carriage,	the	pleasantest	of	the	class	I	
ever	was	in,	only	that	the	people	had	a	most	insane	objection	to	the	
windows	being	down,	so	I	had	to	keep	the	brightest	polish	on	the	
little	window	I	had	all	to	myself	to	see	anything.	The	moonlight	was	
so	bright	on	everything	and	the	idea	of	seeing	our	boy	so	exciting	the	
journey	seemed	very	short,	not	in	the	least	wearisome.	We	went	on	
through	the	wooded	midland	counties,	Hertford	looking	very	pretty,	
and	then	as	we	got	further	north	the	moonlight	rather	waned		and	it	
was	awfully	dark	and	certainly	sleep	surprised	me	several	times,	for	I	
had	had	the	prudence	to	bring	a	quantity	of	work	which	being	dark	I	
couldn’t	do	unless	by	the	lamplight,	so	Minnie	worked	as	‘fleiszig’	as	
the	conjunction	of	two	hands	and	knitting	pins	could	be	,	we	stopped	
for	nothing	till	we	got	to	York	at	9	AM	and	then	instead	of	seeing	the	
glorious	Minster	we	executed	a	galopade	of	the	most	rapid	
description,	into	the	beautiful	refreshment	room,	enclosed	a	coffee	
cup	in	our	most	affectionate	clasp	–	such	a	capital	coffee	too	–	but	all	
joys	depart,	coffee	will	not	make	a	Fortunatus	pence(??)	of	itself	and	
we	passengers	and	all	were	rushed	back	in	the	same	excited	storm	as	
we	came,	by	the	station(?)	bell.	So	we	went	without	stopping	till	we	
came	to	Edinburgh,	and	then	only	were	going	to	stay	about	3	or	4	
minutes,	but	Minnie	was	very	white	and	feeling	far	from	well	and	I	
thought	a	little	rest	and	refreshment	absolutely	necessary		for	her,	so	
after	a	dozen	anxious	enquiries	and	getting	our	two	million	pounds	
out	of	the	train	which	went	on	very	much	relieved	in	consequence,	
we	extricated	ourselves	from	the	noise	and	confusion	and	up	we	
went	to	make	several	vast	improvements	in	our	status	quo.	And	truly	
no	one	can	tll	the	comfort	of	clean	hands	and	fresh	water	and	
smoothing	one’s	hair	and	putting	clean	sleeves	etc	on	till	a	night	has	
made	everything	look	tumbled	and	untidy	.	But	I	haven’t	told	you	
how	beautifully	the	coal	district	looked	in	the	north,	with	their	
circular	ranges	of	vast	fires	and	the	beautiful	illuminated	lines	of	light	
in	the	cities,	villages	and	houses	we	went	near.	The	lights	so	remind	
wandering	travellers	of	the	quiet	homes	and	firesides	by	which	we	
were	hurrying	so	fast.	Then	the	night	was	deepest	till	dawn	and	
quietest	and	the	day	dawned	over	the	Scotch	border	as	we	went	from	
Newcastle	to	Berwick,	and	by	the	time	we	reached	Berwick	the	sun	
rose	–	rose	over	the	sea.	Berwick	stands	on	a	promontory	jutting	out	
into	the	sea	and	even	almost	with	it,	it	was	clagged	with	mists	which	
caught	the	rising	sun,	and	the	mists	were	heavy	also	round	the	rocks.	
These	mists	with	the	thousand	tints	of	sun	and	gray(?)	light	on	them	
looked	more	beautiful	than	you	can	conceive,	as	if	the	town	rose	a	
fairy	dream	out	of	the	sea.	The	Scotch	scenery	was	so	interesting	we	
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couldn’t	read,	and	when	we	got	out	at	Edinburgh	Minnie	soon	
revived	with	the	clear	bright	air	and	some	coffee	and	oh	my	parents	
some	mutton	pies	such	as	London	is	ignorant	of.	They	and	coffee		
……………(???)	quite	restored	Minnie.	The	town	was	most	refreshingly	
beautiful	–	just	a	town	which	was	really	worth	visiting	,	the	streets	so	
noble	in	form	and	size,	the	houses	so	irregular	and	stone	built,	the	
formation	an	ground	plan	of	the	city	so	very	noble.	I	will	tell	you	all	
about	it,	but	we	had	to	struggle	back	after	a	respectable	…..(?)	to	see	
what	we	could,	meeting	Walter	Scott	at	every	turn	and	the	old	names	
he	has	made	us	familiar	with	–	the	Canongate,	that	most	noble	of	
streets	etc.	Well,	on	we	went,	most	relieved	by	the	rest	and	lunch,	
really	looking	more	fit	to	meet	our	boy.	The	stations	seemed	to	grow	
on	us	and	the	time	to	refuse	politley	but	firmly	to	proceed.	However	
it	did	come	slowly	at	last	and	we	got	into	the	very	respectable	city	of	
Perth	and	there	was	our	boy,	so	tall,	so	manly	looking,	but	still	the	
same	dear	old	darling,	the	same	in	all	his	ways	and	sayings,	and	he	
said	we	looked	just	the	same,	not	a	day	older.	So	tall	our	boy	is	and	so	
much	more	like	his	picture	than	I	fancied,	and	a	boy	was	there	with	a	
large	truck	on	which	our	fifty	million	things	had	been	deposited,	and	
taking	our	boi’s	….(?)	we	illuminated	the	streets	of	this	metropolis.	A	
little	struggling	place	it	looks,	all	the	houses	of	stone,	poor	and	not	
handsome;	it	seemed	so	strange	to	be	with	him	again	and	he	looking	
so	well	and	so	noble.	We	saw	the	Cathedral	on	the	way	before	we	got	
home,	and	when	we	reached	home,	not	an	irregular	ancient	college	as	
they	are	in	Oxford,	but	a	row	of	buildings	collegiate	in	character,	
when	the	door	opened	a	perfect	bower	of	……(?)	met	our	eyes	and	
Mrs	Fortescue	welcomed	us	very	kindly	in	the	drawing	room	and	we	
made	ourselves	perfectly	beautiful	and	dined	and	then	went	to	the	
evening	service.	Their	welcome	was	very	kind	and	cordial.	The	
Provost	was	coming	to	meet	us	but	was	walked	off	with	in	another	
direction	by	business.	I	assure	you	our	night’s	rest	did	not	come	
before	it	was	needed,	but	all	today	it	seems	such	a	dream	to	have	
George	by	us	all	day,	coming	into	our	room	too	just	in	the	old	way	
while	we	were	dressing	and	changing	our	things.	They	had	Charades	
last	night	but	we	were	very	tired	and	wanted	to	unpack	and	get	our	
room	neat	and	get	to	bed,	so	we	took	the	Provost’s	advice	and	were	
excused.	About	Napier’s	–	George	is	not	in	the	Pattern	shop	yet	and	
has	no	idea	whatever	when	he	will	be,	but	hopes	it	will	be	soon.	He	
has	not	mentioned	it	in	his	letters	thinking	it	would	worry	you	to	be	
told	constantly	of	his	disapointments.	They	are	most	kind	and	our	
room	is	the	acme	of	comfort	and	was	so	bright	with	a	pretty	gas	lamp	
and	a	brilliant	fire,	and	George	is	so	mch	obliged	to	you	dear	Mamma	
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for	your	book.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	Your	ever	loving	
child	Clara	
(George	Augustus	adds)Darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	No	end	of	thanks	
for	the	Italian	Testament	and	‘Money’.	It	is	really	very	kind	of	you	to	
think	of	sending	them,	I	am	so	very	much	obliged.I	have	been	writing	
a	letter	to	Dr	Jacobs	and	so	delayed	writing	to	you	till	tomorrow.	
Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma.	Ever	your	very	loving	son	G	A	
Macirone	
	
‘Christmas’	1854	from	Emily	in	Perth	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
My	darling	Mamma	and	Papa,	
I	hope	you	will	not	think	me	unkind	in	not	having	written	yesterday	
since	we	intended	writing	today;	and	first	we	must	thank	darling	
Mamma	for	your	dear	kind	note	so	full	of	home	love	and	kindness.	As	
for	the	rest	I	feel	as	if	I	had	much	to	tell	you,	and	I	fear	you	will	be	
somewhat	disappointed	of	all	those	bright	anticipations	you	formed	
of	our	trip	here.	We	are	sadly	disappointed	with	the	whole	affair	
altogether,	except	our	darling	who	is	the	same	warm	hearted	
affectionate	darling	as	ever	–	yet	who	has	grown	older	in	face	and	air,	
and	though	he	still	has	sometimes	his	old	playful	laugh,	yet	has	had	
much	suffering	and	care.	His	heart	is	still	the	same	true,	noble,	gentle	
heart	it	ever	was.	He	is	certainly	taller	and	more	manly	in	appearance	
,	but	his	face	is	more	serious	and	anxious	than	it	was.	The	family	is	
very	different	to	what	I	anticipated,	and	dear	Mamma	your	fond	
expectations	of	our	seeing	society	are	all	to	be	nipped	in	the	bud.	We	
have	not	seen	a	soul	since	we	came	here,	and	are	not	likely	to	do	so.	(I	
fancy	someone	will	dine	here	tomorrow),	but	we	see	very	little	of	
wither	Mrs	F	or	the	Provost,	and	cannot	flatter	ourselves	that	we	are	
welcome	–	at	least	they	have	never	said	so	by	any	word	or	action.	It	is	
true	that	they	are	both	in	bad	health	and	busy	–	one	with	the	Church	
and	the	other	with	the	children.	Still	we	are	thrown	entirely	on	
ourselves,	and	I	am	hoping	to	go	with	all	my	heart.	For	instance	the	
Provost	as	not	once	asked	our	darling	Clara	to	sing	and	of	course	my	
pictures	are	a	dead	letter.	However,	we	are	very	happy	to	be	with	our	
boy	and	after	all	a	cold	reception	is	a	very	small	evil.	We	are	free	to	
go	as	soon	as	we	please	to	our	darling	home	but	what	has	grieved	me	
more	than	all	is	the	excessive	tractarianism	of	the	place.	Our	darling	
has	much	relieved	our	anxiety	respecting	a	book	of	prayers	we	saw,	
however,	I	will	tell	you	all	about	everything	when	we	come	home	
which	wwill	be	soon	I	trust.	Goodbye	my	darling	Papa	and	Mamma,	
Your	very	loving	child	Minnie						
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	31	December	1854	from	Clara	in	Perth	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,	
I	haven’t	written	every	day	because	for	one	thing	our	time	is	so	
incessantly	cut	up	by	the	services	that	we	seem	to	do	nothing	in	the	
day,	and	next	because	I	trusted	to	have	some	pleasant	news	to	give	
you,	but	as	the	first,	so	the	second	also	is	only	a	disappointment.	I	had	
hoped	and	trusted	so	much	from	this	visit	and	as	you	know	so	very	
reluctantly	incurred	the	expense,	but	everything	has	been	so	very	
different	from	all	we	have	seen	before.	There	is	the	strangest	
atmosphere	here	of	monasticism	and	Roman	Catholicism,	and	we	had	
the	coldest	welcome	conceivable	and	very	slight	indeed	has	been	the	
comfort	since	then.	Except	the	dear	joy	of	being	with	our	darling	boy,	
everything	weighs	on	us	from	morning	till	night.	There	are	morning	
services	in	the	oratory,	which	we	cannot	join	in,	we	dislike	them	so	
much	and	two	other	services	in	church	every	day.	These	are	like	our	
own	except	in	the	ceremonial	which	is	extremely	unpleasant	to	us.	
The	whole	is	a	strain	from	morning	till	night	and	the	unhappiness	is	
not	made	less	by	any	affection	for	our	hosts,	for	they	seem	to	have	
understood	and	taken	some	aversion	to	us	and	we	have	very	little	
attention	or	kindness.	I	write	to	you	exactly	the	truth	because	I	think	
you	ought	always	to	hear	exactly	the	whole	truth	as	far	as	we	know	it	
ourselves.	There	seems	no	sympathy	whatever	between	us,	and	it	is	
very	painful	to	remain	here	on	this	footing,	as	without	some	feeling	of	
cordiality	on	their	part,	it	is	only	painful	obligation	without	hope	or	
comfort.	We	have	thought	of	going	on	to	Glasgow	to	George’s	room.	
He	would	sleep	at	a	friend’s	and	we	live	in	his	room	for	a	few	days,	
and	then	be	home	in	plenty	of	time	for	Minnie’s	pictures	and	my	
lessons	,	so	that	I	shall	lose	nothing	but	this	expense.	And	I	do	not	feel	
this	lost	for	if	you	saw	the	passionate	love	for	us	of	our	dearest	
brother	,	and	the	dear,	haggard	lines	of	care	and	sorrow	on	his	
face(so	much	suffering	there	is	in	it)	and	feel	the	luxury	it	is	to	him	to	
have	us	near	him,	there	is	something	not	thrown	away	in	this	time.	I	
only	regret	so	deeply	I	did	not	urge	my	own	view	much	more	and	
urge	you	to	allow	me	to	arrabge	for	his	coming	up	instead.	It	would	
have	been	less	expense	than	this	horrible	money,	and	this	when	you	
have	been	so	sick	and	ill	to	see	him	and	have	wanted	money	so	much	
for	the	Patriotic	Fund,	and	I	have	been	so	harsh	and	savage	about	
money.	Dearest	Mamma	you	don’t	know	how	much	I	feel	it.	We	have	
settled	with	your	boy	to	go	on	with	him	this	week	to	Glasgow	and	
stay	a	few	days	with	him	over	his	birthday	and	then	come	back	to	
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town	thence	and	begin	hard	work	again	.	So	if	you	write	to	me	after	
Thursday	you	must	address	to	me	at	George’s	address.	Pray	for	us	
dearest	Papa	and	Mamma.	This	is	a	very	difficult	world	to	be	in	and	
find	out	what’s	right,	but	George	is	the	noblest	and	dearest	darling	
that	can	be.	He	had	evidently	suffered(?)	so	much.	Ever	your	loving	
child	Clara.		
	
	
23		January	1855	from	George	Augustus	to	his	family	
	
My	darlings,	
Thank	you	very	much	for	your	letters	in	the	last	two	or	three	days.	I	
really	can’t	at	all	imagine	it	to	be	only	last	Thursday	that	you	went.	It	
seems	weeks	ago	.	(Wed)	You	see	I	began	to	write	yesterday	but	I	had	
been	obliged	to	sit	up	very	late	the	night	before	(I	did	not	get	to	bed	
till	past	4	I	think,)	and	so	I	fell	quite	asleep	several	times	while	
writing,	and	last	night	I	did	not	get	to	bed	till	five.	I	had	to	get	one	of	
the	clergy	to	the	bedside	of	a	dying	woman	and	then	remained	with	
him	there	till	she	died.	So		that	I	did	not	get	to	bed	till	late.	Thank	you	
very	much	my	own	dearest	Mamma	for	your	letters.	It	is	really	kind	
of	you	to	write	to	me	so	much.	Pray	forgive	my	slowness	in	
answering.	I	am	so	glad	you	like	dear	Minnie’s	portrait.	She	was	so	
kind	about	it	and	I	sat	so	abominably.	I	miss	dear	Clara	and	Emily	
very	much.	They	say	here	I	am	not	well,	but	I	don’t	think	it	is	much	to	
speak	of.	I	hope	very	much	they	will	come	to	Perth	again	whenever	
they	have	the	opportunity	whether	I	am	here	or	not.	While	I	think	of	
it	could	you	send	me	a	trencher	wooden	bowl	and	wooden	spoon,	
which	you	will	find	in	the	box	I	used	to	have	at	the	Bluecoat	School,	
and	also	all	the	other	relics	of	the	Bluecoat	School	which	are	with	
them.	I	hope	to	see	Sweeting	on	Friday,	so	if	you	are	at	the	
Machin’s(?)	you	can	tell	them.	I	wish	you	would	date	your	letters.	I	
was	engaged	nearly	all	yesterday	measuring	and	drawing	the	new	
house	the	Provost	thinks	of	taking.	I	will	draw	a	plan	to	show	you	
dearest	Clara	and	Emily	where	it	is.	(Drawing	)	You	see	it	will	be	
close	to	the	Cathedral.	I	dare	say	you	will	remember	the	house.	It	was	
building	while	you	were	here.	Don’t	you	remember	my	pointing	at	
the	four	holes	like	cannon	holes	at	the	bottom	of	it	?	They	are	two	
houses	and	if	they	take	them	one	will	be	for	the	Provost	(with	the	
exception	of	part	of	the	top	storey)	and	one	for	the	College.	I	have	not	
Goldsmith’s	poems	dear	Mamma,	but	I	shall	be	most	delighted	to	
have	them,	and	have	often	wished	for	them	as	I	know	you	are	fond	of	
them.	When	you	give	me	them,	would	you	write	in	the	beginning	that	
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you	give	them	me	in	memory	of	your	father	who	was	very	fond	of	
them.		Dearest	Minniekin	be	sure	you	make	the	light	coming	in	at	the	
transept	(which	I	think	would	improve	it	very	much)		-	make	it	come	
in	at	the	South	transept	ie:	the	one	at	your	right	hand	looking	to	the	
altar.	As	you	know	the	sun	is	always	to	the	South	here.	Forgive	my	
mentioning	this	but	I	thought	you	might	forget	it.		Many	thanks	
dearest	Mamma	for	your	newspapers.	I	should	indeed	like	very	much	
to	have	a	newspaper	every	week.	Couldn’t	you	dear	Minnie	make	any	
kind	of	seaweedy	or	fishy	sketch	for	Mrs	Guthrie,	for	I	fear	I	have	
offended	her	by	breaking	an	engagement	to	a	party,	or	at	least	calling	
asd	asking	for	leave	to	break	it.	Ever	your	very	affectionate	George	A	
Macirone			
	

27	January	1855	from	George	Augustus	in	Perth	to	Mary	Ann	

My	very	dear	Mother,	

Thank	you	very	much	for	your	letter	of	yesterday	and	still	more	for	
your	intention	with	regard	to	Uncle	George’s	money.	I	cannot	help	
feeling	that	I	am	selfish	in	accepting	it,	as	I	know	that	you	would	
never	keep	anything	for	yourself	if	you	thought	it	might	be	useful	to	
us.	I	suppose	the	best	thing	to	do	with	it	would	be	to	put	it	into	the	
London	and	Westminter	Bank,	would	it	not?	There	is	one	thing	which	
I	should	want	when	I	went	to	sea,	which	might	perhaps	be	just	as	
well	got	now,	and	that	is	a	watch.	My	present	chronometer	in	general	
either	gains	or	loses	so	very	much	that	it	is	perfectly	impossible	to	
judge	of	the	time	by	it,	and	at	night	it	took	lately	to	not	going	at	all.	
The	boys	who	leave	the	Blue-Coat	School	to	go	to	sea,	have	on	
leaving,	watches	given	them	which	are	made	on	purpose	for	sea-
going	people.	They	are	large,	strong,	thick	silver	watches	with	
seconds	hands,	and	I	have	always	wished	if	I	had	a	watch	at	all	to	
have	one	of	them.	If	you	approve	would	you	call	at	the	school	and	say	
in	the	counting	house	of	the	school	that	I	am	going	to	sea,	and	would	
theu	tell	you	where	to	get	one	of	these	watches,	and	erhaps	you	could	
ask	if	you	could	get	it	at	the	prrice	at	which	they	are	supplied	to	the	
school.	Or	perhaps	Mr	Hanson	could	ask	if	I	could	get	one	at	that	
price.I	really	half	feel	as	if	I	ought	not	to	accept	it.	I	know	you	would	
forget	your	own	necessities	dearest	mother,	if	you	thought	your	
children	needed	anything	,	When	do	you	intend	to	write	to	Uncle	
George?	I	must	write	when	you	do.	Very	many	thanks	for	your	
promise	to	write	a	little	family	history.	It	is	what	I	should	so	very	
much	like.	Mrs	Fortescue	is	better	today.					Sunday	–	I	go	away	
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tomorrow.	Would	you	tell	Clara	the	book	she	wanted	to	know	is	;The	
Elements	of	the	Gospel	Harmony’	by	Brook	Foss	Westcott	MA	,	
published	by	Macmillan,	Cambridge.	And	I	have	had	a	misfortune	I	
am	sorry	to	say.	On	Friday	Eddie	Fortescue	was	to	go	back	to	Trinity	
College	after	his	holidays	and	O’Brien	and	I	agreed	to	go	also,	and	so	
we	went	and	I	drove	out	there	on	Friday	afternoon.	It	was	a	clear	
frosty	night	and	we	stayed	there	till	rather	late	–	nearly	11	o’clock,	in	
Mr	Sweeting’s	rooms,	the	brother	of	the	little	boy	who	knows	the	
Machins	–	he	was	a	grecian	at	the	Blue-Coat	School	–	and	we	finally	
drove	away	and	just	as	we	were	turning	out	of	the	private	road	into	
the	high	road	where	there	was	a	sharp	turn	,	the	droshky	came	
against	the	bank,	the	thing	upset	and	we	were	pitched	out,	I	unluckily	
being	on	the	side	farthest	from		the	bank	came	out	first	and	O’Brien	
was	unkind	enough	to	fall	on	top	of	me.	When	we	scrambled	up,	he	
not	hurt	at	all,	and	I	only	a	very	little,	we	ran	and	stopped	the	horse,	
and	then	utterly	regardless	of	consequences	we	stood	still	and	
laughed	as	hard	as	we	could	go	for	nearly	five	minutes.	However	we	
soon	found	it	was	no	laughing	matter	for	the	body	of	the	droshky,	
although	not	hurt	in	itself,	was	separate	from	the	wheels,	the	springs	
were	twisted	into	the	most	extraordinary	shapes,	and	the	wheels	
were	lying	in	the	ditch	and	cushions	and	lamps	in	all	ossible	
directions.	Happily	the	horse	was	perfectly	uninjured,	so	first	we	led	
the	horse	and	carried	the	springs	back	to	the	stables	and	got	out	the	
porter	and	another	man	back	to	the	place	of	the	accident	(nearly	a	
mile	off)	and	carried	back	the	cushions	and	lamps	and	rolled	the	
wheels	into	the	ditch	in	the	private	road	and	carried	the	body	of	the	
droshky	close	to	them,	and	then	we	started	with	the	horse	and	bridle	
and	a	short	pair	of	reins	wich	they	lent	us	at	the	college,	and	the	whip	
to	come	back	to	Perth.	The	horse	could	not	walk	quick	and	we	were	
not	very	fresh	after	the	tumble	and	my	boots	grazed	my	skin,	and	
altogether	we	arrived	in	Perth	in	a	very	uncomfortable	condition	at	
about	3	am,	and	then	we	had	to	ring	up	the	people	at	the	‘George’	and	
that	took	a	long	time.	There	we	found	the	servant	waiting	up	for	us	
and	got	hot	tea	or	coffee,	I	forget	which,	and	went	to	bed.	The	Provost	
had	been	very	anxious	about	us	and	had	wished	us	to	take	a	dinner	
but	I	had	got	off	it	,	partly	because	I	wished	to	dine	myself,	but	chiefly	
because	of	the	extra	expense.	I	fear	it	will	cost	me	£2	or	£3,	but	I	will	
do	my	best	about	it.	It	was	very	foolish	not	to	take	the	Provost’s	
advice	but	I	wished	to	save	the	expense.	I	should	like	to	have	the	
Christ’s	Hospital	things	sent	down	to	me	if	I	could.	Mrs	Fortescue	is	
better	today	but	I	do	not	think	she	will	be	about	much	this	winter.	I	
hope	dear	Minniekin	succeeds	with	her	darling	pictures.	By	the	bye	
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would	you	dear	Minniekin	try,	if	you	can,	to	make	me	a	sketch	of	the	
Provost	from	the	one	you	gave	me,	and	a	photograph,	and	I	will	
enclose	them.	Mrs	Fortescue	says	there	is	an	expression	about	the	
mouth	in	that	little	pencil	sketch	which	is	not	like.	Be	careful	of	the	
photograph	as	you	know	how	they	value	it.	He	and	his	face	were	a	
good	deal	fatter	and	fuller	when	he	was	younger.	It	is	getting	late	and	
I	must	close,	so	goodbye	dearest	Mother	and	Father	and	Clara	and	
Emily,	Ever	your	very	affectionate	son	and	brother,	George	A	
Macirone	

Ps	I	enclose	a	letter	from	Mrs	Fortescue	

	

A	letter	from	Mary	Ann	to	George	Augustus	about	family	history	–	
Perriman/Tijou	unfinished	and	never	sent.	

George	Augustus	writes	at	the	end	-				After	my	dear	Mother’s	death,	
my	sisters	found	this	among	her	papers	.	I	believe	that	Mamma	put	it	
away,	intending	to	complete	it,	and	then	could	not	find	it	again.		
G	A	Macirone	8	August	1869	
	
14	Porteus	Road,	Harrow	Road.	February	25	1855	
My	dear	George,	
You	have	so	often	expressed	a	wish	to	have	some	account	of	our	
family	antecedent	to	the	present	generation	that	I	will	give	you	
whatever	fragmental	information	I	have	from	time	to	time,	usually	
received	from	my	mother,	first	promising(?)	that	I	have	no	other	
authority	than	this	for	whatever	I	write	respecting	my	father’s	and	
mother’s	family.	My	grandfather	on	my	father’s	side	named	Perriman	
came	from	Wales	(he)	informed	me	that	my	great	grandmother	died	
before	he	was	born.	He	was	a	seven	month	child	and	until	the	proper	
time	of	his	birth	was	placed	in	sheepskin	warm	from	sheep	newly	
killed.	He	was	very	short	for	his	age	for	which	he	was	taunted	by	his	
schoolfellows,	and	at	night	when	he	went	to	bed	he	used	to	stretch	
himself,	shooting	out	his	legs	and	neck,	and	when	he	afterwards	grew	
till	he	was	six	feet	four	inches	high,	which	extreme	height	he,	I	
believe,	attributed	to	his	boyish	habit	of	stretching	himself	at	night	in	
bed.	He	came	to	London	and	established	himself	in	business	as	a	
wholesale	cheesemonger.	I	think	he	must	have	been	in	a	large	way	of	
business,	as	he	kept	clerks	to	manage	the	accounts.	He	had	a	country	
house	in	Essex	for	his	family	–	my	mother	has	shewn	it	me	when	
riding	in	the	chaise	with	her.	It	looked	like	a	good	sized	farmhouse	
with	high	trees	and	fields	around	it,	and	though	apparently	out	of	
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repair	then,	might	have	been	a	very	pretty	place	when	my	
grandfather	resided	there,	now	more	than	a	hundred	years	ago.	My	
father	always	spoke	of	his	mother	as	a	perfect	gentlewoman	and	
would	doubtless	have	kept	the	place	with	order	and	good	taste.	My	
father	said	she	looked	so	pretty	sitting	at	the	head	of	her	table,	her	
arms	veiled	as	it	were	from	the	elbow	with	the	deep	lace	ruffles	
which	were	usually	worn	at	that	time.	My	father	was	born	in	Park	
lane	which	I	believe	was	then	a	quiet	country	lane,	not	as	now	filled	
with	houses	of	style	and	fashion.	My	grandfather’s	rapid	growth	
appears	to	have	laid	the	foundation	of	consumption,	which	carried	
him	off	young	leaving	his	young	wife	with	a	family	of	six	children.	My	
father,	the	eldest,	being	about	ten	years	of	age,	he	was	then	at	St	
Paul’s	School	where	he	remained	till	he	was	eleven.	His	poor	dear	
mother,	not	understanding	anything	of	business,	the	management	of	
her	affairs	was	left	to	the	clerks	who	contrived	in	a	year	to	bring	the	
business	to	a	deadlock,	when	she	endeavoured	to	support	her	young	
family	by	painting	fans	and	fancy	boxes	etc.	but	sorrow	and	anxiety	
soon	deprived	her	children	of	their	loving	mother	and	left	them	
desolate	orphans.	I	can	imagine	my	father,	after	all	resources	from	
the	business	had	ceased,	his	mother’s	help	and	comfort,	waiting	upon	
her	in	sickness,	doing	every	little	domestic	office	of	loving	kindness	
for	her	and	the	family	till	her	death	broke	up	their	little	household.	
Some	of	the	children	may	have	been	taken	by	their	relatives	in	Wales.	
Big(?)	brother	George	Perriman	went	to	America	and	my	mother	
fancied	he	was	well	off,	and	might	leave	us	some	property.	His	sister	
Sarah	never	married.	She	was	very	pretty.	My	father	was	displeased	
with	her	–	yet	I	never	heard	of	any	wrong	conduct.	She	went	down	in	
the	country	perhaps	to	her	father’s	family,	and	my	mother	spoke	of	
her	as	a	woman	of	property	who	would	probably	leave	us	some	-		and	
certainly	some	years	ago	I	have	heard	there	was	an	advertisement	for	
the	heirs	of	Thomas	Perryman	and	I	think	for	the	heirs	of	Sarah	
Perriman,	but	all	my	inquiries	failed	in	discovering	any	foundation	
for	what	I	had	heard,	although	one	day	some	gentlemen	called	at	
your	uncle	Edward’s	and	said	they	were	inquiring	for	heirs	of	the	
name	of	Perryman.	Well,	he	said,	it	cannot	be	here	for	I	spell	my	
name	with	an	‘i’.	When	I	told	him	my	father	wrote	it	with	a	‘y’	(it	is	so	
in	his	burial	register	GAM)	as	I	had		a	paper	of	lines	written	on	my	
birth	with	the	signature	Thomas	Perryman	(this	is	a	mistake	of	my	
dear	mother.	I	have	found	the	paper	–	it	has	no	signature	8.8.69	GAM).	
My	brother	was	so	vexed	that	his	wife	has	never	dared	to	allude	to	it	
since.	It	may	surprise	you	that	the	children	should	misspell	the	name,	
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but	my	mother	having	married	again	soon	after	my	father’s	death	the	
children	wrote	the	‘i’	I	suppose	as	most	easy	to	write.	
One	consolation	is	that	we	could	not	have	had	any	advantage	from	
the	bequest	as	we	are	the	children	of	my	father’s	second	marriage.	
The	Baughams	might	have	had	some	benefit	from	it	being	my	father’s	
great-grandchildren	descended	from	his	first	wife,	but	Willie	
Baugham	took	great	pains	to	find	some	clue	to	the	mystery	but	all	in	
vain.	But	I	suppose	the	necessary	advertisements	having	been	made,	
those	who	came	into	the	property	were	not	anxious	to	make	any	
further	researches.	My	father	was	now	left	a	friendless	orphan	to	
support	himself	by	any	employment	that	fell	in	his	way.	I	only	know	
of	two	anecdotes	of	his	youth	–	One	was	when	George	the	third	went	
in	some	public	procession	to	St.	Paul’s	Cathedral,	when	he,	poor	boy,	
climbed	up	Temple	Bar	and	seated	himself	in	one	of	its	nooks	or	
recesses,	but	so	very	early	that,	completely	tired,	he	fell	asleep	,	and	
did	not	awake	till	all	the	splendour	or	royal	pomp	and	music	had	
passed	and	returned.	leaving	the	City	in	repose	and	quiet.	Once	again	
when	he	went	to	the	Theatre	on	a	very	crowded	night	probably	when	
the	King	was	going,	he	has	his	money	3/6d	in	his	hand	when,	his	arm	
being	upraised	for	ready	payment,	a	man	took	his	hoarded	treasure	
from	him.	Poor	boy,	how	indignant	and	sad	he	must	have	returned	
home	–	how	many	privations	he	may	have	endured	for	that	(to	him	
beloved)	amusement	of	which	he	was	so	cruelly	deprived.	Some	
years	after	he	had	a	severe	illness	when	a	person	nursed	him	with	so	
much	tenderness	that	from	gratitude	he	married	her,	by	whom	he	
had	three	children.	His	eldest	son	who	died	many	years	ago	caused	
him	much	anxiety	–	married	a	low	woman	whom	my	father	would	
not	acknowledge	or	see.	Indeed	his	son’s	misconduct	quite	separated	
him	from	his	father,	although	my	father	twice	endeavoured	to	
establish	him	in	business	.	The	second	son,	William,	died	some	years	
after	at	my	mother’s,	and	the	daughter,	Betsy,	was	the	Grandmother	
of	the	Baughams.	She	married	but	my	father	disapproved	of	the	
match.	Mr	Baugham	was	a	bad	husband	of	most	intemperate	habits,	
yet	my	father	put	him	in	business	in	the	Salopian	Coffee	House	which	
being	near	the	Bank	and	opposite	the	Exchange	was	a	capital	
situation	for	business.	Mrs	Baugham	was	a	gentle	little	woman.	I	
remember	her	going	to	St.	Paul’s	with	my	father	and	mother	when	
the	King	went	to	return	thanks.	I	think	they	went	at	four	in	the	
morning	and	I	remember	they,	that	is	my	mother	and	sister	wore	
black	velvet	small	braided	caps	with	‘God	Save	the	King’	worked	in	
gold	on	one	cap	and	‘Rule	Britannia’	on	the	other	–	and	someone	told	
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me	the	King	had	ordered	all	little	girls’	heads	to	be	cut	off	that	were	
out	(that?)	day??	
But,	to	return	to	my	father.	He,	when	young,	had	established	himself	
in	some	house	of	business,	I	think	in	the	public	line(?)	in	which	he	
failed,	and	was	imprisoned	for	debt	while	the	riots	occurred	in	
London,	when	I	think	the	rioters	broke	open	and	set	fire	to	the	prison	
and	my	father	escaped.	But	many	years	afterwards	when	he	was	
prosperous	he	called	his	old	creditors	together	and	paid	them	all	he	
owed	them	and	he	called	it	the	happiest	day	of	his	life	–	and	my	
mother	said	she	never	saw	him	so	happy.	But	I	cannot	write	of	my	
father	withholding	a	truth	which	has	always	given	me	more	pain	than	
it	ought	to	have	done	–	viz	that	he	lived	as	waiter	in	Tom’s	Coffee	
House	of	which	he	soon	became	Master,	but	that	the	position	of	my	
dear	father	wholly	preserved	(?)	love	and	honour	and	who	if	he	had	
lived	would	doubtless	have	established	his	family	in	wealth	and	
independence,	that	you	my	boy	should	look	back	with	a	flush	of	
shame	as	being	descended	from	a	most	honourable	man(?)	whose	
intellect	and	energy	made	him	as	G…..(?)	said	like	a	cork	which	will	
always	rise	to	the	surface,	who	early	grafted	in	my	mind	the	love	of	
truth	and	kindness	and	poetry.	I	remember	how	fond	he	was	of	the	
Scientific	Journal,	his	having	a	self-moving	plough	and	a	……?	on	
which	we	children	used	to	amuse	ourselves,	his	singing	to	me	while	
seated	on	his	knee,	of	his	love	of	my	mother	and	music,	of	her	singing	
his	favourite	songs	and	of	her	look	of	contented	happiness	while	
singing.	He	was	very	fond	of	Music	and	the	Theatre	and	many	a	
happy	evening	do	I	remember	wishing	on	the	way	that	I	could	impel	
the	coach	faster,	then	the	delicious	sound	of	“Bill	of	the	Play”	while	
my	mind	was	in	a	whirl	of	tumultuous	delight:	then	the	Tuning	of	the	
Instruments	and	the	breathless	expectation	of	the	rising	of	the	
curtain.	Those	indeed	were	glorious	times	for	the	Theatre	when	Mrs	
Siddons	and	John	Kemble	by	their	splendid	genius	gave	truth	and	
dignity	to	the	scene.	The	first	time	I	awoke	to	a	perception	of	their	
greatness	was	in	Coriolanus	when	Kemble	realized	all	that	the	most	
poetic	imaginations	could	picture	to	themselves	of	heroic	greatness;	
a	new	English	Opera	or	Neels(??)	Dramatic	Pantomime	which	were	
frequently	very	beautiful	and	marvellously	interesting	to	me	would	
often	induce	my	father	to	take	us	to	the	theatre.	
My	mother’s	paternal	grandfather	(GAM	quaere	‘great-grandfather’?)	
of	the	name	of	Tijou	came	over	from	France	when	the	ironwork	was	
about	to	be	affixed	to	St.	Paul’s.	All	workers	in	iron	were	requested	to	
send	in	their	tenders	and	he,	having	discovered	a	method	of	fluxing	
iron	whereby	he	could	do	the	work	more	cheaply,	offered	to	do	the	
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ironwork	for	less	than	any	of	his	competitors	and	obtained	the	
preference	which	prove	his	ruin.	After	doing	all	the	ironwork	of	St.	
Paul’s,	and	some,	if	not	all	at	Hampton	Court,	he	never	could	get	paid,	
and	after	incessant	applications,	worn	out	by	anxiety,	the	poor	old	
gentleman	who	came	to	England	in	the	pomp	all	Frenchmen	love,	
always	riding	in	a	carriage,	from	having	every	kind	of	music	at	his	
dinners	or	grand	occasions,	died	broken	hearted	in	a	foreign	land,	
leaving	two	orphan	boys	alone	and	unprotected.		
	
	
28	February	1855	from	George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	the	
family	
My	darlings,	
Many	thanks	for	all	your	letters	and	now	to	try	and	answer	them.	In	
the	first	place	I	ought	to	have	acknowledged	that	11/6d	yesterday		
for	which	many	thanks.	I	went	and	paid	Mrs	Walker	at	once.	Mrs	
Munro	has	asked	me	again	for	my	rent.	The	Blue	Coat	School	things	
could	come	down	with	the	foils,	and	Minnie	has	some	things	for	me	
that	could	come	with	them	too.	I	mean	the	fishes	and	the	photograph	
of	the	Provost	which	is	very	valuable	as	they	are	not	likely	to	get	
another.	About	the	smoking	things,	I	should	like	if	it	is	impossible	to	
sell	them	to	have	them	again	myself	as	they	are	no	earthly	use	where	
they	are.	Have	you	given	the	flexible	tube	to	Mr	Knight.	The	best	
place	to	send	them	to	would	be	to	Inderwick’s(?)	in	Princes	Street,	
Leicester	Square.	I	wrote	to	Uncle	George	by	the	ship	with	the	odd	
name,	and	as	the	letter	has	not	come	back	I	suppose	it	went.	My	foot	
is	all	right	now.	Many	thanks,	dear,	for	speaking	to	Dr	Darling	about	
it.	Will	you	remember	me	very	kindly	to	Mr	Taylor	and	Miss	Taylor,	
and	thank	him		ver	much	for	remembering	the	day’s	fishing.	I	am	so	
very	glad	you	enjoy	Macaulay’s	essays	dear	Mamma.	They	are	so	very	
beautiful	I	think,	though	if	I	may	venture	to	give	an	opinion	I	should	
say	they	were	more	remarkable	for	brilliancy	than	depth,	like	his	
history,	glorious	to	read	but	full	of	wrong	quotations	etc.	I	am	so	very	
glad	to	hear	your	description	of	Etty	dear	Minnie,	and	many	thanks	
dear	Mamma	for	the	Bishop	of	London’s	Prayer.	It	is	very	nice	indeed.	
That	book	dear	Clara	is	corrected	from	a	copy	of	the	Provost’s	(which	
he	had	corrected	in	his	own	handwriting)	almost	entirely,	and	partly	
also	from	Albany	Christie’s	Day	Hours(?).		My	darling,	if	there	is	
anything	in	it	you	don’t	like,	draw	a	pen	through	it.	I	have	used	what	
you	asked	me,	dearest	Clara	and	am	only	too	glad	to	be	able	to	give	
you	any	pleasure	in	any	way	dearest.		Will	you,	whoever	sees	Mr	
Bowerbank,	thank	him	very	much	for	saying	that	he	was	sure	that	I	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	194	-	

was	not	in	Town	for	that	if	I	had	been	he	would	have	seen	me,	and	
say	that	I	certainly	should	have	seen	them	if	I	had	been	in	town,	and	
that	I	am	very	much	obliged	to	him	for	thinking	so.	The	minerals	are	
in	a	box	about	a	foot	high	and	2	feet	long	I	think,	but	they	are	too	
heavy	for	a	man	to	cary	home.	Have	you	found	out	whether	they	are	
in	existence	still	?	You	haven’t	said	by	the	bye	if	you,	O	authorities,	
think	it	expedient	for	me	to	get	one	if	the	Blue	Coat	School	watches.	
My	present	one	is	a	farce	so	far	as	keeping	time	is	concerned,	and	I	
should	have	to	get	one	before	leaving,	so	thought	I	must	just	as	well	
get	it	now	–	do	you	think	so	?	They	are	Chronometer	watches;	ie:	
watches	with	a	chronometer	escapement.	Remember	that	if	you	get	
one	for	it	is	important,	and	seconds	hands.	But	they	are	all	of	one	
pattern	so	that	it	is	sure	to	be	right.	By	the	bye,	the	Provost	I	find	is	
related	to	the	Fripps.	Isn’t	it	odd	?	And	now	I	have	decided	that	most	
likely	he	is	to	the	Donnings,	your	friends.	I	will	ask	him.	You	have	
heard	probably	of	the	Rev.Mr	Bowles.	He	is	dead	now;	a	great	poet	in	
his	way.	Well,	the	Provost’s	name	is	Edward	Bowles	Knottesford	
Fortescue		-	so	that	his	mother’s	name	was	Bowles;	so	that	his	
cousin’s	name	is	Bowles.	Now	his	cousin’s	name	is	George	Donning	
Bowles	and	so	HIS	mother’s	name	was	Donning.	Now	Dr	Fripp’s	
name	is	George	Donning	Fripp	and	the	Provost	was	astonished	when	
he	found	I	knew	him.	Now	you	see	probably	Colonel	Donning	is	of	the	
same	family.	You	see	the	connection.(Here	there	is	a	conjectural	table	
of	relationship	or	family	tree)		
I	have	made	it	out	very	awkwardly	but	I	was	in	a	hurry.	I	am	so	sorry	
you	have	not	beeen	quite	well	with	colds,	but	I	hope	you	are	all	better	
now.	If	it	freezes	still	I	shall	take	some	skating	on	Saturday	and	that	
will	be	very	jolly.	I	think	there	will	be	a	boat	to	Loch	Lomond	and	
back,	for	1/6d	about,	and	if	there	is	I	shall	go,	ie:	if	it	freezes,	as	there	
is	an	8	miles	skate	straight	across	the	Loch	and	most	wonderful	
scenery.	But	I	must	make	haste	with	my	letter	or	I	shan’t	get	any	tea,	
and	I	want	to	write	to	Charlie.	You	never	gave	me	the	Warne’s	
address.	when	I	sent	my	last	note,	don’t	you	remember	I	asked	for	it,	
so	I	must	ask	you	to	forward	this	note	for	me.	I	am	anxious	to	hear	
the	news	of	the	Ministry,	who	is	in.	I	wonder	whether	we	should	
agree	in	our	views	of	the	Peelites	going	out.	Tell	me	what	you	think	of	
it.	My	view	is	that	it	was	a	very	quick	sense	of	their	honour	as	English	
gentlemen	being	touched	by	remaining	in	Office	if	the	Vote	of	
Censure	was	allowed	to	go	on.(I	mean,	as	having	been	members	of	
the	late	government),	and	I	think	it	was	a	very	grand	thing	to	see	men	
throw	up	office	so	readily	when	their	honour	was	in	question.	I	
wonder	whether	the	end	of	it	will	be	that	the	Dillyites	will	have	to	
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throw	Disraeli	overboard	in	order	to	coalesce	with	the	Peelites,	and	
then	make	a	strong	conservative	government.	Query	–	is	it	possible	?	
And	now	goodbye	Darlings.	Ever	your	very	loving	son	and	brother,	
George	A	Macirone	
Ps.	Is	not	this	a	fine	proverb	“Sit	in	your	own	place	and	no	man	can	
make	you	rise”	I	am	sorry	to	say,	dear	Clara,	I	have	lost	my	copy	of	
the	Perth	music	to	the	Burial	Service.	Would	you	mind	putting	a	copy	
of	the	one	I	gave	you	into	my	music,	or	I	shall	not	have	a	copy.				
	

13	March	1855	from	George	Augustus	in	Glasgow	to	Mary	Ann	

My	darling,	

Very	many	thanks	for	your	letter	which	I	have	just	got.	It	really	is	
such	a	treat	to	have	a	letter	from	home		-	it	puts	me	in	quite	good	
spirits.	Will	you	give	me	an	impression	of	our	seal	which	you	have	in	
your	next.	Have	you	my	yellow	leggings	in	London	?	I	heard	a	very	
beautiful	quotation	from	a	French	poem.	It	was	by	a	poor	French	
baker	on	Charles	X	and	1830	

“Le	caillou	peut	briser	une	vase	d’or/	Mais	ses	débris	dispersés	sur	la	
terre	/	A	tous	les	yeux	sont	précieux	encore/	Et	le	caillou	reste	une	
vile	pierre”			

With	regard	to	the	lately	most	r…(??)	of	individuals	I	can	only	say	
‘May	difference	of	opinion	never	alter	friendship’.	And	now	to	answer	
your	letters	–	In	the	first	place	I	must	premise	that	I	am	anxious	to	
have	as	much	time	as	possible	for	reading,	so	I	must	try	and	write	
quick.	Mr	Bowerbank	would	tell	you	of	a	good	book	on	optics	dear	
Mamma,	I	do	not	know	myself	of	one.	What	I	was	reading	in	the	
French	paper	was	an	account	of	his	stay	in	Russia	by	an	English	Naval	
Officer	who	was	taken	prisoner	and	sent	to	St	Petersburg.	Never	
mind	about	the	minerals,	it	can’t	be	helped	now.	I	suppose	as	Archer	
said	I	had	told	him	he	might	have	them	I	did	say	so,	though	I	don’t	
remember	it.	Many	thanks	for	sending	down	for	them	–	they	are	off	
my	mind	now.	By	the	bye	Minniekin	if	your	friend	Mr	Leitch	or	
anybody	else	should	be	going	to	Rome	again,	do	you	think	you	could	
get	him	to	undertake	a	small	commission	for	me,	would	you	
remember	it	–	……….(Different	letter??)			………….you	send	me	my	
yellow	waterproof	leggings.	By	the	bye	you	can’t	think	how	beautiful	
the	22nd	psalm	sounded	when	it	was	sung	at	Cumbrae	the	other	day.	
It	was	sung	to	an	ordinary	chant,	one	of	Helmore’s(?)	ones,	and	4	or	5	
notes	lower	than	ordinary,	and	quite	soft,	until	you	came	to	the	ennd	
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of	the	26th	verse	then	the	17th	and	18th	verses	were	sung	very	soft	
indeed,	and	everbody	bowed	their	heads	quite	low	during	the	singing	
of	the	two	verses,	the	the	heads	were	raised	and	we	sang	as	before	
until	the	end	of	the	22nd	verse	–	and	then	the	chant	was	raised	to	its	
proper	pitch	and	you	should	have	heard	the	glorious	burst	of	the	full	
choir	“O	praise	the	Lord,	ye	that	fear	him,	praising	him	all	you	of	the	
seed	of	Jacob,	and	fear	him	all	ye	seed	of	Israel”	and	the	rest	of	the	
psalm	was	sung	at	its	proper	pitch.		Yours	GAM	

	

14	May	1855(?)	from	Mr	Murdie(?)	to	Clara	

Mr	M	Murdie	with	best	Compts.	to	Miss	Macirone	beg	to	acknowledge	
the	rect.	of	her	kind	present	.	Respecting	that	part	of	Miss	M’s	note	
which	describes	the	compositions	as	slight		he	wd	say,	that	it	wd	
indeed	be	most	gratifying	to	him	to	see	such	slight	matters	more	
frequently	produced	by	English	Composers,	for	Mr	M	hopes	he	may	
ere	long	have	an	opportunity	of	being	personally	acquainted	with	a	
Lady	for	whose	talent	he	has	the	most	sincere	respect.	

	

13	September	1855	from	George	at	Sevenoaks	to	his	children	

	

Dearest	Chicks,	
What	a	joke	it	would	be	if	my	words	to	your	Aunt	should	prove	true	
!!!	
You	may	remember	I	told	her	the	weather	would	change	and	her	
Husband	be	delighted	with	a	copious	inundation	and	Lo!	this	
morning	opens	with	a	most	refreshing	shower	!	This	must	be	quite	
charming	to	the	generality	since	the	long	drought	has	dried	up	all	the	
ponds	along	the	roads	and	deluged	the	country	with	dust.	The	crop	of	
hops	however	is	most	extaordinary.	A	gentleman	in	the	omnibus	told	
me	the	quantity	wa	so	great	they	would	not	know	where	to	keep	it	
and	the	quality	moreover	was	equally	superexcellentissimo.	This	was	
confirmed	to	me	by	the	Conductor	(who	is	also	owner)	of	the	
omnibus	and	70	years	old	and	who	said	that	for	60	years	that	he	has	
been	up	and	down	this	road,	he	has	never	known	so	bountiful	a	crop.	
It	is	however	far	from	all	picked.	The	picking	began	last	week	but	not	
more	than	a	quarter	can	be	gathered	-	(Mrs	Perriman	is	just	come	in	
saying	that	they	can	accommodate	one	of	you	quite	comfortably	as	
well	as	ourselves,	so	soon	as	you	please.	This	I	believe	is	quite	
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without	any	suggestion	or	hint	of	Mamma.	Therefore	you	can	suit	
yourselves)	–	but	the	rain,	unless	very	violent	and	long	continued	will	
do	no	harm.	A	little	rain	they	say	improves	the	flowers.	This	may	be	a	
desirable	opinion	for	the	farmers	in	this	case,	but	I	know	that	with	
some	odoriferous	shrubs	it	is	true.	So	much	of	the	country	
hereabouts	as	I	have	seen	is	certainly	beautiful.	I	write	now	as	the	
clock	strikes	10.0	am	and	the	post	goes	at	11.0.	We	were	too	late	to	
write	last	night	–	we	did	not	forget	the	duty.	
God	bless	you	my	darlings,	Geo	Macirone….All	sorts	of	love	from	all	to	
all.	
	
13		September	1855	from	Mary	Ann	at	Sevenoaks	to	the	children	
	
My	dear	Darlings,	
I	could	not	write	yesterday	as	no	post	would	leave	till	this	mrning.	
We	are	your	avant	couriers	and	will	give	you	all	the	benefit	our	our	
experience	and	acquired	information,	but	first	I	must	tell	you	that	
Uncle	met	us	at	Seven	Oaks	with	his	usual	kindly	welcome	and	that	
we	found	Aunt	Ellenor	and	Clara	all	quite	well,	with	tea,	meat	etc	to	
refresh	us	after	our	delightful	ride.	Now	comes	the	benefit	of	our	
experience	–	First,	if	you	can,	pray	contrive	to	come	in	the	morning,	
as	the	shades	of	evening	veil	this	beautiful	country	just	as	you	are	
projecting	beyond	the	huge	circumference	of	metropolitan	roads	and	
scenery	to	the	pure	and	refreshing	genuine	country,	and	then	as	
views	extend	to	a	beautiful	amphitheatre	blue	mists	arise	gradually	
to	veil	the	scene.	If	you	should	come	in	the	afternoon,	pray	observe	
the	omnibus	we	came	by	leaves	the	Spread	Eagle	Regent	Circus	at	½	
past	2,	therefore	you	may	save	yourself	some	distance,	as	it	only	calls	
at	Charing	Cross	on	its	way.		St	John’s	Hill	is	only	about	½	a	mile	from	
Seven	Oaks	–	a	merely	pleasant	walk	even	for	me	and	with	a	small	
carpet	bag	you	might	manage	very	well	even	if	the	coach	did	not	
come	on	to	St	John’s	Hill.	But	the	conductor	told	us	we	ought	to	have	
told	him	as	we	got	in	as	then	he	would	have	varied	his	road	to	suit	us,	
but	as	the	omnibus	comes	nine	miles	from	Tunbridge	railway	and	as	
the	beauty	of	the	coach	road	is	about	the	same	distance,	I	am	inclined	
to	try	that	road	returning	if	Papa	is	willing.	The	railway	starts	from	
London	Bridge	and	might	suit	you,	dear	Clara,	if	you	came,	and	if	you	
see	the	country	around	Tunbridge	Wells	it	must	have	strangely	
altered	if	it	do	not	please	you.	Entre	nous,	your	Uncle,	who	always	is	
and	must	be	generous,	always	gives	the	coachman	1/-	for	himself	and	
6d	to	the	man	for	bringing	the	box,	bringing	the	expense	on	to	9/6d.	
Although	if	you	came	alone	coachy	might	be	content	with	sixpence,	or	
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you	need	not	pay	anything	extra	,	but	with	the	train	you	have	no	
extras.	The	omnibus	fare	to	Tunbrifge	inside	is	2/6d,	outside	1/6d.	
This	with	6d	omnibus	to	Paddington	and	the	train	would	not	come	to	
so	much	as	not	more	than	the	coach.	Pray	dear	Emily,	open	the	box	in	
the	parlour	and	copy	out	of	Clara’s	receipt	book	Dupuytres’	recipe	for	
preserving	the	hair.	Aunt	Ellenor’s	hair	is	coming	off	and	that	would	
prevent	her	losing	it.	Clara	has	a	very	good	bed,	quite	large	enough	
for	two	persons,	therefore	Emily	if	you	wish	to	come	before	we	left	
you	easily	might,	but	I	hope	you	will	be	able	to	be	here	both	together	
as	I	know	you	would	both	enjoy	the	visit.	Therefore	if	Clara	can	
possibly	come	I	hope	she	will.	Aunt	Ellenor	desired	her	love	to	you.	It	
is	amazing	with	their	small	income	and	her	liberality,	to	see	how	she	
manages.	Heaven	bless	you	both.	Many	thanks	to	you	both	for	your	
care	of	us	yesterday.	Emily’s	packing	provided	everything.	Your	ever	
loving	Mother	M	A	Macirone	
	
	
28	September	1855	from	Edward	Perriman	to	Emily	
	
My	dear	Emily,	
In	consequence	of	the	indisposition	of	my	better	half	since	Tuesday.	I	
am	deputed	on	her	behalf	to	express	her	thanks	for	your	kind	note,	
and	that	both	my	wife	and	self	will	be	happy	to	receive	your	visit	at	
Hope	Cottage,	anticipating	that	pleasure	we	have	ever	felt	in	your	
agreeable	company,	notwithstanding	your	visit	being	rather	more	
business	in	your	profession	than	pleasure,	and	hope	you	will	have	
fine	weather	which	it	has	been	ever	since	last	Monday	morning	when	
my	brother	and	sister	left,	who	I	trust	arrived	well	and	hearty,	
overjoyed	to	get	in	a	place	more	congenial,	being	totally	unfit	for	the	
country,	unable	as	they	are	to	walk	about	this	delightful	place,	as	you	
doubtless	will	confess	when	you	see	the	splendid	scenery,	which	on	
you	will	not	be	lost	being	scientific(???).	Our	love	to	George	and	sister	
Clara	Angela	and	accept	the	same	from	Yours	sincerely,	Eleanor	and	
Self,	Edward	Perriman	
NB	On	Monday	I	propose	being	in	London	and	so	start	on	Tuesday	
from	the	Ship	Hotel,	Charing	Cross	at	¼	to	3	.0	pm	for	Seven	Oaks,	
when	I	ashall	be	happy	to	be	your	chaperone.	
	
29	September	1855	from	George	Augustus	to	Emily	
	
Dearest	Minniekin,	
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Very	many	happy	returns	of	the	day,	darling	–	in	saecula	saeculorum	
ie;	for	more	than	this	life	–	for	if	we	can	only	work	our	way	there	
those	will	be	happier	returns	of	the	day	than	these.	Don’t	I	wish	I	
could	spend	it	with	you,	wouldn’t	we	have	three	cheers	for	the	
incipient	R.A.	and	then	you	would	have	to	return	thanks,	you	know.	I	
heard	from	Mrs	Fortescue	the	other	day	and	she	said	she	so	enjoyed	
your	picture	of	Mary	and	that	she	must	write	and	tell	you	how	much	
she	liked	it.	I	have	been	very	busy	indeed	all	this	week.	My	Master	did	
not	come	tonight	so	I	went	out	to	Mr	Guthrie’s	and	we	had	a	little	
music	(we	=	Mr	Guthrie	and	I)	He	has	no	end	of	a	harmonium	with	all	
sorts	of	stops	and	plays	tolerably,	and	we	played	(ie:	he	fingered	and	
I	pulled	out	the	stops)	some	of	Haydn,	one	or	two	things	from	the	
Creation	and	some	other	things,	and	we	sang	too,	and	as	we	both,	or	
at	least	I,	had	a	violent	cold,	you	may	imagine	the	effect.	Did	you	ever	
hear	a	very	old	bad	organ	played,	when	you	press	down	a	key	it	waits	
a	little	while,	as	if	to	consider	what	note	to	give,	and	then	it	comes	out	
with	a	jerk	as	if	to	make	up	for	lost	time	and	finally	settles	down	
somewhere	nearly	right	,	and	that	was	the	state	of	of	the	vocal	chords	
tonight	so	that	you	were	not	quite	sure	whether	‘In	Nature	Worth’	
was	intended	for	‘God	Save	the	King’	or	‘The	Girl	I	Left	Behind	Me’	–	
But	at	last	we	thought	that	Haydn	wouldn’t	like	it	and	gave	up.	Did	
you	ever	hear	a	very	beautiful	thing	Haydn	said	?	It	was	told	me	
tonight.	He	was	found	fault	with	by	some	one	for	making	his	music	
lively	and	operatic,	and	he	said,	that	‘When	he	thought	of	all	that	God	
had	done	for	him,	it	made	him	so	happy	that	he	must	make	his	music	
happy	too,	and	he	couldn’t	write	otherwise’	I	am	not	sure	if	I	have	the	
words	quite	right	of	the	last	part	of	the	answer.	Goodbye	darling,	
Your	very	loving	brother,	George	A	Macirone			
	
1	October	1855	From	Mary	Ann	and	George	to	Emily	28th	
birthday	
	
My	dear	Emily,	
By	the	loving	kindness	of	our	dear	and	noble	Clara,	I	am	enabled	to	
forestall	a	small	portion	of	our	dividend	and	gratify	a	long	cherished	
wish	of	offering	to	you	on	your	birthday	a	slight	pledge	of	the	grateful	
love	of	your	parents	for	that	filial	affection	which	has	warmed	their	
hearts	with	gladness,	and	like	the	glorious	sunshine	shed	joy	and	
beauty	on	their	daily	life.	May	you	be	ever	able	to	diffuse	peace	and	
happiness	around	you	,	till	the	light	of	love	that	leads	you	on,	expands	
from	earth	to	heaven,	and	you	are	ever	blessed.	From	your	loving	
parents,	G	Macirone,	M	A	Macirone	
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From	Clara	
My	darling	Minnie,	
The	Museum	opens	every	day	for	the	Print	Room	viewing(??)	at	10.	
So	if	you	like	to	fix	a	meeting	today	with	Dr	Sanderson,	you	can.	He	
wishes	to	meet	you	there	and	show	you	what	is	to	be	done	and	you	
must	fix	it	tonight	and	go	Monday	if	you	like.	Don’t	be	anxious	about	
me	for	a	moment.	God	will	never	leave	me	and	as	long	as	one	can	
pray	to	Him	and	feel	and	know	our	prayers	are	answered,	there	is	no	
such	thing	as	the	sort	of	suffering	you	fear	for	me.	And	for	the	rest	I	
always	hoped	my	darling	would	suffer,	for	I	felt	he	would	never	be	
what	it	by	God’s	grace	he	will	be	yet	without	it,	and	a	great	deal	of	it.	
Goodbye.	If	you	go	to	Dr	Meunier(??)	tomorrow	don’t	foget	to	call	on	
Dr	Reynolds	on	the	way,	and	on	the	Stanleys	to	look	over	your	things	
for	the	party	this	evening	to	see	what	must	be	done	next	week	
about(?)	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma.	Yours	ever,	Clara.	Pray	for	him	if	
you	can	remember	it	when	I	do	at	the	9,	12,	3,	6	hrs.	He	is	so	lonely	
and	desolate	and	friendless	and	only	our	prayers	to	help	him.		
	
13	October		1855	from	Mary	Ann	to	Emily	
	
My	dear	Emily,	
I	have	accompanied	you	so	frequently	in	spirit	in	your	painting	
excursions,	that	the	act	of	writing	seemed	almost	superfluous.	
However,	since	you	prefer,	here	I	am	at	your	service.	I	have	
absolutely	no	news	to	communicate	.	Papa	goes	to	the	Institution	
where	he	reads	the	paper	and	I	save	my	time	and	my	pence.	The	last	
paper	I	saw	had	a	very	energetic	article	protesting	against	the	
Prussian	Alliance.	I	wish	I	had	sent	it	you	but	did	not	send	it	you,	not	
thinking	you	would	be	pleased	with	this	interference	with	the	
projected	alliance	of	the	Princess	Royal.		I	have	heard	the	Prince	and	
his	father	are	of	very	different	politics	from	the	King	of	Prussia.	
However	all	the	papers	that	have	spoken	out	are	against	an	alliance	
except	two	twaddles(?)	which	would	approve	of	anything	the	Court	
approves.	I	was	interrupted	by	a	note	from	Clara	requesting	me	to	
write	to	George	with	some	money	I	sent	him.	Clara	has	returned	from	
the	City	after	seeing	Mr	Barnewall	whose	cousin	is	just	returned	from	
the	Crimea	in	disgust	at	seeing	the	system	of	promotion	where	merit	
has	no	chance	against	Staff	Officers	and	influence.	I	shall	send	dear	
Uncle	a	paper.	You	would	have	had	it	by	the	5	o’clock	post	but	I	kept	
it	for	Clara	to	read.	The	Russians	are	again	defeated.	You	will	be	
rejoiced	that	an	Englishman	commanded	the	Turks	in	their	brave	
defence	of	Kars,	General	Williams.	We	shall	see	if	the	authorities		at	
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the	horse	guards	will	notice	him	or	as	usual	pass	him	over	in	silence.	
I	have	not	read	much	of	the	paper	being	otherwise	engaged	…..(?)	at	
that	time,	but	the	victory	is	posted	up	in	triumph	in	the	City.	I	am	
quite	ashamed	of	myself	for	being	so	fearfully	idle	as	not	to	heve	
answered	your	darling	letters,	but	I	was	bound	to	a	fit	of	jealousy	by	
hearing	Jenny	boast	of	a	letter	of	yours	of	I	think	two	sheets,	and	then	
conscience	reminded	me	of	your	unanswered	letters,	and	had	you	
been	near	I	could	have	said	forgive	me	dearest	Minnie.	George	will	
not	be	home	before	the	29th.	Monday,	today	fortnight.	I	think	I	shall	
not	believe	he	is	coming	till	I	see	him.	Clara	has	had	the	sopha	
covered	with	plain	green	twill.	It	is	warranted	to	wash	and	little	foot	
cushions	are	covered	to	match,	therefore	George’s	eyes	will	be	
confronted	by	its	cool	……(??)	colour.	Pray	give	my	love	to	Uncle	and	
Aunt	and	cousin	Clara.	I	hope	your	Aunt	is	now	quite	well	and	Uncle	
also.	As	for	Clara	–	she	is	a	young	Hebe.	Papa,	Clara	and	Mamma	and	
Emily	Warren	are	all	quite	well.	I	hope	you	do	not	work	all	the	
evening	but	play	and	sing	to	your	Uncle	or	read	or	amuse	them.	You	
must	however	be	too	tired	to	exert	yourself,	therefore	darling	you	
who	are	all	kindness	will	take	this	upon(?)	needful.	George	has	
answered	all	the	questions	Gauden(??)	included.	Clara	is	making	
accounts	but	will	write	to	you	tomorrow.	Kiss	Clara	for	me	and	tell	
her	to	kiss	you	for	me.	Adieu,	your	loving	mother,	M	A	Macirone	
	
24	October	1855	from	Mary	Ann	to	Emily	
	
My	dear	Emily,		
This	week	seems	to	promise	well.	The	lovely	weather	you	continue	to	
enjoy	for	your	painting,	George’s	return	after	three	years	absence	and	
the	arrival	of	a	frank	and	charming	letter	from	Hubert,	giving	so	
much	happiness	to	Clara	-		All	DV	combine	to	make	our	meeting	a	
happy	one.	You	have	learned	from	Clara	that	Hubert	is	the	Editor	of	
the	Tasmanian	Daily	News.	The	leading	article,	which	is	a	very	long	
one,	is	extemely	well	written.	It	is	only	in	June	of	this	very	year	that	
Australia	has	obtained	a	constitution	which	will	open	the	path		to	
distinction	for	young	men	of	talent	and	one	of	its	first	fruits	perhaps	
is	a	liberal,	well	written	paper	with	long	leading	articles	instead	of	as	
formerly	mere	lists	of	sales	etc,	I	have	a	little	job	of	work	which	I	
must	do	today	and	likewise	Papa	has	my	spectacles	and	I	am	using	
his,	therefor	I	cannot	read	what	I	have	written.	I	have	not	been	
reading	the	papers	lately	as	Papa	goes	frequently	to	the	Institution	
which	gives	a	good	walk	and	rest	in	a	warm	room,	most	agreeable	
and	salutary.	My	love	to	Uncle	and	Aunt	who	I	hope	are	quite	well.	I	
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am	sure	I	benefitted	by	my	visit	and	I	certainly	am	stronger	and	can	
walk	much	better	than	I	did.	I	often	think	of	them	and	dear	Clara	and	
wish	them	increasing	health,	peace	and	happiness.	Heaven	bless	you	
darling	and	our	happy	meeting	on	Saturday.			
	
25	October	1855	from	Clara	to	Emily	
	
My	own	darling,	
I	send	you	5/-	in	stamps.	Uncle	will	change	them	for	you,	I	have	
written	to	Miss	P……(??)	to	tell	her	you	are	coming	and	asking	her	to	
ask	Mrs	Taylor	if	you	can	call	on	her	on	Monday	morning.	Mrs	
Dickens	sent	a	very	nice	message,	that	she	should	be	very	happy	to	
see	you	at	the	time	you	mentioned	and	I	will	ask	at	Mrs	G’s….(???)	
tomorrow	and	at	Mrs	Knight’s	and	at	Mrs	Hales,	who	has	written	
very	affectionately	to	know	what	we	have	been	about	not	to	write	to	
her	before.	Mrs	DeBerkem	has	sent	such	a	glorious	hamper	for	
George’s	return,	such	a	cake,	and	some	capital	looking	little	scones	
and	…….(?)	and	flowers.	Oh	they	all	look	so	nice,	and	I	have	ordered	
some	jams	and	marmalade	which	are	coming	tomorrow.	We	have	
been	mending	the	curtains	and	they	will	look	very	pretty.	I	am	as	yet	
quite	in	a	dream	about	my	letter.	But	it	is	so	happy	to	read	over	all	
those	promises	in	the	Psalms	this	morning	and	feel	how	He	has	kept	
them	to	me.	Mamma	told	me	she	had	had	such	a	happy	peace	and	
sunshine	on	her	mind	ever	since	it	came,	isn’t	it	pleasant	he	and	
Mamma	sympathize	so	well	in	politics.	You	shall	read	the	paper	as	
soon	as	you	return	our	paper	only	don’t	say	anything	about	it	before	
dear	Papa.	It	sent	him	ill	at	once,	but	he	is	quite	right	now.	The	paper	
‘we’	edit	is	here	–	sent	me	and	I	shall	have	one	I	hope	every	month.	
And	isn’t	it	very	pleasant	to	be	at	Hobart	Town	and	have	Uncle	
George	to	take	care	of	me.	I	shall	write	to	him	next	mail.	It	will	be	so	
much	better	going	to	an	uncle	to	receive	me.	God	bless	you	my	own	
darling,	you	said	quite	truly	He	would	take	care	of	us	and	this	would	
be	right.	Goodbye.	Mary	has	had,	by	the	bye,	I	never	told	you	but	her	
letter	came	after	mine	to	you	went	off,	such	a	glorious	letter	from	Mr	
Matthew	Tyler(??)	so	loving	and	hopeful.	He	has	worked	gloriously	
and	is	now	a	rich	man	and	independent,	has	his	own	house	and	
furniture	and	wants	Mary	to	go	over	and	take	care	of	him,	and	so	I	go	
to	her	this	afternoon	to	see	his	letter.	I	wrote	her	a	word	and	Fanny	
too	and	only	fancy	our	(Emily	and	I)	being	awakened	by	a	tap	at	our	
bedroom	door	and	Fanny	walking	in	at	7.o’clock	to	come	and	love	me	
for	the	good	news	I	had	given	her.	She	has	been	here	all	the	morning	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	203	-	

mending	cushions	while	I	practised,	and	is	off	to	Dover	on	Friday	to	
her	great	regret	at	missing	you	and	our	boi’s	return.	Ever	Yours,	Clara		
	
25	October	1855	from	George	Augustus	to	his	family	from	
Liverpool	
	
My	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	and	Clara	and	Emily,	
In	the	first	place	I	have	had	a	series	of	misfortunes	ever	since	I	left	
you.	It	began	with	a	piece	of	good	fortune	–	On	going	to	the	dentist	in	
Glasgow,	he	said	as	it	was	the	same	tooth	that	he	had	stopped	before	
he	would	charge	nothing,	whereas	I	had	expected	to	be	milked(?)	of	
about	10/-.	In	the	next	place	I	was	save	a	shilling	or	two	on	Monday,	
then	on	Tuesday	evening,	on	calling	for	my	account	from	Mrs	
Alexander,	my	misfortunes	began.	You	know	my	account	for	the	4	
weeks	had	always	ranged	from	£3.12.0	to	33.17.0	about,	and	as	I	had	
been	trying	to	be	very	economical	latterly,	and	had	eaten	nothing	but	
arrowroot	and	porridge	for	several	days	and	had	had	no	beer	for	
several	days,	indeed	I	had	only	one	bottle	of	table	beer	seen	in,	in	the	
fortnight.	So	I	had	expected	to	have	had	several	shilings	or	a	pound	
more	in	hand	out	of	my	rent	money	when	I	went	away	–	and	I	did	not	
expect	my	account	to	be	more	than	£1.17.0.	But	when	it	came	she	had	
managed	to	make	it	£3.1.9d.	She	charged	10/-	for	EXTRA	attendance	
when	my	friends	came	to	see	me,	and	–	I	don’t	know	how	she	
managed	it	but	there	it	was	£3.1.9d.	and	as	I	was	going	immediately	
and	she	might	have	stopped	my	luggage	or	something	of	that	kind,	I	
paid	it.	I	feel	sure	now	tha	I	ought	not	to	have	done	so,	as	it	was	
acquiescing	in	cheating,	but	I	was	unwell	and	tired.	I	had	had	only	3	
or	4	hours	sleep	the	night	before	with	packing.	Well	then,	I	went	on	
board	and	at	the	steam	boat’s	box	met	Mr	Cochrane	who	had	
promised	me	the	free	passage,	and	after	going	on	board	he	told	me	he	
was	very	sorry	to	say	he	had	been	unable	to	get	it	for	me.	Well	–	I	
should	have	stayed	another	day	and	come	straight	by	the	railway	to	
London	I	think,	if	it	had	not	been	that	I	had	my	luggage	on	board,	and	
that	he	said	that	my	luggage	would	go	free	and	that	that	would	give	
me	a	pound	or	so.	So	I	went	on	board.	I	had	so	little	money	that	I	
thought	the	only	thing	I	could	do	would	be	to	save	in	eating,	so	I	took	
no	food	during	the	passage.	It	was	rather	a	long	fast,	as	we	left	
Glasgow	and	had	to	be	on	board	the	boat	at	9	pm	on	Tuesday	and	I	
got	nothing	till	supper	at	Mr	Sing’s	about	12	midnight	on	Wednesday	
night.	It	was	a	very	rough	passage	indeed,	and	I	could	only	lie	on	my	
back	all	the	way.	Well,		when	I	was	near	Glasgow	I	found	out	on	board	
the	steamer	that	Cabbage	Hall	was	5	miles	from		the	Quay	and	that	
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cabs	were	very	expensive.	They	said	a	cab	would	cost	me	7/6d	there	
and	I	supposed	the	same	back	in	the	morning.	So	I	was	undecided	
whether	to	go	there	or	to	put	up	at	a	hotel	in	the	town.	However	a	
hotel	would	have	cost	money,	so	I	left	my	luggage	on	board	–	at	least	
all	that	was	to	go	on	to	London,	and	took	my	knapsack	and	hat	box	
and	cloak	and	made	up	my	mind	to	walk	it.	So	I	went	to	the	ship’s	
booking	box	and	left	a	note	for	the	man	there,	who	was	away,	telling	
him	how	many	parcels	I	had	left	on	board	the	boat,	and	that	he	was	to	
forward	them	to	the	railway,	and	then	they	would	pay	him	and	
charge	it	with	their	own	charge	in	London.	It	was	fully	addressed	so	
that	I	suppose	they	will	send	it	by	the	parcels	delivery	company	to	
you.	If	not,	it	will,	I	believe,	be	left	at	the	Camden	Town	station	of	the	
London	and	NorthWestern	railway.	Then	I	found	my	knapsack	and	
things	so	heavy	that,	weak	as	I	was,	I	did	not	think	I	could	carry	them,	
so	I	left	them	in	the	steam	boat’s	booking	box	and	walked	off.	It	was	
not	more	than	3	miles	after	all,	but	I	was	so	upset,	I	was	very	glad	
when	it	came	to	an	end.	I	had	a	little	trouble	in	finding	it	,	and	had	a	
lively	colloquy	with	a	chamber	maid	and	a	third	person	who	was	
behind	her,	from	a	window	at	a	wrong	house	I	perched(?)	at.	Mr	Sing	
received	me	very	kindly,	and	I	had	a	good	supper	and	then	a	warm	
bath,	but	I	was	so	tired	I	fell	fast	asleep	lying	in	the	water,	but	woke	
up	at	last	and	was	very	sick.	Then	Mr	Sing	came	and	knocked	at	the	
bath	door	and	asked	if	I	was	all	right,	to	which	I	replied	Yes	very	
dubiously(?)	and	went	to	my	bedroom	and	to	bed.	This	was	I	think	at	
past	2	am.	Well,	you	see,	in	order	to	catch	the	8	am	train	I	should	
have	to	be	up	and	leave	the	house	at	6	am	as	the	distances	are	as	long	
here	as	in	London	,	and	that	would	have	been	troubling	Mr	Sing	very	
much.	Besides	that,	as	I	was	so	ill	I	thought	you	would	forgive	my	
waiting.	There	is	no	third	class	train	again	till	tomorrow	morning	so	I	
shall	stay	till	then,	and	this	leaves	me	no	alternative	between	going	
straight	to	London	then,	or	going	to	Stratford	etc	and	staying	till	
Monday.	`I	don’t	think	you	will	think	I	am	wrong	in	deciding	on	the	
latter		-	more	particularly	as	the	note	you	enclosed	me	from	the	
Provost	was	pressing	me	to	go	there,	and	saying	that	he	would	be	
away	from	the	23rd	to	the	26th.	I	am	very	sorry	to	be	away	so	long,	
more	particularly	to	lose	next	Sunday	in	London,	as	I	had	wished	for	
it	so	much,	but	I	could	not	well	get	away	this	morning	and	would	
rather	go	third	class	tomorrow	morning	than	2nd	class	today,	and	
besides	that	I	shall	be	glad	of	the	resting	here.	I	have	been	down	to	
the	docks	and	seen	my	luggage	safe,	and	it	will	go	on	by	luggage	train	
today.	But	as	it	was	necessary	to	let	you	know	when	to	met	the	dog	
before	he	went,	in	case	he	should	get	lost	or	starved	at	the	sation,	he	
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will	not	leave	till	after	me.	Please	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	don’t	think	I	
would	not	rather	be	home	on	Saturday.	Indeed	I	am	very	sorry	to	
disappoint	you,	but	you	see	I	could	not	well	after	having	written	to	
them	about	it,	give	up	this	visit	to	Warwickshire,	and	Mr	Sing	did	not	
evidently	like	the	idea	of	my	going	at	8	am	this	morning.	Besides	I	
really	was	and	am	so	very	unwell	that	I	need	a	little	rest.	Please	don’t	
be	angry	with	me,	indeed	I	am	very	sorry	for	it.	Your	loving	son	and	
brother	G	A	Macirone		
				
	

	

21	November	1855	from	George	Perriman	in	Tasmania	to	Mary	
Ann	

	

Dear	Mary,	
I	hear	of	your	quiet	striving	and	patience	which	endears	me	to	you	
and	your	children	for	I	have	learnt	the	church	catechism	and	love	my	
betters	as	for	myself	I	fell	from	one	folly	into	another	wanting	
firmness.	A	Mr	Hubert	Church	has	come	here	in	six	months	and	
advertised	Mr	Macirone’s	name…..He	is	occupied	as	reporter	to	the	
Tasmanian	Daily	News.	I	could	fancy	hearing	George’s	liberal	ideas.	It	
collates	well	the	most	interesting	events	and	critiques	of	books.	I	
went	to	Hobart	and	made	his	aquaintance	by	stating	my	expectancy	
of	hearing	of	a	M….(??)	in	these	parts.	I	like	his	manners	but	was	not	
prepared	to	be	inquisitive	as	to	his	prospects.	He	freely	told	me	his	
want	of	success	in	the	digging	in	Victoria	to	some	remarks	of	mine	as	
to	the	apparent	prospects	of	a	musical	teacher	in	Hobart,	for	all	
intellect	plays	second	here,	that	Clara	had	worked	quite	long	enough	
and	he	hoped	to	make	a	comfortable	home	for	her.	He	gave	me	a	few	
indirect	…….?	talking	of	things	I	know	little	of	and	affecting	
knowledge.	The	fact	is	being	so	much	alone	I	amuse	myself	by	
speculations	on		events	and	sciences	far	beyond	me	to	grapple	with.	I	
freely	expressed	my	esteem	for	for	Clara’s	goodness	and	persevering	
industry	but	without	assuming	to	play	patron	having	so	very	limited	
an	acquaintance	and	it	appears	that	if	I	had	lent	myself	it	would	still	
have	ended	in	a	mistake	for	he	has	this	last	fortnight	got	married	to	a	
little	girl	sort	of	barmaid	to	the	clubhouse	which	I	do	not	frequent	for	
besides	expense	I	am	so	deaf	that	I	decline	strange	acquaintance	
generally.	I	have	not	seen	him	since	and	shall	make	no	remarks	
should	I	meet	for	I	fancy	the	manner	of	the	result	from	the	twitters	of	
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his	intimates	in	the	same	office.	If	by	any	chance	she	has	come,	
believe	me	I	will	be	an	Uncle	to	her,	but	God	protects	his	own.	You	
told	me	of	your	son	George’s	delicate	health	which	I	trust	the	sea	air	
will	establish.	As	to	mine	I’m	afraid	I	am	like	the	traveller	who	could	
not	find	interest	in	anything	worth	noting	except	the	birds(??)	.	Give	
my	love	to	all	old	friends.	Believe	me	still	your	loving	brother	George	
Perrriman		
	
Undated	1856	Mary	Ann’s	draft	reply	to	the	above	letter	from	
George	Perriman	
My	dear	George,	
Your	letter	forestalled	ours	to	you	as	after	long	delay	we,	viz	Clara	
and	I	had	resolved	to	write	by	this	post	as	I	really	felt	guilty	in	
allowing	you	to	continue	expecting	Clara	when	there	did	not	appear	
the	slightest	chance	of	her	coming	over	to	you.	Yet	the	reason	was	
one	we	could	not	name	without	pain	and	repugnance	viz	that	the	war	
had	operated	so	unfavourably	on	the	arts	and	musical	professions	
that	all	the	money	you	so	generously	had	sent	us	was	necessarily	
absorbed	in	household	expenses	and	those	of	our	dear	boy	at	
Glasgow,	till	Clara	was	obliged	to	assist	him	and	a	blessed	thing	for	us	
all	that	she	did	as	we	found	the	Napiers	will	only	give	a	written	
certificate	to	those	who	have	worked	with	them	the	full	term	of	five	
years	and	then	it	would	only	entitle	him	to	a	situation	so	inferior	to	
our	wishes	and	separate	him	entirely	from	us,	which	would	be	only	
prolonged	sufering.	Clara	got	him	introduced	to	Captain	Codrington	
who	said	he	was	superior	to	the	situation	and	immediately	obtained	
him	an	appointment	in	the	Admiralty	where	we	hope	by	ability	and	
friends	anxious	to	serve	him	he	may	find	a	permanent	advantageous	
situation.	Miss	Warne	who	has	always	taken	a	kind	interest	in	the	
welfare	of	my	children,	is	intimately	acquainted	with	Mr	and	Mrs	
William	Hall	and	her	influence	with	them	combined	with	their	wish	
to	serve	our	Clara	especially,	and	indeed	all	win	friends	wherever	
they	go.	Mr	William	Hall,	who	is	a	very	influential	person	and	
intimate	with	some	of	our	leading	men	will	do	what	he	can	for	him.	
Therefore	we	are	very	content	with	his	receipt	of	some	£90	per	
annum	and	all	the	discomfort	and	expense	of	Glasgow	cut	off.		
Hubert	loved	Clara	ten	long	years,	but	has	always	been	separated	
from	her,	first	at	the	University,	then	at	Durham,	since	then	in	
Australia.	Bound	up	as	Clara	has	been	with	her	family	she	could	not	
leave	England	till	Emily	and	George	were	both	in	receipt	of	some	
income.	The	war	came,	little	employment	for	artists,	no	pictures	sold,	
pupils	fell	off.	How	could	Clara	come	?	She	therefore	wrote	to	Hubert	
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of	the	little	prospect	she	had	of	coming	to	him,	leaving	him	perfectly	
at	liberty	to	marry	elsewhere	if	he	wished.	The	misery	of	these	long	
distances	is	that	in	the	interval	of	letters	and	their	answers,	
circumstances	change.	Since	then	George	has	an	appointment,	peace	
has	come	and	with	it,	I	trust,	prosperity.	Clara	wrote	to	Hubert	as	
soon	as	George	got	his	appointment	but	her	disheartening	letters	
must	have	reached	Hubert	just	before	the	time	he	was	reported	to	be	
married.	Now	her	brighter	summer	letter	will	arrive	to	blight	him.	He	
is	very	impetuous	and	when	I	consider	the	misery	of	having	always	
hope	deferred,	of	an	affectionate	warm	heart	living	isolated	with	no	
one	to	care	for	or	to	comfort	him	I	can	scarcely	wonder	at	anything.	
Of	this	be	asssured	–I	feel	for	him	sincerely	and	if	I	could	serve	him	or	
promote	his	happiness	I	would.	He	has	fine	talents,	a	noble	generous	
nature	–	I	only	hope	if	he	has	married,	he	will	have	a	virtuous	
affectionate	wife,	ever	anxious	to	study	his	welfare	and	happiness.	
Should	she	turn	out	a	low,	unworthy	woman	he	will	be	lost.	Our	
comfort	in	your	letter	to	my	sister	is	to	learn	that	you	at	last	intend	
returning	to	England.	I	hope	you	will	find	the	climate	better	than	you	
anticipate.	Should	you	come	I	hope	you	will	not	regret	your	journey,	
and	that	you	will	be	happy	here.	It	will	be	some	pleasure	to	see	the	
young	new	faces	and	again	know	the	old	ones,	dear	nieces	and	
nephews,	much	to	see,	much	to	read,	much	to	admire	I	would	say,	but	
such	brilliant	accounts	are	given	of	everything	that	perhaps	you	may	
be	disappointed.	Thank	heaven	we	are	all	in	good	health,	and	hope	
you	are.	I	hope	we	may	thus	meet.		I	am	sorry	your	letter	to	me	was	
addressed	to	my	sister	(Clara	and	William	are	so	inimical	to	Hubert)	.	
We	must	not	all	be	judged	by	the	same	standard.	There	are	some	
liable	to	err	yet	of	noble	natures	–		and	some	who	never	lose	sight	of	
their	own	interests.	Burns	says	–	
“What’s	done	we	all	are	well	aware,	But	know	not	what	resisted”		
Poor	fallible	beings	as	we	are,	our	judgements	should	be	tempered	
with	charity.	……………………..ends	
	
	

	

5	January	1856	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	

My	own	dearest	Mother,	
I	trust	to	send	this	off	by	the	Epsom	early	post	so	as	to	each	you	
before	tomorrow	morning.	You	may	be	sure	we	shall	all	drink	your	
health	tomorrow	morning	at	breakfast,	and	many	happy	returns	of	
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the	day	to	you,	and	that	your	child	will	pray	for	you	the	first	thing	on	
waking	and	bless	God	who	has	given	her	such	a	mother’s	love	and	
kindness.	I	will	bring	you	the	little	thing	I	have	made	for	your	
birthday	as	it	is	not	quite	ready	and	will	not	be	finished	before	this	
evening-	a	little	needlebook	like	mine.	I	am	so	happy	here	and	so	
comfortable.	I	think	it	is	the	special	mercy	of	God	to	send	me	here	to	
recruit	and	get	strong	again.	My	foot	is	much	better	again	this	
morning,	but	still	so	much	weaker,	I	feel	some	doubts	whether	it	may	
not	be	better,	unless	it	very	much	changes,	to	give	up	all	my	
engagements	for	next	week	and	come	home	at	the	end	of	it,	or	come	
home	on	the	Thursday	and	go	to	Mary’s	and	only	lay	my	foot	up	till	
after	tomorrow	week	as	it	does	not	seem	to	gain	strength	at	all,	but	
rather	the	reverse.	But	I	will	write	by	every	day’s	post	and	let	you	
know	how	it	goes	on.	I	hope	dearest	Mamma	you	have	received	some	
of	the	monies	I	expected.	I	wrote	to	Leischen	by	this	post.	I	hope	I	
shall	hear	soon	how	you	all	are	as	of	course	I	am	anxious	to	know	you	
are	comfortable	about	money	matters.	I	had	such	a	pleasant	ride	here	
on	Thursday	calling	on	the	Hansons	on	the	way,	and	it	felt	so	strange	
to	call	on	them	with	Miss	Faithfull	and	run	away	again.	We	got	here	in	
time	to	dress	and	come	down	to	the	dear	little	library	where	the	tea	
was	ready,	so	bright	with	the	glowing	fire	and	lamps	and	Mrs	
Faithfull	was	better	than	I	feared,	as	we	learnt	on	the	way	she	has	
been	very	ill	and	wanted	me	to	cheer	her	up,	so	Miss	Faithfull	invited	
Mary	and	Kate	to	come	yesterday	to	dinner	with	the	same	object.	
Well,	after	tea	we	went	to	this	bright	drawing	room	where	I	am	
writing	now	and	we	played	and	read	and	talked	till	supper	in	the	
library	and	prayers	and	then	up	to	my	bedroom	where	there	was	a	
bright	fire	and	lights	looking	so	cosy	–	such	a	pretty	bedroom	it	is,	so	
comfortable	and	yet	quietly	furnished,	the	sofa	near	the	fire	and	
bookshelves,	looking	a	resting	place	at	the	end	of	the	day.	Yesterday	
Mrs	Faithfull	was	better	and	a	large	pile	of	letters	came	in	but	not	one	
for	me.	I	had	had	little	rest	at	night	as	my	foot	hurt	me	and	was	worse	
in	the	day,	but	today	it	is	much	better.	They	take	such	care	of	me	and	
won’t	let	me	move	at	all,	and	make	the	maid	–	and	such	a	pleasant	
handy	maid	she	is	-		bathe	my	foot	and	help	me	dress.	Mary	and	Kate	
came	yesterday	and	dear	Mary	had	news	for	me	that	it	is	quite	settled	
Mr	Rind(?)	will	not	be	at	Brighton,	so	this	marriage	must	wait	until	
he	has	a	curacy,	but	since	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury	is	looking	out	
zealously	for	him	he	is	not	likely	to	wait	long.	Mary	looks	so	well	and	
happy.	I	find	I	shall	not	be	able	to	write	much	longer,	so	here	goes.	I	
shall	fancy	…..(?)	going	today	and	Anne’s	coming	back.	I	hope	you	will	
impress	on	her,	dear	mother,	that	she	must	serve	dinner	punctually	
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at	1.0	or	a	little	before,	so	as	to	dress	for	the	afternoon	neatly	and	be	
nice	to	open	the	door.	I	wish	her	indeed	to	look	neat	and	nice	at	all	
times	and	be	more	careful	about	her	hair,	which	used	often	to	look	a	
sad	figure.	They	are	going	to	have	the	carriage	for	me	to	go	to	church	
tomorrow.	I	say	the	carriage,	but	it	is	a	quiet	little	affair,	only	very	
pleasant	and	useful	to	get	about	in.	I	find	their	relations	and	
connexions	are	very	high	ones	and	may	be	by	God’s	blessing	of	very	
great	consequence	to	Minnie	and	me	and	perhaps	George	somehow.	
Nothing	can	be	kinder	than	they	all	are.	I	begin	to	fear	they	won’t	go	
to	Epsom	before	the	2	o’clock	post	and	so	you	won’t	get	this	letter	
before	Monday.	I	do	hope	this	won’t	be,	but	anyway	you	know	you	
cannot	be	forgotten	tomorrow.	How	are	Minnie’s	glorious	pictures	
getting	on	?	I	should	like	if	it	were	possible	and	they	were	finished	to	
shew	them	here	–	they	………..(??)	Mrs	Hanson’s	portrait	so	gloriously,	
really	perfectly.	And	only	think	of	my	finding	the	letters	after	all.		Mrs	
Hanson	had	them	all	this	time	and	sent	them	by	Mary	to	me	
yesterday.	Love	to	dearest	Papa	and	George	and	Minnie,	our	dearest	
mother.	Your	affectionate	child	Clara	
PS	(??)	Mr	Faithfull	has	an	old	custom	of	choosing	a	text	every	year	
and	sending	it	as	a	remembrance	of	kindness	to	all	his	friends.	This	
brings	letters	and	seems	to	prevent	that	breaking	up	of	old	
associations	that	follows	often	amongst	such	a	large	circle	of	friends	
as	he	has.	So	he	gave	me	one	for	you	as	they	seem	to	make	me	quite	
one	of	themselves.	It	is	a	very	beautiful	one	for	us	all,	isn’t	it.	You	
would	like	them	here	so	much.	They	are	so	good	and	yet	so	full	of	fun	
and	cheerfulness,	everything	is	bright	and	pleasant.	If	George	is	
staying	at	home	and	there	seems	nothing	for	him	to	do,	and	you	find	
that	he	goes	much	to	Hamilton	Lerner(?)	in	the	evening,	would	it	not	
be	as	well	for	him	to	go	and	stay	at	his	Aunt’s	while	I	am	away	from	
home,	if	he	be	invited	there,	as	it	won’t	do	for	him	to	get	into	those	
old	ways	again.	They	have	such	excessively	good	influence	here	at	
sea,	that	I	think	I	may	get	him	the	opening	to	go	to	sea,	as	I	feel	that	
after	all	that	may	be	best	for	him.	It	won’t	do	for	him	to	become	a	
mere	idler	on	shore.	Is	he	studying	now,	and	at	what	?	And	what	does	
he	do	in	the	evenings	?	And	what	did	Mrs	Clarke	say	to	Minnie	and	
did	George	see	Mr	Nicholson	?		
	
12	February	1856	from	George	Perriman	in	Hobart	to	Mary	Ann	
	
My	dearest	Mary,	
I	wrote	to	Clara	W	to	acquaint	you	with	the	passing	events	here,	Mr	
Church	having	married	a	young	girl,	daughter	to	a	widow	woman	
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keeping	the	Derwent	Hotel	.	I	repeat	for	fear	my	letter	has	not	
reached	you.	I	have	just	received	a	letter	from	Clara	in	good	spirits	of	
coming	to	Hobart.	It	gave	me	pain	to	read	cherished	wishes	thus	
broken	should	she	come	or	should	I	be	gone	I	will	interest	myself	
with	Bishop	Hoxon	(?)	to	give	his	protecting	influence	in	society	and	
save	her	from	insult	and	I	will	leave	or	give	funds	for	her	honourable	
maintenance	so	will	not	touch	a	priest’s	pocket.	I	thank	you	for	the	
books	you	kindly	sent,	and	Derwent	Water.	Brewster	does	not	seem	
to	write	in	love	with	his	subject	else	he	would	be	more	discursive.	
I	have	just	had	Mr	Milner	up	here	(an	acquaintance	of	Cl.Maceroni’s	
family	and	married	to	a	pleasing	young	Sydney	lass)	now	employed	
to	sell	or	let	the	farm	if	I	can	arrange	for	terms	without	too	great	a	
sacrifice.	Since	hearing	that	George	(Augustus)	would	enter	as	
engineer	I	have	been	reading	on	the	steam	engine	and	as	I	always	do,	
further	speculating	on	the	rotatory	principle	which	would	simplify	
and	relieve	from	extraneous	labour	and	by	the	succession	of	valves	
much	economize	steam,	therefore	fuel	–allowing	for	the	escape	the	
speed	would	induce	a	partial	vacuum	in	advance	of	feeder(?)	so	much	
for	presumption.	Besides	Opticks	I	have	been	surmising	on	the	
propulsion	of	sound	as	adapted	to	an	Assembly	room	of	theatre	–	
anything	but	my	work	depending	on	others		-	if	it	please	Providence	I	
may	hope	again	to	see	you	and	end	in	an	overgorged	country	of	
bipeds.	Give	my	love	to	all	and	accept	the	same	from	Your	
affectionate	brother,	G	L	Perriman		
	
	
	
19	March	1856	from	Charles	Bargent	(Seaman	on	Board)	to	
George(?)	
	
Dear	Sir,	
I	write	these	few	lines	hoping	to	find	you	quite	well,	as	I	am	happy	to	
state	it	leaves	me	at	present.	I	wish	to	apologise	for	my	past	neglect	
of	writing,	but	we	have	been	so	very	busy	that	we	have	scarcely	had	a	
minute	to	call	our	own.	Please	to	give	my	kind	regards	to	Mrs	
Macirone,	likewise	to	Master	and	Misses	M.	I	cannot	give	you	any	
information	respecting	our	ship	as	we	do	not	know	where	we	are	
going.	Sir,	I	should	feel	very	much	obliged	if	you	will	be	so	kind	as	to	
send	me	a	few	lines	to	let	me	know	how	you	all	are.	I	cannot	say	more	
at	present	but	conclude	with	My	Best	respects	to	all	and	subscribe	
Myself,	Your	humble	Servant,	Chas.	Bargent,	Seaman	on	Board	H.M.S.	
Tartar,	Sheerness	
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April	1856	French	verse	fable	‘learned	by	GAM	with	Mr	DeLisle’	not	
transcribed					
	

Early	1856	undated	from	Clara	at	Eccleston	Square	to	Mary	Ann	

Dearest	of	Mammas,	

George’s	appointment	was	all	Captain	Codrington’s	doing	and	they	
would	have	written	to	us	to	tell	us	of	it	but	that	they	were	doubtful	of	
his	and	our	willingness	to	take	that	appointment;	and	yet	it	seems	to	
be	a	very	valuable	one	too,	and	one	not	easy	to	get	from	what	I	hear,	
and	it	was	so	pleasant	to	hear	them	say	that	they	hope	to	see	George	
in	Eccleston	Squarre	and	know	him	better,	and	that	Captain	
Codrington	will	take	care	of	him	and	not	forget	him	in	the	future.	
They	only	thought	this	appointment	a	good	stop-gap	to	show	his	
mettle	with	and	give	them	an	opportunity	of	seeing	how	he	does,	
until	something	better	offers	and	then	he	will	be	helped	on.	Isn’t	this	
glorious.	Meantime	I	got	here	in	capital	time	and	found	them	so	very	
kind	and	cordial	and	myself	at	home,	as	I	have	been	every	instant	I	
have	been	in	this	house,	and	they	came	up	into	my	room	while	I	took	
my	bonnet	off	and	told	me	all	about	this.	So	will	George	write	to	
Captain	Codrington	and	thank	him	for	it	is	all	his	doing.		Then	I	found	
that	the	quieter	the	dress	was	the	better	and	the	jacket	did	
beautifully	and	the	only	people	coming	were	Lady	Codrington	and	
her	daughter	(who	had	the	honour	of	being	with	one	other	the	only	
unmarried	girls	invited	to	meet	the	King	of	Sardinia	in	the	grand	
banquet	at	Windsor)	and	Lady	Boucher(?)	and	a	couple	of	her	friends	
came	in	after	dinner.	They	spoke	a	good	deal	about	this	peace	at	
dinner,	as	it	seems	to	be	perfectly	certain,	though	they	say	nobody	
expects	it	can	last	long,	but	Russia	is	too	…….(??)	to	go	on	and	France	
is	in	no	position	to	go	on	and	the	Emperor	has	been	reaching	private	
terms	for	himself,	sending	private	messengers	known	personally	to	
the	Codringtons	to	St	Petersburg,	so	the	only	question	was	if	England	
and	Sardinia	would	continue	close.	They	say	his	feeling	is	as	strong	as	
ever	that	he	will	invade(?)	England	and	die	in	battle,	in	the	battle	of	
London,	fighting	at	the	head	of	his	troops	in	the	Strand.	Meantime	
they	were	talking	of	the	state	of	Europe	and	its	being	such	a	…….(??)	
that	one	prime	minister	after	another	only	hopes	to	keep	things	
together	for	his	time.		
We	have	just	had	a	violent	ringing	of	Mrs	Codrington’s	bell	and	she	
has	been	ill	and	nearly	fainted	from	over-fatigue	and	exhaustion	-	
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partly	she	has	been	disappointed	of	seeing	her	husband	this	evening	,	
but	she	is	now	better(?)	Well	–	so	I	continue	-		I	have	been	playing	
and	singing	and	more	I	play	more	they	seem	fond	of	it.	They	make	me	
as	at	home	here	as	possible	and	it	is	deliciously(?)	pleasant.	Miss	
Codrington	wishes	to	tempt	me	to	her	mother’s	house	and	it	is	the	
making	of	such	a	magnificent	connexion	for	me	I	am	only	too	glad.	
Besides	they	are	extremely	clever	people	and	know	everybody	and	
everything	that	goes	on	and	the	……………..????	of	everything.	Lady	
Codrington	being	the	wife	of	the	Commander	in	Chief	is	of	course	
very	influential	indeed,	but	I	liked	her	for	herself,	for	many	things,	
and	her	daughter	plays	splendidly.	They	wanted	her	very	much	not	to	
be	away	tomorrow	except	in	the	day	and	come	back	and	dine	to	
introduce	me	to	another	friend	of	theirs,	and	as	I	should	only	be	able	
to	be	home	from	my	lessons	by	¼	to	6	and	Maria	must	go	at	6	I	felt	
you	would	excuse	me	to	her	and	tell	her	my	lessons	having	been	
altered	would	keep	me	away	from	home	till	so	late	that	I	gave	up	
seeing	her	to	do	what	no	one	here	but	myself	could	do	for	dear	
George	and	Minniekin.	Put	it	as	you	like,	only	give	her	my	love	and	I	
am	sure	you	will	feel	that	I	did	quite	right.	Don’t	you	think	so?	They	
were	all	exceedingly	kind	and	like	my	music	better	the	second	time	
than	the	first.			Goodnight	dearest	Mamma.	Love	to	all	my	darlings.	
You	see	how	in	earthly	things	our	Lord	hears	and	blesses	us.	I	hope	
he	may	hear	us	too	to	be	all	together	in	Heaven	with	Him	always.	I	
hope	our	darling	boy	will	be	excessively	careful	to	be	punctual	and	
get	on.	They	know	Mr	Grant,	it	seems	and	spoke	most	highly	of	him,	
as	one	whose	acquaintance	would	be	a	very	good	thing,	for	our	boy.	
He	is	so	clever	and	superior	a	man	and	very	well	born	and	bred.	Ever	
your	loving	child.	I	shall	not	be	home	in	this	way	till	Saturday	at	
about	3	or	after,	as	I	have	some	lessons	to	give.	I	am	very	sorry	to	be	
away	on	my	birthday	morning	but	I	see	it	is	so	best	not	to	neglect	
such	an	opportunity	as	this	that	I	am	sure	you	will	forgive	me.	Please	
let	me	know	if	Mary	is	coming	and	tell	Charles	to	fetch	my	parcel	on	
Saturday	morning	and	forward	my	letters	to	me	here	which	will	
reach	here	tomorrow	night,	but	after	the	either	3	or	5	o’clock	post	(I	
don’t	know	which)	if	you	direct	them	next	to	Mrs	Johnston’s,	Pond	
Street,	Hampstead.	I	shall	get	them	Saturday	morning.	Nothing	can	be	
kinder	or	better	than	they	are	–	and	so	goodnight	dearest	Mamma.	
Your	loving	child	Clara.		Ps	I	enclose	a	letter	for	Minniekin	to	read.			
	
	
1856	?	undated	from	Mary	Ann	to	Clara	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	213	-	

My	dear	Clara,	
In	case	I	miss	seeing	you,	as	I	may	if	the	persons	at	the	station	assure	
me	you	will	certainly	receive	the	parcel.	I	am	charged	by	Emily	to	beg	
you	will	keep	the	engagement	at	Mrs	Hall’s	for	Thursday	as	agreed	
on.	Although	the	letter	is	unsealed	I	am	very	proud	that	I	have	so	far	
resisted	the	sin	of	Eve	as	to	send	it	unread.	Your	Papa	has	sent	the	4	
and	a	half	sheets	of	corrected	translation	and	20	pages	more	and	
writes	that	if	Mr	Buxton	will	undertake	the	work	he	thinks	he	can	
immediately	stop	any	chance	of	competition	by	advertising	the	
translation	coming	out	as	Mr	Cahn	said	it	was	not	usual	in	the	trade	
(unless		in	extraordinary	cases)	to	begin	another	translation	after	one	
has	been	advertised	as	coming	out.	You	have	a	glorious	day	for	your	
journey.	I	shall	quite	enjoy	my	ride	to	the	City	–	a	scrap	of	a	ride	you	
of	course	disdain,	but	as	Rosalind	says	‘My	pride	shrunk	with	my	
fortunes’	Wishing	you	all	happiness	now	and	ever.	I	am	your	
afffectionate	mother	M	A	Macirone			
I	

	

12	April	1856	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	and	Emily	

Dearest	Mamma	and	Minnie,	I	could	not	write	yesterday	–	we	were	in	
full	occupation	from	first	to	last,	but	as	Mrs	Hanson	wishes	me	to	stay	
as	long	as	I	possibly	can,	I	will	stop	till	Monday	early	and	come	home	
after	my	lessons	on	Monday.	Everything	went	off	beautifully	and	has	
had	a	more---I	was	called	away	and	must	begin	again…………There	
was	a	large	party	in	the	house	and	nobody	reminded	me	to	put	in	a	
silk	dress.	However	that	didn’t	stop	the	marriage	so	little	need	be	
said	on	that	subject.	You	can’t	fancy	how	well	arranged	and	happy	
and	cheerful	and	quiet	everything	was	from	first	to	last.	The	morning	
was	so	bright	and	though	it	clouded	over	afterwards	it	was	only	
when,	being	all	fairly	housed,	it	did	not	matter	so	much.	There	were	a	
great	number	of	people	that	I	was	particularly	glad	to	meet	and	all	
knowing	all,	and	in	that	happy…	.(?)	affectionate	cordiality	made	the	
meeting	particularly	happy.	Mary	was	as	much	as	ever	I	could	wish	
with	me,	and	I	can’t	tell	you	how	very	much	I	feel	the	intense	blessing	
of	such	a	friend.	She	did	all	so	beautifully	and	so	quietly	for	
everybody	so	that	no	one	could	feel	they	were	not	particularly	cared	
for.	I	never	saw	her	look	so	well	and	so	pretty	and	everything	was	in	
beautiful	taste	from	the	first	to	last.		But	the	comfort	to	me	was	the	
quietness	and	comfort	with	which	everything	was	done	so	that	there	
was	no	hurry	or	confusion	at	any	time.	I	must	tell	you	all	about	it	
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when	I	return	home,	but	there	was	something	so	exquisitely	
delightful	about	the	way	in	which	Mr	Bird(?)	said	‘my	wife’	in	his	
speech	after	the	breakfast,	that	it	is	to	me	the	most	precious		how	
much	and	how	kindly	she	felt	them,	Mrs	Hanson	too.	I	saw	a	good	
deal	of	too	of	Mr	Buler(???),	Emily	Bird’s(?)	husnband	and	was	very	
glad	of	the	opportunity	of	seeing	how	much	I	liked	him.	Mrs	
Codrington	and	Miss	Emily	Faithfull	were	also	here	and	it	was	to	me	
such	a	comfort	to	have	them,	and	Miss	Faithfull	was	quite	
……………………they	are	come	for	the	letters…	Goodbye.	God	bless	you,	
Your	affectionate	child	Clara	

I	shall	be	home	about	12	Monday.	All	send	kindest	remembrances	
from	here.	

	

21	April	1856	from	George	Perriman	in	Tasmania	to	Mary	Ann	

		

My	dearest	Mary,	
I	know	you	have	long	ago	received	a	letter	I	sent	to	Clara	of	Church’s	
marriage	etc.	I	saw	him	in	Hobart	through	an	advertisement	for	any	
acquaintance	of	Mr	G.	Macirone	and	invited	him	to	see	the	place	to	
disabuse	his	mind	of	any	expectancy	from	patronage	as	I	in	fact	
operate	with	no	one	but	acquaintance	of	my	wife’s	lifetime	and,	
getting	old,	am	naturally	cold	for	new	associations.	Yet	I	endeavoured	
to	pay	him	every	attention,	but	I	could	see	he	was	disappointed.	Since	
then	I	have	become	intimate	with	his	employer,	the	editor	Mr	Milner,	
his	old	school	chum,	whose	manners	I	much	like	and	to	whom	I	have	
given	the	commisssion	of	selling	or	letting	the	farm.	I	flirted(?)	off	a	
good	tenant	in	my	anxiety	to	make	a	sale,	as	the	old	proverb	says,	fell	
between	two	stools.	Mr	Milner	was	acquainted	with	your	husband’s	
brother’s	family	and	speaks	highly	of	their	talents	and	pleasing	
manners	and	if	I	did	not	misundertand,	are	about	to	make	a	good	
alliance.	I	am	not	conscious	of	being	blameable	for	a	co……?	knowing	
nothing	of	his	firmness	or	stability	of	character,	but	he	borrowed	a	
picture	I	have,	to	get	a	…….(??)	likeness,	but	the	person	had	left	
Melbourne.	Mr	M	said	he	kept	it	before	his	desk	in	the	office.	If	
unhappily	Clara	should	fret,	tell	her	I	love	her	with	the	earnest	spirit	
that	admires	the	devotion	of	Miss	Nightingale,	and	I	long	to	be	among	
you	all	and	try	if	there	is	not	some	good	in	me	yet	for	the	long	lanes	of	
muddy	thoughts	over	leaf	is	an	epitome	of	my	wanderings.	I	thought	
it	might	amuse	her	brother	to	unravel	them	and	I	have	a	map	of	
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jumbled	ideas	wanting	arrangement.	Give	my	love	to	all	around	you	
not	forgetting	G	M	whom	I	should	like	to	bore	with	my	crudities.	So	
believe	me	dear	Mary,	still	your	affectionate	Brother	G	L	Perriman	
	
10	July	1856	from	Frederick	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dear	Mary	Ann,	
Before	you	read	this	the	Warnes	will	have	informed	you	of	our	
terrible	loss,	but	I	thought	you	would	like	to	have	a	few	particulars	
from	me	about	my	poor	mother’s	last	moments.	This	day	a	week	she	
was	apparently	as	well	as	ever	–	active	and	busy	about	her	domestic	
occupations	and	attending	to	all	our	little	needs	with	the	same	
forgetfulness	of	self	she	evinced	throughout	her	whole	life.	In	the	
evening	my	father,	on	returning	from	a	short	walk,	found	her	lying	on	
the	sofa	and	complaining	of	cold;	but	she	got	up,	took	supper	with	us	
as	usual	and	we	all	retired	for	the	night	little	thinking	what	was	in	
store	for	us.	About	two	in	the	morning	my	father	who	slept	in	the	
same	room	with	her,	was	awoken	by	her	calling	to	him,	and	asking	
him	to	throw	some	additional	covering	on	her.	He	immediately	
jumped	out	of	bed	and	finding	her	shivering	in	an	ague	fit,	he	warmed	
her	up	with	his	fur	morning	gown,	after	which	she	became	more	
comfortable	but	comlained	of	pain	in	her	side.	Of	course	we	lost	no	
time	in	sending	for	our	family	physician,	a	medical	man	of	very	high	
standing	here,	who	had	attended	her	successfully	in	several	illnesses,	
and	in	whom	she	had	great	confidence.	He	found	her	apparently	a	
good	deal	better	–	the	fever	not	very	high	and	the	pain	almost	
subsided,so	that	she	even	wanted	to	get	up.	(She	had	always	a	great	
aversion	to	lying	in	bed	when	not	absolutely	forced	to	do	so.)	To	this	
the	Doctor	objected	decidedly,	but	expressed	his	opinion	that	her	
illness	was	not	of	any	consequence	and	that	she	would	be	better	in	a	
day	or	two.	The	whole	morning	she	was	quite	charming,	spoke	in	her	
usual	tone,	and	we	went	to	dinner	quite	comfortable	in	the	hope	of	
her	speedy	convalescence.	When	we	rturned	to	her	room	I	
immediately	found	an	alteration	had	taken	place.	The	fever	had	
returned,	her	breath	was	painfully	short,	and	she	seemed	to	be	in	a	
sort	of	doze,	from	which	however,	she	roused	herself	every	few	
minutes.	She	confessed	that	she	felt	worse	(and	she	must	have	felt	a	
great	deal	worse	to	do	so,	for	she	was	always	so	afraid	of	alarming	
us),	but	would	not	hear	of	us	sending	for	the	Doctor	again.	
Nevertheless,	my	father	started	off	for	the	Doctor	,	but	did	not	meet	
him	and	was	told	he	would	not	be	at	home	till	late	in	the	evening.	In	
the	meantime	she	continued	in	much	the	same	state.	I	called	for	the	
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Doctor	and	brought	him	home	with	me	about	10	o’clock.	He	found	
her	much	worse	but	did	not	say	anything	to	alarm	us,	prescribed	
some	hot	poultices	to	be	applied	and	promised	to	call	again	early	the	
next	morning.	I	watched	by	her	bedside	till	one	or	two	o’clock	when	
my	father	took	my	place	and	she	seemed,	I	thought,	easier.	In	the	
morning	too	I	thought	her	a	little	improved,	and	said	so	to	the	Doctor	
who,	however,	did	not	corroborate	my	observation.	This	was	
Saturday.	She	continued	much	the	same	all	day,	spoke	very	little,	and	
that	only	be	snatches	on	account	of	the	difficulty	in	her	breathing,	but	
seemed	conscious	or	at	least	partly	so.	She	said	a	few	kind	words	to	
Helena	Jauby(??)	who	came	to	see	her	(she	was	the	soul	of	kindness	
to	every	one)	as	well	as	to	Mrs	Saltzmannn(?)	another	of	my	father’s	
nieces,	whom	she	told	to	kiss	her	little	boy	for	her	–	a	child	she	was	
very	much	attached	to,	and	who	had	been	her	pet	for	the	last	two	or	
three	years	.	We	had	a	visit	from	Mr	Courtney	(?)	and	English	
clergyman	who	officiates	here	in	the	absence	of	Mr	Bullsover(??)		and	
in	whom	we	found	a	very	kind	and	sympathising	friend.	He	prayed	at	
her	bedside.	I	don’t	know	whether	she	was	conscious	of	it,	but	she	
folded	her	hands,	and	when	I	asked	her	whether	she	was	pleased	
with	the	clergyman’s	visiting	her,	she	answered	in	the	affirmative.	In	
the	evening	we	found	her	hands	and	face	were	getting	very	cold,	
particularly	the	former.	Her	breathing	remained	as	difficult	as	before.		
The	Doctor	told	us	he	was	afraid	paralysis	had	commenced.	It	was	
like	a	clap	of	thunder	to	us.	I	could	not	believe	it,	and	hoped	against	
hope	that	he	was	mistaken.		All	the	night	throgh	she	remained	in	
much	the	same	state	but	on	Sunday	morning	her	breathing	seemed	a	
little	easier.	She	drank	a	cup	of	tea	and	took	a	morsel	of	bread	and	
butter,	which	she	had	not	done	the	day	before.	This	revived	our	
spirits	which	were	soon	dashed	on	the	Doctor’s	reappearing.	I	told	
him	I	thought	her	better	–	He	shook	his	head.	He	asked	her	whether	
she	would	not	like	to	take	a	little	wine.	‘No	wine’	she	answered.	On	
leaving	us	the	Doctor	told	us	it	was	a	most		alarming	case;	paralysis	
had	commenced;	we	must	prepare	for	the	worst.	I	enquired	if	there	
was	no	hope.	He	said	–	as	long	as	there	is	life	there	is	hope,	but	she	is	
in	a	most	dangerous	state.	He	promised	to	return	in	an	hour	or	two.	
In	a	few	disjointed	words	she	expressed	a	wish	to	have	the	beer(?)	to	
keep	her	warm(??)	with	toast	and	sugar.	The	sweet	girl	immediately	
set	about	warming	the	beer	while	father	toasted	the	bread,	and	I	
remained	with	her.	You	may	imagine	they	made	all	possible	haste,	
but	she	kept	saying	‘They	are	so	long’		or	‘	It	is	so	long’.	When	they	
brought	her	the	toast	and	beer	I	raised	her	up	in	my	arms	and	was	
going	to	give	it	her,	but	she	said	‘No,	I	must	do	it	like	my	mother	did’.	
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She	then	tried	to	dunk	some	of	the	toast	into	the	beer,	but	her	dear	
hands	were	too	stiff	for	her	to	do	so.	I	gave	her	a	few	drops	of	the	
beer	which	she	swallowed,	then	I	dipped	a	morsel	or	two	of	toast	in	
the	beer	and	put	them	into	her	mouth>	The	first	two	she	appeared	to	
munch	(she	had	lost	all	her	teeth	years	ago)	but	in	trying	to	eat	the	
third	her	jaws	seemed	to	be	suddenly	rusted(??)	and	she	fell	back	in	
my	arms	with	her	mouth	wide	open.	I	became	dreadfully	alarmed	
and	called	out	to	my	father	to	open	a	bottle	of	wine.	He	did	so,	and	I	
poured	two	drops	into	her	mouth	which	seemed	to	revive	her.	She	
opened	her	eyes	and	fixed	them	on	my	father	who	was	standing	next	
to	me.	I	saw	it	was	the	death	stare,	and	called	to	my	father	to	kiss	her	
before	she	died.	He	seemed	thunderstruck,	and	hardly	believed	me,	
but	he	kissed	her	and	her	lips	returned	the	pressure.	I	then	kissed	her	
too	and	asked	her	whether	she	knew	me.	I	saw	her	lips	move.	She	
whispered	so	softly	that	no	other	ears	could	have	heard	what	she	
said	than	mine	‘You	are	my	Fred’	and	breathed	her	last	as	calmly	as	a	
child.	I	closed	her	eyes	that	had	so	often	looked	on	me	beaming	with	
affection	or	pity.	Just	as	I	did	so,	a	neighbouring	physician	whom	we	
had	sent	for	in	a	hurry,	came	in.	He	felt	her	pulse.	It	had	come	too	
late.	In	the	afternoon	Mr	Courtney(?)	came	and	prayed	with	us	over	
the	body.		She	was	buried	yesterday	at	6	in	the	evening	according	to	
the	rites	of	the	Church	of	England	as	she	would	have	wished	to	have	
been,	if	she	could	have	expressed	her	wishes.	When	the	lid	was	
placed	on	her	coffin	she	was	still		unchanged	with	a	smile	on	her	face,	
looking	as	placid	as	an	angel.	If	there	ever	was	an	angel	in	Heaven	she	
is	now	one.	Our	friends	here	are	very	kind	to	us,	but	we	feel	very	
lonely.	She	was	the	comfort	of	our	lives,	the	best	and	kindest	creature	
that	ever	breathed.	My	heart	must	be	very	hard	not	to	have	broken	
when	I	closed	her	eyes,	but	I	was	stunned,	as	it	were,	and	have	
wondered	since	at	my	own	composure	,	or	insensibility.		I	do	not	
write	to	Clara	Warne	for	fear	she	should	open	my	letter	first,	and	I	
see	my	cousin	Amelia(?)	wishes	to	press	on	her(?)	for	the	mournful	
intelligence.	Remember	us	kindly	to	Mr	Macirone	who,	I	am	sure,	will	
sympathize	with	us	sincerely.	The	dear	deceased	often	talked	of	you	
and	him	and	of	the	days	of	‘auld	lang	syne’.	It	was	the	last	of	her	
family	–	of	the	children	of	Michael	and	Sarah	Tijou.	With	kind	regards	
from	my	dear	father	whose	state	of	mind	you	may	imagine	and	who	
is	now	the	only	being	I	have	left	to	live	for	on	earth,	believe	me	,	dear	
Mary	Ann,	Your	affectionate	cousin	Frederick	Lowe			
	
16	July	1856	from	Edward	Perriman	to	his	sister	Clara	Warne	
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My	dear	sister,	
I	am	indeed	sorry	to	learn	by	your	valuable	letter	of	yesterday	of	the	
death	of	Aunt	Lowe,	and	although	I	have	not	seen	he	for	the	last	42	
years	I	felt	pained	at	her	departure.	May	our	last	declining	moments	
pass	from	us,	such	as	you	describe	was	the	felicity	of	our	dear	Aunt.	
This	event	awakes	sad	memories	of	the	past	and	with	advantage	in	
reflection	to	myself,	they	leave	their	impress	and	soften	the	stubborn	
will	to	the	progress	of	time,	whose	unerring	footstep	echoes	to	our	
heart	the	fullness	of	Almighty	will.	I	am	pleased	to	think	that	thought	
we	cannot	visit	you	at	Tottenham	we	may	live	in	hope	of	seeing	you	
this	summer	down	at	Sevenoaks	which	will	depend	on	your	leisure	
and	weather,	which	latter	has	as	yet	been	unfavourable,	but	still	
leaves	the	probability	of	a	fine	Autumn.	I	think	it	very	likely	that	my	
nieces	Clara		and	Emily	will	be	down	this	way	and	George	next	
Sunday	for	a	day	or	two.	The	country	looks	delightfully	pleasant	and	
thriving,	though	much	damp,	which	suits	this	neighbourhood.	Our	
united	love	to	your	family	and	believe	me	dear	Clara,	Your	
affectionate	Brother	E	Perriman	
Ps	Your	little	pupil,	my	little	daughter	is	progressing	very	nicely,	
paying	more	attention	to	her	studies	than	most	girls	at	her	age..	She	
is	at	home	for	her	holidays	and	continuing	her	studies	as	usual	.	She	
brought	home	the	repetition	prize	for	her	class	for	the	half	year,	but	
not	without	exertion.	She	has	a	fine	memory.	Adieu		
	

	
	24	July	1856	from	Charles	and	Frederick	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	Mary	
Ann		

Dear	Mary	Ann,	
Many	thanks	for	your	and	Mr	Macirone’s	kind	and	sympathetic	lines.	
I	knew	you	would	feel	for	us.	For	many	a	long	year	you	had	known	
and	valued	my	dear	departed	mother.	You	were	no	stranger	to	her	
gentle	and	affectionate	disposition,	and	knew	that	there	never	was	a	
heart	more	full	of	the	milk	of	human	kindness	than	hers.	You	are	
aware	too,	with	what	devotion	she	watched	over	my	sickly	childhood	
and	youth,	and	that	if	I	am	alive	at	this	moment	I	probably	owe	it	to	
her	unremitting	care	and	tenderness.	It	is	true,	life	is	not	a	very	
enviable	gift,	but	if	mine	has	not	been	a	very	happy	one	it	is	not	her	
fault,	for	she	did	every	thing,	and	more	than	every	thing	to	render	it	
so.	I	have	lost	in	her	not	only	the	dearest	and	kindest	of	mothers,	but	
the	best	of	friends	and	the	truest	of	comforters.	It	is	a	blow	that,	in	
the	course	of	nature,	I	might	have	had	reason	to	expect	sooner	or	
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later,	but	I	have	long	had	such	wretched	health	that	till	within	the	last	
year	I	never	feared	it	would	be	my	lot	to	survive	her.	Mr	Macirone	
says	‘	Time,	the	great	consoler	of	human	woes,	will	gradually	
relieve(?)	our	pain’	We	must	hope	this	will	be	verified	in	our	case	as	
experience	has	shown	it	to	be	in	most	others,	but	at	present	we	seem	
to	miss	her	more	and	more	every	day,	as	we	return	to	our	customary	
avocations,	and	any	thing	we	see	and	do	only	serves	to	remind	us	of	
our	bereavement.	
If	my	poor	mother	had	only	lived	but	a	fortnight	longer	she	would	
have	received	a	letter	that	would	have	given	her	a	good	deal	of	
pleasure.	It	is	from	her	last	grand-daughter	Alice,	and	from	Mrs	
Wilson,	the	sister	of	Charles’s	first	wife,	who	resides	on	a	farm	near	
him.	My	mother	always	felt	apprehensive	that	Charles’s	present	wife,	
whom	she	has	never	seen,	mght	not	treat	her	stepchildren	with	all	
the	kindness	she	would	have	desired	them	to	meet	with,	and	
therefore	the	following	passage	in	Mrs	Wilson’s	letter	would	have	
been	very	satisfactory.	She	writes,	‘It	will	doubless	be	a	comfort	to	
you	for	me	to	inform	you	that	Sarah’s	place	is	filled	by	one	I	love,	and	
am	perfectly	satisfied	with	for	the	Wife	of	Charles,	and	the	Mother	of	
my	sister’s	children’.	I	can	imagine	the	pleasure	with	which	this	
information	would	have	been	received	by	their	poor	grandmother.	
We	have	not	yet	indformed	my	brother	of	his	loss.	It	will	be	a	great	
shock	to	him	as	we	had	only	lately	given	him	very	good	accounts	of	
his	mother’s	health.	There	was	a	little	present	my	mother	was	going	
to	send	you,	but	had	no	opportunity.	It	is	only	a	trifle,	a	lamp	mat,	but	
perhaps	you	will	like	to	have	it	for	her	sake,	and	we	shall	avail	
ourselves	of	the	earliest	opportunity	to	send	it	you.	God	knows	
whether	we	shall	see	each	other	again	this	side	of	the	grave,	but	I	
hope	you	and	Mr	Macirone	will	often	write	to	us	out	of	sympathy	
with	our	forlorn	condition.	Affectionately	yours,	Frederick	Lowe	
My	dear	Mr	Macirone,	
Your	kind	expressions	in	your	lines	to	Frederick	and	myself,	
sympathising		in	the	severe	loss	we	have	sustained	have	been	most	
grateful	to	our	feelings.	You	have	known	the	dear	departed	from	
early	life.	She	has	always	expressed	herself	in	terms	of	friendship	she	
felt	for	you	and	the	reminiscences	has	formed	some	pleasant	hours	in	
the	chequered	ones	of	her	existence	which	we	fondly	hoped	might	
have	been	protracted	at	least	a	few	years	longer.	It	was	not	to	be	and	
we	must	submit	to	fate	and	bear	it	as	well	as	we	can.	With	kindest	
love	to	Mary	Ann.	Believe	me,	Dear	Mr	Macirone,	Yours	
affectionately,	Charles	Lowe	
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Undated	1856	from	Clara	to	Mary	Ann	and	George	
	
Dearest	Mamma	and	Papa,	
Before	this	reaches	you,	you	will	have	seen	your	darling	off	and	I	
shall	be	so	glad	to	have	her.	I	have	felt	so	much	being	in	this	most	
beautiful	place	without	those	I	most	loved,	that	I	shall	be	so	truly	glad	
to	get	to	Southampton	tomorrow	and	see	our	darling’s	bright	face,	
and	feel	she	is	getting	well	and	strong	as	well	as	myself	in	this	
glorious	air.	This	place	is	excessively	beautiful	but	hotter	than	any	
place	I	was	in,	being	built	in	a	cleft	of	a	vast	hill	sloping	1	in	10(???)	It	
is	a	perfect	oven	to	concentrate	the	sun	and	not	all	the	water	round	it	
can	cool	it.	They	have	been	excessively	kind	and	I	find	Captain	Tindal	
is	an	old	friend	of	Broadwoods	and	of	Mr	Wordsworth,	Mr	Dunn’s(??)	
partner,	so	I	have	asked	him	to	speak	to	them	kindly	for	me.	We	are	
to	have	a	dinner	party	tonight	and	tomorrow.	Captain	Tindal	drives	
me	after	an	early	breakfast	over	to	Petersfield.	I	meet	the	omnibus	
which	takes	me	to	Cosham	(?)	and	thence	by	railway	to	Southampton	
where	I	meet	our	darling.	I	have	not	heard	from	Mrs	Cox	but	they	
must	have	had	Minnie’s	letter	on	Saturday	morning	so	they	will	have	
had	warning	enough.	Meantime	I	shall	write	to	Mrs	DeBerkem	by	
today’s	post	to	ask	how	soon	Mrs	Clarke	can	come,	because	it	would	
be	very	uncomfortable	to	leave	Anne	alone	in	the	house	when	you	go	
to	Aunt’s.	I	don’t	think	she	or	anything	would	be	safe,	so	if	you	didn’t	
mind	postponing	going	a	little	until	Mrs	Clarke	is	safely	in	the	house	
it	might	be	safer.	I	don’t	mind	suggesting	this	,	as	I	don’t	think	either	
you	or	dear	Papa	would	be	disappointed	at	not	going	there	at	all,	but	
if	it	makes	any	difference	there	may	be	some	way	of	managing.	
I	shouldn’t	like	Henry	Ranger(??)	to	be	always	in	the	house,	as	would	
probably	be	the	case	if	Anne	was	left	there.	It	wouldn’t	be	well	for	her	
character	or	my	butcher’s	bills.	I	shall	write	next	from	Beaminster	to	
tell	you	how	we	get	there.	I	have	written	to	Mrs	Codrington	with	my	
account	and	so	should	have	money	dearest	mother	to	send	you	for	
the	milk	bill.	About	terms,	wages,	I	wish	to	see	if	any	of	those	things	
are	found	before	I	settle	that,	and	I	should	like	if	you	and	dear	Papa	
could	get	as	far	as	the	Loch	Hospital,	I	should	like	very	much	to	know	
if	they	have	any	vacancies.	I	could	take	in	our	washing,	as	Mrs	Berry	
spoke	of	terms	with	a	degree	of	violence	and	bitterness	which	made	
me	dislike	her	very	much,	and	I	should	like	to	start	fair	with	some	
chance	of	keeping	our	things	amidst	a	totally	different	arrangement.	I	
wish	when	I	come	home	to	do	as	everybody	I	know	does	and	look	
over	the	washing	bills	myself,	for	I	am	sure	dear	Mamma	has	too	
much	on	her	hands.	I	have	likewise	written	to	Georgie	telling	him	he	
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must	for	the	future	provide	entirely	for	his	own	expenses	.	I	think	you	
will	quite	feel	this	is	right	as	I	can’t	meet	them	any	longer.	I	shall	
write	from	Beaminster	–	and	order	some	sugar	and	tea	and	pepper	
and	mustard	for	you	from	Lows	if	you	will,	unless	you	would	rather	
go	on	with	Stenguell’s	I	hope	to	send	the	money	for	Stengell’s	bill.	I	
wrote	a	list	of	things	I	wanted	Minnie	to	bring	but	unfortunately	it	
got	mixed	in	with	other	papers	and	never	sent.	I	will	write	more	if	I	
can	before	the	post	goes,	but	for	the	present,	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	
and	Mamma	.	Ever	your	loving	child	Clara.	
	
Undated	1856	from	Clara	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
I	am	writing	in	the	train	that	I	may	not	lose	this	train.	I	am	so	very	
sorry	dear	Papa	has	been	so	ill	and	hope	to	have	much	better	account	
from	you.	Have	any	of	the	lost	things	been	found?	and	is	Anne	looking	
out	for	a	place,	because	Mrs	Clarke	can	come	to	us	any	time	after	
tomorrow.	I	quite	agree	with	Minnie	that	it	is	impossible	to	decide	
who	has	all	these	things,	and	therfore	I	am	most	anxious	to	change	
the	washing	arrangements.	As	dear	Papa	may	not	be	well	enough	I	
will	write	to	the	Lock	Hospital	myself	as	you	will	with	difficulty	get	
out	such	weather	as	this.	I	met	Minnie	all	right	this	morning	at	12	and	
we	had	a	capital	lunch	together	at	Southampton	and	are	now	on	our	
way	to	Dorchester	through	the	‘New	Forest’	and	have	just	passed	
Ringwood.	We	have	great	anxieties	of	mind	about	our	getting	any	
conveyance	to	meet	us,	as	there	seems	to	have	been	a	mistake	in	the	
arrangements.	However	depend	upon	it	all	will	be	right	somehow.	I	
find	Minnie	hasn’t	brought	any	of	the	laces	I	gave	to	be	washed,	so	
where	they	are	gone	I	can’t	imagine.	My	spiky	muslin	habitshirt(??)	
and	sleeves,	very	valuable	work	and	what	I	depended	on-	the	ones	
Aunt	gave	me	–	pray	tell	me	if	they	are	safe.	Dear	Maria	(?)	is	
wonderfully	improved	in	every	way	and	manages	her	children	and	
her	house	gloriously	and	the	place	grew	lovelier	as	I	knew	it	more,	
but	the	best	was	…….(?)	no	one	ventured	out	save	to	church	
yesterday	all	the	time	I	was	there	.	I	told	our	dear	Mary	she	might	
have	two	of	our	Mudie’s(??)	books	as	I	know	it	would	be	such	a	
comfort	to	her.	I	wish	she	could	invent	some	way	of	getting	books	to	
you	and	Papa.	They	say	my	next	for	nighttime	(?)	is	a	clever	novel	
and	…..?)	Perhaps	if	you	liked,	Mary	could	take	Mudie’s	for	you	that	
you	would	change	the	subscription	of	4	volumes	which	are	now	
changing	them	ourselves	no.9	and	for	them	to	call	and	change	them	
and	then	you	and	dear	Papa	could	have	something	to	read.	I	have	a	
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great	idea	of	having	the	washing	done	at	home	and	the	fine	things	at	
…………………………				
	
Undated	summer	1856	from	Clara	and	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	and	
George	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mother,	
Here	are	we	all	right	-	more	hot	meat	pies,	fruit	etc	coming.	I	met	
dearest	Clara	who	looks	very	well.	When	we	are	at	Beaminster	we	
will	write	further.	Get	well	directly	dearest	Papa.	The	weather	is	most	
lovely.	Please	go	out	in	the	gardens.	We	have	had	a	very	bouncy(?)	
luncheon	–	all	sorts	of	delights	with	todays	……(?)	When	you	have	
read	the	…?	Martins	I	fancy	the	‘English	Woman	in	America’	is	very	
entertaining.	How	I	wish	you	were	both	enjoying	this	lovely	air	with	
us.	My	love	to	dear	Clap	and	some	oatmeal	for	him	–	only	a	little	to	be	
made	at	once.	Please	send	us	a	copy	of	our	dear	boy’s	addresses.	It	is	
on	your	portrait	in	my	room.	I	mean	to	work	hard	and	make	some	
nice	sketches……………….	
(Clara)		will	you	calculate	by	the	bye	for	me	what	we	should	
…save……..?	if	we	washed	the	linen	etc	at	home,	because	Leischen	
says	she	finds	it	much	cheaper,	and	will	you	post	off	Mendelssohn’s	
Midsummer	Night’s	Dream	to	me	(think	one	stamp	will	be	enough)	
for	Minnie	to	play	and	Bertini’s		………des	Fées		with	Duetts.	They	go	
by	Book	Post	2d	a	pound	I	think	and	the	2	would	not	weigh	½	a	
pound,	and	will	you	write	to	us	about	my	collars(?)	if	they	are	found.	
I	have	written	to	Miss	Maynard	yesterday	and	today	too,	so	I	hope	all	
will	be	right.	Minnie	looks	better	already	and	Miss	Leigh	has	been	
looking	out	for	a	cheap	clean	little	room	and	tells	us	of	the	sea	
bathing	which	I	feel	we	both	want	so	much	and	the	donkey	riding	
there.	I	hope	we	shall	go.	I	am	very	tired,	so	goodbye	dearest	Papa	
and	Mamma,	Your	affectionate	daughter	Clara.		Isn’t	it	glorious	news.	
Fanny	writes	to	me	that	our	dear	little	Emily	Warren	is	going	to	the	
country	next	Tuesday.	
	
	
	
6	August	1856	from	Emily	and	Clara	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	dearest	Mother,	
We	should	have	posted	our	letter	to	you	yesterday	from	Beaminster	
itself	but	as	we	could	not	arrive	there	till	after	post	time	we	slipped	it	
into	the	most	simple	minded	little	post	office	at	Mardin	Newton	-		a	
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small	village	we	passed	on	our	way	from	Dorchester.	How	very	kind	
of	you	dearest	Mother	to	write	us	that	letter	to	greet	us	on	our	first	
breakfast	in	the	country.	I	found	that	I	was	quite	right	in	having	the	
cab	which	was	scarcely	more	expense	than	than	the	porters	would	
have	been	and	much	pleasanter	and	quicker.	I	got	down	to	
Southampton	by	12	and	Clara	came	soon	after	and	then	we	were	two	
grown	up	babes	in	the	wood	stranded	in	Southampton	on	the	lookout	
for	the	confectioner’s	we	went	to	a	couple	of	years	ago	on	our	first	
visit	to	Beaminster.	We	found	it	and	much		enjoyed	the	hot	tea	and	
meat	pies	as	dear	Clara	had	breakfasted	at	Lif(??)	the	same	time	that	I	
did.	We	were	soon	en	route	for	Dorchester	and	found	ourselves	with	
an	immense	number	of	fellow	travellers	who	I	don’t	think	bought	
railway	tickets,	a	few	millions	of	grains	of	sand	or	dust,	the	dust	flew	
in	by	every	hole	and	covered	everything	with	grey	–	it	was	very	
amusing	but	we	were	obliged	to	shut	the	windows	in	spite	of	the	
delicious	breezes	that	came	in.	On	our	arrival	at	Dorchester	Clara	
Clara	was	accosted	by	Chubb,	brother	to	Mrs	Cox’s	Chubb	
(ie:coachman)	who	had	brought	a	fly	to	bring	us	up	to	Beaminster	
having	taken	Mrs	Wallace(??)	there	in	the	morning.	This	saved	us	
much	trouble	and	I	dare	say	expense	for	we	don’t	know	how	much	it	
will	be,	but	Mr	Cox	said	in	a	letter	the	man	gave	Clara	it	would	be	
cheap.	Entre	nous	I	dare	say	Clara	won’t	have	to	pay	at	all	and	the	
stage	coach	would	have	been	11/6d.	We	had	a	very	pleasant	long	
drive	in	the	open	fly	through	quiet	country	roads	–	now	and	then	a	
little	rustic	village	and	some	churches	that	said	stop	and	paint	me	as	
clearly	as	if	they	could	speak,	and	one	or	two	such	lovely	old	cottages	
and	farms.	The	road	had	not	that	savage	grandeur	of	the	coach	road	
to	Bridport	with	huge		waves	of	green	earth	on	either	side	and	the	
sea	beyond,	and	no	trees,	but	it	was	very	pleasant	and	we	had	a	
draught	of	milk.	We	had	a	very	cordial	welcome.	On	our	way	down	
Whitesheaf	Hill,	such	a	hill,	close	to	Mrs	Cox’s	Clara	said	‘Oh,	there’s	
Mr	Cox’	and	we	saw	someone	very	like	him,	upon	which	we	began	to	
wave	our	handkerchiefs	in	token	of	recognition.	The	individual	
however	paid	no	attention	and	we	found	we	had	been	waving	to	a	
stranger.	When	we	got	there	they	all	had	a	good	laugh	over	our	
mistake	and	Mr	Cox	said	he	could	not	have	been	as	handsome	as	he	
was.	We	were	shown	to	our	dear	old	room	.-	I	have	told	you	how	
pretty	it	is		-	and	soon	we	had	tea.	Our	room	looked	so	pretty	on	
awakening	–	the	bright	sunshine	and	lovely	country	seen	through	the	
lattice	windows	which	form	a	very	pretty	frame	for	the	picture.	The	
weather	is	much	cooler	than	it	was	and	the	sunshine	is	most	lovely,	
so	that	I	hope	you	dear	Papa	and	Mamma	are	going	out	very	often	to	
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the	gardens,	as	it	is	a	shame	to	think	of	anyone	being	indoors.	It	will	
do	dear	old	doggie	good	too.	I	hope	Anne	will	not	fail	to	wash	him.	
She	has	often	seen	me	do	it,	and	he	ought	to	be	washed	twice	a	week.	
Dear	old	Pilot	has	been	lying	down	and	panting	like	Clap	this	weather	
so	I	suppose	it	is	nothing	but	the	heat	that	affects	our	dear	doggie.	
And	please	let	him	have	some	porridge	or	dog	biscuit	as	so	much	heat	
is	not	good	for	him	I	should	think.	Dearest	Mother	would	you	mind	
looking	in	my	drawer	for	my	small	crochet	collar	in	scallops,	or	
among	the	dirty	collars	as	I	want	it	very	much,	and	for	a	letter	from	
Miss	Venables	among	a	few	letters	in	the	top	long	drawer	containing	
Lif(??)	questions	which	I	ought	to	answer.	Clara’s	brown	dress	looks	
quite	handsome	and	she	herself	looks	much	better	and	her	voice	is	
better	and	stronger	than	it	has	been	for	some	time.	I	am	now	sitting	
on	a	lawn	sloping	to	a	litlle	streamlet	at	the	bottom	of	the	garden,	
with	my	brown	hat	on,	writing	in	the	shade,	so	you	see	dearest	
Mother	I	am	not	in	danger	of	losing	any	of	the	fresh	air.	We	sang	a	
few	duetts	yesterday	and	we	shall	sing	a	good	deal	I	dare	say.	I	told	
dearest	Clara	all	you	wanted	about	Anne,	but	I	still	quite	agree	with	
you	that	she	is	not	a	servant	to	suit	us.	You	always	write	such	dear	
cheerful	letters.	I	certainly	think	we	shall	get	on	gradually	and	I	still	
hope	to	get	the	two	armchairs	I	have	so	often	spoken	of,	with	small	
tables	to	match.	Goodbye	darling	Papa	and	Mother.	I	must	leave	a	
little	space	for	Clara.	Your	very	loving	bairnie	Emily	Macirone	
Ps	Mrs	Cox	said	I	was	looking	stronger	and	better	than	when	she	last	
saw	me.	Doctor	Antonia(?)	is	a	very	amusing	book	and	the	English	
Woman	in	America	when	you	have	finished	Lever.	I	rather	like	the	
idea	of	Adeline’s	having	one	wash	as	I	am	not	at	all	pleased	with	the	
way	Mrs	Berry(?)	has	acted	lately.	She	has	spoken	about	Anne	not	at	
all	in	a	friendly	way.	I	think	we	have	as	much	right	to	suspect	one	as	
the	other	and	that	about	Mrs	Berry	going	to	a	future		teller(?)	about	
the		Hand(??)	is	too	absurd	to	think	of	attaching	any	meaning	or	
importance	to	it.	When	dear	Mary	comes	will	you	please	give	her	
Ruskin	to	change	for	herself.	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
I	don’t	at	all	like	the	idea	of	Adeline’s	doing	the	washing	because	you	
know	Mamma	believed	her	dishonest	before	her	marriage	and	
therefore	an	unlikely(?)	person	to	fix	on	now.		I	have	written	to	Mrs	
DeBerkem	about	Mrs	Clarke	for	the	30th.	I	wouldn’t	have	Anne	sent	
away	before	her	time	on	any	account	except	if	it	were	to	help	her	to	a	
good	place.The	more	I	have	thought	over	Mrs	Berry’s	story	less	I	like	
it	and	her.	I	should	like	to	try	Leischen’s	plan	–	have	the	heavy	things	
washed	at	home	and	the	laces(???)	at	Loch	Hospital	if	they	would	
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take	them	in,	which	they	might	do	at	this	empty	season.	I	am	so	very	
sorry	to	think	of	that	hot	house	of	ours	in	this	sun.	I	wish	you	would	
go	out	together	and	sit	in	Kensington	Gardens	all	day,	take	P’s	rug	
and	some	biscuits	and	sandwiches	and	come	home	after	sitting	by	the	
water	all	day	to	a	late	dinner.	They	are	so	kind	here	and	so	happy	.	
Pray	tell	Anne	for	me	I	am	very	anxious	that	she	should	find	a	good	
place	and	if	I	can	help	her	I	will,	and	I	would	not	on	any	account	have	
her	leave	in	any	way	that	can	be	taken	hold	of	against	her.	I	hope	all	
will	be	found	right.	If	I	could	find	a	good	place	or	her	here,	in	the	
country	away	from	her	cousin	it	would	be	much	better.	Ever	your	
loving	child	Clara	
Ps	Please	send	George’s	present	address			
	
	
10	August	1856	from	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann		
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
I	don’t	like	Minnie’s	letter	going	up	without	a	few	words	from	me.	I	
am	sure	Georgie	would	have	written	but	that	Minnie	told	him	that	
our	dear	Papa	was	well	again.	I	do	hope	Anne	has	found	a	situation.	I	
should	be	so	very	sorry	for	her	to	leave	until	she	has.	I	have	tried	a	
little	here	but	it	was	no	use.	Meantime	we	have	been	very	happy	and	
they	have	been	as	ever	most	kind.	I	am	very	tired	and	stupid	and	not	
fit	to	write	much,	so	till	tomorrow,	Goodbye.	I	scarcely	feel	what	I	
shall	do	about	Minehead,	Your	affectionate	child	Clara	
	
10	August	1856	from	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mother,	
I	hope	you	do	not	think	me	neglectful	in	having	omitted	to	write	to	
you	one	day.	I	truly	felt	a	pang	of	conscience.	We	are	in	a	state	of	
indecision	respecting	our	future	movements.	I	really	do	not	know	
which	would	be	the	best	thing	to	do.	There	is	the	expense	on	the	one	
hand	and	then	the	fine	sea	air	and	recreation	on	the	other.	Dear	Mrs	
Cox	has	just	come	in	and	said	so	kindly	,	quite	like	you	dearest	
mother,	that	we	were	to	do	what	Clara	thought	best	for	her	health	–	
that	if	she	stays	in	Beaminster	she	woul	be	most	happy	to	keep	us	
and	that	is	she	liked	to	go	there,	to	go.	However	I	think	that	after	all	
we	shall	go,	as	Clara	said	just	now	that	the	change	woul	do	her	so	
much	good.	I	am	glad	of	the	clue	to	the	handkerchief	though	if	your	
idea	be	correct	I	fear	it	has	fallen	into	bad	hands	and	that	we	shall	not	
have	it	again.	Dearest	Clara	has	not	her	spiked	collar	and	sleeves,	but	
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I	think	it	is	in	some	parcel	of	work	to	be	mended	as	I	remember	
looking	at	it	and	putting	it	aside	to	mend.	I	am	very	sorry	dear	boy	
has	not	written	after	dear	Papa’s	heath.	I	wrote	to	him	telling	him	
that	dear	Papa	was	better	so	he	may	think	all	is	right.	The	French	
lady	Mlle	Dutchek	is	really	very	kind.	We	speak	French	a	great	deal	
together	an	she	compliments	me	on	my	accent.	I	gave	her	your	
message	and	she	said	I	was	to	tell	you	that	she	much	enjoyed	
speaking	French	etc.	She	is	very	kind	and	obliging	so	that	we	all	get	
on	very	well	together.	Mrs	Cox	said	I	looked	much	stronger	than	I	did.	
I	am	so	glad	that	you	take	exercise	im	the	gardens	dear	Papa	and	
Mamma.	You	must	look	bonny	before	we	come	back.	How	is	dear	
doggie?	Pat	him	for	me.	I	hope	Anne	has	washed	him	this	hot	weather	
–	Pray	her	about	it	–	that	he	is	washed.	The	weather	is	and	has	been	
so	warm	that	I	feel	too	stupid	to	write.	I	hope	that	I	am	not	growing	
careless	of	everything.	I	have	been	sketching	–	partly	touching	up	an	
old	sketch	of	Mapperton	which	I	have	much	improved	and	on	Friday	
we	went	to	Bridport	by	the	sea	where	I	made	a	slight	sketch.	Mr	and	
Mrs	Cox	are	very	kind	and	we	are	very	much	at	home	here.	Dear	
Nanny(?)	is	so	merry	she	reminds	me	of	Dicken’s	expression	
regarding	Steerforth	that	he	was	like	‘Leafeltz(???)	weather’	We	went	
out	yesterday	to	sketch	Mapperton	and	Nanny	made	us	laugh	so	I	
scarcely	knew	what	to	do.	You	should	see	her	ride.	She	is	the	most	
beautiful	horsewoman	I	ever	saw.	I	am	sorry	there	is	no	prospect	of	a	
portrait	or	any	lessons	for	either	of	us,	so	we	must	make	the	best	of	
our	holiday	and	get	as	stout	as	we	can.	We	will	not	forget	to	write	to	
cousin	Lowe.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mother.	Your	very	
affectionate	child	Emily	Macirone	
George’s	address	–	He	was	there	on	Thursday	and	stays	till	further	
notice.	The	Venerable	Archdeacon	Spooner,	Elvedon	Rectory	near	
Birmingham			
	
12	August	1856	from	Clara	and	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Papa	et	Mamma	très	cherie,	
J’avais	idée	superbe	de	vous	écrire	un	peu	de	français	mais	il	me	
semble	que	je	ne	saurais	jamais	dire	tour	ce	que	je	veux	dire.	Nous	ne	
sont(sic)	pas	allée(sic)	à	Minehead		mais	il	est	probable		que	nous	
partirons	le	vendredi.	Clara	écrivit		à	Miss	Leigh	le	dimanche	lui	
disant	qu’elle	n’irait	pas	à	cause	de	deux	ou	trois	choses,	la	dépense,	
le	temps	et	d’autres	raisons.	Nous	avons	reçu	une	réponse	ce	matin	et	
Miss	Leigh	est	un	peu	fachée	de	notre	décision.	Clara	a	écrit	qu’elle	
ira	le	vendredi	si	cela	lui	convient	–	en	ce	cas	nous	ne	serons	pas	de	
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retour	avant	quatorze	jours	de	plus.	Il	me	semblait	très	triste	de	
partir	pour	Londres	ce	semaine,	comme	Clara	en	a	parlé.	
I	must	write	in	English.	Many	thanks	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma	for	
your	dear	kind	letters.			They	are	always	a	comfort	to	us	to	receive	
them	at	this	distance	from	home,	although	surrounded	by	so	many	
kind	friends.	You	see	that	we	do	not	wish	the	Leighs	to	think	that	we	
care	less	for	them	now	that	we	are	staying	at	the	Cox’s	who	live	in	
every	way	better	and	keep	a	carriage	etc.	So	Clara	thinks	it	would	be	
better	were	it	only	for	that	reason	for	us	to	go.		Give	my	love	to	dear	
Clap.	How	could	he	be	so	thoughtful	of	all	our	feelings	as	to	risk	his	
precious	life	in	the	road	in	that	extremely	inconsiderate	manner.	I	
think	that	Clap	has	nine	lives	like	his	dear	master	and	is	doomed	to	
make	a	series	of	wonderful	escapes.	I	hope	he	has	been	washed.	Anne	
promised	me	she	would	wash	him.	About	Anne	–	It	is	very	awkward	
not	to	have	the	new	servant	having	engaged	her	to	come,	and	I	
cannot	forget	how	you	have	been	worried	by	her	thoughtlessness	
and	carelessness.	Perhaps	now	Mr	Ranger(??)	is	gone	she	may	be	
better.	You	have	to	endure	all	the	inconvenience	of	a	bad	servant	so	I	
think	you	ought	not	to	be	made	a	martyr	of.	If	she	stayed	three	
months	longer	that	might	do,	but	I	do	not	think		it	fair	the	whole	
family	should	be	put	to	perpetual	discomfort	for	her	sake.	Clara	has	
written	to	Mrs	DeBerkem	to	ask	if	she	can	postpone	Mrs	Clarke’s	
coming,	but	Clara	says	she	has	a	right	to	(consider??)	Mrs	Clarke	as	
well	as	Anne	.	We	have	not	those	spiked	collars	but	I	think,	woe	is	me,	
that	I	put	it	away	meaning	to	mend	it.	Where	it	is,	Is	beyond	me	to	
say,	but	I	must	find	it.		We	had	a	famous	drive	yesterday	to	
Brympton(?)	13	miles.	Miss	Leigh	took	us	there	for	me	to	make	a	
sketch.	We	enjoyed	it	uncommonly.	The	drive	was	delightful	and	the	
house	was	the	most	lovely	house	I	ever	saw	in	the	exterior.	The	
interior	was	very	disappointing.	We	had	lunch	and	dinner	and	at	last	
tea,	so	you	may	fancy	that	we	enjoyed	ourselves,	and	drove	home	
over	such	lovely	country.	But	I	must	leave	off.	Goodbye	dearest	
Mother	and	Papa.	I	so	hope	you	are	both	quite	well.	Your	very	
affectionate	child	Emily.	
Il	n’y	a	pas	grande	différence	entre	une	pomme	et	un	homme.	La	
supériorité	dépend	de	la	manière	don’t	on	met	à	profit	les	leçons	de	
sa	necessité	-	Theucydide		
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
I	have		just	written	3	letters	out	to	Mrs	DeBerkem	about	Anne	and	I	
will	do	what	if	I	can	for	her,	for	I	really	do	like	her	very	much	but	we	
must	leave	Mrs	Berry	for	I	did	very	much	dislike	her	way	of	speaking	
of	Anne,	and	if	the	things	went	to	the	Loch	Hospital	I	should	have	
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something	to	trust.	I	could	not	send	them	to	Caroline	in	any	event	–	
she	who	was	not	faithful	in	plenty	and	prosperity	would	certainly	not	
respect	my	property	when	her	own	children	are	in	want.	I	had	
written	though	very	contre	coeur	to	give	up	Minehead	for	I	don’t	gain	
strength	and	I	felt	my	only	chance	was	in	that	thorough	change	and	
sea	air	and	the	cheerfulness	of	change	of	scene,	donkeys	and	bathing,	
and	I	felt	quite	broken	spirited	at	the	idea	of	going	through	the	year	
of	hard	work	without	feeling	stronger	and	better.	But	as	this	morning	
came	a	letter	from	you	of	certain	approval	and	from	Miss	Leigh	
feeling	evidently	quite	hurt	and	thiking	we	preferred	this	place	
because	the	Coxes	were	richer,	of	course	that	would	not	do,	so	I	have	
written	to	her	to	tell	her	we	will	go	if	she	still	wishes	it,	I	may	leave	
this	on	Friday	accordingly	for	Minehead	–	really	Minnie	wanted	it	too.		
We	are	sketching	as	much	as	we	can	but	writing	letters	needs	take	a	
great	deal	of	time.	We	enjoyed	our	day	yesterday	extremely	and	
today	we	have	a	party	at	home	of	all	the	Beaminster	worthies	who	
are	not	like	fish	of	the	sea,	and	we	are	going	to	sing	our	truly	brilliant	
duets	–	La	Rosa(??)	by	Rossini	and	O	Figlia	In….(?)	and	Minnie	will	
sing	Bishop’s	‘Bid	me	dissemble’(?)	and	‘	I	should	be		…..(??)’	and	our	
Mendelssohn’s	Duette	the	Overture	and	I	the	brilliant	song	Mme	
Gersius(?)	…..???	sings	and	the	‘C’est	un	caprice’	and	Minnie	wears	
her	pink	dress	and	I	mine	I	wore	at	the	Concert.	So	here	is	all	the	
nonsense	of	the	party	.	Give	my	love	to	dear	Clap	and	pat	him	for	me	
and	tell	Anne	she	cannot	wish	better	for	herself	than	I	for	her	and	I	
should	like	her	very	much	to	have	this	additional	chance	for	herself,	
but	dearest	Mamma,	you	know	how	dirty	she	is,	poor	girl	and	how	
dificult	it	will	be	to	cure	her	of	it.	Meantime	I	will		forward	you	my	
letters	to	George.	With	dearest	love	to	you	both,	our	dearest	Papa	and	
Mamma.	Your	affectionate	child	Clara.			
	
13	August	1856	from	Clara	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
This	is	just	to	thank	you	for	your	kind	letter	of	yesterday	and	to	tell	
you	I	will	forward	that	letter	of	Ralph	to	George,	as	it	is	one	of	his	
bills	and	he	must	put	off	some	of	that	instead	of	paying	everything	to	
Glasgow	people.	But	I	don’t	wish	to	borrow	any	money.	I	feel	sure	I	
shall	be	able	to	do	without,	at	least	for	the	present	and	I	couldn’t	send	
it	now,	and	trust	to	have	enough	to	go	on	well	with	when	I	return.	
The	party	last	night	went	off	beautifully.	Minnie	looked	extremely	
pretty	and	played	better	than	I	ever	heard	her	and	sang	better.	She	
played	the	sonatina	of	Mendelssohn	in	double	quick	time.	It	sounded	
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very	brilliant	indeed	and	she	sang	Bishop’s	‘Bid	me	dissemble’	
capitally	and	it	pleased	very	much.	I	wrote	to	Miss	Leigh	yesterday	
and	expect	a	word	tomorrow	which	will	determine	our	movements,	
either	to	go	on	to	Minehead	or	else	to	wait	here	and	go	on	to	them	at	
Corfe.	I	rather	hope	the	former.	I	feel	very	much	in	need	of	change	if	I	
am	really	to	do	myself	justice	next	year.	I	have	received	a	very	kind	
letter	from	Melle.	Dolby	which	I	enclose	as	you	might	like	to	see	it,	it	
is	so	chatty	and	pleasant.	The	party	last	night	consisted	of	your	old	
friend	Mr	Mealor(??)	His	wife,	sister	of	Lord(?)	Windsor	is	away	by	
the	sea.	Mr	and	Mrs	Forster,	the	vicar	of	Stoke,	several	other	clergy	
and	their	wives	and	the	‘nobbs’	of	this	town	and	we	all	looked	very	
brilliant	and	happy.	It	was	much	the	pleasantest	party	I	have	been	at,	
at	Beaminster,	for	the	lords	and	masters	did	not	keep	all	together	as	
the	old	custom	is	or	seemed	to	be	in	these	parts.	I	was	writing	letters	
in	the		garden	all	yesterday	afternoon	and	today	we	hope	to	go	out	
soon	to	sketch,	but	they	always	will	drive	us	out	if	possible	and	give	
us	a	whole	rig	out	when	that	can	be	done.	We	sang	the	choral	songs	
last	night,	and	Sweet	and	Low,	to	great	commendations.	Oh,	by	the	
bye	the	………………(??)	and	I	don’t	want	the	socks	sent	on.	How	is	
Anne	getting	on	and	have	you	enquired	about	Loch(?)	Hospital	or	
shall	I	write.	George’s	address	is	at	Venerable	Archdeacon	Spooner,	
Elvedon	Rectory,	Birmingham.	I	enclose	the	announcement	of	Mrs	
Martin’s(?)	death,	which	I	think	you	will	agreee	wiht	us	is	most	
touching	and	beautifully	worded.	Mr	Maler(??)	has	given	me	his	new	
work	on	Sketching	and	I	hope	to	draw	something	to	astonish	the	
natives	of	that	village	called	London	before	I	come	back.Will	you	
kindly	send	on	our	letters	to	you	to	Georgie,	because	I	may	turn	my	
hand	into	an	inkpot	and	my	pen	to	pertpetual	motion	if	I	am	to	write	
to	that	Desert	of	So…..(?)	of	letters.I	don’t	think	his	education	in	
writing	has	been	completed.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma.	
That	idea	about	the	L.s.d	is	so	kind	it’s	quite	like	you,	but	I	hope	we	
shall	do	without	it.	I	have	many	visions	of	L.s.d	coming	in	and	am	
dreaming	of	carpets	continuously.	I	would	have	saved	this	Minehead	
money	only,	besides	that	I	feared	offending	the	Leighs,	I	really	felt	
quite	weak	in	mind	and	body	and	that	that	lovely	scenery	might	be	
the	saving	of	my	reason	to	say	nothing	of	that	small	wretch	Minnie.	
Your	affectionate	child	Clara(On	the	8th		Inst	at	Gore	Lodge	Fulham	
after	long	and	painful	illness	Lucia	Elizabeth	aged	59,	grand	daughter	
of	the	celebrated	Engraver	Francesco	Bartolozzi	and	for	eighteen	
years	the	beloved	wife	of	Charles	Matthews	–	In	Monday’s	paper	12	
August	1856)	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mother,	
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I	can’t	bear	a	letter	to	go	to	you	without	sending	a	line.	We	are	very	
well	indeed	and	shall	have	very	probably	a	long	drive	of	miles	out	so	
we	shall	really	see	something	of	the	coast.	The	party	went	off	very	
well	and	I	think	both	your	bairns	looked	very	well.	Your	Child	E	M		
I	am	going	a	long	drive	to	Frid(??)	Abbey	a	long	way	of	a	drive	at	½	
past	12	and	drive	there	till	3	and	there	till	about	7	and	home	by	about	
9,	tea	and	to	bed.	Glorous,	isn’t	it	!!!	We	are	so	glad	dear	Clara	is	safe.	I	
hope	you	go	to	the	gardens.							
	
14	August	1856	from	Emily	and	Clara	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	dearest	Mother,	
Darling	Clara	has	so	much	to	write	and	so	little	time	as	we	dine	in	half	
an	hour	and	go	out	directly	after	for	a	drive,	that	I	hope	you	will	
kindly	excuse	her	writing.	We	have	had	a	very	kind	letter	from	Miss	
Leigh	in	which	she	writes	very	affectionately	but	says	the	rooms	are	
engaged	so	we	can’t	go	to	Minehead	–	by	which	we	save	much	
expense,	therefore	so	far	so	good.	Then	Clara	had	a	kind	note	of	
invitation	from	Mrs	Kinderley	–	which	is	in	all	respects	delightful,	as	
she	will	be	longer	in	Wales	than	she	would	have	been	at	Minehead.	
She	will	have	as	much	novelty	and	not	the	expense	of	our	both	
travelling	and	lodging	–	and	long	drives,	and	she	will	give	some	
lessons,	therefore	she	will	clear	her	expenses	which	will	be	much	
smaller	than	going	to	Minehead.	So	really	it	is	the	best	thing	that	
could	have	happened.	Is	not	that	pleasant	.	She	will	stay	here	till	
Monday	morning	when	she	will	go	by	coach	to	Taunton,	then	by	train	
to	Bristol.	She	will	sleep	there	and	go	by	steamer	to	Cardiff	or	
wherever	it	is	to	go	to	Mrs	Kinderley’s,	which	direction	you	will	have	
in	due	time.	She	will	not	be	there	till	Friday.	She	will	stay	ten	days.	I	
shall	stay	a	little	longer	at	Beaminster	till	the	end	of	next	week.	I	shall	
certainly	come	home	by	then,	Saturday,	and	spend	Sunday	with	you	
both	darlings,	then	go	on	Monday	to	Sevenoaks	where	I	can	stay	a	
fortnight	and	hence	by	the	6th	to	be	home	by	Papa’s	birthday.	George	
will	be	home	by	the	30th.	Clara	will	be	home	by	the	30th	and	then	go	
to	Margate	to	spend	a	fortnight	so	that	I	shall	be	the	first	to	come	for	
a	day.	Then	George	will	come	home	for	good,	then	I	shall	come	home	
a	week	after	–	Clara	a	week	after	that.	I	should	like	you	and	dear	Papa	
to	go	to	Aunt’s	when	George	returns.	I	think	you	would	enjoy	it,	if	you	
can’t	go	before	then,	the	first	week	in	September.	It	would	give	
George	the	benefit	of	some	country	air	and	change.	I	suppose	you	
have	not	heard	heard	from	going	to	Aunt’s	just	yet.	About	Mrs	
Clarke’s,	I	am	not	quite	satisfied	with	Anne,	for	you	see	it	is	only	a	
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supposition	that	Mrs	Clarke	coming	from	Watford	should	be	in	the	
smallest	way	related	to	a	Mrs	Clarke	in	Bushey,	There	she	could	
hardly	be	a	sister	but	by	a	great	chance	of	a	Mrs	Clarke,	as	sisters	do	
not	generally	marry	brothers	or	men	of	the	same	name.	Lastly	Clarke	
is	such	a	very	common	name	that	no	reason		can	be	drawn	from	it	
that	she	is	a	sister	or	relation,	and	as	it	is	to	Anne’s	interest	to	set	you	
against	Mrs	Clarke	I	should	look	with	much	caution	at	what	she	says.	
We	know	so	much	to	Mrs	Clarke’s	credit,	from	Mrs	DeBerkem	that	I	
shall	really	be	glad	to	have	someone	on	whom	we	can	rely	in	
cleanliness	and	steadiness	etc.	It	is	of	particular	importance	that	we	
should	have	a	comfortable	home	for	all	and	for	our	dear	boy.	I	would	
not	like	to	think	of	keeping	Anne	but	for	a	few	months	as	it	will	be	a	
great	luxury	for	us	all	to	have	nice	neat	home.		About	the	money	–	I	
must	say	that	I	have	always	a	great	reluctance	in	changing	any	of	that	
little	sum.	I	have	no	doubt	George	can	pay	some	of	it	next	month.	Of	
course	if	it	is	unavoidable	it	is	a	blessing	that	we	have	that	to	turn	to,	
but	in	the	mean	time	we	both	are	unwilling	to	touch	a	large	sum	that	
may	be	of	use.	But	we	will	of	course	do	as	you	think	best.	Dearest	
Clara	looks	and	is	very	much	better.	We	had	a	very	long	drive	to	
T…(??)	Abbey	yesterday	–	a	drive	of	9	miles.	I	made	a	sketch	which	
was	just	a	poor	affair.	However	we	enjoy	ourselves	much	and	they	
are	very	pleased	at	our	staying	a	little	longer.	We	are	very	glad	the	
W…..(???)	are	found.	Many	thanks	for	the	directions(??)	Goodbye	
dearest	darling	Pa	and	Ma.	Your	very	affectionate	good	for	nothing	
child	Minnie.	
How	distressing	it	is	about	Broadwoods.	I	am	so	very	very	sorry,	such	
noble	generous	merchant	princes	as	they	are.	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
You	know	Anne	must	not	make	up	her	mind	that	she	can	stay	
because	I	was	certainly(?)	engaged	to	this	person	and	I	have	very	
great	respect	for	her	from	all	I	have	heard	of	her	and	I	must	insist	on	
keeping	the	engagement	if	she	keeps	me	to	it		-	I	must	let	Anne	go	on	
the	30th	and	I	should	be	very	glad	if	she	did,	for	it	is	very	unpleasant	
on	many	accounts	for	her	to	stay	and	I	do	not	see	how	any	3	months	
stay		will	restore	her	character	or	our	confidence	in	her,	and	as	long	
as	her	head	is	open	to	flattery	and	is	thinking	of	marriage	no	one	will	
have	a	good	thoughtful	servant	in	her.	Anne	had	better	look	out	for	
any	other	situation	she	may	hear	of,	in	case,	as	is	very	likely	Mrs	
Clarke	may	not	wish	to	give	us	up	and	indeed	I	hope	she	mightn’t	for	
I	have	very	small	hope	of	comfort	with	Anne.	I	have	written	to	
Loch(??)	Hospital	as	it	is	some	way	for	you	or	dearest	Papa	to	go	in	
this	hot	weather,	but	after	Mrs	Berry	reproaching	Anne	with	taking	
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the	bread	out	of	her	mouth	by	doing	the	washing,	it’s	hopeless	to	
expect	Anne	to	do	the	washing	well	or	to	keep	on	with	Mrs	Berry.	I	
am	very	glad	the	collar	is	found	but	my	best	handherchief	is	not,	nor	
many	other	things	I	shall	not	be	easy	till	we	have	a	thorough	change.	
The	arrangement	is	very	pleasant	for	going	to	Wales,	savin	all	the	
money	and	yet	having	done	the	thing	perfectly	by	dear	Miss	Leigh.	I	
have	written	to	Mr	Peters	at	Broadwoods	and	we	are	all	very	grieved	
about	it	here,	for	they	have	heard	as	much	about	them	as	we	know.	I	
have	written	to	our	boi	today	and	to	all	sorts	of	people	(necessary	
letters)	so	forgive	my	writing	a	short	one	to	you.	Goodbye	dearest	
Papa	and	Mamma.	(8	am)	I	leave	here	Monday	morning	by	the	
Taunton	coach,	get	out	at	Crewkerne	then	by	omnibus	to	Yeolvil,	then	
by	train	to	Bristol	and	get	there	about	2	or	3.	Go	to	the	cathedral	at	
Bristol	and	sleep	there	at	the…..(?)	near	the	Cumberland	Basin	
whence	the	boat	starts	the	next	morning	for	Milford.	There	at	½	past	
8	I	shall	have	a	return	ticket	for	18/-	100	miles	there	and	back,	go	
down	the	Bristol	Channel	all	day	Tuesday	and	by	the	evening	the	
carriage	will	meet	me	at	Milford	Haven	and	get	to	Ril…..(??)	to	tea	at	
Mrs	Kinderley’s(??).	So	if	you	write	to	me	you	must	direct	to	me	at	
Mrs	Kinderley’s,	Kilpayson(?),	Pembroke,	S	Wales.	Goodbye	–	You	see	
how	all	turns	for	the	best.	Ever	your	loving	child	Clara.		
Mrs	Cox	and	Mimi	and	Frances	send	you	and	Papa	their	kindest	
remembrances						
	
						
	
17	August	1856	from	George	Augustus	to	his	parents	

from	the	Venerable	Archdeacon	Spooner’s,	Elmdon	Rectory,	Nr	
Birmingham	
	
My	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	
Before	I	forget	it,	dear	Clara	says	in	one	of	the	enclosed	letters	that	
Anne(?)	has	made	me	uncomfortable.	I	am	very	sorry	if	I	ever	gave	
that	impression,	pray	disabuse	her	of	it.	I	hope	dear	Papa	is	better	in	
Dr.	Darling’s	opinion.	I	have	reached	here	as	you	see,	quite,	quite	
safely.	Mrs	Fortescue	and	two	of	her	sons	are	here	and	Mary	
Fortescue	is	at	Alveston	near	Stratford	where	I	hope	to	spend	a	few	
days.	The	weather	is	very	nice.		
Goodbye,	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma,	Your	very	loving	son	George	A.	
Macirone	
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18	August	1856	from	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Dearest	Mother,	
I	could	not	bear	not	to	write	to	you	yesterday.	I	wish	I	had	done	so.	I	
have	entered	into	an	agreement	with	Clara	that	she	should	not	spend	
her	whole	days	and	holidays	letter	writing	so	I	have	begged	her	not	
to	write	any	more	to	friends	in	general,	to	every	one	and	write	to	our	
precious	home	every	other	day	which	would	keep	tham	au	courant	to	
all	that	befalls	their	bairnies	at	home.	For	it	is	really	absurd	to	write	
letters	all	day	when	holidays	are	so	scarce	as	they	are	with	darling	
Clara.	So	I	hope	you	will	approve	of	my	plan.	I	have	forund	my	
crochet	collar	and	hope	that	you,	dearest	Mother,	have	not	been	
troubling	yourself	in	hunting	after	it.	Yesterday	was	very	lovely	
weather	and	we	went	out	to	finish	my	old	sketch	–	Mapperton.	The	
sunshine	was	very	lovely	while	there	was	a	fresh	breeze.	I	much	
improved	my	sketch	and	introduced	a	bright	blue	sky	in	body	colour	
so	that	it	now	is	really	much	better.	I	am	shocked	to	think	I	have	run	
away	with	three	or	four	of	your	handkerchiefs	Mamma	mia.	I	
sketched	a	little	in	the	afternoon.	I	hope	to	make	some	nice	sketches	
while	here.	You	will	be	very	pleased	dearest	Papa	to	hear	that	Mrs	
Cox’s	old	French	governess	Mlle	Deuschek	is	staying	here	while	we	
are	here,	so	French	is	the	order	of	the	day,	and	I	try	to	scramble	
through	what	French	I	can	collect.	As	today	is	raining	she	has	very	
kindly	offered	to	hear	us	read	French.	I	shall	of	course	avail	myself	of	
it,	as	you	I	know	would	wish	me	to	do	so.	We	had	a	very	pleasant	
evening	yesterday.	Mr	and	Mrs	Sancturaty(?)	came	in	to	tea	and	we	
had	some	music	and	games.	We	enjoyed	the	games	especially.	As	you	
know	I	always	enjoy	a	hearty	funny	game	more	than	almost	anything.	
Mrs	Cox	has	told	Clara	she	will	be	happy	to	see	Miss	Macready	who	is	
at	Sherborne	20	miles	off,	a	tremendous	distance.	Clara	has	written	
to	invite	her	to	come.	We	may	hear	on	Saturday.	Mrs	Cox	is	going	to	
have	a	soirée	on	Tuesday.	This	place	is	very	pretty	and	we	enjoy	the	
quiet	and	cheerfulness	of	the	place.	Have	you	read	the		…(?)	Martins	?	
Anne	could	change	the	books	for	you	for	anything	else.	Only	the	shop	
closes	at	eight	punctually.	She	had	better	start	at	six,	and	ride	there	
or	back.	We	are	in	some	doubt	about	Minehead	–	the	expense	of	
going	altogether	will	be	very	nearly	three	pounds,	and	we	are	
anxious	about	the	advisability	of	incurring	so	much	expense	for	a	
week’s	amusement.	Travelling	there	for	us	two	will	be	£1.10.0	-		the	
lodging	10/-	and	back	to	Taunton(?)	15/-	with	extras	it	may	be	£3.0	–	
so	what	do	you	think	?	I	shall	be	glad	to	know	your	opinion.	Clara	is	
trimming	her	bonnet	and	making	it	look	so	pretty.	I	hope	that	you	
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will	go	out	into	the	gardens	and	that	dearest	Papa	is	quite	well	by	this	
time.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mother.	Your	very	loving	child	Emily	
Macirone	
Ps	They	all	say	I	look	MUCH	better	than	I	did	two	years	ago-	stronger	
etc.	Ever	your	Minnie	
	
18	August	1856	from	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Dearest	Mother,	
I	really	have	written	so	little	home	or	indeed	anywhere	that	I	must	
make	attempt	at	amendment	and	today	being	raining	gives	me	a	
…(??)	opportunity.	You	received	a	letter	from	me	this	morning	which	
was	written	in	a	tremendous	hurry.	I	hope	to	be	with	you	on	Friday	
evenng	about	9	o’clock.	Pray	do	not	send	Anne	to	the	station	as	I	shall	
take	a	cab	and	come	straight	home	with	my	luggage	which	will	be	the	
best	plan	and	as	cheap	as	any	other,	as	my	luggage	is	too	large	to	
carry	conveniently.	How	glad	I	shall	be	to	see	you	all.	I	really	long	to	
be	with	you	all,	though	I	am	very	sorry	about	all	the	trouble	you	have	
been	having	dearest	mother	about	the	servant.	My	darling	Clara	left	
me	this	morning	at	eight	to	go	to	Kilpaison(???)	so	I	am	in	a	state	of	
widowhood.	I	shall	not	see	her	blessed	face	for	a	long	long	time,	not	
till	long	after	you	do	as	I	shall	be	away	at	Uncle	Edward’s	when	she	
comes	home.	Which	she	will	do	about	th	30th.	When	are	you	going	to	
Aunt’s?	I	really	hope	you	will	write	if	that	is	possible	and	suggest	
going	soon.	When	our	dear	boy	comes	home	might	be	nice,	as	Clara	
and	I	shall	be	away	and	you	would	enjoy	it	more	to	be	with	them,	and	
I	should	like	you	to	have	a	change	of	scene,	but	it	will	somewhat	ease	
my	conscience,	though	Tottenham	is	little	enough	when	compared	
with	Beaminster.	But	you	have	all	the	care	and	never	any	pleasure.	
Dearest	Clara	has	your	letters	so	I	may	omit	answering	part	of	it.	I	
expect	to	receive	some	money	from	Mrs	Grach(?)	Would	you	open	
any	letter	to	me	and	change	the	money	order	and	send	it	on	to	me,	
making	it	out	again	in	my	name,	as	I	should	like	to	have	it,	though	of	
coure	you	can	keep	some	if	you	want	any,	but	I	have	no	money	to	go	
home	with.	I	expect	a	money	order	from	Mrs	Cundy(?)	but	as	there	is	
never	any	inconvenience	in	having	too	much	money	(at	least	I	have	
never	experienced	any)	I	shall	be	glad	if	you	can	send	on	the	note	in	
your	name	to	me,	from	M-A	M	to	E	M.	Dearest	Clara	went	inside	the	
coach	as	it	rained	heavily	and	looked	very	nice,	bless	her	dear	heart.	
She	feels	much	better	and	stronger	in	her	head	and	power	of	
collecting	her	thoughts	as	well	as	physically.	She	hopes	to	stay	a	
month	away	altogether,	and	I	believe	it	will	really	make	a	woman	of	
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her.	I	am	very	sorry	about	Anne,	but	her	last	message	about	Mrs	
Berrry	was	final.	Of	course	we	could	not	allow	a	servant	to	dictate	
terms,	especially	as	she	had	only	by	favour	got	permission	to	stay	
herself.	I	am	really	sorry	for	her,	but	Clara	was	much	relieved	in	her	
mind	as	she	felt	honourably	quit	of	her.	The	comfort	of	a	home	is	of	
too	much	importance	to	be	lightly	given	up,	and	although	we	might	
have	kept	Anne	for	her	own	sake,	yet	it	is	out	of	all	reason	that	she	
should	insist	on	our	keeping	our	washerwoman.	Clara	will	write	to	
you	herself	about	it.	I	have	no	doubt	the	truth	is	that	poor	Ann	has	let	
Mrs	Berry	too	much	into	her	confidence	and	that	she	has	papers	that	
put	her	(Anne)	into	Mrs	Berry’s	power,	who	has	told	Ann	that	unless	
she	keeps	the	washing	she	will	tell	all	she	knows	about	Anne.	This	is	
only	a	surmise	on	my	part	but	I	mention	it	to	Clara	and	she	said	it	
was	very	probable.	The	only	thing	for	Anne	is	to	make	up	her	mind	to	
go	back	to	her	father’s	house.	I	shall	be	glad	to	see	you	when	you	will	
be	able	to	talk	to	me	about	it.		I	am	so	pleased	you	like	Cro(??)	
Martins.		Dear	Clara	received	such	a	nice	letter	yesterday	from	Mr	
Peters,	the	gentleman	in	Broadwoods	Clara	has	seen	most	of,	and	
who	has	always	been	extremely	kind	and	attentive.	He	says	that	the	
loss	is	very	great	now	that	the	insurance	will	cover	a	very	small	
portion	of	their	loss,	but	that	they	have	fortunately	a	large	stock	of	
beautiful	instruments	at	their	warehouse,	Golden	Square,	and	that	as	
it	is	the	close	of	the	season	they	will	have	time	to	get	on	with	some	
fresh	instruments	for	next	season.	They	have	met	with	so	much	
sympathy.	They	are	all	dead	beat	with	fatigue	and	confusion.	All	their	
pleasure	trips	are	knocked	on	the	head,	but	fortunately	they	have	
enough	stock	to	go	on	with	and	the	business	will	continue	as	usual	.	
They	saved	200	pianos	half	finished	out	of	the	fire	and	a	quantity	of	
mahogony	and	ebony.	It	seems	really	extraordinary	that	there	should	
have	been	any	fire.	The	precautions	against	fire	were	so	very	great.	
The	fireman	had	the	hose	ready	and	water	playing	on	the	fire	three	
minutes	after	it	was	discovered	and	if	there	had	only	been	a	proper	
supply	of	water	the	fire	would	have	been	extinguished.	That	is	the	
fault	of	the	water	company,	though	there	was	a	letter	from	the	
company	exonerating	themselves	from	any	blame.	I	have	been	busy	
this	morning	mending	a	collar	and	I	really	was	delighted	that	you	
could	not	take	it	away	as	you	do	all	the	mending	and	never	have	any	
pleasure	at	all.	My	dearest	and	best	of	mothers	–	I	mean	to	take	
another	portrait	of	Blot	the	dog	as	the	grand	old	fellow	is	fast	failing	
and	I	feel	I	shall	not	see	him	again.	He	is	the	only	relic	of	their	son	
whose	loss	I	feel	can	never	be	recovered.though	Mrs	Cox	is	very	
cheerful	and	keeps	up		very	well.	Yet	still	I	always	fancy	she	is	
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thinking	of	her	son.	It	is	possible	we	may	have	a	drive	this	afternoon	
–	as	it	is	clearing	up.		Dr	Buckland	the	dean	of	Westminster	is	dead.	
We	received	a	nice	letter	from	the	dear	boy	but	rathr	short.	I	must	
write	to	him	tomorrow	and	also	to	dearest	Mary.	Nanny(?)	and	
Frances(?)	send	their	love.	My	love	to	dear	Clap	and	a	pat	for	him.	I	
long	to	see	his	dear	yellow	tail	wag	with	pleaure	and	his	pretty	bright	
eyes.	How	glad	I	shall	be	to	be	home.	Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	
dearest	Mother	from	your	very	loving	daughter	Emily	Macirone.		
If	you	finish	Geo.	Martins	by	the	time	I	return	I	will	get	another	book	
from	Mudie	on	Saturday.	
	
	

FROM	Economic	History	of	Tottenham	via	google	

The	factory	where	GA	was	to	work	after	Glasgow	was	William	Warne	

and	Co.	It	was	a	rubber	milling	factory,	formerly	the	London	

Caoutchouc	company,	importing	India-rubber	and	promoting	its	use.	v.	

ad	from	Grace’s	Guide	about	1870.	The	company	has	moved	to	Barking	

but	still	exists.	GA	never	worked	there	after	all.	

	
19	August	1856	from	Emily	to	George	and	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	dearest	Mother,	
I	have	received	a	dear	little	letter	from	Clara	this	morning	saying	that	
her	journey	has	………(??)	hitherto.	She	writes	from	Bristol.	I	would	
enclose	it	to	you	with	pleasure,but	it	contains	no	news	of	any	interest	
and	is	full	of	directions	for	my	travelling	to	London.	I	shall	certainly	
be	with	you		on	Friday	evening.	It	is	best	so	as	I	shall	have	two	or	
three	things	to	do	before	I	go	to	Uncle	Edward’s	and	I	have	written	to	
ask	if	I	may	go	on	Monday.	As	to	money,	if	you	receive	the	order	from	
Mrs	Geach(?)	which	will	be	£2.16/0	will	you	send	me	£2.0	and	keep	
the	rest.	There	will	be	more	money	coming	in.	Or	10/-	will	do	me	
very	well	if	you	wish	for	more.	I	know	how	little	you	allow	yourself	of	
anything.	Of	course	we	have	received	dear	Uncle	George’s	note.	I	
thought	that	Clara	had	answered	it	and	returned	it.	Clara	after	all	has	
written	nearly	all	the	letters.	In	spite	of	what	I	said	I	should	be	so	
sorry	for	you	to	send	any	money	as	it	always	does	so	much	harm(?)	
and	it	is	a	thing	I	have	a	great	dread	of.	Nothing	weakens	friends(?)	
so	much	as	any	money	obligation.	As	for	dear	George	–	I	am	very	
sorry	that	he	has	written	so	little.	I	have	only	written	him	twice	and	
unless	one	is	fond	or	letter	writing	it	is	a	great	bore	when	out	on	a	
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visit	with	friends	spending	a	few	holidays,	to	have	to	write	long	
letters.	Having	been	home	he	will	feel	that	they	are	less	necessary.	
Madame	Vestriss(?)	was	tried	on	Wedsnesday	last	at	Kensal	Green.	
Goodbye	dearest	Papa	and	Mother.	Love	to	Clap(dog?).	Your	very	
loving	child	Emily	Macirone		
	
20	August	1856	from	Clara	in	Monmouth	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Dearest	Mamma,	
We	hadn’t	yesterday	a	minute	to	write	to	you,	for	as	Minnie	has	
probably	told	you,	we	went	out	immediately	after	breakfast	to	this	
archery	meeting.	I	wish	you	could	have	enjoyed	the	splendid	long	
drive……five	miles	of	it	along	such	wonderful	scenery.	The	hills	here	
are	more	like	mountains,	lime	stone	and	sand	stone,	grey	and	red	
rocky	foundations	whick	break	out	abruptly	and	show	those	rock	
pools	underneath,	and	everything	is	so	beautiful	here	and	full	of	
comfort.	You	can	drive	or	take	a	walk	into	the	forest	and	come	back	
to	the	old	House	to	dinner.	We	sketched	all	the	afternoon.	Minnie’s	
sketch	is	beautiful.	I	took	a	little	outline	of	the	old	room	where	the	
Court	of……………(???)	has	been	held	for	ages,	thinking,	besides	my	
own	interest,	Georgie	would	take	an	interest	in	that	old	strange	place	
where	the	Forest	laws	and	offences	have	been	read	and	tried	for	
many	hundreds	of	years.	Today	we	have	been	resting	in	our	long	
room(?)	reading	and	writing	all	the	morning	and	now	are	going	out	
with	a	party	up	the	hill,	and	it	is	up	I	assure	you.	Please	dearest	
mother	don’t	give	Mrs	Church	that	letter	case	unless	she	asks	
particularly	after	it,	as	she	said	she	would	give	me	a	copy	of	it	and	
never	has.	But	of	course	it’s	hers	–	if	she	wants	it	she	must	have	it.	
Only	would	you	copy	the	number	pasted	inside	and	send	it	here,	and	
please	write	to	us.	We	are	so	desolate	this	morning	because	a	packet	
of	letters	has	come	and	not	a	word	from	you.	Ever	with	love	to	
Georgie		Your	affectionate	child	C	A	Macirone		
	
23	August	1856	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	
	
My	own	darling	Mother,	
I	fully	intended	writing	to	you	yesterday	but	we	were	off	for	a	long	
day	in	the	Forest	of	Dean	to	see	an	archery	meeting	and	I	had	barely	
time	to	dress	to	be	off.	We	came	home	by	ten	at	night.	Thank	dear	
George	for	the	letters	he	enclosed.	Will	you	please	remember	to	get	
my	dress	lace,	pale	blue	silk,	and	please	tell	me	if	any	more	pictures	
are	sent	home.	Our	life	here	is	like	a	fairy	dream.	The	place	is	so	very	
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beautiful	and	luxurious	and	they	are	all	so	very	kind.	On	Tuesday	we	
went	to	Goodrich(?)	castle	in	ruins.	The	ride	was	very	pleasant	and	
Clara	and	I	mad	a	sketch	which	I	hope	to	be	able	to	finish	some	day.	
The	country	is	very	richly	wooded.	We	look	on	endless	acres(?)	of	
forest,	hills	rising	one	over	the	other.	I	hardly	ever	saw	a	more	lovely	
scene.	Tuesday	evening	was	very	quiet.	We	had	a	little	music	but	Mr	
and	Mrs	Bannerman	were	out.	Yesterday	we	went	at	ten	to	the	Forest	
of	Dean	to	an	archery	meeting.	The	drive	was	through	Monmouth.	
There	was	not	much	to	interest	in	the	town.	At	last	we	did	not	drive	
through	Agincourt	Square	where	there	is	a	monument	to	Henry	of	
Monmouth.	I	wondered	whether	there	were	salmons(?)	in	the	river.	
One	could	not	help	thinking	of	dear	old	Fluekin(???)	crossing	over	the	
river	Mon.	We	got	to	the	archery	ground		-	an	open	space	in	the	heart	
of	the	Forest	where	were	ten	targets	posted,	five	in	a	row	at	some	
distance	from	each	other,	and	about	50	ladies	and	gentlemen.	The	
light	dresses	of	the	ladies	looked	very	pretty	sweeping	over	the	grass.	
Oh,	I	meant	to	write	to	you	yesterday,	but	on	asking	what	the	order	of	
dress	was	to	be	we	were	told	‘bonnets	and	rather	smart’	so	I	changed	
my	dress.	There	was	a	most	tremendous	lunch	–	about	one	hundred	
sat	down	–	and	all	in	the	middle	of	the	Forest.	It	looked	very	pretty,	
while	a	band	played	in	the	distance,	which	lent	a	great	deal	of	
enchantment	on	this	occasion,	as	all	the	instruments	seemed	bent	on	
distinguishing	themselves	individually	regardless	ot	the	general	
effort.	The	table	was	so	long	that	the	gentleman	at	the	end	was	nearly	
invisible.	We	had	a	saunter	in	the	woods	and	sang	duetts,	and	in	the	
afternoon	we	took	two	sketches.	I	tried	to	sketch	a	bit	of	the	Forest,	
and	Mrs	Bannerman	came	and	liked	my	sketch	and	on	the	whole	it	
was	very	pleasant.	Mindful	of	your	many	affectionate	injunctions	I	
put	on	my	large	plaid	shawl	and	I	was	very	glad	indeed	that	I	packed	
it	up.	It	was	really	necessary	and	one	of	the	servants	brought	me	one	
of	the	large	carriage	wraps	to	lay	on	the	ground	to	sit	on,	so	you	see	I	
was	very	well	taken	care	of.	Before	starting	there	was	some	hot	tea	
and	coffee	and	as	we	drove	home	the	moon	shone	so	beautifully	and	
the	mists	rose	between	the	hills	making	them	look	most	ghostly	and	
gigantic.	I	must	tell	you		that	Mrs	Bannerman	made	us	put	on	our	
waterproofs	over	our	other	wraps	so	that	we	were	warm	as	toasts	all	
the	while	in	the	open	carriage	through	the	2	hours	drive	home.	I	
grieve	to	say	I	fell	asleep	part	of	the	time	and	only	woke	up	as	we	
were	entering	the	Park.	Many	thanks	for	the	notice	of	darling	Clara’s	
music.		Can	you	make	a	not	of	who	sent	it	and	where	it	came	from	–	
what	paper	–	as	there	is	the	Athenaeum	in	the	library.	I	hunted	
through	for	some	notice	of	dear	Clara’s	music	and	found	three	very	
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nice	ones.	I	shall	look	out	for	some	more	and	but	the	numbers	of	the	
Athenaeum.	Please	take	a	drive	every	day	darling	mother,	and	take	
care	of	yourself.	And	now	goodbye	darling	Mamma.	Best	love	to	dear	
George	and	believe	me	always	your	very	affectionate	daughter	Emily		
	
	
25	August	1856(???)	from	Clara	to	Emily	
	
My	dearest	of	Minniekins,	
Mary	sends	you	all	sorts	of	love,	all	best	and	very	kind	remembrances	
to	George.	We	leave	town	tomorrow	by	the	2	o’clock	train	which	
arrives	at	Brighton	at	4	and	Arundel	by	a	little	before	5	I	think.	It	may	
be	by	¼	to	5,	but	cannot	be	before	then.	Mary	would	write	to	you	but	
you	may	imagine	leaving	the	house	and	having	to	make	all	her	
packing	arrangements	give	her	one	or	2	things	to	do,	and	I	am	
stealing	a	minute	here	to	write	you	this	indispensable	line.	I	am	so	
grateful	to	you	for	your	letters	and	shall	look	to	be	with	you	by	the	10	
past	2	train	which	arrives	at	Arundel	at	about	3,	but	I	will	get	the	
next(?)	time	and	don’t	all	come	to	meet	me	for	it	will	be	so	
overpowering	….(?)	and	I	know	my	way	so	I	shall	expect	to	see	you	at	
Mrs	Lassiter’s	window.	Once	more	thank	you	darling	for	writing.	We	
heard	such	a	sermon	from	Dr	Wordsworth	on	just	the	text	which	has	
woried	me	after	‘Thou	art	Peter	‘etc	and	he	made	it	so	glorious	and	so	
unmistakeably	plain	.	Love	to	my	darling	boy.	Your	loving	sister,	
Clara	
On	the	same	paper			from	Mary	Ann	to	Emily	
My	dear	Minnie,		
Nothing	can	be	better	than	that	my	writing	to	you	should	thus	come	
intertwined	with	dear	Clara’s.	Tis	like	fine	sauce,	a	charming	
condiment	to	anything	it	accompanies.	Papa	and	I	intended	going	
yesterday	to	hear	an	Italian	Protestant	Preacher,	that	is	to	say,	one	
who	preaches	in	Italian,	but	the	rain	fell	so	heavily	we	were	kept	in,	
Papa	saying	‘I	hope	they	have	not	this	at	Arundel’.	However	the	day	
passed	off	very	happily	as	Papa	gave	me	a	very	amusing	job	of	
looking	out	words	in	Dante	which	is	an	employment	I	am	especially	
fond	of,	that	if	dear	Mr	Stone	were	a	neighbour	I	am	sure	Papa	would	
supply	Agnes’s(??)	place,	or	much	rather	be	joint	workers	in	
forwarding	the	great	Stone	dictionary.	That	..…………(??)	you	sent,	so	
lovely,	so	verdant,	is	exactly	the	colour	of	of	the	French	green	frogs	
whose	backs	shine	like	satin.	I	have	kept	it	till	today	when	it	was	
quite	withered.	I	must	tell	you	how	we	enjoy	OUR	park	–	going	there	
sultry	afternoons	to	sit	under	the	trees	on	the	mound	by	the	water.	
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This	is	Papa’s	ususal	practice	in	the	afternoon	,	and	I	think	it	too	good	
not	to	adopt	it	thus,	with	the	newspaper	or	wisely	trying	to	find	some	
light	in	Dante’s	Inferno	(lurid	flames,	you	might	suspect,	which	I	
consider	very	cooly),	time	passes	very	pleasantly	till	we	come	home	
to	coffee.	Clara	got	us	tickets	for	the	French	theatre,	a	capital	lesson	
for	pronunciation	but	none	for	morals.	However	I	like	to	see	
everything.	One	remark	I	have	to	make	of	French	actors	–	these	were	
not	first	rate	but	I	think	they	are	free	from	that	which	we	call	vulgar	–	
that	coarseness	which	repels	one	more	than	anything	I	know	of.	I	
must	mention	,	while	I	think	of	it,	that	Cecilia,	Papa	says	has	not	any	
idea	how	to	teach	a	child.	If	you	could	therefore	send	me	one	or	two	
small	sketches	fit	for	her	you	would	do	them	both	a	service.	Clara	has	
likewise	brought	me	two	botanic	garden	tickets.	We	commit	her	to	
your	joint	care	to	make	her	as	happy	as	the	days	are	long,	you	
precious	darling.	We	embrace	you	both	and	remain	your	loving	
Mother	M	A	M		
Send	me	Wallenstein	to	learn	–	mind	it	must	be	Max.	Is	it	Lapiter	or	
Lassiter		?			
	
	
31	August	1856	from	Emily	to	Mary	Ann	
	
Ny	own	dearest	Mother,	
What	a	darling	you	are	to	write	such	kind	cheerful	letters.	Nothing	
could	be	kinder,	for	you	know	very	well	it	would	be	impossible	to	
enjoy	a	Paradise	if	you	and	our	dear	boy	were	not	happy	at	home.	
Now	I	must	just	write	one	word	to	say	that	we	shall	most	likely	leave	
here	on	Thursday	for	Liverpool	to	go	to	F…..(??)’s	as	we	have	not	
heard	from	Mrs	M…..d(??)	about	Leominster	and	so	I	suppose	her	
poor	mother	is	still	ill	and	F..a(??)	says	any	time	in	her	letter.	Also	
Mrs	Macdonald	invited	us	to	go	to	Dorking	now	and	it	might	seem	a	
slight	if	we	did	not	go	there,	especially	as	her	mother	Mrs	Powell	will	
meet	us	there,	she	may	fancy	that	because	they	are	poor	and	the	
Bannermans	rich	we	don’t	come	to	her	there.	So	we	propose	going	to	
them	on	the	4th,	staying	there	a	fortnight,	come	back	for	a	day,	see	
you	all	and	Mrs	Church,	then	spend	a	few	days	at	Dorking,	then	settle	
in	our	dear	little	home	for	the	winter.	I	should	so	like	you	to	have	a	
holiday	but	I	don’t	see	how	that	is	to	be	done.	Who	would	have	
thought	that	we	could	have	waited	so	comfortably	for	this	money.	We	
must	have	a	trip	you	and	I	if	only	for	a	few	days.	You	must	have	a	
change.	We	are	going	off	to	Raglan	Castle	–	a	long	excursion	–	today,	
to	sketch	the	ruins,	so	I	am	writing	these	few	hurried	lines	before	
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breakfast.	Mr	and	Mrs	Alexander	Powell	arrive	today	and	several	
guests	are	coming	next	week,	so	it’s	as	well	not	to	stay	too	long.	I	
have	begun	a	sketch	of	the	house	for	Mr	and	Mrs	Bannerman	which	I	
hope	will	be	pretty.	We	have	had	much	rainy	weather	but	now	it	is	
quite	cloudless	and	I	often	think	of	dearest	Papa’s	admiration	of	the	
river	as	I	look	on	it	winding	so	beautifully	through	the	smiling	lad.	
Dear	Clara	looks	much	better	so	I	am	sure	you	will	be	satisfied	with	
our	appearance.	Goodbye	darling.	Ask	F(rost???)	to	take	her	spirits	of	
nitre	regularly.	Remember	me	to	F	and	Caroline.	Would	George	mind	
paying	the	wash	bill	and	I	will	pay	him	again.	Goodbye	darling	
Mother,	Ever	your	affectionate	daughter	Emily	Macirone……I	am	
expecting	the	bell	to	ring	any	minute.		
(Note	from	Clara)	Ps.	Only	think	of	the	footman	here,	when	his	
mistress	asked	him	if	he	should	know	me	at	the	railway	when	she	
was	to	meet	me	with	the	carriage,	said	‘Oh	yes,	Ma’am,	that	very	
TALL	young	lady’.	Best	love	to	dear	Mamma	from	her	eldest	
daughter.			
	
31	August	1856	from	Emily	in	Sevenoaks	to	George	and	Mary	
Ann	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	dearest	Mother,	
I	was	indeed	very	glad	to	receive	your	kind	letter	and	read	it	over	
several	times	to	digest	thoroghly	all	the	home	news	it	contains.	I	am	
writing	ot	you	on	the	dear	little	desk	you	gave	me	a	year	ago,	in	the	
front	parlour.	Now	to	answer	your	letter.	In	primis	I	am	very	glad	the	
dear	old	doggie	is	in	a	fair	way	of	recovering.	When	you	see	the	man	
could	you	make	a	point	to	gain	from	him	all	necessary	information	
relating	to	his	diet	–	how	much	and	what	he	ought	to	eat	etc,	and	the	
best	way	to	wash	him	during	the	winter,	as	we	may	as	well	be	able	to	
keep	him	well,	so	–	Next,	I	want	to	know	all	about	Clara’s	movements.	
I	have	not	heard	from	her	since	Saturday	and	do	not	know	where	to	
write	to	her-	certainly	not	to	Kilpayson(??)	.	I	do	not	know	her	
Margate	direction.	However,	as	you	will	know,	I	will	send	a	few	lines	
with	this	letter.	When	does	our	dear	boy	come	home	?	If	he	and	dear	
Clara	be	home	already,	give	them	my	dear	love	and	please	let	them	
read	this	letter.	Next	I	want	to	know	about	Anne	–	when	she	is	going,	
whether	she	is	going	to	her	Uncle	and	Aunt,	and	what	you	have	heard	
from	Mrs	Clarke	–	also	what	has	been	determined	about	Mrs	Berry.	
And	now,	one	thing	more,	-	that	is	that	some	time	before	I	leave,	I	
don’t	care	when	,	I	shall	want	a	few	shillings	–	8/-	would	do	
beautifully	as	I	have	more	than	3,	and	the		expenses	home	will	be	
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about	6/-.	You	ask	me	dearest	Mother	not	to	work	at	the	collar.	I	
assure	you	I	quite	look	forward	to	the	quiet	hour	or	so	I	can	devote	to	
it,	as	embroidery	is	a	most	delightful	occupation.	I	have	been	very	
fortunate	in	my	weather	and	on	Thursday,	Friday	and	Saturday	I	was	
at	work	at	my	picture,	and	I	have	really	much	improved	it.	On	
Thursday	I	painted	up	the	bark	of	the	tree	close	to	Perdita,	and	on	
Friday	I	introduced	several	leaves	in	the	foreground	about	dear	little	
Perdita,	partly	coming	over	her	dress	–	in	body	colour,	O	Clara.	Then	
yesterday	I	worked	at	the	extreme	background	and	had	a	very	happy	
day.	I	had	much	rather	take	a	vacation	from	painting	in	town,	but	it	is	
quite	impossible	for	me	not	to	try	and	improve	my	little	effort.	In	
truth	I	am	growing	afraid	that	I	shall	not	be	able	to	return	by	the	8th	
as	I	so	much	wished	to	do.	It	will	be	very	disappointing	as	I	have	for	
months	looked	forward	to	our	being	all	together	on	that	darling	day.	I	
will	not	fail	to	try	and	get	finished	but	there	are	so	many	reasons	why	
I	should	try	and	make	a	real	success	with	this	picture,	that	so	long	as	I	
can	improve	it	I	shall	be	unwilling	to	leave	my	magnificent	studio.	
The	place	is	so	exactly	what	I	want,	it	is	as	if	it	had	actually	grown	for	
the	picture.	I	find	painting	the	trees	etc,	all	of	which	is	quite	new	to	
me,	really	very	difficult,	and	charming	as	the	subject	is,	I	should	have	
hesitated	painting	it	had	I	known	how	very	difficult	it	would	be.	
However,	‘The	Cavalier’	by	Burton	–	Clara	will	know	the	painting	I	
mean	-		has	shown	me	how	a	picture	in	a	forest	should	be	painted,	
and	however	much	I	may	and	must	fail	in	touch,	I	must	try	and	do	my	
best.	The	day	passes	very	quickly	with	me	during	the	fine	weather.	
We	breakfast	at	eight,	then	I	go	out	to	the	Park	with	my	paint	bag	etc.	
and	turnovers	–	such	nice	turnovers	they	are	–	meat	and	fruit	-	,	then	
dear	little	Clara	comes	to	me	about	three	and	we	are	very	happy	
together.	She	is	very	affectionate	and	caring(?)	so	I	really	enjoy	her	
visits.	About	four	I	set	my	things	in	order	to	come	home,pack	up	my	
board	and	chattels,	and	Clara	carries	the	easel,	I	the	board	and	we	
walk	to	the	Lodge,	about	a	quarter	of	a	mile	from	there.	Last	year	
dear	Uncle	(Edward)used	to	come	sometimes	to	fetch	my	board,	but	I	
prefer	caryying	it	myself	as	I	have	a	great	objection	to	be	any	tie	upon	
him	or	anyone.	I	make	my	bed	every	morning	as	dearest	Mamma	
suggested.	When	I	come	home	there	is	some	meat	pudding	and	tea,	
so	you	see	I	am	very	well	cared	for	and	as	the	dusk	comes	on	I	go	to	
the	little	front	room	and	sing	and	play	all	sorts	of	things.	One	evening	
I	was	playing	dearest	Clara’s	Cantilena	and	Uncle	said	(he	was	
standing	outside	in	the	garden	listening)	‘that	man	must	have	been	
inspired	when	he	wrote	it.	Whose	is	it?’	So	I	said	whose	it	was,	and	
now	he	always	says	‘Play	me	Clara’s’.	I	stumble	frightfully	but	they	
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are	very	patient	and	good	natured,	so	we	get	on	very	well	and	when	I	
have	tried	their	patience	for	a	good	time	I	come	in	and	work	at	my	
collar	while	Uncle	reads	out	loud,	generally	‘The	English	Woman	in	
America’.		We	go	to	bed	about	½	past	10,	so	we	really	are	very	quiet	
people.	I	heard	a	good	deal	about	Charles	Young	from	Uncle	who	
knows	a	young	person	who	lived	in	the	house	at	the	time	of	his	death.	
He	lived	for	four	years	at	the	Steyne,	a	very	respectable	part	of	
Brighton,	and	the	last	year	and	a	half	kept	to	his	room		-	being	almost	
childish,	though	he	was	never	insane,	for	Uncle	asked	that	
particularly.	He	was	irritable	at	times	but	was	much	respected	by	the	
people	generally.	His	son	Julian	Young,	a	clergyman	who	has	two	
benefices,	administered	to	him	the	Sacrament	and	he	and	his	two	
sons	followed	his	father	to	the	grave.	He	was	buried	five	mile	out	of	
Brighton.	Several	families	could	have	followed	him	to	the	grave,	but	
his	son	did	not	wish	it,	(or	they	say	so).	Charles	Young	left	the	whole	
of	his	fortune	to	his	son,	who	is	very	well	off.	His	brother	George	
Young	died	a	fortnight	after	and	left	his	money	to	several	charities	
and	his	domestic,	and	£100	to	his	nephew	Julian	Young,	a	small	
bequest,	but	he	thought	that	he	had	enough.	I	read	the	other	day	a	
pretty	story	of	Charles	Young	meeting	a	poor	woman	in	great	distress	
in	the	streets	on	whom	he	settled	half	a	guinea	a	week	for	life.	She	
was	for	thirty	years	the	recipient	of	his	bounty.	I	do	not	remember	
any	more.	I	shall	be	very	glad	to	receive	a	nice	budget	from	home	
with	one	or	two	letters	from	Clara	,	as	I	really	know	nothing	of	her	
Kilpayson	trip	and	I	am	longing	to	hear	how	she	enjoyed	it.	And	as	to	
George,	I	really	have	seen	and	heard	scarcely	anything	from	him	
since	he	left.	However	we	shall	all	meet	soon	and	then	we	shall	have	
plenty	to	tell	one	another.	And	please	dearest	Mother	when	you	have	
any	spare	time	answer	the	questions	in	the	earliest	part	of	my	letter.	
Not	that	I	am	in	any	hurry	and	I	fancy	that	dearest	Clara	will	be	
returning	from	Kilpayson	and	off	again,	so	that	I	fear	you	will	have	
enough	to	do.	If	dear	Clara	and	I	should	not	be	at	home	on	the	eighth	I	
still	hope	that	you	will	enoy	it,	you	and	George	and	Papa	of	course	to	
be	the	hero	of	the	day.But	I	do	not	despair	of	being	home.	Is	George	
going	to	spend	a	few	days	at	Tottenham	?	He	might	enjoy	it.	Please	
give	my	love	to	darling	Clara	and	darling	boy.	I	will	write	again	soon	
but	as	my	life	is	very	quiet	I	really	have	not	much	to	say.	Would	Clara	
like	my	money	from	Mrs	Glach	£2.16.0	?	I	can	write	if	she	does.	Please	
forward	me	any	letters	to	me.	This	is	lovely	weather	and	we	have	
every	prospect	of	its	continuance.	Goodbye	darling	Papa	and	Mother.	
Your	very	affectionate	daughter	Emily	Macirone		
Aunt	sends	her	love.	Pray	let	me	hear	from		Clara	her	movements.	



Macirone Archive, 1851-1856 

	 -	244	-	

Mamma	and	Clara	–	do	arrange	something	nice	fot	the	8th.	
	
	
 

2 September 1856(?) 

 

Clara Macirone to George and Mary Ann Macirone 

 

 

Dearest Papa and Mamma, 

 

I missed my train – happily there is another at 3, so I am waiting till then. 
The worst is, Mary will be disappointed. I am very sorry I was so tired 
and had a bad headache this morning and so was a wet blanket at home. 
Will you tell Anne that I will pay her all her wages ie: those I had 
calculated, and will not stop the 10/- if this will be pleasanter for you 
and perhaps better for her, and if it makes any difference to her, it will 
be 10/- well spent. I wish I had had a good long talk to her last night and 
denied myself to those visitors. Meantime dearest Mamma I am really 
anxious about you and Papa both and don’t think you take nourishing 
food enough. It makes me quite wretched to think of your dear thin 
face, which looks as dreadfully as if it needed all the good air, rest and 
good living I have had. Pray do what you can to make yourself well. 
Perhaps toast would be better for you than bread. 

Pray make up the parcel very nicely and send it to Miss F Kinderley 50 
Russell Square by Priest and Company and post it carefully so that it do 
not break. Mrs Clark will know cooking better than Anne, and I think if 
you let her make some stews and richer things I will order home some 
ale soon, better than…[?], only will you warn them that their ale is so 
bad that I must get it elsewhere if they do not give you better. I enclose 
a few words to Anne and if you are to read it do pray take care of it, and 
will you dear Mamma send me an account of the £.s.d. you have had.  I 
will pay Keatley when I return £10. Goodbye. Pray keep up your spirits 
for really when I think that we have been (Minnie, George and I) resting 
and getting strength to work and spending so little, and that I shall begin 
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with better health and strength than for a long time and this is the first 
autumn George has had his own income and Minnie getting an 
improving one, so that with yours I feel rather happy to think if I were 
shelved altogether and unable to be more the support myself, there 
would be enough left.  

Love to my dearest Mary if she comes and families. Please send me my 
accounts as I am going to work hard at my books.  

I wish to write a word to Minnie – so goodbye,  

Ever your affectionate child Clara  

	
7	September	1856	from	Emily	to	George	
	
Dearest	Papa,	
It	seems	strange	indeed	that	Clara	and	I	should	be	away	on	this	day	of	
all	days	in	the	year,	but	you	know	how	truly	we	have	wished	to	be	
able	to	be	with	you	though	circumstances	have	all	conspired	to	
prevent	it,	and	although	here	we	are,	all	separate,	but	you	know	I	am	
sure,	darling	Papa	how	our	hearts	are	all	together	and	how	we	all	join	
in	loving	congratulations	and	wishes	that	you	may	enjoy	many	happy	
returns	of	today,	that	we	may	all	with	Heaven’s	blessing	continue	in	
love	and	charity	one	towards	another	and	with	health	to	work	our	
appointed	duties.	I	am	glad	at	any	rate	that	our	dear	boy	is	with	you	
to	represent	us,	and	it	was	a	great	weight		off	my	mind	when	I	heard	
yesterday	that	dear	Aunt	has	so	hospitably	invited	you	all	to	her	
home,	so	that	your	birthday	will	have	some	celebration	after	all.	
Thank	God	we	are	all	in	excellent	health.	I	have	just	had	a	little	wee	
note	from	dearest	Clara	in	good	spirits	and	for	my	own	part	I	am	in	
better	health	than	I	have	been	for	a	very	long	time.	I	have	been	very	
fortunate	in	a	succession	of	lovely	days,	so	that	I	have	worked	at	my	
painting	without	cessation.		I	have	nearly	finished	my	work	and	I	
have	much	improved	the	painting,	as	I	think	at	least.	I	go	out	early	
every	morning	when	dear	little	Clara	goes	to	school	and	go	to	the	
lodge	where	I	leave	my	easel	etc	and	carry	them	to	my	studio	–	a	
knoll	–	a	most	lovely	place	with	fern	an	moss	and	grand	old	beeches	
and	so	sheltered	with	leaves.	I	see	very	few	people,	now	and	then	an	
old	gardener	comes	up	to	me	and	we	indulge	in	a	little	chat.	Then	I	
am	plentifully	supplied	with	meat	turnovers		so	that	I	have	food	for	
the	body	as	well	as	the	mind.	In	the	afternoon	dear	little	Clara	comes	
to	me	and	plays	about.	It	is	the	most	perfectly	quiet	spot	that	you	can	
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imagine.	About	five	I	pack	up	and	get	home	by	a	quarter	after.	Then	
the	tea	is	a	great	business	after	being	out	all	day.	It	is	really	very	kind	
of	them	to	let	me	go	out	as	I	do.	It	is	such	a	great	help	to	my		painting	.	
I	get	seven	or	eight	hours	that	way.	I	shall	also	paint	in	some	flowers	
in	the	picture.		I	am	so	glad	you	and	dearest	mother	and	our	boy	are	
at	Tottenham.	I	longed	for	you	to	have	a	little	change	and	it	happens	
so	fortunately	to	have	come	on	your	birthday.	Goodbye	darling	Papa.	
Best	love	to	dearest	Mother,	our	darling	boy	and	dear	Aunt,	Uncle	
and	cousins.	How	dear	Helena	would	enjoy	sketching	these	forest	
scenes.	In	a	few	days	we	shall	all	be	together	again.	Clara	comes	to	me	
on	Friday	or	Thursday	to	return	Monday	together	.	Ever	your	
affectionate	daughter,	Emily	
	
	
	
20 September1850 

Clara Macirone to George and Mary Ann Macirone 

 

Dearest Papa and Mamma, 

First for business. I wrote at once on receiving S’s[?] message about Mrs 
Berry to Mrs Clark, as I cannot go on with both and shall feel it much 
more to the comfort of every one to make a thorough change. Besides I 
certainly understood from your letter Anne said she would not stop if 
Mrs Berry did not and we could not live in such a hotbed of discomfort 
as keeping both, so I wrote to Mrs Clark telling her I should expect her 
on the 30th unless you or I wrote to her to put it off for a day or two for 
Anne’s comfort, but indeed, dearest Mamma, I had arranged to keep 
Anne solely as a mercy to her, but I must have her stipulate for who does 
the washing. So will you speak to Anne and tell her I have tried to find a 
good place for her and if I can help her I will, but to go on with her and 
Mrs Berry is out of the question. Could you leave the enclosed at Mrs 
Oliver’s. I know she employs thoroughly respectable people, so far so 
good. I feel since Anne’s friends being respectable people will not let her 
want, and as soon as I can get her a good place I will, as I think she 
means to try and correct her faults.  
Uncle George’s letter is excessively kind and God bless him for his 
affection to his far off home with us. But I have no idea of his coming so 
soon as you seem to think.   
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I cannot imagine how I can further be bewildered by the mysterious 
arrangements of the post here. I am now to give my letters to the 
servant before going to bed, so here goes. I left Beaminster in as fine 
and persisting a rain as can distress a poor mortal starting for a two days 
journey, but I had my work, provisions and books in my carpet bag with 
change of dress and sleeping things – all I could want and there was all 
the comfort, for I did nothing but travel in the rain and long stoppages 
between, but it was so pleasant to have my work and books etc that the 
time passed much more pleasantly than if I had been doing and seeing 
nothing particular at home. It was sad to see all the wet corn but we 
trusted a few days rain would only plump it out. So with more stoppages 
than need be I got to Bristol and was put down at a little inn. When I 
arrived and had some lunch I went out again for shopping.   
I must leave off, as the letters must go but I hope to write you a better 
letter next time. Pray write to coz Fred. I am so bewildered with 
incessant writing I don’t get out at all. What with meals, dressing, 
visitors and letters I get no walking.  
All is as happy here and as rosy as possible.  
Ever your affectionate child Clara 
 
	
	
10	September	1856	
	
Emily	Macirone	to	her	parents	and	George	Augustus	Macirone	
	
	
Dearest	Papa	and	Mamma	and	dear	disagreeable	boy,	
	
I	really	shall	be	glad	to	see	you	all	again,	which	happy	event	will	take	
place	next	week.	What	day	I	cannot	say	as	I	do	not	know	myself.	Will	
that	excuse	suffice?	I	have	had	a	letter	from	Clara	begging	to	
postpone	her	visit	here	till	Monday	as	the	Bride	particularly	wished	
her	to	stay	till	then.	So	she	comes	on	that	day	and	we	shall	not	stay	
later	than	Wednesday	I	suppose.		
I	still	continue	working	at	my	picture	as	the	weather	continues	
fortunately	for	me	a	succession	of	lovely	days.	We	shall	be	having	
rainy	weather	but	so	long	as	it	hold	up	and	I	can	improve	my	picture	I	
go	on.	I	had	such	a	Heaven	send	on	Monday	–	Papa’s	birthday	–	a	
lesson	on	my	picture	from	Mr	Stone	the	R.A.	(Frank	Stone	RA	died	
1859	–	his	son	Marcus	drew	for	Dickens)	As	I	was	sitting	painting	
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away	there	passed	an	elderly	gentleman	and	two	children.	They	
passed	on	leisurely	enough	but	(you	know	I	am	on	a	knoll	quite	
above	and	away	from	the	road)	came	back	and	introduced	himself	
and	as	a	brother	artist	he	begged	to	look	at	my	drawing.	He	looked	
away	and	asked	me	some	questions	about	the	painting	and	myself,	
which	I	answered	rather	briefly	as	I	felt	a	reluctance	to	enter	into	
conversation	with	a	perfect	stranger.	He	then	gave	me	his	card.	As	
soon	as	I	saw	the	name	I	was	glad	enough	as	you	may	imagine	and	we	
entered	into	a	long	conversation.	He	was	very	kind	and	praised	my	
drawing	so	much,	really	he	put	fresh	heart	into	me	and	he	gave	me	
some	very	valuable	advice	and	told	me	several	things	I	did	not	know,	
and	helped	me	so	considerably	with	my	painting.	His	cordial	manner	
and	the	way	he	entered	into	my	feelings	on	the	subject	have	given	me	
a	fresh	impetus.	His	advice	will	so	much	improve	my	picture,	and	
though	I	doubt	not	he	praised	my	picture	beyond	its	small	deserts,	
yet	a	little	generous	praise	is	very	cheering	when	one	has	to	struggle	
on	through	many	difficulties.	He	said	I	should	be	more	satisfied	with	
my	painting	when	away	from	Knowle.	He	asked	me	whether	I	did	not	
belong	to	either	of	the	Watercolour	Galleries.	I	have	been	working	
away	harder	than	ever	and	shall	go	today	and	tomorrow	certainly,	as	
I	am	very	anxious	to	get	on	with	it.		
Dear	Uncle	and	Aunt	Edward	are	very	kind,	but	we	go	out	all	day	,	
then	when	I	come	home,	have	some	nice	hot	ragout	and	a	delicious	
cup	of	tea,		I	play	and	sing	about	two	hours	in	the	evening	while	Uncle	
stands	outside	to	listen	–	distance	no	doubt	in	this	instance	lending	
enchantment.		
We	went	on	Tuesday	to	Oxford	where	are	the	ruins	of	an	old	castle	in	
which	lived	Thomas	à	Beckett.	An	Irishman	was	standing	in	the	
doorway	of	the	G…[?]	he	and	a	few	others	had	taken	possession	of	as	
a	dining	room,	and	when	Uncle	Edward	told	him	Thomas	à	Beckett	
lived	there	he	asked	was	he	a	Catholic.	Oh	yes,	said	Uncle…(ends)	
	

	

	
14	September	1856	
	
Emily	Macirone	to	her	parents	and	George	Augustus	Macirone	
		
	
Dearest	Darling	Papa	and	Mother	and	my	best	of	boys,	
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How	glad	I	was	to	see	your	handwriting	again.	I	fear	I	cannot	write	a	
long	letter	as	the	post	goes	off	early,	so	I	must	give	you	a	rapid	
condensation	of	my	news.	We	shall	not	be	home	before	Friday	very	
likely.	The	air	and	everything	agrees	with	us	so	much	and	dearest	
Clara	is	now	with	us.	We	are	all	very	happy	and	you	will	be	glad	to	
hear	that	I	had	another	and	a	much	longer	visit	from	Mr	Stone	on	
Thursday	when	he	gave	me	some	extremely	valuable	instruction.	His	
manner	was	so	kind	and	gentlemanly	that	I	could	not	but	enjoy	his	
visits.	He	came	on	Friday	and	in	the	afternoon	he	introduced	his	wife	
and	the	children.	I	have	really	much	improved	my	painting	and	shall	
go	tomorrow,	if	the	weather	be	fine,	to	have	another	touch	at	it.	
Yesterday	was	the	first	day	I	was	prevented	from	going	to	my	darling	
studio	from	the	rain.	So	really	yesterday	was	the	second	time	I	had	
stayed	at	home	on	a	weekday	since	my	arrival.	Mr	Stone	said	I	had	
studied	nature	so	reverently	–	I	think	I	enjoyed	that	more	than	
anything	he	said	as	it	expresses	so	much	my	feeling	of	veneration	for	
the	wonderful	beauty	around	me.		He	said	several	times	he	liked	my	
composition	very	much.	I	really	feel	ashamed	of	repeating	all	these	
things,	but	that	I	know	how	my	own	dearest	mother	enjoys	it.	He	was	
extremely	kind	and	told	me	so	many	things	that	will	be	of	perpetual	
use	to	me.	When	he	was	going	on	Friday	I	felt	it	might	be	the	last	time	
I	might	see	him	as	I	intended	finishing	that	day,	and	I	shook	hands	
with	him	and	told	him	how	much	I	felt	his	great	kindness.	He	then	
intimated	a	wish	to	know	my	name	which	of	course	I	told	him.	He	
then	said	he	had	heard	it	from	the	Foges[?]	and	we	had	a	little	more	
conversation	and	he	went.	His	manner	has	been	throughout	so	very	
kind	and	so	gentlemanly	and	respectful	that	I	felt	able	to	enjoy	
thoroughly	his	very	valuable	instruction.	It	was	only	at	the	last	he	
enquired	my	name,	so	little	did	he	show	any	intrusive	curiosity	or	
wish	to	push	himself	further	into	my	confidence	than	I	liked.	His	bow	
to	me	on	parting	was	as	if	I	had	been	a	Grandee	in	a	large	assembly,	
not	a	female	young	artist	in	Knowle	Park	alone.	I	went	on	working	
away	with	his	advice	and	was	interrupted	by	a	shower	which	came	
on	fast,	so	that	I	was	forced	to	discontinue.	Afterwards	I	managed	to	
paint	with	part	of	my	painting	covered	and	an	umbrella	when	I	heard	
‘Miss	Macirone’	and	saw	Mr	and	Mrs	Stone	and	two	children.	‘This	is	
one	of	the	inconveniences	of	an	artist’s	life’	said	Mr	Stone.	However	I	
went	on	painting	away.	He	said	I	had	done	the	very	thing	he	wanted	
and	then	went	away.	Shortly	after	dearest	Clara	came.		
We	were	O	very	merry	that	evening	and	had	some	music.	I	fear	I	must	
leave	off.	Goodbye,	dearest	Mother,	Papa	and	darling	boy.	Love	to	
Aunt	and	Uncle	and	cousins.	I	am	very	sorry	to	hear	of	dear	Fred’s	
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accident.	I	shall	hope	to	hear	a	better	account	of	him.	We	come	home	
on	Friday.	We	go	tomorrow	to	Knowle	and	shall	sketch	etc	the	other	
days.	I	have	not	shewn	my	first	earrings[?]	to	Uncle	and	Aunt.	I	am	so	
glad	you	are	having	a	pleasant	time.	I	was	longing	for	you	to	go	to	
Tottenham.	Goodbye		darlings.		
Your	very	affectionate	daughter	and	sister,	Emily	Macirone		
	
				
	
17	September	1856		
	
Clara	and	Emily	Macirone	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
	
	
Dearest	Mother,	
	
We	have	had	our	arrangements	turned	topsy-turvy	by	this	objection	
to	our	coming	home	in	that	way,	so	we	are	to	come	home	by	the	8	
o’clock	omnibus	tomorrow,	Friday	and	shall	be	home	by	12	o’clock,	
and	I	should	like	some	tea	or	coffee	and	anything	else	you	like,	but	
not	dinner.	Let	us	all	dine	together	when	our	wandering	minister	of	
government	comes	home.	We	gain	time	this	way	and	will	you	have	a	
pudding	or	pie	for	dinner	and	some	hot	meat	of	any	kind	but	not	
boiled	meat.	I	only	mention	this	because	I	want	to	keep	strong	and	
when	I	am	tired	I	can’t	manage	everything	in	the	way	of	dinner.	I	
have	written	to	our	dear	Mary	and	asked	her	to	come	tomorrow	
evening	and	we	will	tell	you	all	news	when	we	come.	You	will	not	
receive	this	much	before	we	come	as	we	shall	be	home	by	12	
perhaps,	or	from	that	to	1.0.		
God	bless	you	dearest	Papa	and	Mamma.	We	shall	be	truly	glad	to	be	
home	again	though	I	should	almost	like	to	have	my	holidays	over	
again,	and	trust	never,	never	to	have	another	year	without	them.	
Your	affectionate	child	Clara.		
Of	course	I	don’t	know	if	Mary	can	come.		
Dearest	Mother,	We	shall	not	be	with	you	before	1.0.	Goodbye	
darling.	God	bless	you,	Emily	
	
	
	
18	September	1856	
	
Mary	Ann	Macirone	to	Charles	Lowe	in	Berlin	
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My	dear	Mr	Lowe,	
	
It	seems	strange	and	almost	incomprehensible	even	to	myself	that	I	
should	so	long	have	delayed	writing	to	you,	or	have	left	dear	
Frederick’s	letter	long	unanswered.	Heaven	knows	how	frequently	I	
have	thought	of	you	both,	and	wished	you	could	be	here,	to	sooth	the	
sorrow	we	could	sympathize	with	best,	not	remove.	I	know	the	loving	
gentle	nature	of	my	dear	Aunt.	We	had	been	so	much	occupied	last	
Spring,	that	although	I	had	much	to	tell	her	that	would	have	amused	
and	have	given	her	pleasure,	yet	I	deferred	writing	to,	as	Festus	said,	
a	more	convenient	season,	and	shall	ever	regret	the	opportunity	lost	
of	giving	her	pleasure.	Dear	Frederick	said	she	had	a	small	
remembrance	she	intended	sending	me.	I	shall	ever	value	it	for	the	
sake	of	her	loving	kindness	and	days	gone	by.	When	we	received	
Frederick’s	last	letter	Clara	and	Emily	were	just	leaving	home.	Clara	
had	given	a	concert	rather	unexpectedly	and	consequently	had	much	
fatigue	–	this,	added	to	her	professional	duties	and	accepting	her	too	
frequent	invitations	(which	however	could	not	be	refused	without	
causing	offence)	had	made	rest	necessary.	She	therefore	accepted	a	
few	invitations	to	the	sea	coast	on	the	South	of	England	where	Emily	
also	has	been	staying,	nor	do	they	return	till	next	week	when	they	
will	resume	their	professional	duties.	If	dear	Frederick	could	find	
employment	in	England	even	for	a	time,	the	change	would	I	am	sure	
be	of	great	service	to	you	both	and	my	sister’s	charming	home	and	
family	and	our	girls’	professional	pursuits	would	be	a	source	of	
interest	and	pleasure	to	you	both.	Being	now	on	a	visit	to	Tottenham	
I	cannot		send	you	as	I	had	intended	the	programme	of	Clara’s	
concert	where	much	of	her	original	music	was	introduced.	When	any	
of	it	is	published	I	will	send	copies	to	Frederick	if	he	be	not	here	to	
receive	it	himself	in	person.	Emily	is	getting	on	in	Art	and	some	of	her	
drawings	were	shown	to	the	Queen	who	praised	them	and	said	she	
must	have	worked	very	hard	and	have	always	done	her	best.	Emily	is	
to	send	her	next	paintings	to	the	Palace	and	she	is	working	hard	at	
her	Uncle	Edward’s	at	Sevenoaks	in	Kent	where	he	lives	in	that	most	
beautiful	part	of	the	country	on	a	retiring	pension	with	a	very	good	
and	kind	wife	and	fine	little	girl	of	about	8	years	of	age	whose	
education	is	to	them	a	source	of	interest	and	pleasure.	My	brother’s	
two	boys	are	in	Australia,	and	we	are	expecting	my	brother	George	to	
return	some	time	this	year	if	he	can	sell	his	farm.	I	forgot	to	say	the	
subject	of	Emily’s	picture	is	Florizel	and	Perdita	in	the	Winter’s	Tale.	I	
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long	to	see	it	and	will	write	if	any	good	results	from	it.	Our	son	
George	is	now	in	the	Admiralty	and	we	feel	it	a	great	comfort	to	have	
him	with	us.	I	wish	dear	Frederick	could	be	here,	with	his	talents	and	
economical	habits	I	should	think	he	could	live	very	happily	here	and	I	
am	sure	my	sister	who	always	valued	him	would	not	fail	in	her	
hospitable	kindness,	nor	I	in	loving	welcome	to	you	both.	His	native	
air	would	most	probably	promote	his	improved	heath…(ends)	
	

	

	
29	October	1856		
	
From	?	in	Geelong	Australia	to	George	Perriman	in	Tasmania	
(forwarded)	

	
My	dear	Mr	Perriman,	
	
I	lose	no	time	in	writing	to	let	you	know,	that	Thompson	has	stayed	
with	us	a	week	and	went	away	yesterday	to	go	to	Melbourne.	He	has	
improved	a	good	deal	in	manner	and	appearance	and	I	should	judge	
that	he	is	at	least	not	a	drunkard,	though	fond	of	amusements	and	
what	he	calls	seeing	life	and	fun,	in	which	he	says	he	spends	all	he	
earns.	Of	course	he	considered	our	country	life	here	unbearably	dull	
and	he	could	not	conceive	how	we	could	live	where	there	is	no	
township.	You	will	learn	more	of	him	than	I	can	otherwise	tell	you	by	
taking	his	own	account	of	what	he	has	been	doing.		Besides	gold-
digging	occasionally	he	has	been	a	stockrider,	a	sly-grog	seller,	not	as	
principal	but	as	a	partner,	a	tent	builder	and	rough	carpenter.	Once	
he	was	head	cook	at	the	Criterion	Hotel		-	the	most	stylish	flash	house	
in	Melbourne	as	you	may	grasp	from	the	fact	that	they	they	charged	
£100	a	night	for	their	Bridal	Chambers.	But	his	chief	employment	has	
been	theatrical	–	singing	and	performing	–	such	as	one	of	the	witches	
in	Macbeth	at	the	Theatre	Royal	Melbourne	and	going	the	rounds	of	
the	diggings	with	a	party	of	serenaders	playing	the	banjo.	He	has	not	
been	married	as	reported	which	he	regrets,	as	he	thinks	with	a	good	
wife	he	might	have	saved	much	that	he	has	spent	in	seeing	life	and	
fun.		
Though	he	has	not	seen	George	he	has	heard	of	him	within	two	
months	when	he	was	up	as	a	witness	in	a	police	case	and	was	
committed	for	laughing	at	the	Magistrate.	Thompson	thinks	he	lives	
chiefly	by	washing	old	stuff	and	when	he	can	get	a	few	penny	weights	
spending	it	in	drink.	George	once	went	as	a	shepherd	but	Thompson	
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looks	upon	this	as	worse	than	death.	Thompson	has	promised	me	to	
advertise	for	George.	This	is	a	brief	account	of	what	I	have	been	able	
to	gather	of	their	mode	of	life.	I	was	anxious	to	give	Thompson	my	
best	advice	and...(ends)	
	

	

	
7	November	1856	
	
Charles	Lowe	in	Berlin	to	Mary	Ann	Macirone	
	
		
My	dear	Mary	Ann,	
	
Your	kind	condoling	lines	to	Frederick	and	myself	have	been	most	
gratifying	to	both	of	us,	as	they	show	that	we	are	not	forgotten	by	our	
dear	relations	in	England.	These	thoughts	are	soothing	to	our	
sorrows	which	we	must	make	up	our	minds	to	bear	with	submission.	
As	you	so	feelingly	say	‘Religion	alone	can	give	peace	to	the	bereaved	
heart’	and	our	hopes	in	our	forlorn	condition	must	be	fixed	beyond	
the	grave,	far	beyond	this	world	of	trouble	which	your	poor	departed	
Aunt	could	only		have	regretted	in	leaving	those	she	loved,	where	
there	can	be	no	doubt	that	after	shaking	off	this	mortal	coil	she	is	
enjoying	peace	and	perfect	happiness.	But	we	are	constantly	
reminded	of	our	unexpected	and	irreparable	loss	and	if	
circumstances	had	allowed	it,	change	of	scene,	Frederick’s	native	air,	
and	the	sight	of	long	absent	friends,	might	have	contributed	towards	
lightening	the	sorrows	for	a	short	time.	As	for	his	leaving	Berlin	
entirely,	that	is	not	to	be	thought	of,	for	although	times	are	bad	
enough	and	he	labours	under	great	disadvantages,	he	could	not	
expect	to	get	constant	and	lucrative	employment	in	London	directly.	
We	notice	in	the	‘Times’	the	case	of	an	Hungarian	of	the	name	of	Beck	
who	was	master	of	twelve	languages	and	instructed	in	German	at	
Hull	where	he	actually	died	of	starvation.	This	is	no	encouragement	,	
seeing	likewise	the	number	of	German	and	French	teachers	
advertising.	At	the	same	time	we	feel	greatly	obliged	by	your	kind	
invitation	and	should	have	been	very	glad	to	avail	ourselves	of	the	
same	but	for	the	aforesaid	reasons.		
We	feel	much	interested	in	your	accounts	of	your	daughters’	success	
in	their	respective	pursuits		and	trust	that	Clara	has	succeeded	in	her	
concert	to	her	utmost	wishes	and	expectations.	What	you	mention	
with	regard	to	Emily’s	drawings	having	been	shewn	to	the	Queen	and	
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the	praise	bestowed	on	her	work	by	the	Queen	and	by	Mr	Frank	
Stone	gives	rise	to	great	hopes	for	the	future,	and	we	both	wish	to	be	
be	with	you	to	sympathise	in	their	pursuits	and	to	relieve	for	some	
time	the	melancholy	that	oppresses	us.	I	shall	be	glad	to	hear	from	
you	soon	of	some	good	results	from	Emily’s	picture.		
We	never	had	a	line	from	either	of	your	brothers	since	we	left	
England.	I	hope	they	have	not	forgotten	their	poor	Aunt	and	that	they	
still	have	relations	in	the	world.	It	must	be	a	great	comfort	to	your	
brother	Edward	that	he	could	live	on	a	retiring	pension	with	his	wife	
and	child,	may	he	long	enjoy	these	blessings.		
I	have	heard	from	my	Charles	(in	America)dated	September	14.	We	
had	intended	the	melancholy	tidings	to	be	broken	to	him	gradually	
by	his	sister-in-law	who	lives	on	an	adjoining	farm	and	to	whom	we	
wrote	to	prepare	him,	but	he	happened	to	call	on	them	the	day	our	
letter	arrived,	so	it	came	upon	him	quite	unprepared.	He	had	always	
been	so	fond	of	his	poor	dear	mother	and	writes	an	uncommonly	
mournful	letter.	He	says	he	feels	quite	overcome	with	this	sad	event	
and	nearly	incapable	of	writing.	He	hoped	to	have	been	able	to	come	
to	Europe	(on	a	visit	to	us)	after	a	few	years	when	he	could	leave	the	
farm	to	the	management	of	his	wife	and	eldest	son,	but	now	our	
happy	circle	is	broken	up	–	he	goes	on	in	this	sad	strain	which	has	
only	served	to	renew	our	grief.	He	has	not	had	any	good	luck	of	late	
as	he	informs	us	of	another	misfortune.	His	wife	having	been	quite	a	
sufferer	lately	with	a	felon	on	the	thumb	of	her	right	hand	which	the	
surgeon	had	to	cut	twice	over.	He	is	afraid	she	will	lose	the	use	of	her	
thumb	in	consequence.	Only	think	of	this	happening	to	a	farmer’s	
wife	who	has	always	been	most	active	in	her	domestic	concerns.	His	
children,	he	says,	continue	well	and	hearty.	He	has	six	children,	three	
living	by	his	first	wife	and	three	by	his	second.	He	also	complains	of	
the	harvest	being	bad	through	the	entire	Western	country	caused	by	
the	continued	drought	which	has	prevailed	all	the	summer.	This	is	a	
great	loss	to	the	farmers.	
We	send	you	through	Messrs	Asher	and	Co.	Booksellers	of	this	city,	a	
memorial	of	your	poor	Aunt,	a	worked	Lamp-mat	which	she	intended	
for	you	long	before	her	departure.	It	goes	in	Asher	and	Co’s	box	to	
their	agent	in	London,	D.Nutt	of	Fleet	Street	by	whom	it	will	be	sent	
to	you.	It	is	a	mere	trifle	but	I	know	you	will	value	it	for	the	sake	of	
the	departed.		
I	was	glad	to	see	that	your	son	George	has	got	a	situation	at	the	
Admiralty.	Having	once	obtained	employment	in	a	Government	office	
he	may	consider	himself	provided	for,	and	will	not	be	subject	to	the	
struggles	for	existence	which	it	requires	great	strength	of	mind	and	
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character	not	to	break	down	under.	Frederick	joins	me	in	kindest	
remembrances	to	you	and	Mr	Macirone,	who	we	were	pleased	to	see	
by	your	letter	continues	in	the	enjoyment	of	good	health	and	spirits.	
Hoping	we	shall	soon	hear	from	you	again,	as	your	letters	are	always	
most	welcome.		
Believe	me	dear	Mary	Ann		
Yours	affectionately	Chas.	S	Lowe	
	
	
	
4	December	1856	
	
Mary	Cowden	Clarke	to	Clara	Macirone	
	
	
Dear	Madam,	
	
My	sister	Clara’s	(Clara	Novello	Gigliucci)	approaching	visit	to	
England	affords	me	an	opportunity	of	sending	you	a	line	of	thanks	for	
the	obliging	terms	in	which	you	alluded	to	the	pleasure	you	had	
received	from	his	wife’s	writing	when	you	last	communicated	with	
Mr	Cowden	Clarke.	It	is	always	pleasant	to	find	that	our	pen-and-ink	
fancies	have	met	with	approval,	and	–	still	more	–	have	afforded	
recreation	of	spirit	to	other	minds;	but	most	especially	is	it	delightful,	
when	those	minds	are	of	a	highly	refined	order,	with	native	taste,	
feeling	and	cultivated	imagination.	
Had	I	not	learned,	my	dear	Madam,	from	my	sister	Clara,	that	yours	
was	of	this	character,	I	should	have	discovered	it	upon	hearing	a	
certain	charming	‘Lullaby’	song,	which	she	sang	to	us	here	the	other	
evening.		It	is	delicious	music		-	appealing	direct	to	the	heart,	and	I	
thank	you	for	it	cordially.		
My	husband	and	brother	desire	me	to	join	their	kindest	
remembrances	with	this	word	of	sincere	acknowledgement	from	
Your	much	obliged	Mary	Cowden	Clarke	
	


