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LXXVI. Emerson to Carlyle

Concord,
1 July, 1842

My DEAR CARLYLE,—

I have lately received from our slow friends, James Munroe & Co., $246 on
account of their sales of the Miscellanies,—and I enclose a bill of Exchange for
£51, which cost $246.50. It is a long time since I sent you any sketch of the
account itself, and indeed a long time since it was posted, as the booksellers say;
but I will find a time & a clerk also for this.

I have had no word from you for a long space. You wrote me a letter from Scotland
after the death of your wife's mother, and full of pity for me also; and since, I have
heard nothing. I confide that all has gone well & prosperously with you; that the
iron Puritan is emerging from the Past, in shape & stature as he lived; and you are
recruited by sympathy & content with your picture; and that the sure repairs of
time & love & active duty have brought peace to the orphan daughter's heart. My
friend Alcott must also have visited you before this, and you have seen whether
any relation could subsist betwixt men so differently excellent. His wife here has
heard of his arrival on your coast,—no more. I submitted to what seemed a
necessity of petty literary patriotism,—I know not what else to call it,—& took
charge of our thankless little Dial, here, without subscribers enough to pay even a
publisher, much less any laborer; it has no penny for editor or contributor, nothing
but abuse in the newspapers, or, at best, silence; but it serves as a sort of portfolio,
to carry about a few poems or sentences which would otherwise be transcribed and
circulated; and always we are waiting when somebody shall come & make it good.
But I took it, as I said, & it took me, and a great deal of good time, to a small
purpose. I am ashamed to compute how many hours & days these chores consume
for me. I had it fully in my heart to write at large leisure in noble mornings opened
by prayer or by readings of Plato or whomsoever else is dearest to the Morning
Muse, a chapter on Poetry,—for which all readings all studies are but preparation;
but now it is July, and my chapter is rudest beginnings. Yet when I go out of doors
in the summer night, & see how high the stars are, I am persuaded that there is time
enough, here or somewhere, for all that I must do; and the good world manifests
very little impatience. Stearns Wheeler the Cambridge tutor, a good Grecian, and
the editor, you will remember, of your American Editions, is going to London in
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August probably, and on to Heidelberg, &c. He means, I believe, to spend two
years in Germany, and will come to see you on his way; a man whose too facile &
good-natured manners do some injustice to his virtues, to his great industry & real
knowledge. He has been corresponding with your Tennyson & editing his Poems
here. My mother, my wife, my two little girls, are well; the youngest, Edith, is the
comfort of my days. Peace & Love be with you, with you both, & all that is yours!
R. W. EMERsON

In our present ignorance of Mr. Alcott's address I advised his wife to write fo your
Care, as he was also charged to keep you informed of his place. You may therefore
receive letters for him with this.



LXXVII. Carlyle to Emerson

Chelsea,
London,
19 July, 1842

My pEAR EMERSON,—

Lest Opportunity again escape me, I will take her, this time, by the forelock, and
write while the matter is still hot. You have been too long without hearing of me;
far longer, at least, than I meant. Here is a second Letter from you, besides various
intermediate Notes by the hands of Friends, since that Templand Letter of mine:
the Letter arrived yesterday; my answer shall get under way today.

First under the head of business let it be authenticated that the Letter enclosed a
Draft for £51; a new, unexpected munificence out of America; which is ever and
anon dropping gifts upon me,—to be received, as indeed they partly are, like
Manna dropped out of the sky; the gift of unseen Divinities! The last money I got
from you changed itself in the usual soft manner from dollars into sovereigns, and
was what they call "all right,"—all except the little Bill (of Eight Pounds and odds,
I think) drawn on Fraser's Executors by Brown (Little and Brown?); which Bill the
said Executors having refused for I know not what reason, I returned it to Brown
with note of the dishonor done it, and so the sum still stands on his Books in our
favor. Fraser's people are not now my Booksellers, except in the matter of your
Essays and a second edition of Sartor; the other Books I got transferred to a certain
pair of people named "Chapman and Hall, 186 Strand"; which operation, though (I
understand) it was transacted with great and vehement reluctance on the part of the
Fraser people, yet produced no quarrel between them and me, and they still
forward parcels, &c., and are full of civility when I see them:—so that whether this
had any effect or none in their treatment of Brown and his Bill I never knew; nor
indeed, having as you explained it no concern with B's and their affairs, did I ever
happen to inquire. I avoid all Booksellers; see them rarely, the blockheads; study
never to think of them at all. Booksales, reputation, profit &c &c: all this at present
is really of the nature of an encumbrance to me; which I study, not without success,
to sweep almost altogether out of my head. One good is still possible to me in Life,
one only: To screw a little more work out of myself, my miserable, despicable, yet
living, acting, and so far imperial and celestial Self, and this, God knows, is
difficulty enough without any foreign one!
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You ask after Cromwell: ask not of him; he is like to drive me mad. There he lies,
shining clear enough to me, nay glowing, or painfully burning; but far down; sunk
under two hundred years of Cant, Oblivion, Unbelief, and Triviality of every kind:
through all which, and to the top of all which, what mortal industry or energy will
avail to raise him! A thousand times I have rued that my poor activity ever took
that direction. The likelihood still is that I may abandon the task undone. I have
bored thro' the dreariest mountains of rubbish; I have visited Naseby Field, and
how many other unintelligible fields and places; I have &c &c:—alas, what a talent
have I for getting into the Impossible! Meanwhile my studies still proceed; I even
take a ghoulish kind of pleasure in raking through these old bone-houses and
burial-aisles now; I have the strangest fellowship with that huge Genius of Deatn
(universal president there), and catch sometimes, through some chink or other,
glimpses into blessed ulterior regions,—blessed, but as yet altogether silent. There
is no use of writing of things past, unless they can be made in fact things present:
not yesterday at all, but simply today and what it holds of fulfilment and of
promises is ours: the dead ought to bury their dead, ought they not? In short, I am
very unfortunate, and deserve your prayers,—in a quiet kind of way! If you lose
tidings of me altogether, and never hear of me more,—consider simply that I have
gone to my natal element, that the Mud Nymphs have sucked me in; as they have
done several in their time!

Sterling was here about the time your Letters to him came: your American reprint
of his pieces was naturally gratifying him much. He seems getting yearly more
restless; necessitated to find an outlet for himself, unable as yet to do it well. I
think he will now write Review Articles for a while; which craft is really, perhaps,
the one he is fittest for hitherto. I love Sterling: a radiant creature; but very
restless;—incapable either of rest or of effectual motion: aurora borealis and sheet
lightning; which if it could but concentrate itself, as I [say] always—!—We had
much talk; but, on the whole, even his talk is not much better for me than silence at
present. Me miserum!

Directly about the time of Sterling's departure came Alcott, some two weeks after I
had heard of his arrival on these shores. He has been twice here, at considerable
length; the second time, all night. He is a genial, innocent, simple-hearted man, of
much natural intelligence and goodness, with an air of rusticity, veracity, and
dignity withal, which in many ways appeals to one. The good Alcott: with his long,
lean face and figure, with his gray worn temples and mild radiant eyes; all bent on
saving the world by a return to acorns and the golden age; he comes before one like
a kind of venerable Don Quixote, whom nobody can even laugh at without loving!
I could like much to speak with him, were it not that there is no keeping of him
from his one topic long together; and my hopeless unbelief in that, and indeed in
the whole scope of his present sally into modern existence (as little better than one
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of Quixote's), evidently gives him pain. We differ, so far as I can yet compute,
from the very centre. His aim is, it would seem, to be something, and become a
universal blessing thereby; my fixed long-growing conviction is that a man had
better not attempt to be anything, but struggle with the whole soul of him to do
something; on "vegetable diet," or what diet and conditions soever he can suitablest
come at, and make safe truce and armed neutrality with the world by means of:
them, having cleared a little free space for himself, let him work, in God's name,
say I: then let him live on vegetables, and be happy and godlike, says Brownson;
an enterprise terribly infested with latenet Demons (vanity &c), and in brief, as 1
believe, incompetent to Adam's children in this Earth! I do not want another Simon
Stylites, however cunning his pillar may be. In short, I will speak no more with
Alcot about his vegetables (if I can possibly avoid it), but question him on
Emerson, on New England, on a thousand things on which his tidings are well
worth hearing. The disease of Puritanism was Antinomianism;—very strange, does
that still affect the ghost of Puritanism?—

My poor Wife is still weak, overshadowed with sorrow: her loss is great, the loss
almost as of the widow's mite; for except her good Mother she had almost no
kindred left; and as for friends—they are not rife in this world.—God be thanked
withal they are not entirely non-extant! Have I not a Friend, and Friends, tho' they
too are in sorrow? Good be with you all. T. CARLYLE

Mr Alcott's two Letters were forwarded yesterday; not indeed to his address, for I
do not know that; but to a man who lives in the close neighbourhood & knows and
will find him.

By far the valuablest thing that Alcott brought me was the newspaper report of
Emerson's last Lectures in New York. Really a right wholesome thing; radiant,
fresh as the morning; a thing worth reading; which accordingly I clipped from the
Newspaper, and have in a state of assiduous circulation to the comfort of many.—I
cannot bid you quit the Dial, tho' it, too, alas, is Antinomian somewhat! Perge,
perge, nevertheless.—And so now an end. T.C.



LXXVIII. Carlyle to Emerson

Chelsea,
London,
29 August, 1842

My pEAR EMERSON,—

This, morning your new Letter, of the 15th August, has arrived; exactly one
fortnight old: thanks to the gods and steam-demons! I already, perhaps six weeks
ago, answered your former Letter,—acknowledging the manna-gift of the £51, and
other things; nor do I think the Letter can have been lost, for I remember putting it
into the Post-Office myself. Today I am on the eve of an expedition into Suffolk,
and full of petty business: however, I will throw you one word, were it only to
lighten my own heart a little. You are a kind friend to me, and a precious;—and
when I mourn over the impotence of Human Speech, and how each of us, speak or
write as he will, has to stand dumb, cased up in his own unutterabilities, before his
unutterable Brother, I feel always as if Emerson were the man I could soonest #ry
to speak with,—were I within reach of him! Well; we must be content. A pen is a
pen, and worth something; though it expresses about as much of a man's meaning
perhaps as the stamping of a hoof will express of a horse's meaning; a very poor
expression indeed!

Your bibliopolic advice about Cromwell or my next Book shall be carefully
attended, if I live ever to write another Book! But I have again got down into
primeval Night; and live alone and mute with the Manes, as you say; uncertain
whether I shall ever more see day. I am partly ashamed of myself; but cannot help
it. One of my grand difficulties I suspect to be that I cannot write two Books at
once; cannot be in the seventeenth century and in the nineteenth at one and the
same moment; a feat which excels even that of the Irishman's bird: "Nobody but a
bird can be in two places at once!" For my heart is sick and sore in behalf of my
own poor generation; nay, I feel withal as if the one hope of help for it consisted in
the possibility of new Cromwells and new Puritans: thus do the two centuries stand
related to me, the seventeenth worthless except precisely in so far as it can be made
the nineteenth; and yet let anybody #ry that enterprise! Heaven help me.—I believe
at least that I ought zo hold my tongue; more especially at present.
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Thanks for asking me to write you a word in the Dial. Had such a purpose struck
me long ago, there have been many things passing through my head,—march-
marching as they ever do, in long drawn, scandalous Falstaff-regiments (a man
ashamed to be seen passing thro' Coventry with such a set!)—some one of which,
snatched out of the ragged rank, and dressed and drilled a little, might perhaps fitly
have been saved from Chaos, and sent to the Dial. In future we shall be on the
outlook. I love your Dial, and yet it is with a kind of shudder. You seem to me in
danger of dividing yourselves from the Fact of this present Universe, in which
alone, ugly as it is, can I find any anchorage, and soaring away after Ideas, Beliefs,
Revelations, and such like,—into perilous altitudes, as I think; beyond the curve of
perpetual frost, for one thing! I know not how to utter what impression you give
me; take the above as some stamping of the fore-hoof. Surely I could wish you
returned into your own poor nineteenth century, its follies and maladies, its blind
or half-blind, but gigantic toilings, its laughter and its tears, and trying to evolve in
some measure the hidden Godlike that lies in it;—that seems to me the kind of feat
for literary men. Alas, it is so easy to screw one's self up into high and ever higher
altitudes of Transcendentalism, and see nothing under one but the everlasting
snows of Himmalayah, the Earth shrinking to a Planet, and the indigo firmament
sowing itself with daylight stars; easy for you, for me: but whither does it lead? I
dread always, To inanity and mere injuring of the lungs!—"Stamp, Stamp,
Stamp!"— Well, I do believe, for one thing, a man has no right to say to his own
generation, turning quite away from it, "Be damned!" It is the whole Past and the
whole Future, this same cotton-spinning, dollar-hunting, canting and shrieking,
very wretched generation of ours. Come back into it, I tell you;—and so for the
present will "stamp" no more.

The food Alcott and I have prospered, I am afraid, almost as ill as it was possible
for two honest men kindly affected towards one another to do. How much he
understands about me I know not; but what, how much or how little I understand
about him, he knows still less. The third time we met, little Browning Paracelsus
was here, a neat dainty little fellow, speaking in the Cockney quiz-dialect; to whom
poor Alcott's vegetable-diet concern was as ridiculous as it could be to most. They
did not prosper together; I walked up to town with them, and still no prosperity:
Browning at length went away; and then the exasperated Sage did speak, and when
we two came to part, answered my, "When shall I see you again?" by a solemn
"Never, I guess!" It was really too ridiculous: however, there was no help; and I
have not seen him again; nor, as I never could learn his address, does any remedy
seem possible. He is a rustic man; ignorant of the life-methods of civilized men,
which civilized men have adopted that they may not be intolerable to one another;
no apparently has he the faintest notion to learn them. I told him, "All this thing
that we saw around (head of St. James's Street, with Piccadilly, with England) "had
been existing now for a matter of two thousand years, not on his behalf at all, but
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on its own only, and had never heard of him till yesterday: why would he get angry
that it did not all at once turn round and shape itself according to his image!" In
vain: the excellence of the vegetable philosophophy, and conquest of the world by
a return to acorns and the primeval innocence, seemed so indubitable, that he did
think it at least deserved a serious consideration from the oldest St James's Street
and Piccadilly:—Ah me!

If there be still time, which I doubt there is not, I wish you would tell this good
man that my whole heart is kindly affected to him; that I do esteem his Potatoe-
gospel a mere imbecillity which cannot be discussed in this busy world at this time
of day;—but that he ought really to come back to me! That I shall rejoice to see
him again; and not bore him, if I can help it, if he will avoid boring me.—His
Letters, of which there came three this morning, I always put in a track which I
know attains him, among some connexions he has at Richmond.— —Adieu, my
friend; I must not add a word more. My Wife is out on a visit; it is to bring her
back that I am now setting forth for Suffolk. I hope to see Ely too, and St. Ives, and
Huntingdon, and various Cromwelliana. My blessings on the Concord Household
now and always. Commend me expressly to your Wife and your Mother. Farewell,
dear friend. T. CARLYLE



LXXIX. Emerson to Carlyle

Concord,
15 October, 1842

My DEAR CARLYLE,—

I am in your debt for at least two letters since I sent you any word. I should be well
content to receive one of these stringent epistles of bark & steel & mellow wine
with every day's post, but as there is no hope that more will be sent without my
writing to signify that these have come, I hereby certify that I love you well and
prize all your messages. I read with special interest what you say of these English
studies, and I doubt not the Book is in steady progress again. We shall see what
change the changed position of the author will make in the book. The first History
expected its public; the second is written to an expecting people. The tone of the
first was proud,—to defiance; we will see if applauses have mitigated the master's
temper. This time he has a hero, and we shall have a sort of standard to try, by the
hero who fights, the hero who writes. Well; may grand & friendly spirits assist the
work in all hours; may impulses & presences from that profound world which
makes & embraces the whole of humanity, keep your feet on the Mount of Vision
which commands the Centuries, & the book shall be an indispensable Benefit to
men, which is the surest fame. Let me know all that can be told of your progress in
it. You shall see in the last Dial a certain shadow or mask of yours, "another
Richmond," who has read your lectures and profited thereby. Alcott sent me the
paper from London, but I do not know the name of the writer.

As for Alcott, you have discharged your conscience of him manfully & knightly: I
absolve you well. But I am vexed that he should have been mad about diet, & with
you. It is a new thing with him, this eating better than his neighbours, & 1 could
heartily wish he had either not come to it, or had gotten though it, before he saw
you; for it has excluded his proper topics, and inflamed the man, who was gentle &
intellectual, to be sore & tedious. His latest letter from London give me little
pleasure, and although very happy at first, I think he soon ceased to dervie any
benefit from his excursion. He is a great man & was made for what is greatest, but
I now fear that he has already touched what best he can, & through his more than a
prophet's egotism, and the absence of all useful reconciling talents, will bring
nothing to pass, & be but a voice in the wilderness. As you do not seem to have
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seen in him his pure & noble intellect, I fear that it lies under some new & denser
clouds.

For the Dial & its sins, I have no defence to set up. We write as we can, and we
know very little about it. If the direction of these speculations is to be deplored, it
is yet a fact for literary history, that all the bright boys & girls in New England,
quite ignorant of each other, take the world so, & come & make confession to
fathers & mothers,—the boys that they do not wish to go into trade, the girls that
they do not like morning calls and evening parties. They are all religious, but hate
the churches: they reject all the ways of living of other men, but have none to offer
in their stead. Perhaps, one of these days, a great Yankee shall come, who will
easily do the unknown deed.

The booksellers have sent me accounts lately, but—I know not why—no money.
Little & Brown, from January to July had sold very few books. I inquired of them
concerning the bill of exchange on Fraser's Estate, which you mention, and they
said it had not been returned to them, but only some information, as I think,
demanded by Fraser's administrator, which they had sent, & as they heard nothing
again, they suppose that it is allowed & paid to you. Inform me on this matter.
Munroe & Co. allow some credits, but charge more debits—for binding, &c. and
also allege few sales in the hard times. I have got a good friend of yours, a banking
man, to promise that he will sift all the account & see if the booksellers have kept
their promises. But I have never yet got all the papers in readiness for him...I am
looking to see if I have matter for new lectures, having left behind me last spring
some half-promises in New York. If you can remember it, tell me who writes about
Loyola & Xavier in the Edinburgh. Sterling's papers—if he is near you—are all in
Mr. Russell's hands. I played my part of Fadladeen with great rigor and sent my
results to Russell, but have not now written to J. S. Yours, R.W.E.



LXXX. Carlyle to Emerson

Chelsea,
London,
19 November, 1842

My pEAR EMERSON,—

Your Letter finds me here today; busied with many things, but not likely to be soon
more at leisure; wherefore I may as well give myself the pleasure of answering it
on the spot. The Fraser Bill by Brown and Little has come all right; the Dumfries
Banker apprises me lately that he has got the cash into his hands. Pray do not
pester yourself with these Bookseller unintelligibilities: I suppose their accounts
are all reasonably correct, the cheating, such as it is, done according to rule: what
signifies it at any rate? I am no longer in any vital want of money; alas, the want
that presses far heavier on me is a want of faculty, a want of sense; and the feeling
of that renders one comparatively very indifferent to money! I reflect many times
that the wealth of the Indies, the fame of ten Shakespeares or ten Mahomets, would
at bottom do me no good at all. Let us leave these poor slaves of the Ingot and
slaves of the Lamp to their own courses,—within a certain extent of halter!

What you say of Alcott seems to me altogether just. He is a man who has got into
the Highest intellectual region,—if that be the Highest (though in that too there are
many stages) wherein a man can believe and discern for himself, without need of
help from any other, and even in opposition to all others: but I consider him
entirely unlikely to accomplish anything considerable, except some kind of
crabbed, semi-perverse, though still manful existence of his own; which indeed is
no despicable thing. His "more than prophetic egoism,"—alas, yes! It is of such
material that Thebaid Eremites, Sect-founders, and all manner of cross-grained
fanatical monstrosities have fashioned themselves,—in very high, and in the
highest regions, for that matter. Sect-founders withal are a class I do not like. No
truly great man, from Jesus Christ downwards, as I often say, ever founded a
Sect,—I mean wilfully intended founding one. What a view must a man have of
this Universe, who thinks "he can swallow it all," who is not doubly and trebly
happy that he can keep it from swallowing him! On the whole, I sometimes hope
we have now done with Fanatics and Agonistic Posture-makers in this poor world:
it will be an immense improvement on the Past; and the "New Ideas," as Alcott
calls them, will prosper greatly the better on that account! The old gloomy Gothic
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Cathedrals were good; but the great blue Dome that hangs over all is better than
any Cologne one.—On the whole, do not tell the good Alcott a word of all this; but
let him love me as he can, and live on vegetables in peace; as I, living partly on
vegetables, will continue to love him!

The best thing Alcott did while he staid among us was to circulate some copies of
your Man the Reformer. 1 did not get a copy; I applied for one, so soon as I knew
the right fountain; but Alcott, I think, was already gone. And now mark,—for this I
think is a novelty, if you do not already know it: Certain Radicals have reprinted
your Essay in Lancashire, and it is freely circulating there, and here, as a cheap
pamphlet, with excellent acceptance so far as I discern. Various Newspaper
reviews of it have come athwart me: all favorable, but all too shallow for sending
to you. I myself consider it a truly excellent utterance; one of the best words you
have ever spoken. Speak many more such. And whosoever will distort them into
any "vegetable" or other crotchet,—let it be at his own peril; for the word itself is
true; and will have to make itself a fact therefore; though not a distracted abortive
fact, I hope! Words of that kind are not born into Facts in the seventh month; well
if they see the light full-grown (they and their adjuncts) in the second century; for
old Time is a most deliberate breeder!—But to speak without figure, I have been
very much delighted with the clearness, simplicity, quiet energy and veracity of
this discourse; and also with the fact of its spontaneous appearance here among us.
The prime mover of the Printing, I find, is one Thomas Ballantyne, editor of a
Manchester Newspaper, a very good, cheery little fellow, once a Paisley weaver as
he informs me,—a great admirer of all worthy things.— —My paper is so fast
failing, let me tell you of the writer on Loyola. He is a James Stephen, Head
Under-Secretary of the Colonial Office,—that is to say, I believe, real governor of
the British Colonies, so far as they have any governing. He is of Wilberforce's
creed, of Wilberforce's Kin; a man past middle age, yet still in full vigour;
reckoned an enormous fellow for "despatch of business" &c, especially by Taylor
(van Artevelde) and others who are with him or under him in Downing-street; to
me, tho' I like much in him, he has one heavy fault, he cannot, in speaking to you,
let his head stand steady on his shoulders, but keeps it continually waggling,—as if
making a yet better position for itself! In fact I regard the man as standing on the
confines of Genius and Dilettantism,—a man of many really good qualities, and
excellent at the despatch of business. There we will leave him.—A Mrs. Lee of
Brookline near you has made a pleasant Book about Jean Paul, chiefly by
excerpting. I am sorry to find Gunderode & C° a decided weariness!
—Cromwell—Cromwell? Do not mention such a word, if you love me! And
yet—Farewell, my Friend, tonight!

Yours ever, T. CARLYLE
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I will apprise Sterling before long: he is at Falmouth, and well; urging me much to
start a Periodical here!

Gambardella promises to become a real Painter; there is a glow of real fire in the
wild southern man: next to no articulate intellect or the like, but of inarticulate
much, or I mistake. He has tried to paint me for you; but cannot, he says!



LXXXI. Carlyle to Emerson

Staten Island,
New York,
26 Feby 1843

My DEAR CARLYLE,

My friend & relative by marriage, Rev. Orville Dewey. desires to visit you. It gives
me pleasure to introduce to you a social & liberal man, who is dearly valued by the
best Society in New York, where he is an Unitarian clergyman. You will find him
well acquainted with the most noted of our people, as I believe he already is with
many of the most eminent of yours.

Yours affectionately, R. W. EMERSON

T. Carlyle, Esq.

Chelsea,
London,
11 March, 1848

DEeAR EMERSON,—

I know not whose turn it is to write; tho' a suspicion has long attended me that it
was yours, and above all an indisputable wish that you would do it: but this present
is a cursory line, all on business,—and as usual all on business of my own. I have
finished a Book, and just set the Printer to it; one solid volume (rather bigger than
one of the French-Revolution Volumes, as I compute): it is a somewhat fiery and
questionable "Tract for the Times," not by a Puseyite, which the terrible aspect of
things here has forced from me,—I know not whether as preliminary to Oliver or
not; but it had gradually grown to be the preliminary of anything possible for me:
so there it is written; and I am a very sick, but withal a comparatively very free
man. The Title of the thing is to be Past and Present: it is divided into Four Books,
"Book I. Proem," "Book II. The Ancient Monk." "Book III. The Modern Worker;"
and "Book IV. Horoscope." (or some such thing):—the size of it I guessed at
above.
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The practical business, accordingly, is: How to cut out that New York scoundrel,
who fancies that because there is no gallows it is permitted to steal? I have a
distinct desire to do that;—altogether apart from the money to be gained thereby. A
friend's goodness ought not to be frustrated by a scoundrel destitute of
gallows.—You told me long since how to do the operation; and here, according to
the best way I had of fitting your scheme into my materials, is my way of
attempting it.

The Book will not be out here for six good weeks from this date; it could be kept
back for a week or two longer, if that were indispensable: but I hope it may not. In
three weeks, half of it will be printed; I, in the meanwhile, get a correct Ms. Copy
of the latter half made ready: joining the printed sheets and this Ms., your
Bookseller will have a three weeks' start of any rival, if I instantly despatch the
Parcel to him. Will this do? this with the announcement of the Title as given
above? Pray write to me straightway, and say. Your answer will be here before we
can publish; and the Packet of Proofsheets and Manuscript may go off whether
there be word from you or none.—And so enough of Past and Present. And indeed
enough of all things, for my haste is excessive in these hours.

The last Dial came to me about three weeks ago as a Post-Letter, charged
something like a guinea of postage, if I remember; so it had to be rejected, and I
have not yet seen that N° but will when my leeway is once brought up a little
again. The two preceding N were, to a marked extent, more like life than anything
I had seen before of the Dial. There was not indeed anything, except the
Emersonian Papers alone, which I know by the first ring of them on the tympanum
of the mind, that I properly speaking liked; but there was much that I did not
dislike, and did half like; and I say, "I fausto pede; that will decidedly do better!"
By the bye, it were as well if you kept rather a strict outlook on Alcott and his
English fail,—I mean so far as we here have any business with it. Bottomless
imbecils ought not to be seen in company with R Waldo Emerson, who has already
men listening to him on this side of the water. The "Tail" has an individual or two
of that genus,—and the rest is mainly yet undecided. For example, I knew old
Greaves myself; and can testify, if you will believe me, that few greater blockheads
(if "blockhead" may mean "exasperated imbecil" and the ninth part of a thinker)
broke the world's bread in his day. Have a care of such! I say always to myself,
—and to you, which you forgive me.

Adieu my dear Emerson. May a good Genius guide you; for you are alone, alone;
and have a steep pilgrimage to make,—leading high, if you do not slip or stumble!

Ever your affectionate, T. CARLYLE
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Chelsea,
15 March, 1843

My DpEAR EMERSON,—

About four days ago I wrote to you about a new Book to be called Past and
Present. 1 learn now that this Letter, which I will make "N°. 2," can still go along
with the former; and so, having made a variety of calculations and arrangements, I
will now with all brevity (my haste being boundless) communicate to you the
practical result of them.

Our next steamer for Boston will sail on the 1st of April. I have secured a Copyist
for the second portion of Past and Present, who is to be ready with his work all
done, in time for that conveyance; the Printer, a punctual man, undertakes on the
other hand to be ready with his share of the operation: wherefore, in brief, you can
instruct your Boston Bookseller to expect a Complete Copy of the work by that
said steamer, so that his Printers may fall upon it, tooth and nail,—and overtake
ours if they can; at all events, completely distance the New-Yorker, it is to be
hoped.

This is the essential of "N°. 2." I will do what is in me to be punctual; and as my
subordinates are steady people, I think we shall manage it.—Our Book, as I
compute, may still be some four weeks, after the April steamer goes, in a hidden
nascent state. If a Letter of yours in answer to this arrived before Publication, as is
possible, and informed us that another week or two of delay will be essential, that
too can easily be granted.

I send no "Apologies": for they would but occupy my time and yours. I am very
busy. Among my other operations I have undertaken to hear Lyell lecture on
Geology,—a somewhat superfluous enterprise, at once wearisome and ineffectual;
our Geologist being dreadfully Neptunean in his qualities, I fear!—

John Sterling arrived yesterday, to see his Mother who is very poorly. I have not
got eye on him yet, but shall attempt it today. Blessings and desert of blessings on
you!

Yours ever T. CARLYLE



LXXXII. Carlyle to Emerson

Chelsea,
1 April, 1843

My DEAR CARLYLE,—

Along with this Letter there will go from Liverpool, on the 4th ins, the promised
Parcel, complete copy of the Book called Past and Present, of which you already
had two simultanecous announcements. The name of the Steam Packet, I
understand, is the Britannia. 1 have addressed the Parcel to the care of "Messrs
Little and Brown, Booksellers, Boston," with your name atop: I calculate, it will
arrive safe enough.

About one hundred pages of the Ms. copy have proved superfluous, the text being
there also in a printed shape; I had misestimated the Printer's velocity; I was
anxious too that there should be no failure as to time. The Ms. is very indifferent in
that section of it; the damage therefore is smaller: your press-corrector can acquaint
himself with the hand &c, by means of it. A poor young governess, confined to a
horizontal posture, and many sad thoughts, by a disease of the spine, was our artist
in that part of the business: her writing is none of the distinctest; but it was a work
of charity to give it her. I hope the thing is all as correct as I could make it. I do not
bethink me of anything farther I have to add in the way of explanation.

In fact, my prophecy rather is at present that the gibbetless thief at New York, will
beat us after all! Never mind if he do. To say truth, I myself shall almost be glad:
there has been a botheration in this anxious arrangement of parts, correcting of
scrawly manuscript copies of what you never wished to read more, and insane
terror withal of having your own Ms. burnt or lost,—that has exceeded my
computation. Not to speak of this trouble in which I involve you, my Friend,
which, I truly declare, makes me ashamed! True one is bound to resist the Devil in
all shapes; if a man come to steal from you, you will put on what locks and
padlocks are at hand, and not on the whole say, "Steal, then!" But if the locks
prove insufficient, and the thief do break thro',—that side of the alternative also
will suit you very well; and, with perhaps a faint prayer for gibbets when they are
necessary, you will say to Appleton, next time, "Macte virtute, my man!"
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All is in a whirl with me here today; no other topic but this very poor one can be
entered upon.—I hope for a letter from your own hand soon, and some news about
still more interesting matters.

A young man, named Phillips, I think, wrote to me from Nottinghamshire about
two years ago, with a most absurd manuscript, in flagrant imitation of my
Chartism; a thing to be or not to be "published," &c: I answered swiftly, "Not to
be"; and the young man became silent. The other day there comes a new
enthusiastic Letter from the same party, and a printed Paper this time, of very
greatly improved quality,—and in flagrant imitation, this time, of Waldo Emerson!
I wrote to the young man: "Benissime, Do as thou hast said!" for it is all about the
greatness of the soul &c &c. Men are very strange. Thi Philips seems to be of the
schoolmaster profession; has really a sincere sound in him now;—and may perhaps
be heard of again by and by.

Adieu, my Friend; I feel still as if, in several senses, you stood alone with me under
the sky at present!"



LXXXIII. Emerson to Carlyle

Concord,
29 April, 1843

My DEAR CARLYLE,—

It is a pleasure to set your name once more at the head of a sheet. It signifies how
much gladness, how much wealth of being, that the good, wise, man-cheering,
man-helping friend, though unseen, lives there yonder, just out of sight. Your star
burns there just below our eastern horizon, & fills the lower & upper air with
splendid & splendescent auroras. By some refraction which new lenses or else
steamships shall operate, shall I not yet one day see again the disc of benign
Phosphorus? It is a solid joy to me that whilst you work for all, you work for me &
with me, even if I have little to write, & seldom write your name.

Since I last wrote to you, I found it needful, if only for the household's sake, to set
some new lectures in order, & go to new congregations of men. I live so much
alone, shrinking almost cowardly from the contact of worldly and public men, that
I need more than others to quit home sometimes, & roll with the river of travellers,
& live in hotels. I went to Baltimore, where I had an invitation, & read two lectures
on New England. On my return, I stopped at Philadelphia, & my Course being now
grown to four lectures, read them there. At New York, my snowball was larger,
and I read five lectures on New England. 1, Religion; 2, Trade; 3, Genius, Manners
& customs. 4, Recent literary & spiritual influences from abroad. 5. spiritual
history.—Perhaps I have not quite done with them yet, but may make them the
block of a new and somewhat larger structure for Boston, next winter. The
newspaper reports of them in N. Y., were such offensive misstatements, that I
could not send you, as I wished, a sketch. Between my two speeches at Baltimore,
I went to Washington, 37 miles, and spent four days. The two poles of an
enormous political battery, galvanic coil on coil, self-increased by series on series
of plates from Mexico to Canada, & from the sea westward to the Rocky
Mountains, here meet and play, and make the air electric & violent. Yet one feels
how little, more than how much, man is represented there. I think, in the higher
societies of the Universe, it will turn out that the angels are molecules, as the devils
were always Titans, since the dulness of the world needs such mountainous
demonstration, & the virtue is so modest & concentrating.
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But I must not delay to acknowledge the arrival of your Book. It came ten or
eleven days ago, in the Britannia, with the three letters of different dates
announcing it.—I have read the superfluous hundred pp. of Ms. and find it only too
popular. Beside its abundance of brilliant points & proverbs, there is a deep steady
tide taking in, either by hope or by fear, all the great classes of society,—and the
philosophic minority also, by the powerful lights which are shed on the
phenomenon. It is true contemporary history, which other books are not, and you
have fairly set solid London city aloft, afloat in bright mirage in the air. I quarrel
only with the popular assumption, which is perhaps a condition of the Humour
itself, that the state of society is a new state, and was not the same thing in the days
of Rabelais, & of Aristophanes, as of Carlyle. Orators always allow something to
masses, out of love to their own art, whilst austere philosophy will only know the
particles. This were of no importance, if the historian did not so come to mix
himself in some manner with his erring & grieving nations, and so saddens the
picture: for health is always private & original, & its essence is in its
unmixableness.—But this Book, with all its affluence of wit, of insight, & of
daring hints, is born for a longevity which I will not now compute.—In one
respect, as I hinted above, it is only too good, so sure of success, I mean, that you
are no longer secure of any respect to your property in our freebooting America.

You must know that the cheap press has, within a few months, made a total change
in our book markets. Every English book of any name or credit is instantly
converted into a newspaper or coarse pamphlet, & hawked by a hundred boys in
the streets of all of our cities for 25, 18, or 12 cents. Dickens's "Notes" for 12 cents,
Blackwood's Magazine for 18 cts., & so on. Three or four great New York &
Philadelphia printing-houses do this work, with hot competition. One prints
Bulwer's novel yesterday, for 25 cents; and already in twenty four hours, another
has a coarser edition of it for 18 cents, in all thoroughfares.—What to do with my
sealed parcel of Mss & proofs? No bookseller would in these perilous
circumstances offer a dollar for my precious parcel. I inquired of the lawyers
whether I could not by a copyright protect my edition from piracy until an English
copy arrived, & so secure a sale of a few weeks. They said, no; yet advised the
taking a certificate of copyright, that we might try the case if we wished. After
much consulting & balancing for a few hours, I decided to print, as heretofore, on
our own account, an edition, but cheap, to make the temptation less, to retail at 75
cents. I print 1500 copies, & announce to the public that it is your edition, & all
good men must buy this. I have written to the great Reprinters, namely to Park
Benjamin, & to the Harpers, of New York, to request their forbearance; & have
engaged Little & Brown to publish, because, I think, they have something more of
weight with Booksellers, and are a little less likely to be invaded than Munroe. If
we sell a thousand copies at 75 cents, it will only yield you about 200 dollars; if we
should be invaded, we can then afford to sell the other 500 copies, at 25 cents,



