
 
 
TO THOMAS CARLYLE    date [early July 1827]* 
       from Edinburgh 
 

My Dear Sir 
I am very gratified by your note, and will not let you wait till Saturday to learn 

that I am not at all frightened at your Teutonic fire - and shall receive your larger 
exposition of the faith that is in you, with all respect and thankfulness - I feel at once 
that you are a man of Genius - and of original character and right heart - and shall be 
proud and happy to know more of you - I fairly tell you that I think your taste 
vicious in some points - and your opinions of the real value and talents of your 

German idols erroneous1 - But I know I am very ignorant of them - and think I can 
say with truth that I am neither bigotted nor intolerant - It will be a real pleasure to 
me to discuss these matters with a person of your intelligence candour and good 
temper - and I make no doubt that the result will be far more to my advantage than 
yours 

I wish I had leisure to enter upon it now - But I pass my days in a fever of 
frivolous occupations which must appear very absurd and unnatural to you - and of 
which - tho’ I bear it gaily - I perhaps do not think very differently — By and bye 
however I shall have more time to myself - and it is a serious disappointment to me 
to find that you are going to leave this neighbourhood just as my holidays begin — 

If I can possibly get away from the court by 3 o’clock tomorrow, Mrs J. and I will 
call at your house - when I hope we may arrange some longer meeting - In the mean 
time  
Believe me always 

     Your obliged and Faithful 
       F. Jeffrey 
92 Geo. St  
Thursday Evg 
 

* Pencil marking on the document in the National Library of Scotland declares this the “Earliest of the 
Jeffrey Letters”, dating it “?July 1827”, but the familiarity of this letter and the reference in the former 
letter to Carlyle’s article on Richter make their order less clear cut — even if, as David Alec Wilson writes, 
this one “cannot be later than the beginning of July” (Wilson, II, 28). 

 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, f. 1. 

 
 

                                                 

1 your opinions . . . erroneous this disapproval of the ‘Germanic’ – of what Jeffrey sees as its intellectual and 
emotional exaggerations and affectations – is reiterated throughout his letters to Carlyle. 
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TO THOMAS CARLYLE     date 23 September 1828  
       from Craigcrook 
 
      Craigcrook 23 Septr 1828 

 

My Dear C — 
I have been working at Glasgow and dawdling in Ayrshire – and only returned 

and found your letter, and packet last night – I write now, in the midst of some 
bustle, to assure you that it has come safely – and to set your heart at ease about 
proofs &c by informing you that as it is too late, and far too large for the present No 
– (which [will crossed out] is finished indeed, and will be out in a few days) I shall be able 
without any inconvenience to let you have the proofs for the next – Tho’ I only 
arrived last night, and had packets enough to look into I contrived to read through 
your paper before going to bed – some proof I think that I either liked it - or took an 
interest in the writer   The truth is I do both – But it is distressingly long - you do not 
know how much I am abused, and by my best friends and coadjutors, about these 
long articles - and really you are diffuse this time, as well as long - I cannot venture to 
print 60 pages of such matter (and it would go to that) and it is the more provoking, 
because the article would be far better - more striking - more indicative of genius, 
and more effectual for your purpose, if it were condensed to half the size — I cannot 
reduce it so far - for it would require to be written nearly over again - but I must 
make some retrenchments2 - and I will send you the proofs when that is done - The 
latter part is far the best - the best written and best conceived - I wish there had been 
less mysticism about it - at least less mystical jargon - less talk and repetition about 
entireness, and simplicity, and equipments - and such matters   There is also much 
palpable exaggeration - and always the most dogmatism where you are either 
decidedly wrong or very doubtfully right - But there is a noble strain of sentiment - 
and kind and lofty feeling - and much beauty and felicity of diction -  You will treat 
me as something worse than an ass I suppose when I say that I am firmly persuaded 
the great source of your extravagance, and of all that makes your writings intolerable 
to many - and ridiculous to not a few, is not so much any real peculiarity of opinions 
as an unlucky ambition to appear more original than you are - or the humbler and 
still more delusive hope of converting our English intellects to the creed of Germany 
- and being the apostle of another reformation — I wish to God I could persuade 
you to fling away these affectations - and be contented to write like your famous 
countrymen of all ages - as long at least as you write to your countrymen and for 
them — The nationality for which you commend Burns so highly might teach you I 
think that there are nobler tasks for a man like you than to vamp up the vulgar 
dreams of these Dousterswivels3 you are so anxious to cram down our throats - but 

                                                 

2 some retrenchments Carlyle’s response to Jeffrey’s editing and abbreviating his article on Burns for the 
Edinburgh Review is recorded in a letter to his brother John in October 1828: “Jeffrey had clipt the first 
portion of it all into shreds (partly by my permission), simple [for simply?] because it was too long. My first 
feeling was indignation, and to demand the whole back again, that it might lie in my drawer and worm-eat, 
rather than come before the world in that horrid souterkin shape; the body of a quadruped with the head 
of a bird . . . However, I determined to do nothing for three days; and now by replacing and readjusting many 
parts of the first sixteen pages . . . I have once more put the thing into a kind of publishable state; and 
mean to send it back, with a private persuasion that probably I shall not soon write another for that 
quarter. Nevertheless, I will keep friends with the man; for he really has extraordinary worth, and likes me, 
at least heartily wishes me well” (Carlyle Letters, IV, 413-4). See Maxwell H. Goldberg, “Jeffrey, Mutilator of 
Carlyle’s ‘Burns’?”, PMLA, LVI, no. 2 (June 1941), pp. 466-471. 

3 Dousterswivels from the character Herman Dousterswivel, the fraudulent magician in Walter Scott’s novel 
The Antiquary. “Dousterswivel” became a common term of abuse which Jeffrey and his circle applied to 
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which I venture to predict no good judge among us will swallow - and the nation at 
large speedily reject with loathing — But we will talk of this by and bye - I have no 
time now for it – 

O yes – we are coming – do not expect to escape us – Yet I cannot exactly say 
when – but I think in less than ten days – I shall write to give fair warning – Must we 
come first to Dumfries, on our way from Edinr? – give us an exact route – that we 
may not wander and be benighted in your desarts — Why does not my little cousin 
write to me? We think and speak constantly of her, and you — We are all well – 
except me and my throat occasionally – but it is no worse – if I could find time I 
should go to London for a proper consultation – and perhaps I may – 

God bless you now – for I have much dull work before me – Ever yours 
        F. Jeffrey 

 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, ff. 28-9. 

 
 

                                                                                                                                            

charlatans, especially those inhabiting that grey area between science and magic and between philosophy 
and mysticism. See, for example, John Gibson Lockhart: “Dr Spurzheim (or, as the Northern Reviewers 
very improperly christened him in the routs of Edinburgh, Dousterswivel)”, Peter’s Letters to His Kinsfolk, in 
3 vols (Edinburgh, 1819), II, 341. 
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TO THOMAS (AND JANE WELSH) CARLYLE  date 3 October 1828  

  from Craigcrook 
 
      Craigcrook Friday 3d Oct 

 

My Dear C – 
I think at present that we shall be with you on Tuesday – sleeping on Monday at 

Thornhill4 – and eschewing the mail coach, and all that appertains to it – I cannot fix 
absolutely however – but if I do not write again, you may hold that we are on our 
pilgrimage – and pray for us accordingly — I should probably have delayed this 
intimation till I could make it more peremptorily   But cannot delay a moment letting 
you know how much I am gratified by the kindness of your letter - and the 
reasonableness – (though I am afraid it is rather resignation than docility) of your 
remarks on my proposed mutilation of your dissertation on Burns - That cruel 
operation is now over - the M.S. is at press - and I hope to bring the proofs with me 
- But for your relief I hasten to say that I am not without hope that you will think my 
proceeding merciful - and that I have not <struck> out much that you were much in 
earnest about - or would be particularly anxious to retain - In the first place I have 
left you as much as, I reckon will print to 48 pages or more - then my retrenchments 
have been chiefly on the first 20 pages - and include most of your long quotations 
from the poetry - and finally I honestly think <they> are confined, with very little 
exception, to mere repetitions, having removed scarcely anything that is not still to be 
found - two or three times over - in the substance of what remains - all your general 
speculations - tho I think some of them rash and unsound enough - are retained - 
and tho’ I have relieved you of about 10 pages in all, I hope they will not be much 
missed - even by their author - but we shall see — In the mean time I cannot but 
thank you again for the frank and goodnatured manner in which you submit to this 
sad infliction and which, tho’ I could not decline it, I had some fear would appear 
very grievous to one who is so firm in his opinions - and so sincerely impressed with 
a belief of their importance as I take you to be   As for mysticism and Dousterswivels 
- we shall talk about them when we meet - only I cannot but think that you have no 
right to refuse that honourable appellation so long as you profess to think lightly of 
all that can be readily understood - and to measure the depth of any thing by its 
darkness — As for jargon I shall point out to you what I mean by it - when we have 
certain works on the table before us - and in the mean time I may intimate that I 
hold the frequent use of words at once vague and unusual to come fairly within that 
description - or any use of words by the mere mention of which everybody at once 
recognises the writer - and smiles at the recollection. It is surely desirable to avoid 
such badges. I have read your discussion on Goethe in the new No of the Foreign5 – 
and read it with great pleasure, and pride on your account, as a work of great 
eloquence, ingenuity and good feeling - It is indeed the only good thing in the No - 
the only sunny spot (or region rather) in that dull waste – Unless you write the whole 
of the next – I do not think it can be long for this world – The rival work is far 
superior in general – and you ought to transfer yourself to it – if you prefer a better 
vehicle for your opinions to the glory of upholding a falling state — But tho’ I 
admire the talent of your paper, I am more and more convinced of the utter fallacy 

                                                 

4 Thornhill a Dumfriesshire village on the River Nith, 14 miles NW of Dumfries. 

5 your discussion on Goethe in the new No of the Foreign a reference to Carlyle’s article on “Goethe’s Helena”, 
Foreign Review I (April 1828), pp. 429-68. 
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of your opinions – and the grossness of your idolatry – I predict too, with full and 
calm assurance, that your cause is quite hopeless – and that England never will 
admire – nor indeed endorse your German divinities — It thinks better and more of 
them indeed at this moment than it ever will again - Your eloquence and ingenuity a 
little masks their dull extravagance and tiresome presumption – as soon as they 
appear in their own persons everybody will laugh and yawn, and run out of the room  
If you really think otherwise bring them to the test by translations – for a kindred 
dialect like theirs it is a perfectly fair one – and only observe the result — There can 
never be a better time to introduce them with advantage than after the flourish of 
trumpets with which you have announced them and yet, if they are not hissed off the 
stage, I too shall begin to think of worshipping - I am really anxious to save you from 
this fœda superstitio6 – The only harm it has yet done you is to make you a little 
verbose and prone to exaggeration – There are strong symptoms of them in your 
Burns – I have tried to staunch the first but the latter is in the grain – and we must 
just risk the wonder and the ridicule it may bring on us – I can afford it — God bless 
you 

    Very Affectly Yours 
      F. Jeffrey 

 
My dear child and cousin – you see we are coming – I wish a reliance on our love for 
you could make you happy- for no creature could then be surer of happiness – and I 
will believe, because I feel, that it helps [-] We are in no fear of anything at 
Craigenputtach7 - but the pain of leaving it again -  and do not care even about the 
trouble to which we may put you – I hope to find you rosy – and fond of roses — 
There is nobody of whom I think so often – or with so much affection – Heaven 
bless you 
       Fr. J. 

 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, ff. 30-1. 

 
 
 

                                                 

6 fœda superstitio (L) unseemly or detestable religious awe. 

7 Craigenputtach Jeffrey consistently (mis)spelled Craigenputtoch (sometimes also spelled ‘Craigenputtock’) 
in this way, with a final ‘-ach’.  
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TO THOMAS (AND JANE WELSH) CARLYLE  date [12 October 1828] 
  from Craigcrook 

 
      Craigcrook Sunday Morng 

 

My Dear Carlyle 
If we have any true community of feeling, you must be aware that I have a 

besoin8 to write to you today - first that I might say to you what we have all been 
continually saying to ourselves since we left you9 - What will they be doing now at 
Craigenputtach? will they miss us a little - or be relieved by our departure? Will Mrs. 
C. blame the rough walks we took her for her cold? - will C. himself be the worse for 
the late hours and horrid wrangling into which we led him? You understand all that, 
without telling - and the sort of flatness that ensues upon such a parting - and the 
feeling that we did not make enough of the meeting - and did not comport ourselves 
in a way to do justice to the kindness and esteem that are in our hearts? - and it is to 
say this, which you would understand without saying - that I cannot rest till I have 
written to you, and that I leave all my business neglected, till I have disburdened my 
soul of it! — There is one thing more - or rather a part of the same thing - which I 
feel to be equally urgent - and that is to ask your pardon again for the little burst of 
irritability which came on me by surprise during our last vigil - and also to explain - 
tho’ that I believe is less necessary - why I spoke with so little softening - perhaps 
with so much asperity - of what I conceived to be the error, or at all events the 
monstrous exaggeration, of some of your cherished opinions - Sincerity required that 
I should speak plainly and firmly - but I was anxious to show you also not only some 
of the reasons for which sensible people would reject your conclusions - but the tone 
and temper in which even the candid and thoughtful part of them must necessarily 
regard them - It would have been more polite and agreeable to have veiled this 
temper a little — and, as I myself really care less than most people about theories and 
speculative whimsies, I do not think I should have displayed it at all seriously - if you 
had been confiding yours to me alone - but it seemed to be a necessary part of my 
warning ag[ains]t your public apostleship - and I have only to add that I feel 
confident you cannot now <mis>understand my motives - nor doubt for an instant 
that our verbal and metaphysical differences are perfectly consistent with the greatest 
respect and affection - I will say further that I shall think calmly over all you have 
said to me, and consider, with every possible desire to come to an affirmative 
conclusion - whether grounds may not be found upon which those who agree 
cordially as to fact and feeling and practice may agree in theory also - tho’ after all 
there is no great harm done - and so God prosper the right! —— 

We had a sad blasty day as we passed by the sweet scenery about Penpont – and 
came thro’ the gorge of Dalveen under the grand gleam of a furious black shower – 
We slept at Crawford10 – and got here about dark yesterday — We are very green and 
tolerably leafy still - and I begin now to prize my rustic leisure the more as I see the 

                                                 

8 besoin (F) need. 

9 since we left you Carlyle celebrated the Jeffreys’ visit to Craigenputtoch from 7 to 10 October in a letter to 
his brother John misdated 10 October 1828 (it was written several days later): “We had three such days of 
[Jeffrey] last week! Wife and child and lapdog and maid were here with him; and the storm vainly howled 
without, and the glar [mud] vainly gaped for us . . . for we had roaring fires within and the brightest talk, 
enough and to spare! It was a fairy time” (Carlyle Letters, IV, 414). 

10 Penpont . . . Dalveen . . . Crawford returning to Edinburgh from Craigenputtoch, the Jeffreys journeyed NE 
to the parish of Penpont, through Dalveen Pass over the Lowther Hills on the border of Dumfriesshire 
and Lanarkshire, and then via the Lanarkshire village of Crawford.  
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end of it so fast approaching – I must be at Glasgow for Jury trials11 the first week of 
Nov – and the end of that spell will bring the beginning of the Session.  If I could be 
sure of my voice I should care little about it – but the distrust of that is 
uncomfortable — 

I cannot bring myself to think that either you [?or MS torn] Mrs C. are naturally 
placed at Craigenputtach – and tho’ I know and reverence the feelings which have 
led you to fix there for the present, I must hope that it will not long be necessary to 
obey them in that retreat — I dare not advise and do not even know very well what 
to suggest to a mind so constituted as yours – but I shall be proud to give you my 
views upon anything that occurs to yourself – and pray understand that few things in 
this world can give me more gratification than being able to be of any serious use to 
you — 

Take care of that fair creature who has trusted herself so entirely to you – Do not 
let her ride about in the wet – nor expose herself to the country winds that will by 
and bye visit your lofty retreat – Think seriously of taking shelter from them in 
Moray place for a month or two – and in the mean time be gay and playful, and 
foolish, with her, at least as often as you require her to be wise and heroic with you 
— You have no mission upon earth – whatever you may fancy – half so important as 
to be innocently happy – and all that is good for you of poetic feeling, and sympathy 
with majestic nature, will come of its own accord, without your straining after it – 
That is my creed – and right or wrong – I am sure it is both a simpler and an 
humbler one than yours – and so God bless you — tell me again how I am to 
address the old books I am to send you - Will you write me another review soon? 
and on what? — Ever Very Affectly Yours, 

     F. Jeffrey 
 

My Dear Child. The sight of you has refreshed my heart within me – and the 
kindness and the confidence you showed for me has justified the tender interest I 
took in you since I first heard the sound of your voice – I would willingly have come 
twice as far for the pleasure I had in seeing you – Tell me you have forgiven my 
harshness about that manuscript12 – and that you can look at it, with all its erasures – 
without hating me – Take care of yourself – mind and body  and write me a kind line 
sometimes — Ever Yours 
        Fr. J. 

 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, ff. 32-3. 

 
 

                                                 

11 Jury trials Jeffrey has to plead before the new ‘Jury Court’ introduced in 1816 when civil cases were tried 
by jury for the first time under Scottish law. 

12 manuscript Carlyle’s Burns article. 
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TO THOMAS (AND JANE WELSH) CARLYLE date 13 February 1830 
   from Edinburgh 

 
      Edinr 13 Feby 1830 

 

My Dear Carlyle 
I am glad you think my regard for you a Mystery - as I am aware that must be its 

highest recommendation - I take it in an humbler sense - and am content to think it 
natural that one man of a kind heart should feel attracted towards another - and that 
a signal purity and loftiness of character, joined to great talents and something of a 
romantic history, should excite interest and respect - You hermits really must not 
think all who live in the world mere worldlings - when the truth perhaps is, that there 
is as much morbid feeling in your distaste for ordinary pursuits, as there is of 
corruption in our too great devotion to them — It is a great triumph for me to find 
that your wishes at least, are turned towards a more social existence - But you must 
begin by tolerating the ordinary specimens of our common nature a little more than 
you now do - which you would certainly do if you were only forced to mix long and 
intimately with a large assortment of them - It is for this reason I have wished so 
earnestly that you had betaken yourself to some profession  which is the great ease 
for ennui and all the fantastical miseries it leads to - I have not time however to 
lecture you to-day – and indeed write only to confirm you in your purpose of 
stepping down from your cloud throne in the desart, and mingling a little with us of 
the vallies - Come straight to us here - where you shall have a warm room, and a 
warmer welcome - and where the sight of your quiet smile and thoughtful eyes will 
diffuse general satisfaction – But the satisfaction will not be complete if you come 
alone – You too must come (tho’ not on the outside) my fair, forgetful cousin – We 
are all resolute as to that – and shall be vexed and mortified if you prefer your 
solitude to our fireside [-] It is spring now – and feels balmy and reviving - and we 
have got two beautiful little love birds – which you may perhaps be allowed to carry 
away with you – and there are two Exhibitions open – and tho’ I am as busy as a 
waiter at an ordinary, we may have little walks before dinner, - and see the sun go 
down among golden clouds and dim clustering hills — My swelling veins are rather 
in better order, and I venture to walk nearly as usual – I [over and] have no pain now – 
and but little fear – The worst thing is the perpetual hurry of my Session life – and I 
foresee that I shall be tantalised by seeing little of either of you – But my Charlottes 
will be kind to you and it will be a [? tear] delight to think that you are comfortable 
under my roof and so come and God bless you — Ever Most Affectly Yours 

        F. Jeffrey  
 
O I must tell you that Sir W. Hamilton’s review of Cousin has been prodigiously 

admired at Paris13 – and has exalted the Scottish name in all the mystical circles of the 
continent — So you see there is encouragement for you yet and I hope you admire 
the magnanimous candour with which I impart it.  Why have you not put on your 
name, with a remembrance my kind coz? I repeat mine here for you — Ever Yours 

        F. Jeffrey 
 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, ff. 52-3. 

 

                                                 

13 Sir W. Hamilton’s review of Cousin see Jeffrey’s letter to Carlyle of 9 December 1829 above. 
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TO THOMAS CARLYLE    date 26 September 1830 
       from Craigcrook 
 

      Craigcrook Sunday 26th 
       Sept 1830 
My Dear Carlyle  

I cannot tell you how much I am touched by the deep kindness and truth of your 
letter - I do not mean the truth of my secret mysticism - but of the value I put on 
your Friendship - and the gratification it is likely to afford me - I am rich enough - 
and known enough and, at least, occupied enough - I have pursued these things - 
partly from the impulse of my natural activity - and partly as tests, to myself and to 
others, of the force of my character, and of the place I was entitled to, [assign myself 
crossed out] among those who pursued them around me - but I never rated them, I 
think, above their true worth - never placed them in competition with the indulgence 
of the kind affections - I have never ceased to hold that the true treasure of existence 
was love - I have never wavered in that faith - never, for many minutes, been 
unconscious of its sustaining and redeeming power — I feel therefore in my inmost 
heart that I can never have enough of love - and that the best of all gifts is given me 
when pure and thoughtful hearts are resolutely willing to ally themselves with mine 
— My life you think is not in accordance with this creed - perhaps it is not - I do not 
know what life of man is - But it is less a contradiction to it than you imagine - 
affection cannot occupy a man - and ought not to occupy him - We have heads as 
well as hearts - and bodies and animal spirits, that must have their occupations also, 
and by their due exercise minister to our delight and perfection - If I were to live 
entirely in your wilderness, with you and my gentle hearted cousin, we should be 
occupied half our time, apart - and for more than half of what we spent together, we 
should talk of things indifferent - and now and then feel ennui perhaps, from want of 
external variety - Yet we should not cease to love each other - nor to feel that this 
true affection was the life of our life - and gave its colour and warmth to its ordinary 
features - Why will you not believe that it is the same with those who live in towns 
and toils? If there is occasionally a little too much distraction, and too much 
interference with quiet and deep feeling in the one, there is apt to be too much 
languor and self will and dependency in the other - and it is incredible how well all is 
balanced - and brought to an average - for kindness as well as comfort — It is one of 
the evils of your contemplative life that you judge harshly of those who are active - I 
cannot help suspecting at least that you do injustice in your heart to the many kind 
and devoted and magnanimous beings who are busy and merry - and apparently 
frivolous - who dine gaily and jostle hardly in business with the friends for whom 
they would go to the death - friends whose good fortune gives them more delight 
than their own - whose afflictions weigh on their hearts thro’ the sleepless night - and 
whose dishonour would kill them - I know several such - I believe there are many — 
Still it is true that as life advances and energy decays, the stir of the world becomes 
more importunate, and the heart longs more for a resting place, away from [the tear] 
din and tumult of its beaten ways - It is this which gives a charm to the aspect of 
your desart - and makes your kind and cordial invitation fall with a seductive 
sweetness on my ear - But is there not illusion in this also? I do not despond on the 
prospect of approaching age - but I look calmly on its necessary evils - It would be 
sad you will admit to be surprised by them without such preparation. - I accustom 
myself to them therefore - and I cannot disguise from myself that they are evils - The 
great softening I believe is that they come gradually - and that our plastic nature 
accommodates itself to them insensibly - But would retreat afford any alleviation? - 
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Is not one of the decays that of social interest and affection? If occupation becomes 
irksome and fame insipid, does not love too raise a feebler throb in the pulse, and 
stupor and selfishness gradually invade all the being? - If we become objects of pity 
and scorn to our associates in the common business of life, do we not also slide in 
the same path from the affections of those to whom we were most dear? Should we 
wish to be a burden and a spectacle to those in whose memories it is most [natural 
crossed out] desirable that we should live in our brightest colours? No my Dear Friend, 
there is no mysticism will help us out of this - Infirmity and decay are great and 
certain evils - and hard as it is to amaze their victims with the toys and toils of the 
world - it is still harder I fear to animate them with generous affections, or to make 
them the objects of anything higher than a painful compassion - Let us live and love 
each other while we can - but be prepared to lose most even of our purest 
enjoyments some time before we die - unless early death prevent decay —— Well, 
here is a long preachment for you this Sunday Evening - but a dull return I fear for 
your kind exhortation - But I do not rejoice the less in your affection - nor accept or 
return it less cordially - It is a delight and comfort to me, unspeakable - and I feel 
assured that it will not be withdrawn — God bless you - I shall write soon again, 
about your M.S.14 and other literary projects - I am afraid your ambition is not well 
directed - and that you are not tractable - but we shall see. I am for trying to sell the 
history. - if you will only make it history and write more naturally - There is much in 
it, valuable, and likely to [?have an MS torn] effect — Ever Very Affectly Yours 

      F. Jeffrey 
 
Poor Hazzlitt you will hear died the very day I sent my letter to your brother - my 
only consolation is, that I did not lose an hour after my return, in sending it - leaving 
half my letters unread, that I might not be too late at my Banker - It was decreed 
otherwise - I hope my dear Coz. got my letter on Wednesday - and that she means to 
answer it - It makes me happier and better to think that she loves me — 

 
National Library of Scotland Acc. 8964, no. 42. 

 
 
 

                                                 

14 your M.S. the literary history of Germany. 



 11 

TO THOMAS CARLYLE    date 16 May 1831 
       from [Edinburgh] 
 

      Edinr 16 May 1831 
 

My Dear Friend — It cannot be a greater comfort to you to receive a letter from me 
than it is - in itself - for me to write one - But it is a pleasure now but imperfectly at 
my command - I am hurried enough, as you see - and besides I have been suffering 
under a very painful affection,15 of a local nature, ever since I left London - Yet I 
must say something in answer to your last - a line at least, if not a letter in return - I 
feel the full value of your deference to my counsels about your brother - and hope to 
give you no cause to repent it - But you alarm me about yourself - Do not dream for 
mercy’s sake, of the Cynic’s tub - and that unseemly romance of encountering the 
primitive lot of man - with your habits of mind and body - and a young and delicate 
wife - whose great heart and willing martyrdom - could only make the sacrifice more 
agonising to you in the end - and it is not necessary - nor anything like necessary - let 
us draw you from your seclusion - and inspire you with more humane thoughts - 
You shall have aid - and effective aid - which you shall one day repay, if you will, 
tenfold - never fear - we shall find something for you to do - neither inglorious nor 
unprofitable - You are fit for many things - and worthy of many things - and there 
are more tasks and things worthy of you - than, in your Cynic moods, you are willing 
to believe - I made a proposition to you once before, which I told you, tho’ rejected 
at the time - was to stand waiting your acceptance for the rest of our lives - and 
which you shall accept without more ado, if you ever speak to me of the Cynic 
scheme again [-] I think too that you are humanising apace - and gradually drawing 
nearer to those of your own blood and lineage - to whom you <should> belong - I 
have been reading your paper on Taylor in the last Edinburgh16 - and am more 
satisfied with the patient and (comparatively) indulgent <tone> of much of it, than 
with any of your former writings - Empson17 mentioned it to me in London, with 
great praise - and said that Macaulay and several others (who laughed at your 
Mechanical age - and some of your ravings ab[ou]t the ravings of your German 
novellists) were very much struck with the force and originality of the writing [-] 
Give yourself but fair play - and the world around you fair play - and you will make 
your way in it very well - Learn to respect and esteem men who are your equals in 
intellect and honesty, tho’ they dissent entirely from your creed in taste and 
philosophy - and temper your bigotry so far as to think it possible that people may 
differ from you in all your fundamentals, without being in a damnable error - 
Imagine it possible in short that you should be wholly or partly in the wrong - and 
that it may be your fault and not theirs, that they laugh at some of your idolatries [-] I 
tell you again that, in all my life, I never met a good and sensible man so scornful and 
intolerant as you are - and it is even amusing to see how it breaks out in the middle 
of your professions of humility and charity. - Even in this last letter - what a foolish 
vainglorious diatribe, about those who have no significance but by juxtaposition! - 
and I know not what - Alas, alas, what is this little significance upon which we value 

                                                 

15 affection still standard usage at the time, meaning a bodily reaction. 

16 your paper on Taylor in the last Edinburgh Carlyle’s review of William Taylor’s Historic Survey of German Poetry, 
ER LIII (March 1831), pp. 151-80. 

17 Empson William Empson (1791-1852), reviewer and professor of “polity and the laws of England” at the 
East India College, Haileybury, who would become Jeffrey’s son-in-law in 1838 and, in 1847, editor of the 
Edinburgh Review after Macvey Napier. 
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ourselves? Some trifling accident of excitability and ambition - which makes a certain 
fever and stir - and leaves us neither happier nor higher than our neighbours - for my 
part the more I see of philosophers and men of genius the more I am inclined to 
hold that the ordinary run of sensible, kind people, who fill the world, are after all the 
best specimens of humanity - and that the others are, like our cultivated flowers, but 
splendid monsters, and cases of showy disease — How many significant people do 
you suppose there are in the world? - or rather in our parish, or the circle of our 
acquaintance? unus atque alter,18 I fancy at the most, - and a social, humble minded 
being, who should love his brother -(even tho’ he does not give that endearing name 
to the women) is to scorn all the rest - or to keep aloof from all equal intercourse 
with them - and, looking with a most ridiculous supercilious pity, upon the worthy 
reasonable people around him, who do not care about his vagaries, give himself airs 
of condescension when he says he wishes them well, and would be glad to assist or 
befriend them - but truly, as for companionship of mind or fellowship of pursuit, 
they are no more mates for him, than the beasts of the field! — O fie on this filthy 
pride, and foolish straining after ideal unsocial elevation - Pluck it from your heart 
my friend - and cast it from you, -and you will be happier, and more amiable - and 
not a little wiser - But I did not mean to lecture you - and I will not. Let me know a 
little practically what scheme of life you have in view - and rely on my counsel and 
aid - There is scarcely anything I have more at heart than your comfort and 
happiness - and I think you know this — For that fair child, I have a love which is 
overpowering - and not the less for that she is a child - in some things - tho’ I allow 
her the heart of a heroine - and the courage, I doubt not, of a martyr - Heaven guard 
her from the fate of one! - Why does she not write to me? - my heart is athirst for 
kind words and words cost so little! - no matter - I have faith. - There is a gleam of 
Summer today - and the long summer twilight spread away so softly to the North - 
with that dewy Venus dancing above it - that a little stream of love and softness shot 
into my heart as I gazed at it, thro’ all the earthly influences of business and bodily 
pain — But now good night! - God bless you little one - Would to God I too could 
be taken for a child! - and your childish womanhood is offended at it—O folly! 
      Ever Affectly Yours, 
       F. Jeffrey 

 
National Library of Scotland, Acc. 8964, no. 56. 

 
 
 

                                                 

18 unus atque alter (L) one and besides another. 
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TO THOMAS CARLYLE19    date 18 May 1837 
       from Edinburgh 
 
      Edinburgh 18 May 1837 

 

My Dear Carlyle – A thousand thanks for your book of the F. Revolution20 – It 
would have been very welcome to me –(whatever its quality had been) – as [a mark 
of crossed out] <indicating> a return of that old kindness, which I had feared you were 
withdrawing from me: But it certainly gives me greater pleasure, as it is a work which 
I feel assured will do you more honor and bring you into more notice than anything 
you have hitherto produced — It is a book, written most emphatically in your own 
manner – and yet likely to be very generally read – and which cannot be read 
anywhere, without leaving the impression that the author (whatever else may be 
thought of him) is a man of Genius and originality – and capable of still greater 
things than he has done even here — It is no doubt a very strange piece of work – 
and is really, as Coleridge I think said of something else, like reading a story by 
flashes of lightning!21 — It is beyond all question the most poetical history that the 
world has ever seen – and the most moral also – tho’ perhaps not the fullest of 
wisdom.  The descriptions are the finest things in it – and next, the sentiments – 
especially those of [the crossed out] a soft, indulgent and relenting character – which are 
generally full of truth and beauty <and it must be owned outnumber all the others —
> Your ratiocinations (as those of poets are apt to be) – are less satisfactory, and not 
very intelligible – You will be called affected – and I fear, in some sense, not unjustly 
– and by many readers you will <certainly> be found obscure [-] But all the better 
judges will admire you – and allow that, with many faults, you have innumerable 
excellences – and above all that you have power, and originality, which atone for 
everything — I do not myself approve of the style of the composition – It is too 
odd, broken and ostentatiously singular – But what I object most to, is the tone of 
mockery – and mephistophilistic humour, in which not only grave but tragic matters 
are treated – which jars upon our gentler feelings, and, according to my experience at 
least, is painful and out of place – Your clever Devils may view our poor human 
doings in this spirit – but not a man, with [so crossed out] a heart so soft and 
compassionate as yours —— 

All this time tho’, I have read only the first volume quite thro’ – and dipped into 
a dozen places in the others – I only got the book the day before yesterday – and 
have neglected my judicial duties to get thro’ so much of it – Of course I have heard 
nothing of it from other quarters – But I feel assured of its success – I mean of its 

                                                 

19 Jeffrey enclosed this letter for forwarding to Carlyle within a short message to Henry Brougham, which 
is reproduced above in the introduction. 

20 your book of the F. Revolution Carlyle’s The French Revolution was printed in April but not published until 1 
June (Campbell, p. 105), so Jeffrey was commenting on a pre-publication copy Carlyle had sent him. A 
product of his wide reading and developing thoughts on history and on social and cultural change – as well 
as of intensive creative work over the years that he and Jane had been settled in London (including the 
famous rewriting necessitated by the accidental destruction of a first manuscript while in the possession of 
John Stuart Mill) – The French Revolution was the work which finally established Carlyle’s reputation as one 
of the important individual thinkers of his age.  

21 like reading a story by flashes of lightning in the Table Talk of Coleridge’s published in 1836, he is recorded as 
having said of Edmund Kean: “To see him act, is like reading Shakespeare by flashes of lightning”. See 
Table Talk Recorded by Henry Nelson Coleridge (and John Taylor Coleridge), The Collected Works of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge, 14, ed. Carl Woodring, in 2 vols (Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1990), II, 41. 
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coming to notoriety and being spoken of, and admired, and abused — In good truth 
it deserves both, pretty heartily — 

I will not resume our old points of disagreement – If I have ever seemed to have 
too little indulgence for what I thought your errors, I hope you will believe that it is 
far less from any impatience even of dogmatic contradiction, than from a sincere 
belief that your persistence in them obstructed not only your fame and prosperity – 
but your usefulness, and authority as an instructor – It will give me great and 
unmingled pleasure to find that, in spite of all that persistence, you have succeeded in 
all these things – and I can truly assure you that no renunciation of your heresies 
could gratify me half so much as this way of justifying them.  You have likings and 
dislikings too (I mean in your book) with which I do not at all sympathise – and 
seem to me very often to despise and admire very capriciously – tho’ it is not your 
disposition I think generally, to err in overmuch admiring — Why does not your 
bookseller advertise industriously and puff a little in the journals?  You I daresay 
despise all such base devices – But the trades should not be above them – and tho’ 
they may not give popularity they certainly accelerate it ——— And now I have no 
time to say any more – I was obliged to give up my London visit this year – It is 
barely possible – if Parl[iamen]t sit late – that I may still run up about the end of July 
– But it is most likely not till next Spring – when I shall have great pleasure in finding 
you famous and flourishing – Have you no idea of being in Scotland before that 
time? 

And my fair cousin! – I hope she does not mean to disclaim me – I think of her 
often, with the greatest regard – I hear sometimes of her, circuitously, thro’ Empson 
– and am glad to learn that she is well and blooming, since her influenza – Why 
should she not tell me so with [her omitted] own fair hand? 

God bless you, my Dear Carlyle – I shall ever think of you but with kindness – 
and shall always rejoice most sincerely in all your good fortune — 

    Ever Very Faithfully Yours 
      F. Jeffrey 

 
National Library of Scotland MS. 787, ff. 72-5. 

 
 
 



 15 

TO THOMAS CARLYLE    date 23 August [1849] 
       from Craigcrook 
 
      Craigcrook - Blackhall 
       Edinr 23 Augt 

 

My Ever Dear Friends! — I shall be so rejoiced to see you! I have been terribly ill for 
the last 2 months - and am a very poor creature still — so weak and pale and thin! 
Tho’ no longer suffering from my distinct complaint - but only old age, and general 
decay - which still leaves me, I thank God, all my affections - and most of my 
intellect and fancy — I doubt whether I shall ever be fit for work - or general society 
again - but I am not a bit low spirited, or discontented - and, when my voice is in 
tolerable order - converse as well and cheerfully as ever - Mrs Jeffrey I am glad to say 
is I think, perfectly recovered - tho’ not quite so robust as formerly - and we have the 
Empsons and all their children with us - and if the constant spectacle of their 
happiness and everflowing spirits, did not make me forget my own infirmities, I 
should be unworthy of such descendants — But say when you will come? & the 
sooner the better - tho’ I am in no condition to go from home - and you may be sure 
to find me at any time — only I hope you will come early in the day - for I am still 
obliged to go to bed for an hour or two - when other people go to dinner (- between 
6 and 7)- But I am up and about at breakfast and lunch - the first before 10 - and the 
last before 2 — and to one or both of these slight and friendly repasts I hope soon to 
welcome you —— 

A month ago I thought I should die - and not live - and I thought often and very 
tenderly of you both - indeed I have never ceased to think so of you — Now I think 
I shall rally to some extent, from this attack - but on a lower level of vitality - and 
most probably shrink into a secluded, tranquil, domestic existence - no undesirable 
close of rather too busy a life - if I escape pain - and retain my power of reading - 
and the objects of my affection 

Heaven Bless and keep you always! - The world is very beautiful now all around 
us — and there are more beautiful worlds, to which we may yet be introduced - and 
of which I may have to do the honors to you!22 

    Ever Affectly Yours 
     F. Jeffrey 
 

National Library of Scotland MS. 665, ff. 132-3. 

 
 

 

                                                 

22 I may have to do the honors to you Francis Jeffrey died five months later on 26 January 1850. 


