Richard Wagner to Baron von Hornstein 

19, Quai Voltaire, Paris 12th December 1861 

Dear Hornstein, 

I hear that you have become rich. In what a wretched state I myself am you can easily guess from my failures. I am trying to retrieve myself by seclusion and a new work. In order to make possible this way to my preservation-that is to say, to lift me above the most distressing obligations, cares, and needs that rob me of all freedom of mind -I require an immediate loan of ten thousand francs. With this I can again put my life in order, and again do productive work. 

It will be rather hard for you to provide me with this sum but it will be possible if you WISH it, and do not shrink from a sacrifice. This, however, I desire, and I ask it of you against my promise to endeavor to repay you in three years out of my receipts. 

Now let me see whether you are the right sort of man! 

If you prove to be such for me,-and why should not this be expected of someone someday?-the assistance you give me will bring you into very close touch with me, and next summer you must be pleased to let me come to you for three months at one of your estates, preferably in the Rhine district. 

I will say no more just now. Only as regards the proposed loan I may say that it would be a great relief to me if you could place even six thousands francs at my disposal immediately; I hope then to be able to arrange to do without the other four thousands francs until March. But nothing but the immediate provision of the whole sum can give me the help which I so need in my present state of mind. 

Let us see, then, and hope that the sun will for once shine a little on me. What I need now is a success; otherwise-I can probably do nothing more. 

Yours, 

Richard Wagner 

Baron von Hornstein to Richard Wagner Dear Herr Wagner, 

You seem to have a false idea of my riches. I have a modest fortune on which I can live in plain and decent style with my wife and child. You must therefore turn to really rich people, of whom you have plenty among your patrons and patronesses all over Europe. I regret that I cannot be of service to you. 

As for your long visit to "one of my estates," at present I cannot contrive a long visit; if it should become possible later I will let you know. 

I have read in the papers with great regret that the production of "Tristan and Isolde" will not take place this winter. I hope that it is only a question of time, and that we shall yet hear the work. 

Greetings to you and your wife. 

From yours, 

Robert von Hornstein 

Richard Wagner to Baron von Hornstein 

December 27, 1861 

Dear Hornstein, 

You should not have presumed to advise me in any way, even as to who is really rich; and you should have left it to myself to decide why I do not apply to the patrons and patronesses to whom you refer. If you are not prepared to have me at one of your estates, you could have seized the signal opportunity I offered you of making the necessary arrangements for receiving me in some place of my choice.  It is consequently offensive of you to say that you will let me know when you will be prepared to have me.  You should have omitted the wish you express with regard to my Tristan; your answer could only pass muster on the assumption that you are totally ignorant of my works.  Let this end the matter.  I reckon on your discretion, as you can on mine.








Yours,










Richard Wagner

Virginia Woolf to Thomas Hardy 

Hogarth House, Paradise Road 
Richmond, Surrey 

17th May 1923 Dear Mr. Hardy, 

I was once so bold as to write and thank you for your poem upon my father, Leslie Stephen.  I have always treasured your reply. 

My husband, Leonard Woolf, has just been made Literary Editor of the Nation and Athenaeum, and I am writing to say how proud it would make us if you would send us anything of yours for the paper. It would be impertinent for us to try to tell you how great an honour we should think it. There is, of course, no other writer who could give the paper the distinction that you could give it. 

Please excuse me if I bother you in making this request. I cannot help thanking you once more for the profound and increasing pleasure which your writings give me. 

Yours sincerely, 
Virginia Woolf 

Charles Dickens to his wife Kate 

Devonshire-terrace 

Tuesday morning, 15th April, 1851 

My Dearest Kate,- Now observe, you must read this letter very slowly and carefully. If you have hurried on thus far without quite understanding (apprehending some bad news) I rely on your turning back and reading again. 

Little Dora, without being in the least pain, is suddenly stricken ill. There is nothing in her appearance but perfect rest-you would suppose her quietly asleep, but I am sure she is very ill, and I cannot encourage myself with much hope of her recovery. I do not (and why should I say I do to you, my dear?) I do not think her recovery at all likely. 

I do not like to leave home, I can do no good here, but I think it right to stay. You will not like to be away, I know, and I cannot reconcile it to myself to keep you away. Forster, with his usual affection for us, comes down to bring you this letter and to bring you home, but I cannot close it without putting the strongest entreaty and injunction upon you to come with perfect composure-to remember what I have often told you, that we never can expect to be exempt, as to our many children, from the afflictions of other parents, and that if-if when you come I should even have to say to you, "Our little baby is dead," you are to do your duty to the rest, and to show yourself worthy of the great trust you hold in them. 

If you will only read this steadily I have a perfect confidence in your doing what is right. 

Ever affectionately, 

Charles Dickens 

Napoleon Bonaparte to Josephine, his wife 

Brünn 

December 19th, 1805 

Great Empress, not a letter from you since your departure from Strassburg. You have been to Baden, to Stuttgart, to Munich, without writing us one word. That is not very amiable nor very tender. I am still at Brünn. The Russians have gone; I have made a truce. In a few days I shall see what I am going to be.  Deign, from the height of your grandeur, to trouble yourself a little about your slaves. 

Napoleon 

