
Some general thoughts: 

They start at the courtship 1 March 1873. He proposes to her in a letter of March 12, 1873 

right before he leaves for Africa. By November she signs her letters “your loving little woman” 

My theory that he chose to stay in Liverpool primarily because of Lizzie rather than a cut-

throat decision to cut Irvine & Woodward out is backed up somewhat in these letters - 

November 7, 1874: Lizzie writes “I cannot bear to think of the separation which haunts you dear 

I put it from me as something which cannot must not be how could we live without each other” 

and writing her from Gaboon he says to her “But for you the question of sickness, length of 

time on the Coast and the other matter would possibly have not suggested themselves to 

my mind, and I should have remained or come out again with the intention of remaining 

another five years.” 

In these early letters - his descriptions of the climate, life, views of the West Coast are 

certainly very evocative. Imagine how narrow and constrained her life is; she is reading these 

letters about this guy who is a total adventurer - he wins her over with these letters for sure! She 

is swept up by the romance of the parting and of his dangerous, exotic voyage. She’s reading 

stuff like the Charles Baker memoir about he and his wife and their crazy journeys - she wants 

adventure too and she’s living it through him. He is an idea, an escape, a hope, a dream.  

 

LETTERS 

 

N.d. On this one (749-751 in the big file) but worth noting - sometime before they were 

married in 1875. 

…[Glad she sang so well] “You are such a queer little thing. You are gay and cheerful, 

sprightly and full of fun and spirits one day and the next you see everything on the black side, 

solemn dejected and in low spirits. What regulator shall I have to apply to keep you at an even 

temperature or at an equal pace? I shall feel interested to learn how my purchases have fared 

with the critics who have been sitting on judgement over time… Bless you, my love, for your 

letter. There is something in it which I like more than I have noticed in any of your former ones. 

There is genuine enthusiasm in it, and more spirit than usual. I would not have you be my 

master, nor would I have you be my slave. I should not like you to be my gab-wife - a milk and 

water sort of one - nor should I like you to be a tyrannical virago in my house. You will be neither 

- will you love? You will have your own sphere of action as I shall have mine. I sometimes think 

you will be too submissive - you will let me have too much of my own way - But perhaps this will 

all be altered hereafter - and you will be more spirited in the assertion of your rights, more 

decisive, more determined, more my master. A change in that direction might be of advantage 

to both perhaps. We shall see hereafter. Adieu dearest… 

 

1 March 1873 Burton Stather Brigg J to L photo 788-789 (Nov 10 file) 

Dear Miss Longstaff, I hurried back purposely to see you again before leaving, and cannot 

tell you how disappointed I feel, to find you have gone away. Believe me when I say I am truly 

sorry that you have gone. The place is dull and pleasureless without you, so much are you 

missed. I have had your music ringing in my ears all the time I have been absent. I had hoped to 



have heard your voice again, but it was not only to hear your voice that I cared to see you. I 

confess to you that I like you very, very much, and it is a grief to me that I shall not see you 

again for so long a time. Perhaps never.  

My carts arrived this morning and my promise to send you one, must be my apology for 

taking the liberty of writing to you. I have the pleasure to enclose two for you to choose from, 

and with best wishes and kindest regards remain Dear Miss Lizzie yours very truly John Holt. 

 

March 3, 1873 L to J photo 799-800 

West Stockwith. Dear Mr. Holt. I was very sorry to come away without seeing you again. 

Many thanks for your carte, I think the one I have kept very good. I think of having some taken 

very soon I will send you one according to my promise. My first visit to Burton will [?] be 

remembered with pleasure. The pleasant evenings we have spent there it? [seucured?] quite an 

oasis to the every day round of life. 

Believe me my best wishes for your happiness will [?] be with you. With kind regards again 

thanking you for your likeness Believe me yours sincerely Lizzie Longstaff.  

 

 4th March 1873 Burton Stather J to L photos 790-792 

Dear Miss Lizzie, I thank you very much for your kind letter of yesterday. I have no right to 

ask it, but if you will permit me - why did you go away from Burton without seeing me again if 

you were sorry to do so? Had I thought you would have gone, I should have put off my visit until 

the time, but when I begged of you to stay over Sunday and you were silent, I took your silence 

to mean consent and felt sure I should meet you here on my return. Judge then, my chagrin at 

finding you were gone. I am glad you think the likeness you have kept a good one. Do not forget 

to send me yours. I have had many similar promises, and have noticed that as soon as absent, I 

am forgotten. I hope I shall not have to include you in this accusation of my friends.  

I am pleased to hear that you enjoyed your Burton trip. It is all to be attributed to your 

presence. I am sure you will radiate happiness wherever you go. Many thanks for your kind 

wishes for my happiness. I most heartily reciprocate them and pray I may be spared to soon 

return, if only for the pleasure of seeing you again. I leave this tomorrow and my address both in 

Liverpool and Africa will be “care of Messrs. Irvine and Woodward, The Temple, Liverpool” or in 

Africa “Fernando Po West Coast of Africa.” I shall fulfil my promise about the ring and shall be 

glad if you will kindly let me know, to what address I shall forward it, say 2 or 3 months hence. 

Miss Mary has been giving me an awful scolding about the note I wrote her with some initials on 

the envelope. They were perfectly innocent. “De S.S. Y.u. Q.L.L.B” “from your humble servant 

and friend who kisses your hands” This is the usual mode of addressing one another in Spain, 

and I only did it to mystify her a little. How easy it is to be “misunderstood” Goodbye - quickly fly 

the time that intervenes between our next meeting. With best wishes yours sincerely John Holt 

 

 March 6 L to J photos 801-803 

Dear Mr. Holt, in answer to your question why I left Burton before your return, if I had 

followed my own feelings I should not have done so, but being my first visit there I did not like to 

encroach on my friends kindness and as they did not say anything about my staying longer 



judged it was not convenient. I wished after I had said more decidedly I must go. It was one of 

those tiresome misunderstandings for which I am truly sorry. 

I trust you will have a safe voyage. I shall sing “for those at sea” for you, and I hope we may 

meet again. 

It is very kind of you to remember your promise about the ring I am sure I shall treasure it 

very much. I am staying here till Easter, my home address is Stitwold Horncastle Lincolnshire. 

Not the Fens. I have another concert to get up here for which I am very sorry as I do not feel in 

the spirit for it. The lady who hired the piano for the use of the Reading room very much wishes 

for one so I feel obliged to. I wish you were here to help us.  

What is the name of the ship you go away in. I have heard from Mary Des Forges explaining 

the misunderstanding I told her I thought she would find out it was so, I am always fearful of 

jokes in letters being misconstrued.  

My sister and I were good Sentites[?] and went to church last evening to hear the late Vicar 

which was a grand improvement on McOrlee. I must close now with every good wish Believe 

me yours sincerely Lizzie Longstaff. 

 

8th March 1873 Holt to L, photos 792-795 

Dear Miss Lizzie, Many thanks for your kind letter of 6th inst. I felt certain in my own mind 

that your intention was to have stayed over the Sunday at Burton, when I begged you to do so. I 

am glad you have been so candid. Of course you could not stay when it was apparent that your 

friends did not desire to press you to lengthen your visit. Much as I regret your having gone 

without my seeing you, I can appreciate the feelings of delicacy which prompted you to leave. 

But don’t say you are sorry, if by that you wish to a teach any blame to yourself for not having 

said more decidedly that you should leave on the Friday. I hold you blameless. I take the liberty 

of sending by today’s post a pretty song called “Thy voice is near”. Pray accept it as a fact. I 

assure you your voice has literally and truly ever near and singing in my ears, ever since I heard 

you sign “To the woods.” Do sing “For those at sea” for me, and pray for my protection. The 

sympathy of a pure heart is priceless in value to the object for whom its sympathy exists. The 

ring is not work speaking about so far as its intrinsic value is concerned. But it will be a curiosity, 

and it will be pure. More so than the wedding rings made in this country, which a jeweller of 

whom I was today buying a few things for one of my brother’s traders, called virgin gold. Thanks 

for the address I note where it is, and “where it is not.”  I trust you will have a successful concert. 

Indeed I most heartily wish I had been with you, not to have helped so much as to have 

criticized, listened and admired. I leave by the “Benin” on the 12th inst. I have been waiting a 

month for the arrivals of another steamer in order to go with her captain, but he is not yet 

arrived, so I am bound to go with someone else. Had I known this I should not have waited, but 

in that case I should not have had the pleasure of knowing Miss Lizzie Longstaff, and she would 

have only known me as she knows many others doubtless - by hearsay - it was very kind of you 

to become counsel for the defence when accused by Mis Mary May[?] of want of courtesy in 

using initials which she did not understand. Did she tell you how she retaliated in the same 

way? And did she explain to you the meaning of her initials? If so did you believe as true, the 

explanation of those initials which she had attached in jest? Before leaving, I should like to send 



you a very pretty little thing, which all ladies use but which I do not understand the use of. Will 

you allow me to send it to you and to ask you to keep it as a poor token of my esteem? I brought 

it home with me (if Liverpool be my home) eight months ago, for the express purpose of 

presenting it to you. This may seem an extraordinary statement and difficult to understand but is 

nevertheless true when explained. Shall I send it? Do let me I am sure you will like it. It is too 

large to go through the post, so please tell me how I shall address it. At what Station is it to be 

left? 

Bell is ringing in my friends house for tea, so please excuse more and with kindest regards 

believe me dear Miss Lizzie yours sincerely John Holt 

 

12th March 1873 Liverpool, J to L photos 804-807 

My dearest Lizzie, Many thanks for your very kind letter of yesterday. My last one ought to 

have reached you at the same time that the music arrived. I think the air pretty and the words 

appropriate. I have the pleasure to send you another one to-day, which I also trust you will like. 

It will be the last I can send you. In two hours I sail and when this reaches you I shall be far on 

my way. What with business and packing and buying and saying goodbye I have become 

flurried and wearied so much that I look forward to my time on ship -board as on of rest. I am 

bothered too by people constantly coming into the office to say something or to ask questions. 

They all seem to have left all they had to say until the last moment. This must be my excuse, if 

in this you discover anything abrupt or excited. 

Dearest Lizzie, you have rightly guessed my meaning. I love you dearly and not wishing to 

mystify you further, declare it at once in as few words as possible, and in language that cannot 

be misunderstood. Your reply cannot reach me for six weeks, but it will be more the less 

anxiously looked for. And I hope will be favourable to my wishes. We are almost strangers to 

each other, except in heart; and know little of each other’s circumstances. I would, however be 

candid with you. I have bought the farm on which my father has to live, but it will be heavily 

mortgaged. It may be years before I return, and then I expect to have to work for my living and 

at some future time have again to return to the Coast of Africa. I too may be a victim to ill health. 

Take all these matters, I beg of you, into your serious consideration before you reply and then if 

you decide in favour of my proposal, believe that you have the love of one who loves you for 

yourself alone, and cares for nothing else. 

After this, what else can I say? That if you do not accept me I shall ever regard you as a 

dear friend. I wish you every good wish. I pray God to help you and have you in his Keeping. I 

pray Him to preserve us both to meet again. Oh Lizzie I wish I could see you again before I 

leave. I send the parcel to Misterton[?]. I hope it will reach you safely and that you will like it.  

You know my address. The steamers leave the 12th and 30th. You should write on the 10th 

and 28th. 

Forgive more - my luggage is gone down and my friends are waiting to accompany me. My 

Dearest Lizzie, Goodbye Goodbye! Goodbye! Believe me ever yours very affectionately John 

Holt 

 

13 March 1873 on board the SS Benin off Madeira, J to L photos 808-815 



My dearest Lizzie, You must have though my last letter to you a queer and abrupt one I am 

afraid. It was written on the eve of my departure, amidst constant interruptions and in a hurry. 

As soon as I closed it I shut my desk and went off to the ship. Pray forgive any fault you may 

have seen in it, and lay it not to my charge in your estimation of me. But blame the hurry and the 

people who so constantly interrupted me. In that letter I tried to say that I loved you truly and 

sincerely and that instead of being simply a friend, I begged the favours of being allowed to 

climb a step higher on the ladder of your estimation, and to claim your heart and be accepted on 

the footing of a lover. I begged a high favour, and a high honour. I hope in an humble, manly, 

straightforward manner. Dear Lizzie have you been pleased to grant my request? Can you love 

me absent or present? You know what the song says “it may be for years &c” Can you have me 

in sickness or health, in prosperity or adversity? For ever? Can you love me alone, above and 

beyond all else, and all others on earth? My dearest Lizzie, consider this matter seriously and 

answer me candidly. Our future happiness depends upon it. I don’t know that I have any right to 

ask you these questions, nor am I certain that I am writing or have written you as I ought to have 

done or as is customary. But I have expressed to you my feelings and my wishes as my heart 

has dictated them. This is my apology which I trust I feel sure will be admitted. I was undecided 

whether to write you again before hearing your decision and my fate, but as my hopes and 

aspirations, my wishes and my judgement, flatter me with the expectation born of love, that it 

will be favourable to your supplicant, and that therefore you would be pleased to hear of my 

voyage; I do myself the pleasure again to address you and shall continue to do so on the 

presumption until I hear from you. If I am wrong pray burn the letters, an forget me as anything 

but a friend. I trust you received the Work Box I did myself the pleasure to send you. It came 

from the Island of Madeira and is a pretty thing. The representation on the top thereof is a very 

common sight in the streets of Fenshal, the chief town of the Island. A great many English 

invalids resort thither in winter for the good of their health…[goes on to describe their lives there] 

… We left Liverpool on the morning of the 13th. We ought to have sailed on the 12th, but we 

first stuck on a bank in the river and then before we got outside the engines broke down and it 

took the engineers all night and until late next morning to get them in order. It was a cold frosty 

morning, with snow on the deck. I dislike procrastination in anything and particularly in sailing. 

Having once made up my mind to go to a place, I like to be off at the time appointed, and delay, 

chafes and annoys me. I was not therefore in the best of spirits on the morning of the 13th it 

looked so silly to have told everybody that we were going to leave on the 12th and still to be 

there. So annoying to think that we might have had one more comfortable night ashore and 

have delayed our farewell words and grips for a few more hours… the 13th however turned out a 

fine, sunny day and by 12 o’clock we had said good bye to the pilot (to whom I gave for posting 

a few hurried lines of farewell to you which I hope you safely got) and were out on the open sea, 

with a fair and bracing breeze to help us along. That same night we took our last look of 

England (or rather of Wales) and sped onward down the Irish Channel that same night too, the 

soul of one of our fore-cabin passengers departed from its early abode and sped onward. 

Whither? Poor fellow he fell out of his berth and broke his neck. Am I just or charitable in 

attributing this accident to the effects of drink? I’m afraid so. I am told he was much addicted to 

drinking. What an awful curse drink is! You my dear Lizzie, have no idea of the terrible 



consequences to which too much drink leads. I have seen its effects at sea and abroad, and 

pronounce them fearful and horrible. Two of our sailors were under the doctor’s care in 

consequence of it, one of them had to be put under restraint to keep him from jumping 

overboard. The man who died, we buried on the 14th (at sea). Thus you see, we made but a bad 

commencement of our voyage. 

On this day our passengers began to get sea-sick. There are only four cabin passengers, 

besides myself. One is a Doctor, one a trader, one a Methodist Missionary and the other a 

Cockney. The three latter were all sick to-day and as the sea got worse the further we went - 

they of course got no better and it is only on the 18th that they have appeared to recover the 

proper use of their stomachs, and that in consequence of the water being much smoother. We 

have on the whole had a fine passage.  

[Letter ends here but is not signed - implies further pages that are not copied here.] 

 

26 March 1873 S.S. Benin off Sierra Leone 26th March.  

[Much worry over when she can reply and how it will get to him via a steamer out of 

Liverpool. ] Contents: going to “a place called Loanda, where I shall remain until the steamer 

leaving Liverpool on the 30th of March reaches it, when I shall return by her to my post.” He is 

hoping her letter will get to him via that steamer. He notes she won’t get the reply until June - 4 

months since they last saw each other. [He is still waiting to see if she accepts his proposal!] 

He gives her some boring basic info about Madeira. Complains about the locals - “loafers - 

boys and great swarthy men, who ought to have been ashamed to have been employed in such 

a lazy do-nothing occupation - bothering the life out of us to shew us over the town.” They kept 

one guy around since he hung around “like a dog” and they “made a sort of man-of-all-work of 

him.” They ran errands, had lunch at “one of the English Hotels, where we met a number of 

English visitors and afterwards took a long walk.” No fruit except loquat and strawberries. 

Lettuce plentiful, flowers abundant. He raves for a while about the gardens [note: perfectly 

respectable topics to write to a young lady about]. Lots of tropical fruit including bananas, 

oranges, custard apples, loquats, pineapples, peaches apricots  

“The natives of the place, I believe are not pure Portuguese, but of a mixed breed - very 

sun-burnt, brown, dried-up looking but withal very respectful, and good behavioured people.” All 

are clean looking but the women “are not remarkable for their beauty.”  

-Lots of English people there for treatment of the lungs “generally too late, but a foreign 

grave.”  

“Although my countrymen are generally invalids, they have not their match here for beauty 

or appearance. They dress better, and look better, than the Portuguese. [He is looking at them 

through rose-coloured Love of Lizzie glasses of course] 

What he bought: “some very pretty needle-work for the wife of a friend of mine - I hope it has 

given her satisfaction - I had very little confidence in my own taste, as I do not understand 

anything about ladies’ work… I also bought a number of cane chairs and two cane sofas for one 

of my houses…”  

Next stop: Grand Canary, but only stopped there to drop some packages - arrived early 

morning, back on board by 9 am. He notes the pretty villages they glimpse, and tells her the 



principal export is Cochineal which is an insect used in dye - very valuable. They didn’t call at 

Teneriffe.  

“How beautiful the stars shine on a night in these latitudes! How bright they are! How they 

sparkle and glitter! And what a gorgeous array of them there is displayed to our admiring gaze! 

How lovely the look and what a lesson they teach us! How great must be their Maker and 

ours!How utterly insignificant, how inconceivably small man feels in contemplating them! And 

yet for man, the Maker of all these, took upon Him man’s nature, died for him, and offered him 

mercy and Heaven. Why did he care for the ultimate end of man? Why did He care for his life or 

worship Infinite love, Infinite condescension. How unworthy we are! How great and good art 

Thou! Such thoughts as these could not help passing through our minds in gazing upwards at 

that glorious field of stars, or downwards at the broad and awful deep, over which, with sails 

spread out and engines throbbing as the heart-beatings of a man, we glided, leaving behind us 

a track of phosphoric light, strange and beautiful to look at.” 

-Next: on the 5th get their first glance of Africa.  

-He is sad that on this voyage there aren’t musical passengers - the voyage is so dependent 

on who is on board. Also he is grateful for steam since the wind was unpredictable - and the 

speed keeps them cool even as it gets oppressively hot.  

-Now as he writes they are off Sierra Leone; he is in his birth. He notes that “Sierra Leone is 

a British colony of  Blacks - slaves principally or the children thereof, liberated by our gun boats 

and men of war from slave ships caught by them on the high seas. It is a pretty looking place. 

Nothing barren looking about it. Green from the top of the hills at its back, down to the waters’ 

edge - yet it is called the “Whiteman’s grave” on account of its unhealthiness. No stranger would 

suspect it of being unhealthy, it is such a pretty looking place, with such a nice deep harbour. IT 

is built of brick and wooden houses, and some of a composite character of Brick below, and 

wood above. All prettily painted or coloured. On the slope of a hill, the background being an 

amphitheatre of hills, of no great height… The thing that strikes a stranger most in tropical 

Western Africa is the  

Immense amount of foliage and vegetation. There is nothing but leaves, trees, and houses 

to be seen here. The vegetation is so prolific and so rank that it intrudes itself into all sorts of 

places. In a town (or rather a city for there is a Bishop here) like this with some 20 odd thousand 

inhabitants, you would expect to see a tremendous cluster of houses all together or nearly so, 

but instead the houses are nearly all detached and hidden by trees. - Trees everywhere. The 

streets are wide, and there too are rows of trees on each side. There is a humid, earthy, damp 

hot house kind of smell peculiar to these African towns - and there is in addition a peculiar smell 

of the goods and produce sold therein. And distinct from all pungent and not to be overlooked or 

mistaken. That of the natives themselves. How queer the blacks talk, How queer they look. 

How ugly they appear, to even my eyes. Strange how all these should alter when we 

become accustomed to them. But it does. I can answer for that. How queer the women 

dress too, with their fancy coloured robes, airy and gracefully flowing and their fancy 

patterned turbans, and How they swing along as they lazily go about their business. Well, 

Well. They do not need to hurry. [Note - is he inadvertently hinting at something here about 

his relationships with black women?] 



-He doesn’t want to stay long because typhoid fever “very bad here amongst the few 

European residents” the missionary has to stay until he can get passage for a two day steam 

heading north to Gambia. He can stay 2 years and extend an additional 2 “He is a young man, 

very hopeful, and anxious to do good” but he also wants to do his time and go home “to marry a 

young lady to whom he is engaged. Poor fellow, I can appreciate his aspirations.”… 

“I often think of you, and derive great pleasure in the operation. I have often mentally wished 

you with me to enjoy the pleasant associations of our voyage; to have you by my side whilst you 

admired new and strange forms of natural beauty, and grandeur, and sights new and strange to 

you. How humbly and how gladly would I endeavour to explain and show you anything of which 

I might have a better acquaintance than you of. What pleasure I should derive from your 

presence! How quickly the tedious voyage would pass and how delicious the hours as they flew 

by! And yet how selfish of me! It is the last place I should wish you to come to, for you know I 

love you. Haven’t I told you so? How I love to think of you, of your eyes, your voice, your looks, 

your modesty and charm of manner, your good nature, and kind heart. I endow you with every 

good, affectionate, high and noble attribute. I picture you in my mind as a heroine, possessed of 

everything worthy the love of man; a prize that gives end and aim to my life and one worth my 

strenuous efforts to obtain. May God bless and keep you my dearest Lizzie.” … 

 

Letter 2nd April 1874 On board the Old Benin off Accra photos 24-74 

My dearest Lizzie, [last wrote from Sierra Leone] 

…“Sierra Leone is the great centre of the civilized negro under British rule on this coast” 

(compared to Cape Palmas, Grand B? Cape Coast Castle) “it is fashionable there to send their 

children (boys and girls) to Europe for their education and when such return to their country they 

consider themselves superior to those who have not had the same advantages. I doubt however 

if as a rule, the education they receive is of any real benefit to them. They gradually degenerate 

by contact with their less civilized country people, and [?on graft?] the European intelligence 

they have contracted, on their native cunning and subtlety and want of principle. They have the 

unfortunate habit of selecting and retaining a white man’s vices, whilst they unite them to their 

native character, and pushing aside his virtues as something inconvenient and unnecessary to 

be retained make themselves worse than their uneducated progenitors and fellow country men. 

There was a good deal of sickness and yellow fever they said. The place is notoriously 

unhealthy for Europeans yet there are some, and ladies too, who have lived many years in it. I 

have given over wishing you with me now. This is no place for a white lady. The whole Coast is 

bad enough for men to live in, and have to do with, but is thoroughly unsuitable for women of my 

colour (?) and country. [Sic - question mark in original] The Sierra Leone people have been so 

petted and spoiled by our Government that to a European, they are unbearable. Impertinent 

beyond measure and litigious. They appear to invite a breath of the law in order to make 

themselves conspicuous, and important amongst themselves, by obtaining a verdict and of 

course damages, against the abusive and despotic Saxon, whom, far from being superior, is 

scarcely allowed by them, to be equal. Trial by a jury composed principally of black men, was 

sure to result in conviction and damages if a white man were concerned.  



So much has this privilege here abused, that at last it has had to be abolished, and now all 

cases are settled by a [?]pendiary magistrate. Except in those of crime.  

We took on board at this place a black lady passenger for Fernando Po - leaving her 

husband for a time on account of some domestic quarrel. And other people for other places on 

the Coast. The former is a cabin passenger, but the others sleep on deck in the midst of their 

luggage, which requires a good deal of attention, in order to prevent theft. So given are the 

Africans to this particular failing. I’m sorry to think it is not confined to them. When I tell you that 

people sleep on a vessel’s deck for days, nights, and weeks altogether, it will give you some 

idea of the mildness of this climate, and of the amount of sleep a negro can put up with, when 

necessary…. [More about the weather] “It is very pleasant to sit on deck of a morning in 

deshabille when the air is cool and pleasant” but then it gets hot. 

Huh? “The heat is gradually reducing me to my usual Coast weight - a difference of 28 lbs 

between that and my weight in England. When this is effected you may guess what a ghost I 

shall look. Thin, meagre, and attenuated as the handle of a broom.”  

“There is an enervating, soft, damp, hot-house feeling in this climate quite unknown to you.”  

[Next couple of pages - description of flying fish, Liberia] 

On the Liberians: “Like their Sierra Leone brethren they have a super abundance of 

arrogance and self conceit. So much indeed, that it is not easy for a white man to live amongst 

them. Here the negro is master, and a beautiful scoundrel he is, with his exaggerated Yankee-

slang -tongue and loud talk. His very slight regard for truth and justice, his general private and 

public corruption, and his mimicry of European and American institutions, manners, and 

customs. I once lived ten days amongst them, and as you see, did not fall in love with them or 

their character. Still to be just, I was treated kindly and considerately by some of them. My host 

was a “Colonel” of some troops somewhere - mostly in the imagination I expect as I never say 

one. I dined with a “senator” on one occasion there and generally became acquainted with the 

persons and private history of most of the leading men of Cape Palmas. I found that generally 

their character was not remarkable for honesty, or respectability in its proper sense. On this part 

of the coast we obtain Kroomen whom we take down to the “Oil Rivers” abad generally 

speaking, [?] part of the Coast, where they act as house servants, housekeepers, men servants 

(and maiden servants) and in fact do all sorts of light and hard work. We could not do without 

them. They are our best friends. We use them principally for the Oil trade, such as filling Casks 

with Oil, loading and unloading vessels, rowing boats and canoes &c &c. They are well-made, 

powerful, big limbed, fine set of men and when understood tractable and easily managed. They 

are indispensable to us. They come to us for a term of 12 months, we paying their passage 

money each way and giving them a certain value in merchandise and their food in addition. The 

merchandise is as money to them - they prefer it to money as with it they can purchase wives 

for which cause and in order to enable them to do so they come to us to work. When a man 

obtains or buys a sufficient number of wife to keep him well he works for us no longer, but 

remains at home to look after them and live a gentleman. This is their benighted land, you see, 

the more wives a man has the bigger man is he, and the greater his wealth and influence in the 

Community. Of course his wives do all his work, hence his greatness. They make Palm oil for 

sale grow rice, yams, cassada [sic] &c for food, whilst he superintends their exertions, rules over 



them, holds meetings with his fellowmen, helps to “talk palaver” and plays at war. Like all 

uncivilized men they are constantly at war, always in a row with each other, one town against 

another, and fight in a most cowardly, villainous manner. It is a grand deed, a most laudable and 

heroic act, to stealthily creep into an enemy’s town in the dead of night, draw near to a hut, 

listen whence the breathing of the sleeps or the voices of the speakers come, and then aiming 

in that direction fire off their muderous weapons amongst women and children. Their huts are of 

sticks and leaves, circular, with conical matted roofs; and being only a few feet in diameter, a 

gun fired into the centre or any part of it, can hardly miss killing or wounding the people inside.  

[Next section - he lost one of his dogs overboard - he is traveling with two dogs and three 

cats to keep down rats] 

“At Cape Coast I went ashore with our passenger Doctor. This is the chief port of the British 

protectorate of the Gold Coast.” “At the present time the protectorate is at war with the King of 

Ashantee, a mighty negro savage on its borders.”  

[Next - description of the canoes and of his landing on shore in a surf boat - could use to 

build a paragraph about life on the West Coast see photos 46-48] 

[Principal trade is gold dust; houses made of mud or clay; flat roofed. Streets are crooked 

and narrow. “The houses are full of wretched little rooms, with all sorts of queer stairs, 

passages, and turnings, ill-ventilated, and dirty.” 

“We met batches of the women singing and dancing in the streets, with their bodies, here 

and there stroked with a sort of pipe-clay and some of them with a whisp of fibre, one end of 

which was tied up so as to form a handle, which as they sang and danced, they whisked about 

as if in the act of beating someone. I asked what this meant, and was told that the women of 

those who had gone to the war, being powerless to enforce the remaining men in the town to 

join them, had adopted this plan of putting them to shame. If patriotism fails to make a man fight 

for his country and his home, will all the venom, satire, and curses that these women can bring 

to bear on his dastard soul, be able to drive out the Coward within him? It may. Where high 

principle does not exist sufficiently strong as to overcome ones’ sense of pain, or fear of death, 

the contemplations, upbraidings, the loathing and railings of ones’ fellow men may make a man 

desperate and prompt deeds of valour. Let us hope the women have not sung, danced, twisted 

themselves into all sorts of contortions, yelled, groaned, and half melted for nothing.” [But he 

just finished saying they have stupid wars…??] 

“The women were clean, and some of them good-looking.” [He describes one as having got 

her hair up in sort of “horns”] “Pigs, turkeys, ducks, fowls, men, women, and children all mixed 

up in the most charming state of sociability and friendship you could imagine” “how specially 

agreeable to the nose!” [I guess his praise is on the sarcastic side] 

-People selling ground nuts, maize, sitting on mats 

“There are however a number of good houses, and although mostly belonging to white men 

or the Government, some belong to natives, who dress, live and talk like ourselves. Some of 

them are said to be very wealthy. How strange that in this town I met a man whom I had known 

in Birkenhead thirteen years ago, and whom I had not the least idea of seeing never having met 

him since that time.” 



-When he got back to ship he had a dreadful headache and vomited; there were 4 English 

men of war and a Yankee corvette in the harbour. One of the Krumen had smallpox and was 

quarantined.  

“If white men and black men are in all respects the same physically, it seems trance 

that there is little risk of one race contracting or becoming infected by the diseases of the 

other race. For instance small pox is contagious or infectious between those of a colour 

but rarely attacks those of a separate or rather of the other colour. When we get yellow 

fever, and it spreads from one to another with terrible speed, the negroes do not get it; 

and when they have small pox it is seldom we get it from them.” 

Accra: big trade in gold dust and palm oil. “The natives are a separate race from those of 

Cape Coast Castle - not equal to them perhaps.” He bought jewellery here.  

… April 3, they stopped at Quitah or Tellah Coffee. “There are only two or three houses at 

this place not counting those of the natives, but nearly all the steamers call at it, because 

provisions such as Fowls, sheep, turkeys, ducks, chalets and eggs are comparatively cheap 

and abundant.” When they docked “a whole host of negroes” came on board. Holt bought “a 

dozen turkeys, three sheep, and a whole heap of chalots.” Captain immediately kicks the 

Africans off after the purchases are complete “ whip in hand”  

-Stopped off Wydah, which was engaged in oil trade “and does a considerable business.” 

Holt notes its history of slavery, and says the natives now trade in oil “they do this unwillingly, I 

imagine, as it involves labour; but they had no power to continue their nefarious traffic, so far as 

it relates to foreigners, and so were obliged to work.”  

Holt notes the King of Dahomey, who is barbarous, keeps Amazons - “women owned and 

made soldiers of. They are said to be ferocious, and hard-fighting warriors - quite equal to men. 

It is difficult for us to comprehend this. It is contrary to the nature of woman to like the duties, 

and undertake the risks of a soldier. So it is to have to do the work that some of our women 

have to do at the coal pits and other places. Yet both are done by them. The women are said to 

adopt extremes, and seldom take a middle course, it is easy to suppose that these Amazons 

must be perfect fiends. But surely not worse than the men.” 

April 4th - off Lagos. [He notes the poor harbour access and its economic importance in 

trade]** “Although I have passed the place so many times I have never been in it.” But he 

couldn’t get over the bar so he didn’t go again - waves were crazy rolling and way too many 

sharks! “ I don’t remember ever having been here without seeing one before.”  

-2 disembarked at Lagos so now it was just the doctor and Holt on board. They are occupied 

with “lolling about, reading, talking, and gazing vacantly and abstractedly at nothing.” It is so hot.  

-8th April now anchored at Bonny River. Sat night there was a “terrific tornado.” Sunday busy 

at Bonny; people coming to collect letters and hear the news. “It is to be deplored that the 

Sabbath in this country is not so reverently observed as in England.”  

-He refers to the war between Oko Jumbo and Jah Jah. “This war has injured its commerce 

by diverting half of it or perhaps more to a neighbouring river where the rebel chief Jah Jah has 

permanently got settled. The white traders do not live ashore here - or in fact with one 

exception” - still in hulks. The hulks are “nicely painted and well arranged to secure comfort and 



ventilation. If one could be taken to England it would evoke a good deal of curiosity and would 

be quite a novelty.”  

[Next few pages description of hulk trading] 

-What steam changed: “now they [sailing vessels] are almost entirely dispensed with, the 

carrying trade being done by steamers. This has the effect of considerably reducing the number 

of Europeans staying in the river sufficiently long to contract the ordinary Coast fever. [Me: and 

to forge strong ties to locals!] Consequently the total loss of life is not so great as formerly. But 

in proportion to the number of men exposed to the influence of the climate I believe the death 

rate is as high as ever it was.” 

“Of course there are no white ladies here. Like the visits of angels they are “few and far 

between.” The Coast is no place for them. They are occasionally seen on it, but it is only for a 

time, until they get so sick that they are bound to go home at once.” “We have all to succumb 

sooner or later, but physically, women are not able to withstand its influences so long as men 

can and do - on account of his greater strength and [?fitness?] 

11 April - arrival Fernando Po. Not much changed since he left. “The people are glad to see 

me. I had nearly said all the people, but there are a number of them considerably indebted to 

me, who would perhaps have preferred my staying where I have been.” [Ends with a soliloquy of 

the beauty of the island] 

 

DSC05987 Lizzie to John West Stockwith March 24 1873 photo 155 main file 

My dearest John, I received your last kind letter of the 12th I have thought over it very very 

much, I do sincerely love you and feel life would seem a blank without your love. WE certainly 

are almost strangers to one another yet I believe we understand each other at heart and where 

true sympathy exists it will help through many trials and difficulties. Oh I wish I could have seen 

you again before you left. I do pray to God you [?blurry] to preserve us both to meet again.  

I thank you very much for your prayers for me… 

Dear John I am willing to share life’s joys and sorrow with you, do not think I expect it will be 

all smooth sailing, others have their trails, so must we… 

We have been brought up very simply in the country. My father was a ? [Farmer?] there are 

so so ? I have to [this is too blurry to read]… I have two brothers three sisters… I am the 

youngest…my mother has been an invalid…we are left very comfortably off [?]… 

…My sister and I went to Hull a week last Friday. I went to have my likeness taken,.. I think I 

saw your sister at the window, we staid all night and came home on the Saturday evening  

 

  

 

 April 3, 1873 Stawold[?] L to J photos 83- 90 

My dearest John, I have been reading once again your last treasured letter received on the 

29th it was such a surprise to me it was so kind and thoughtful of you to write before receiving 

my letter, I was so anxious to hear all about you… 

… I love your honest, straightforward, manly letters.” 



“You ask me, can I love you always and at all times above and beyond all else and all 

others. Dearest John! I am your own true love…” [we will have clouds as well as sunshine etc.] 

“You ask me why my feelings are not more palpable to you. I was blind. I did not think you 

cared for me more than as a friend you little knew how I tried not to let you know how much I 

loved you. I liked you from the first, sometimes I wonder why God has given me such pure 

manly love and feel I am not worthy of it. Oh John! You do not know what a failing helpless 

mean creature I often feel myself. You think far too highly of me, I can only offer you the pure 

love of my heart you are my first my dearest one. I did not say half I felt or half I wanted to in my 

last letter. Oh that we could have had half an hour’s together before you left it seems strange 

sometimes to be writing to you and feeling for you as I do and yet never having spoken of love, I 

must confess dear John it was a trial to me to leave Burton[?] without seeing you again, when 

you begged of me to stay I knew you loved me then, but not till then. I often sing the songs you 

sent me and the old ones we used to sing at Burton they all seem to have a different meaning 

now. I can sing “[?] letter” really and truly “I love him faithfully” Rosa[?] and I had such a nice 

stroll in the wood the other day (we have one very near our house) we sang “To the woods” and 

talked about you. Shall I tell you what Rosa said about you from your photo! She thinks[?] you 

look a Spanish/Swish[?] fellow. That’s my little old [?] sister’s opinion  

we have an [?] [?] there. I have not much chance (if there were any such fear) of forgetting 

you. My brother leads me such a life teasing me. I have often given him a benefit so he feels at 

liberty to retaliate. I had a nice long letter from Mary Des Forges this morning. She is still at 

Kingslaugh? Returns home next week. I think I am afraid my photographs will not come before I 

send this, they are very tiresome people not to send them. I will send one next time if they 

should not be in [?]. The weather is turning good natured and being seasonable it is bringing al 

the spring flowers out. I love the spring it seems such a hopeful season. 

I am in correspondence with a lady about a situation in a school in London. I intended taking 

one at Christmas but could not meet with one [?] [?] me. So I think we [?] to meet, I rather hope 

to get this one this Easter. I know some one in the school and hear the Lady is very nice so it 

will not be going quite amongst strangers. Where are three of us at home and we have very little 

society and I shall be all the happier to be well employed whilst you are away. I must not write a 

tremendously long letter or you will not read it, do you not remember saying so!  

I was so sorry I did not get you to write your name in my text book. 

I shall feel quite sorry to leave this part I have been happy here.  

I am going to stay in Lincoln on my way home. I shall go to the Cathedral I always enjoy the 

service there so much. I ear [?] boys voices in [?] old place is something delightful I think. 

I think you have my home address Stowold W. Homcastle Lincolnshire. I shall know by I 

send my next letter whether I am going to London. 

I shall look very contentedly for your next letter. I am often thinking about you and wondering 

whether you are having a pleasant voyage. The rest would seem a relief after all the [?] at last. 

It will be so different the next time I go to Burton you not there and the Des Forges in 

another house. Mr. Des Forges sent a saucy message to me the other day. He is so droll I like 

him very much - he is so kind I must close now. With dearest love believe me to remain your 

own loving Lizzie Longstaff. 



 

 24 April 1873 Stiwold Harcastle Lincolnshire  L to J Photos 87-94 

…[Received his letter on 16th] “your good kind long interesting letter, How can I thank you for 

them…” 

“What can be more interesting to me than descriptions of where you have been and what 

you are doing, I seem almost to see each place, what charming places Madeira and Sierra 

Leone must be, you made me long to be with you, how I should have enjoyed it and John I am 

often with you in spirit and wishing you every blessing and happiness, you have given me fresh 

aims in life. Life seems no longer a mere existence whilst I think of you, oh that we may be 

spared to have many years of happiness together. It is the prayer of your own true love Lizzie. 

[Bemoaning how long till his next letter will be] 

“I think of what you must have gone through and endured I feel ashamed to make troubles 

of the little worries of life how strange the influence we exercise over one another.” 

-She reports there was snow and they had a fire and it is cold.  

“I have been reading Sir Samuel Baker’s travels in Africa what a woman lady Baker is what 

a spirit she must have to go through all she did I do admire her courage. I get quite excited over 

the book to the intense amusement of my sisters there have been rumours in the papers they 

were both murdered. Surely it is only report. the same and so many times there have been [?] 

[?] 

The other day we went ferning in a wood which always reminds me of the song “To the 

woods”… 

“What do you say to that saucy sister of mine sending that message with my likenesses 

(which I hope you have received all right) aren’t you [?] she is a very impertinent artist. I 

suppose she claims the privilege as a sister. We shall have nothing but that horrible Tichborne 

trial in the papers again. I am tired of hearing of it - it seems an endless affair. My brother John 

from Stochwirth has been over for a night he came to Lincoln fair he has been to a wedding 

officiating, I offered to help him in the speechifying but I think he did not need my assistance. 

The bridegroom was a friend of ours living in the delightful past glorying in the name of the Fen 

which we just escape (though not the ague we generally have a touch of it in the spring). The 

country is very uninteresting about here and we have ver few neighbours and those we have we 

visit with very little. So if we had no resources of happiness and agreement within ourselves by 

music and reading etc we should be in a fair way of being buried alive. I have touched the piano 

very little lately only a little in the evenings. I have been as busy as a bee. When we get our new 

servants I hope to have more time[?] and shall enjoy my practices all the more for not being 

able to get them now… 

…John, I used to enjoy singing to you because you love music, nothing freezes me sooner 

than to sing to people who do not care for it or only to criticize, it makes me feel like a piece of 

ice then, and takes all the spirit out of me I cannot help it.”… 

 

20th April 1873 J to L at Kisembo on board Benin, photos 91-102  

… Has now left Fernando Po again for Cameroons, a town and river about 50 miles away. 

“The trade and mode of living amongst the whitemen here is similar to that in Bonny - the 



natives however are cleaner, live in better houses and look a finer and more intelligent race than 

any on the coast.”  

-Next headed to Gaboon but the night before another tornado that cleared the air; 

afterwards an amazing view of Mt. Cameroon at a height of 13,000 feet. Could also see F.P. 

And “the grand old peak of Clarence (F’do Po) was quite distinct as it towered to the sky in silent 

solemn grandeur. All is quiet now, but time was when fire and smoke and ashes were vomited 

forth from its peak - an awful terrible sight. Now it is all peace and instead of fire and destruction 

it and its beds of lava and up heavings, are a mass of verdure and noble forests, growing on a 

dark prolific soil.”  

-It is “so warm and debilitating” on the ship “that I have scarcely energy enough to move, 

and sit, and stretch, and sleep and yawn all day.”  

“When I first came to this Coast I was one of some twenty passengers. And out of the whole 

I know of but two besides myself who are living.”  

-Arrival Gaboon: everyone lives on shore. “The settlement is French and situated at the 

mouth of a river of the same name. The trade here consists of rubber, Ivory, Ebony and 

Barwood. I have a brother here named Jonathan. And generally have two but the other one 

(Tom) is at present, and until my return at Fernando Po. We stayed here but a few hours which I 

spent ashore with my brother whom I had not see for a year.  I am desirous that he should go 

home this summer as he has been 4 years on the Coast since last home and during that time 

has had one very severe attack of fever. So bad a one that I thought I had lost him. After leaving 

Gaboon we called at a place called Black Point afterwards at Banana Ambrizette and now we 

are at Kisembo - these are all native places so far as the ground and jurisdiction is concerned 

but there are no towns other than a few trading houses or factories belonging to Europeans 

round which are a few native huts. The dwelling places of Langersson to the factories with the 

exception of Banana they are all situated on the sea Coast, and receive through the surf. There 

is a heavy roll of the sea about here as I write it takes me all my time to keep steady; you may 

judge how successful I am by my writing. The character of the country here is quite different 

from that of the Oil rivers or the Bights of Benin and Biafra as they are called. It is hilly and 

variegated with patches of bush - a tree here and there - and grassy slopes and plains. None of 

the dense forests we have so lately been accustomed to see - none of the dead levels, low and 

monotonous in their ever-recurring sameness. We have had numbers of tornadoes. It appears 

to be the season for them all along the Coast… seriously alarmed our black (saloon) lady 

passenger…” 

Trade - palm oil, ivory, ground nuts, rubber &c. Was in the hands “of the old Portuguese 

slave traders” but they are in debt and European houses don’t trust them so trade direct with the 

natives through clerks and agents. “We have half a dozen of these Portuguese with us, on their 

way to Loanda. I cannot compliment them on their clean and good looking appearance but 

perhaps I am prejudiced. One of them has been 35 years on this part of the Coast without being 

away from it. That says a good deal for the healthiness of the place. I mean comparatively only - 

as he is a [?] old man almost as dark as a piece of old mahogany” 

-Arrival Loanda 22nd April. Holt staying with a friend. “This is the largest and best looking 

place I have seen since I left Madeira.” Pop of about 40,000-  5000 of which are white. It is a 



Portuguese convict settlement. There are a number of Englishmen here - trader &etc living a 

rather fast life. I was at a dinner last night at one of their houses. Our hostess was the only 

English lady in the place. One poor fellow passenger had his wife here. He had only been 

married a year and a half when after a few month’s residence here his wife died, and their child 

the only link between them died the day before we arrived and is being buried this morning. 

Poor fellow!” I am very sorry for him. The place is very sickly now. I have been up at the [?] this 

morning and have seen numbers of new graves. Yellow fever has decimated the whites, and 

small pox the blacks. The country is a beautiful place - well kept. There are wide paths 

intersecting it at right angles and along each side of the path monuments to the memory of the 

deceased are erected - nearly all of them being made of white marble and some, quite works of 

art. It seems out of place to us that the monuments should not be erected over the graves of the 

departed, but the general effect of this arrangement is more striking, pleasing, and artistic than 

the opposite one in which there is no order or systematic plan. I propose staying here for a few 

days in which I shall have a little business to transact [?] by the next steamer to go back to 

Fernando Po. That steamer should bring me your letter, which I am anxiously awaiting, with 

eager hope as to its contents. My Dearest Lzzie, I often think of you and wish you were here to 

witness the strange things I see, without running the risk, which all have to run who make this 

Coast their home. How delightful it would be to tell you all about each place we passed and to 

shew you everything and everybody worth seeing! But how much more delightful to never come 

near them again if that would secure for me your society, your love, in a country  - common to 

both of us - excelled - equalled by no other.”  

 

26 May 1873 J to L Fernando Po photos 103-122 

…“I bless you for [the letters you sent], and thank God for having given e the love of one I 

hold so dear. When I think how pure, how real it is, I feel myself totally unworthy of so great a 

blessing. My darling, you do not know the sacrifices you are making; you do not know what trials 

may be in store for you through this love for my unworthy self. Nor can I tell you. I pointed them 

out so far as I was able in a former letter, and if with a ll you have chosen to accept me, I am 

only too happy to acquiesce in your decision.”  

… “Dearest, I thank you for your likenesses. How beautiful you look! But you look a little sad. 

Why do you look sad my sweet one?” [Rosa coloured the pictures and he likes it] “I do not think 

the colouring a piece of vanity Lizzie dear - it is more like you than the plain photograph.” 

“In your first letter you tell me that you expected to be going to London, but in your last you 

say that you are not going. I do not know whether to condone with you, or congratulate you on 

this result. But without being able to give any reason for it, I feel more pleasure in the thought 

that you have not gone, than I could have felt had it been different - not, however, if I thought 

the change would in the least add to your happiness. It is good to be busy. The want of work 

- suitable - was, as much as anything, the cause of my return to this coast. I felt so lost at 

home without it.” 

[He notes he reads her letters “over and over again”] 

“I did wish that I could have seen you again after you left Burton, and but for our being such 

strangers to each other, or if I had then been more certain of my position, I should have enjoyed 



that pleasure. You don’t know how vexed I felt with the Des Forges for letting you go. And I had 

to be on my guard lest they should notice it, perhaps ineffectually so I felt inclined (perhaps 

unjustly) to blame Miss Mary for having designedly facilitated your going, as I felt certain that 

your intention at heart was to have remained with them until my return. But never mind 

dearest…” 

…”It is very pleasant to think over the few evenings we spent together at Burton. How well I 

remember them! And the concert too. You had more courage on that occasion that I should 

have had. “To the woods” has been ringing in my ears ever since and I have not forgotten 

“KAtey’s letter”. But you would not sing it with the amount of generous[?] feeling I could have 

wished in spite of my endearments. Could you sing it better now that you understand its 

meaning and the reason why I visited you. To sing as if you really felt what you were saying? 

How cold it was too as you sat before me close to the fire. It is very different here, but not so 

hot, perhaps as you are apt to imagine.  

What shall I say to your sister’s criticism of my photographs? She does not compromise 

herself much in saying I am “fairest” neither in looks nor abilities [do?] I make any pretence to 

anything beyond the mediocre. Her conclusion is a very just one and does discriminating 

faculties credit. The original is somewhat below the point she has fixed of allowance he made 

for the artists’ improvements. I look forward with pleasure to an introduction to your sister Rosa 

with whom on account of her opinion and the colouring of your likeness I am already 

predisposed. It is very provoking that my letter from the steamer the day I left, did not reach you. 

My father is gone to Broughton near Brigg close to Buxton [? Very blurry page] not above an 

hour’s drive from it. It is a sheep farm I hope he will do well on it.  

{He says happy birthday and notes she must be missing her father “you write so sadly and 

affectionately of him.”] 

“I must take your advice as far as possible by not working too hard. I am of two restless a 

nature to do anything. Indeed I have worked very hard in this country, and am compelled to in 

order to keep things in order. It is not work that I feel so much, but anxiety, care, and 

disappointment. I [?] not for work. I like it. But when I make my plan and in my mind have 

everything arranged to lead to a proposed result, and something accidental or 

unforeseen happens and [sh?] my plans to the [?] or brings disaster where I expected 

success, or where the stupidity or carelessness of those upon whom I have to depend 

produce like result then I am apt to feel very dispirited, and disheartened. And am more 

likely to be attacked by sickness than any ordinary instrument of work would bring on. 

Thank God I have been quite well hitherto, although there is a good deal of sickness about now 

of course… 

[On her trip to Buxton - he tells her what to look for - he seems to like “instructing” her] “I 

wish I could be with you, to tell you the names of the different places you will see - what saucy 

message has the Doctor been sending you? I guess on the subject. But mind Lizzie they 

don’t know from me. Have you let them into our secret?  

I ought to write to Miss Polly and Miss Edna “I must not forget that but for them I should 

never have known my best beloved.”  

[He goes on for a while about how he stares at her photograph all the time] 



2nd June - he has now received her letter of 24th. He warns her that he is now going on a 

regional trip along coast and won’t be able to send her any letters for a while. He notes 

Jonathan is going home.  

“I am afraid I have painted Sierra Leone in too bright colours - I never wish to see you there 

or indeed anywhere on this Coast. I would like you however to see Madeira. It is at [?] in healthy 

and charming. There is nothing I believe more beautiful in the world than the lights I see here 

daily, but I do not wish you to see them, for beneath all the beauties of this clime, lurks the 

spectre fever. But for that there is no place more [?] more lovely or more enjoyable on this fair 

earth. It is a perfect paradise [and awaiting?] only the hand of man to transform it into a garden 

of Eden - Fever is the angel’s sword that drives us forth.” 

[He goes on again about how dangerous it is due to fever] 

…”Lady Baker must be a noble, courageous woman rather of a masculine stamp though, I 

should think. She must have had to suffer and endure a good deal in company with her 

husband. It is a great sacrifice for a woman to make, if she be of the mould of ordinary women. 

You will remember doubtless that one of the natives wanted to know her price. In this degraded 

land women are only like slaves to their husbands and articles of commerce to their fathers.  

I think we have had quite enough of Tichborne. I think he ought to be put down to save the 

public any further rehearsal of his tiresome and endless suit. Still if he is the man it would be 

treating him very unjustly…. 

[On music] “Beethoven is my favourite but I like all the old masters. I regretted much having 

missed the Messiah when at home.” He notes he has a harmonica but little time to practice and 

not much inclination.] 

“How well I remember your sweet voice! Does not the song “Ever of thee” suit it? The words 

are applicable to you. I ought to be the one to sing. Didn’t you think me impertinent to offer my 

suggestions to you singing at Briston [?]… 

 

 

 

There are letters in the main file from the rest of 1873 not copied here yet. With the 

drawings! 

 

1 January 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 274-277 

My dearest John, your welcome letter I have just received. I was amused at your description 

of how you reached home [? Next line hard to read] it is colder than ever now (that’s a piece of 

news you do not know of course) there have been several boys on the Trent[?] this morning. 

The Canal is broken up they have been letting more water in.  

Rosa and I sat up last night - the old year out - [?] is very wretched without you dearest. I try 

to be very interested in my work which is all a sham for I am longing all the time to be with you 

I had such a droll letter from Harrvie Bett[?] yesterday with good wishes for us both and a 

message to you “she fell in love with a fellow passenger, a man [?] had been everywhere and a 

very amusing[?] man he pitied him so much that when he got out at Boston he got them a foot 

pan[?] so I was to tell you she still makes a little money out of strangers.  



I have just heard from Jeannie Ward - she sends her love and good wishes to all Mrs. Holt 

included.  

We are expecting Robert tomorrow unless he is alarmed by the post.  

Lucie came across last evening for an hour or two…  

 

8 Jan 1874 L to J 3 San Francisco Terrace Spilsby Road Boston. Photos 293-304 

My very dear John, 

I have not another of your kind letters to answer. I have been looking anxiously for one 

every morning… Dearest, I have so longed for you this last few days and felt {??] those ? Would 

? Him, “I shall ? Never let you go back again, unless you take me with you. - Now we have left 

the old home I do not seem to care where I go one place is the same as another to be with him I 

love more than any one or anything else on earth will be my greatest happiness. I have been 

Castle building lately oh how happy we shall be, I am afraid my castles were too ethereal but we 

will be very happy if God spares us both… 

I feel so despondent sometimes when things do not go quite smoothly and feel what is life 

for. I spent the old year out and the new year in, in reading your letters. I was staying at 

Fosdyke about nine miles from here and was very glad they proposed not setting up. May it be 

a very happy year for us both. 

[Long thing about a panic about losing his letters] 

“I was riding on horseback…” 

“Rosa is going out on Monday for a week or so, I shall be glad to have her back again we do 

not make many friends we cannot do with much visiting Mother is never to be depended upon 

how she may be and if she has a few true friends they are north heaps of acquaintances. I do 

not think we do make friends easily. Its not the nature of the creatures. It is very flat about  

Boston… 

“I heard from your brother the other day. I hope he will be able to get to see us before he 

leaves, but is returning [? Faded line] I should very much like to see him though do not like to [?] 

too much as we seem out of the way… 

Rosa and I have taken a class in the school at St. James where we go to hike Mt 

Stretfield[?]. He is very good and earnest in such a quiet way. We are very sorry to hear he is 

not likely to stay very long. I do not feel a Bostonian at all it seems so queer to have neighbours 

and have to dress decently every time we go out instead of having a run in the garden however 

like every thing else I suppose I shall get used to it… 

Last night I could not sleep so I lay awake thinking over my Gaston[?] visit - and all that 

passed I often feel chafed we did not see each other again.  I don’t think I am fussed[?]  I need 

to watch the Packets coming from Hull and one day a gentleman raised his hat and I wondered 

whether it was you or not but it turned out to be the late vicar of East Stockwith Mr. Humprhey 

and did it I feel I had got myself into a little fuss all about nothing…” 

[She notes its been a year since they last saw each other] 

“I have just received your letter of the date Dec 2nd they are always welcome I need not tell, I 

do watch for the second post when a fortnight has elapsed… [letters do her “heaps of good” 



“you make me long to be with you with your descriptions of the beauties around it would seem 

like Paradise to be by your side listening to your kind voice.”  

“I am in the little music room now it is my sanctum [?] I sit and write to you and read your 

precious letters. I am afraid almost to tell you the poor piano has been touched very little since I 

have been, I want you here to make me care for it again… [it feels in general like she is 

reaching for topics. She doesn’t have much to write about]..; 

 

 27 Jan 1874 3 L to J San Francisco Terrace Spilsby Rd. Boston photos 316-321 

…[Still looking for a letter v anxiously] “I must not expect them quite so regularly as you have 

gone further south only I do want a letter very very bad 

 We have had my brother John and Lucie Juvet a few days I tell them they are very 

tantalizing young foths[?] I do not grudge them their happiness but I cannot say I [?] them and 

wish I was with someone and you know who don’t you dear but our happiness is to come. 

There is great excitement in the town now Parliament  is dissolved so there is a general 

election and the Bostonians generally get moderately excited over them. Rosa and I were out 

this morning and in the marketplace one of the Tory side was speechifying from a balcony of 

one of the hotels. It was quite amusing the swatches[?] of conversation on either side.  

I spent a very pleasant evening at a friends across the road we had a magic lantern and 

music it was very jolly… 

Last year at this time I was at Stockwith we were very busy over our Concert I did not think 

last year at this time I should be writing to my one on the West Coast of Africa this year. How 

strange things turn out sometimes… [she is sad about this for a while] 

…I often think over that happy little visit to Burton our snatches of happiness tho I am afraid 

it sometimes rouses other feelings to think we saw so little of each other - Boston does not suit 

us very well it it is very flat and ferry[?] about here , we often have to take [?guidance?] I 

suppose we shall get acclimatized after a time… 

We have had several callers since we have been here it seems very different after not 

seeing any one for weeks altogether… 

 

1 Feb 1874 Gaboon J to L photos 324-330 

My dearest Lizzie,Your kind letter of 18th Nov reached me in Fernando Po which place I left 

in the middle of last month in the SS Pioneer your servant being master of the same, and having 

performed his duties to at least his own satisfaction, arrived in due time at this port. Gaboon is 

distant from F’do Po in a direct line about 220 miles but as we had to coast along the shore 

calling first at Bimbia then at Batta afterwards and Elobey, our journey exceeded 300 miles. At 

Elobey our engineer fell sick and I had to leave him behind and go on with the stokers with 

whom I got along but indifferently, having to stop the engines and draw the fires in order to blow 

the salt out of the boilers - very slowly and with great difficult[y] we managed to get into Gaboon 

- but we did get there and have been there ever since, doing nothing on account of my being ill. 

I had several attacks of intermittent fever on our way hither and since then have had many more 

- up to the present I have had eleven distinct attacks and how many more I have to come I can’t 

tell. Quinine appears powerless to cure these attacks. I have taken as much as 40 grains of the 



sulphate of quinine in 24 hours. My patience being wearied out, I called in the French Doctor 

this morning and asked him to give me arsenic. But he will not, and I am afraid to take it except 

under medical supervision. He insists upon more quinine - a remedy as painful to bear as the 

fever itself. This is my day of exemption. Tomorrow I shall have the fever again, and so on 

without end. It is just like your fen agues - one day, one feels as well as possible, the next day 

as a half dead man. Today I can write as you see, and with the exception of a little weakness 

and lassitude and loss of flesh, feel and look well enough. How different tomorrow! 

My friend Mr. Irvine in a lecture he lately delivered at Claughton on the Ashante 

difficulty says “I love Africa” he can well afford to do so at that distance from it. I could 

heartily love it too if contemplating it from his position. Much as he loves it he has little 

desire to visit it, and I wish I could see my way to leaving it for good. I have spent 11 

years of the best period of my life in it, cut off from friends and all the good influences of 

home, suffered endless pains and torments and become an old man at thirty, through 

these combined with work and anxiety. It’s high time I left Africa and if possible for all 

future time.  

I doubt not, dear Lizzie, you will agree with what I write, and I need hardly say that on your 

account as much as for the considerations mentioned. I am anxious to bid adieu to Africa. But 

for you the question of sickness, length of time on the Coast and the other matter would 

possibly have not suggested themselves to my mind, and I should have remained or 

come out again with the intention of remaining another five years. What strange mortals 

women are to be sure. So Mary & Emma were twitting[?] you about me - and so soon after I had 

seen you too that it almost seems a miracle they could have guessed what was passing in my 

mind. You too must have surmised something of the sort by making such a promise - which 

having fulfilled you should exact Mary’s reasons for asking you to do so. I am but a novice in the 

art of understanding women - to me, they are most mysterious creatures. I am surprised you do 

not like Emma des Forges. I think her manner very nice, amiable, and kind, and she appears 

free from all affectation. I cannot say so much for Miss Mary. 

My dear Lizzie, I do not expect to find perfection in you. Do not give yourself any concerns 

about that matter - you are quite as good and a much better bargain to me than I am to you. Do 

not fancy yourself a hypocrite - you are not that, or I could not love you as I do - because I 

detest hypocrisy, and love sincerity, candour, and truth - all of which excellent qualities I doubt 

not my loving Lizzie possesses, besides many others equally excellent and good. 

The “Vicar of Wakefield” I like on account of its characters being true to nature. The Vicar is 

an admirable specimen of a good, and high-minded man.  

Your brothers’ wedding must have been quite an event. If it be noise that is needed at such 

a ceremony I would recommend nothing better than about 20 of our workmen with their drum 

and mouths. Your bell-ringing would be nothing to it. Thank you for keeping a piece of the cake 

for me. Do you think it will keep so long? You will have had heaps of work over the wedding I 

expect…. Do you know Lizzie dear that I would prefer being married quietly…[a big wedding] 

gives people a great deal of trouble, expense, and unhealthy excitement - imagine the state of 

mind of the bride and groom on seeing all the fuss, plans, talk, worry, noise, excitement. All for 



them. I wonder how they ever get through it - Its more to be dreaded than a duel or a fight 

with our savages here.  

…What a charming picture you draw of our domestic life hereafter! (Castles!!) You have not 

filled in the locality, choice of home &c. Is it to be one of a mile of houses looking at others 

equally bleak and bare a distance of a few yards from it, or is it to have a little green, and 

flowers, and sunshine. The former cannot be had here the latter is difficult to be found with you. 

We shall be in a nice plight if we both get into the dumps together. As we are both of a 

despondent turn of mind its to be hoped that like my fevers there will be intervals of 

reaction and good spirits.  

How can you flatter me so? There’s not one in a hundred here who would confirm your 

statement regarding my kind looks. They were only put on for the occasion.  

I hope my brother has been to see you and (if it would please you) taken his black boy with 

him. Poor wretch! He must feel very much out of his element where he is. But if all goes well he 

will soon be with us again, as my brother writes me that he will leave not later than the 12th 

February a cold, miserable time of the year to be leaving but this [?] there have not been so 

many gales and loss of ships and life as [?] the last ones. 

I wonder how you like Boston. Not as well as Stigwold doubtless, but you will get used to it. 

Although deprived of your brother’s society, which will create a void. I can imagine how quietly 

you will live, all being ladies in the house together. I hope you will be a happy, joyous family, 

and that you personally will have lots of opportunities of enjoying your favourite occupation, and 

so pass your time in serenity and peace until I get there to disturb you, and put all into confusion 

and disorder. I shall be sorry to do this, but then you are such a self-willed girl that you will have 

it so. You say you wish me at home so I suppose I must go. 

This is a joke my Dearest Lizzie. I shall only be too happy to get home and by your side. In 

the meantime be happy, accept my love and remember me as ever Yours Affectionately John 

Holt 

 

3rd Feb 1874 Spilsby Rd. Boston L to J photos 331-339 

My dearest John, I received your too anxiously looked for letters this morning it is more than 

three weeks since I received your last and I was afraid you were ill and no end of fears I had. 

I am very sorry to hear you have been so ill. I trust on this you are well and strong again, you 

are a very naughty naughty man for writing such things of yourself, you deserve (I’ll tell you 

someday when I have thought what you deserve) but you cannot frighten me however tyrannical 

you try to make yourself out, and as I shall not want to be master, my idea is of looking up to 

someone better, stronger, and nobler than myself and you are dearest, with all your faults I love 

you and only wish you were here to tell you so, only I’m afraid the words would not come.  

Your description of our meeting was very amusing. I thought you must have been reading 

Dickens. I think it will be very much quieter than that. I shall perhaps see you coming from the 

window and open the door very quietly and then but we’ll leave all that and I do not think you will 

feel very strange with them all. Most people soon feel at home with us. Tho it will seem rather 

formidable to introduce you to them at first I am so vexed about the slippers I was so afraid of 

them being too small not having noticed particularly your foot, it is very tiresome. [?] no good 



fretting about it. I am very glad you are going farther south I hope the change will do you good. I 

received both your letters together this morning. Dearest I can always tell by your letters when 

you are not well. I always put it down to that when you write rather dolefully and your own love 

does pity you and wish she was near to cheer and comfort  you.  

You ask what your task will be we shall each find that out dearest… 

I don’t think I should mind leaving England, one place seems the same as another to me 

now, I tease them sometimes and say I shall some day perhaps [?sentence doesn’t go 

anywhere]/ You ask me why I thought myself destined to like someone who would not like me 

as much I don’t know I did not think any one would care for me. I don’t think I’ve much in the to 

care for [?sentence weird], I quite agree with you that similarity of love is the great tie that draws 

us to each other, or as I [?] in David Copperfield has it “Suitability[?] of mind and purpose”  when 

David finds his [?] in marrying Dora.  

I am afraid you would think my last letter short and miserable. I was not well and out of sorts 

altogether. But I think our love is strong enough to trust each other n’est pas.  

I have read very little of Shakespeare I shall have that treat in store to hear you read it. I will 

just fancy a cosy room in winter a bright fire my dear good man with his slippers on right size 

reading aloud and I listening and that we finish the evening with music… 

Christmas day with us was a very warm bright day I mean for this season of the year in [?] 

I am reading a very pretty little story “Song and Featl” [?] it is an American tale tho I do not 

like the Americans I like several of their books.  

We have formed a library in the town and share a newspaper with our next door neighbour. I 

must leave this now and finish it another time…[what follows is lots of “my dear little wife stuff”] 

John dearest a true woman shall never shirk from her duties as it is her mission as a wife to 

sooth and make happy as far as in her power one whom she loves above every one else on 

earth. I tremble sometimes when I think how little fitted I feel for such a post… [more on how 

they will help each other] “we can read each other’s thoughts, that is true friendship.” … 

The elections are over after many [?] [?] the liberal party have won by a good deal of bribery. 

Ingram the youngest candidate had the most votes. His father was MP for Boston and did a 

great deal for the town. Tomorrow evening we are going to a tea fight[?] - a thing I detest but we 

seem obliged to go. Last year at this time we were very busy with our concert… I’m going to tell 

you something please don’t think me very foolish or superstitious, one day Emma and I were in 

the stock yard and she saw two little larks? Lambs? Being the first we had seen that year we 

both wished a wish and mine came true, can you guess what it was. What a foolish little mortal 

you will think me…. 

..you see I’ve survived the tea fight and it was not so bad after all. It was for all the teachers 

in the church schools. It is reported in the papers that Livingtone is really dead. I am sorry 

he was not able to return to England to tell his adventures what a life he must have led, I 

often got laughed at taking so much interest in Africa.  I tell them I know all down the West 

Coast very well I have had it so well described to me. We are having it very cold now with sharp 

frosts. The trees looked splendid the other morning with the frost on them. I thought of you 

having the heat it seems so queer to feel it is summer there… 



It is very nearly a year since we met - only another week - since we went to Focherby - 

those pleasant evenings - it is nice to think over them… 

Ever your own fateful love Lizzie Longstaff 

 

12 Feb 1874 Gaboon J to L photos 340-346 

My dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your dear letter of 5th December last and thanks for the pretty 

Christmas card you sent me. The design is very good. It is very pleasing to see the three little 

pictures in frames of flowers, emerge from behind the bouquet as I pull the string, representing 

respectively Faith, Hope and Love. Or as printed upon them “steadfast faith,” “strong hope”, 

“Pure Love.” Attributes of my loving Lizzie every one of them. I am glad to learn you enjoyed 

your trip to Stockwith. Had I been there I should have got off, as at Burton, by listening to you. 

My voice pleases myself well enough sometimes, but I should be afraid to trust it alone to the 

terrible mercies of ears open to find fault. IF they praised it, I should feel diffident as a girl in her 

teens, and if they didn’t - or did worse than that - perhaps hiss me - I should not stage courage 

enough. I could meet danger much more readily than a host of eyes and faces at a concert. I 

see you write from the residence of Miss Fannie Ward. Are you not afraid to put this in my 

possession? You know you have written so much of her, or rather she has been so mixed up 

with what you have lately written, that I am quite taking a liking to her. I should like to hear you 

have given up rooming, and quietly settled down in staid Boston. You have done a good deal of 

travelling of late, and you write of going back to Stockwith after Christmas. I am afraid I shall find 

you tired and weary when I get home… you must not work hard and worry yourself to such an 

extent as to make yourself ill… [goes on about piano, and being happy when she’s happy; then 

stuff about naughtiness and her self-criticisms]… 

It was good advice your old nurse gave you “don’t let him stay too long in that out of the way 

place” - poor old nurse - it is an out of the way place enough. No apologies are necessary, I am 

sure, for your letters. I am quite satisfied with them. Although the round of excitements through 

which you have lately gone have (you say) unfitted you for letter writing….I am afraid you will 

not have seen my brother, as he writes me that he is intending to leave on or before the 12th 

February. Thanks for your many kind wishes.  

…[Notes letters arriving together or late] “the steamers are so uncertain and irregular…. We 

are to have but one steamer per month now beyond Fernando Po…. I do not know whether the 

steamers that come to Gaboon are to call at Fernando Po. If not I shall have to trust to a sailing 

vessel to bring me your letters…. [More on lowering her expectations about receiving letters]… 

In my last I referred to the illness from which I was suffering and you will be naturally 

anxious to hear how I am progressing. I have dated this the 12th but I am finishing it on the 14th 

and I must beg your kind indulgence, since it is being done under the influence of quinine. I am 

stronger than when I last wrote but am not yet free from these painful attacks of ague. Last night 

I had a strong dose of it and to day am taking forty grains of quinine, which I propose to 

continue for three days. These are heavy doses but I am not at all certain that they will suffice to 

put a stop to my illness. Of course my work here has been suspended ever since it commenced 

now about a month ago during which time I have had seventeen of these troublesome attacks. I 

do hope that I may soon get the better of them, and be able to resume the work now so long 



neglected. This is about the most unhealthy time of the year in Gaboon. It is the rainy season, 

whilst in Fernando Po, only 220 miles north of this, it is the dry season. I never had such a 

succession of fevers nor have I ever been so long laid up, unable to attend to my duties as now. 

Between the attacks I can write and read, but if I have to go outside I am too weak for the 

exertion and besides the least exposure is apt to bring on another attack. I wills ay no more 

about the sickness which I trust will by God’s help shortly pass away. I often think of you my 

darling… ever yours John Holt 

Ps I accidentally looked at the almanac and find I am finishing on St. Valentine’s day - for 

want of a letter, let this be my Valentine. My love to you my best and only valentine JH 

 

23 Feb 1874 Spilsby Rd. Boston L to J photos 347-358 

My dearest John, your welcome letter of the 6th Jan I received on the 21st. I will leave it to 

your discretion whether they are to be more frequent. They are always very welcome, but I do 

not like to be encroaching on your time. 

Do you remember the 21st last  year? That was the first day I saw you when we went to 

Focherly. Just fancy a whole year has gone since then it seems a great deal longer. 

[More dreams about their future life, how much she loves him; she is down on herself again] 

… “I will have to try and be amiable. There seems so little sunshine in our life now that if almost 

darkness [?unclear sentence] the hope of a brighter future. You once said in one of your letters 

it was a “poor heart that never rejoices” I am afraid mine is. 

I am glad to see you are a good boy and take your medicine and take my advice, I am sorry 

all your hard working &c has not been as profitable to you as you expecting [sic], one cannot 

help these things and no doubt disappointments are good for us to bear and dearest wealth is 

not every thing without health and happiness to enjoy it, so no doubt my dear good John worry 

too much about business ah, you’ll say, that’s just like a woman won’t you and think I know 

nothing about it but please don’t be offended with my little bit of advice or I shall turn [?frit?] 

You ask how we shall spend our Sundays like proper people should we shall go to church or 

somewhere and then enjoy some music but how absurd to say when we don’t know - but we 

can make them very happy days can we not dear - I though you would laugh at Frances ? She 

is such a droll girl I think you will like her… 

Wouldn’t I like to see all the beautiful sights of that far off country what a glorious change it 

would be to this everlasting flat country its depressing beyond ever thing. I get to detest it so you 

thought it was a queer way of consoling myself at leaving the dear old home oh John it was hard 

work to leave it. I dislike these small towns I tell some of the people I’m an incurable[?] creature 

and don’t like every[?] and they console me with you’ll get used to it - so you think I’m naughty 

because I cannot visit the Des Forges on the same terms I think I could now, but it always takes 

me some time to get over prejudices. [Sic]  

Please, I’m not a thief, “exchange is no robbery” 

I am glad you had such a pleasant Christmas I thought about your busy week and wished a 

lot of good wishes. It would seem quite homelike to have a white lady with you I suppose there 

are not many there. I am glad she was so good to you and the song would bring you back to 



Burton oh dear I’ve often been thinking about those days and I’m afraid I have  not been 

practicing that particular Christian virtue tho it is sweet to think over the old days. 

I am so vexed about the slippers you will think it so foolish of me to have sent them without 

knowing the size and you’ll think me such a weak silly little thing and that is what I don’t like to 

be thought tho my actions tell me I am sometimes… 

25th quite an event you must understand we do not  visit much on account of mother and if 

you go to one place  you must go to others, or offend people… 

I should not be very much surprised if I am at Stockwith when you come back, c/l[?] I know 

at all when that is where I should like to meet you, it wound’t be so favourable as here to 

introduce you to the mater. I want you all to myself at first and it is so nice there. Poor Susan[?] 

what an infliction[?] it would be to her to be the third meeting of lovers she has had there, but 

she is a [?] old [?} and I am always so happy with them. 

I have written this letter by swatches. I am reading such an interesting book “The 

Recollections of the Life of Max Miller: it is travels and so interestingly written amongst the 

descriptions he describes Madiera, which sounds quite familiar to me from your dear letters of 

long ago it makes me long to see those beautiful places reading about them. 

I should think you do not find much time for reading in Africa at least when you are well… 

It is beginning to look spring like here oh how I shall hate the town as spring [?] come on it 

will be miserable[?] living in a town instead of being surrounded by green fields and flowers. You 

will think I am growing[?] with a dissatisfied [?] I really shall look for a small sermon in your next 

letter but really it  it is very I don’t know what but as the poor folks say “I don’t settle.” 

The Ashantee war seems like coming to an end by the papers… 

 

7 March 1874 Spilsby Rd. Boston L to J photos 359-366 

My own dear good John, I have not a letter of yours to answer which much grieves me only 

that I know I cannot expect them quite so regularly now as you were going further south.  

I have been visiting to Mary Des Forges. I had a letter from her the other day saying Mr. Des 

Forge was ill in bed. I am so sorry to hear it. I can scarcely fancy him laid to to outside he was 

so active, they all sent their love to you they knew you would be sorry to hear about Mr. Des 

Forges because you liked him so much from Mary, they seem very anxious about him and 

Emma is not at all well - Ah John the day “oft shall death and sorrow [?] are we there shall meet 

again.” Is indeed true. I can see you reading that over at the [?] dearest against the piano and I 

wondered whether we should ever meet again. 

I think I am going to Stockwith next week shall I not be glad to breathe fresh country air 

again. Emma is not at all well and wants a change so I think I [?] going to keep house for John 

whilst she is away. 

I am reading such a splendid poem ‘Yesterday Today and Forever’ by Gicherstertte[?] it is 

beautiful, we will read it together some day will we not  

I am often thinking about you dearest and feel very anxious about you. I hope the change 

will do you good after your illness. The Tickbourne case is at last ended quick to every one’s 

relief I think it must be, [?] Astong is sentenced to fourteen years imprisonment what a scamp 

he is. 



London will be all [?] today welcoming the Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh, they have been 

making grand preparations for some time. I thought I had retired into private life but the 

Stockwith people do not think so for I have had a very pressing invitation to help them with a 

sacred concert. I am afraid they will say this Lizzie is somewhat passé however I will do my bets 

and feel my good john should not be disappointed in me if he were there he can but do very 

best you know I can so [?] of going I like the Stockwith people they are all so [??] they are such 

flatterers I don’t know whether it does not spoil one a bit for our monotonous life after for it does 

seem so sometimes I feel as though I am no good to my one but the hope of being some one 

sunshine[?] and help sometimes keeps me from getting thoroughly despondent.  

I am afraid sometimes I cannot get even all the sunshine from your letters that I might, but I 

won’t grow into a spirit-less creature for your sake what could you say to me if I did? We are 

having the snow now when I looked out this morning the ground was white [?] and it is snowing 

still we have had very little this last month. My mother has been very poorly. I am afraid this part 

does not suit her very well.  

My sister is not any better I fear she is worse we have been daily [?] her house what we 

shall do if she comes? I cannot tell She and mother can never live together [?] their 

temperaments, they [?] each other. What a shame it is we should be such tyrants to one 

another. It is difficult to believe that these troubles are amongst the all [?] to work together for 

our food (that is my test for my birthday) but there is a silver lining to every cloud and I have 

mine in your love for me John dearest….[you must] feel sometimes how much more you have to 

try you than I have, only our little world is large to us and the troubles as great in comparison 

you see I am not for women’s rights I think a woman has her kingdom and she will only be 

content with it - it is the feeling uselessness that is so depressing.  

Dear me what a doleful sprite I am… you know it is a relief to unburden ones mind to a 

sympathizing friend… 

I wonder if you have begun your gipsy life yet you certainly have variety, how will you ever 

be able to settle to English life again. We are expecting my brother from Sticwold for 

Wednesday it is over market day you shall see us trotting round the market me jocularly so. 

I must close this now… 

 

21st March 1874 Gaboon J to L photos 367-379 

[Received your letters - she writes twice a month, he gets a steamer once a month, ergo two 

at a time] 

I feel much regret at missing the last mail by a couple of days, but it could not be helped. I 

was away in the steamer “Pioneer” and did not return until too late for the mail. I am very much 

afraid you will be anxious to hear further from me as I wrote so dolefully in my last of my fever. 

Surely your brave little heart will not give way to despondent feelings, and imagination as to my 

being worse and therefore unable to write you. I do hope not, but I’m half afraid you will suffer 

great anxiety until you receive this. It will be so long for you to be without a word from me. I was 

very unfortunate in missing the steamer, and unlikely too my schooner which was going to 

Fernando Po where there are four mails made up in the month and could have taken my letters 



for a mail, but a little later, also sailed at the same time. It is most provoking. I write this in case 

there should [line obscured] to Fernando Po before the return of the mail steamer from south… 

First then let me make you happy by telling you that I am much better than I was, in fact as 

near well as possible. The change in the steamer did me good although I had a good deal of 

trouble and fever in her. I never had anything like this before. It is a most tedious troublesome 

sickness. Even now I feel it slightly every second night or so. It appears to be wearing itself out. 

Before I left for the river in the steamer I gave up taking quinine - and don’t think I am any the 

worse for it.  

…My darling Lizzie, How dreadfully out of love you were with yourself when you wrote this! 

No I will not permit (mark the word dearest) such hard words, such severe strictures and 

criticism, even by yourself. You do not deserve them I think, and hope, and feel sure of. I hope 

you left your dear [?] with the old year, and began the new one with full confidence in your aims 

and aspirations to be the good and kind-hearted, amiable and noble-minded woman you are. I 

love you all the more as I picture to myself your possession of these qualities, a good heart and 

generous nature, a loving disposition. It is absolutely necessary to encourage you a little. You 

are so utterly dissatisfied with yourself. I dislike egotism, show or parade of one’s qualifications, 

and I love modesty and a quiet [?] exposition of them, which is not incompatible with one’s full 

confidence in them. We are but poor despondent creatures at the best, and a slight bodily 

ailment can upset all our [?] and all our philosophy. I am afraid you have been a little unwell 

when you wrote. Be that as it may, I doubt not the new year will see you growing in the good 

qualities you ever attain to - the more as [as?] you were so self-condemnatory in the old one is a 

proof that you do not fail to sit in judgement on yourself and and administer sharp reproof.  

Yes dear it is indeed a pleasure to feel that although so far apart, our thoughts, our prayers 

and affection are the same as of near. Distance cannot affect these, let us believe. You are not 

the sensible girl I believe you, if you allow my absence to affect your pleasures or enjoyments in 

the least. I do not wish it thus. I would have you the joyful girl you were before you knew me. 

Why my own love, you ought to have a merrier heart than ever and be able to enjoy any 

quantity of dancing parties instead of depriving yourself of these pleasures on my account… 

Dear good girl that you are, you are learning to be patient and you are becoming quite 

philosophic as you enlarge upon the mercy of our not seeing into the future…[long diatribe on 

patience, then notes will hopefully see her by the end of this year, his preference is to leave in 

may or June.] “so you see I am fully resolved to get home as soon as I can…I wish I could see 

you as you read this - the secret you have so longed to know, and which hitherto I have been 

unable to reveal. I am not yet positive about it, but all being well, I fancy I see my way clear for 

leaving the Coast at the time mentioned. 

Do not therefore my dearest Lizzie write more than once after this to Fernando Po. If I leave 

before it arrives, it will be sent after me if marked “Private” as your letters always are. You will 

have the best of the bargain now… 

You see, I have nothing to fear from the Ashantees now. The palaver is over and everything 

settled along with your anxiety on that score. As I read on in your letter, I cannot but bless you 

for your gentle, loving words, so full of humility, and hope and thankfulness… 



[Received her next letter, makes ref to mundane matters] “I do not think my brother would be 

surprised at your writing him so freely. Have you not a right to do so? I wish you had seen him. I 

am afraid he is coming out without seeing you, and both have thus missed a pleasure. Rosa is 

naughty to him that you are my delusion. My love to her and tell her that if you are - the delusion 

is a happy one for the deluded… 

[Received another letter, a few mundane lines about loving him more than herself] Have you 

too to take quinine? Horrible medicine - it sickens me to think of it.  I have taken so much of late. 

Boston cannot be a healthy place if you have to use it. Don’t think that it will scare me it will be 

like living in Africa (minus the heat). Feeling naughty and cross with everybody again. My 

darling you must not be thes…I beg you to do your best to overcome these feelings. I know 

what they are - am subject to them myself and often feel humiliated as I contemplate my 

littleness of mind in allowing myself to be fretful and cross with everything and everybody. Just 

imagine the result if we were both to be in this frame of mind at the same time. Wouldn’t there 

be a storm and explosion? I mean when we are together. Let us hope it may never occur.  

[Another letter received 3 Feb]. You think my description of our supposed meeting amusing 

and that it will in reality be much quieter than as described. You say you will perhaps see me 

coming, and, let me say, will not know me - I am much altered - aged - dried up - bald - since 

you saw me - as to the meeting, it is a great pleasure to anticipate that with you, but not so easy 

to dispose of the “terrors” of meeting with your family however well disposed they may be 

towards me. Imagine what must be my feelings as I think and look and talk vacantly, knowing 

that I am being mentally measured, weighed, literally turned inside out, and my dress, looks, 

peculiarities, speech, appearance and belongings mentally criticized and commented upon by 

every one around me. Even you Dear Lizzie will be surprised at the difference between the ideal 

and the real - and you will be endeavouring to account for the difference and be wondering how 

it is that there is such a change from what your fancy lead you to expect and what is actually 

before you. It will take you some time before you feel that it is really one and the same person - 

However I suppose it must be. Therefore as the time draws near I must strong up my nerves for 

the ordeal, and see if I can import into my nature a little more of those attributes which at times, 

and under certain circumstances make small men look or fancy themselves big and imposing. I 

mean cheek, brag, self-confidence - in order to tide me over the occasion… 

What is the meaning of the little bit of fern you enclosed?… 

You don’t like the Americans you say. Forgive the question Lizzie dear but do you 

know them? I recollect I had once a dislike to all foreigners, but a few years of life 

amongst those of them I disliked most, has convinced me that there is much less to 

dislike in them than my prejudiced mind taught me to believe.  

Thanks for singing “Katey’s letter” for Auld Lang syne my dearest. Your exposition of a 

woman’s duties is admirable. I feel quite proud of it. Just to my thinking and liking. I 

cannot grasp what your wish was when you and your sister saw the lambs - perhaps to get a 

letter from me - which you got - and so your wish was fulfilled… 

[Lament’s Livingstone & his brother’s recent deaths] 

…It is the custom with many Englishmen abroad as 8 p.m. strikes on Saturday to drink to 

the health of their absent sweethearts and wives or vice versa. I do not make a habit of this - but 



a fortnight ago I did so with all the whitemen on board the “Pioneer” and thought a great deal of 

you as I proposed the toast.  

Since I last had this pleasure I have made a trip up the river Ogowe in the “SS Pioneer” 

accompanied by a little pilot steamer the “Delta” belonging to a Liverpool firm - we went a 

distance of about 150 miles up this river to a place where we have our factories or trading 

places. The “Pioneer” is a paddle steamer something after the Trent boats but deeper. She is a 

large steamer for the Ogowe and caused some little stir amongst the natives there - we were 

expecting some trouble with them as those nearer the mouth of the river had lately objected to 

the trade passing beyond them, and had seized one steam launch and made her people pay a 

fine of about £100 in the goods they trade in - which to them is more than cash would be. We 

were consequently prepared to fight. Had three small cannon mounted on our deck and could 

muster some 12 or 14 rifles on board besides those on board the “Delta”. When exercising 

ourselves and our black crew we presented (to your eyes) a motley uncouth appearance. But 

doubtless looked very formidable in the eyes of the natives. We passed up and down without 

hindrance or trouble from our enemies, but had a little bother in getting off the banks upon which 

we stuck three times. I think the change did my health good. We were fully laden both ways. 

The first Sunday we spent at anchor in the river and had service on board the “Pioneer” your 

humble servant officiating for the first time in that capacity. The second Sunday the “Delta” was 

away from us bringing down produce and of my people at the hour of service, two were busy 

hair cutting and the other two shewed no signs of readiness to join with me, so I read the 

service to myself privately. The Ogowe is a fine river after we get out of the Coast swamps. I 

saw hippopotami and hit one with a bullet but did not get him. That loathsome reptile the 

cayman is also there. Wild ducks - plenty of goats, plantains and sweet potatoes - so that we 

lived well. I expect to go up again shortly. Need I tell you that I was the captain of the “Pioneer” - 

I was but it was anxious work. I will leave all further reference to this trip until I see you which I 

pray God may not be long hence again goodbye… John Holt 

I have made a rough chart of the Ogowe which will be of great service to me on my next trip 

[map enclosed] 

 

25 March 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 380-83 

My own dearest John, [anxious for letter; been a month since she has heard; very worried] 

…They say disappointments are good for the soul I can’t quit agree there they do not suit 

this child… 

I am so glad to be in the country again and by the Trent side you know it has a [?] for me - 

every thing is coming out so beautifully green. I came to nurse my sister who has been very ill. I 

am glad to say she is much better and has gone to Boston today for a week or two [strange?] so 

John will be left to my tender mercies don’t you pity him at least he [?] I pity you John, I have 

such fun with him teasing him… 

[Some Mr. Wells discussion]… I have not heard from Mary Des Loges again how Mr. Des 

Loges is so hope he is some what better though I should fear at his age he will never be like his 

old self they have a great many kind friends. 

We have had a concert here it was not a success it is too late and was too quickly put up.  



You have heard me speak of Mr. Penny he is leaving Stockwith to [?] [?] it will be better for 

[? Can’t read this] no one seems very [?] at his departure he has not gone on very well  there 

have been such high tides the water has come quite across the road.  

Don’t you think the Ashantee war has ended very successfully there were grand rejoicings 

on the return of the troops. London has been quite gay also at the return of the Duke of 

Edinburgh with his bride we do not hear of her as particularly pretty but a very nice face she is 

very young only eighteen. I have looked so anxiously for a letter from you. It is five weeks 

today… 

 

6th April 1874 Hulk “Princip Royal” Elobey Island J to L photos 384-386 

My dearest Lizzie, Since I last wrote you from Gaboon I have been staying here with my 

friend Mr. Walker (a passionate, talented, warm-hearted, generous and hospitable man - with all 

his faults) with the exception of a few days - my bi-nightly ghost haunts me, but the change of 

place and the purer air, with the capital diet and cheerful society of my friends here, where I 

have been free or comparatively free from cares or worries, have done me a world of good. I am 

much stouter or better said - not so lean - feel stronger and better for the visit. I am returning to 

Gaboon today in a small steam launch belonging to the English house whom my friend 

represents and in a few days expect to return hither on the “Pioneer” preparatory to making 

another trip up the river Ogowe. I hope to meet my brother Jonathan in Gaboon - he ought to be 

there by this time. This letter I have the opportunity of sending by a private large steamer 

belonging to my friend’s employers, and as she is alongside the hulk, where - as a sailor would 

say - there is a “little bump[?] of a sea on” she is constantly giving us rather hard knocks, which 

considerably increase the difficulty of writing properly - so pray excuse. In a former letter I think I 

gave you a description of the hulk. So I need to to repeat it. As the time of my departure 

draws nearer and nearer, so the ties which bind me to Africa seem all the harder to sever. 

Skies, earth, and sea, my work, my house, my trade, my vessels and boats, my brothers 

and friends, both white and black, my servants and many other associations combine (in 

spite of fever and ill health) to attach me to my present home. But I must leave, and 

please God soon. The looking forward to home - to you my darling Lizzie, more than 

compensates for this feeling of regret at leaving. You will wean my heart from the baneful 

allurements of this field of my early life’s experiences. And may God grant that it may never 

be necessary again for me to make such a stay in it. My love, in spite of  Africa, I long to find 

rest and peace, joy, and life with you. I am tired and weary. My affectionate girl, you will do your 

best to smooth life’s cares - will you not? What joy to see and hear and know that you were near 

me! What happiness to bestow and receive these sweet caresses that evince the heart’s deep 

feelings…pray for my safe and speedy return… JH 

 

27 April 1874 Sea View Villa Thegness? L to J photos 387-395 

My own dearest John, you will wonder where in all the out of the way places in the world we 

have come to it is about twenty miles from Bston [? And ? ?] - a rest and sight of the sea was 

what we needed so here we are we have had Alice Johnson and a cousin visit us and now we 

have Mrs. Ward and Jamie and Bonnie Farmer[?] and little dog such a funny little thing. 



We have had lovely weather until the last two days we have sat in the bank[?] I have had 

your likeliness and letters and revelled in them. Nothing to disturb me. What should I do without 

you love now how cheerless my life would seem not to have any one to live for. 

We have decided to give up the house at Boston. I am so glad I never liked it - that [? 

Tract?] does not suit us it is so dreadfully depressing. My brother John says until he is married 

he hopes we will feel his house [?] it is very kind of him. We shall go about and feel we can go 

there any time my sister is much better we hope we shall be able to keep her with us. We shall 

go to Boston from here to pack up and send our things to my brother’s. It will seem queer 

packing up again.  

John dearest it was so careless of me the last time I wrote sending my letter in a black 

edged envelope it would alarm you until you opened it - I did not think and using black for [?hard 

to read sentence] 

It is so misty this morning we can scarcely see the sea. It has been such lovely weather we 

do not appreciate the change. I love the sea and more than ever now it seems a link between us 

and the restlessness of it suits one when one feels so oneself. There is a restlessness and a 

quietness undiscernible I love. Oh John my thoughts my dearest one have been very much with 

you your letters make me [?] why must you stay to injure your he alt for you must be doing so 

even by the quinine it is so injurious taking so much must be distressing, do not stay in that 

unhealthy part dear - if you are not able to attend to business why need you, stay anywhere 

rather than there. Or come home, that would cure you more than anything.  

Will you direct the next letter to Stockwith and all future letters as I shall be there a great 

deal and when not they will be forwarded to the  

There is a life boat launch here tomorrow we can see it from the balcony I suppose which 

will be very pleasant as there will be several people here we expect.  

The funeral of Dr. Livingstone took place last Saturday week it must have been a very 

impressive sight - how different all the splendour to Jacob Wainright the negro boy who had 

been with him in Africa how grand he would feel to see his master laid amongst all the great and 

good of the land. I should think if Livingstone had had his wish he would rather have been 

buried where he had laboured but it is more satisfactory to know the truth that he is really [?] 

than always have a doubt about it. 

There are not many people staying here at present we were the only ones at first. I am 

looking forward anxiously for another letter the end of this week it seems such a long time 

between each. I have to comfort myself with our happiness is to come where I see others 

enjoying theirs now.  

My friend Alice Johnson is to be married in June. Mr. Nell[?] came over for a day whilst she 

was here. He is a nice fellow and I think they are very suitable. The church here  is such a funny 

old place and the clergyman too he is lodging next room to ours and lends us papers. We think 

of staying until next Monday one feels better for the change. 

The others have gone and so I am all alone as I like to be when I write to you dear. I had a 

very kind letter from Emma des Forges the other day. Mr. Des Forges is much better he had 

walked to Floborough Stather[?] to see a patient. You will be glad to hear it - I am sure. He is so 

cheery when he is well. I cannot fancy him laid to one side aid I know from my poor mother for 



an active mind what a trial that is it used to seem more hardship to her then the pain oh what a 

word of pain and sorrow and supposing it is it seems sometimes as though it is nothing also you 

will think me young to look upon it thus but John Dearest your not young in experience of the 

dark side. I only wish I were but perhaps, I know, it is all sight and the clear strength[?] after the 

cloud will be all the more enjoyable and John Dearest - I have you. I am afraid sometimes I 

forget to look forward to the happiness of having you to love and care for - how I shall feel to 

have a sympathizing ear to listen to my tales of sorrow and how much lighter they will seem to 

bear them together for will they not be mutual shall we not enter into each other’s joys and 

sorrows. You call me your little sunshine I want[?] try to be such to shake off this gloominess or I 

shall not be and I would not have you disappointed in me.  

So you thought it was your turn to lecture me last time for roving about I do not think that 

upsets me I am all right as long as I have nothing to worry me it is that that upsets me more 

than anything. However dear I do not despise your little lecture and I hope you won’t mine by 

being a good boy and not staying in that unhealthy part long or I will come and fetch you away - 

there [?] will brighten you - I think it ought to -  

We have a nice view of the sea from our room window which is very pleasant and when it is 

warm enough we throw open the doors and have a breeze. We had a drive last Saturday to a 

farm house they gave us  some flowers. Our room is quite [?] with them. Good by dearest… LL 

 

4 May 1874 Sea View Villa Shepness[?] L to J photos 396-401 My very dear John, 

We are having such a delightful time here and feel so much better for it, we walk by the sea 

side and pick up shells, or rest, and do just what we like, you see that’s the height of bliss in my 

eyes. We saw the “Life Boat” launched it looked so jolly bounding off into the water, I should 

have liked to have been in it, but there was a sad ending to the day’s pleasure there was a man 

killed and he was a drinking man it seemed such a terrible end and cast quite a gloom over the 

day’s enjoyment.  

We were not far from home only a minute or two before the sailors [look?] such jolly fellows 

and there are some coast guard men here they often amuse us, one has such a splendid dog, a 

great brown one, he came to our door last night about nine I had given him some cake the day 

before so he remembered and he came again this morning for some breakfast. I love big dogs 

they are such noble creatures, we must have one John mustn’t we? I am beginning another 

letter to you here as I expect we shall be very busy moving and I shall not have so much leisure 

to write and I would not disappoint my own dear John by a short letter. I do feel so much better 

and in better spirits, forget all my doleful letters dear. I always feel vexed after. 

The church here is such a funny old place we went twice yesterday. I should like you to see 

this place you would laugh at us coming here after all the beautiful places you see every day but 

the sea is so beautiful and does us so much good and we wanted a great rest so we were glad 

to come. 

We all leave on Wednesday Mr. Ward came for the Sunday I was thinking of you as I walked 

on the shore last night and longed for you to have been with me the sea was beautiful and the 

cloud [?] lovely but the girls would say, why your always thinking of him, and so I am dearest but 

at times you seem nearer to me than others, in the quiet glowing? When I can sit and think.  



Fannie reads aloud to us on the sands it is so nice. We want to go out I a boat but I do not 

think we shall I would if you were here. That is if you would take me because I should feel so 

safe with my captain… 

[Sorry to leave, got shells,] we have such a laugh against Rosa she says she came out to be 

idle and she will persevere in it to keep to her bargain. It is doing her good poor old lassie she 

needed a change more than I did. Fannie was very fussy with the message about her I read it to 

her - and she is very anxious to see you not more so than myself. Though I shall feel shy at first 

- I know. 

Rosa sends her love to you. I left off there to go with the girls to sketch the church and here 

is the results enclosed in my letter. I am not afraid of your loving criticism because I do not 

profess to do any think in that line… [goes on about what a great time they had] 

 Boston May 8th I feel half inclined to tear my letter up you’ll be tired of reading such a [?] of 

our small doings. We came back here last Wednesday leaving the old dear sea to roll on and 

never [?] as we do it and have only red bricks to look at… we expect only to be here a week or 

two and then we are going to my brother’s at Stockwith we shall stay a day or two at Stockwith. 

It is the fair here this week. The town is full of shows. The country is looking beautiful now 

with the fresh green all coming out we shall be able to gather some lilies out of the wood at 

Stockwold. 

I am wondering how you are getting on… 

 

May 15 1874 Spilsby Rd. Boston L to J photos 402-412 My own dearest John, 

Your treasured letter of the 21st March I received last Tuesday and the good good news in it. 

Oh John to much [sic] so soon I shall be by your side, looking up to your kind face. I can 

scarcely realize it - so much how I longed to know when. 

Dearest my own I am afraid you will not have received my letter telling you of my poor 

Mother’s death, I see “The Siberia” which left Liverpool on the 12 of April is supposed to have 

been sunk on the bay of Biscay. 

Her death was sudden to us all at last. I was not at home I had gone to Stockwith for my 

sister to come for a change and John and I were telegraphed to come at once but were too late 

to see our poor mother alive. She was not conscious at last. 

We cannot but be thankful her suffering life is over and that she [is?] enjoying that perfect 

rest for which she longed. I have thought sometimes when I have seen her in so much pain, oh 

that I may never have to suffer like her. She bore it so patiently. We mis her very much. 

I think I told you in my other letters we are leaving Boston we are now in the midst of 

packing. I [came?] last Friday and Rosa a few days after,r we are going to Stockwith to live with 

my brother for a time. 

Oh John [?] your glorious long letter was a [?] to my poor heart. I had so longed for one it 

was more than five weeks since I had the last, and of course you were too ill to write and I do 

not know what was not the matter [?what?]I am so glad to hear Dearest you are better, your 

letters tell me so they are so [? And ?] 

I received your letter of 6th April this morning. I am so glad you felt better for the rest and 

change, I do hope you will soon lose all the effects of your illness John Dear as the time draws 



hear to seeing your dear face again you seem dearer than ever to me only if I felt more worthy 

of your love… Oh what wretched letters I must have written you can you forbid them… [it goes 

on in this vein for a while]  

I think this is my last letter to you in Africa and I am writing it this afternoon (Sunday) and 

most probably the last one I shall spend in Boston at my home. Our life here will seem a dream 

when we get away I only regret leaving the kind friends we have made. I told my girls in the 

school this morning I was going to leave them. I shall be [?] to, I seem only first to have got to 

know them all, oh dear what a world of change it is.  

I am wondering if you are on your way home… 

May 24th - When I commenced this letter I expected not to bbs here by now but 

circumstances prevent us leaving Boston until the beginning of this week - I go tomorrow to 

Stockwold and to Stockwith on Wednesday morning. You cannot think what a check it seems on 

one when I get excited about your coming home a month to write and tell you at once how 

delighted I am to have [?] a fortnight before I can send Rosa sends the love and wants to see 

you very muchly - only naughty little puss she says you’ll take her for me and say how I’ve 

improved and so she teases me but makes too imagination? 

We have a very hard days work tomorrow helping to finish the packing. I shall be glad of a 

rest when I et to Stockwith to be all right when you come home dear, oh dear it does sound 

nice. Rosa and I have not gone to church this evening, we both felt so tired we thought we had 

better rest and so I am finishing my letter to you dear… 

… Ps… I left on Monday evening and came to Stockwold for the night the lilies were out… 

 

31 May 1874 Fernando Po J to L photos 413-418 

My dearest Lizzie, Have just returned from GAboon in my small cutter the “? Bannia?” with 

the intention of embarking with all possible speed for home. Imagine my grief and annoyance 

when on my arrival I find all my plans upset by a most unhappy misfortune to the good fellow I 

left in charge here. Only a week or so ago he had to leave this for home very seriously ill. I feel 

very sorry for him and very anxious about him too as I am told that the Doctors report one of his 

lungs entirely gone - He was also most grievously afflicted by a multitude of boils which were 

draining his strength and very life - so debilitated had he become from both causes that he was 

utterly prostrated and had to be carried on board the steamer that took him away - I am pained 

to hear that it was questionable whether he would live many days. I cannot but hope however 

that his case may not be so bad as stated and that he may survive and regain his health. He 

had been sick sometime, but as we are so used to being sick and I had heard that he was 

suffering from boils, which is a very common complaint with us I did not feel alarmed about him. 

I should have been more so had I become acquainted with his continued ill health and 

increasing debility, but this was unknown to me on account of the great irregularity of the mail 

steamers south of this port, in consequence of which I had no advices from him or home for well 

nigh two months. Your last letter is dated 3rd February since which date I have not any of your 

treasured correspondence. To make matters more vexing all my letters were sent on to me at 

Gaboon by a small steam launch which happened to be going there and which I passed one 

night at sea without seeing more than a light. Other letters sent previously by my schooner the 



“Maria” who lost one of her masts at sea and had to put into a port at which I called on my way 

hither only to learn that the Captain had left a day or two previously in a boat for Gaboon 

carrying with him all the mails he had on board. I am consequently compelled to wait as 

patiently as I can, the return of my mail by any steamer, boat, or vessel that may by chance be 

coming hither; or failing them, by the next mail steamer from the south coast, not due here 

before the end of June. Isn’t this a wretched state of one’s affairs? But there’s no help for it. I 

hardly know what to do, or where first to begin in consequence of poor Jones’ illness his work is 

much behindhand and disordered, and I shall have a good deal to do to get it put straight and 

completed. Then the question arises - who am I to leave in charge? I am quite in a fix, and there 

seems [?] little to be done, except by myself, I have no one of sufficient capacity or experience 

to take charge of this place, except one of my brothers, and they have their hands full enough. 

Time is passing too, and winter will soon be on if I don’t make haste and I fail to see that that will 

get me off any the sooner. I am most anxious to get away, but how to do it without delay is a 

question I cannot solve. I feel sorry for your dear sake that I am not now on my way home - I 

know how you will be expecting me by every steamer and how disappointed you will feel when 

you know that I am not yet on my way to you. I sincerely wish that I could erase what I wrote in 

my last which led you to anticipate that which we both most wish for, and in which I asked you 

not to write me again in view of my early arrival in England. You will too be very impatient and 

unhappy on account of being so long a time without hearing from me, but the same cause which 

prevented your letters reaching me, combined with my absence from Gaboon, have also 

prevented  mine being sent to you. Since I last had the pleasure of writing to you I have made 

another trip up the Ogowe river in the “Pioneer” along with my brother Jonathan who at the time 

had just arrived, and you will be glad to learn that during the trip my fevers left me and that I 

have since enjoyed much better health, and again feel well and strong. This at least is pleasant 

news to write you and I am sure my dear Lizzie will be as delighted to read, as I to write it. I 

have sold the “Pioneer” and withdrawn my trade from the Ogowe - not on account of the 

animosity of the natives, but because of the trouble, and wear and tear of mind and body 

entailed by the employment and working of a steamer and an extended trade. I am afraid to 

leave my brother too much work of so harassing a nature. They are hardworking fellows and as 

anxious over affairs as I am. I might have given them too many difficulties to contend with - too 

much to do - and they have enough already. Before I left Gaboon, quite a change had taken 

place in the atmosphere. They dry season had set in and the weather to [?] was very pleasantly 

cold the sun being for the most part obscured and the wind fresh and bracing. Here it is quite 

the reverse. It is the rainy season and is unpleasantly close and hot and rainy. The change of 

seasons when I was up the Ogowe may have operated to prevent a recurrence of my agues. 

For a long time after I left Gaboon I let them take their course until I thought I would again try 

quinine and they then left me. I hope for some time to come. Our P.M. Missionary left in the 

same steamer with Jones, and I am glad of this as he is a good, kind man and will be of great 

aid to him in his illness.  

My brother did not get to see you when in england. I am sorry for this, as I feel sure you 

would have liked him, and it would have been a pleasure to both to have met. We have got a 

new minister with his wife (Mr. & Mrs. Griffiths) I have not seen them yet, but am told that Mrs. G 



is a splendid musician. So I am looking forward to the pleasure of a musical treat some day. 

How much more pleasant to be looking forward to a similar treat from you! What would I not 

give to be sure of such happiness - say a month hence? What a wretchedly unfortunate fellow I 

am to be this disappointed, but then why murmur? Isn’t it all for the best? During my absence - 

my neighbour Mr. Gardner with his wife (a negro) has returned from Scotland. She speaks of 

the things and people she saw and of the cold she felt, and liked the country so much that she 

would, she says be glad to return to it. She must have been a great oddity, even in Glasgow but 

is not the first who has been there from these parts. In Gaboon I met a woman who was there 

with her husband some years ago. I see Sir Garnet and his companion in arms were made a 

great deal of at home. I am glad the war is over and that the Ashantees have got what they 

least expected a sound thrashing. Some years ago, I took part in the infiliction of a little 

chastisement of the natives of Elobey, who had become very difficult to manage without 

the employment of force, which after being applied has made them ever since as quiet 

and inoffensive as lambs, and they have become the best of people to deal with. I am 

thinking this is a dreadfully tedious business-like letter to be writing, very unlike the customary 

effusions of “a devoted lover” but will my Lizzie forgive it and I will try to be more lover-like in my 

next. Before closing however let me assure you, my darling, that you are not forgotten… JH 

Ps Please give my love to your sister and present my kindest regards to the other members 

of your family circle, who I hope have left off teasing you about African letters. If they only do so 

when they arrive they will not lately have had the opportunity. I do wish they had less to tease 

you about African letters and more about English ones. I should be all the more satisfied to let 

them enjoy their lives and amusement.  

 

22nd June 1874 Fernando Po J to L photos 419-424 

My dearest Lizzie, I am in great luck. Three of your letters arrived at once 9th march 27 April 

4th May - a day or two after my last I received the sad news of the death of poor Jones, my late 

helper, and the best man I ever had, or ever shall have. Poor, poor fellow, so young! So hopeful, 

so full of energy and enterprise! How little we thought his end so near when we last parted! I am 

much grieved about it, he was such a good fellow. I cannot but wish that they had left him here, 

where I might possibly have seen him before death. The effort to get on board the steamer, 

seems to have exhausted him, as he only lived a few days after embarking.  

I am sorry to hear of the illness of Dr. Des Forges. He is an old man and must expect in a 

short time to take leave of this world. We feel sorrow for the loss of old people, but it is doubly 

mournful to see young folks cut off in the prime of life. I thank Emma and her sister for their love, 

pray give them an equivalent on my behalf when you next write them. Yes dear and I remember 

the song “Off shall death and sorrow reign &c now you remind me, and I was struck by the very 

same thought that you mention you appear to view your expected visit to Stockwith with a 

certain amount of mixed pleasure and concern. Why should the people of that place pass any 

remarks upon your appearance or performance? Beggars ought to be not only satisfied but 

grateful. I do not know if you went. There is another letter of yours to come somewhere. I expect 

it has been sent to Gaboon. I have no doubt, however, that if you have been, you were as kindly 

received as ever, and I trust enjoyed yourself just as much as formerly. You have been 



castigating yourself again. Why will you not let that poor defenceless creature alone? IF I was 

near you to answer all your charges against your own good self I should see fair play at all 

events. You shall not talk of despondency, and of being of good to no one. How can you write 

thus Lizzie? No my darling, fight against any tendency you may have towards feeling forlorn and 

unhappy. I should have you happy and cheerful - not grave and sorrowful not frivolous and gay. 

Do not let the crosses of life cast more than a passing shadow. We all have them, and nearly all 

make too much of them. How unimportant they appear when passed. If I could but be near you, 

if only to chide you, I could I think dispel your despondency. You have your troubles, and very 

grave ones too my good girl, however limited your sphere of life is. I am not insensible to 

whatever affects the happiness of my Lizzie, and heartily wish that I could burden myself with 

her cares in order to relieve her - keep up thy courage, faint heart. It is the battle of life we both 

are fighting, and the only way to fight it with greater advantage is by uniting our forces and so 

giving aid to each other. When will that be? When shall I get away from this? When shall I cross 

the world of waters and again see you? I long to see you my sweetheart. I have seen so little of 

you - yet you are no stranger  

Yes I should have wondered where Skegness? Was, if you hadn’t told me - you spent your 

time there very unprofitably I’m afraid, in reading my letters, looking at my portrait, and 

contemplating the sea - What? Already leaving Boston. You surprise me. And talk about my 

leading a Gipsy life - yours will be quite equal to it. I’m very glad of it nevertheless. I hope I shall 

not have to travel so far from Liverpool when I want to see you - I shall try to recommend some 

very salubrious places in the vicinity to Madame voter mere, (not that I wish to air my french 

for I know little or nothing about it). Liverpool is not a very delightful place to live in - its 

constantly raining there - but I suppose I shall have to spend most of my time in it, if I go 

on with my business there.  

I was afraid I had alarmed you about my Gaboon fever - However its all right, you will be 

glad to learn. I feel all the better for it now. It was bad enough - the worst attack of continued 

ague I ever had. Livingstone’s body met with a grand reception and funeral. It seems quite an 

act of Providence that he should be brought from the interior of Africa to be buried in his own 

country. He deserved all that has been done to him. Jacob Wainwright will be spoiled in 

England - Black people where they are curiosities always are. Livingstone’s broker was 

consul here. He died of yellow fever on board one of the steamers on his way home about six 

months ago. I think I told you that the “Pioneer” steamer which I lately sold, was the one which 

Dr. Livingstone used for ascending the Lambesi river, and on board of which his wife died. I am 

glad to hear that roving about does not upset you - you complain of worry as being the cause of 

it. Then let me advise you not to let anything worry you, and you will not get those frequent 

attacks of the doleful which are the plague of your existence. Will promise to be a good boy and 

try to get home as soon as I can, but shall not be frightened at your coming to fetch me - on the 

contrary, you shall have every facility - for so doing if you wish it - you have evidently been sick 

until you had been some days at Skegness. Your letter of the last date is very cheerful and 

pleasing. You were full of fun and good spirits when you wrote and contrasts markedly with the 

two first ones. The sea and the exercise you got did you good. You should have taken some 

sea bathing as well. I am glad to hear that your elder sister is much better - Pray give my love to 



your sister Rosa and to Miss Fannie Ward - thanks for your sketch of the church - its very good 

and it was very kind of you to take so much trouble on my account. Try again. I’m glad of 

anything from the same pencil - I can picture you to myself walking the sands with your sister 

and Miss Ward - the latter reading a book, and yourself gazing on the sea with a mind 

wandering many, many miles across it. Ah Lizzie dear you think too often and too much of 

me. Far more than I deserve. I often think of you, and pray for you, but not so often or so 

much as I am persuaded you do of me - therefore I feel myself the guilty recipient of 

remembrances which I do not reciprocate in degree or amount. I feel like a person 

receiving a reward for something he has never performed - unworthy of it. Our new missionary 

and his wife are Welsh people, and great musicians. She has just given birth to a fine child, and 

has kept exceedingly well herself. She has only been out a month and has not yet had her first 

fever - so much the better - white ladies under similar circumstances generally either lose or risk 

their lives - and it is a rare thing for a child to live for many months and if they do live, which is 

just possible, they are poor, sickly, puny things with a look of sadness and suffering on their 

countenances. I have not seen much of Mr or Mrs. Griffiths but when the latter is quite well I 

hope to have the pleasure of hearing her perform on the harmonium and of singing, for I am told 

she has a fine full voice too.  

For a long time we have had no English men of war here on account of the Ashantee war, 

but that having been settled, they are beginning to come down again. One of them is here now 

and the Commodore is expected daily. Of course we are glad of this they make some stir in the 

place and do trade some goods - besides it does one good to see one of our own ships of war 

near us sometimes - it looks as if w were protected, looked after, and not abandoned to 

ourselves, and the mercy of foreigners. I should have been glad to have taken you a boating 

that is, if you had not been afraid to trust yourself to me in such a frail and unsteady thing as a 

boat. I cannot make any promise about spinning yarns to you. I am too truthful I’m afraid to tell 

them or spin them properly. I am no nearer getting away home than when I last wrote you nor 

do I expect under the most favourable circumstances to be able to leave before a month hence. 

I expect one of my brothers will come to relieve me. God bless you dearest… JH 

 

12 July 1874 Fernando Po J to L photos 425-430 my dearest Lizzie 

[Received 15th May; it was full of warmth and happiness at idea of his return, he feels bad] 

Was it not sad of the loss of the “Liberia” with all hands? Not a soul saved - and nothing to 

tell us how or when she was lost. It is supposed, however, that she was run down by some 

other ships. 

I am very sorry to hear of your poor mother’s death and would affectionately offer you all the 

consolations that a letter can convey. This sad bereavement makes me all the more anxious to 

be near you, my darling orphan, to share and soothe your grief. Although your mother’s life has 

been one of suffering, and you may even feel that for her sake it is a blessing that she is 

removed to a place where sorrow is not known, she must have been your dearest earthly tie, 

and her loss must cause you to feel a most depressing sense of isolation. Shall I hope that the 

prospect of my speedy return would help to disperse it, until the bitterness of the loss has past? 

If it has done this, we may have cause to be thankful that however deceptive my expectations 



may have proved, they have been productive of some good. When my next letter would tell of 

my impossibility to leave at the time expected, what will you say? Surely you will not grow 

despondent and write me one of those loving, but melancholy letters which seem at times to 

relieve your mind and act in a sort of safety valve to prevent your utter disgust with everything. 

No. Like a true strong-hearted little woman you will say “Hope on Hope ever It can’t be helped.” 

Misfortuens never come singly” “by God’s will all will yet be well.” Lizzie dearest, you make me 

feel sad when you write “I know what it is to feel weary, and almost of life” If you do not 

change how will you be my sunshine?  How will you make a gloomy man happy? We shall 

make a happy couple if we are both of the melancholy temperament. Yes I feel weary enough at 

times. When I am sick. But when well, as I have been during the last two months I am 

weary of nothing but Africa, and I am only weary of it, because I have made up my mind 

to go home when I can get away.  

How stupid of me to mistake your birthday. You would forgive me doubtless, and accept my 

good wishes all the same although they arrived at an inappropriate moment… 

[Won’t raise your hopes again - feel bad you got too excited] 

[On Stigwold?] “I can understand your love for the old place, so long have you lived there 

that all your past life must be more or less associated with it. Your life has been one of unrest of 

late, and I am glad to hear that you propose staying quietly at Stockwith until I return. But when 

you made that resolution you did not bargain for my being absent so long, and I expect to hear 

shortly of a change of abode.  

I am hard at work as usual - plenty to do. The more the merrier, if I can only keep well. I 

never shirk my work if I am well.  

Our missionary’s wife has had her first fever and has been able to a trend church today for 

the first time afterwards. This is the first time I have seen her and am pleased with her 

appearance. I think she and her husband will be liked here. I always feel sorry to see a white 

lady in this part of the globe. They do not stand the climate so well as we men do, and it is 

harder to see a woman suffering than a man. So you may conclude from this that you are not to 

come here if I can help it. Not that it would not be very pleasant to have your company here. But 

how could I bear to see you sick? What more shall I write you? I could fill pages if I wished 

to give you a history of all my plagues and business troubles. But what’s the use of 

them? Generally speaking I am at war with most people who are bad payers, trying to get 

in my debts. I am up to the eyes in work with coal ships and a distressed old Greek brig, 

the captain of which has a load of wood of mine on board, his ship in a sinking state, 

without food or money, and nobody who will advance him any or give him credit - so little 

chance is there of getting the coal back. Trade is bad and the prospect equally so. [?] all 

the money I have made by coming out the last trip, I might better have remained at home 

and enjoyed myself. But as I have before said? Why bother you with business. I have 

enough of it at other times, without introducing it into my “love” letters. However, perhaps 

it will interest you to know how I am faring in wordily matters sometimes. This leads me to 

wonder how you are situated financially, now that you have lost your mother. It is not dear 

Lizzie, any idle or interested motive that prompts the thought, but I look upon our ties as being 

of so close a nature, that it would be a piece of false delicacy on my part, not to ask if you are in 



need of help, and if you are, to beg of you to allow me to render you the aid you need, in 

preference to your accepting it from any other person. If I were near you I would learn all this 

without having to write and would apply the remedy, but at this distance, ordinary modes of 

procedure are obliged to be dispensed with. You know dear, I am unacquainted with your 

circumstances, and loving you as I do, and with the best intentions, I would not have you suffer 

for want of that which I have got, nor be dependant upon any one’s charity. You will believe me 

when I tell you that I am totally ignorant of your affairs, and that therefore these remarks are 

simply suggestions in the event of matters being otherwise than I surmise and hope they are. 

Will you forgive this freedom? I am afraid I am too plain and frank with you, or that you will think 

it a great piece of presumption to offer assistance which may not be needed or wanted, and 

certainly is unasked for. If I am - pray forgive me. My earnest desire is not to give offence, and 

to prevent sorrow or pain, to my loved on. I have a rude way of setting forth my expectations 

and wishes, but it is nature, and therefore cannot be overcome.  

Don’t be hurt or vexed, dear, but if I can help you and aid you be candid and accept what is 

yours. Since you are bereft of your mother, I look upon your quite as my charge. As you lose 

your other ties you seem to belong all the more to me. Lizzie dear I love you as ever, and with 

best wishes and kisses, remain Dearest, yours most affectionately John Holt 

Ps address me Private and seal your letters - IF they are too late for me here, they will be 

returned to me in England unopened. JH 

 

July 17th 1874 West Stockwith Gainsboro L to J photos 431-433 My Dearest John, 

I have been so anxiously looking for a letter from you not having heard anything since the 

15th of May I cannot think how it is I know you must have written. I am going to send this letter to 

be ready for you when you arrive. Perhaps you may not have received my last and will not know 

where I am. I am terribly anxious to hear from you or see you which would be far more 

delightful. I cannot help fearing you are ill and unable to write and long to have a word. 

Last Sunday we went to Burton Stather for a trip how I wished you could have been with us 

it was beautiful on the hills we spent a few hours at the Des Loges. I like their new home very 

much it seemed so strange not going to the old Manse.  

I have been with my brother since I left Boston about two months , Rosa has come today so 

I shall have to take care “Lizzie improved”That saucy girl calls herself does not but we out shall I 

not 

Lovely I shall hear or see you soon. I am going to send this… LL 

 

19th July 1874 Fernando Po J to L photo 434 

My dearest Lizzie, my brother Tom has arrived from Gaboon to relieve me, and (DL?) I 

propose leaving by the steamer “Africa” a fortnight hence. So I will not “trouble” you for any 

more letters to this place just now. Please keep them all until my arrival in Liverpool when I hope 

to receive a load of them - your two dear letters which crossed me on my way up from Gaboon 

the other day have been brought me by my brother. The mail is being made up so pray excuse 

more - I am delighted at the early prospect of being on the way to you. Adieu dearest yours 

every JH 



 

August 8 1874 West Stockwith Gainsboro L to J photos 435-439 My dearest John, 

Your welcome letters…One had been to Boston in America so that was the delay…I had not 

had a letter since 15th of May…I was indeed disappointed to find you cannot leave the coast at 

present…I had a good cry over your letters I had got myself in such a fever not hearing from you 

that I was not prepared for it however no doubt it is all for the best…[feels bad about Jones; glad 

Holt is feeling better] 

I think the letter I sent on the 11th April you will not get as I saw in the papers the steamer 

was sunk in the Bay of Biscay that was the one I told you of my poor mother’s death. I am afraid 

I wrote you some dreadfully doleful letters about that time. I was ill and depressed…[went to 

seaside for a change, felt better after;] [If not for your love couldn’t have borne her sorrows; 

when are you coming no we’re not strangers to each other] 

You speak of airing your French. I am having lessons with Lucie Juvet (John’s Lucie) I had 

nearly forgotten all I learnt at school… 

[More on how great he is, how hard she will work to be worthy; farmers are busy; getting up 

a concert, went to Burton to have tea with Des Forges; have had Maria Moon and Fannie Ward 

staying;] “we have been quite merry having croquet boating we went out one evening and met 

such a large tide… 

[Must bid adieu; ] I must tell you what Lucie Juvet and I have been doing this morning, John 

let us a packet of butter scotch we could not move[?] the caron[?] which we have accomplished 

we worked like blackies it was such fun you would have laughed to see us. Mrs. Wells came 

across to look at it after we had finished, they are very busy with the harvest, and could not 

spare a boy so we feel ourselves useful as well as the joke… [a few love comments] LL 

 

1 Aug 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 440-445 My Dearest John 

Your welcome letter I received a fortnight ago. That is of the 12th of Juen and then one of the 

19th last Friday I cannot tell you how delighted I am at the prospect of so soon seeing you it 

makes up for the past disappointment. 

I have read your dear kind letter over many times and indeed it takes the lonesome feeling 

away when I think I am not left alone though I am orphan God has given me to you to take care 

of and I am n to afraid to trust myself to one so good and kind and I cannot live without some 

one to love.  

John dearest it was so good so kind of you to ask if I were in need of help. No dearest 

certainly I was not vexed or hurt, how could I be but you will be glad to hear we have something 

to live on. I may as well tell you. I think we shall have about a thousand each when all is 

settled perhaps not quite we gave up the Boston house because they all throughout it 

would be so dull for Rosa and me to stay there by ourselves and John invited us to come 

here for a time and he had arranged not to be married until next year.   

 There have been several of us here altogether at both houses, we have been harvesting of 

course we were a great help. 

What a life of change it has been of late. This morning we have just received the news of the 

death of an Aunt who has been ill three years, she and my cousins were staying a short 



distance from us when she was first taken ill and my poor mother was able to get down to see 

us and they often enjoyed conversation together.  

[Following: the pages are mixed up, so I tried my best to piece the letter together] 

We have very few relations left now. I shall look at the papers for the “Africa” it was so good 

of you to tell me the name of the vessel. 

I am so afraid Rosa will be away when you come, she has promised to keep house for some 

one but I hope not I want you to see her and not to change your mind you know.  

Voyage and arrive in safety I shall be very anxious to hear. Do you know I think sometimes it 

will be very dreadful to call you “John” it is easier writing it than saying it I used to call you “Mr 

Holt” so every properly. 

My poor cousins I cannot help thinking about them. I know how lonely they will feel such a 

void particularly when you have had so much to do for those you love you feel it more 

It is Stockwith [?] on Friday we expect my brother [?] but then I wonder whether you will be 

here.  

Rosa and I are going to walk to Gainsboro to [?] I come half? By packet we like long walks 

there is nothing like fresh air and exercise to keep mind and body healthy. 

Goodbye Dearest I long to see you I am ever your own impatient little love Lizzie Longstaff 

 

8th Sept 1874 LIVERPOOL J to L The Temple photos 446-448 My Dearest Lizzie, 

How shall I sufficiently thank you for your kind letter of 31st August? How good of you to 

remember that your welcome in writing would give me the next greatest pleasure to seeing it in 

person! You will be happy to hear of my safe arrival this afternoon and will learn the fact from 

me before you see it in the papers. Thank the good ship “Africa” for the care she and her crew 

have taken of me. We have had a very enjoyable voyage. I am strongly tempted to rush away at 

once and present my unworthy self to you, but there are certain things in the way of clothing 

which must be first attended to, and then there is this ever worrying business with its never tiring 

claims I feel unwell too, and much out of love with my personal appearance, which is yellow and 

dried up beyond your or anybody’s expectation so much have I suffered by my last trip to the 

Coast. If I stay here a week or so I shall be able to get through my work - but you shall decide - 

shall I run down to see you for one or two days - now - or am I to wait until I  have got through 

my work here and then make a longer visit with you? I could leave this on Friday and return the 

following Monday. My Dear “impatient” don’t scold me for not leaving sooner. I am so glad you 

did not take my offers of aid in a sense opposite to what I intended. I have several times felt as if 

I had done something wrong in thus writing, however good my intentions were. I am trying to 

nerve myself to pass through the “ordeal” - with yourself I shall be able to bear it without much 

evincing. I have become so accustomed to write “Lizzie” that I think it will be quite easy to speak 

to you by that name indeed I could not call you by any other. Nor will “John” appear very 

formidable to you I think - you are no stranger my darling - but how about your brothers - will 

you be good enough to tell me how far West Stockwith is from the Gainsboro station not when 

in F’do Po Bless you Lizzie dearest for your welcome - Hoping soon to see you - my own Lizzie, 

Ever yours, John Holt 

 



9th Sept 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 449-451 

My Dearest Lizzie, It seems so strange to be within a few hours’ writing distance of each 

other, that I feel it hard to believe it really is so - You will have got my letter of yesterday before 

this, and have passed all sorts of reprimands on my behaviour I expect - you must not be hard 

on me, I beg, as I am not strong, and may not be able to bear your reproofs - I have been busy 

all day and so strange is everything and everybody that I can hardly realize the fact of my being 

here at all. I am going to Birmingham tonight, and hope to be back tomorrow afternoon - in time 

to reply to your letter expected by tomorrow’s post. I have got you a Madeira glove box. Please 

give me the size of the gloves you wear and the colours you like as I do not wish to present you 

with an empty box. I was much disappointed at not being able to go ashore at either Gran 

Canary Teneriffe or Madeira but we came from such an unhealthy part of the world that they 

would not grant no pratique[?], although we had not a single case of sickness on board our ship. 

This shows with what horror the West Coast of Africa is looked upon by the Islanders named. I 

have met a young fellow today from the Coast who has got married lately and talks of taking his 

wife to live with him on the banks of the Brass River. If I were she I should say “If you love me, 

leave me.”  

I brought a pet goat home with me which I have sent to Broughton. I should have bought 

other things at Madeira if I could have got ashore. As it was I had to take just what I could get 

and be thankful. My love to your sister Rosa if with you. With fondest love and kisses ever yours 

John Holt 

 

10 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 452-455 My Dearest John, 

I had just come in from a drive and found your welcome letter on the table. How delighted I 

am to think you are so near, Lucie Juvet and I went to the station to inquire about the trains and 

you can get direct to Misterton our station about a mile and a half from here. The station Master 

said that was the most direct. 

This is the time table don’t you think we were clever to make it out. Liverpool - 11 gets to 

Betford at 2:20 leaves Betford at 4:30 and reaches Doncaster At 5:10, leaves Doncaster at 6:45 

and reaches Msterton at 7:15. I think at Betford you change from the Eastern for the ? Please 

don’t laugh at our making it all out so pat as though you could not find out but since the new 

time from Doncaster wa made it seems more direct. This way many going round by Gainsboro 

and then coming here [?].  

I am so delighted to think that tomorrow I shall see you. I should think not indeed, so waiting 

a week you wouldn’t see any thing of me or I think I should feel inclined to do such an unlady 

like thing as to come and see you which would be dreadful.  

I shall come to the station with John and perhaps some of the others will walk and then if 

this should be too late and you do not get off tomorrow Friday you must [triple underline] come 

on Saturday I can’t write much hoping soon to see you with very much love your own love Lizzie 

Longstaff. 

PS we will meet that train anyway as there will not be time for a letter and if you decide to 

come any other way we can either walk or ride back which we feel inclined to please don’t feel 

its such a formidable thing to come amongst us all they will all welcome you for my sake and 



when you know my brothers and sister I think you will get on very well. John dearest I am quite 

prepared to see a change in you with the climate and your illness and I trust you will soon be 

stronger and better and then you will recover your usual looks. Shall I call it a piece of vanity to 

think I shall not love you as much  

you will be with us perhaps before we have set off.  

 

11 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 456-457my own dear John, 

I received your treasured letter this morning I am so afraid you will not receive my letter in 

time to get off today so venture to write in case you should not. I did not receive your letter 

announcing your arrival until yesterday. I am so glad to have letters from you so soon and I am 

delighted at the idea of seeing you so soon. I will not scold you for not coming sooner for I 

expected you would have business matters to detain you I am so sorry you are not well. I hope 

the little rest here will do you good. I shall be very glad when you can take a rest… [glad he’s 

home, hope he never has to go back, distance from Gainsboro is 4 miles; can’t wait to see you] 

LL 

 

18th Sept 1874 Broughton Grange Brigg J to L photos 458-459 My dearest Lizzie, 

I had a tiresome stay of an hour at Gainston[?] but reached this in time to get a run over the 

farm before dark. I had a bad headache all last night. I intend to leave this tomorrow at 3:20 pm 

Ganiston at 4.6. Leave Ganiston 4.40 and arrive at Misterton at 4:59 pm. If it is a fine day you 

must come to meet me, but if it be wet - you must not. They are pleased to see me but do not 

object to my leaving since I have explained the purpose for which I wish to go. They do not 

know that I have been to see you, but they noticed the Gainsboro post mark on the letter I wrote 

them when with you, and have hinted that they think it likely I have not come “straight” from 

Liverpool. The country hereabout looks very pretty and with you here, would be all I could wish 

for - perfection.  

Father talks about farming, pigs, horses, oxen, sheep and change of crops - to all of which I 

listen and answer yes. They may be everything to him and all he says may be quite correct, but 

I am ignorant and know nothing about them. I have eyes, however, and mark a noted 

improvement in the appearance of the house, buildings, dykes, fences &c, but beyond these all 

is obscurity. Pigs look fat, horses in good condition, oxen look waggish, and the sheep quite 

contented. Why then should not I be happy although I can never be a farmer or understand 

anything about crops or stock? My little goat is quite at home and is a great favourite. They say 

I look very sick and are sure that good food and a stay here would do me more good than 

ll the water in Harrogate. Perhaps so - but I must try the latter. I cannot make this my 

home - Au devoir. Hasta la vista. Dearest. Ever your affctly John Holt [he signed his name 4 

times for some reason] 

 

23 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 460-63 My own dear John, 

You said I was to write when I felt inclined…I saw you looking out of the carriage window a 

long way. I walked home by the road and felt very lonely I [?] I did have a few tears after I got 

back, the house seemed so queer without you and then I [?] good and rested a little while and 



thought over our happy days I looked forward to some more and whilst I was thus meditating in 

walked Mrs. Moore the Vicars wife from Misterton and asked me to sing at their Harvest [?] 

concert as it was going to be [?} in the Temperance Hall instead of the nasty little hole they 

generally have so I have promised if I am at home as it is uncertain it will be a fortnight 

tomorrow and Emma will not have got home I am afraid so I shall be booked for it I cannot very 

well refuse if I am at home as Mrs. Moore is so good in coming to help us at concerts. I told her 

my charges were  six guineas. And now what am I to sing? I’ve sung the old old songs until I am 

tired of hearing them sung myself so I am sure they must be however I shall get over the 

mountain of difficulties and sing with all my heart now I’ve you safe back in England. I have 

nearly finished the slippers. I shall take them to Gainsboro someday this week… 

Now remember your orders Sir not to upset yourself with worrying after business you are 

such a naughty man. I’m obliged to scold you…LL 

Ps I have been practicing this morning.  

 

23 Sept 1874 The Temple Liverpool J to L photos 464-465 My Dearest Lizzie, 

I made no rash promise with regard to writing, but my little woman looked so sorry at parting 

yesterday that I feel bound to give her a line or two… [waited at Doncaster station a long time, 

cold, wet, miserable, wretched, had a cup of tea there but it was cool instead of hot] 

“I was dozing alone in my carriage, when at a station a few miles on your side of Barnsley I 

was attacked by a host of she wolves with babies who took possession, and one of them had 

almost the audacity to sit down on my knees. The guard offered to relieve me by putting me into 

a first class carriage, but I refused to move in order to listen to the commentaries of my 

companions to whom I never spoke - but looked all sorts of things. And one of them (I shouldn’t 

like to be her husband - she had high cheek bones and a raw, wild look, and her hair almost 

down to the bridge of her nose) expressed her opinion that it was very good of the guard to offer 

me a better carriage, that it was my own fault, if I refused it, and that consequently I should have 

to put up with the crush and the pleasure of their company - the ___ I was thankful only when 

they cleared out. At Pernistone I had to change, and there my big trunk did not appear - the 

guard fancied it might have been put out at Barnsley by mistake - and so I suppose it was, for it 

has been sent me today…. I was not in a good temper - I was vexed - but managed to doze by 

myself…[arrived Liverpool 12 pm “cold and wearied.”] 

“I went to the nearest hotel which was full, but was more successful at the next one I applied 

to. I am going into lodgings today - I find them engaged at £1 a week. This is a beautiful figure 

for two rooms for a bachelor. When I was a lad three of us used to lodge for 18/ a week, but I 

suppose rents have advanced since then. Irvine is not here today - I have not done much but 

think of you and feel a little chafed about not having you near me, but it can’t be helped. Adieu 

Lizzie…. JH 

 

24 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 466-470 My Dearest John, 

I received your very welcome letter… [was at station to see “Mother Emma” off; you had an 

entertaining journey; clearly you were in a bad mood by the end] “What shall I do with you  when 

you get into such naughty humours. I am picturing you sitting over the fire smoking furiously and 



thinking of the awful responsibilities you are going to take upon yourself and of the dreadful 

frustrating set[?]… [Rosa and she walked to Gainsboro; slippers finished; had tea with Mrs. 

Watson; later than we meant to but no harm done although in the boat some sort of trouble; 

have you seen the doctor; take your medicine “not sometimes but regularly” ; doesn’t think 

lodgings are particularly dear; I miss your kisses - letters don’t cut it; “I will finish this tomorrow I 

want a cigarette may I have one? I expect you left them for me to smoke. What rubbish I wrote 

last night….”; Was busy cooking; visited an old lady who is ill; please come to Misterton Festival 

to hear me sing…] LL 

 

27 Sept 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 471-474 

My dearest Lizzie, [got your letter; your pictures of me wrong - too warm for a fire although I 

am “moody enough”; probably you did too much round trip walk to Gainsboro;] 

“I am not spending this Sunday in bed. Got up at 9. Have had breakfast of Bread and Milk 

and am going out of the town to dinner and tea. But I should nevertheless be very glad to get 

your little sermons for Sunday reading. I was out again to dinner and tea yesterday with 

Woodward - missed my way home and did not get to my lodgings before 11 pm. We had a walk 

through Stanley Park and much enjoyed it…. We are to have the Duke of Edinburg here next 

week but I take little interest in his visit. If you were with me I should like to hear Patti, Sims, 

Reeves and a chorus in the Creation, St. Paul… I have seen the doctor and have got more 

Poison to drink, but that does not keep me well. I am longing much to see you again - My 

love to your sister… JH 

 

29 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 475-479 My own dear John, 

[Received letter; glad you didn’t spend Sunday in bed; all kinds of minor things;] “Oh dear I 

don’t know when we shall get off to Harrogate my sister will not be home until the end of next 

week and we shall not be able to get off before the middle of the next and Rosa says there is a 

doubt about that - why will everything go contrary when do you go? You must not wait of us if 

we cannot when you can leave Liverpool you ought to be there now. I had a paper from our 

mutual friend Mary…  

It is a whole week since we parted… 

My sister Maria is going out on Thursday I think I shall sing Hallelulah (I annoy spell it) There 

is no rest or peace when she is in the house we always seem on a tumult. I was [?] the whole of 

the time you were with us and what might happen. I am very glad I do not sleep in her room 

now. We hope to have something settled now about her and until that is done we cannot very 

well leave at least Maria cannot… 

Dear good John will you have a little patience to wait for your little woman - you must think I 

speak unkindly of my sister sometimes but you do not know what it is to live with such a person 

it wears the very life and spirit out of one only I will not let it get me down. It is her own b—ing[?] 

on in a great measure which makes it all the harder to hear. Oh dear what a rigimerole of 

troubles I am writing. And I said I should not let you know them. We will hope for the best and 

do our best and that is all we can do… LL 

 



30 Sept 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 480-81 

My dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your warm hearted letter of yesterday. If you persist in teasing 

me so I will sleep all next Sunday you are right. It is solitary and disgusting to be breakfasting 

and sitting alone, a moping bachelor, when a few words from a priest would give me the best 

and dearest society I could wish. We shall have to reduce the time dearest - I shall never be 

able to wait and live out the three and a half years. I shall not go to hear Patti and the rest. 

Although I have your orders to the contrary. I should not enjoy myself without you as I should be 

longing all the time for you to be with me to share my pleasure. As you are not sure when you 

will be unable to get away I shall not hurry myself, but stay here for another week or more. Do 

not think I am killing myself. I am taking life remarkably easy. Last night I did a little work at my 

lodgings but it was nothing - only writing. You should not Lizzie Dear, let your sister “Maria” 

conduct worry and annoy you. 

Shall I preach forbearance and sisterly love to you? No I am sure in your better moments, 

you think more kindly of her than you write. Only thing of your ever complaining of one in that 

way, and yet I may be as great a burden, yea a greater one, than ever your sister has been to 

you. My dear, dear little woman. Do be a little more patient with the trials you have to encounter 

through life.  

I sent you a song yesterday. Mind I do not know it and perhaps it will not suit your voice… I 

am promised some contralto songs to look at and if I see anything nice, will send it you. I do not 

know where I shall be going, whether to Harrogate or elsewhere. The Doctor has not yet 

given his orders. I am taking his horrid stuff - far too regularly for my good - but withal 

have felt better the last day or two…JH 

 

30 Sept 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 482-3 My own dear John, 

[Thanks for your letter; I like the words and the melody; going to Lincoln to stay with Fannie 

Ward for a day or two; need the chafe; sorry about the “doleful epistle” of yesterday; please 

come to Misterton concert; LL] 

 

2 Oct 1874 Beaumont Hill Lincoln L to J photos 484-487 My dearest John 

[Arrived safe yesterday; Fannie sends her dutyful love and thinks you ought to pity her 

having the charge of me”] 

John Dearest since you have been away I have been in two minds whether it would be quite 

wise our joining you are Harrogate and have come to the conclusion it would not. Do not 

misunderstand me dearest John it is what I had set my heart on but my sister Rosa is only 

young to be my chaperone and it might cause queer remarks to be made which we should be 

sorry for after John dear do not think it is because I would not give any thing to be with you 

remember I have no parents living and I could not bear to do any thing my friends could make 

remarks about. It is no good in some things one cannot put aside what people say. Do write 

soon and let me know you are not vexed with your little girl, when you have been in England 

some time you will find we cannot be too careful about such things. However innocent and right 

it may seem to us, other people might not think so. 



John dearest go wherever your doctor sends you and do not shorten your stay on my 

account. You must think about yourself and get strong. I shall not think you love me any the less 

it is your duty to do what ever you can to get strengthened.  

I wonder what you will say to this letter. I am so sorry I ever suggested going with you I did it 

thoughtlessly thinking only of being with you. 

I shall be in a regular fever until I get your letter. I could not write this to you if I did not feel to 

know you so well. Good bye dearest… LL 

 

Oct 4 1874 Beaumont Hill Lincoln L to J photos 488-490 My own dear John, 

I received your kind welcome letters yesterday morning…I rather expected one from you this 

evening in answer to mine of Friday so I am very anxious for it…[thanks for the lecture, please 

come to the concert; yes I am impatient; hope you get stronger; wish you had been with us at 

this nice church today with a simple service and sweet singing; this afternoon went to Cathedral 

and stood in the nave of the chapel as it was full; I go home first train Sunday; I’m worried you 

will be disappointed with my letter; wish I had “never suggested such a thing as going any 

where with you but one does foolish things sometimes without thinking. 

I ought to have posted this yesterday but I was expecting one from you, you naughty 

John…” [maybe you sent to Stockwith?] LL 

 

5 Oct 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 491-493 

My Dearest Lzzie, I duly received your ___ letter of 2nd Inst, and was glad to hear of your 

safe arrival at Lincoln. Many thanks to Miss Ward for her dutiful (not dutiful) love, and instead of 

pitying her having charge of you for a few days, I very much envy her position, and covet her 

cares. I ought to have answered your letter sooner but was afraid to, lest the great 

disappointment I felt, should have caused me to give expression to my feelings so strongly as to 

have cause you pain in reading it, and to myself future regret for my improvidence. But, Lizzie 

dearest. I do feel disappointed. It seems as if I might just as well be in Africa, for all I have 

gained in being so near to you that I cannot enjoy your society although apparently within such 

easy reach. A blight I say upon the forms, conventionalities, prejudices or whatever you 

may call them of an age of hypocrisy, sham virtue, and mistaken delicacy. For my own 

part I care not for other people’s opinions of me. I can ignore them, and exist in spite of 

them. With you, however, I can understand it is different, and I do not write in order to 

induce you to change your decision. I will bear the separation, much as I regret it, rather than 

that your fair fame should be even breathed upon by the vile breath of slander. I love you, and 

what is equal thereto, I respect you, too much, to be a cause of offence to your delicacy. Do not 

blame yourself for suggesting it. I had my doubts about the matter and asked some friends of 

mien if it would be the right thing to do, fully intending to ask you to accompany me with your 

sister. They said yes - so when you suggested it, I only felt too happy to find myself forestalled 

in what I so much wished. But the question of whether a thing be proper or not will ever after 

this be present to my mind. And now it is present in this form. Was not our engagement 

commenced improperly? Was it not improper of me to accept your invitation to West Stockwith, 

and thus live under the same roof with you, and enjoy the hospitality of a man I had never 



before seen? Were we not both guilty of many acts of impropriety whilst together there? I am 

haunted by the proprieties. I have got them on the brain now. It cannot be that you have your 

doubts of my honour and honesty. It cannot be necessary that I should assure you of the 

upright, pure, and disinterred nature of my love. If then our love be pure and honourable, and 

our object matrimony, why should we be deprived of each other’s company and those innocent 

endearments of maternal love, on account of the restrictions and comments of a pharisaical 

world? The legal form alone is wanted to make everything proper. And what is there in the voice 

of a priest more than in mine, that it should make, according to the views of the world, all the 

difference between propriety and impropriety, vice and virtue, morality and immorality? My 

Dearest Lizzie, it shall be as you wish, but when shall I see you again? After all is it possible that 

I shall love you, or not be ever yours John Holt?  

 

7 Oct 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 494-496 

My dearest Lizzie, I was much pleased to receive your letter of 4th Inst. From Lincoln, but I 

cannot imagine why it has taken three days to reach me or even two, if you missed posting it on 

the day it was written…I may be all you say for not going to the concert, but I have no desire to 

go anywhere alone. I should only have felt my lonely position all the stronger. I prefer going to 

see a friend occasionally, read and think about you and Africa. 

Yes it is very kind of you to give advice. At present I am taking no medicines, and I have 

seen the Doctor but once since I have been here. And I don’t feel any the worse for it. However 

I shall see him again when I am ready to leave and shall go and do as I am told, although I am 

not in the habit of receiving orders and it may go a little against the grain to do as I am 

told. I thank you again for your advice, but you forget how often you have wished to be 

near me, in order to nurse me, when you have read my accounts of my sickness on the 

coast - nay, you even wish it now, or at least you say so, but it would now appear wishes 

are only mean to be read - not tested. And these are equally futile as the often expressed 

wish to be together when we were separated by 5,000 miles of water. Am I cruel in writing 

this? If I am forgive me and forget what I am writing. I don’t wish to offend you, or hurt your 

feelings. I am sure I should have enjoyed the cathedral service, and I been with you. I hope to 

see Lincoln some day, but at present I cannot guess when that will be. In met a friend today 

who has been at a watering place in Scotland, where he says he has derived much benefit. You 

do not want to see me more than I want to see you I am sure, but I have now given up all hopes 

of seeing you again for many long, weary weeks, perhaps months. Indeed, I cannot conceive 

how, when, where, and under what circumstances we area again to meet unless it be at the 

altar, where I am willing and ready to meet you whenever you wish, sick or well, and thus save 

propriety, and the [?] conveniences and sensibilities of our “friends” from being outraged. How 

bitterly I write. Don’t mind it Lizzie darling. Impute it to my troublesome spleen. I can’t help it. 

I should write differently if I were well - perhaps - nay without a doubt I should. I hope you 

will enjoy your concert at Misterton but I am afraid you will be in low spirits. I beseech you do not 

be so on my account. All will be right by and bye. Goodnight dearest - God bless you - my love 

to your sisters, and a shake of the hand for the Governor. With fondest love ever yours John. 

 



7 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 497-499 My own dear John, 

I feel so wretched and unhappy not having a letter this morning. Did you send more than 

one to Lincoln? I only received one. I am so afraid you are vexed with me for writing declining 

going to Harrogate with you. Dearest I did it because on thinking it over seriously I did not think 

it would be the proper thing to do. Do write Dearest - whatever you think about it. This suspense 

is dreadful. I wish I could see you do not you think you could come over soon - and then we 

should have no misunderstanding about it and I greatly long to see you. I was very foolish to 

think of arranging such a thing to give you all this disappointment - and I am very very sorry 

John dear and would give you a kiss and tell you to if you were here.  

Will you forgive your little woman I think if you were to ask any of your lady friends they 

would tell you it would not be considered the right thing and you would not like me to be 

considered fast.  

The Misterton concert is not until Friday I wish it at Hanover I cannot sing feeling so 

unhappy. Good bye dearest with fondest love and kisses believe me ever your own true love 

Lizzie Longstaff.  

Rosa sends her love and she thinks with me about the not going to Harrogate and as she is 

the “Old Mother” now she says she shall be glad to see you anytime.  

 

8 Oct 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 500-501 

My dearest Lizzie, your welcome letter of yesterday duly reached me this morning. I am 

grieved to see you write so sorrowfully and blaming yourself for faults which you have not 

committed. You evidently think you have annoyed me, and disappointed me, and are very 

repentant in correspondence thereof. My Dearest Lizzie, I blame you for nothing. I ought to have 

seen the impossibility of the thing - but I couldn’t and I cannot. However, if we do not agree on 

the matter, it is not necessary that we should get vexed or sorrowful about it. It is very kind of 

you and Rosa to ask me over to see you again, but I dare not go - I shall stay here until I get the 

mails due by three steamers within a week, and I shall then (D.O.) leave for where I am sent to. 

I should have much enjoyed being present at your concert to have seen you and heard you sing 

(in public) I hope you will have a pleasant and successful one. You must be in your best spirits 

on the occasion and sing with all your heart. I would not have you forget me although I am not 

present but do not let me be associated with any unhappy thought that may mar your 

enjoyment. [?] so much as you like - you have full and free permission - only be happy and put a 

[?] on your life which I claim as sacred property. I am going over the water to tea with Wolfgang. 

I have not seen his family yet. Goodbye dearest with fondest love ever your John 

 

10 Oct 1874 West Stockwith Saturday morning L to J photos 502-506 my own dear John, 

I cannot help your letters making me wretched and unhappy. I have thought your letters well 

over and I am willing to become your wife John dear at any risk if you wish it as soon as we can 

arrange things then write me [?] fond in waiting and you need me to keep these gloomy fits off. 

Why should we wait - the only thing is your health and if you will be good to go to Harrogate or 

some where for a month or so [? ?] every thing to get yourself straightened I [?] be very busy 



getting my things ready and we will be married. I must be with you I cannot stand that your 

thinking I do not wish to. 

So come over (and do not carry your propriety to such an extent) and we will arrange things. 

We should have a very quiet wedding and all the better - and then do the furnishing together 

afterwards which we should enjoy instead of your having all the worry by yourself. Now tell me 

just what you think about it all and don’t think me very impertinent arranging it all or part I only 

wish to please you and it grieves me to think I have in any way vexed you and I know you are 

vexed with me dear. Come over next week - as I must have time to get my things made and 

shall want to make arrangements, will you dear? Do and this little misunderstanding shall not 

make any difference to us only Rosa knows that I wrote to you about not going to Harrogate - I 

shall feel very anxious for your letter but you must come over John dear we must make 

arrangements which we cannot by letter you won’t know what heaps of things I shall have to do. 

The concert passed off very well I sang two songs and played an accompaniment of a 

chorus I did not feel particularly happy and felt indifferent to the whole affair. 

I think Mrs. Moore thought me rather in the blues. I could not help it. I love you too much to 

be careless as to how you feel towards me - Oh dear it will be delightful to be your own little 

wife. 

I meant to have written yesterday but had not time I went on Thursday to Mrs. Moore and 

staid [sic] all night I was busy practising and helping with decorations. I just came home to get 

more dinner and change my dress. Goodbye…. LL 

Those tiresome people have not got the slippers finished… 

 

12 Oct 1874 Liveprool J to L photos 508-9 My Dearest Lizzie 

I will not write again in a way to make you unhappy. It was very stupid and selfish of me to 

do so. Pray forgive me dear. Indeed I do not think you do not wish to be near me. How could 

you think so Lizzie? I know it is as great a regret to you that we cannot be together, as to me in 

fact more so, as you have the additional pain of having to deny me what you would, I have no 

doubt, gladly give me, but for the comments it might give rise to. I allude of course to the 

pleasure of your company at wherever the doctor may send me. I am ashamed of my 

selfishness . I ought to fell all the prouder of you, for the self-denial you exercise and for the high 

value you place on your good name. I saw the Doctor on Saturday and have received orders to 

go to Ben Rhydding [?] (I don’t know if this be spelt correctly) or Scotland. I shall go to the 

former on account of its being nearer. I do not expect to leave for a few days as I wish to see 

the”Benin” in Carnegie a friend of mine is on board whom I much want to see. He is such a jolly 

fellow - One of the best I ever met. Do not hurry over your arrangements Lizzie dear. I will take 

a short stay at the watering place, and will see you again before long. We will talk over all our 

matrimonial affairs when we meet. Why do you think you have vexed me? Indeed dearest you 

have not. And there is no misunderstanding or difference between us. Surely they have not 

began so early - what would people say or augur of our future if they heard you “say” so? I am 

glad the concert passed off well. You say nothing of yourself. Did you sing well? Or did my cruel 

letters put you out of time? Blame me for it, and give me any penance you think I may deserve. I 

wish I had been there. Did you like your song? I wrote you three letters and in one gave you a 



list of songs, asking you to tell me if you had any of them, as I wished to get some of them for 

you. I do not know the second song you sang at the concert. I see you did not sing “To the 

woods.” It would hardly be a new song in Misterton I should think. I was over the water at 

Irvine’s yesterday and am going to stay with him two or three days this week. Of course logically 

sensible Mrs. Irvine approves of your decision - what could I otherwise expect - married ladies 

have no sympathy for lovers. Let me hear that you have forgiven me and are no longer grieved 

with what I have written and believe me Dearest Lizzie… 

John Holt  

 

13 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 510-513 My dearest John, 

I received your anxiously looked for letter this morning. I do not know if I shall forgive you 

until you have been over to see me for you have indeed been very naughty and made me very 

very miserable, they could not help noticing something was amiss. I think as a penance you will 

have to wait your three years. What do you say? Don’t you think you deserve it?  

A am very glad you see going into water the air is so bracing there it will do you lots of good. 

No, I shall not worry over my arrangements particularly if I take three years to it however 

among that time no doubt I shall see you I think I told you about the concert. I was not in best 

time my heart was sad I could not sing I was very glad when it was over. 

We are very quiet here now it is to cold and [?] for croquet - and we have no one here to 

play with. I think we shall go to Hull some day soon I want to get some things and it is a good 

place for shopping. I am glad you are going to MR. Levine’s the change after your miserable 

bachelor life. 

The list of songs you sent I forgot to answer your question. I was so taken up with other 

things I have “Will he come” as he thinks I do not love him” the others I have only heard of. I had 

a book of songs lent me this afternoon. I have not been very well lately.  

When do you go to Ben Rydding? (I have spelt it the same as you did). Mr. And Mrs. Ward 

have been to Hendedens[?] lately it is beautiful all about there I went with a party of eight five 

years ago.  

I shall indeed be very glad when you can come over I want to see you again naughty though 

you are. But you must stay at the seaside as long as it seems to be doing you good dear - and 

you will have heaps of time to write to me I shall expect a letter every day. I have not much 

news to tell you… LL 

 

15 Oct 1874 Liverpool J to L photos 514-17 

My dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your kind letter of 13th… [also got July 19 and 8 Aug last sent 

from coast] this recent letter “of the kissing and scolding sort - blaming and forgiving at the same 

time. Well I won’t be myself any more. I will be an agreeable sham in future and you will awake 

to the sad reality when it is too late to avoid it. I will not again tell you that I am miserable 

because you are not near me. In fact I will not repeat all I have said of our separation because it 

makes you unhappy. I will keep my wretchedness to myself and prevent my spleen from 

affecting any other than its owner. This wandering invalid will be leaving this on Saturday for 

Ben Rhydding. Not in Wales but in Yorkshire. I thought I told you in my last it was near Leeds, 



Otley or Ilkley is the station (I think), at which I have to stop. I know nothing of it but I hear it 

is a hydropathic establishment. I expect to be “Washed out” altogether. There will be 

nothing but fragments left. I will write to you when I get there, and every day or thrice a day if 

you wish it and the water gives me time. Please, I have seen Doctor on the subject, and he says 

I am not going to be married for six months yet, but what if I take no notice of his advice - will 

you join with or against me? You may see me before the end of the three years you refer to - 

but if it is to be so long I will make better use of my time than to stay in this country. There will 

be lots of time for a couple of voyages before you are ready. When will you be going to Hull? 

Would you take me a shopping with you if I were there? I was through a wholesale place the 

other day where I saw lots of things I wished I could have given you. I wish I knew what you 

have not got. I know you want or I want you to have another bonnet and I have seen some I like 

but then you were not with me to try them on. Will they all fit or are there different sizes? I am 

writing this at Mr. Irvine’s. Mrs. I and he have several times asked me to let them look at your 

carte. But I never bring it. I tell them I will bring the original sometime if they will invite us and the 

they will get a better idea of what she is and is like. I am sorry to hear you have not been well 

lately. I knew there was something wrong with you. When I am ill, I get cross - and when you 

are ill you become sorrowful &c as is only natural. 

I know what you want. Nothing so good for your complaint as a change of air and water. A 

week or two at some hydropathic establishment with a bracing air such as Ben Rhydding would 

do you all the good in the world - you should see your family Doctor about it. I am sure his 

advice would bear out what I say. My friend Carnegie left the “Benin” at Madiera as he had to go 

to Lisbon. I expect he will be in L’Pool before long and I shall have to run down to see him. Post 

time up - adieu dearest JH 

I felt as if I deserved at least one kiss after so much scolding and forgiving 

 

16 Oct1874 W Stockwith L to J photos 518-24 

My own dear John, [received letter this morning; naughty for saying sham; hope to make 

you happy;] “I do wish you were better I know when you write like that you feel ill and out of 

sorts with every body and every thing that’s been my experience this last week I believe your 

advice would be the best thing for me I want a good and bracing [?] 

[Thought Ben Rhydding was in Wales, sounds welsh, it isn’t far from here maybe I could 

come for a day or two this week; also will have spare room ready “on speculation”] 

“Six months is a dreadful long time, I am afraid I should feel inclined to be with you in cutting 

it short but we must not be foolish young folks” [more on how life is only worth living to be his 

wife; so nice of you to want to buy me something; I just bought myself a new felt hat; not sure if 

you will like it “the fashions change so but you shall have me dressed as you like when I am 

your little wife. I expect you will want to go with me to choose my wedding dress. I have chosen 

a good black silk for one of my dresses…” [why won’t you show Mrs. I my likeness; I think I will 

like her “she seems such a nice sensible woman and you know it will do your little woman good 

to have a good example to follow.” [Made a cap hope you like it; having kitchen house linen 

made “the servants here are glad to make it for me”; I should go to Hull I need to see friends; 



please come to see me; just received your first letter from Ben Rhydding; sorry you caught a 

cold; next Sunday would do you good to be here  

 

782-784 18 October 1874 Ben Rydding by Leeds My Dearest Lizzie, 

I arrived at this place just in time for tea last night and this morning I have done a good walk 

over the grounds and about the neighbourhood without going to Church - very bad is it not - but 

I am calming my conscientious{?] scruples by inwardly promising to be present at the service 

that is held in the house itself after tea. I am afraid I shall not like it - I feel quite strange, and 

queer, amongst these people. There are above sixty people in the house - They all appear to 

know each other more or less. I have not yet learnt the geography of the house which is very 

large but at present I have seen my bedroom, a drawing room and a dining room. I spend most 

of my time in the latter. Last night I heard voices singing in the drawing room and went in to 

listen. First one and then another would get up and sing something or give a recitation. I thought 

they displayed a considerable amount of cheek in thus making themselves conspicuous and felt 

some gratification in noticing that several of them had shaky voices. At least at the 

commencement one of the ladies had a fine, full soprano voice, and two others who sang and 

played did their parts very creditably. There is a goodly number of your sex (and of mine[?] too) 

here from childhood to grey hairs. There are some very pretty young ladies and some ver other 

ones - some thin some fat - short and long (tall I should say). In fact of all ages, shapes, looks, 

and sizes. There appears to be some love making going on - or else it is flirtation - however it 

may be they seem happy. Some of the ladies were playing at cards with male partners and 

some were busy with their needles. 

As I had nobody to talk to I looked and listened and observed above. I had a capital walk 

this morning. I went to the top of the hill near us and had a beautiful view - the scenery 

hereabouts is very pretty. You should come and have a look at it - you would have a fine 

opportunity of airing your dresses - the ladies do dress here and some of the men wear evening 

dress after tea in the drawing-room. But the Season is late for out-door amusement. In spite of 

the sun it is very cold here today out of doors. I hope you are a good girl today and making up 

for any lack of piety in me. I have caught a bad cold cough and sore throat with fondest love and 

a kiss (if I may) ever yours affectionately John Holt  

 

20 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 525-6 

Received letter this morning; hope you got cap; “My poor old John you’ll be mashed to 

pieces if you do not have a rest from it. Do come over dear I do so long to have you here…” [her 

brother wants to tell him to come please don’t wait for invitation] 

Rose and she going to walk in Gainsboro] 

 

Oct 20 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L 527-532 

My dearest Lizzie, received 16th; thanks for cap; fits nicely much better than slippers; Don’t 

send them because “In this awfully formal, sedate place we wear nothing but boots except in 

our bedrooms.” 



“What a bleak, cold, noisy, boisterous day it is! We had quite a frost here last night. 

Yesterday I had not sheets; today I am having Sitz baths. Isn’t it awful?” But he does not give 

one them below 70 or I should be taking flight. However he threatens to bring down the 

temperature to 48 and insanely says I shall be immensely benefited by it. I suppose I shall have 

to submit. But it is awfully hard to do so ‘against the grain” and I would almost prier to be sick 

than to be doctored so very unpleasantly. I have made up my mind to be martyred for a while 

but I have not promised for how long and when Mr. Doctor least expects it he may learn that I 

am going to obey his orders and punishment no longer. 

Have you too really been out of sorts and out of temper? Really, Lizzie dear I am astonished 

at your confessions. After your experience I feel more and more astonished at you having 

anything to do with me. I shall always be ailing, and shall worry your life out with my ill 

humours and gloominess. Stop and consider before you go any further - It’s not too late yet. I 

do not blame your want of geography. I had no idea where this place was until I was told - I 

thought it was in Scotland…. Doctors think they know  great deal, and they are too peremptory 

and tyrannous for me. Why does he make the limit 6 months? We will see how we get on in the 

mean time…[he can’t come to her it it too far for a weekend, some banal conversation here] 

I am about 15 miles from Leeds… if you are so afraid of me that you will not come to Ben 

Rhydding why not go with your sister to Ilkley Wells about a mile hence. I could come then see 

you every day and you could take the cold water cure too if you liked. They are all cold water 

establishments about here. I am well enough dear. Only yellow as usual. In Liverpool I was sick 

enough, although I did not tell you before. I had a touch of intermittent feet accompanied with 

vomiting and diarrhoea. It made me very weak and ill for several days, even up to the day of my 

leaving, and made me look very thin and emaciated - I think I required that sickness as I am 

feeling all the better since I am well over it.  

If you have any visiting to do I would beg of you not to remain at home in anticipation of my 

going over to Misterton. Let me get over my bathing whilst you are seeing your friends, and then 

we will meet for a few days afterwards…. [He encloses a view but it isn’t here] 

 

21 Oct 1874 West Stockwith in Gainsboro L to J photos 533-536 

[Received letter; glad the cap reached you; sorry you are undergoing such martyrdoms; 

disappointed you can’t come and I understand but when you leave you must stay here a while] 

“Yes dear I have been out of sorts and out of temper. I am not an angel. I cannot help ill 

health affecting my spirits and consequently seeing ever thing wrong [?] however IU was almost 

writing you a very doleful letter but have changed my mind thinking you need cheering. No I am 

not willing to change my mind. I am willing to take you for better or for worse I will try to become 

more patient - and more helpful to you… your little girl has a great deal to learn yet and one of 

the great lessons is to be patient. 

I do not think dear we can come to you there are several reasons to hinder us. You know I 

would gladly be with you. How long shall you be staying there?… 

 

21 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L 537-41 



My dearest Lizzie, missed post because “I had such a comfortable change in my 4 o’clock 

bath from a cold sitz to a hot formutation[?] that it was past time before I remembered that fact 

in the enjoyment of a repose between blankets which followed the operations of my bath man. 

And I have had plenty of time today for writing as the weather has been horrid…I made an 

attempt to get out this morning and had not gone 200 yards away when down came a pitiless 

shower of rain and hail which drove me back wet and shivering. Such weather is not fit for man 

or beast to be out in. I had little sleep last night on account of the gusts of wind which shook my 

bed with their ferocity. It is bad enough at the best, but it is simply wretched to be kept in the 

house al day reading newspapers with a sore throat, and ever moist nose, wheezing sneezing, 

and coughing without release or relief. I wonder what you have been doing with yourself all day 

- Have you been busy with the kitchen linen? Or the black silk dress? Or have you been 

housekeeper making tarts, puddings, and my pets of that description? [He now laments the crap 

weather for a while and longs for African climate:] “Oh! For the glorious, sunny skies of a land I 

know! I long for that beautiful blue, that calm quiet balmy atmosphere. So delicious that you can 

never have too much of it, and in which you can feel so free a sense of enjoyment that life 

passes languidly and happily as a pleasant dream. There are no storms no frosts, no terrible 

winds or cold or hail. These have to be endured in this country but those are to be enjoyed in 

the land I am thinking of… 

22nd Oc 1874 [thanks for letter] “I have had what is called a lamp bath, a spirit lamp is made 

to boil water under a chair upon which the bather sits covered with blankets and india rubber 

sheets. This reminded me of Africa and brought out a beautiful stream of perspiration which I 

feel sure must have done me good. There is no fear of one becoming stout here. A patient who 

left this morning declares he has lost 14 lbs within the last few weeks. The food is eggs and or 

cold meat. With porridge, bread, butter, coffee or tea for breakfast. Roast or boiled beef and 

mutton, with blanc mange stewed figs apple tarts and farinaceous puddings for dinner and 

cocoa or tea with butter and boiled eggs and bread for tea - of course we can have extras if we 

like - including wine but they are not supplied unless ordered and have to be paid for as extras. I 

am stopped today from eating boiled eggs and apple tart. What I am going to satisfy my 

cravings with I can hardly tell. Appetite is good - are you not an angel in disguise? Why did you 

not give me a little of the doleful if you felt thus inclined. I like you to be natural. You must go 

somewhere if you are not well. I wish I could coax you to come here or somewhere near me. 

Don’t let the expense be a hindrance. I should look upon you and your sister as my guests. 

However, I have offended once and will not do so again. So Lizzie please thyself. I don’t know 

how long I may have to stay here - until I am better or tired. If I am frozen out, I think I shall go 

south perhaps to Spain or Madiera. But if I get to the latter place I am so well on the track to 

Africa that I shall never be able to resist the temptation to go on - I didn’t want to bother you with 

my troubles. That’s why I did not tell you of my illness at Liverpool. Besides why should I? It 

could only have given you pain, without relieving me. Had I thought the news would have 

brought you to my side you would soon have heard from me. But I had no hopes of that. I 

wonder what amount of sickness would cause you to overcome your high sense of propriety - If 

I knew, I would improvise an illness just enough to cause you to come. Give my love to mamma 



Emma. I hope she has enjoyed her holiday with warmest love and a kiss ever yours Dearest 

Lizzie John Holt. 

 

22 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 542-545  

My dearest John, [don’t have a letter to answer; I won’t encourage you to leave because you 

need to stay for your health; worried my letters are not cheering; “dearest I have had a great 

deal to try me lately and not felt well”] 

“I had a very miserable day yesterday as Dickens says when writing his books “I had what 

ladies call a good cry” I have made up my mind to be patient. Dearest we shall enjoy being 

together all the more for the separation. Mother Emma has just found her way home and looks 

very much and looks very much better fro the change…[still hinting he should come although 

passive aggressively]…[long to have your letter etc] 

 

23 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 546-550 

My dearest John, I believe you are actually getting to enjoy your baths it will be less hard 

work to tear yourself away from Ben Rhydding…particularly as they remind you so of that 

delightful country you have left with so many regrets, particularly its fevers [??] I really think you 

wish to go back. England as [sic] so few attractions. Now [?] you are a martyr, so you are 

meditating having a peep before you become a martyr to matrimony to see whether[?] of the 

two you choose. Bless you dear naughty creature is it not too bad to tease you thus. 

Many thanks dear for the songs I received by this morning’s post…[jokes with him that he 

should stay at Ben Rhydding until they are married] 

Now to be serious. John dear do not you think it would be better to decide to wait the six 

months you perhaps may think it not very propriety in me to write you about it - only I must tell 

you all our arrangements we have to make they all wish me to be married from here and with 

John’s wedding next year and [several?] alterations they are going to make in the house Emma 

would rather demand somewhere about the time so as to have either the alterations done 

before or after our wedding. And I must have some time before I cannot be ready in less than 

two months. If you think it really would be better let us wait - I should like to see you and have a 

chat before I go out but suppose that cannot be we could then talk it over and we should both 

feel more settled do not you think so dear I wonder whether I am very impertinent writing in this 

way to you, you must scold me if I am. 

Now you have[?] me I’m afraid I should think it was a sham if you said you were very ill you 

naughty man you want teaching propriety it is not the fashion for young ladies to run 

after their lovers but for your sex to give yourselves a great deal of trouble to come to 

see them. I am a teasing woman I think I will close with fondest love and kisses believe me your 

own true love Lizzie Longstaff.  

 

23 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding Leeds J to L photos 551-555 

My Dearest Lizzie, [thoughtful to write yesterday; having a beautiful but cold day; frost last 

night; yesterday posted 2 songs to you] “we have some very musical people here. One of the 

ladies has a beautiful voice, and a Mr. Butler plays very well - He is a young fellow married to a 



younger wife. They are the swells of the place - quite cut out everybody else, in dash and 

appearance. She (the wife) Rides out with a groom occasionally, and at other times they both 

drive in a carriage, and pair of very fine horses. They belong to Leeds. The husband goes there 

very often during the day, returning in time for tea. The lady is tall slim - rather pretty, and 

dresses well of course. She has a finger on each hand covered with rings. How shabby my poor 

little present would look by the side of these grand jewels. It does one no good getting 

amongst these very rich people where you hear people talking of hundreds of thousands 

as if they were sums owned by everybody. It makes one feel as if one’s efforts had been 

all in vain, and that after all one may try and do, it is but little he can accomplish. I enclose 

you a slip from a newspaper sent me by Irvine yesterday. I do not know who can be the writer. 

He is evidently a friend of mine, or he has been well treated at Fernando Po by myself or my 

brother. He is not quite correct in all his statements. I send it because I know it will interest you - 

please keep it as you do all I send you. I need hardly make this request - knowing as I do  how 

very particular you are in that matter. I cannot promise to stay here long - that is as long as 

perhaps I ought to but I will stay awhile, just to see if I derive any benefit from the treatment. My 

cold and cough have not yet left me otherwise I am quite well. I am feeling more at home now 

as I am becoming better acquainted with the people in the house. I often have a game at 

whist with the ladies in the drawing room of an evening, but I am not a ladies’ man. I like 

billiards and newspapers too much to be a great drawing room favourite. There are no 

young ladies here  excepting the one that is married and one who is with her mother in a private 

room. All the others are matronly females well able to take care of themselves, and of such as 

me too, at a pinch. What have you had to try you so much of late dearest? And why have you 

had a good cry? And why were you miserable day before yesterday? Oh dear what a 

wretched couple we shall make! We shall always be full of trouble - Everything will 

appear to go against us. There will be nothing in life worth living for. We shall become a 

couple of mopes and whiners. Isn’t this a fearful picture of our wedded life? Will it be 

realized? Or will it be brighter? It all depends upon you as I have no power to alter my chronic 

despondency ill humour and spleen. I am glad to hear mother Emma is looking so well. Give my 

love to her. You can thank everybody who has sent you and your “Servant” invitations but you 

know I dare not accompany you until we are one. Why think about me in the matter of dress? I 

am sure you will look nice in your new jacket - you are very silly to take my taste into 

consideration at all. What do you suppose I can know about ladies’ dresses? I can only say 

what I like and what I dislike but these are no safe guide to good taste in dressing. Tell John to 

come here or send for Lucy to cure his tic. Water will cure anything so these people believe. 

But its all nonsense Half the people who come here are the victims of too good living and 

water, exercise and a spare plain diet would just do them as much good at home as here. 

Only they are too self indulgent to make use of them of their own accord. Give Rosa a kiss 

for me and tell her she is to keep you cheerful and happy for me with many kind regards… 

 

24 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding Leeds J to L photos 556-560 

My Dearest Lizzie, your kind letter of yesterday has duly reached me. What a tease you are 

becoming. Why can’t you let a poor fellow be? Surely it is enough to have to put up with this 



place and being so long absent from you, without adding banter to this misery. I intended to 

have taken you by surprise today but this wretch of a Doctor objects to my leaving. I told him it 

would only be for a day or two - but no - there must be no break in my treatment. You think I 

am liking the water cure. Indeed I do not - there is nothing I object to more strongly than 

cold water. I view the dripping sheet at 70o every morning with an inward feeling of 

horror. These last three days I have had lamp baths, which I much prefer to cold water 

although they are said to be very weakening. Every afternoon I have a hot fomentation to 

the stomach and this is given me in bed. I feel so comfortable that I get into a dreamy 

sort of state which lasts until near tea time at 7 pm after which I join a quiet whist party in 

the drawing room. Our two mutual friends have gone. Last night one of our new comers gave 

us a very laughable piece of recitation in broad Lancashire. We have some new arrivals in the 

shape of a titled lady and daughter - and three other ladies we have one lady even more stately 

than either of the Misses Wells full of anecdote and good humour. There is an ease of manner 

about this old lady and the titled one which stamp them as superior in good breeding and 

elegant deportment to the rest of the company. Their manners are charming, easy, and 

natural. They do not put on forced smiles, or affect fine language, nor do they use the broad 

Yorkshire which some of the ladies make use of. What creatures ladies are for gossip! How they 

criticize one another! Mrs. Smith thinks it very queer that those three young ladies should come 

here without someone to take care of them. They poor girls will sit by themselves until the ice 

thaws and they gradually incorporate themselves with the rest of the company just to treat new 

comers in the same way. Indeed you are right Lizzie dear. I do sigh to go back and England has 

but few attractions for me. In fact - only one. Yes I should be happy if you were here, and would 

not mind staying here until you are ready for the “knot”. I will be as serious as you like, dear and 

will wait as long as you like or choose to make me - I suppose it is for the lady to say when the 

event is to take place. I am entirely in your hands to manage and dispose of as you think fit. The 

best plan will be to go on with your arrangements as if we were to be married without delay. I 

presume by this method there will be no harm done and should we decide to be married sooner 

than the limit the Doctor gave me you will be ready. Upon my word I do not see what there is to 

be got ready, but this must be because I know nothing at all about it. Why will our wedding 

make any difference to the time of making the alterations in your brother’s house? You 

will frighten me with these preparations. I wish it was all over and we were quietly settled in our 

new home (when we have found one). Get ready Lizzie darling without hurry and we will talk it 

all over when we next meet. Whenever that may be. You will think nothing of letting me go for a 

trip to Africa - I could have done it in the time that will elapse since I left West Stockwith and 

next seeing you. I know it ought not to be the fashion for young ladies to run after their 

lovers. I would put myself to  no end of trouble to get to see you if I were but allowed, nay 

I am very strongly tempted to break through orders and get away in spite of doctors and 

ill health. Bother both I say - you must not judge me by the common rule of courtship - 

mine is an exceptional case and does not come under ordinary rules. The lady should 

remember this and act accordingly. Oh what shall I do tomorrow. Goodbye dearest. You 

don’t say where you are going to next Thursday. Wherever you go don’t forget your absent one 

who is ever thinking of and longing to see you…JH 



 

24 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 561-564 

My dearest John, [received letter this morning; wish you were here today; very naughty 

saying you dare not accompany me; “I shall think you do not love me if[?] it is too much trouble 

to come to see me.  John Dear let us have no more of this nonsense about it[?] I wish you 

would come over and settle what you think of doing and where you would like to be married. 

John dear you may think it queer of me writing like that, but I have been so unsettled so long, I 

would rather know and if you intend waiting until the summer or being married sooner do let us 

decide as it is I feel unsettled and restless and if I knew I should make up my mind what to do. 

No dear we shall not have such gloomy days as you pictured when we are together we shall be 

happy. I shall not let you be despondent and ill humoured. I shall tease you out of it you naughty 

creature. So it makes you envious to hear people speak of their hundreds of thousands. John 

Dearest - money is not every thing nor are large diamond rings. I would ten times rather have 

my dear little ring than grand jewels and no love you are a naughty dissatisfied man. I think I 

should like to give you a shaking. I wonder whether you can come over soon. I want to have a 

talk with you letters are not sufficient for me. Thanks for sending the piece from the newspaper. 

You would know it would interest me. I will keep it as you say, any thing that belongs to you I do. 

[A page of not transcribed stuff]… LL 

 

25 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding Leeds J to L photos 565-569 

My Dearest Lizzie, [thanks for yesterday letter; was intending on leaving this morning to see 

you but Doctor won’t let me; if you tell me I’ll obey you not the doctor] “I am staying here as 

much by your injunctions as by the Doctor’s advice. My desires tend towards escaping the 

miseries of cold water, which I find very disagreeable and uncomfortable - not that I have 

much to complain of hitherto or I should not be so very patient under the treatment as I am. I 

had a letter from Irvine yesterday. He tells me I must stay here long enough to give the 

treatment a good trial, and that I ought to be able to spend 16 hours out of every 24 in 

dreaming of and writing to you and in thinking about house and furniture down to items which 

are not in all cases necessary and which it is a piece of presumption on his part to allude to. 

I am sorry to see you write as you do on the question of when we are to be married. You say 

you have been so long unsettled that you wish to know what I am going to do. You forget dear, 

that you asked me only the day before, and repeat your question before you can get my reply. 

So impatient are you to hear what I have got to say about the matter. You do not explain why 

you have felt unsettled, nor the cause of your impatience to make definite arrangements as to 

the future. Mine of yesterday would tell you that it was quite a matter of indifference to me, and 

that consequently you had only to suit your own convenience in the matter and count upon me 

as only being too happy to perform with you a ceremony which will give me the constant 

pleasure of your society and make you wholly mine. I look upon you as mine just as much as 

if we were married by the pleasures of association are denied us by the usages of the 

world until our union is legalized except under conditions which to say the least of them 

are irksome and spirit-chafing to one of honest and upright intentions. As I wrote I think it 

would be advisable to make all necessary preparations without loss of time. When these are 



done we can then decide whether to be married at once or otherwise. If well I shall be disposed 

to consult your views wishes and feelings in the matter - more than my own. So much, dearest, 

for the marriage [?] which I fear has been a source of irritation to you.  

[Rose and she staying warm in the cold? I was cold need the maid to put on extra blankets; 

“Rose is spoiling you by letting you have breakfast in bed. Why in bed, you lazy creature? I 

hope you are not ill. Is that to be our own rule and if so when are we to set to work of a 

morning? You have nothing to do at Stockwith. You really want work, to keep you out of 

mischief and prevent your fits of gloom. I have been to Church at Burley three miles there and 

three back through wind and rain. I really deserve very great credit I think. I was so wet that I 

had to change when I got back. I shall not go to that Church again. There was a beautiful church 

service. The Choristers all dressed in surplices[?]. The church is beautifully painted and 

furnished with crosses and saints and stained glass windows. The service was high church with 

a great deal of pantomime. I have never been in a church of this kind before and from what I 

see of it I conclude that ritualists are very near Rome. They passed pretty little bags round for 

donations. I gave not as I did not like the service. I never prayed or thought of praying I 

could only listen to the choir and watch the motions of the priest without reference to 

what it was all being done for. The priest is everything in the service and the congregation are 

mere spectators as at a theatre. The sermon was on ladies’ duties and dress. The preacher 

was rather hard on them. He does not like strong minded women or believe in women’s 

rights. I do. I hope you have passed a happy day and have at times thought of dearest Lizzie, 

your John. 

 

 26 Oct West Stockwith EMMA to J photos 570-571 

Dear Mr. Holt, Lizzie has allowed me to enclose a note to you. Thinking perhaps an 

invitation from Mother might settle you upon the point of propriety in coming here. John and I will 

be very pleased to see you any time you write and say you will come or like to surprise us. I 

need not say anything about how pleased Lizzie would be for I think you know that, for her sake 

I do wish you could [?] this week. Poor girl she does so long to have a chat with you before she 

goes out. I am afraid if she does not her visit will do her little good and she really needs a 

change I think. The sight of her will do you more good than all the doctors medicines. I hope you 

will not think I am interfering with your concerns but you know mother must see after her 

children. John writes with me in kind love. I remain yours sincerely E. Longstaff 

 

26 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding Leeds J to L photos 572-3 

[No letter to reply to as you couldn’t post yesterday; not much to say; I continue quite well 

but cold & cough; since I left L’pool have been quite well “The sickness I had there appears to 

have been productive of good.”; Foggy day; unable to get out and walk; hard to amuse myself 

but with the papers and the ladies “I am becoming better acquainted with the latter and with the 

tittle-tattle they appear to delight in.” Everyone up in each other’s business “For instance I have 

learnt today that there is such a person as Mrs. Williams who was lately married to a husband 

30 years her senior. That she has two children and that her husband is dead since she was last 

here. One of our stately ladies has gone away today.Really Lizzie dear you are allowing me to 



run into great temptations, by allowing me to come here alone. You ought to be present to 

prevent my being beguiled by others of the fair sex, than the one to whom my devotions are 

due. Under the circumstances you must make some allowance for human nature, if at times I 

am betrayed into momentary forgetfulness of my own Lizzie… hope all is well, JH] 

 

26 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 574-578 

[Received letter; “I expected you would not understand what I wrote the other day because 

we do not understand each other and shall not until we have seen each other and talked it over. 

I really think if you could leave for a day or two we should come to a better understanding. I 

cannot come to you, or else we will leave the subject of our being married until you are quite 

strong and I will bother no more about any thing until then. I am thinking of going out [??] this 

week…[will be gone a month or more.. She is applying SERIOUS pressure here] let me know 

plenty of time before hand. It cannot be in February as that is the time Emma has arranged to 

have the alterations in the house. So good bye to the subject. I am tired of it, and wish with you 

it was all over. 

It was too bad of me to tease you so much about the water cure it must be very tiresome… I 

should think Mr. Smith’s remarks would enlighten you as to how it would be if we had 

accompanied you and particularly if it were known we were engaged my dear good John 

being in England and Africa are two different things. The restraints in England will chafe  

you until you get used to them and we must both remember what different lives ours 

have been, mine has been narrow, enough to make one so narrow souled[?] that I 

despise  I hate myself sometimes, dearest have patience with your little girl she will come 

all right we shall learn to understand and help each other. We cannot expect to know each 

other all at once and we shall have differences over some subjects. 

I think you do deserve great credit for your devotion on Sunday. The high Church service 

would not be much in your line nor mine either though I get very tired of Mr. Gorrich[?]’s lifeless 

service. 

I must close now with fondest love and many kisses hoping brighter days than these will 

come. Believe me your own true love Lizzie Longstaff. 

 

27 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 579-581 

My dearest John, I received your welcome letter this morning…I did not write yesterday… I 

am a bit vexed with you so thought I would punish you by not writing. I shall be glad to 

hear if you are coming to see me soon because I am going out directly after. I am out of sorts 

and everything chafes me I need a change but feel I must see you first as I may be out some 

time and you do not seem inclined to come and see me when out. 

Thanks for the song received this morning. 

Poor old mother Emma is ill with a bad cold it came on yesterday we have had to plaster her 

up well… 

I hope you will soon be well again dear… [wow she is laying it on thick in these letters]… 

you naughty creature teasing me you are flirting with other girls there. I trust to your 

honour if you love me if not perhaps you wish to change. 



I am thankful to say that tiresome sister of mine is going to take up her abode some where 

else it was very comforting the other day to be told we had been too kind with her. We were to 

leave her to her own resources after we have had our very lives teased out of us with her. I feel 

as though I had no spirit left for anything and it is quite a task to think about or do any thing 

which is not natural to me when I am well and in good spirits. However I think a thorough 

change will do me good [?] to see you before. Believe me…. LL 

 

28 Oct 1874 L to J west Stockwith photos 582-584 

My dearest John, I received your welcome letter this morning in answer to mine of Tuesday. 

I am so glad you are coming I felt after the letters that have passed between us I could not go 

out without seeing you again soon. For we have both been foolish and chafing one another 

unnecessarily. But we will kiss and make it all right when you come. I remember also Saturday 

is your birthday too it will be very nice to spend it together. You will be here to dinner shall you 

not…[mother Emma feeling better]…no I shall not say a word at the short stay we shall both feel 

better for seeing each other and I shall trot off the day after you leave to [?] like a good girl all 

alone well able to take care of myself like a strong minded individual. Please don’t think women 

are such poor things they cannot take care of themselves. I shall scold you and kiss you and 

laugh at you when you come and tease you ever so so look out with fondest love believe me 

your own Lizzie. 

[A ps with directions etc.] 

 

29 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L photos 585-589 

My dearest Lizzie, thanks for your letter of yesterday - How cruel you are becoming! What 

have I don’t to vex you and incur the punishment you have given me? And did you not punish 

yourself a little by not writing to me on Tuesday? What a queer little girl you are! I shall never be 

able to manage you. You are out of sorts and out of temper, and a good scolding would do you 

good, but I am unable to give it you. I have not time. I will see you dear, and we will have it all 

out then. I expect we shall have a great quarrel when we meet. I mean a lovers quarrel. And 

then it will be so nice to make it all right again. It will be like sunshine after a storm. I shall have 

my hair cut short, and get a clean shave in preparation for the assault and battery I expect is 

awaiting me. Is there anything I can bring you as an atonement something that may have the 

effect of modifying your resentment a little. I should so like o take you something as a peace-

offering, but I don’t know what it should be. I am sorry to hear of poor mother’s bad cold. She 

has my hearty sympathy. The more so as I have not yet got rid of mine. I think I have got 

chronic bronchitis, or something of the sort. I am always coughing and my sore throat is chronic.  

Don’t scold me for flirting. It is very innocent, and does you no harm. You must allow 

me some little privileges when you are wilfully absent. And I will not object to them on 

your part. You know you have confessed to a good deal. Such as being kissed by 

gentlemen. I have not got that far yet. You are too hard upon your poor sister - you are 

indeed Lizzie dear. Can one be really too kind to another? Could you be too kind to me, or I to 

you? This is a bad theory to suggest to me. Don’t you see how it might apply between us? I 

shall think you have decided upon the same idea in reference to me, and are now changing 



your tactics, and going to try the effect of an opposite course. You are such a curious creature 

getting into low spirits, and letting yourself be chafed by nothing. You are too highly nervous and 

sensitive. How is the change going to make you better - the thorough change you speak 

of? Will a round of visits extending over a month or six weeks do this? You should come 

here, and go in for cold water. That would do you more good than visiting. I wonder why 

you want to get through all this work before we are married. Have you made up your 

mind to forego all visits after that event? And to settle down into a quiet, humdrum everyday 

all-the-same existence? If so, it will be like taking a last farewell of all your friends, and be rather 

a sorrowful “trip”, not likely to raise your spirits. Don’t you feel it an act of great sacrifice?  

I see you are going to have two gentlemen visitors. Are they going to stay over 

Sunday? Don’t let me hurry their departure or put you to any inconvenience. I have had 

great to do with the Doctor when I told him this morning that I should have to leave on 

Saturday. He strongly protests against it, but I said my absence for a day or two was 

imperative, and could not be put off. I was merely telling him how a certain young lady 

had virtually ordered me away and of my feeling bound to obey her wishes more than his 

directions. I did not however - or you might have had a hard battle to have fought with my 

practical doctor. Goodbye Dearest, and be a good girl - and don’t was so [?] with … JH 

My train is due at Misterton[? Cut off]  at 2:15 pm 

 

30 Oct 1874 West Stockwith L to J photos 590-592 

My dearest John, [received your letter] “I don’t know what to write to you only to say I shall 

be very very glad to see you on Saturday. I believe I have written you some queer letter I have 

not been myself lately I am thoroughly out of health and I know when I am better I shall be 

ashamed to have behaved so queerly to you who are so good and kind to me.  

I have no doubt it does seem unkind[?] to write about my sister as I do and so other people 

have thought excepting a few who know what she has been to us. I will say no more about her.  

I shall come to the station to meet you if not prevented by a cold which Mother Emma has 

bequeathed to me. My throat is very sore this morning, but hope it will be better tomorrow. Yes 

dear the change will do me good. I think though I do not care to go much I have got into a too 

sensitive nervous state and want rest  and rousing[?] both of which I shall get. Goodbye dear 

Hoping soon to kiss you your own little girl Lizzie Longstaff 

 

30 Oct 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L photos 593-595 

My Dearest Lizzie, 

Your “kind” letter of yesterday has duly reached me this morning. Thank you for the altered 

tone I notice in it. You have been in better humour when you wrote it. Upon my word I did not 

know that we have both been foolish and causing each other pain unnecessarily - I really am 

very sorry if I have been guilty of such an act of cruelty towards you, and if you are blaming 

yourself on this score you are doing so very unjustly. However as you say we will have a kiss 

and begin again, if possible in a pleasanter mood. It will be better for us to have a little of each 

other’s company, in order to arrange for the future. If we had been separated much longer there 

is really no telling where our letter writing would have landed us. I tremble to think of it. Besides 



as you evidently remember, Saturday is the anniversary of my birthday and I shall want your 

kiss and blessing. Its many, many years since I had them from anyone. Your directions shall be 

attended to, but I will not give your message to the old Doctor (a handsome young fellow of 

about 40) or he might insist upon my staying where I am. I mean if he knew my object in 

leaving. I shall have to live on the plainest food so that when I come back, I may be able to 

show him that he can let me leave his presence with full confidence in my following out his 

treatment so far as relates to food.  

I am glad to hear mother is better. My train is due at Misterton at 2:15. Don’t wait dinner for 

me. If it is fine I shall be delighted to see you at the station - not otherwise. I shall have nothing 

with me but what I can carry so please yourself bout the conveyance and don’t give the 

Governor any unnecessary trouble - you shall kiss me, and tease me, and scold me to your 

heart’s content and I will not murmur but remain as ever yours most affectionately John Holt. 

 

3 Nov 1874 1 Wygate[?] south L to J photos 596-598 

My own dearest John, I arrived here safely and Rosa was at the station to meet me. I looked 

out for you as long as I could see you dear - the train you would return in was [?] at Saxilby[?] 

station when our train got in so you would have had time to change but we did not know that as 

it was quite a chance whether it would be at the station I travelled as far as Lincoln alone, my 

brother was too late to see me at the station. I saw him in the distance he raised his hat. I 

waved my handkerchief….[at Boston they tell me I look ill; I’ve been with you all day in spirit; I’ll 

see you in a week or two; I hope you enjoyed the cream and jam for tea; they have a dog called 

Jack and a parrot and several canaries here; Rosa sends her love] 

[Everything seems good again between them] 

 

4 Nov 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L photos 599-602 

[Stationary is an image of sitz bath!] 

My Dearest Lizzie, I could not write you yesterday because it was after your post-time when 

I arrived here. I was five minutes too late for the Leeds train and had to wait 3 1/2 hours for 

another one. You may imagine what an miserable state of mind I was in. However, I recovered 

in time for tea, and in the drawing-room afterwards was complimented on my improved temper 

and spirits. I told the Doctor who I had been to see and he said it was a very bad thing for me - 

however this morning when he saw me he had to confess that I was not much the worse for it. I 

did not give him your saucy message. Mrs. Gale made kind and inquisitive inquiries after you, 

and insists upon seeing your carte. Some of the syrup of the jam got out by some means, but 

did not do much harm. I finished half of the large jar yesterday to tea (assisted by others of 

course) and the whole of the cream. So much for your instructions as to how the jam should be 

taken. I expected to have some great internal disturbance after such an indulgence, but with the 

exception of a little uneasiness about the stomach, there was nothing to complain of. The cream 

was very good but Mary did not attend to my instructions as to its consistency or else the 

waiters here thought it too great a treat to met me have it pure, and so mixed it with their milk 

which is not unlikely. We have a dull, but not cold day - I went out for a walk, and for want of a 



watch, got home half an hour too late for dinner, but I joined the company and finished almost 

as soon as them by dint of great efforts. I shall have to get a watch in spite of myself. 

I was so sorry to leave you, darling: yesterday, but without a doubt my visit to Stockwith 

has done me good. I feel much more agreeably disposed towards the world in general, am 

lighter hearted, better tempered, and mannered, and able to enjoy the society here, and enter 

into the various light talk, and amusements, with some sense of pleasure and enjoyment. What 

sunshine it would be if you were here! 

I enclose you my monogram for marking the pocket handkerchiefs. I do not much like it but it 

is the only one I have, and will serve the purpose of distinguishing my property from other 

peoples. I have no letter from you…[takes 2 days now?; hope you feel better; take plain food 

and plenty of air and exercise; “avoid vegetables and pastry, cheese, celery &c”; when I see 

you next you will have “a better appetite, brighter eye, and with a bloom on your cheeks.” … JH 

 

4 Nov 1874 Richard Bell Esq. Camarron Terrace South L to J photos 603-605 My own dear 

John, 

I hope your doctor has not scolded you much this morning. I am so glad it is so beautiful and 

bright you will be able to get out for nice long walks. I scarcely dare say how much I should like 

one with you dear. 

I am afraid my letter last evening would not reach you until the second post, if you have two 

at Ben Rhydding letters for the north have to be posted by 1 o’clock is it not tiresome. 

We had a very quiet evening. I sang and played part of the evening and worked at my case 

you tease me so much about. I am looking forward to my visit at Stockwith and I have been 

dreading what a difference a sweetheart can make bless him… 

…We are going to be good people and go to the Litany[?] service at the church. I think our 

reason is more to see inside to look at the new window and then we are going for a walk… 

 

5 Nov 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L photos 606-608 

My own dear Lizzie, [letter of 3rd reached me] I might with safety have gone with you to 

Lincoln, and then been here when I was (what wretched ink[?] this is] I am sorry that everyone 

but I noticed you being in ill health - I suppose I am so accustomed to seeing myself that in 

contrast, everybody looks well whether they be so or not, I do hope however that your friend will 

soon notice a change in my dear little woman and that we shall both be better when we next 

meet. The travelling did not do my cold any good either. 

You must be industrious although you are having a holiday. I hope you will have all such 

“cases” finished before our marriage. Shall I not require one too? Or will it be proper to put both 

inside the one case? Am I naughty? If I am, I have a fair right to be, as I have paid the penalty 

beforehand in lost whiskers, and kisses, of which you took some[?] than you dare, when we 

were last together. So pray go on with your case and mine. But really I am giving you too much 

to do, with all those handkerchiefs of mine - but surely your friends will shew their sympathy with 

you (shall I say for us) by giving you a helping hand in your work.I can do nothing in return.  

How I do wish I could make you some nice little fancy present - made by my own hands and 

industry. But I am too stupid. I cannot do anything. I don’t know what I am good for. I would write 



you poetry, but then I know I should laugh at it, and so would you, and I cannot hear ridicule. My 

sense of the ridiculous is rather keen. With few exceptions blacks have no conception of 

this feeling. When they are so ridiculous as to make one laugh - they mistake it for admiration 

and go on worse than ever. Perhaps it is my great want of accomplishments that  

[Letter appears to end here] 

Possible these loose pages apply: Loose pages - 616-617 no date - Holt to Lizzie, assume 

from a letter of November 1874: 

We wish my Lizzie to have them in a superlative degree. I feel such a wrecked fellow myself 

that I would have her better than most women. Yes, I would have her perfection if it is to be had 

with[?] Indeed I prize you highly, dearest, although you are [un?]intentionally[?] a little [?] 

sometimes. I mean in disappointing me Yes, I too shall be glad to see you again so shortly. At 

[?] although I cannot [?] the feeling of being shown, and of having to make efforts to feel and be 

at home with strangers. But then I know, I ought to meet your brother, and we ought not to 

remain strangers if I am to be the near relation to his sister which I expect, hope, and long to be. 

Dear old woman bless her! I cannot make out what sort of a lesson you have been taking from 

Mr. Grantham…. 

We are without a Doctor today, so everyone is doctoring on his own account. I have taken 

my pack as usual and a good walk after it. The Doctor has been called away on some important 

case not far off. I expect some of our young men are getting up a small show of fireworks for the 

evening. I suppose such crackers &c they have made a subscription in the house towards the 

cost and doubtless the result altogether depends upon what money they have been able to 

raise.  

I could almost wish my birth[?] had been postponed until the 5th Nov - I should then have felt 

as if everybody was much interested in me and showed it by celebrating my birthday. Goodbye 

love. Believe me…. 

 

609-612 Ben Rhydding J to L 6 Nov 1874 

My own Dearest Lizzie, one of the pleasures of my life is to look forward each day to a letter 

from you. Every morning as I come down stairs I expect a letter from you awaiting my arrival in 

the drawing room and if from any cause it is not there - that day has a void in it and is not 

complete in the things that belong to it, as constituting my daily experiences… 

… I was thinking this morning as I was taking my after-bath stroll on the moors that when we 

first saw each other and in a few days became attached there must have been more of fancy 

and liking than real love, which must succeed these, and become deeper and stronger with 

age… [he goes on for a while about love] 

… We had a very successful display of fireworks last night although it was rumoured that the 

man who had gone to Leeds to buy them had got tipsy on the money. Surely enough he got 

tipsy, but he brought the fireworks with him - Is it not a sorrowful thing to see a young man so 

thoroughly a slave to liquor as is this one? He is upwards of 21. His father is a barrister well off, 

and supports his son at this place, in order to prevent his killing himself with drinking spirits. He 

is allowed no pocket money but in a world so full of drinkers there is little difficulty in his 



partaking freely wight those who have money, and he is therefore frequently able to make a 

beast of himself even here… 

Two dinners are not good for you, and I must lovingly ask you to be careful of  your 

stomach, and resist the well intentioned but bad desires of your friends to cause you to take 

food that is not good for you either in kind or quantity… 

 

613-615 Camaron[?] Terrace South Nov 7 1874 L to J 

My Dearest Old Jack, What do you say to your correspondent is the envelope large 

enough?… 

…We had a splendid drive this morning to Homecastle, it is over hill and dale actually! When 

we reached the [?] we saw my brother and his wife and had a chat with them… 

…Please, I am taking some of Mortons Camomile Pills, they are very good for indigestion. 

[?] I think they would suit you. They are very simple. I feel better for them already and think I 

shall enclose the paper… 

 

618-620 L to J 5 Nov 1874 : 

My own dearest John, your very very welcome letter I received this morning on opening I 

was nearly convulsed with laughter at the poor creature at the top. I am sorry you had to wait so 

long in Leeds. It would be tiresome. 

Tell that doctor he is a regular brick to say you are no worse for the change. I knew you 

would not be, particularly in coming to see me of course, what inquisitive creatures ladies are!  

 

621-624 6 Nov 1874 Carmaroon[?] Terrace South L to J 

…Your dear welcome letter I received this morning. You naughty creature to persist in 

sending me such ugly pictures… 

[Chatting in morning, went for a walk before dinner, then to Nells cake mill to watch it begin 

made; friends came to tea; “poor fellow and his lost whiskers” [? Who is she referring to?] 

coming round to idea of being married quietly;] 

“I hope you are very good without the doctor and like a good school boy pay as much 

attention to your duties as if he were there.” 

 

625-627 6 Nov 1874 Carmaroon Terrace South L to J 

[Sorry about the mix up in sending the letters. Having delightful weather and will be a merry 

party to the castle tomorrow.  

“I have finished with black edged for you why should my love letters be in mourning.” 

 

628-630 Nov 7 1874 L to J 

…John dearest, our love does grow. We do love each other more and more at least I love 

you more as I get to know you. I cannot bear to think of the separation which haunts you dear… 

…You naughty John to send me such ugly pictures they are ridiculous.  {Staying until Tues, 

then going to Boston and then to Spaldings] 

 



631-635 Nov 7 1874 Ben Rhydding, J to L 

My own love, By what accident or cause has not the sum of my happenings risen today? In 

other words why have I no sweet message from you this morning? This day is dull and void of 

life, as it “drags its weary length along”..[more about not getting her letter]  

…I am “jogging” along as usual. Taking my baths and walks - my daily visits to the Doctor, 

and my whist in the evening. Always thinking of you, and so wishing to be more with you. I am 

fast relapsing into my old, gloomy groove. This in spite of the drawing room ladies accusing me 

of flirtation with Mrs. Gale[?] who gives me all the gossip, and with her Aunt making daily 

inquiries about my “young lady” I wish my “young lady” was here to answer them in person and 

to protect with her presence my good name from the charge above-named. I was looking at the 

map to-day. What an out of the way place Louth is? You could get there from Gainsbro almost if 

not quite as near by way of Brigg as by Boston. I have a letter from my friend Hopkins. H.M. 

Consul at Loanda. Wishing me all sorts of good wishes and hoping to meet me again in 

Fernando Po when he shall be appointed Consul there (which he hopes to). We have passed 

some happy times together there. He is full of fun, good humour, and anecdote. Besides being 

very handsome. There is not much chance for a ladies heart, when he besieges it. Would you 

like to know this adonis? If we live [?] you will probably see him some day. There is a poor 

fellow here in a very weak, nervous state whose wife has died since he came here, and he 

knows nothing of it yet. They are afraid to tell him. I have to take a cold sitz bath for 15 minutes 

this afternoon. Just imagine it if you can. I dread it more than a fever, or a fight. I have never 

taken a perfectly cold one before. Nothing lower than 70o, and this will be under 50o. I would for 

sooner take a dose of the nastiest medicine that ever was compounded. Even quinine, Castor 

oil rhubarb and laudanum mixed - which I have given my people when I have thought they were 

only pretending to be sick. I am getting to take my morning sheet without much previous fear 

and inward trembling, but I do not feel able to brave with misgivings the cold water shallow bath 

at 50o which is ordered for me tomorrow. The Turkish bath as to frontspiece[?] is the thing to my 

taste. There is some luxury about that. But we don’t get it here. I have no doubt the treatment 

here would quit you. It would as they say “brace you up” and that is what you want. The 

noticeable benefit that I have derived from it has been in the increased strength of digestion and 

appetite. And it is first on these two points that you are weak. My love to sister Rosa to whom I 

owe a grudge for not bringing you here. As for Miss Ward - I shall never like her, and I don’t 

care to see her, unless you wish it much. Good day sweetheart, I love you as ever and am your 

devoted and affectionate husband - priestly and legal ceremony excepted. JH 

 

636-638 8 Nov 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie,… [scolding her about forgetting to post her letters] 

…I am glad to see you are happy and enjoying yourself. Don’t forget my advice about food 

and be as happy as you can, it will do you all the more good. I would not have you lose the least 

pleasure on account of my absence… 

…You were in a very dutiful mood when you wrote your first letter of the 6th. I must treasure 

this letter. It is so warm - so full of kindness and love. We will arrange about it when we are 

together. You will be excited over it, in any case, and in spite of this change of mind, you will I 



think prefer a little fuss to its being done quietly. Do not think you will displease me dearest 

whatever you do. Instead of wishing to have my own way in the matter, I feel disposed to yield 

entirely to, and be guided by your wishes. If we only continue like this in our wedded life - How 

well we shall get on together! 

 

639-641 Carmaroon Terrace South Nov 9 1874 L to J 

[Received your letter] “Will you present my compliments to Miss Crooke [?] and many thanks 

for the pretty views she so kindly gave you to send to me it was certainly very kind…. 

Was I in a very dutiful mood when I wrote - it was a sudden fit I think you know it is not 

natural to this creature to be contrary is more my nature is it not dear? Tiresome little thing I am. 

I am afraid you were looking more at the ladies’ dresses than listening yesterday what a 

good boy you were to escort an old lady to church it is very fine telling me she was old.  

I ought to feel everlastingly grateful for the interest Mr. [?] takes in this individual. Tell him 

you found me very grumpy very  nasty altogether you really thought seriously you had made a 

mistake and would give worlds to get out of your engagement there… 

 

642-645 Ben Rhydding 9 Nov 1874 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I have nought to write about to-day except to repeat to old, old story that 

I love you very dearly, that I am quite well, very [?] taking my baths, and evidently giving the 

doctor satisfaction. It is a dull day but warm, and [?] pleasant to be out of doors. I have been to 

ilkley making an investment in some sweets for my throat, potted wheat[?] and gentleman’s 

clothing which is becoming every day dearer I think. Just imagine 3/4 for a pair of socks. They 

ought to be silk for that money almost. For the second time I made a most [?] mistake last night, 

by going up two flights of steps instead of [?] and walking into a bed-room corresponding to 

where mine should have been, but in which I found a lady in bed - She shouted, and I rushed 

out, roundly abusing myself for my stupidity. I have since thought that I ought to have insisted 

that she had made a mistake and got into my bed, and have desired to dress and pack without 

loss of time, or risk a public exposure of her conduct. I suppose you could not write me from 

Louth yesterday, could you darling?…I should like to hear how you enjoyed your visit to 

Horncastle…[are you singing, can I get you any music… are you still wanting a quiet wedding… 

] 

…My married friend Mrs. Gale is so disgusted with her experiences of house keeping that 

she would willingly give it up if possible and go into lodgings. Thus the world varies in wants and 

ideas…. 

 

646-648 Carmaroon Terrace Nov 9 1874 L to J 

My dearest John… We are expecting some friends to tea this afternoon we have enjoyed 

our visit very much here they have been so kind to us (our friends I mean). That is a bit of my 

Irish we had Alice’s sister here yesterday… going to Boston tomorrow afternoon…stay there 

until Friday afternoon… It seems so queer not to have a letter to reply to I hope the next will not 

have such a queer picture at the top you queer creature I shall send them back to you if you 

send any more and will not read the letter. What should you say to that. 



I hope you are still feeling better for the baths. I think you ought to stay longer though I do 

not want you to. Isn’t that contradictory just like me… 

 

649-652 Ben Rhydding 10 Nov 1874 J to L 

My own dearest Lizzie, What a queer creature you are to write me on foolscap and enclose 

in an envelope big enough to have held your whole correspondence with me. I was not certain 

that it was from you… What a strange, every ward woman she is! What freaks and whims she is 

subject to! But withal how sweet she is! Do not object so strongly to your future name. Don’t you 

like it? But why is it Mrs. John? You will not be known by that name unless there be more than 

myself married which is not likely yet awhile. I don’t care how much they may tease me about 

matrimony. I rather like it, and cannot therefore be expected to sympathize with you. I am glad 

you had such a pleasant trip to Horncastle… Better leaven Morton’s Camomile Pills alone, and 

take better care what you eat and drink and when you sleep, with how much exercise you take. 

Thank you no I feel too well to take medicine of any kind. You don’t say anything about G.A. 

Porter so I conclude you have not heard or seen him. I am pleased to think you are very much 

better, and are enjoying yourself, even in a noisy way as you confess. Is it proper to be noisy? 

My flirtations are quite innocent and within the well marked bounds of propriety.  

I have been to Ilkley again this morning for a walk. It is because I do not wish to blame you 

in the matter that I said I owed your sister a grudge and was sure not to like Miss Ward. They 

will have to hear what perhaps you deserve. I think I shall give up smoking and so you will be 

deprived of the pleasure of an occasional whiff when pretending that you are simply doing it to 

oblige your servant John.  

You are very fond of Cricisms? Judging from your last letter. I think too, I ought to stay here 

longer than I propose to. Lovers are so selfish, they find it very hard to exercise the virtue of self 

denial by being absent for each other’s good. I ought to bring my practical common sense to 

bear upon my sentiment and if not able to annihilate it, at least to smother it down, until I have 

obtained the desired end. If we consult our feelings more than our judgement we are often liable 

to err, and afterwards feel regret for our imprudence. One of our ladies here tells me it is the 

custom in Germany for the lady to do the house furnishing. She is married to a German, and 

therefore ought to know. I cannot but admire the wisdom of such an excellent custom, and 

sincerely regret, that it is not equally adopted by the ladies of our own country. What a world of 

anxieties and weary thinking over matters beyond his understanding, it would relieve intending 

husbands of whilst to ladies about to marry it would be a work of pleasure on account of its 

being more congenial to their minds. Have I said enough love? Fare thee well -dearest, until 

tomorrow. Thine everlastingly, John Holt. 

 

653-655 10 Nov 1874 L to J Camaron Terrace South  

My own dearest John [glad to see you write in good spirits] “I think it must have done you 

good being there. What a mistake you made what were you thinking about or dreaming. No 

dear I could not post for you to get a letter in the morning. Yes I sing every evening my friends 

like music very much and keep me at the piano and as I am of the good natured sort I give them 

a benefit.  



I have heard a very pretty song “Mandolaucta” by Planton[?] it is a duet. 

John dearest to think that I changed my mind about our being married quietly on account of 

your ignorance of the part you ought to take what more do I know than you dear. No dearest I 

have several reasons for it, one thing Emma is not very strong and sometimes I think she does 

not care to have a fuss and I don’t wish it to be any inconvenience to any one and unless we 

had it very nice I would rather just go quietly away and be married.  

No dearest it is not at all on your account another reason was we could not have my eldest 

sister there and we should not feel very happy to exclude her but we shall see nearer the time. 

Mrs. Gale’s a toad[?} and not a woman if she prefers lodgings to a home and I have not any 

patience with women who feel home duties unwelcome[?]… 

 

656-660 11 Nov 1874 5 Skirbeck Terrace Boston L to J 

My own dear Lover, [received letter beginning with “what a queer creature you are”] “I was in 

a freaky humour and wanted a bit of fun - was my lover mine shocked at his naughty little love - 

yes. I love my future name and don’t mind being teased. I should not like it if they did not tease 

me.  

 Thanks Mr. Doctor for your advice. I shall need no doctor when I am with you my clever old 

boy. I love him ever so. 

No I did not hear of the GH Porter I did not go to St. James Church my friends go to Trinity. 

No you must not give up smoking quite because I shall want an excuse for a cigarette 

sometimes. Lovers certainly are selfish I feel [?] so as though I cannot spare you away from me 

long instead of wishing you to stay and get strong however I shall leave your arrangements 

entirely to yourself and will not try again to influence you to change your mind. 

The German way of furnishing is not bad though to do it together is better. 

Now dearest I will tell you yesterday’s proceedings we left our kind friends about three and 

reached here about five. We were quite sorry to leave they were so kind to us and we had such 

fun. When we reached Boston bells were reigning, flags flying, children with blue and white 

favours on and the town secured[?] en fete. We soon heard it was the wedding of young 

Ingram[?] the youngest liberal member for Boston and (his) father some years ago did a great 

deal for Boston. His monument is in the church yard. After tea we went out and in an enclosure 

in Bargate[?] there was a huge bonfire and fireworks and after that a torch light procession 

through the town and tar barrels with two bands of music. It was quite exciting. We were out till 

tea there were crowds of people. We managed to keep on the outside. I did wish you were here 

with me to have seen it all and to have taken hold of your dear old arm I always want you to see 

everything I do “n’importe bientot nous pouvons.” Mrs Porter had a most ridiculous letter from 

Mr. Nell[?] this morning about us [?] them[?] of me. I had a most grevious mania namely “John 

on the brain”. We had a good laugh over it - he is so comical but a very good hearted fellow. I 

am so glad to see my friend Alice so happily married. They seemed so cosy and happy and 

increased my opinion of married life. It is the best the happiest life as Alice and I were talking 

the other day. It is so sweet to live for those we love and to get into a bigger life than just 

oneself’s little wants grievances. You see we have nothing to take us out of ourselves 

like you mens. Our life is made up of small things and if we have not something someone 



to live for it does not seem worth while living, to be no good to any one and it is not 

every one who is gifted with a talent to launch out into other travels? bravelas[?] such as 

Doctress’s [?]etc.  

Though I do not say anything against them if they have the talent and the time…. 

 

[Note since she scolded him he isn’t using that stationary anymore] 

661-664 Ben Rhydding 11 Nov 1874 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, How good and kind of you to write me such a nice letter along with the 

wedding cake you sent. I am sure I wish your friend Mrs. Nell every joy in her wedded state. I 

put it under my pillow by the result was to my vexation far from what you suggested and I so 

much wished - my dreams ran on business. I was again in Fernando Po arranging with my 

brother about the management of business during my absence, and I awoke with a headache. 

Would you believe it that some of our inquisitive ladies actually guessed correctly the contents 

of your little box as it lay on the table awaiting its owner? What queer creatures women are. I 

think I shall give them up and be a gloomy growl all the days of my life. They frisk and worry and 

tease a man’s life out with their frivolities and light heads. Am I hard on your sex? With all their 

faults I love them. Yes you are a wayward creature and I am glad you know it, as you cannot 

hereafter plead ignorance of your defects…. 

…I don’t know what I was thinking about when I made a mistake in my bedroom. I have not 

seen the lady since, or I should have had some fun with her about it. I am delighted to hear that 

you are daily feeling better and better. Go on improving dearest, in body and temper. I expect 

you will say ‘do the same thyself and add appearance, and manners.” Oh you know everything 

about matrimony - and all I know is that I have to put a ring on your finger, do a good deal of 

hard wearing before a man in a white gown, and then to call you wife, consider my liberty gone, 

and myself under your orders, and to have the honour of working for your support to the end of 

the chapter. Your reasons for a quiet wedding are very good, dearest, but why did you not 

speak of them when we were together…  

…How awfully indignant you are about Mrs. Gale’s liking lodgings better than a home of her 

own. I did not think you could become such a fiery creature. Perhaps you will change your mind 

when you find how troublesome servants and household duties are and how difficult it is to 

leave your home without anxiety as to how it may be taken care of during your absence. I 

propose leaving this on Friday afternoon, arriving at Liverpool at 8:30 pm. Your Friday’s letter 

should therefore be addressed to me at North Western Hotel Lime Street, Liverpool. Where I 

mean to put up for a day or two - we had a sharp frost here last night, and the air has been very 

keen all day - my warmest love to you… 

 

666-670 12 Nov 1874 Ben Rhydding J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Your affectionate letter of yesterday greeted me on my arrival in the 

drawing room at 8 am. I must congratulate you on the marked improvement in the writing, 

grammar, spelling, and composition of this letter. You must have been in a painstaking mood 

when you wrote this. 



I think I shall become a total abstainer in the matter of tobacco if not of wine or spirits. I can 

give up both without any difficulty, if you do not tempt me. I really believe you have a slight liking 

for the taste of tobacco and I know you have a weakness for a certain beverage when it is good. 

Very good of you to say that you cannot spare me away from you, and then take credit to 

yourself for a great deal of self-denial and forbearance by saying that you will not influence me 

to change my mind in future. Be not self deceived - the rejoicings at Boston would appear to 

have given you a good deal of satisfaction and to have been productive of no little excitement. 

After this I suppose you will be more disposed to make a little fuss over our wedding, and not 

have it so quiet as we have been thinking of doing - it was, to say the least of it, very imprudent 

of you to be out on such a cold night until ten o-clock. You forget that I rely upon your being 

in good health in order to nurse me, for I shall always be more or less ill and if you are 

equally so, we shall be very unfit companions. It looks very selfish, does it not? But really, you 

see, I have a great interest in keeping you well, apart from the sorrow it would give me for your 

sake to see you ill. I don’t know why these married people are so immensely tickled when their 

bachelor or spinster friends are engaged to be married. These follies, chaff and absurdities are 

quite a study - why are they not equally frivolous? And playfully amusing with each other? I am 

glad to think your friend Alice has found such a paradise of a home, and has found out that 

marriage is the highest kind of happiness, the height of bliss on earth, and of her joyful 

ambitions - is that all you hope for in this life? When you have got a husband will you for ever be 

contented and happy, or will you sigh for something more and if so what?  

I expect you and Mrs. Nell will a few years hence - when the gloss and gilt of the first blast of 

wedded life has worn off (isn’t this nonsense?) will be like a man who has made his fortune - 

crave for something more - undefinable, but yet a something which he can never get - perfect 

contentment and happiness. Are not your friends rather premature with their wedding presents? 

Have you told them when it is to take place - I mean about the time? But go on dearest tell them 

all not to be shy at giving. I have got no furniture in the house yet so they need not fear making 

any mistake, anything will be acceptable. From a pair of bellows to a service of silver - or our 

best bed or wardrobe. You have not given me your Spalding address love… 

 

671-674 5 Skirbeck Terrace Boston Nov 12 1874 

My own dearest John, Your loving letter I received… 

To think of dreaming about business instead of me. I’m shocked - it shows what’s on the 

brain. You queer creature to think we are all froth and frivolities. We are not such frivolous 

creatures as you suppose so there Mr. John we won’t have you write so disrespectfully about 

us. Bless you I know it is all your fun poor man I pity you with the prospect of your liberty gone 

after marriage. 

Dearest I did not know my own mind about the matter. When I was at Stockwith I was 

undecided so did not say anything about our wedding being quiet…  

So you are really leaving Ben Rhydding. I leave on Friday afternoon for Spalding my 

address there will be…I shall stay until the next Thursday and come for one night here again 

and go to Stockwold on the Friday would it suit you to come to Stockwold on the Saturday if it 

suits Lucie and Robert… 



 

675-678 13 Nov Ben Rhydding J to L 

My loving and loveable… I cannot govern my dreams or I would dream of you every night. 

But perhaps it is just as well as I am, as that would not be good for me. The best of dreams are 

disappointing, it is so unsatisfactory to awake and find out the sham. Indeed, I think then I shall 

eminently deserve not your pity alone, but your mercy too.  

I am really and actually leaving Ben Rhydding to-day and feel like a school-boy about to take 

his holidays. The Doctor asserts that I shall be back again. There is a fatality, or a magnetic 

influence about this place. I am told that most people who venture a first visit are sure to renew 

it afterwards. Certainly Dr. Scott thinks I am not yet well enough to escape his clutches.  

I shall be in Liverpool for a day or two and then have to go to Goole, after which I may just 

make a call at Broughton before I go on to Stixwold. If you would like me to spend Sunday at 

Stixwold I can be there on Saturday week, but if you prefer it I will meet you there the following 

Monday. This would give you more time to see your friends and would equally suit me. So voice 

your orders dear madam, and your servant as in duty bound will ever obey. 

What do you mean by saying that you dare not bring out your bezique? Is it too quiet a 

game for these friends amongst whom you are now visiting. I am afraid your animal spirits are 

running riot just now. Be frivolous and like a school girl now that you are free - the time is at 

hand when you will have to put aside all gaiety and frolic, and assume gravity and matronly 

dignity, with all the cares of a house and husband, to ponder over and be worried with. 

You should avoid houses where there are children. These are a great nuisance to everyone 

but their parents, and very often, even to them I should think. Thanks for your straight-forward 

answer - I like it all the better for being so - I wish my dear little Lizzie, would let me know what 

else she is in need of. I am so stupid in deciding what to get her - I have been engaged to her 

nearly two years, and have given her almost nothing, not that I feel it a duty to give her anything 

because it is customary, but I like to maker her these little presents…. 

We have had snow here but it has been and is very keen cold. I wish my Liverpool journey 

was over. I am afraid it will be a miserable six hours for me.  

I shall be full of business tomorrow, so you must be prepared for a very short note. I have to 

see Capt Davis and to write letters to my brothers to be sent by him. His vessel the “Ethiopia” 

leaves on Sunday morning. Some people believe that this country owes many of its blessings to 

the fact of its keeping so holy the sabbath. I think they draw their conclusions rather hastily. 

Adios querida mia. [The rest is in Spanish] 

 

679-682 Boston Nov 13 1874 L to J 

My dearest John, [got your letter] What a careless little monkey I am about my spelling &c I 

am glad you noticed a marked improvement it was quite by accident. 

I am glad you are going to be such a good boy as to be a total abstainer of tobacco you 

naughty creature to think I like smoking it is only the fun of lighting your cigars I like.  

You were not in a very happy mood John dear when you wrote your letter and I surmise[?] 

you were not feeling very well and wanted me to tease you and please you. Don’t think you will 

always be ill dear I hope not and trust not there will be some better days. 



Do you think we are dissatisfied creatures always wanting what we cannot have I hope your 

opinion of ladies will improve as you get to know them better [?] we need expect perfect 

happiness here it has never meant we should the great difficulty is to be happy under 

circumstances which is not always easy. 

No I have not told my friends when we are to be married for a very good reason we do not 

know ourselves only I tell them it will not be before Christmas.  

I shall soon leave to order the bride cake they want such a time before hand to 

know..[arrangements for him coming to see her] 

 

683-685 14 Nov 1874 Liverpool The Temple J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, your affectionate letter of yesterday has duly arrived. I got to my station 

and bed last night but did not sleep well on account of the noise - it was a cold, weary ride and I 

was in the “blues” all the time. They think I look much better but it is hard to say; there is so little 

light to judge by - I have got into such a business groove to-day that it has quite knocked all love 

or ideas of love out of me, however in the hurry and worry you dear have not been forgotten as I 

have bought your “tourist writing case”. I think I shall leave this on Tuesday, therefore you will 

please address me but I will write on Monday what I am going to do and where going to. That 

will be soon enough, will it not dear? Mr. Holland our F’do Po minister happened to arrive in 

L’pool last night, and called on me this morning  

There is plenty of time love for the cake… Is it time to buy the ring? Do I buy it dear or do 

you?… 

It is very provoking - the steamer bringing me letters from my brothers has been ashore ten 

days in one of the rivers, and so I am unable to reply to them by the one leaving tomorrow. 

Pray excuse this business letter - Don’t think I love you a bit the less because business is 

uppermost in my brain just now… 

 

686-689 Spalding 14 Nov 1874 L to J 

My own dearest John, [received letter;] I came down to breakfast and Aunt and Miss 

Sharman trying to look very grave.  

You are going to have a wandering life libre myself for a time I must say I was glad to leave 

Boston though it is a shame to say it they were so kind but the children are so badly trained and 

make such a noise and not feeling very strong just now I could not bear the noise.  

I am rather glad you have left Ben Rhydding. I have not much faith in those 

establishments though I believe a short stay there has done you good.  

I am afraid I shall have to put your visit to Stockwold off a few days later as Aunt has asked 

Robert and Carrie here for next Saturday and wish me to stay and I have sot stay a night in 

Boston on my way back on business very important - to have some dresses tried on. 

Aunt and Uncle both hope to see you here during my stay. I wish you could come and then 

we can both leave at the same time for Stockwold it is not being shewn? Round Aunt and Uncle 

are very kind Aunt says you ought to come and Uncle to [?] [please come blah blah] 

[Something about whist playing] 

 



690-692 Spalding Nov 15 1874 L to J 

My own dearest lover mine, I have not had my daily letter and I feel as thought the day was 

not right…[wants to see him, trying to arrange, “I was a good girl and went to church this 

morning”;] 

You naughty creature to write Spanish to me. I could only make out “guerida”… [more whist 

playing; don’t much care for Spalding society “it is so cliquish and small” 

 

693-696 Claughton, 16 Nov 1874 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I sent to my Hotel this morning expecting to receive your daily mercy but 

there was nothing for me. I suppose therefore that you have no post on Sunday at Spalding. I 

have been so busy at the office that I have had to put off this note until reaching Mr. Irvine’s 

hospitable abode where I am staying although I still keep on my rooms at the Hotel - I have 

made up my mind to stay in Liverpool instead until Wednesday therefore your Tuesday letter 

please address there and after that day address me Railway Hotel Goole where I intends to stay 

until Saturday, but I will write you further when there. Mr. Woodward came in to me before he 

left this afternoon and gravely announced that Mrs. W had wished him to suggest to me whether 

it would not be possible to induce Miss Lizzie Longstaff to come over to L’pool to stay with them 

for a time - bringing her sister with her if she thought fit. I told him I was not going to remain 

more than a day or two at present, but that in any case I was afraid there was but little chance of 

that lady’s complying with my wishes (in that respect) and accepting MR. W’s kind invitation. 

That I had tried all sorts of schemes to get her to Ben Rhydding without avail - such terror had 

she of being alone or thought to be alone with me. 

Poor little child. I am an awful, terrible thing to her, am I not? I wonder how my dear little girl 

is getting on. Is she well and as happy as she would lead me to be?…[wondering what present 

to give her; is she healthy; Mr. Irvine helping with gift; “I ought to be getting you a dressing case, 

but on speaking to some of the ladies at Ben Rhydding about them and asking what use they 

made of them they told me that they were more ornamental than useful”  

 

697-700 16 Nov 1874 Spalding L to J 

My own dearest Lover John,… [got your letter; aunt and I talking about dresses for brides; 

she’s decided on white Irish poplin trimmed with a white satin. “Any other colour would look too 

old for your little bride (the public say).”  

And here’ sa piece to make you jealous in Spalding. A gentleman called me his old 

sweetheart this morning and thought a certain gentleman very fortunate” was not that enough to 

make me vain. He is an old gentleman living in this street, very musical, I used to practise with 

him every morning when I was here before. He asked if you were musical. 

No dearest I think they do not put rings in bride cakes, perhaps I am mistaken it will be your 

privilege to buy the ring and mine to buy the cake. 

…[Dont’ let business upset you to point you can’t sleep; still making plans to meet;] “Tell Mr 

Irvine you cannot be married at once as your little bride will not be willing before Christmas. So 

you think I shall not like Liverpool anything would be better than uninteresting STockwith. I 

believe I shall like it better than you.”… 



 

701-704 17 Nov 1874 J to L Liverpool 

My dearest Lizzie, [got your letters; heading to Goole tomorrow then Broughton grange for 

Sunday, available afterwards.] 

I have been having a Turkish bath this afternoon. The second of my life - it has 

affected my head somewhat, and I am not certain about its good effects. I think it is more 

adapted for stout people. It takes a deal of heat to make me thoroughly perspire. I have 

said goodbye to Irvine and have told him that I don’t expect to see him again until after Xmas. 

He has ordered me to bring my wife when I return! Shall I?  

Do not let us inconvenience your brother at Stixwold if his wife is going to Stockwith, it is 

plain that we cannot go there (to Stixwold) during her absence. Anyhow I shall be at Broughton 

where you can dispose of me as you wish, so thoroughly am I in your power, and at your 

command. I am afraid I shall spoil you by letting you have too much of your own way - do you 

not think so too, darling mia?… 

How do you know I sent you the ‘Queen’ it may have been one of your other admirers… [I 

don’t care what dress you wear…”I believe you inwardly accuse me of being very fault finding…. 

However I will try to be agreeable at all events even if I do criticize a little.” … 

 

705-709 17 Nov 1874 Spalding L to J 

[Received dear letter] “John Dearest do not please make me look absurd by refusing Mrs. 

Woodwards kind invitation by saying I dare not go. It really is too bad and not true. It was quite a 

difficult thing going to Ben Rhydding. 

If you would like us to come to Liverpool you know I said as you had no one to help you if 

you wished it we would come but that is quite as you like so please do not speak of me in that 

way or I shall feel thoroughly ashamed to ever come. They will think me such an absurd 

creature. John dear don’t think me unkind writing so. Only it sounds so ridiculous to tell people 

so really I think I have written a little sharply only I don’t want you to have you speak of me in 

that way dearest. I know you only mean it as a joke and is very well between ourselves. Oh you 

tantalizing man to tell me you have bought me something…you are too good to me… 

 

710-712 18 Nov 1874 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie [received letter this morning, leaving for Goole shortly] “I really feel very 

penitent if I have inconsiderately offended you, and incurred your anger. I will not retort, as I 

might have done and caused another little paper war between us, but you are very severe and 

sharp in your reproof. Stop till I get you under my thumb my lady, and then we will see if you 

dare thus to scold me. I thank you much for marking the handkerchief… 

It was very good of Mrs. Woodward to think of us at all. You shall thank her some time and 

may you accept her invitation if you wish, after we have got one, all our “shewing” I mean writing 

in Lincolnshire. It is a wretched, rainy day. I wish the journey was over. I shall be at your 

disposal whenever you may wish to send for me… 

I played a new game of cards called “Napoleon” last night and with my usual luck lost. Good 

day love… 



 

713-716 18 Nov 1874 Spalding L to J 

[Got your letter; Aunt says happy to see you next Tuesday; there is a train; Mr Irvine is 

impertinent; not an inconvenience about Robert and Carrie; aunt very helpful with dresses; “we 

will have a nice quiet pretty little wedding. Oh dear the amount of kissing I shall have to do is 

dreadful how shall I recover.”  

[Whist again last night; didn’t feel well yesterday] “and felt a wee chafed at your saying what 

you did to Mr. Woodward Aunt says it would not be at all improper if you wished for a day or two 

but there is plenty of time so n’importe” [someone asked her to sing at an entertainment in a 

schoolroom here, don’t think she will do it;]… 

 

717-719 Spalding Nov 19 1874 L to J 

My dearest John, “I think I did write rather too sharply the other day will you forgive me. Only 

I did not want us to look foolish… thanks dearest for the songs received this morning they are 

both very pretty only unfortunately I have both of them perhaps they would let you change them 

but never mind dearest… what a queer creature I am what cross nasty letters I write you when 

you are so kind to me… [often rainy, not a lot of walks, I’ve been practicing;] 

Wait, WHAT? “Mr. MAtthes came in last evening to ask me about singing at the schoolroom. 

I did not promise. We told him we should most likely have company to dinner so I got off very 

well without offending. 

 You will be here for the nigger entertainment [?] has the management partly of it.” 

 

720-723 19 Nov 1874 Goole J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, [thanks for letter; arrived here after a wearying journey of five hours; cold 

awful day; rain;]… I dare say you will like Liverpool much better than I shall. I twill be new to 

you, and compared with most provincial towns is rather grand and imposing - but you will soon 

tire of it or would be if you were to live in it. You would soon sigh for green fields, and weary 

Stockwith. Pray thank your Aunt (with my kind regards) for her invitation. Tell her that I have 

promised to do as I am told, and that having received orders to await you at her house, I shall 

not fail to comply…[some wedding stuff; I have no luck at whist; we won’t win and we will get 

laughed at;]  

“I think love, you did not exactly understand me, or I have not properly stated, my reply to 

Mr. Woodward. You can hardly think me capable of making a joke of you with any other than 

yourself. Do not be afraid, dear, I shall fall into no more errors such as that of Ben Rhydding. I 

am more likely to go to the opposite extreme, and always be afraid lest I should trespass on the 

proprieties. I said nothing to Woodward derogatory to your good sense…  

…Of course you will sing on Tuesday and I will make one of the audience if in time… 

 

724-726 20 nov 1874 spalding L to J 

Dearest Lover mine… [I deserve scolding I am ashamed; beautiful day for walks here; I’m 

not going to sing “I am not very strong just now” [can’t wait to see you “I do not think we shall 

quarrel so much as we do by letter”… 



 

727-729 21 Nov 1874 Goole J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, … “Have I really made you regret your “intemperate” language? [Worried 

about her health; “You know I always take away your appetite and make you feel out of sorts - I 

shall not do so much kissing and fondling as I did the last twice I have been with you, as I find it 

is not good for you” … “Dear dear, what a lot of sweetheart you have. They crop up at every 

place you go to - what a lot of experience you must have had. I am afraid you have been an 

great flirt - you must not keep me too long at Spalding or we shall have no time for Stixwold, and 

I expect you will want to linger there…”  

… I shall want a lot of out-door exercise and shall want you with me as it will do you first so 

much good - so please order fine weather…”  

 

730-733 Goole 20 Nov 1874 J to L 

…[Heard those songs sung “by a lady at Ben Rhydding”; his voice is so “cracked and 

hoarse” he can’t sing]… So you have refused to sing at the concert. I am not sorry - I like to 

hear you myself but I don’t care to have you singing publicly at every place you visit. Is it 

considered complimentary to ask a lady to take solos at amateur concerts?”… [say no more of 

the joke etc.; “there is a good deal of scarlet and typhus or typhoid fever about here… 

…I hope we shall have fine weather when I am with you - plenty of outdoor exercise does 

me more good than medicine - but it is very disagreeable taking it when the roads are dirty and 

the skies cloudily and miserable looking… 

…I expect to have letter from the Coast in the morning as a steamer has arrived, bringing 

home a cousin of mine whom I have been expecting long ago - I shall endeavour to write you 

tomorrow… 

 

734-736 21 Nov 1874 Spalding L to J 

[ … Nothing new here. ] Ditto the letter of Nov 23 (737-739) 

 

740-742 23 Nov 1874 J to L Broughton Grange 

[Waiting for the letter I expect,] “I have no doubt it is full of the pleasant nothings, which we 

like to repeat to each other, and which never seem to grow stale in spite of so much repetition. I 

am busy all day writing - having got here quite a batch of letters from the Coast which require 

immediate attention. This must be my excuse for not writing you a long letter… [cold bitter 

weather, foggy] “I rather enjoy, and continue to take my cold sponge down of a morning 

and my walks out of doors. I hope it will freeze a bit longer and then I shall get some skating. 

It is such a long time since I last practiced this, that I am afraid I should get a tumble or two 

before I felt my legs, however I should much enjoy the exercise. Does dearie skate, I hear ladies 

do skate now. I never yet saw one on the ice in skates, I have seen them sliding in a way 

peculiar to themselves, which I hope to mimic for you some day. Dad has got all his crops in, 

land ploughed and everything au fait. I shall be up to my eyes in seeds and turnips, and shall 

have to turn farmer, in spite of myself, if I stay here much longer. To prevent such a catastrophe 

I propose leaving this tomorrow, so as to be with you by 5:27 pm. This is a very awkward place 



to get from, and to you… I got to Appleby in a dense fog (after being compelled to leave my 

carriage, by a third class passenger getting into it with her noisy brat of a child) and had to walk 

thence to this place, as my letter had never been sent… 

 

Letter Dec 31 1874 L to J photos 127-130  

My own dear John…. [Wishing happy new year] “Tell you our yesterday’s adventure after I 

left you. I sent Lucie and [?Jeannie?] a little story? down the street they did not ? ? Long. We 

did some of our shopping and then took Jeannie to Mr. Watsons to rest her foot and Lucy and I 

scampered off shopping, when we had finished we found Jeannie and all trudged down to the 

station in hopes of getting home to tea but no such good luck. We asked for tickets and were 

informed that there was no train then it was only Tuesday, and Friday’s train [I can’t read this 

well and it isn’t exciting at all] 

“My watch was very useful yesterday.”  

[Notes skating will be starting soon; a parcel came for him yesterday] 

“John dearest I do sincerely wish you a happy New year and I do hope to make you happy 

dearest though I am such a thoughtless little thing. Sometimes I do wish to be your New Year’s 

blessing…. 

 

Letter 31 Dec 1874 photos 131-133 J to L from Broughton Grange Brigg 

…I arrived at Brigg in due course, in the midst of a fall of snow. Seeing there was no 

conveyance awaiting me, I was just preparing to walk when up drove Father, who had been in 

the town since 11 am. Thinking I should have got in by train due about that time. My excessive 

quantity of luggage did not detain us long at the station, and once fairly seated with my coat 

collar up and an additional officers overcoat and cape, we set off homeward against a dismal 

snowfall, which drove into eyes, ears, noses, and whiskers. The horse did not like it and to show 

his resentment, kicked off one of the iron steps of the dog cart, and ac relieved himself of a 

square inch of his own skin in doing the feat. After this nothing further occurred until we got 

[hither?] when I was carefully [moved?] in a piece and set before the fire to thaw, a plate of 

Beef, some plain pudding and a glass of ale partly gave me the use of my limbs but I was not 

properly thawed until I had a basin of hot milk and bread at 10 pm. I have been out this morning 

but only to get my feet well wet, and to make me doubt for a time whether I had any. It is very 

dull here, and I feel very much your absence. I shall hurry away as soon as possible and get 

into the hurly burly of work. I feel very bad tempered today. Gums ache. I have a cold &c. Oh! 

Dear! There has been a great fall of snow here [?] the stacking? And are thousands of small 

birds such as sparrows, ? goldfinches, parks? Edge sparrow &c.. 

“I trust you got through your work, and arrived home with less exposure than I or I really pity 

your wretchedness. 

My love to your brother and sisters and Lucie. Wish them all a happy new year for me. With 

warmest love and all fondest wishes to your own self I remain, dearest Lizzie, ever yours afftly 

John Holt 

 

Jan 4 1875 [wrote 1874]  L to J West Stockwith photos 305-308 



…[Received letter yesterday]  …I have advised John and Lucie not to spoon so much it is a 

bad thing for them, My foolish creatures do not believe me of course.  

My own little watch will have to be sent I’m afraid though I shall miss having it very much it 

will not go right - I think it is generally the case with new watches… 

I think I shall have to write to Mrs. Hall and tell her cream ad lib is not good for you, you 

naughty man. How you do need me with you always to see you do not take things that are not 

suitable for you my dear good naughty John… 

We have been very busy making paper flowers [?] decorations for a certain event which I 

shall be glad when it is over and I am your own little wife. Nothing to come between us… 

 

5 Jan 1875 Broughton Grange J to L photos 193-197 

My dearest Lizzie, it is very good of you to write me such a number of letters and [next line 

blurry] are when I think how much I have lately been on this point I should have written you, 

however yesterday but for my being in Southenton? Seeing those [?] lawyers, or at least one of 

them. What a pest that was! I had a very disagreeable interview and in consequence could not 

have written you pleasantly had I been able to write at all. I have not been to Burton yet and I 

doubt whether I should be able to get there now. I expect to be in Brigg tomorrow about 

business  

What shall I say of the present from your brother Robert? Shall I say it is very kind of him 

and that you are fortunate and ought to feel duly grateful. John and Lucie will doubtless enjoy 

my absence from West Stockwith more than anyone. They will be so much alone together now. 

Don’t let them spoon too much. You know it is not good for them. Does my presence then really 

make such a “baby” of you, that when I am absent your sedateness becomes remarkable? 

What a change there is in the weather! If it only keeps like this I shall be able to make my 

journey to Liverpool without any great sacrifice of comfort. I propose leaving this for Liverpool 

next Monday morning  

It is very annoying that your watch does not go properly… [more on watch] 

I know the size of your ring finger, dearest. But if an excuse were needed to account for 

another visit to you, there could scarcely be a better one. Your cousin Mary is quite capable of 

taking care of herself, as well as of her male fellow passengers. Of course she made the man 

believe she was much interested in him and his doings. All for a purpose obscure[?] - and that 

was to get a foot warmer. Why didn’t she get him to bring her a heart-warmer too, the selfish 

creature? What a host of adventures you had before reaching home from Gainsboro the other 

day! How provoking to be so disappointed and have to wait so tiresomely long at such a 

time….please tell mother that I have unlimited power over the milk and cream here of which I do 

not fail to take advantage. I have had one bilious attack since I have been here, and am going in 

for a few more. Besides cream and lib. I have a huge basin of new milk and bread every 

night…. 

 

Photo 197: A note from Lizzie: “Miss L. Longstaff  requests the pleasure of Mr. John Holt’s 

presence at her wedding on Thursday February 25 1875. 

 



8 Jan 1875 [wrote 1874] J to L Broughton Grange photos 309-311 

My dearest Lizzie, your affectionate letter of yesterday is with me. So you knew your friend 

without any difficulty - almost at first light I should imagine although his appearance is much 

changed since that portrait was taken. I am going to begin the hurly burly turmoil of business 

next Monday. Oh dear! I do feel so lazy and like to linger on doing nothing. It seems to 

require such an effort to attack the mountain of difficulties looming ahead of me. I feel so 

settled as I am that I am much inclined to “rest and be thankful” It requires a great effort to 

make a beginning. The life is so new, and so different from what I have been used to - 

and there is the risk of failure through sickness or imbecility or lukewarmness or every 

so many other things not forgetting rogues and lawyers and a thousand accidents ever 

ready to tumble and over-turn one. However at the worst I can only have to go back to 

Africa and that you will say is no great hardship to one who is always dreaming of it. But 

then I have not myself alone to think of. It is the increase of my responsibilities which frightens 

me. Am I not a cur to be so easily frightened? But I am going in, in earnest, and long to have my 

darling with me to cheer me onwards with my burden. What has Mr. Wells given you dear? 

£100? Tell them not to give too much or I shall have to spend nothing in furnishing. Am still 

enjoying oceans of cream and buttermilk and bread and milk. Alas! How soon they will end! I 

shall leave on Monday - write me, my best, c/o Irvine & Woodward as before. I shall be in L’pool 

on Monday afternoon - goodbye love…. 

 

9 Jan 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 312-316 

Received letter; “Dearest do not too strongly into the hurly burly of business, because you 

are not strong enough yet to bear the worry. I wish you could still have a longer rest until you 

feel business a pleasure instead of dreading it, do dearest try and take it as quietly as you can, 

it  must be trying to you to have to begin as it were a new life. Dearest indeed you are too 

anxious, I do so long to be with you when you write in such a depressing way I will try to help 

you to bear life’s burdens and not be a burden to you. 

Remember you are not to make a trouble about not getting a house we shall be very happy 

in rooms for a time and furnish together when you meet with something suitable and John 

Dearest - if you find you are not strong enough to undertake business as you wish no dearest 

try to give yourself a longer rest, your health is above every thing, let us go somewhere and take 

life quietly there. I think I have delivered a long enough lecture on that subject.  

No Mr. Wells present was not quite so elaborate in amount. It was to get some little thing 

with… 

Mrs Moore has asked us to a dance at her house for next Wednesday - I think some of us 

are going, though we none of us are particularly anxious to go…[next page is terribly blurry and 

last page is just endearments] 

  

January 11 1875 J to L c/o Irvine & Woodward, The temple, Liverpool photos 139-142 

I have safely arrived through all the risks of railway accidents, fogs &c and am staying at the 

Compton Hotel a grand place, quite new and only just opened. It smells new, and unpleasantly 

strong of paint. There are but few people satying in it, and I have the large coffee room almost 



to myself. It is splendidly got up. The billiard tables of which there are four, seem to attract great 

attention and are very well attended. I have not yet been to the office, so do not know if there be 

any letter from you waiting me. It was a cold foggy ride from the Brigg hither. I had nearly 

stopped at Gainsbro and passed a night at West Stockwith. The temptation was very great, and 

it was only by an effort that I overcame it; but I thought it was better to shew a little resolution 

and self-denial and thus I succeeded. I cannot say to my satisfaction. I was tired, weary, and 

hungry when I arrived at 4:30 pm but I did justice to my tea, which in return made me feel more 

comfortable.  

Father wants me to take you to Broughton Grange, but there is an episode in connection 

therewith, which you ought to know, and which might perhaps cause you to hesitate before 

linking yourself for better or worse with me, but of which I cannot with propriety speak to you, 

and I have told him that it will only be by your express wish to visit them, after the matter is 

known to you, that I shall ever take you there. It is a tale of outrage, misery, and pitiable shame, 

and disgrace. I wish you could know of it without my having ever to name it to you. I did not get 

over to Burton to see the Des Forges.  

My lawyer has surprised me with a supplementary Bill of charges which I never expected. 

They are a bad, avaricious lot, and I shall be glad when I know that your affairs are out of their 

hands. My Dearest Lizzie I love you warmly as ever and with fondest love, remain your 

unchanged lover John Holt. 

 

Jan 12 1875 J to L c/o IRvine & Woodward photos 143-145 

My dearest Lizzie, your letter of 9th I found this morning at the office. I will do all you desire - 

that is I will not do what you desire me not to do - if I can but really I need you here to help and 

correct me - Thanks. I cannot leave to be present at your reading. No doubt it is very inviting. 

There is a grand Masonic Ball tonight at the Town Hall. Would you like to be there? I am not 

going, it is almost unnecessary to tell you. I hope you will enjoy your little spice at Mrs. Moore’s 

party. I am indeed sorry to hear of poor Mr. Edwards death. How sad and shocking it is! Do 

write and sympathize with his unhappy wife. I don’t know when I shall get away to Manchester 

to buy the Calico and other things you want. Do not tease me. I wish I could but put my arms 

around you and kiss you. I have not began to see about lodgings yet. Bother them. Please send 

your watch whenever you are ready, addressed to care of Irvine & Woodward. Both of whom 

have made kind inquiries after you. A person I know has gone to the Coast since I was last 

here, and his wife is buried today. Give my love John, Mother, little vinegar & Lucie, and will 

fondest love to my own dearest Lizzie, I am ever yours John Holt. 

 

Jan 12 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 146-152 

…[No mention of receiving his letters] “I have been thinking very much of you today and 

hope you have had a pleasant journey to Liverpool. I shall get some business like letters now 

shall I not. 

[Misc details - letter from Aunt Ball “she wished to be kindly remembered to you [?] will not 

be at the wedding he always refuses because he does not like to go to anything of the kind so 

my jolly fat old cousin will trot me down the aisle and being such a lump of flesh to look at I shall 



be quite hidden which will be delightful… I shall not send out invitations until the end of January 

so that if the time does not suit you we can put it off later if you wish. I had a long letter from 

Emma Des Forges today (a cousin of yours, John Holt (at least I think I understood from you he 

was) called the other day - and Mary was out, they pretended you had been and you had got 20 

[?] poor old Emma begins? To feel her responsibilities coming upon her, as your little girl does 

but I am not afraid dearest, why should I be, your love will help me through all the sorrows and 

trails and it will not all be difficulties there will be happiness. I am trying dearest to rouse myself 

from my [?] thoughtless ways I do want to be your good little wife for you are so good and kind 

to me… 

…I am going to Mrs. Moore’s party on Wednesday I’ll promise not to look wicked with 

dancing you naughty man and say I do… 

 

January 13 1875 L to J West Stockworth photos 153-158 

… Received this morning though it made me sad my own love 

Dearest - believe me whatever it is you cannot tell me it will not make any difference to my 

love for you, or to my wish to become your wife. I still love you the same I hope I may be a 

comfort to you in your great trial. I do want to comfort you only I feel afraid of saying anything 

that may give you pain but I cannot - I do and will pray for you, you may have strength and 

patience to bear it and will try to make your life happy.  

Dearest - I do not know what to say about going to Broughton with you if you would not think 

it unkind love I would rather go after we are married as your wife, but as you like dear.  

Did you ask your father to come to the wedding. I thought perhaps you would mention it and 

then I will write and ask him and Mrs. Lucas the same. I thought of sending notes out the week 

after next I hear nothing from you to alter the time. What a pity you could not have a pack[?] at 

us again wouldn’t I have been glad to have seen you again. I am still hoping you will find time to 

bring my watch back when it is [?] that is a nice little plea for another visit… What a nuisance 

lawyers are, we are getting tired of waiting for our affairs being settled they like to keep them in 

hand a long time and charge well… 

 

 14 Jan 1875 J to L Liverpool photos 159-162 

My own love, I have your much prized letters of 12th and 13th in hand. I note that your Uncle 

Ball will not be at our wedding. I do not think my Father will be there either I asked him if he 

would like to be, and he said that he thought he should be rather out of place amongst so many 

young folks - I had Lomas here last night and he is in doubt as to whether he will be able to 

attend on me - He is manager of the gas works at the North end of Liverpool and he says has 

always a good deal of anxiety in winter - people must have gas and that cannot be had without 

coal which in these times of strikes is not always to be got when wanted. However we shall see 

later on. If he cannot leave I shall have to ask your brother John to act for me. That would do. 

Wouldn’t it? I am still staying at the Hotel, and for all I have yet been able to do might as well 

have remained in Lincolnshire. Irvine & Woodward cannot yet tell me whether they will take an 

office on conjunction with me, but they wish us to be together. In the meantime, I am at a 

standstill. I have got no cousin of the same name as mine - my father has - perhaps it was he I 



don’t know him. I have seen Lenton who has lately married a girl of 20 - He is above 40 - and 

have congratulated him. I had a long walk about the suburbs also mid-day but did not see any 

house vacant where I should have cared to live. We shall have to go into lodgings and take a 

house when we can get one. We can be married without a house - even if we have to stay in 

Hotel although that would not be nice (as Rosa would say) 

I hope you enjoyed yourself at Mrs. Moore’s party. I’m afraid you would not. I wish I had 

never written you that wretched letter. I shall not take you or wish you to go to Broughton 

now or hereafter except by your own desire - In that matter I would not influence you the 

least. I cannot get to your reading on the 20th thank you but I do wish I was near you - your 

embrace is worth a [?] as a Spaniard would say. I was at a conjuring entertainment with Lomas 

last night the man was exceedingly clever and did some most extraordinary things. I have an old 

friend coming to tea whom I am expecting every moment, so good day love, bless you…. Holt 

 

January 14 1875 L to J West Stockerworth[?] photos 130-132 [in big letter file] 

My dear John, I was just packing my watch [?] when I received your kind letter. And by the 

same post we have the good news our affairs are to be settled next Monday, we are all very 

glad. John and Robert are going over to ?oxton Mr. Porter wants to know what I wish about my 

[last line cut off!]  to be done with A? John and Robert will pay me 600£. There will be about 

900£ when all is paid and if you do not object they would like to keep the 300£ a little longer as 

it would pinch them rather for money to pay it all off at once. They both have a good deal of 

our[?] money could you let me know by return, as I should like to let them know on Monday. 

We are feeling the effects of last night’s dissipation[?] this morning it was four before we got 

home. We enjoyed the evening better than we expected we should. I danced several dances 

and tried the spring waltz with Jamie[?] [?] [?] some Campbells there I did not care for them. I 

have received a paper from ? Ancell about bus grates? ? A price in? Shall forward to you 

tomorrow. I know it was sent partly for your benefit. I must close with love believe me … Lizzie 

Longstaff 

 

Jan 15 1875 [wrote 1874] Liverpool J to L photos 163-65 

My Dearest Lizzie, I am much annoyed but it can’t be helped. I wrote you last night, and put 

the letter in my pocket intending to post it, but Bayne with his conversation made me forget it 

until 10 pm when it was too late for post. Will you forgive me? And Bayne too if you can. The 

watch has reached me today and I have already taken it to the maker who expresses his sorrow 

but says he really could not help it, he was so anxious to get it away to time that he was unable 

to give it the usual overlooking before he sent it. I am to leave it with him for a few days. He 

guarantees it as good a watch as can be made or rather it will be when he has had time to give 

it a trial and to correct all faults. The cream is very good, and so are you to think of sending it 

me. [Sic]…dearest My darling Lizzie. Why ask me about your money? Do as you like love, it is 

your own. It would, at all events, be premature on my part to attempt to dispose of your property 

and effects before we are married.  

In this respect, I may be a terrible tyrant afterwards. I am still in the wretched Hotel. I shall 

not wait much longer for answers from the suburbs. But shall take lodgings in the town. I dislike 



this Hotel life with its noise and hurry. I am glad you enjoyed yourself at Mr. Moore’s party. You 

appear to have suffered from it, if I may judge by the shaky look of  your writing in yesterday’s 

letter. However I dare say you will recover with fondest love ever yours dearest John Holt.  

 

Jan 18 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 133-8 

My own dear John, from previous letters I have received this morning, I shall be very glad to 

hear you are in rooms you will feel better in [?] than Cavendish-ale[?] the bustle of hostel life yes 

dearest we can be very happy in rooms if you do not meet with a house and if you do, we 

should have to take rooms at first until we get it from [?] should we not? Do not let us make a 

trouble of it, together we shall soon get it inhabitable. 

Shall you take rooms that will do for us after? It will save your the trouble of seeking for them 

again.  

We shall be sorry if your friend Mr. Lucas cannot come. Judge the [?] of little vinegar to be 

disappointed of her best man, she sends her love and [?] you to [?] could not have such a more 

staging? Message to our old friend from to call her [?] and then to disappoint her  ? [very blurry] 

best man she is thrown into utter despair. Search if you think he cannot get ? Will take his part I 

have no doubt.  

Bless you [?] you cannot long for an embrace more than I do. But it is idle [?] only a few ? 

Dearest and than I am here ? Your own.  

I am glad the cream And watch? Arrived safely. I told the station master to send it off that 

day.  

Please I thought it was the proper thing to ask you about my money before deciding 

because it will be yours after and I am not very afraid of your being a tyrant either I have more 

faith in you than you have in yourself bless my dear, good John. Your letters tell me you are 

harassed. I cannot be with you to comfort and cheer you keep up a good heart dearest, I know 

how trying your life is now until you become more settled (my favourite word) in your affairs and 

a comfortable home and your little wife with you, will make life much happier for you won’t it 

dear? You should have seen Lucie and me this morning making sausages of course we made a 

fair amount of noise much to Mother Fernas? Distress I have no doubt I [?????] … the rest not 

relevant 

 

19 Jan 1875 [wrote 1874] Liverpool J to L photos 166-169 

My dearest Lizzie, your letter of yesterday I received on my return from Manchester, where I 

have been all day, and am tired and weary as I write you at 8 pm. As soon as I have finished I 

shall go and have a cup of tea and then to bed. It is hard work being on foot all day in a 

Manchester warehouse - harder then the treadmill I saw at Spalding. I have bought you the 

sheeting &c and I suppose you should have them in the course of a few days. I have told them 

to address Mr. Longstaff Misterton Station, Gainsboro Great Northern Railway. Let me know 

what you think of my purchase. Put your price on each and assemble your sisters and Lucie in 

solemn conference to give their opinion of value obtained and I will let you know what they have 

cost. I saw some sheeting -a  twilled warm cotton stuff which I was much tempted to buy. At 4 a 

yard more than I gave for the one I have bought. I am sleeping between sheets of that material 



in the Hotel and find them cosier than those cold frost sheets I generally meet with. Yes love, I 

want you with me very much - it is very creditable of you and Lucie making yourselves so very 

useful to Emma, but I am afraid it has been more of a joke than real work. I hope you will have a 

successful evening at the reading room. Do please sing your songs with spirit. You would 

make them much more attractive if you endowed them with more life and earnestness. I 

am sure you are not a callous creature, although a careless one sometimes - but if you 

can’t be earnest naturally, act a bit, only let your acting be natural and not forced.  Will 

you adopt a poor man’s advice or will you tell him not to be impertinent. I am afraid I am too 

earnest and too sincere at times but you will have me - with all my faults - though many. And am 

not I as willing love? I must go and tea or my stomach will suffer for the delay. Isn’t that a poetic 

wind-up to one’s sweetheart… 

 

Jan 20 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 170-5 

My dearest John, I have just finished my fourth letter and have saved the best till last - I 

received yours this morning. What a trouble house lodging are, to get suitable ones, I hope you 

will be successful after all. We are all excited over our readings which takes place this evening 

and I [?] we are [?] of [??] for helping Mr. Marshall with our on Friday [?] John and Lucie are 

going to Stowold on Saturday to stay until Monday when Lucie leaves for London and I hope 

comes back again for the wedding. I have had a note from my small cousin Mr. Bett saying he 

will be very happy to give us away, he is very anxious to come to the wedding and went into the 

Bank the other day and asked MR. Porter if he was going to this wedding, and said he was and 

the jot? An invitation. 

I am glad to hear you are going to Manchester I shall have time to do the things I think and it 

will be a good help afterwards not to have them to do. I wish you could be here this evening at 

our readings. I hope [?] will pass off all right. 

…Dearest you should know of anyt thing [?] to suit Lucie’s brothers Alphonse. He wishes to 

come to England either in a bank as a clerkship any thing else and Lucie asked we [?] I thought 

you would be likely to hear of anything he is in italy and does not wish to leave his post which he 

hears of something to come to so [?] sisteres help [this whole passage very hard to read] 

I should take some lodgings in town dear rather than stay at the Hotel it cannot be pleasant 

if you want to be quiet; with fondest love believe me…. Lizzie Longstaff 

 

21 Jan 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 176-180 

My dearest John, [received letter with its caution as so my singing…]  

…Oh what can you expect from a creature that feels sometimes as though she had lost all 

her soul and energy and it is your love and love for you that makes me rouse myself out of 

myself. I don’t wonder you think I am lifeless I have felt so. I sometimes hated singing because I 

could not sing with more spirit. 

Your day in Manchester seems to have tired you dearest why did you not have your tea 

before you wrote to me you naughty man I will scold you. 

We will hold a solemn mice[?] meeting over your purchases and give you our opinion… 

[follows news on how everyone excited about their wedding and the reading went well] 



[More slagging of herself…] I have been living in a dreary world, nothing real nothing earnest 

and your very earnestness [?] [?] is showing me there is more to live for than mere existence oh 

John you have a deal to teach me and I will be a willing learner.  

[Ends with wedding talk not very interesting] 

 

21 Jan 1895 Liverpool J to L photos 189-192 

My own dear Lizzie, your kind letter of  yesterday is before me. Since I last wrote I have 

been hunting for lodgings all over the town and saw nothing to suit me. Either there were other 

lodgers “young men” in the houses or the sitting room and bedroom were a day’s journey apart, 

or I did not like the looks of the lady of the house, or the carpets and furniture looked “seedy” 

and shabby or the servant who came to the door was dirty or slovenly. The result is that I have 

come to my old lodgings (over the shop) where the rooms are better and cheaper and the 

people in the house, cleaner than any I have met with. Besides I know Mrs. Haynes is very 

careful to see that my food is “nicely” cooked and that I have plenty of it. I have met with some 

queer looking characters in my search for lodgings. I shall have to find something more suitable 

than the place I am in for our married selves. The Bedroom is small - too small for both of us I’m 

afraid. With this exception and the objection I have to the shop it would do for us.  

I presume you will have received the calico &c and will have conemned me for my 

extravagance. But I know nothing about such things, and I consider it out of my domain to have 

anything to do with such things. The man who sold me the sheeting said I was getting it too 

wide, but I told him I was acting up to orders which I felt bound to obey. I don’t know of any 

suitable place for Lucie’s brother at present. Can you tell me his age and qualifications? What is 

he doing in italy? Does he know anything about office work? Yes I do want to be quiet, if I can 

find quietness. There will not be much of it hereafter with such a tease of a wife so I shall have 

my quiet moments when, in the middle of the day when in the depth of business. Dear dear, I 

wish it was all over and we were able to talk of our troubles before undertaking[?] as a thing of 

the past. Good day love… John Holt 

 

23 Jan 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 181-187 

The postman has not come yet so I do not know if there will be a letter from you today. We 

went across last evening to Mr Marshalls reading and much amused we were there was such a 

bachelor air about the whole concern and it passed off very [no word]. The performances were 

principally done by the man. 

Lucie and John leave us today we shall seem quiet without them all. 

The village of Stockwith is this day to be [?] by the return of Miss Maris Middleton[?] how will 

she manage without Robert to get her off to bed at night. 

Have you heard [? ?] more about ? I do want to see you again and have lots of kisses, it 

seems years since you left. I have [?] it all and be satisfied. Which is not at all satisfactory… 

I have just received your kind letter I am glad you have found a place to live in at last and if 

you do not think you can find any more [? ?] to your mind I think we shall be very happy where 

you are for a time as the person with whom you lodge seems kind and clean [?] because we 



hope not to be long in them. I have not received the calico yet but expect it this morning. I am 

not sure if Lucie’s brother is not likely to get a situation in London.  

[A few wedding details - license] 

 

 

25th January 1875 Liverpool J to L photos 198-201 

My dearest Lizzie, a short month hence and I hope to have you near me, and to see more of 

you and to enjoy your presence more than is now permitted me - a month hence, and I seem as 

far off as ever of being ready to receive you in your own house and home. Yesterday I went to 

see some houses out of the town and to-day (shall I confess it and it is wrong of me to do?) I 

have been for a long walk through the wind and rain, and I have seen nothing to my liking. 

There are plenty of houses to let - but they have the wrong aspect, or in the wrong place or they 

have no garden, or they are part of a terrace or there is something the matter with them. Some 

are too grand and all the suitable ones appear to be let. I can get furnished houses at from 2 1/2 

to 3 guineas per week. But there are always some “buts” about them. Dear! Dear! I wish we had 

the right thing in the right place, it would be such a relief. Don’t think love, that I am anxious or 

worrying myself about it. Although I desire much to be “settled” my failure to find anything 

suitable hitherto, does not deprive me of my appetite or appear to interfere with my digestion. 

My landlady is all that I could wish in ministering to my daily wants so far as food goes. In fact I 

think she is inclined to overdo it. I have been thinking much of you today, and wishing, so 

wishing to be near you, or to have you near me (which would be the same thing) if only to keep 

me from thinking so much, first of one thing and then another… My brain is ever busy with 

thoughts of some kind, perhaps both profitable and unprofitable ones; when I am alone, as I 

have been all this blessed day. I have not been to church, I can’t tell you why. When one is a 

stranger in a place, it seems strange to go to a public place of worship. Had I known any church 

or chapel hereabouts without a doubt I should have been there to-day. With all my traveling I 

have not got over the influence of habit. [?] the same feeling that makes me like home better 

than any other place, because he is used to it. One never feels entirely free and at ease in 

another’s house. So I conclude it is, with regard to churches…but why all this? Is it to excuse 

myself to you and to my own conscience for not going? Possibly so…i have not been in one 

since I last went with you. [No last page?] 

 

25 Jan 1875 West Stockwith L to J photo 202-205 

My own dear dear John, we have just come from a long walk on Laughton common about 5 

miles… 

[Calico arrived; she is pleased with all purchases; she says he does know his way around 

sheeting] 

“I am glad you are in rooms you will feel so much more comfortable until I come and disturb 

your peace and now goodbye to rest and quietness…” 

 

26 Jan 1875 Irvine & Woodward The Temple J to L photos 206-207 



My dearest Lizzie, [letters 23 and 25 arrived; lodgings are not ideal as bedroom too small 

but “are good, as good as I have seen” and in a good place; landlady good. But lots of other 

lodgers some of them children. 

“I saw a house yesterday rent £60 - situation and aspect good. Rooms tolerably larger not 

much of a garden, and only four bedrooms and an attic which I think will suit us if I see nothing 

better. It will not be vacant before the end of March. Decide love at once shall we be married by 

license or by bans? Whichever you like and I will come over to see you either case…[long 

discussion of this] “I wish to goodness there were not so many difficulties in the way of one’s 

getting married. You would think our law-givers would make it one of the easiest things 

imaginable in order to encourage so good and salutary an act.  

[Still wants her to guess price of calico - she shouldn’t compliment him on his ability to buy 

since “Its an easy matter to buy where there is no limit to one’s purse strings” and she doesn’t 

yet know what he paid] 

 

26 Jan 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 207-213 

My dearest John, Your dear kind letter I received this morning. Yes dearest the time is 

drawing near when I shall be your own little wife, how sweet it will be to be with you oh dear the 

time does not fly half quick enough I so want one of your long[?] embraces which speak more 

than words. 

Dearest I do not want to be your silly little wife I have been foolish and childish, but now I 

must put away all my childish ways. I have not realized so earnestly until lately what I am going 

to do.  

Oh you naughty lover to be out in the wind and rain seeking for houses on Sunday shall I 

scold you, [not readable line] 

It is most difficult to meet with just what you want in houses. We found that when we wanted 

one in Boston, there is always something, I am glad dearest it does not worry you or make you 

too anxious. You will meet with one something to your mind soon no doubt though you may not 

get everything you wish in it. No I will not scold you for not going to church I think your 

own feelings on the matter are sufficient. I know when you feel strange it is more difficult 

to exert yourself to go to a fresh place and particularly with your unsettled life you have 

had. I am sure I often feel inclined not to go - it does one so little good it is so lifeless the 

services altogether.  

Yes I am a queer little thing, John love, I feel as sprightly[?] sometimes and lifeless at 

others. I shall be better dearest when I have more to interest me and take my thoughts from 

myself. What queer creatures we are, we take no end of keeping right. 

I am very busy with the things you sent, calico… [stuff on sheeting etc] 

John is sitting opposite writing to his Lucie, she will feel dull until she gets into the general 

routine of teaching, it is always so wretched the beginning again I should think.  

Jo[?] called me a “Proud little thing” yes I am and I have something to be proud of my dear 

kind sweetheart I wish the nice ceremony was over sometimes I do not feel to care at all about 

the fuss and at others I should like to run away. I wonder amongst my variable [?] what I shall 

pitch on the wedding morning. It will be just two years since we parted the morning before we 



are married when you went away. I think I shall have to send you an invitation with the rest or 

you will forget the day.  

I am going to get your tie if you have an objection and then yours and John’s and Robert’s 

will be alike and please what are your size in gloves. [Very blurry next line] 

…Shall I send a note to your father when I send the others? I shall write them the end of the 

week…. 

 

28 Jan 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 214-217 

My dearest John, Your welcome letter I received this morning with the good news I shall 

soon see you again. 

[More on bans v licence - probably going with licence] 

[She likes the sound of the lodgings he is in and is glad he has found a house and she will 

grill him about it when he comes to see her ; also she goes on and on about sheeting] 

 

28 Jan 1875 [wrote 1874] J to L  Liverpool photos 323-4 

[Letter of Jan 26th reached him] My dearest Lizzie, Your loving letter of 26th reached me this 

morning. How has it occupied two days in coming? So the time goes slowly does it dear? Don’t 

say so - its too precious it goes far too fast for most of us. I am glad you have resolved to be a 

child no longer. When I see you next, therefore, I shall expect to see something very different 

from what I bade goodbye to - what sort of a “woman” will Lizzie make? Indeed you speak truly 

love - and words of wisdom too when you observe that “we are queer creatures, and take no 

end of keeping right - “ Have you really begun to moralize too? You are busy - and when people 

are thus situated they are said to be kept out of mischief - will this apply in your case - my dear 

girl I know nothing about towels, but I will get you something slick enough next time. Those you 

have got will do for us (I mean you and I) in the meantime. I intended to get some Turkish 

towels, but as they want no hemming they can be bought hereafter yes! Yes! Dear - you have 

something to be proud of! You will obtain a prize! I have again been hunting for houses and 

lodgings - this just to show you that I have not yet given up. I have advertised today. We shall 

see what that brings. It is dreadful work. I advertised for clerks for Africa the other day, and 

had 205 letters of application. I have gone through all, and have weeded them down to 

about 30. These I am writing to call on my tomorrow. What a heap of poverty and struggling 

these 205 letters represent. Poor humanity!  Bayne, who made me miss posting my letter to 

you some time ago, is coming to tea. I’ll take care to have this posted before he comes. You 

refer to the evening of our departure two years ago, but you forget that you have not given me 

the date fixed for our marriage. I think you had better not write to Father - I don’t think he will 

care to be there - He seems to view it as a matter of amusement for young people. I will let you 

know the size of my gloves and of those of Mr. Lomas if he comes - Certainly dear you shall 

have the privilege of buying my tie and anything else you like - with fondest love still ever yours 

John Holt 

 

[Note on 29 Jan 1875 to JB Langstaff from WJ Williams noting he can grant a marriage 

licence form them. Addressed from Gainsborough. Photo 218] 



 

29 Jan 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 219-222 

My dearest John, [received letter;] “Shall you expect to see something so very different in 

your little girl, yes I wonder what sort of a woman Lizzie will make there is one thing she will be 

under good influences and so that will be a help to the frivolous creature.  

Poor, poor man, you have houses and lodgings on the brain. 

I can fancy you saying to yourself after receiving so many answers to your advertisement 

“they do not know what they are going to”  

oh you naughty man to tell me I have never told you the day we were to be married… I 

enclose the note from Mr. Williams he is a surrogate and can grant a license… [more wedding 

details] …there will be sixteen at the wedding - oh dear. I shall be so glad when it is all over and 

I am with my own lover - nay lover no longer but my own dear husband. It has a dreadful sound 

such a sobering sound I shall have to get on the matronly and lose all my [?] so I want? I’ll be 

young as long as I can but not so frivolous - that will do won’t it dear 

Let me know when you can come [?] I am glad I shall see you before the wedding… 

 

29 Jan 1875 Irvine &Woodward J to L photos 223-226 

My dearest Lizzie, I have received your loving note of yesterday. I shall not be able to get 

over to see you tomorrow as I am busy receiving and examining the clerks I propose to send out 

on the 15th [?]: I have had about a dozen up to see me to-day, and I expect more tomorrow. So I 

may take it for granted that there will be no obstacle or difficulty in getting the licence when I go 

over to you. 

It would be unpleasant to have this occur at such a time as to necessitate a postponement 

of the day… 

It has been a very wet day so I have not been able to get out after more house-looking and 

lodging hunting Mr. Irvine has gone over to the Isle of Man, so we are very quiet in the office. I 

wonder when that old chap is going to send me your watch… 

Towels cost… [bunch of prices] 

After your estimate I shall never send or ask you or Rosa to buy anything in the calico line 

for “my” house. The house, I wrote you is being likely to suit is out of L’pool - a long way - I must 

not have you too hear town or you will lead me into all sorts of extravagances.  I am going to be 

very quiet and domesticated. The fortnight’s dissipation in which we are going to indulge after 

marriage will have to last us for years to come. The lady who spoke to me of the subject (which 

you say is not entertaining) took me of course for a married man. She may have expected I 

wanted lodgings on that account, or rather she wanted to let me see that she had no objection 

to being put to the trouble which such a matter involves - I must away - it is time to close the 

office and this scribble… 

 

31 Jan 1875 Liverpool J to L photos 227-230 

My dearest Lizzie, it is a dully dreary day with me, and I have been wishing that I had you 

with me…A feeling of loneliness comes over one when alone such a ay as this. One gets tired 

of thinking and reading and eating and smoking. I had a look at a nice house in Boottele[?] 



yesterday. It is in a healthy position - a good large house - rent £100. I had Lomas here to tea 

last night. We sat talking until after 10 pm. He will have it that my dress should be Blue Frock 

Coat. White waistcoat and light trousers. Light coloured tie and light gloves. I told him that you 

wished me to be in black with the exception of gloves and tie, but he insists that it is a mistake 

on your part. He will endeavour to be with us at our marriage, although he cannot yet say yes - 

positively. He also thinks that I might make my present rooms do, until we get a house although 

the bedroom is small - I got your watch back…. 

I have not had efficient energy to get to church this morning. Perhaps I may make a 

successful effort tonight after I have had my afternoon walk, which I propose taking as soon as I 

have finished this short note. I wonder what you are doing dearest… 

 

1 Feb 1875 Liverpool J to L photos 231-236 

My Dearest Lizzie, Yours of yesterday I received this morning. Invitation to Mr. Lomas I will 

forward… [more on licence] No one seems to know how to get married, at least I can get no 

information out of them. They seem to know how it should be done when two people are living 

in the same parish, but when separated as we are, they only “think” what should be done. [More 

on licence trouble] 

…I don’t wonder at so many people preferring to remain as single wretchedness rather than 

go through the worry - not only of finding out how to be married - then of being married with all 

its concomitant fuss and needless excitement, and then the “pleasure” of travelling when the 

poor chap is almost dead with his previous efforts and sufferings - Do I wish it was over? Yes 

dear most heartily, but I shall not feel right until we get into our house, and I into my office, and 

even then I expect I shall not feel right - there is always something one wants which he has not 

got. There will be some fault in the house or in the neighbourhood - But never mind I shall be 

able to bear all then if there be no fault in the wife. No fault did I say? There are sure to be some 

but they will not be many nor serious. Dear little woman she will soon be mine. The sooner the 

better. Suspense will then be over - Adieu my darling I am as ever yours JH 

[Photo 234 This is a new page with no header but might be from a different letter?] I have 

been to church this morning as escort to an old maiden lady at least I imagine she is about 70 

although she will not tell her age. There was nothing of note. Sermon middling. Service plain. 

Congregation very respectable - Ladies generally well dressed and good-looking. Your 

housekeeping hint is to me quite new and worth knowing. In a town it would decidedly be 

economical. Bless you my dear, darling girl. You will make me a good wife I know  

I have a letter from my brother Tom this morning and one from Irvine - the latter wants to 

know how I found you on my last visit. Capt. Davis has arrived in L’pool. I am writing to know 

when he will be leaving as I want to see the old man. He has brought me my Canoe and paddle 

which I forgot in the hurry of leaving. Miss Crooke the maiden lady I have referred to has just 

come in with a little album of views of Ilkley which she wishes me to send you with her 

compliments. The old lady is very kind - she is Aunt to Mrs. Gale of whom I wrote in my last. I 

long to see you again… JH 

 

1 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 237-240 



My dearest John…[got letter, watch back, you seem busy, also you can get the goods much 

cheaper than we could] 

Oh dear it sounds dreadful that the only dissipation we are going to have is on our wedding 

trip for years. I shall think of grey hairs and long faces, we must look quite busy [?] Is it not 

naughty of me to write like this and tease you. 

There is no telling what it transgressions I might be led into in a town particularly if it were 

expected of me John love you must trust your little wife or she will never be any good to you. 

John Middleton is to be married next Saturday to this widow…Mary Middleton and I went across 

to Mr. Marshall’s church yesterday… we are expecting a cousin and her little girl tomorrow for a 

day or two…LL 

 

3 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 241-245 

[Just received letter; licence stuff; come on Sat and we can get it next week] 

“As for your dress dear Mr. Lomas may be correct but I think black would suit you better, 

John and Robert are wearing all black but please yourself dear, you know better than any one 

what suits you. The gloves and ties will be [?] I ordered them yesterday. [More on wishing it was 

over; licence, come sat? Sunday maybe?; you have a lot to teach me; “I feel so irritable 

sometimes. I don’t know what to do with myself but dearest I shall be all right when all is over.” 

Mary Des Forges sent a little present.  

 

10 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 247-248 

My dear John, I am very sorry I told you wrong about my money. I find I shall have 900£ left 

instead of 880£ John is writing to Mr. Guerson[?] the information he required. I am afraid you 

would have a cold uncomfortable journey. Our entertainment was not so lively as we expected, 

not form any fault of Mr. Thropps[?] but so few people there…Mrs. Thropps was quite  [?] not 

have seen you, she was hoping to be introduced. Mr. T has been very [?] in the teasing line… 

LL 

The enclosed came for you this morning and also the licence. I should think I need not sent 

it to you unless you would like to see it.  

 

12 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 250-251 

My dearest John, I am so sorry to hear you were so poorly when you got back again. I hope 

you are better… 

Only a fortnight dear, and then I shall be your own, I wonder whether we shall go to Maderia. 

I am content either way I shall be with you only it would be very delightful to go there with you. I 

am very busy [?] my packing… 

 

13 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 252-253 

My dearest John [letter received this morning; sorry to hear you are not well] “your busy day 

in Manchester will not do you any good but tomorrow is Sunday and you must make it a rest day 

and not be looking after houses… 

I shall feel anxious to hear whether we are likely to go to Madeira… 



 

15 Feb 1875 L to J West Stockwith photos 254-257 

My dearest Sweetheart mine, How is the world [?] you - is your cold better?…[want to be 

with you; Mother [?] has come back after a short visit’ want to be “your little teasing naughty 

queer little bride”… “I never sent you a valentine what a remiss little [?[ I’ve been”… 

“It is just two years next Friday since we first met, love, when we went over to Focherly[?] I 

thought to myself “so you’re John Holt are you” bless him! I did not think then he might ever be 

to me what he is now, my everything.”  

“I always feel so dissatisfied after you have been to see me. That I have been crass and 

irritable or said something I wish I had not said and long to put my arms round your neck and 

say forgive me John dear and I am very sorry. If I have said or done anything that was unkind or 

did not [?] you “oh dear when shall I [?] a discreet? Little woman. Blessings I wonder whether 

we shall go to Madiera it will be glorious to see all you have detailed to me…I am sure I would 

make a good sailor… 

 

16 Feb 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 258-262 

My dearest John, [letter arrived; glad Mrs Irvine “has helped you out of your difficulty about 

the worshipping. I quite agree with her. Don’t you think it is very proper.” 

“I must say from what I can gather from your and from other people also, my inclinations are 

for Claughton, the only drawback is the crossing for business as for balls set[?] I don’t expect 

the farmer will be much in our line and supposing occasionally we wanted to go to a concert we 

could perhaps stay in Liverpool perhaps at your present lodgings but that would be not often as 

we talk of living quiet lives. I do not like to say much not knowing either neighbourhood and you 

do. I would not like to live at Claughton if it were inconvenient for you.  

[His cold still bad] 

“By all means insure your life and I will tell you the great reason why. 

I shall feel sure when you will not go out to Africa anytime unless you are quite strong 

enough to bear the climate. I don’t know what to say Dearest. It does seem a good deal to pay 

annually, you will make your wife very independent if you settled[?] another £2000 for her. Do 

you think it would be safe?… 

[She signs but then adds a page saying she had another wedding present today; received 

letter of 16th, endearments etc.] 

 

19 Feb 1875 West Stockwtih L to J photos 268-269 

My own dear John, I am so grieved for  you dear [?] to hear of your great loss, not for my 

own, love and I hope you will not make a trouble of it at all on my account for we shall be just as 

happy being in a pinch - nay and happier dearest, we must let it [cast?] a gloom on our love but 

I do feel so sorry after all your hard work in Africa and [?] your health you should lose so much, 

but these things do not happen dearest without God’s knowing and he will help us to bear it. 

And perhaps it may turn out better than you expected. I should think it will inconvenience you for 

a time can you spare the 2000£ to settle on me had it better be only my money?  



John dearest how unkind it was of me to make any remarks about what [?] we should live in 

without knowing your circumstances and I have been foolish 

Yes dearest in spite of ill luck we will be happy. Do not dearest make too fresh a trouble of 

[?] when I read your letter as through all our festivities would seem out of place but they will not 

dear our love is just as strong and this [?] will make us cling to one another more. 

Good bye sweetheart-mine I love you as ever and hope soon to be your helpful little wife. L 

L 

 

20 Feb 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 263-265 

My beloved John, How I wish I could be with you tomorrow to dine[?] away[?] if only for a 

short time, your cares and sorrows. Dearest my own, I am always with you in my thoughts and 

only think next Sunday I shall be your own wife…[stains obscure last 2 lines on page] 

You had a note form Mr. Lomas this morning saying he should be very happy to attend our 

marriage. [Hope weather will be good; is your cold bothering you; etc] 

 

?? Feb 1875 West Stockwith L to J photos 266-267  

My dearest Sweetheart, A week today and you will come and run off with me, isn’t it dreadful 

about Squake[?] should I run away or it is too late!… [nothing new here - more anxieties about 

wedding; basic logistics] “Wrap up well when you come and not take crest cold or I will be a 

scolding little bride” 

 

10 July 1875 7 Dale St Liverpool photos 270-273 

My dearest Lizzie, I have taken the lodgings at Claughton They are right opposite Mr. 

Hickson’s house. I have told them I am very glad to find we are such near neighbours as we 

shall often be able to get a cheap tea and to share in the plunder of the Landrican]?] basket 

which is now fairly established MRs. H is far advanced towards the consummation of her 

troubles. By the bye have you been kicked yet? I don’t think I shall go over the water until you 

come. I don’t know how I shall get over tomorrow without you - It will seem very dull and dreary. 

I shall sleep as much as I can. I had a letter from MR. Holland today. He sends his kind regards. 

An act in which I suppose Uncle Ball is concerned is creating quite a sensation in the 

papers. The Spalding magistrate 2 of whom are clergymen have sentenced a girl to 2 weeks 

inprisonment and four years in a reformatory for stealing a geranium or some such flower of of 

somebody’s garden. There will be a great fuss about this. The Home Secretary is said to be 

going to interfere and the Spalding magistrates will get a rap over the knuckles, and be ridiculed 

all over the country for it. They have got into a beautiful mess. It does not look like an act of your 

Uncle Ball, but those blessed parsons are narrow minded, pompous, proud, self conceited, and 

foolish enough to do anything. My love to everybody, and a heap of it for my own dear wife with 

many kisses your affectionate husband John Holt ps I am not taking any holiday to-day.  

 

789-790 28 May 1876 Gool Steam Saw Mills Co, per John Holt, Manager, J to L 

My dear Lizzie, [got your letter] I got here at 7 pm tired and with an aching foot. It is however 

getting stronger every day - I am amusing myself at the mill and in smoking furiously. I expect to 



go to Hull tomorrow and be back to the wife on Tuesday night. I see you are lonely without a 

husband to scold. Try it on baby instead and see if he be easy or the contrary under it.  

We are having a splendid day here - very sunny and warm - I have been sporting my figure 

on the banks of the Ouse this morning, to the admiring gaze of the Goole belles - the river is as 

muddy as ever and the country around it quite as low and flat as ever. The town looks better 

than usual on account of the weather being fine. Be a good girl take care of the baby and mind 

the house does not run away with very much love to you both and as many caresses as each of 

you can bear I remain my dear wife yours very affectionately John Holt. 

 

752-753 16 Sept 1876 Hamburg J to L  

My dearest Lizzie, Your affec letter of 14th inst. Reached me this evening. I am glad to see 

that you and baby are well and happy and are being made a great deal of, as you ought to be, 

also[?] you both. I am busy at work and between times smoking hard and seeing the sights of 

Hamburg. It is a place well worth seeing. Something after one’s idea of Venice with its canals, 

piazzas, and bridges. What with amusements and eating &c we are having a busy time of it. 

They certainly know how to live here. I wish you were with me. You would greatly enjoy seeing 

the quaint queer place, and might benefit by a few lessons in cookery. Our black boy is 

causing quite a sensation. People look at him as if he were a perfect curiosity. I must take 

you to some of these continental towns. Life is so different that the novelty of the thing is well 

worth experiencing. As we are enjoying ourselves we keep saying “How our poor wives would 

pity us if they could only see the hardships we have to endure!” We hope to leave this by boat 

on Tuesday night. When you write to Rosa - tell her that she must not be surprised if I wake her 

up at midnight - on Thursday. I have not seen anything here to take to you unless it be a box of 

good cigars which I am be unselfish enough to offer you with much love, and many kisses to 

mother and baby and kind regards to all besides. Yours very affectionately John Holt 

Tell Emma she must not give all her love to our present child, we shall want a portion for the 

other s 

 

774-776 13 Botamie Road Liverpool 15 Aug 1878 J to L 

Dear little riz, 

I had no time to write at the office after receipt of your kind letter of yesterday. I am sorry to 

hear my little man Jottie is not so well poor little man I do no wonder, seeing that I am absent, 

and his mother gives him all sorts of food at all sorts of times in spite of her readings and 

Uncle’s advice, all of which she well knows, but heeds not. Common sense, like righteousness, 

is hard to follow. 

I telegraphed you for rooms and to write reply, but you have “wired” and want me to “wire” 

again. I shall see my friend Jones in the morning and either add something to this or telegraph. 

A.J. [L?]Jones Esq. Another man, their respective female accompaniments, two children and 

nurse or servant in all 2 couples, 2 children,  1 servant, need 3 bedrooms and sitting room for a 

week from Monday next on which day they leave for Ramsay. I do not know whether he will take 

the rooms for 2 weeks - perhaps he would like the option of leaving them at end of week if he 

did not like them. He is a nice sort of fellow and you will fall in love with him I expect. As for 



myself I propose going to Stockwith on Saturday and spending Sunday with John, then going on 

to Brigg and Goole for the rest of the week and if all be well I propose going to you on Monday 

week to bring you back on the following Saturday. It is very unpleasant to be in the house with a 

girl in the fits but you should not let that prevent you from sleeping or put you out of love with the 

“bit of a change” you are so fond of you know. 

With regard to your troubles mentioned in your previous letter I suspect the diahreaa 

caused them - it was a very suspicious case until the d__ began. Diahrea sometimes 

brings on miscarriage. 

Dempster must be enjoying himself he has never been back since he went for his holidays - 

Long[?] John will not see him this voyage - the latter was again at the office this morning. I shall 

have to try to make time to get over to the house tomorrow night for some clothes to take with 

me - I feel quite strange on this side of the water.  

Irvine has taken an office and is to begin work on the 1st September. 

With fondest love and many kisses to you dear old woman and the dear children bless them 

all yours affect John. 

16 I telegraph you this morning to engage rooms and to send the address of same to A.L. 

Jones & Co 6 Dale St - he will I suppose try to stay a fortnight with his friends there as I have 

sent him your telegraph and he has asked me to telegraph acceptance.  

 

787-788 Aug 19 1878 West Stockwith J to L 

My dear Lizzie, I came here on Saturday arriving wearied and [and] bilious. A cup of tea 

made me feel better but the night was one of restlessness caused by my “lumps” and 

general irritability of skin - I suffered more or less all last week from the same cause, and 

ate my meals as if I did not care for them - and indeed they did me little good. Yesterday 

however whether from the change of air or that the water or the cream or the diet or all 

combined calmed my stomach and consequently my irritable skin, I cannot say but I 

have been better, eaten better, and felt better since breakfast yesterday. After church we 

went for a walk along the Trent side and at 1 o’clock I was unusually hungry. And did 

more than justice to the roast fowl Rosa had prepared for us. It is glorious weather - superb 

- and everyone is busy harvesting.  

It has been very rainy of late but a fortnight’s fine weather will enable the farmers here to 

secure a fine harvest. Mr. Burrell gave us good sermons, but badly delivered ones on account of 

his physical infirmities. He preached to the usual number - They sing everything now at his 

church the only part that resembles my idea of prayer or the nearest to it is the Litany - Its 

wretched to hear them drawl what should be if rightly understood . Fervid petitions to our maker. 

Just imagine the publican making his earnest petition for mercy in a monotonous key. They 

make the greatest hash possible of the whole service so far as the choir is concerned, and oh! 

Those straight backed pews! I have not yet got my back into its ordinary shape. Miss Wells (I 

pity her) thinks them perfection. She has a Miss Kirby or Kirkly staying with her, and I believe 

the two are going to Canterbury for a time two days hence. Rosa has got back from Paris 

having much enjoyed her trip. She did not get sea sick(?) until her return to London - when in a 

cab she presented to the Cabby what might have been given with more advantage to the fishes. 



My Dear Liz, this place is perfection in such weather as this. It is charming to be in the midst of 

such abundant crops in this fine weather, and does me more good in a day than the Isle of Man 

would in a week. This garden of John’s is most prolific. Things grow in spite of you and most 

luxuriously - the whtie leaved trees same as ours - look healthy and are full of leaves, not the 

poor miserable things ours look. Lucy is coming home next month. I have been all over this old 

house for the first time, and never [?] such an ill arranged old place. Capt Griffiths I saw away 

on Saturday before I left. It always blows hard when he leaves. You only require to know the 

date of his sailing in order to predict a gale of wind. I did not get up to his house during his stay 

nor have I been over to ours. Hanson[?] called for my clothes and found the house looking all 

right. MRs Mac[?] having taken her departure for Bath. 

[Letter appears to end here] 

 

795-799 Nov 17 1878 no letterhead J to L 

Thy affectionate letter reached me in bed this morning, brought to me by thy first born, who 

with chattering lips and pattering feet kept me from sleeping. But will thou believe it? It was 9:30 

before I got down to breakfast. I need not say that I am glad to hear of thy safe arrival, for thou 

knowest that I love thee, and that therefore thy pleasure is my pleasure, thy safety my safety, 

and thy troubles and grief are mine. 

Friday was a busy day with me, but I got home soon after 9 pm when in lieu of tea, I enjoyed 

a basin of bread and milk.  

The “Ethiopia” did not get in until 3 pm Saturday and the outward bound steamer was put off 

until 3 a.m. Today, in order that we might have an hour or two in which to read and answer our 

letters. In consequence of this, thy husband came home unexpected by thy sister, and had to 

content himself with the remnants of a cold dinner although he crossed in the 2 o’clock boat. 

Afterwards I took thy first born out for a walk, went with him to see a policeman about a poor 

woman who had accepted from Mrs. Downy £2 in lieu of two half pence which poor Mrs. D had 

in sympathy given her by mistake, (moral ladies should not wear thick veils and mix their pence 

and pounds together when they distribute charity)and then we went to see Long John and his 

wife whom we met at their gate just returning from a walk. The poor man has got a bad cold 

again and is out of sorts - (Is it not strange that he should be able to stand any sort of weather at 

sea, and when he gets home he catches cold - Mrs. G makes him too warm in bed - that must 

be the cause of it). After a smoke we again set out home and after tea t 5:30 I left for the office 

just getting there in time for the post inwards. I remained writing until 8:30 boat when I came 

home for the night. Our eldest comes in to me at all hours of the night, but I confess thy 

absence does not increase my comfort these cold nights. However I am determined to make a 

martyr of myself for a few weeks and get all the comfort I can out of the bolster as a substitute 

for thy warmth.  

The children do not forget thee, nor the puffin a billy that took poor mamma out in the rain 

and the cold and the dark. Do thy best to enjoy thyself nor think of returning if thy health 

improves by the change until thou has seen those who desire to see thee, and whom thou 

wouldst love to visit… 



Jonathan is well and has bought that old ship I told thee of, with which to trouble his body 

and provoke his soul. Capper has better news from the South Coast and his spirits are 

improved in consequence. As I write the Bells at Christ Church are ringing. It is christening day 

and the babies are passing up the streets - this is a business which bad trade does not appear 

to affect seriously - our canon gave us a hearty sermon this morning in his usual [?] strain - 

convey to thy Aunt my sympathy for her sufferings and I am sure I need not request thee to give 

her whatever service and do her whatever kindness thou canst during thy short stay with her. 

Cheer her with thy presence and conversation, and remember that we tloo shall, we know not 

how soon, but certainly some time arrive at that stage of life’s journey to which she has 

attained….[long soliloquy about how important it is to prioritize and put away worldly follies]  

…I shall have much work the coming week and as the “Burlachan” is much needed to be 

sent off I cannot promise to fetch thee home… 

 

756 13 Balls Road, Dec 3 1878 Jottie to Mama, the J to L 

My dear Mamma, I have got your very loving letter and thank you very much for all the love 

kisses and the nice little horse you gave me for my birthday present. Dear Mamma I love you 

very much and will be a good little boy - Dottie wants badly[?] to see you soon. Take very much 

care of yourself dear Mamma and accept my [?] love and many kisses in which papa, Connie 

and baby write. Your loving son Jottie. 

[Now Holt writes:] So much for your son who was desirous of writing you as he sits on my 

knee at 7 pm. I am glad to hear that you are much better in looks than when you left us and 

whilst the change is doing you so much good I hope you will remain as long as you can. I do not 

see my way to fetch you on Monday I am sorry to say. It will cost too much. That my little wife 

seldom thinks about in these times I must. I do not see how I can do it under 30% and this at a 

time when the house is full of gas and other bills. But without this there is the ship and other 

things that I must be here to watch - It would be no enjoyment to me, to leave at such a time. 

Nor do I wish to add to the burden of your brother simply because you are with him to [?nage?] 

him to send or go to Gainsboro to meet me. Besides I am not well these past two or three 

days - Another bilious attack which made me come home with a headache today at 3 pm. 

If John has any good potatoes you might tell him to send me a sack of good mealy ones 

that will agree with me. I’ll pay him for them of course. Eggs are 2 a piece here I’m told. If they 

are cheaper with you, you should bring some - I wish your visit had been at another time I 

should have been glad to have fetched you and the change would have done me good. Rosa 

did not go to the lecture last night. I don’t know why, unless that it was too much bother. I did not 

get home until 8 o’clock and so missed it. It was the one on “Shams”. Remmeber me very kindly 

to Mrs. Moore and Miss Wells. Give Lucie my love and tell her I hope the silk dress will be a 

good fit and loo well. I am dying to hear what colour it is how trimmed. The style of make etc. Do 

tell me quickly - affectionately I greet thee dearest and am as ever thing, John Holt. 

 

777-778 31 July 1879 Hotel de L’Europe Antwerp, J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, It’s as hot as ever today I am writing to you in my room with coat and 

waistcoat off and then too hot. I went about the suburbs a bit yesterday evening but did not 



enjoy myself until I got to bed where I slept without anything but my singlet and tonight if this 

heat holds on I think I shall dispense with everything but the bed clothes.  

There was a splendid display of flowers in the square here this morning and you would have 

enjoyed seeing them. There is much in a strange place to interest one, and I regret as much for 

your sake as mine that you are not here to share my peculiar feelings which for want of a 

companion have to remain where they originate. It’s of no use trying to write about them. Have 

been on change this morning - one to two - those are the hours - 2 to 3 they are smoking and 

playing dominoes at the cafes.  

I hope you are all keeping well and having a happy time of it. 

I am going to see one or two people on business this afternoon. 

Tomorrow I Hope the ship will finish discharge and begin to weigh cargo on Monday. I shall 

have to go to Rotterdam and I expect it will take me all my time to get back by tomorrow week. 

Where will you be then? Let me know what your movements are, and if you take a sudden freak 

to come over to me. I shall not be sorry - with fondest love ever yours affect John Holt 

 

815 Aug 3 1881 19 James St Liveprool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Got (home?) all safe. Snoozed nearly all the way and went to bed at 

once when I got to Laurence’s - arrived 1/2 an hour late. Have felt seedy and bilious all the way 

and since arrival. Walker has arrived but I have not seen him. His wife has not yet come down - 

Williams of Quitta is here. Am very busy. Brig has arrived at Goole all well - Jonathan has gone 

to pay off the crew. There is a flower show at Brigg on Friday and Saturday which I suppose 

who will attend. With love and kisses to dear self and all our little dears. Ever yours, John. 

 

 781 Aug 4 1881 Telegram from Holt, Alexandra Buildings Liverpool to L 

Saw Griffiths this morning - and have seen Dempster today - went to Diggs to tea last night - 

Have taken up my quarters at Jonathan’s lodgings. It has been a very hot day here today. I had 

Williams the blackman round with me on business, and made him hot - am going to see 

Walker’s tonight. Adieu dearest. Give love and kisses to our own. JH 

 

792 5 Aug 1881 Liverpool 19 James St. J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your letter with the interesting gossip it contains. I hope Fanny 

and Mrs. Ward will go over to the Grange. 

Jonathan is at Goole still busy with the old ship. 

Am full of worries from the Coast as usual and have a pile of letters and work to look after 

before I can see you again. 

Have had another splendid day - saw Egley[?] who has left his family at Filey[?] 

Irvine has asked me to go and spend Sunday with him at Llandidro[?] and I think I shall go 

tomorrow. With love, ever yours, John Holt. 

 

793 Aug 8 1881 Liverpool 19 James St. J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, I had the pleasure of receiving today your aft letter of 6th inst and am 

pleased to find you are enjoying yourself.  



I thought you knew better than to take coffee for supper. 

I had a fine time of it at Llandendro. Got a good dinner in the boat going down on Saturday a 

sea bath on Sunday morning, to chapel to hear Hugh Stowell Browne in the afternoon, a sleep 

int eh afternoon and to church to hear n. Hay Aitken in the evening. On saturday night I had a 

walk with Irvine and his two eldest sons, right round the Great Domes Head by the new road. It 

is a long passage but it is done one good all the time and is quite another thing to railway 

travelling.  

I don’t know if I shall take anyone down on Saturday I will see. With love to all Yours affect 

John Holt. 

 

779 9 Aug 1881 19 James St J to L 

My dearest wife, 

I am very sorry to find you are being troubled by your accounts, and am I confess very 

surprised that Annie should annoy you. What in the world is to do with them? As for Jane, you 

know I have not cared for her and like yourself have put up with her in order to preserve peace 

in the house. I am glad she is going. One girl has had to leave through her and she will make 

another one discontented before she has done. I am going down to you on Saturday. But fear it 

can only be for Tuesday following. 

Nothing new to write you about. Had heavy rains last night, but fine today. With love… 

 

794 11 August 1881 Telegram from Liverpool J to L 

I hope to see you by the 3:30 train on Saturday. I am not certain if I shall take anybody with 

me. Been very wet here all day. Hope you are well and enjoying yourself. Love to you and all 

the children. I do not know if I shall be able to stay with you. Is there anything you want. Aff 

yours J 

 

785 9 Aug 1889[?] no letterhead or place listed; J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, I got home in due time yesterday to find the “Lualalas” letters in a whole 

batch which I took home with me to digest and afterwards got into Green’s history - the part 

treating of this country under Cromwell - which so interested me that I read on until 1:30 am. It 

was naughty I know but I couldn’t help it!  

Emily presented Tom with a son a couple of days ago, I hear today. But the child died 

yesterday I believe. I’m sorry for them both as it will be such a disappointment for them.  

It has come on a rather cold and very windy rainy night here - so I am hoping you will be 

getting a little of it for the sake of your turnips. 

The house seems very quiet of an evening. My only companions are the voiceless [?] ones 

hanging on the wall. Something strange and weird is there in their ever-looking eyes, and full of 

sadness is their dear companionship. 

My love to the living ones, may God bless and keep you all. Aff. John Holt 

 

816 Salisbury Hotel, Salisbury Square, London April 22 1891 J to L 



My Dearest Lizzie, I arrived here in due course and had a pleasant journey - the Hotel was 

full but they managed to make me up a bed - I hope to hear that Jottie is getting well again - my 

own throat is not feeling very well but I hope it is not the mumps. 

Do not forget our dear one’s birthday to-morrow. Hs is six years old although four years 

asleep - sweet, sweet baby! What shall we do, when we no longer have a dear baby such as 

our loved Winnie to remind us of his heart clutching ways? Kiss his likeness which have put on 

the table before my seat as it I were present in body as I shall be in mind - much love to you all. 

Very affectionately John Holt. Thanks for your letter giving your cousin’s address.  

 

817-818 Salisbury Hotel, April 24 1891 J to L 

..thanks for your note but I am sorry to hear that Bob is down with the mumps. It is a 

nasty thing to have and I suppose all of the little ones will now have to endure it, and 

perhaps the big ones too. I don’t think the Doctor or you have attempted to take the 

necessary precautions to prevent its spreading and all the house will have to suffer for it. 

There is no chance of the children being able to go to any school until we have a clean bill of 

health. I am going to Bristol today at 3 to see King and shall hope to be home tomorrow in good 

time. 

I went to see Irving & e. Terry in Olivia last night. We had good acting anyhow and 

something to move one. Yours aff. John Holt 

 

819-820 Sept 12 1891 Halstead House Shrewsbury Rd. J to L 

My dear loving wife, I have got your letter and see you are having as hot weather as me. It 

has been roasting hot the last two days and seems likely to be just as hot today. I am writing 

this at home before breakfast having been up nearly most of the time since 2 o’clock with a 

nasty headache. This wretched skin complaint too is almost as bad as ringworm. I have no 

doubt that Godfrey brought it and in writing to Mr. Grenfell I hope you will tell him so. I have got 

the Russell orders to enter which I will leave here for you as well as the certificates to be signed 

by the Doctor. 

My programme will be something like this - Saturday London. Sunday Monday Paris. 

Tuesday Wednesday Marseilles - It will take me all my time to be back by Saturday.  

Kiss my lambs - particularly the two wee ones with fondest love from your old sweetheart 

Johnnie boy. 

 

824-825 16 April 1892 Barcelona, Hotel Continental, J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I arrived here this morning at 10:30 having come along all the way with 

the Mail leaving L’pool on Thursday. We had a very pleasant night crossing the channel, but the 

boat although the “Victoria” one of the largest, was crowded. We arrived in 1 1/4 hour which is 

about the quickest I have heard of: it has generally taken the most of 2 hours. It was cool all the 

way to Dover and in crossing we stopped below to keep warm. We went to the restaurant on 

Calais pier and refreshed our inward man with the [?] cafe au lair with bread and butter at of 

course the usual exorbitant price of [?] cash. That night to Paris was a caution. Although six in 

the compartment and all comfortable at leaving, so much so that wrapping our legs in our rugs 



we all fell into a fitful sleep soon after leaving, but during the journey it got colder and colder and 

we were all wretched before daylight brought us into Paris, the windows of our carriage covered 

with ice. WE drove to the Orleans station and took a walk along the Seine to thaw our veins, 

after which we had a poor breakfast at the station (3.38 each) and then proceeded to Orleans, 

Brive[] {?] and Toulouse, where we had to book for Barcelona. 

We arrived at the frontier at 4 o’clock this morning… [more on what he ate - “consequence 

stomach upset all night” “snack of coffee and bread this morning at the frontier and a good 4 

course breakfast… your brandy came in useful. I wish it had been stronger or more of 

it.”…[There is no real news - just a description of the Spanish countryside and a bit on France] 

 

829-830 16 April 1894 Liverpool Old Castle Buildings J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Am glad to hear of your safe arrival and all the good news you send 

excepting that about poor old Tettie for whom I am sorry - poor old body -  

I wired you of Jot’s arrival on Saturday. It was a pouring wet afternoon when I met him. I saw 

Jones who told me that Jot had nearly got drowned when bathing. They had to help him back to 

the Hotel and put him to bed. He did not take heed to the advice given him not to go too far into 

the sea and the consequence might have easily been fatal. Jones thinks him very wanting in 

experience and one who will be easily led or misled. He is short of what is vulgarly called 

“gumption” what are we to do with the chap? He is going to you by tomorrow’s 2 o’clock train he 

says and will go along to Hamburg when you like. The sooner the better - you can write to Bett 

and I will write to Kilfoyle, but the lad will be largely by himself and from the control of these 

friends so that he may be tempted by evil surroundings and be easily led astray. I hope not. But 

he is very childish in spite of his years.  

I had another two Frenchmen up yesterday - took them to church - walked to Bidston - 

supped with them - saw the Chapmans at Christ Church where Mr. Hodgson preached his 

farewell sermon. It was a dull damp afternoon today is wet. 

Love to you all Most aff. John Holt 

 

826-827 April 16 1894 Halstead House Shrewsbury Road J toL 

…Jot left by the 2 o’clock train today. We saw the Doctor before going and will tell you want 

his advice was. I had only a minute’s talk with Jot just before the train left. He has become quite 

a celebrity - as you will see by the “express” and the “daily post” sent you. The placards of the 

evening paper announced in big type the saving of the Lord Mayor’s son by the heroic 

footballer. Jot will tell you how imaginative the whole thing is. There will be a rejoinder tomorrow 

which will show the hero in his true colours. There is no telling what he might have done. But 

there is no difficultly in stating what he did. Jot had been warned carefully by Jones more 

than once but was indifferent as usual and might easily have lost his life. I hope it will be a 

lesson to him to think more and be less silly.  

… Governor Carter is much pleased with the fowls I sent him. They are (he writes) the 

admiration of the whole town of Lagos… 

 

831-833 April 23 1894 Liverpool Old Castle Buildings J to L 



My dearest Lizzie,  I am pleased to hear of your continued happiness and enjoyment. Gip 

too must be having a fine time of it. Poor Peace. I had no idea he had gone - He has not long 

survived his wife. I don’t know Mr. And Mrs. Michell. That wall int eh back will enable you to 

keep ducks near the farm and out of the water used by cattle. It will keep people out of the 

planting, give water for the machine, and a place to wash in sheep in [sic] if they like. Old 

Bubbie ought to have had more sense in curing his hams. Then he would not have lost them 

I had a very nice piece of beef for dinner yesterday then went with Mr. And Mrs. Chambers 

to the Wallasey Golf link for half an hour. Got back in time for evening church (was there in the 

morning too) and then on the Canon Robson’s for supper - Jennie I let out for the evening up to 

10 o’clock. The old woman and the Canary seem to chum[?] I ran over to Leeds with Jones 

on Saturday - It was a jolly day. Jonathan got back this afternoon. It appears Florence and the 

family are over at Amcotts. Today it is a bit wet with a rather cold east wind.  

Deemin leaves tomorrow. You remember him - He is our Ogowe agent. A very decent 

fellow. I saw Mary Pelling coming out of church last night. She says she likes Chettenham.  

Ask George if he sent back to Mr. Layerck the Basket which brought the last 2 Dorking 

Cucks[?] It should be returned as he charges 4/ for it. He is sending the sitting of Wyandotte 

eggs. 

This is our dear little boy’s birthday and I have not my little girls here to decorate his picture 

with flowers as they did last year. Our Heavenly ban 9 years old. But years such as ours do not 

count there. My love to you all - kiss Winnie and Rosa for me. JH 

 

834-836 28 March 1896 Buxton Hydro J to L 

My Dearest liz, We had a very windy night and awoke to find it snowing and blowing a gale 

of wind and it has kept at this all the day up to lunch time when it became bright but cold and 

blowy- I faced the elements with my boot on my right foot - the first time for a month took my 

water and powder saw the Doctor, had my bath and water this afternoon and here am I at 4:45 

at your service  

I have got a little dingy back room all to myself looking on to nothing, and have to be 

thankful for that - I suppose they will have 300 next week - as it is the 2 big dining tables are full 

now. We have only a score of the old faces left I should think - they are all new otherwise. The 

tramps remain however. 

There are more young people a pair next me are I should think newly married. On the other 

side I have a lady with at least half a dozen [?] on her finger on my side I don’t know what she 

may have on the other - rich or vain people’s weakness! 

Mind you send me the Daily Post please! I want to see what is going on at Liverpool. 

What a lot of packing you did for me! I don’t think you have missed a thing, but why did you 

give me Mary’s bonnet box? A new brush too! Why there are plenty of brushes in this place. 

The only things you forgot were the shaving tools - If I am to remain here three weeks I shall 

want them in order to fill in the time somehow. What do you think of Mrs. Kitson getting 12,000 

damages awarded her against Dr. Playfair? A family squabble mixed with imputations reflecting 

upon the honour of a relative. 

Love to you and all. Yours affec John Holt. 



 

837-838 29 March 1896 Buxton J to L 

My Dearest Liz, Two letters in one day! One I got as I went out for my drink at 8 am and did 

not notice the other along with papers and office letters until I came in at noon after Church. I 

went to the Parish church this morning which was well attended. The service is not high, but 

more than high enough. I took a good long walk before breakfast, beyond where you and I 

went on the top of the hill past Cowboy[?] Wood - it was a lovely, bright, frosty morning with a 

sharp cold wind, the [?] dry and hard with frost. When I got back it was breakfast time - After 

church I took another long walk from church right up the hill to the little village we passed on our 

drive to the Cat and Fiddle. When I got back they were all at lunch - of course I go on limping 

but I am wearing my proper boot all day today without much inconvenience. There are about 

100 sitting down to the three tables today - we had our usual Saturday night’s dance which they 

kept up to midnight. I sat down watching them through three dances and I think I almost enjoyed 

it as much as the dancers, particularly the dancers danced in the new way - some of them were 

not well up in it and had to be schooled by Mr. Lomas. The card-players kept up their 

amusement to a late hour and I believe they are at it this afternoon in one of their rooms. As I 

write with the sun shining brightly there is a slight shower of snow - this has all disappeared 

from the streets but is still lying upon the hills. Tell Winnie I do miss her very much. Thank her 

for her kisses and give her and Rosa and Connie and Stanley one for me. My love to you and 

the children, yours very affectionately John Holt 

Yes. Write Alphonse and thank him for his letters. I don’t know Mr. Walton. 

 

839-841 31 March 1896 Buxton Hydro J to L 

My Dearest Liz,    Yours of 30th received. Thanks! Also from Winnie and Rosa. Thanks! 

I have spoken to Miss Thomas about your coming and she says if you come she will move 

me into a better room, or if I like she will give us a room in an adjoining house - next door to Dr. 

Armstrong’s, called “the Link” which belongs to the Hydro. I have no doubt you can be 

accommodated if you want to come. If you decide yes - send me a wire tomorrow so that I can 

tell Miss Thomas. Wouldn’t Connie and Rosa also like to come and then what about Stanley? 

I have my usual day - water and bathing. I have not done much walking today the weather is 

so chilly and damp just like being in the clouds and indeed that is just where we are.  

I have a short note from Jot - Jonathan writes me that he has a bit of gout again. I tell him to 

come with you on thursdya and spend the week end with us. I wonder if he will come. Drop over 

and see him tomorrow if you can. If he comes whilst I am here he will have less hesitation in 

coming by himself later on. I wish he would come. Love to all Yours affect John Holt. 

 

842-843 30 March 1896 Buxton J to L 

My Dearest E.B., why don’t you keep that brute of a dog tied up if he will bark and bite 

people? The girls you cannot expect to hear as they have no ears for dogs but where were you 

and the bell at that time of morning? Were you asleep? “Easy sleeps the head without a 

husband to distract” 



I am sorry I was not at the opening of the Wirral[?] railway. I should like to have seen Mr. 

Gladstone again. 

I suppose you are sending my any letters that may come - notices of meetings &c I want to 

know what is going on, and will you please [?] your letters? Your envelopes are so very good 

that they won’t stick without a lot of bother and your letters are liable to come with open flaps. 

We had a good musical evening yesterday - more singing than the previous Sunday. We had 

the “Lost Chood[?]” Jerusalem, Ruth &c &c Nobody has yet sung Nazareth. The lady played a 

piece on the violin and was accompanied by her husband on the piano  

Since Mr. Turner went that young girl Miss Harley has been very attentive to her husband. 

She waits upon him and takes quite a motherly interest in him. Mr. Jackson and her dark haired 

daughter have left. That long thin chap with a dark moustache was quite gone with her. A young 

fellow from Australia sang well a song I have not heard before which I believe is called “Echo” It 

was nice air and he had a good voice and sang it well. I should like to get it if you know it. It is 

for a baritone voice. 

There seems to be plenty of cards in windows so I suppose apartments may be had if Mr. 

Kickson wants them. IF I can be of any use to him let me know. 

Love to everybody and kisses all round. Foot is not so well today as yesterday I think but I 

keep my boots on. I have not however done much walking today. Yours aff. John Holt  

 

844-845 11 April 1897 Halstead House, 63 Shrewbury Road J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I am pleased to hear you are all right and jolly, finding many things to 

interest you. I have no doubt you have all been to church this morning if it was as sunny with 

you as it has been with us up to 2 o’clock. We all went to church this morning. Jot and Robert 

have gone for a long walk this afternoon and left me to the solitude of my little room - not with 

even Gip to keep me company. It has come on dull cold and windy this afternoon - what is 

George thinking of with his hens? If he saw that they were comfortable, free from vermin &c 

they would not run away, but he must use Lamphams for sitting on the half breeds will not make 

good mothers. He has got the fruit trees [?[ you say, but has he replaced the dead ones or 

allowed any more to have the bark eaten off  

There is nothing of consequence to report to you today. Dame Alice goes on very quietly 

with the household duties and no she is able to attend to three of us besides her husband and 

kid, we seem to be managing a pretty large family here with one domestic. On these lines two 

girls should [?] our family, leaving Connie to do nothing. What do you think of Taylor’s letter 

enclosed? Yours affectionately John Holt. 

 

847 28 April 1898 Hotel Victoria, London J to L 

My dear Lizzie, I hope to be with you tomorrow. Will wire you when to meet me. The meeting 

today was very pleasant and satisfactory. Opposition was threatened but when they saw how 

hopeless it was they caved in and accepted MR. Dowall’s proposals with good grace - so I am 

now a Director of the Salt Union - It will give me some work but it will not be of the sort that 

nearly killed me at the African Association. I cannot get a train or I would leave tonight. Mr. 



McArthur has offered any time you are up, to introduce you to his wife and take you to the 

House of Commons. Yours very affectionately John Holt. 

 

 848 May 3 1898 Old Castle Buildings, Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I got here cold and miserable in my feet, all the way. It is a mistake to 

travel in wet boots - I don’t think I am any the worse for it however. People who see me 

congratulate me on my improved health. Today it is beautifully fine and warm. I am sorry to tell 

you that Lady Goldie is dead. I have another letter from Miss Kingsley telling me of it. I am 

writing to Sir George with my sympathy.  

I enclose a little account for you to pay if it be right. 

All is right at home Robert has got a lot of curios from Mr. Deemin which appear to interest 

him. The trap has broken down again and been mended. Accounts seem to be accumulating 

here - It is time you were back to get these paid, or you will be having the bailiff in the home. 

Yours cordially John Holt. 

 

849-850 2 Wexford Road Oxton 26 Aug 1898 J to L 

My Dearest Liz, When I got back from Winsford on Wednesday I was very tired and after 

taking a cup of tea an da little toast I lay down on the sofa and fell asleep. Arthur and Robert 

had been out for a bicycle ride and they had supper together. They took to reading afterwards 

and Arthur left me sleeping whilst Robert went to bed. I had a vivid dream in which you formed 

the chief figure and at 20 to 12 I woke up in a state of mental perturbation. I then went to bed 

and after a short time fell asleep and slept until seven - so I had a good rest. I have been rather 

seedy of late and am not over first rate today - It has been a beautiful day here but is wet 

tonight. Robert will go down to you on Saturday but I shall not be able to do so - I don’t know 

what I shall do but no doubt I shall manage to jog along - I think I should stay at home but that 

Sarah would probably like to be with her own on that day and I shall not prevent her if I can help 

it. Robert will leave by the 10 to 2 train. I am wondering what has been done about poor 

Richardson you don’t refer to him. 

I am sorry you are fearing a relapse - what is the matter with you Liz? When all our children 

were little what a happy cheerful woman you were! I have been always grumpy and pessimistic, 

and you know not how much I have been soothed and fortified for my daily work by your nightly 

welcome. You used to laugh at my fears and remove my scowls by kisses. What a loving, 

patient, sympathetic heart was yours then! And how much my dear brother Jonathan used to 

value you! I know that both he and his wife loved you as a sister ever and that no more welcome 

visitor ever went to his house. If I had gone before him, he would have been the dearest of 

brothers to you not for your sake alone but for mine too. And our children too were ever as his 

own - my heart swells as I think of him and all he was to me. My heart grieves when I think how 

little I have been able to take his place in his own home - I long to see the day when your old 

cheerfulness will be renewed and I hope yet to see the time when we shall be able to look upon 

the past with deep gratitude that it is over and that the misery of it has been the means of 

making us cling more to each other. 

With love to you and all our dear ones. Very affectionately, your husband John Holt. 



  

851-852 Old Castle Buildings Liverpool 14 Sept 1898 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I am glad to hear that your invalid is getting on fairly well. I like your idea 

of getting Father over to the Grange with parrot dog and all. Closing the house - I am afraid the 

old lady will take some time to pull round - It is very kind and good of you to take such an 

interest in them and their arrangements. Seeing what a lot of your own affairs you have to 

attend to. I appreciate anything you can do for her and him. She has been a good wife to him 

and is deserving of every care and kindness we can shew her.  

Don’t mind what Florence says - she has a kind heart and means well, whatever her words 

may apparently imply - you know you have had often to say of me “Its only John you must not 

mind him” well just think the same of her. There’s a good girl. 

Thanks for the cream and milk. Robert gave you the wrong impression as to the good things 

I am living on - excuse more I have been very busy all day and it is very late. I am the last man 

as usual. Yours affect. John Holt 

 

853-854 2 Wexford Road 4 Sept 1898 J to L 

My Dear Liz, Thanks for your last two letters. I am glad to know the strip to Stockwith has 

done you good - I hope today has been a happy and enjoyable one to you without Mrs. And Mr. 

Forrest. Yesterday I took Tom and Elsie for a drive to Herwall and had ten at the Victoria Hotel a 

new place I had not before seen. I spent the evening at home by myself and today a very warm 

day with a cloudless sky and a bright sun I have loafed about and rested all day - I had visitors 

this mornings - Baby Moore who was delighted with the flowers. Mrs. Welsh asked me to go 

over there to dinner but I thought the rest would be better for me, and I can have my own food in 

my own way here, which is an advantage. Sarah is off to see her family so I intend to keep the 

house and rest. I have read Grenfill’s account of his trip to Spain in the Griffin. Full of 

adventures and amusing. Our trip was prosaic compared with his. And I am amazed to find how 

overcharged I have been in Spain as compared with what he had to pay. I am afraid however if 

you had been in some of the cheap places he speaks of you would have had a bad time of it.  

Godfrey ought to write to the Griffin in French. Grenfell would be pleased to hear from one of 

his old boys in French I am sure. Arthur has gone away for a fortnight Haynes is back Jones has 

had a ten on board the Jibba[?] but that is not enough. HE is now giving a dinner on board in 

dock. This is quite a novelty. I suppose I must go even if I dare not eat anything. 

With mud love - kiss the bairns for me. Yours affect John Holt 

 

855-856 11 Sept 1898 2 Wexford Rd J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, [got telegram; old lady coming round good news; but we need to make 

better arrangements for her; find a woman to help them. Talk it over with her. Old man might be 

left alone since his wife is weaker. DIggs called. I said no to Benson’s invitation. Took Tom and 

Emil for a drive. Went to horton water works and then to Rock Ferry.] 

The last two nights I have been of to sleep at 10 - largely caused by indigestion I fear - and 

wake at 5 am. What do you say to that for an early riser?  



[Keeping house for myself today; Emily asked me to dinner but I stayed home; gloomy day.] 

“Eglen told me the other day that his son Douglas was coming home as he does not like Grand 

Canary. These lads don’t stick to a think when they take to it. They have not yet found the 

occupation they delight in. I am thinking of writing to Godfrey after finishing this. I owe him 

several. He will have a lot to tell you about the electrical house at Geneva being burnt. With 

much love… 

 

857-858 10 May 1899 J to L Liverpool Princes Buildings 

My Dearest Lizzie, I opened Miss Kingsley’s letter before I was sure it was not for me - her 

enclosure I have kept and will send back to her. The Mrs. Green is wife of the late Revd. Green 

(the historian) and is herself a great woman in the literary world. If you can manage it, I should 

like much to have her stay with us. I feel sure she will be a very interesting visitor. 

We had a heavy thunderstorm yesterday. 

I went up to have a talk with Mary after dinner in the nursery but the sofa overcame me and I 

slept until 10:30 then went to bed and slept on until 7 am. So you may assume my digestion 

was good. I was thankful for the sleep which came as a pleasant change from the monotony of 

wakeful nights caused by indigestion.  

[It is warm; please ask Mr. Taylor to come in on Saturday as I shall have to be back again 

Monday; I have a lot of work…] JH 

 

861-862 June 30 1899 PARIS the Normandy Hotel, J to : 

My Dearest Lizzie, We got here all right at 7 am today - had  a fine passage across channel. 

I slept as well as could be expected and that of course was not much. When we got to this Hotel 

we went to bed. I until 9 o’clock and Arthur fast asleep until after ten. We have been about a 

good deal today over this Concession affair and tomorrow we are to go to see M. Binger at the 

Colonial Office. Sarah Bernhardt cross with us and I saw her leaving this morning. She is a tall 

thin woman with red hair and dark eyes. This hotel is full of Yankees. One of the girls in front of 

me as I write has a poem of a dress on her - Pink with very faint traces of white bottom trimmed 

with three brown bars 3 [?] wide with frills between, also 3 [?] apart - down the centre of the 

brown bar is a white lace one inch wide. The whole of the bodice and arms is a repetition of this 

pattern. The whole effect is striking and attractive. I am as bad as any woman you will say - but I 

am only talking or thinking of the dress - not of the face and head above it. Fair hair and whtie 

dress go well together in another girl I see a scarlet and white small lines pattern silk dress also 

looks pretty. These Yankees old and young have the usual display of jewellery. I don’t know 

when we shall get away from this but I hardly think it will be before Sunday - I hope tomorrow 

may be a fine day for you - with much love to you all yours affect JH 

 

 

859-860 July 2, 1899 PARIS the Normandy Hotel, Rude de L’Echelle, Avenue de l’Opera, J 

to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, we have had a cold blowy rainy day here, but Arthur and I have made the 

most of it. We had a good sleep to begin with. We got our coffee and bread by 9:30 and shortly 



after 10 we started for the Latin Quarter and spent the whole of the day up to five o’clock having 

a look at Geneviève ST. Sulpice, Notre Dame, the Luxembourg galleries of Sculpture and 

painting and the Luxembourg Gardens which are very fine. We had rather a long stay at St 

Sulpice listening to the music which was very good. At Geneviève the music also was very fine 

and the service interesting. A number of girls were there all dressed in white for confirmation 

and in both churches a lot of girls connected with some charities. The worst part of these 

services was that the people took no part in it. There they sat or kneeled like a lot of 

automatons. We also went to the Pantheon, a vast and wonderful building in Corinthian style, 

made for architectural and artistic purposes I should suppose as I see no other use for it. [More 

discussion of paintings etc] 

…We then went by boat down to the Place de la Concorde and took a voiture to the Bois de 

Boulogne and back to the Tuileries gardens and then walked through them to this hotel to 

dinner and now I am recording it all after dinner, for want of better occupation. This place is full 

of Yankee women and some of them have been doing the grand today in their [? Letter ends 

here] 

 

863-865 15 Sept 1899 Liverpool Princes Building J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, you seem to have had a fine time of it at Burton with the old man. I am 

glad to hear his wife is better…  

Thank you much for your kind sympathy. Time indeed has assuaged the bitterness of the 

first loss, but the weight of it is ever present, not yearly, but daily, in spite of other cares and 

worries innumerable and in spite of work and other thoughts of diverse kinds. Yet the joy of the 

past is also ever present. The old associations, the common ideas and aims, the oneness of 

thought and work, the perfect trust the loyalty and love. Thank God - Thank God for it all, in 

spite of deepest sorrow and saddest memories.  

I am full of work of all sorts - Trying to run this thing alone and to teach others to get into my 

head and see my methods of working. 

On Monday I have to meet the mulassy[?] Water Committee in the morning and in the 

afternoon I am engaged to meet the Manchester and Liverpool Chambers about this Cardew 

Affair.  

Miss Kingsley is as enraged and anxious about it as if she were one of us, with large 

interests at stake. 

Robert will be going to you tomorrow by the 12 o’clock train due about 3:30 (I think) at Brigg. 

With love, and the expectation of seeing you early in the week, Yours affect JH 

 

 

866-868 22 April 1900 Oxton J to L (“to my wife at Broughton Grange) 

My dearest Liz, It is just as fine here as with you. I had a run with Jot and Arthur on bikes to 

Eastham yesterday afternoon and round to Hamilton[?] where we had tea and got home about 9 

pm. Smoked and chatted up to 1 am. It was quite hot in the afternoon but cool at night. We met 

a great number out on bikes and saw a good deal of spooning between bikers - I had no idea 

that this exercise could be so readily adapted to that art. 



I am pleased to see you are looking out for a suitable housekeeper for the old folks…I will 

pay anything that may be necessary for their comfort and am thankful to you… If Stanley is 

bothering you, send him here and I will give him something to do - I should like you to find out if 

he has in his mind any idea of what he would like to make the work of his life so that we may 

endeavour to give him the necessary training. I don’t know what the Nelligan[?] school is for 

apart from farming. What will his training lead to? I am afraid he likes play better than work. 

I need not remind you that tomorrow is the anniversary of our dear baby’s birthday - Both 

our hearts will often be occupied with thoughts of our loved one during the day, I am sure. If love 

could have saved his earthly life, he would not have died. But alas! Human love cannot save 

human life or we might sorrow less - Bless God for the loving memory we entertain of the dear 

child. 

My love to the children with you. I hope they are all conducting themselves so as to show 

you how much they value all your goodness to them, and how much they wish to make your 

holiday a peaceful and happy one.  

I am sure Winnie and Rosa will be happy with their birds and nests and flowers- let them fill 

their young hearts with joy over these beautiful innocent and most interesting things. Yours very 

affectionately John Holt 

 

869-871 Liverpool 12 May 1900 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Robert and I are full of this Niger and Lagos mail work and we could not 

come today. Jot will not go because it is so wet so as you have not received any telegram you 

will not expect anybody - I am glad you found so much to enjoy at stock with and I quite like the 

idea of your gift to Misterton Church as a souvenir of our wedding there. It is very appropriate 

after 25 years and indicates that you do not rue that day yet. 

I feel greatly shocked today. Angus tells me that Mortimer who on Wed last was apparently 

as well as I am, is dead. Died suddenly at the Grand Hotel London… I believe he liked me - 

Almost the last thing he said to me unasked was “If you are going into the Nier I will join you if 

you like” “Just let me know and I will go with you into anything you are going to start” How little 

he or I thought of death…  and yet he knew the serious nature of his complain for he had 

privately confided to me what it was and no doubt thoroughly understood the seriousness of it. 

Poor fellow! It was the same thing that carried off my ever dear brother - and strange to say in 

both cases we had shortly before the sad event, interviews which brought laughter and joy to 

us…. 

 

872-874 Liverpool 29 May 1900 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, we got home all right yesterday and set to work up to 7 pm took Mr. 

Glov[?] over with us for the night. He votes to Porto Novo as our agent by the “Bornow” 

tomorrow. To  night Jot is bringing his Brass agent Backhouse over.  

Tell Winnie I was too late to get the Punch[?] I intended to buy for her. I am so sorry. If I 

want to buy the lot now I shall have to pay 20 for them and shall need a book case to put them 

in. I haven’t had time yet to write Mrs. Green, but I have written Mr. Morel and W. Wyatt. 



[Death of Michael AShbridge, he was with G.P. Ditchfield the man who engaged Holt for 

Africa, and they seem to have died the same day according to the death notices in the Liverpool 

papers…. 

 

875-877 Liverpool June 6 1900 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, What a day of bad news this is! First came that of our dear good friend 

Miss Kingsley - one of the greatest women we have ever known. Indeed I have never known her 

equal in general ability sound common sense and indefatigable labour. How she hated cant and 

saw through all the shams of people! And she is gone - the fearless one - so brave, so gentle, 

so unaffected and yet far above us all in knowledge and ability - Died too I have no doubt as a 

result of nursing those poor Boers in hospital. There was a world-wide love - white and black - 

and she was just honest and true. May God for ever bless her - we shall never see her like or 

equal in our time again. 

Then there is poor Alf Tomlinson the young the brave fallen for us at Lindley - another victim 

of this horrible war which has claimed our noblest and our bravest. And he went forth from us 

with a light heart - so full of hope and life - Now he lies buried in an African grave and Father 

and Mother will follow him soon - Broken-hearted. I should think he will have gone with 

Matheson[?0 to relieve the troops which the Boers had surrounded at Lindley. Poor Alf! What 

can give him back that priceless possession - life? What is British suzerainty now to him? What 

will compensate him for the sacrifice he has made? Not all the gratitude of his fellow 

countrymen, nor all the mania and shouts and parading which are going on in our streets today 

over Pretoria. He will be unknown to any but a few sore hearts. What can compensate his family 

for this great loss to them? Yet we make war daily all over the world as if it were a light thing. 

One may well ask what is there on this earth worth losing one’s life for?  

It is a wretched day for me. I am greatly upset by this bad news. Love to you. Yours 

affectionately John Holt. 

 

878-879 8 June 1900 Liverpool Princes Building J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, The horse is just about the same height as “Fanny” Cooper says.  

I hear that one of the Johnsons of [?] is wounded and the other is in hospital. Our 

Lincolnshire lads have not luck with them. 

I enclose letters which will interest you. I feel very much the death of Miss K. She was a 

wonderful woman and her energies were ever directed to the remedy of wrong - her sympathies 

were on the side of the black and for those who had no other to voice their woes and wrongs - a 

staunch advocate for human rights. West Africa has lost her ablest and best friend. 

Poor old Diggs is down ill… John Holt 

 

880-882 15 june 1900 Hotel Metropole London, J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, When I got here I found Huellin had been to meet me at Euston Station 

but had missed me there. He was in full dress and with Agnar and a lot of others was dining at 

the Cafe Royal. So I went just as I was not to dinner but to sit and chat with them over their 

dinner. I should think it was 10 o’clock before they and finished - four of us then went to the 



House of Commons where Mr. Pease[?] M.P. For I think Darlington got us good places where 

we listened to Sir John Gost Lloyd George and others over the education grant at 12 pm there 

was a division of the House and we cleared out and then home to grog and bed at two. 

Today they have all gone to Ascot races. They wanted me to join them but I preferred shop 

shop shop to all their Ascot foolery. They were to have been here by 5:30 to go to the Colonial 

Office but it is 7 pm and they are not yet here. I have been 2 hours with Mrs. Green this 

afternoon - she has a nice house, and seems in very comfortable circumstances - she feels 

greatly the loss of Miss Kingsley. She read me her last letter and it was most touching. She 

gives a terrible description of the condition the Boers were in and how she and two others were 

wrestling with death and disease. She felt how unequal she was for such a heavy job and 

evidently had doubts in her own mind as to whether she would not fall a victim. She thanked 

Mrs. Green for all her great kindness to her in London. A message evidently inspired because of 

the dangerous post and the fear as to what might happen to her. I gave MRs. G your kind 

regards and said you would be pleased to see her whenever it might be a convenience or 

pleasure to stay with us. She ended by offering me a room in her house whenever I came to 

town. I hope to leave tomorrow but will wire you when I do - yours affectionately John Holt 

 

883-884 Halstead House Wexford Oxton 26 Aug 1900 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Yesterday afternoon I took Dr. Nassau to see our old friend Diggs who I 

had for a long time past been wishing to see…[Watts there too and Willie Thompson, his wife 

and family. Had tea with Mrs. Davis presiding. Think what our old friend has been through re. 

Domestic sorrow!] “So sensitive is he to his personal appearance that he will now never go 

outside the house. And he is 80 years of age - a physical wonder considering his life in Africa 

and the sorrow he has endured and is even now enduring - brave old chap! [Letter ends here] 

 

885-886 24 Aug 1901 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Your beef is no doubt very attractive. But here I am anchored - Grandad 

had better find the cash if the non receipt of cheque to Toyne Brothers him [?] 

It is a good thing for people to be reminded of the pickle they would be in if for any reason 

the regular flow of cash should be disturbed. As for Toyne he will find it stop altogether some 

day if the fan does not give better results… 

You ask why one was not sent. I wonder! You better have asked Jot that. But how can you 

expect a man to think upon so trivial a matter as other men’s stomachs when he is sporting his 

girl about all over the country?… [the old man better settle the money his wife left or else there 

will be trouble when he’s gone. He can’t legally claim it yet should settle it on his daughter or get 

an annuity with it.]… robert goes to see you. This old steamer is not yet away and is now stuck 

until Sunday…. [More bike rides with Jot; he’s stiff this morning and can’t digest lunch; went to 

church] etc 

 

887-888 21 April 1901 Halstead House 2 Wexford Rd. Oxton J to L My dearest Mams, 

How am I? A 1. I had a bad day of it yesterday and last night but am feeling better today 

although this foot is a good deal smaller and the sting has gone into the joint. Mary and 



Margeret are giving me every attention. The latter was up with hot water for me at 6 am. She 

has gone to Neston[?] for the afternoon. 

Mr. Welsh came in last night but I could not talk much with him. Mrs. Welsh is in Scotland 

nursing her brother who is ill. Robert moves about the house in an unsettled objectless sort of 

way - with an occasional fling at the piano. Blight was in to see him last night and again today. It 

is a glorious sunny warm day - quite out of harmony with my miserable plight. I had intended to 

send for the Doctor if I had not been better today, but last night I sent for belladonna and blue 

pills. I think the first eased the pain and the latter with Kitnow[?] today should help on the cure. I 

am afraid it will be some time before I can use my foot. 

I hope Connie did not half kid herself before she took the train. I fear Jot will be overtaxing 

Stanley’s strength. It is very foolish to overdo this violent excerise. The internal organs are liable 

to serious injury by such over exertion. I am glad to find there is much to interest you in the 

place and I hope the change will be beneficial to you all in every way. Yours affectionately JH 

 

890-891 Liverpool 26 August 1901 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Robert brought me your letter. [Windy day; steamer Minnie not got out 

yet;] “Jones wants me to go to Dinner tonight and he will accept me as I stand because I have 

no time to go home to dress. I have written Pinkett to come and spend a couple of hours with 

me on Tuesday night but I doubt if he will face the distance to Wexford Road for so short a time. 

Why did not his wife come with him a day sooner? People will talk a lot more if Jot goes away 

with nothing but his girl in his head and is utterly oblivious to the wants of anyone relying upon 

him while away. I don’t know when I can get away - I feel inclined to take the first boat 

somewhere no matter how  much I may be wanted here.  

 …Robert takes his mail home and will want me to digest it when I get over this dinner 

tonight. The Liberians are there and De Ville is going. Love to you all Yours affectionately John 

Holt 

 

892-893 29 Aug 1901 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Robert has decided to come with me on Saturday for a trip by the 

“Nigeria”. I hope it will be pleasant weather. If anything like what we have been having it will be 

a terrible experience. After all the blowing however we ought to have something fine. 

…I enclose you letter from Godfrey so that you can see what is in his mind. He is wanting to 

do the big man in Hamburg. I am not sure it would not have been better to have put him with 

somebody who would not have had him to his house and put big notions in his head. I think Jot 

will go to you on Saturday I have nothing fresh to relate here. With love to you all Yours affect 

John Holt 

 

894 Sept 10 1901 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I went to the dinner last night where we had the usual eating drinking 

smoking and talking until 11:30 pm. Got home at midnight of course. Dr Blyden gave us a good 

lecture on West Africa in the Afternoon when much to my surprise Mrs. Green made her 

appearance. She had written me saying she was coming but her letter was waiting my arrival at 



home. She held a meeting with about a dozen Africans after the lecture, when she discussed 

with them their views on the African Society and its aims and objects. She would be leaving for 

London by the six train. 

Jones much to my surprise told me you had written him end of last week. He expected I 

knew about it, and I felt somewhat embarrassed in my reply. However there must have been 

something in it worth remembering as he remarked it had been constantly in his mind the last 

three days. All well here - much love to you all. Yours affectionately John Holt. 

 

895 Liverpool 12 Sept 1901 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Are you replying to Jimmy chapman’s people? I never thanked Jones for 

your bracelet that I know of - I shall have to pay him twice its value in some way. Thanks for the 

paper. To night I am having Blaize Dr. Blyden and Mr. King - all three negroes - up to dinner in 

a quiet way - I wish you had seen Blyden. He is a wonderful Blackman. I asked De Ville (Morel) 

to come but he could not. I have written Jones about the proposed Africa Council and I feel sure 

he will send my letter on to Mr. Chamberlain privately. 

He is very thick with J.C. Just now. I get to see a bit of the correspondence but am not 

shown all.  

Jot is away in Manchester to-day. I should like to get back to you if I can - tomorrow -but 

doubt if I shall be able - I have got a long yarn from Mrs. Green to answer so excuse more…JH 

 

902-904 Aug 25 1902 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, It is not that business is so attractive to me but what am I to do? Haynes 

is away marrying - Robert holidaying - Bett the same. My brother with a cold and at the best 

uncertain. If I don’t stop here the concern will be without pilot or mate. 

I had a quiet time of it yesterday. A fine bright day - I had a ride on my bike in the afternoon, 

and got back at seven. Jot is away with his girl, and you had all the rest. I don’t envy you all the 

worry and bother of providing for and looking after so many people. Where does the rest come 

in?  

I said little to Stanley about his failure. It will do no good, but I feel much disappointed for his 

sake, because I don’t know what to make of him - If he has not health nor ability what can he be 

put to that will interest him without injuring  him? He is not I fear constitutionally fit for any hard 

work, mental and if so, what can he do worth doing? A lawyer must not only have brains, but 

have the strength to use them. He is of average intelligence but nervously weak. We cannot 

alter his make, but a course of gymnastics would help to shapen him and might improve his 

physical development.  

… JH 

 

898-899 29 Aug 1902 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie,  [hot here; good for your harvesting; hope it won’t burn cabbages that 

Toyne possibly planted] “Ancell seems much interested in the work of the farm - he is full of 

suggestions and most helpful to me. I never ever hear from him. Isn’t it encouraging to one to go 

on spending so much money as I am doing on the chap? If he had been brought up as a farm 



hand I should have had a man full of ideas and a looking forward to the time when he would be 

able to manage the affair. It would have been his prize. But as it is we have this pampered child 

of fortune who is stalking about with his pipe and his leggings, thinking of nothing but riding and 

playing and blarneying about anything and everything but what will give him a future. I 

sometimes wonder if we are not doing the very worst possible for them all by inducing these 

ideas which seem to me to engender incompetency. They have no struggle, therefore there is 

neither mental nor physical energy or exertion. 

I don’t wonder at your wanting to get away for a little peace. You might just as well have 

been here if rest was your object. 

[Mary going up today to travel with you to Gainsboro; I’m busy and can’t get away; Tom has 

asthma; I have meetings Mon and Tues; our Lagos agent also due to arrive; having planks cut 

up for you] … JH 

 

896-897 23 Sept 1902 J to L  

My Dearest Lizzie, Here I am in a quandary again. I had better stopped with you for a week 

or more to have been out of it. It is a bad thing to get to know people who may one day want 

you to help them. I have too many outsiders I have to help whilst those with natural claims on 

me are neglected. So far the prelude - now to business. 

Mrs. Mortimore and her daughter Lucy have been here for an hour wanting me to go 

security with another for 1,000 to be paid by Lucy at 200 a year for 5 years. Miss Hillditch[?] is 

going to retire and wants to sell her business - she asks 1,000 goodwill which is what she paid 

for it when she bought it and Lucy says the connection has improved much since then. I 

suggested that they should go to their relations for guarantors, but there is evidently some real 

or simulated differences between them which makes them somewhat bitter. [He thinks its not a 

bad investment] 

…I am finding out that I get no thanks for anything I do, and am apt to find myself looked 

upon as anything but a friend because I won’t do more. The less one does for people the fewer 

claims he will have, and the better he will be thought of, for gratitude is indeed a sense of 

favours to come, not of favours received. [What should I do?]… 

 

900-901 Sept 24 1902 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Why bother about writing to me when you have so many other things to 

tire you - mind and body?  

[Stuff about the Blenheim apples and birds eating them; something about wretched school 

privies and Mr Wyatt; sacking sanitation officer necessary; “No wonder that Broughton is a 

hotbed of diseases if the sanitary officer allows the schools to be in such a state.” [Wyatt should 

make a bunch of improvements - listed all here accompanied by a rant. Let him know I said so] 

 

 

DSC05025 1-3 of NOV 10 FILE Oxton, 25 January 1903, J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Thanks many for your post card and letter. I have also had a p.c. From 

Dossie saying she is back at school and feeling jolly. She ought to feel greatly flattered by 



receiving such a formidable company at the station to see her off. I went with Robert and Goff to 

the Queens Hall last night. The audience had doubled since the previous Saturday, so I hope 

each week will see an improvement.Mr. Councillor Dodo[?] takes the Chair next Saturday - I tell 

them they must have greater variety. I wish Miss Powles would take one night. Could you get 

her do you think?  

It has been a lovely day here today. But windy. Robert is not so well his throat is troubling 

him. Godfrey went to London by the 4 pm train today. 

I hope your little change will do you good. You have not been up to work lately I fear. You 

seem tired working sometimes. You want rest, but I fear you do not get that when you go out 

visiting. Your plan would be to hand over your house duties here to Connie entirely for a week 

or two and just act as if you were a visitor - and she would get practice at home keeping. She 

has been bread baking for a change and I am told has made some good loaves. 

Remember me very kindly to Mrs. Taylor and Miss Taylor (her daughter) and to her sister in 

law. Accept my love to you and Winnie dear. Yours very affectionately John Holt. 

 

DSC05828 4-5 Paris 20 June 1903 Grand Hotel Terminus, Gare St. Lazare, J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I got here on Friday and on Saturday I was at it all day with these 

Concession people and the lawyer. Yesterday was a cold wet day and after ll the talk we went 

at night to a variety place called the Martigny, a very big theatre in the Champs Elysees. A wort 

of Empire, but bigger and with an outside gallery with seats and tables after the style of the 

boulevards. The thing was well done. They did some wonderful things on single wheels - both 

sexed - Imagine racing round the stage on one wheel each playing a musical instrument. On 

bicycles they performed some wonderful tricks, going round and round on the back wheel with 

the front wheel at least a foot from the ground - going backwards on one wheel - and carrying a 

boy standing with his head on the head of the performer on the bicycle - We called at a cafe 

near the Madeline which was crowded with all sorts of people at 12:30. We got to the Hotel 

soon after. Today we have been for a walk to the Arc de Triomph [sic], climbed to the top 277 

steps and had a splendid view of Paris. We then took the underground electric and went round 

the city to the Palais Royal Station and then on here for lunch at 12:30. We have been all the 

afternoon in the Hotel. Outside it is dull cold and windy but people are flying about everywhere 

in all sorts of vehicles. 

I do not expect to be able to leave before Tuesday night - and if then I hope to reach home 

by Wednesday night. I shall call at the Euston Hotel for my letters. You may write me there. With 

love to you and ours, very affectionately, John Holt. 

 

DSC05851 6-7 Liverpool, 26 August 1903, J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I went to London with Mr. Cookson yesterday by the 8 am train and 

returned by the 5:30 pm train same day. That was not bad for two old chaps. We cannot see Mr. 

Binger in paris until after the 7th September as he is on holiday-making somewhere. I hear 

Connie is at our house today. I find two great big packings in the box room upstairs which never 

ought to have been there. They ought to have been packed in the cellar if we care anything for 

our own house. 



Ancell must get something to do - I don’t mind paying anything to obtain proficiency in what 

he is aiming for, but he cannot be allowed to hang about doing nothing as he has not the pretext 

of ill health, as Godfrey has or had. If he is well he ought to be shifting for himself into 

something. I don’t care what it is so long as it is honest work, but I will not have him loafing 

about at home doing nothing but fooling about it may be, when I am once convinced that he is 

quite fit for work.  

I see you have had a trip to Buxton which I hope you enjoyed - Mr. Johnstone would I feel 

sure be glad to see you. I wonder why the Fockerly school has been closed and how the 

children of the village are being educated. 

I don’t know what train we can come by on Saturday - all the others can go by the 1:35 but 

Robert and I and perhaps John may be here late on that day as we have a Niger steamer we 

are sending off on Saturday and we must complete our invoices and letters for her. I did not 

know Jot and Olive were going to you on Friday. I don’t think they have got their house fitted up 

yet.  

I am coughing badly with a sore throat. Have been to see the Doctor and he is giving me 

some saline mixture for the nostrils. Have given up smoking thinking that it might have 

something to do with the throat. But I am full of cold and sneezes coughs &c. Yours 

affectionately John Holt. 

 

DSC05834 8-9 Liverpool 3 Sept 1903 John to Lizzie 

My Dearest Lizzie, I have a letter form Jot giving an account of his doings in London where 

the weather is very hot. They seem to be doing a good deal of sight-seeing. 

Yesterday was a terribly wet day here. It rained the whole day. Today is fine but showery. I 

have been thinking over what you said about Miss Mather’s behaviour the other day. The less 

said about such things - the better. It only breeds mischief. It is better to think only and keep 

one’s tongue quiet as no good can come of it and much evil may result. The children will talk in 

a similar way and tittle tattle will go on all round. After all these are very small things, and should 

not even disturb us, who have many weighty things of our own to consider carefully, and much 

work to attend to - Thank God! 

Jones is away at Southampton and wants me to go there to lunch and send off a Congo 

expedition in connection with our Tropical School, but I cannot go. 

The “Ella” got away on Saturday afternoon for the Niger all right.  

The “Garthorpe” arrived at Brass one day before the halted so I won my bet with Robert and 

promptly got it. 

Sir Harry Johnston is going to try to get into Parliament as liberal member for Rochester. 

I hope you are all well and happy. Don’t let your boys go shooting all over the place or we 

shall have no birds later on. Just tell them to keep quiet with their guns, so that the birds may 

come to our land to feed. As soon as the crops are taken in bushes[?] should be stuck up so as 

to prevent the poachers netting the birds. Yours affectionately John Holt. 

 

DSC05836 10-12 Liverpool 2 October 1903 J to L 



  My Dearest Lizzie, I was within 15 minutes of railway departure when I wrote you my last 

letter so you should thank me for not going away without saying farewell. 

I saw Johnston yesterday and took Dr. Zimmerman to lunch. He is going to Brussels - told 

him of Jot’s marriage of which to my surprise he never heard before - met Daisy Wright in 

Regent Street - there for a fortnight. 

Have to be at Alderley Edge on Thursday night. All Friday in Manchester with Lugard and 

Cotton. Dining with Duke of Marlborough on Friday night at Midland Hotel so how I am to put 

any time in at Broughton I don’t know.  

I am really very sorry to hear about George Spilman being laid up - If I had known how he 

was I would have gone to see him last Sunday. 

I hope toe ee you by the 5:50 PM train tomorrow. I can get to Brigg now at that time if I leave 

here at 230. Hurrah! Yours affect JH 

 

 

DSC05839 15 Aug 1904 Liverpool J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, I did not know that Kurt had left until I got to Southampton when I found 

he had left by the “Alexander Wmn” a few hours before I arrived. I spent Sat up to 3 o’clock with 

my Hamburg friends and at 5 o’clock went to London where I occupied my time by strolling all 

over the place including the embankment Westminster &c until 11 o’clock when I got back to the 

Euston Hotel and recovered my long lost nightshirt. I was not back in London early enough to 

catch the 5:30 train so could not get home that night. I therefore decided to stay all day 

(Sunday) in London. I went to see two places I much desired to see - first the Foundling Hospital 

- second the Wallace collection. I went to the 11 o’clock service at the former, saw all the 

children some 300 or more of them (they have 500 but the babies are housed in families in the 

country). It was an affecting sight to see all those homeless children. I went all over the place 

and was deeply interested. But how well they all looked! I am told most of the boys go into the 

army and the girls into service. Their dinner was cold meat, hot boiled potatoes with skins on - a 

kind of plum yorkshire pudding five green gage plums as dessert and a mug of water each. 

Handel and Hogarth were much interested in this home. The singing was good although there 

were only six voices (I should think professionals) the organ is the one that Handel played upon 

- Church was well attended… [then more on Wallace, then his train delayed, couldn’t get a 

dining car seat, got to Lyme st too late and couldn’t go over the water so he stayed at North 

Western Hotel for the night.]… 

I am glad to hear you are getting rid of your many visitors. You get too many people at a 

time there. Why haven’t you cleared Godfrey away?  

… I believe everything is going on right at home. I am drilling that silly cook into the use of 

stove and how to clean them. Mary I see has got a girl to attend to her. I am thinking they must 

all be overdone with work now that there is nobody to cook for or s[?} for but themselves. 

What is to be done with your sisters? They think that by putting their money in the 

form of an annuity to each they will have as much to live upon as they had before Robert 

collapsed but they are calculating that John is going to continue his help. I wish I could 

have the same hope that they possess. Why have not these good women tried to earn a 



living? They would have freed themselves from manyc ares in their old age if they had. 

But would they? They would probably have given their money to their brothers to keep 

them in an unprofitable business. How lightly some of us regard money which others are 

so badly in need of. What a lot of people one knows who would be thankful for a little 

help! 

Love to Dossie, Winnie and much to my dear old lass - Yours very affectionately John Holt 

 

DSC05841 Liverpool 15 Sept 1904 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, I see you are very busy everyday this week. Full of engagements. Going 

in circles all the time. Fanny I think is the wisest of you all. She stops at home and enjoys 

herself in quietude and peace. “Be quiet sweet girl, Let those who will be gay” 

God bless you for putting those dahlias on that resting place of eternal silence and mystery. 

That soil is very dear and every year the past with all its love and beauty as well as its awful 

darkness and heart-rending misery is vividly present to my mind on the 14th day of September. 

The awful agony of that day has passed away and the blessing of a priceless possession 

remains in one’s memory of all that is great and prized in human souls. Love, loyalty, fidelity, 

oneness of heart and mind, without envy, jealousy, or any mean mixture of one’s nature to 

lessen the value of the gift.  

Dr Nassau walked in today, looking thin and with a cold on him - he is going to be here this 

week and next, and I have told him to come to us whenever he likes, and whenever it may suit 

him. He says his Mary is still at school and will be for a year longer. He is off to see a Doctor this 

afternoon…[don’t worry about entertaining him - “He is not a man who needs anyone to 

entertain him if he is given a book to read.”].. 

 

DSC05843 5 September 1907 Liverpool J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, How are you getting on? Haven’t heard a word from any of you since I 

left. Jot Olive and Con send me glowing accounts of what they have seen south where they tell 

us we must go - in the meantime I send you a post card of troops to Portugal Spain &c I tell 

Robert he ought to go for a fortnight on some such a trip. He is not well although better than he 

was last week.  

Will you tell Ancell that I am ordering 12 iron water pipes 6 inches diameter and about 9 feet 

4 inches high - of course if too long he can cut a bit off. He has made such a hash of it by telling 

Lamming who told somebody else who made a mess of it that I thought I had better do it myself. 

But if he had had go and grit in him he would not have botched the thing like this and I should 

not have been bothered what would he do if I were not here? I am off to a Congo meeting 

tonight Morel has got back all the better for his rest.  

We have had cold wet weather since I left you and last night it was particularly cold. In 

Scotland the hills are covered with snow. Today it is fine this afternoon Morel been in to see me. 

He looks much better for the rest… JH 

 

DSC05845 Liverpool Sept 11 1907 J to L 



My Dearest Lizzie, I have plenty to do and to think about here - what am I to say to these 

people who write one at Brompton? It all involves thought and writing. I chafe and worry over 

this empty office, so many people out of it holiday making and so much to be done. Robert 

ought to be with you but Tommy Welsh has gone away and Dick Bett is off too and he has to 

attend to both affairs. Poor lad - he really needs a rest and change more than any of them. 

Glorious weather you say - yes so it is here and I am very thankful as it will enable people to 

rapidly harvest their crops - am afraid potatoes are going to be a bad spec this year - Ancell had 

better be after Wright’s farm without delay if it is a good one and he really wants a farm and will 

really work it. Not look at it and let other people be his masters and be afraid to do anything lest 

he should offend their sensibilities.  

A Captain to be able to command must understand his business as well as his subordinate - 

a cook is master of her Mistress if the latter is unable to do the cooking in case of need. Don’t 

drive Aunt Fanny away - if Robert should come you could make up a bed in Stanley’s room for a 

day or two until Fanny left. I shall try to come again this week and because of the weather and 

for other reasons - besides the following week I may be prevented leaving - Have invitations for 

garden party at Oaklands on Saturday 21 Sept and for river trip and visit to the SS Campania on 

Friday the 20th. Self and lady - I shall probably go to see the Campania but not to Oaklands - am 

not sure that Jones would care to see me there. 

Love to those who love from very very affectionately John Holt 

 

DSC05847 Liverpool 19 Sept 1907 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, glad to hear you are enjoying yourselves I have avoided all the things 

going on here this week but have promised to take the Chair at the meeting at the Tropical 

exhibition and introduce Lord Latham who will be the Chief speaker. They have also put me 

down to speak at the Birkenhead Town’s Meeting on the 3rd october when Lord Monkerrell Morel 

and his wife and Harris (possibly his wife too) will stay with me. I can do with them all well 

enough without troubling you to come. On the 9th October I shall have to be in London and may 

have to go there late on the 8th to be ready for earl on the 9th or stay the 9th and 10th in London 

going from here by early train on the 9th. I was hoping to have got a week with you but it does 

not look like it. You are having lovely weather now. Love to all yours very affectionately John 

Hol.t 

 

 

  

 

754-55 21 July 1909 Euston Hotel London J to L  

My dearest Lizzie, Love to you. Love to “Bless him” Thanks for your letter - you must tell me 

all about what you saw at Conway when we meet. Today has been warm but dull here. I have 

seen Morel and Harris -am going to the Temple at noon tomorrow to hear Campbell on Congo 

Reform and then to lunch with Morel and his wife. Harris is coming to breakfast in the morning. 

Have attended the Niger Cos. meeting today - seen Mr. Miller at Lloyd’s and spent three hours 

with Sir Wm Geary and Alsop - Have a headache and aim taking Emmerson’s Bromide - so 



there you have all the news in a nutshell. I find [Seely?] too full of these engagements with 

South Africans to be able to make an appointment this week, so I am disappointed. Alsop was 

at the Hosue of Commons until 1:30 a.m. - He wants me to go there to-night but I am not well 

enough to go. I intend to be there tomorrow night if the Foreign Office vote comes on. London 

seems greatly excited about the men-of-war. The streets about the embankment are crowded. 

Yours affectly John Holt 

 

DSC05848 Liverpool 3 October 1909 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, you do all you can for your poor brother and his dying wife. I am entirely 

in sympathy with you - Am glad to hear that Mr. Wyatt is improving. What is the matter with 

Ancell? He is not strong. The colds he gets seem to take a big hold on him. I enclose a cheque 

for your brother Robert. I forget his address. I generally get a letter from him upon which I rely in 

order to send it correctly.  

We are all right at home for the evening. I have no idea what sort of a meeting we shall have 

or what I am to say - I have prepared nothing and Morel tells me he is in the same fix - up to the 

eyes in work and no time to think over what he is to say. Called on the Canon this morning but 

he cannot come to dinner. He is disturbed about Homes - the mortgage is too heavy for him and 

he does not quite know where he is in it. I tell him Mr. Muir who got him into that hole should be 

the man to get him out of it. With much love to all… 

 

DSC05850 Liverpool 16 Jan 1908 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your note. Frost has all gone and today it has been very rainy 

- Connie Mary and Jack called in on their way to the carving[?] lesson. Glad to hear you have 

lots of work to do - it is a good thing. It keeps you from bothering your head about many things. 

The palm oil was right enough but she needn’t have put the rice in the dish with it. Pork is right 

in small quantitates but why bother your head about Godfrey and his share &c &c? Have you to 

think and worry over whether one or the other gets a thing? Teach your children to be unselfish 

and self-reliant if you want them to become men and women. You never heard me whisper 

about what my parents gave me or gave my brothers. They might give what they liked I always 

said. It was theirs - not mine. I had much to thank them for in any case. Glad you are giving your 

mind to poultry. If any doubt about your roosters why not get some from another man? We need 

not go to Berry always - tell Ancell to give up muddling his head with tobacco smoke and look 

into this fowl business for you. 

I enclose letters from Robert and Emma. I have told them to keep cool and let me know 

what they want, but I will not let you touch a penny of your money as who knows whether you 

may not need it all yourself someday just as much as they do now? It is a sad affair - I have told 

that that John ought to make an assignment to a trustee in order to protect all his creditors to 

whom he owes a duty just as much as to the Bank which has issued a writ against him. Yours 

very affectionately John Holt.. 

 

DSC05852 21 January 1908 J to L 



My Dearest Lizzie, Many thanks for your note - You have no idea what a miserable dark cold 

foggy day we have had here. As a contrast we have had a splendid meeting of the Executive 

Committee of the Congo   

Reform Association we never had such a meeting and we have passed a number of strong 

resolutions on the congo which you will see in the paper tomorrow - it will cause wild ravings in 

Belgium and will make history in our own country. I had a chat with sir Charles Dilke and Mr. 

Bennett who are wiring in the House of Commons. I also spoke to Col. Stoppard Mr. Swanzy 

Mr. Buxton and Mr. Spender the editor of the Westminster Gazette. Canon Scott Holland was 

there, Mr. Scott Lidgett, Mr. Law and other distinguished free Churchmen. Am going with Harris 

to a Congo meeting tonight. These people are ready to fight if need be in order to get Congo 

free our Bishop of Liverpool is wobbling somewhat thinks our resolutions too strong &c - but 

nobody else does. Shall be back tomorrow night if all be be well. Yours very affectionately JH 

 

DSC05856 19 August 1908 J to L 

My Dearest Lizzie… I thought Ancell wanted the other meeting for Saturday - the Rev John 

Harris was quite comfortable with us. I had a nasty bilious attack last night which made me 

feel a bit seedy but I am better to-day. Revd John will come to Brigg any week end if we will get 

him a good meeting in some chapel either in Brigg or the village. He could take two services in 

two chapels. Jot will be off for his fortnight on Saturday next. Tom is still in bed. Yours very 

affectionately JH 

 

 

 

Note: the following letters are all from the main November 9 file, numbered 

accordingly: 

 

415 19 July 1913 no letterhead. J to L 

My dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your telegram. I hope you had a pleasant journey and a 

satisfactory interview with Mr. Coventry[?]. I do sincerely hope that he may give you the remedy 

you so much need. In the African Mail you will see a nice photograph about Mrs. Green from 

whom I have a letter which Winnie has sent on to you, and to which I hope soon to have a reply. 

Nothing of note to mention here. We are jogging along - Hope you will cheer up and make the 

best of your holiday. Give my love to all and every one you see who cares for me and 

particularly to my hearty fellow-workers at the office… 

Ps the pit men who took their holiday to Blackpool on Saturday left at 1 am on Sunday 

morning and got to Apsley station at 7 am Sunday and walked to Broughton so the Gardner say 

- that is working hard labour of what they call pleasure…. 

 

417 21 July 1913 J to L no letterhead. 

My Dearest Lizzie, Thanks for your letter. Have given your message to nurse.. Alec has 

gone to London this morning. Winnie went to Carthorpe to like[?] him. Glad you look hopefully to 

the prospect of being cured by Coventry. Don’t hurry over it. You are being well treated I see by 



both Jot and [?] my very warm thanks to them… tell Jot that present price of kernels is too high 

to last. I think it is a time to be selling. Yours ever John Holt. 

 

419 22 July 1913 no letterhead J to L 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Burton  Stather. Brigg. 1st March 1873 
 
Dear Miss Longstaff. 
I hurried back purposely to see you again before leaving and cannot tell you 
how disappointed I felt to find you have gone away.  Believe me when I say I 
am truly sorry that you have gone.  The place is dull and pleasureless without 
you,  so much are you missed. 
 
West Stockwith March 3rd 
 
Dear Mr Holt.                                     
I was very sorry to come away without seeing you again.  Many thanks for 
your ......... 
 
Burton Stather.   4th March 1873 
Dear Miss Lizzie.                                                            
I thank you very much for your kind wishes of yesterday.  I have no right to ask 
it but if you will permit me.  Today did you go away from Burton without 
seeing me again if you were sorry to do so?  I had athought you would have 
gone and should have put off my visit until the time but when I begged of you 
to stay over Sunday and you were silent. I took your silence to mean consent 
and felt sure I should meet you here on my return.  Then my chagrin at finding 
you gone. 
I am glad you hadnt the ................  you have ...... a good one. Do not forget to 
send me yours.  I have had many similar promises and have noticed that as 
soon as absent,  I am forgotten. 
I hope that I shall not have to include you in this ......... tion of my friends. 
 
I am pleased to hear that you enjoyed your ? Thurton trip.  It is all to be 
attributed to your ......... 
I am sure you will radiate happiness whereever you go.  Many thanks for your 
kind wishes for my happiness.  I most heartily reciprocate them and pray I may 
be spured .( sic)  to soon return if only for the pleasure of meeting you again.  I 
leave this tomorrow and my address book in Liverpool and Africa will be 'care 
of Msr Irvine and Woodward. The Temple Liverpool   or ...... 
Africa, Fernando Po,  East Coast of Africa.  I shall fulfil my promise about the 
ring and shall be glad if you will kindly let me know to what address I shall 
forward it,  say 2 or 3 months hence. 
 



........ Maru has been giving me an awful scolding about the note I wrote her 
with some initials on the envelöpe.  They were perfectly innocent.  ' ............  
from your humble servant and friend who kisses your hands'   This is the usual 
mode of addressing one another in Spain and I only did it to mystify her a little.  
How easy it is to be 'misunderstood'. 
 
Goodbye - quietly fly the time that intervenes between our next meeting - with 
best wishes - yours sincerely 
 
John Holt 
 
  



West Stockwith. March 6th. 73 
 
Dear Mr Holt 
 
In answer to your question why I left   Barton  before your return,  if I had 
followed my own feelings I should not have done so,  but being my first visit 
there I did not like to encroach on my friends kindness as they did not say 
anything about my staying longer judged it not convenient.  I wished after I 
had said more accidentally I must go.  It was one of those tiresome 
misundarstandings for which I am truly sorry. 
 
I trust you will have a safe voyage.  I shall sing 'for those at sea'. for you and 
hope we may meet again. 
 
It is very kind of you to remember your promise about the ring.  I am sure I 
shall treasure it very much.  I am staying here till Easter,  my home address is 
St...wold. ........castle. Lincolnshire -  not the ..... Fens (?) 
I have another concert to get up here for which I am very sorry as I do not feel 
in the spirit for it, the lady who hired the piano for the use of the Reading .... 
women  being much wished for them so I feel obliged to,  I wish you were here 
to help us. 
 
What is the name of the ship you go away in?  I have heard from Mary ..... 
Pestrips? ... explaining the misunderstanding.  I told her I thought she 
would ........  but it .......,  I am always fearful of jokes in letters being 
misunderstood 
 
My sister and I were good Lentites and went to church last evening to hear the 
late vicar which was a  ...... improvement on Mr Orlec. 
 
I must close now with every good wish 
Belatedly 
Yours sincerely 
Lizzie Longstaff 
 

  



8th March 

Dear Miss Lizzie 
 
Many thanks for your kind letter of 6th March.  I felt certain in my own mind 
that your intention was to have stayed over the Sunday at barton when I 
begged you to do so.  I am glad you have been so candid.  Im sure you could 
not stay when it was apparent that your friends did not decide t press you to 
lengthen  your visit.  Much as I regret your having gone without my seeing you, 
I can appreciate the feelings of delicacy which prompted you to leave.  But 
dont say you are sorry if by that you wish to attach any blame to yourself for 
not having said to me decidedly that you would leave on the Friday.  I hold you 
blameless and take the liberty of sending by todays post a pretty song called ' 
Thy voice is near'.  Play accept it as a fact.  I assure you your voice is totally and 
ever near and singing in my ears ever since I heard you sing 'To the woods'.  Do 
sing'For those at sea' and pray for my protection.  The sympathy of a pure 
heart is priceless 
alive to the object for whom the sympathy exists.  The ring is not worth 
speaking about so far as  its intrinsic value is concerned but it will be a curiosity 
and it will be pure 
More so than the wedding rings made in this country which a jeweller of whom 
I was today buying a few things for one of my brother's traders called 
virgin .........   Thanks for the address.  I note where it is and ' cohere of it not'.  I 
trust you will have a sensational concert.  Indeed I most heartily wish I had 
been with you, not to have helped so much as to have criticised, listened and 
admired.  I leave by the 'Benin' on the 12th .... and have been waiting a month 
for the arrival of another steamer in order to go with her captain but he is not 
yet arrived so I am bound to go with someone else.  And I presume that I 
should not have waited back in that case.  I should not have had the pleasure 
of knowing Miss Lizzie Longstaff by leaving.  It was very kind of you to become 
council for the defence when accused by this theory of want of courtesy in 
using initials which she did not understand.  Did she tell you how she retaliated 
in the same way?  And did she explain to you the meaning of her initials?  If so, 
did you believe as true the explanation  of those initials which she had 
attached in jest?  Before leaving I should like to send you a very pretty little 
thing which all ladies use but which I do not understand the use of.  Will you 
allow me to send it you and to ask you to keep it as a poor totem of my esteem?  
I brought it home with me ( if Liverpool be my home). eight months ago for the 
express purpose of presenting it to you.  This may seem an extraordinary 
statement and difficult to understand but is nevertheless true when explained.  
Shall I send it?  Do let me.  I am sure you will like it.  It is too large to go 



through the post so please tell me how I should address it.  At what station is it 
to be left? 
 
Bell is ringing in my friends house for tea.  Do please excuse more  and with 
kindest regards 
Believe me 
Dear Miss Lizzie 
Yours sincerely 
John Holt 
  



11th March 

Dear Mr Holt 
 
Received your welcome letter this morning.  I think I ought to have had it on 
Saturday 
I received rhe song you so kindly sent me 
I thank you very much for it and for the kind feeling present in it.  I think the 
Fates have been very cruel to us.  It will seem such a long time till you come 
back again. 
Believe me my thoughts are often with you and I do not forget you in my 
thoughts.  I thank God that we have ever met and are no longer strangers to 
one another for I know without God' blessings there can be no true love and 
happiness. 
Life seems quite changed to me and i have someone to live for. 
I think of going to Hulls next Sunday to have likeness taken and will send it for 
Rosa to colour. I will send you it as soon as I get it back again. 
 
One part of your letter is certainly mysterious which I do not know or think I 
know your meaning. 
I will not ........ your kind present  because I love you and shall treasure it for 
your sake 
 
Please do not call me Miss, it seems so formal. 
 
I have only had a short note from Mary Desforges.  She did not mention what 
she had written back to you only that she had given it back in your........ but 
impressed in her letter you had parted fond friends for which I am very glad as 
I think her a little mixed up in the misunderstanding but really it is all to (sic) 
ridiculous I think and will leave it to right itself.  
 
I was nearly forgetting to send the address you wanted. - Musterton is the 
station. 
 
I am not quite sure whether you will get this before you leave.  I hope you will. 
 
My sister and I  went across the garden last evening to see some neighbours 
( Mr Well is my brother's landlord).  They are old friends of ours. I myself sent 
Stacys letter to them. I thought of the last time I sang (?) it. .........had the 
promised lessons on it.  Do you remember? 



I think our concert will be in a fortnights time.  I shall be very glad when it is 
over.  I am tired of public performances and shall be pleased to retire into 
private life again tho' they are not very formidable in a small village and the 
people are all so kind. 
 
I must close now to save the post.  Our next letters will be such a tremendous 
time to get to their destination but thanks for pen and paper.  We shall be able 
to write ones thoughts and feelings for one another 
with my very best wishes and kindest regards 
yours very sincerely 
Lizzie Longstaff 
  



Liverpool 12th March 1873 
 
My dearest Lizzie.                                                      Many thanks for your very kind 
letter of yesterday.  My last one ought to have reached you at the same time 
that the music arrived.  I think the air Jarretty and the words appropriate.  I 
have the pleasure to send you another one to-day which  I also trust you will 
like.  It will be the last I can send you.   In two hours I sail and when this 
reaches you I shall be far on my way.  What with  
business and packing and buying and saying goodbye I have become flurried 
and wearied so much that I look forward  to my time on shipboard as one of 
rest.  I am bothered too by people constantly coming into the office to say 
something or to ask questions.  They all seem to have left all they had to say 
until the last moment.  This must be my excuse, if in this you discover anything 
abrupt or excited. 
 
Dearest Lizzie, you have rightly guessed my meaning.  I love you dearly and not 
wishing to mystify you further,  declare it at once in as few words as possible,  
and in language that cannot be misunderstood.  Your reply cannot reach me 
for  six weeks, but it will be none the less anxiously looked for and I hope will 
be favorable to my wishes.  We are almost strangers to each other,  except in 
heart, and know little of each others' circumstances.  I would however be 
candid with you.  I have bought the farm on which my father had to live but it 
will be heavily mortgaged. 
It may be years before I return and then I expect to have to work for my living 
and at some future time have again to return to the Coast of Africa.  I too  may 
be a victim of ill health.  Take all these matters, I beg of you, into your serious 
consideration before you reply and then if you decide in favour of my proposal,  
believe that you have the love of one who loves yourself alone, and cares for 
nothing else 
 
After this what can I say?  That if you do not accept me. I shall ever regard you 
as a dear friend .  
I wish you every good wish. I pray God to bless you and have you in his keeping.  
I pray Him to preserve us both to meet again.  Oh Lizzie!  I wish I could see you 
again before I leave.   
I send the parcel to Musterton -  I hope it will reach you safely and that you will 
like it. 
 
You know my address.  The steamers leave on the 12th and 30th.  You should 
write on the 10th and  28th. 



 
Forgive me - my luggage is gone down and my friends are waiting to 
accompany me. 
My dearest Lizzie - Goodbye Goodbye!  Goodbye! 
Believe me ever 
Yours very affectionately 
 
John Holt 
  



On board the S S Benin off Madeira.  Night of 13th March 1873 
 
My dearest Lizzie, 
 
You must have thought my last letter to you a queer and abrupt one.  I am 
afraid it was written on the eve of my departure under constant interruptions 
and in a hurry.  As soon as I closed it I shut my desk and went off to the ship.  
Pray forgive any fault you may have seen in it and lay it not to my charge in 
your estimation of me, but blame the hurry and the people who so constantly 
interrupted me.  In that letter I tried to say that I loved you truly and sincerely 
and that instead of being simply a friend I begged the favour of being allowed 
to climb  a step higher on the ladder of your estimation and to claim your heart 
and be accepted on the footing of a lover.  I begged a high favour and a high 
honour.  I hope in a humble, manly, straightforward manner.  Dear Lizzie.  
Have you been pleased to grant my request?  Can you love me absent or 
present?  You know what the song says ' It may be for years'.  Can you love me 
in sickness or health, in prosperity or adversity for ever?  Can you love me 
alone, above and beyond all else and all others on earth? 
My dearest Lizzie.  Consider the matter seriously and answer me candidly.  Our 
future happiness depends upon it.  I dont know that I have any right to ask you 
these questions, nor am I certain that I am writing or have written you as I 
ought to have done or as is customary but I have explained to you my feelings 
and my wishes as my heart has dictated them.  This is my apology which I best 
feel sure will be admitted.  I was undecided whether to write to you again 
before hearing your decision and my fate but as my hopes and aspirations, my 
wishes and my judgement flatter me with the expectation born of love, that it 
will be favorable to your supplicant and that therefore you would be pleased 
to hear of my voyage, I do myself the pleasure again to address you and shall 
continue to do so on this presumption that I hear from you. 
if I am wrong, pray burn the letter, and forget me as anything but a friend. 
I trust you received the work bag I did myself the pleasure to send you. It came 
from the island of Madeira and is a pretty thing.  The representstion on the top 
shows a very common sight in the streets of xxxxxxx......, the chief town of the 
island.  A great many English invalids seek shelter in winter for the good of 
their health and obtain exercise and fresh air. by being drawn about the streets 
( which are all paved with cobbles ). in sledges by bullocks in charge of a 
Portugese driver or in Palaquins carried by two men.  These modes of 
progression seen strange to eyes accustomed to horses and the vehicles used 
in England.   



How often I have been thinking of you since I left!  How often I have wished 
you with me! 
But is not this a most selfish wish!  Had you been with me you would have 
suffered from sea- 
sickness although I might have been able to attend upon you and would have 
derived unspeakable pleasure. 
 
End of  double sheet 1 
Sheets 2/3/4 missing 
Sheet 5 OK 
 
Sheets 6/7/8 missing 
Sheet 9 OK 
 
Sheets 10/11/12 missing 
Sheet 13 OK,  the end 
  



Sea Journey 

Contd /sheet 9/ sheets 6/7/8 missing 
 
Page one 
We have had fair winds nearly all the way and for two or three days it blew 
hard and there was a heavy sea particularly on the Bay of Biscay.  I was sick a 
little once but I only missed one meal and that the lunch which I consider the  
least important.  We had fine weather as a rule although it blew hard., but it 
was cold and it is only today that we have ventured for a very short time on 
deck without our coats.  It is a fine sight to see the white created waves tearing 
and foaming after each other to see them rise high above us for a moment and 
glide past or under us without a spray to see the vessel bounding and foaming, 
tossing, rolling and heaving like some huge thing possessed of life forever 
moving 
 
Page two 
How faithful the compass which directs us to our port!  How faithful the noisy 
engine shakes, and stedfast with or against winds or tides speeds us onward as 
we wish!  Never tiring, round and round it spins, obedient, patient, ever ready 
to obey each whim of the brain that guides it,  constant worker for days and 
nights,  What a triumph for the human mind it is! 
Our sturdy ship is safe and sound, the seas as they strike her and pass off, 
make her quiver and tremble, but she hurries onward triumphant over them 
all.  The sounds of Engine,  winds and seas are as if some furious war were. 
raging between them , but our good ship gains the day and  safely takes us into 
port and peace at last. 
 
Page three 
It is now 12.00 and I have lots more to write about but perhaps it will be too 
much to give you all at once and besides I may not have anything to fill up my 
next one with, or to give me the excuse for writing to you.(  but I think I have 
already invented one at the beginning of this).  You will please pardon the 
scrawl.  The working of the screw shakes the vessel and makes it difficult to 
write.  The candle too, blown by the wind flickers so much that I cannot the 
lines for the life of me.  What think you?  There are strawberries to be had at 
Madeira I'm told.  I shall enjoy them if there are any to be had.  I shall then  
feel somewhat  .satisfied for the next week or so, until we reach another port. 
I wish, but whats the use of wishing? 
 
Page four 



You cant be with me to enjoy them.  I do hope however, that you will one day 
see Madeira, and that I shall see you there too.  I wonder would I think of the 
strawberries then?  I'm afraid I would forget about them altogether.  What 
think you? 
 
I think I acknowledged receipt of your very kind and welcome letter of 11th 
March but I believe I never said anything in reply to it, so much was I taken up 
with the matter in hand when I last saw you.  I hope you liked the song ( but 
why hope so when you say you say you did?  and that'Ever of thee '. will be 
equally attractive.  When I return please God I will sing it to you and also 
another one which you will perhaps know called ' Long Long ago' 
Contd sheet 13. Sheets 10/11/12 missing 
 
Bless you for your thanks, your good wishes and your prayers.  May the latter 
be answered. 
Do send me your likeness  soon  In the absence of the original what else can I 
desire to have near me?  Nothing can so much remind me of you, nothing can 
be so near an equivalent. You say I write mysteriously.  Have I not been too 
candid since you made that accusation?  I am almost afraid to have been.  You 
say that you are glad that M Desforges and I parted good friends.  Why there 
was no misunderstanding at all.  It was all a joke and quite an innocent one on 
my part.  But am I to forgive Rez or her sister or the doctor for letting you go 
away when you did?  if I do, it shall only be because they were the means of 
my becoming acquainted with one whom I now address in terms of the 
deepest affection.  Oh Lizzie!  You knew that your voice, your looks, your 
singing, your playing, your kindness, your sympathy, your amiability and your 
good manners enthralled me. You had woven a web around my heart from 
which I could not disentangle myself.  You could not but see it.  Even Mary 
Desforges saw it.  Why were your feelings not equally culpable to my eyes?  In 
your list of graces I have forgotten the principal, the gem of all, modesty.  Let 
me now add it. 
' Do I remember that I promised you a lesson on Katey's letter?  You had it 
when you asked the question  ' You knew it, ah you knew it, without one word 
from me',  Lizzie dearest charmer, sing it for me again.  Although I cannot hear 
you, sing it for the sake of the past and like Katey," send your love a letter". 
A quarter to one, I must conclude, so good night, dearest.  Peaceful and happy 
be thy dreams whilst I wish it.  Bless you!  God bless you!  Fervently I wish you 
every good wish, every joy, every blessing. 
Sleep  my love and believe me, my dearest Lizzie 
Most affectionately yours 



John Holt 
  



West Stockwith Nr Gainsboro.   
March 24th 1873 
 
My dearest John 
 
i received your last kind letter of the 12th.  I have thought it over very very 
much. I do sincerely love you and feel life would seem a blank without your 
love. 
We certainly are almost strangers to one another yet I believe we understand 
each other at heart and where true sympathy exists it will help through many 
trials & difficulties.  Oh, I wish I could have seen you again before you left.  I do 
pray to God most earnestly to preserve us both to meet again. 
I thank you very much for your prayers for me.  I often feel they bring us 
nearer to each other.  We sang 'for those at sea' in the church last evening. 
Dear John!  I am willing to share life's joys and sorrows with you, do not think I 
expect it will be all smooth sailing.  Others have their trials, so must we, only if 
we truly love each other, it will lighten many a burden. 
We have been brought up very quietly in the country.  My father was a farmer, 
there are six of us. I have two brothers and three sisters.  I am the youngest 
but have had a great deal of trouble these last four years since my dear 
father's death. 
My mother has been an invalid,  we are left very comfortably off, living quietly 
as we do.  Oh, do not think I love you the less for having to work for your living.  
I love you more for it.  I do not think I am ambitious,  only for a happy 
comfortable home.,  and that so much depends upon ourselves. 
I do not know how to thank you sufficiently for the beautiful box.  I have it on 
the table before me  
And also for the very pretty songs,  you are so good to me.  I prize them very 
very much. 
 
I am leaving Stockwith next week on the 31st.  I was going to stay a week or 
two longer but they want me at home so I couldn't go. 
We are not having another concert.  I am so glad.  I did not feel at all inclined 
to get one up to have it begged off. 
My sister and I went to Hull a week last Friday. I went to have my likeness 
taken.  I think I saw your sister at the window.  She staid all night and came to 
me on the Saurday evening 
Of you, what say you about it? 
Do you know I never received your last letter you sent off just before you 
sailed, is it not the same 



 
What a sad commencement you had.  I trust you have arrived safely. I trust my 
prayers for your safety have bee answerd. I have often been with you.  Many 
thanks for your description of your voyage,  remember everything that you 
make it interesting to me - you cannot think how your letters cheer me - they 
are read many times. 
You would be glad tosee land again when you reached Madeira and I should 
have liked to have been with you but nothing will take me so I must be content.  
My beautiful box reminds me of the island.  You cannot think how I prize it.  I 
keep your letters in it.  How strange it must seem to see sledges drawn by 
bullocks.  I wonder whether I ever shall see Madeira. 
 
I had a letter. from Emma Desfordes the other day.  They have lost their uncle 
& a cousin - their uncle in Hull is very ill so they are in sad trouble, I am very 
sorry.  She also told when your father was leaving Burton this week.  (. It is 
Brougham near Prenach they have gone to?  We have some friends living near 
there.). So you see, they keep me up in thr Burton news, they know I am 
interested in everything that goes on. 
 
I came home last Monday. I was very sorry to leave Stockeith.  I enjoyed my 
stay very much I had been ther since Christmas,  we are so very quiet at home.  
I have scarcely any neighbours,  we just escape the ........ 
 
My photos came this morning, I am so glad.  I will send you two ............... 
 
I must close now and find another time 
?.. today is my birthday.  I am five and twenty .....  Sometimes I feel older and 
sometimes I feel younger.  I always miss my dear fathers kiss and good wishes 
which always ended with bless you.  Oh,  he was so good and kind and loving 
by everyone who knew him. 
I felt very lowspirited on Saturday to think how long it will be before we see 
each other again.  You must not work too hard and make yourself ill, thats my 
advice to you. 
Saturday Sunday went to church in the morning.  The service seemed too 
monotonous without music but .................. at our church our vicar is not at all 
emotional (?). being used to........  at church.  ........ it very much.  In the..... 
/contd/ 
 
 
 



My dearest Lizzie.                                                      

Liverpool 12th March 1873 

 

Many thanks for your very kind letter of yesterday.  My last one ought to 

have reached you at the same time that the music arrived.  I think the air 

Jarretty and the words appropriate.  I have the pleasure to send you 

another one to-day which  I also trust you will like.  It will be the last 

I can send you.   In two hours I sail and when this reaches you I shall be 

far on my way.  What with  

business and packing and buying and saying goodbye I have become flurried 

and wearied so much that I look forward  to my time on shipboard as one of 

rest.  I am bothered too by people constantly coming into the office to say 

something or to ask questions.  They all seem to have left all they had to 

say until the last moment.  This must be my excuse, if in this you discover 

anything abrupt or excited. 

 

Dearest Lizzie, you have rightly guessed my meaning.  I love you dearly and 

not wishing to mystify you further,  declare it at once in as few words as 

possible,  and in language that cannot be misunderstood.  Your reply cannot 

reach me for  six weeks, but it will be none the less anxiously looked for 

and I hope will be favorable to my wishes.  We are almost strangers to each 

other,  except in heart, and know little of each others' circumstances.  I 

would however be candid with you.  I have bought the farm on which my 

father had to live but it will be heavily mortgaged. 

It may be years before I return and then I expect to have to work for my 

living and at some future time have again to return to the Coast of Africa.  

I too  may be a victim of ill health.  Take all these matters, I beg of 

you, into your serious consideration before you reply and then if you 

decide in favour of my proposal,  believe that you have the love of one who 

loves yourself alone, and cares for nothing else 

 

After this what can I say?  That if you do not accept me. I shall ever 

regard you as a dear friend .  

I wish you every good wish. I pray God to bless you and have you in his 

keeping.  I pray Him to preserve us both to meet again.  Oh Lizzie!  I wish 

I could see you again before I leave.   

I send the parcel to Musterton -  I hope it will reach you safely and that 

you will like it. 

 

You know my address.  The steamers leave on the 12th and 30th.  You should 

write on the 10th and  28th. 

 

Forgive me - my luggage is gone down and my friends are waiting to 

accompany me. 

My dearest Lizzie - Goodbye Goodbye!  Goodbye! 

Believe me ever 

Yours very affectionately 

 

John Holt 

 

On board the S S Benin off Madeira.  Night of 13th March 1873 

 

My dearest Lizzie, 

 

You must have thought my last letter to you a queer and abrupt one.  I am 

afraid it was written on the eve of my departure under constant 

interruptions and in a hurry.  As soon as I closed it I shut my desk and 

went off to the ship.  Pray forgive any fault you may have seen in it and 

lay it not to my charge in your estimation of me, but blame the hurry and 

the people who so constantly interrupted me.  In that letter I tried to say 

that I loved you truly and sincerely and that instead of being simply a 



friend I begged the favour of being allowed to climb  a step higher on the 

ladder of your estimation and to claim your heart and be accepted on the 

footing of a lover.  I begged a high favour and a high honour.  I hope in a 

humble, manly, straightforward manner.  Dear Lizzie.  

Have you been pleased to grant my request?  Can you love me absent or 

present?  You know what the song says ' It may be for years'.  Can you love 

me in sickness or health, in prosperity or adversity for ever?  Can you 

love me alone, above and beyond all else and all others on earth? 

My dearest Lizzie.  Consider the matter seriously and answer me candidly.  

Our future happiness depends upon it.  I dont know that I have any right to 

ask you these questions, nor am I certain that I am writing or have written 

you as I ought to have done or as is customary but I have explained to you 

my feelings and my wishes as my heart has dictated them.  This is my 

apology which I best feel sure will be admitted.  I was undecided whether 

to write to you again before hearing your decision and my fate but as my 

hopes and aspirations, my wishes and my judgement flatter me with the 

expectation born of love, that it will be favorable to your supplicant and 

that therefore you would be pleased to hear of my voyage, I do myself the 

pleasure again to address you and shall continue to do so on this 

presumption that I hear from you. 

if I am wrong, pray burn the letter, and forget me as anything but a 

friend. 

I trust you received the work bag I did myself the pleasure to send you. It 

came from the island of Madeira and is a pretty thing.  The representstion 

on the top shows a very common sight in the streets of xxxxxxx......, the 

chief town of the island.  A great many English invalids seek shelter in 

winter for the good of their health and obtain exercise and fresh air. by 

being drawn about the streets ( which are all paved with cobbles ). in 

sledges by bullocks in charge of a Portugese driver or in Palaquins carried 

by two men.  These modes of progression seen strange to eyes accustomed to 

horses and the vehicles used in England.   

How often I have been thinking of you since I left!  How often I have 

wished you with me! 

But is not this a most selfish wish!  Had you been with me you would have 

suffered from sea- 

sickness although I might have been able to attend upon you and would have 

derived unspeakable pleasure. 
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Page one 

We have had fair winds nearly all the way and for two or three days it blew 

hard and there was a heavy sea particularly on the Bay of Biscay.  I was 

sick a little once but I only missed one meal and that the lunch which I 

consider the  least important.  We had fine weather as a rule although it 

blew hard., but it was cold and it is only today that we have ventured for 

a very short time on deck without our coats.  It is a fine sight to see the 

white created waves tearing and foaming after each other to see them rise 

high above us for a moment and glide past or under us without a spray to 

see the vessel bounding and foaming, tossing, rolling and heaving like some 

huge thing possessed of life forever moving 



 

Page two 

How faithful the compass which directs us to our port!  How faithful the 

noisy engine shakes, and stedfast with or against winds or tides speeds us 

onward as we wish!  Never tiring, round and round it spins, obedient, 

patient, ever ready to obey each whim of the brain that guides it,  

constant worker for days and nights,  What a triumph for the human mind it 

is! 

Our sturdy ship is safe and sound, the seas as they strike her and pass 

off, make her quiver and tremble, but she hurries onward triumphant over 

them all.  The sounds of Engine,  winds and seas are as if some furious war 

were. raging between them , but our good ship gains the day and  safely 

takes us into port and peace at last. 

 

Page three 

It is now 12.00 and I have lots more to write about but perhaps it will be 

too much to give you all at once and besides I may not have anything to 

fill up my next one with, or to give me the excuse for writing to 

you.(  but I think I have already invented one at the beginning of this).  

You will please pardon the scrawl.  The working of the screw shakes the 

vessel and makes it difficult to write.  The candle too, blown by the wind 

flickers so much that I cannot the lines for the life of me.  What think 

you?  There are strawberries to be had at Madeira I'm told.  I shall enjoy 

them if there are any to be had.  I shall then  feel somewhat  .satisfied 

for the next week or so, until we reach another port. 

I wish, but whats the use of wishing? 

 

Page four 

You cant be with me to enjoy them.  I do hope however, that you will one 

day see Madeira, and that I shall see you there too.  I wonder would I 

think of the strawberries then?  I'm afraid I would forget about them 

altogether.  What think you? 

 

I think I acknowledged receipt of your very kind and welcome letter of 11th 

March but I believe I never said anything in reply to it, so much was I 

taken up with the matter in hand when I last saw you.  I hope you liked the 

song ( but why hope so when you say you say you did?  and that'Ever of thee 

'. will be equally attractive.  When I return please God I will sing it to 

you and also another one which you will perhaps know called ' Long Long 

ago' 

 

 

Contd sheet 13. Sheets 10/11/12 missing 

 

Bless you for your thanks, your good wishes and your prayers.  May the 

latter be answered. 

Do send me your likeness  soon  In the absence of the original what else 

can I desire to have near me?  Nothing can so much remind me of you, 

nothing can be so near an equivalent. You say I write mysteriously.  Have I 

not been too candid since you made that accusation?  I am almost afraid to 

have been.  You say that you are glad that M Desforges and I parted good 

friends.  Why there was no misunderstanding at all.  It was all a joke and 

quite an innocent one on my part.  But am I to forgive Rez or her sister or 

the doctor for letting you go away when you did?  if I do, it shall only be 

because they were the means of my becoming acquainted with one whom I now 

address in terms of the deepest affection.  Oh Lizzie!  You knew that your 

voice, your looks, your singing, your playing, your kindness, your 

sympathy, your amiability and your good manners enthralled me. You had 

woven a web around my heart from which I could not disentangle myself.  You 

could not but see it.  Even Mary Desforges saw it.  Why were your feelings 



not equally culpable to my eyes?  In your list of graces I have forgotten 

the principal, the gem of all, modesty.  Let me now add it. 

' Do I remember that I promised you a lesson on Katey's letter?  You had it 

when you asked the question  ' You knew it, ah you knew it, without one 

word from me',  Lizzie dearest charmer, sing it for me again.  Although I 

cannot hear you, sing it for the sake of the past and like Katey," send 

your love a letter". 

A quarter to one, I must conclude, so good night, dearest.  Peaceful and 

happy be thy dreams whilst I wish it.  Bless you!  God bless you!  

Fervently I wish you every good wish, every joy, every blessing. 

Sleep  my love and believe me, my dearest Lizzie 

Most affectionately yours 

John Holt 

 

West Stockwith Nr Gainsboro.   

March 24th 1873 

 

My dearest John 

 

i received your last kind letter of the 12th.  I have thought it over very 

very much. I do sincerely love you and feel life would seem a blank without 

your love. 

We certainly are almost strangers to one another yet I believe we 

understand each other at heart and where true sympathy exists it will help 

through many trials & difficulties.  Oh, I wish I could have seen you again 

before you left.  I do pray to God most earnestly to preserve us both to 

meet again. 

I thank you very much for your prayers for me.  I often feel they bring us 

nearer to each other.  We sang 'for those at sea' in the church last 

evening. 

Dear John!  I am willing to share life's joys and sorrows with you, do not 

think I expect it will be all smooth sailing.  Others have their trials, so 

must we, only if we truly love each other, it will lighten many a burden. 

We have been brought up very quietly in the country.  My father was a 

farmer, there are six of us. I have two brothers and three sisters.  I am 

the youngest but have had a great deal of trouble these last four years 

since my dear father's death. 

My mother has been an invalid,  we are left very comfortably off, living 

quietly as we do.  Oh, do not think I love you the less for having to work 

for your living.  I love you more for it.  I do not think I am ambitious,  

only for a happy comfortable home.,  and that so much depends upon 

ourselves. 

I do not know how to thank you sufficiently for the beautiful box.  I have 

it on the table before me  

And also for the very pretty songs,  you are so good to me.  I prize them 

very very much. 

 

I am leaving Stockwith next week on the 31st.  I was going to stay a week 

or two longer but they want me at home so I couldn't go. 

We are not having another concert.  I am so glad.  I did not feel at all 

inclined to get one up to have it begged off. 

My sister and I went to Hull a week last Friday. I went to have my likeness 

taken.  I think I saw your sister at the window.  She staid all night and 

came to me on the Saurday evening Of you, what say you about it? 

Do you know I never received your last letter you sent off just before you 

sailed, is it not the same 

 

What a sad commencement you had.  I trust you have arrived safely. I trust 

my prayers for your safety have bee answerd. I have often been with you.  

Many thanks for your description of your voyage,  remember everything that 



you make it interesting to me - you cannot think how your letters cheer me 

- they are read many times. 

You would be glad tosee land again when you reached Madeira and I should 

have liked to have been with you but nothing will take me so I must be 

content.  My beautiful box reminds me of the island.  You cannot think how 

I prize it.  I keep your letters in it.  How strange it must seem to see 

sledges drawn by bullocks.  I wonder whether I ever shall see Madeira. 

 

I had a letter. from Emma Desfordes the other day.  They have lost their 

uncle & a cousin - their uncle in Hull is very ill so they are in sad 

trouble, I am very sorry.  She also told when your father was leaving 

Burton this week.  (. It is Brougham near Prenach they have gone to?  We 

have some friends living near there.). So you see, they keep me up in thr 

Burton news, they know I am interested in everything that goes on. 

 

I came home last Monday. I was very sorry to leave Stockeith.  I enjoyed my 

stay very much I had been ther since Christmas,  we are so very quiet at 

home.  I have scarcely any neighbours,  we just escape the ........ 

 

My photos came this morning, I am so glad.  I will send you 

two ............... 

 

 

 

I must close now and find another time 

?.. today is my birthday.  I am five and twenty .....  Sometimes I feel 

older and sometimes I feel younger.  I always miss my dear fathers kiss and 

good wishes which always ended with bless you.  Oh,  he was so good and 

kind and loving by everyone who knew him. 

I felt very lowspirited on Saturday to think how long it will be before we 

see each other again.  You must not work too hard and make yourself ill, 

thats my advice to you. 

Saturday Sunday went to church in the morning.  The service seemed too 

monotonous without music but .................. at our church our vicar is 

not at all emotional (?). being used to........  at church.  ........ it 

very much.  In the..... /contd/ 

 

 



On board the S S Benin off Madeira.  Night of 13th March 1873 

 

My dearest Lizzie, 

 

You must have thought my last letter to you a queer and abrupt one.  I am 

afraid it was written on the eve of my departure under constant 

interruptions and in a hurry.  As soon as I closed it I shut my desk and 

went off to the ship.  Pray forgive any fault you may have seen in it and 

lay it not to my charge in your estimation of me, but blame the hurry and 

the people who so constantly interrupted me.  In that letter I tried to say 

that I loved you truly and sincerely and that instead of being simply a 

friend I begged the favour of being allowed to climb  a step higher on the 

ladder of your estimation and to claim your heart and be accepted on the 

footing of a lover.  I begged a high favour and a high honour.  I hope in a 

humble, manly, straightforward manner.  Dear Lizzie.  

Have you been pleased to grant my request?  Can you love me absent or 

present?  You know what the song says ' It may be for years'.  Can you love 

me in sickness or health, in prosperity or adversity for ever?  Can you 

love me alone, above and beyond all else and all others on earth? 

My dearest Lizzie.  Consider the matter seriously and answer me candidly.  

Our future happiness depends upon it.  I dont know that I have any right to 

ask you these questions, nor am I certain that I am writing or have written 

you as I ought to have done or as is customary but I have explained to you 

my feelings and my wishes as my heart has dictated them.  This is my 

apology which I best feel sure will be admitted.  I was undecided whether 

to write to you again before hearing your decision and my fate but as my 

hopes and aspirations, my wishes and my judgement flatter me with the 

expectation born of love, that it will be favorable to your supplicant and 

that therefore you would be pleased to hear of my voyage, I do myself the 

pleasure again to address you and shall continue to do so on this 

presumption that I hear from you. 

if I am wrong, pray burn the letter, and forget me as anything but a friend. 

I trust you received the work bag I did myself the pleasure to send you. It 

came from the island of Madeira and is a pretty thing.  The representstion 

on the top shows a very common sight in the streets of xxxxxxx......, the 

chief town of the island.  A great many English invalids seek shelter in 

winter for the good of their health and obtain exercise and fresh air. by 

being drawn about the streets ( which are all paved with cobbles ). in 

sledges by bullocks in charge of a Portugese driver or in Palaquins carried 

by two men.  These modes of progression seen strange to eyes accustomed to 

horses and the vehicles used in England.   

How often I have been thinking of you since I left!  How often I have 

wished you with me! 

But is not this a most selfish wish!  Had you been with me you would have 

suffered from sea- 

sickness although I might have been able to attend upon you and would have 

derived unspeakable pleasure. 
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Lizzie to John.                                                   3rd April 1873 
 
 
My dearest John,  I have been reading once again your last treasured letter received 
on the 29th /March/, it was  such a surprise to me  it was so kind and thoughtful of 
you to write.  Before receiving my letter I was so anxious to hear all about you.  I am 
glad to hear you have had a pleasant voyage.  I have often been with you and 
thought to be, really and truly.  I love your honest straightforward manly letters.  You 
say you do not think, you write as it is.  That works if we understand each other and I 
trust we do. 
 
You ask me can I love you always and at all times,  above and beyond all else and all 
others.  Dearest John!  I am your own true love,  I love you faithfully and feel that I 
can love you in the face of everything and forever. Oh!  What is love worth that 
cannot stand the trials of life, one cannot expect ones path will be always smooth, we 
shall have the clouds or hell and the sunshine, dearest, it is a test of our love. So lets 
not think of it ... 
 
You ask why my feelings were not more palpable to you. I was blind.  I did not think 
you cared for me, more than as a friend.  You little knew how much I tried not to let 
you know how much I loved you.  I liked you from the first..Sometimes I wonder why 
you have given me such pure manly love, in fact. I am not worthy of it.  Oh John, you 
do not know what a failing weak creature I often feel myself. You think far too highly 
of me,  I can only offer you the pure love of my heart,  you are my first, my dearest 
one.  I did not say half I felt and half I wanted to in my last letter.  Oh that we could 
have had half an hour together before you left, it seems strange sometimes to tie 
writing. to my feelings for you, as I do, to get nearer having spoken of love.  I must 
confess, dear John, it was a trial to me to leave Beriston(?) after seeing you again 
when you begged me to stay.  I knew you loved me then but not until then.  I often 
sing the songs you sent me and old ones we used to sing at B......  They all seem to 
have a different meaning now . 

I had such a nice stroll in the woods the other day. ( we have one very near our 
house). I sang "To the woods"  to the others and talked about you.  Shall I tell you 
what Rosa.said about you  from your photo?  She thinks you look a ................ish 
fellow.   That’s my little maiden sister's opinion, 
 
       /. end of page 4 of first folded letter / 
 
I had a nice long letter from Mary Pert.  She is still at Engilsham. ? and returns home 
next week I think.  I am afraid my photographs will not come before I send this.  They 
are very lax people not to send them.   I will send one next time, if they should not be 
in time 
 
I am in correspondence with a lady about a situation in a school in London.  I 
intended finding one at Christmas but could not meet with one to suit me so I think 
we were fated to meet. I know someone in the school and hear the lady is very nice 

 
There are three of us at home and we have very little society.. I shall be all the 
happier to be well occupied whilst you are away.  I must not write a 
tremendously long letter or you will not read it, you will not remember saying so. 
 
I am so sorry I did not get you to write your name in my text book,  I shall be quite 



sorry to leave this part,  I have been so happy here...  
I think you have my address  Struwold. Horncastle, Lincolnshire. 
I shall know by the time I send my next letter whether I am going to London.  I shall 
look very anxiously for. your next letter.  I am often thinking about you and wondering 
whether you are having a pleasant voyage. It will be so different the next time I go to 
Burton and you not there. 
 
With dearest love 
Your own dearest love.       Lizzie 



My dearest John,, 

 
Received your very welcome letter on the 16 th.  I was reading the paper the day 
before and saw in one corner the arrival of the 'Moquette' ?  from the West Coast of 
Africa so you may imagine my state of suspense whether there would be a letter for 
me.  I thought the next morning's post never would come and it did at last and 
brought your fond kind long interesting letters.  How can I. thank you for them.?  Do 
not be afraid of tiring me.  They are far too interesting and too much treasured to do 
that.   What can be more interesting to me than descriptions of places you have been 
to and what you are doing.  I seem almost to see each place, what charming  places 
Madeira and SIerra Leone must be, you made me long to be with you. Goodness I 
should have enjoyed it.   Oh John,  I am often with you in spirit and wishing you every 
blessing and happiness.. You have really the fresh mind in life .  Life seems no 
longer a mere existence whilst I think of you.  Oh that we may be spared. to have 
many years of happiness together.  It is the prayer of your own true love. 
 
What a long long time it will be before I receive your answer to my first letter.  Oh 
patience.  You often teach me a lesson of patience and perseverance when I think of 
what you must have gone through and survived, I feel ashamed to make troubles. of 
the little worries of life.  

Can you realize it, our house had snow on the ground today and I have been 
shivering with cold. over the fire , still the cuckoo has not been silenced with the cold, 
one was out  for a call this morning , I heard it for the first time.  How I love to hear 
it.  Spring seems really here. We heard the nightingale in the wood near us.  Of 
course I did the proper thing and wished a wish though I am not superstitious. 
 
I have been reading S Samuel Maker's. ? Travels in Africa. What a woman.  What a 
spirit she must have to go through all she did.  I do admire her courage.  I get quite 
excited with the. book and according to my sisters there have been comments in the 
papers. 



 
The other day we went walking in a wood which always reminds me of the song 'To 
the Woods'.   'The pine trees waving bright' and so peaceful and full of rest.  How 
many times I have rested in that wood and so I did the other day whilst I read your 
treasured letter.  I spent the afternoon thinking about you. 
 
What did you say to that saucy sister of mine sending that message with my 
likenesses ( which I hope you have received all right).  Don’t you think she is very 
impertinent,  I suppose she claims the privilege as a sister.  We shall have nothing 
but that horrible  Lichborn ???........ trial in the papers again.  I am tired of hearing of 
it.  It seems an endless affair. 

 
My brother John from Stockwith has been over for a night.  He came to dine.  He has 
been to a wedding officiating.  I offered to help him with the peacekeeping but I think 
he did not need any assistance.  The bridegroom was a friend of his. 
 
I must close, goodbye my dearest John with every good wish and may God bless you 
to keep you in health and safety 
                             ever your own love 
                              Lizzie Longstaff      



My dearest John.                                           Stixwould  

Near Horncastle 

                                                                         

5th May 1873.     

 

Here I am beginning my fourth letter to you in Africa and you have 

not received my first - were ever such unfortunates as you and I. 

Oh how I should enjoy a chat with you this evening but it is no use 

wishing.  We must be content and wait. I am afraid I cannot always.  

Oh John!you dont know what an impatient rebellious fool you will have 

to manage. 

 

I often do not feel worthy of your love and wonder to myself what you 

could have seen in me to love.  I am not good, I am often impatient 

and chafe about trifles.  The only thing I can say for myself I love 

you very very much and do not think absence makes my love grow colder.  

Don’t you remember our saying it did. Oh John !  I little thought at 

the time. I should know what it meant, how I love to think over the 

treasured past and what can be a greater trial of our love and 

confidence in each other. Will it not strengthen for the ups and 

downs of love 

 

I was rather amused the other day by a remark from a young lady.  I 

had been picking a book from the library called ' The old  Helmet'.  

(It is a very pretty tale) .  I was asking her what she thought of it, 

knowing she had read it.  Her idea that it was that it was too much 

of a mixture of love and religion, which is just what I admire in it.  

It doesn't make religion something cold and separate from everyday 

life but something to live by and to help us.  The word religion to 

me in that sense is cold and takes away the feeling of our own 

helplessness and makes it something we must do ourselves.  It may be 

my way of taking it. Are you shocked at such reading?  I mean in 

moderation.  I think some sort are injurious to one and to read too 

many,  but I enjoy one now and then and think you may learn some 

things from them. 

 

We have had such beautiful rain, we were wanting it so badly, we can 

almost see things growing.  It will stop the poor farmers growling 

which they can do to perfection.  It is very trying for them when 

they have sown the seed and it will not come up.  My brother's farm 

is a clay one and very difficult to manage. 

   

We are expecting my brother and sister. from Stockwith next week.  

They are coming over to gather lilies, at least they make that the 

excuse.  I wish you could join us.  They look so lovely growing in 

the shade amongst the trees. 

 

I wonder whether I shall have another letter from you before I send 

this off.  You cannot think how I love them and read them.  It does 

not matter if its sunshine outside, it is sunshine in my heart when I 

have a letter from you.  I think you know that the Pedatons were 

married last Wednesday.  I think you and I have to thank them that we 

ever knew each other for it was through them. we became acquainted. 

 

My mother has not been able to get out this spring so shall be very 

glad when the weather is warmer. It is very wearing for her always in 

the house and often in the same room. 

 

I should think a great many people will be going to the Vienna 

exhibition from the the papers. It  was in a very chaotic state at 



the opening  - they are rather afraid of cholera breaking out if it 

is very hot.  What a dreadful thing it would be it did. 

I should like to be in London now.  There are several good concerts 

going on.  I should love to see the paintings in the Royal Academy. 

 

I was quite disgusted the other day at the confrontational way they 

spoke of ladies paintings in the paper.  I do not think it shows 

respect for many women to hear them living by their art. (don’t think 

I am standing up for women's rights or would have them go out of 

their homes )  but where they have to earn their own living or 

sometimes that of their friends by their own industry, why should 

their work be slightingly spoken of? 

 

I had a likeness from a young lady, an artist in London who is 

earning her own living and helping her own family.  She works so hard 

and so bravely and getting on so well.  I am so glad for she has had 

such a struggle when she first went to London.  She could not pay her 

own way and had to work her way up.  I think it is because I have 

nothing of that about me and it makes me admire it in others.  Well, 

I think I have been sermonizing off plenty, you will be tired of my 

lecture. 

, 

 



My very dear John 

 

Your delightful long letter received on the 19th.  I heard a 

tremendous noise, someone calling out where is Lissie.  The said 

young person was busy ( or pretended to be ) with her hands all full, 

however, everything had to come to a stand whilst I rushed away with 

my letter. 

 

You dear good man to write me such charming long letters, it is so 

interesting to know all about where you have been, the places and the 

people.   

 

I had been looking out consciously every day and feeling the postman 

was very concerned because he didn’t bring me one. 

 

What wretches some of the natives are from your description and in ' 

Makers Travels' too. I think it must seem a hopeless task for the 

missionaries ever to have to see them civilized, they seem so lost to 

all the sense of what is right.  I think they need very strong faith.   

Oh John I feel so sorry for you.  I know the intense heat must be 

very trying to you, it must be terrible.  I heartily join you in the 

wish your stay may not be long at Fernando Po. I do not think I shall 

let you have much peace (if letter writing can disturb it)  there, is 

not thar naughty, shall you scold me?  but really. I do feel very 

emotional about you. 

 

Do not call it vanity talking about yourself.  Oh John, it is the 

most interesting news to me and I do pray you may be kept in health 

and safety to return. 

 

I am sure they would be glad to see you back again but not more than 

I shall I think. 

I shall feel interested to know all about the. island, how far is it 

from. the coast of Africa? 

I hear they are very good so do not tease me very tremendously.  I 

read the 'geographical' parts of yours in which they are greatly 

interested You would be amused to see my mother with the atlas.  It 

is an amusement to her. 

 

 I am hoping you have received my last letter . I shall be very glad 

when I have your answer to my letter.  How amusing the flying fish 

must look . 

 

The voyage must be very interesting, such a variety and such change 

of scenery though of course there are many unpleasant things 

attending it.  What cowardly creatures the blacks are but when one 

thinks of their disadvantages and the darkness, what can one expect? 

I am very sorry you lost one of your dogs, poor little thing, it was 

a sad end for it. I hope you will be able to keep the other.  How do 

the pusses. like the change of air? 

 

I am going to Lincoln some day next week, we have a friend there.  I 

think I have mentioned her in my letters before, when she and I get 

together to have such fun. I think Rose almost wished you were here 

to keep the peace, so if you think I am a very demure dame, you are 

mistaken. I can fancy how hasty you might be on your return. 

Do not kill yourself with work.  I wonder you are able to do anything 

in an atmosphere like that. 

 

You would have laughed to have seen us the other day.  We put all the 

plants out in the garden and put the greenhouse tidy.  We had some 



old dresses on and looked such delightful creatures in the middle of 

it.  Rose said I wish your John ( that is to distinguish you from 

John of ours). could see. you now.  You certainly would have been 

charmed. 

 

The weather (everlasting topic) has turned very cold.  We can rarely 

do without fires, we have some aspen trees in the garden with 

bearly( sic) any foliage on them and the laburnum and lilacs are not 

out yet.  I suppose we shall have some summer some time. 

 

I am reading Crabbes poems. They are many of them very amusing, he is 

so quaint – 

 

It seems so strange sometimes to think they ( I mean my home people) 

none of them know you.  I have so little news to tell you.  We are as 

quiet as mice just now. 

 

It seems a long time since you left England and since we first met. 

Oh John, it is sweet to love and be loved, life no longer seems a 

burden with someone to live for and to care for. 

 

 



My  deatest John.                            Stixwold 6 th June 1873 

 

.You must have received my first letter now I think.  The end of June never will be here. when I hope to 

receive yet another.  I told you what a little impatient piece I am.  I feel as though I should like to fly 

and fetch it but as I am not possessed of the  indespensable for flying I must try to wait patiently. 

 

I think I told you in my last we were going to Lincoln, we went last Monday.  I enjoyed the day very 

much, the dear old place looked so nice, we went to the cathedral, iif I lived in Lincoln, I should often go,  

I am so fond of the chance to hear the organ, walking through that special place,  the sweetness of the 

boys voices, there always seems to come over me such a feeling of  rest and peace.  Perhaps we may 

be settled in Lincoln when you come back again.  I wonder when?  If my brother marries me, think of 

living there, if we can get a house suitable, we noticed one the other day we should like. 

It seems dreadful to think of leaving this old place. having lived all my long life here. 

I am oldfashioned and like old places but we shall have to leave sometime so we may as well be getting 

used to the idea. 

 

I am afraid I did talk, there, what do you say to that, but we spoke kindly of the absent, oh John, if I am 

not always talking about you I am thinking of you, feeling very worried about you.  I know the heat and 

the atmosphere altogether must make you feel very ill and tired sometimes. 

 

I saw in the paper the other day a missionary from Fernando Po was lecturing at Alfords, a Mr Koe (?).  

Do you know him?  He has been to Burton I think 

 

I wonder what you think of my photo, some people think its good.  I think the colonial one is rather 

flattering.  I heard from Mary Des. Fr........el the pther day.  They were all well but very busy getting 

settled in their new house.  I sent them some lillies, rhey have been so beautiful this year. 



We have had a cousin staying with us from Ripon.  Did you go to Ripon when you were at Harrogate?  

It is so pretty about there - I went there last year.   We enjoyed our trip so much.  I think there is 

nothing so enjoyable as going about and seeing fresh beauties of nature, it is so delightful, the freedom 

of swanning about finding out different places. 

My brother is going to Stockwiths this evening and on Sunday a party of them are going to Burton, there 

is a trip 'packet'.  I should think in these hills it is a capital place for a picnlc. 

June 9th. -  I received your very welcome letter this morning of the 20th April so I am afraid instead of 

making me feel happy, it has made me sad, when I think og what  you are supposing.  You cannot 

hide it from me, John, when I see how few can stand the climate and how many have to succumb from 

the effects of it.  My own love,  I feel I have much to learn to be patient. 

Though we met as strangers oh John! you are all the world to me now. Oh ! how I would give anything 

to be with you to see your fond honest face again, I am going to make a confession ( you know it is good 

for the soul).  When I first saw you, I felt I could love you, I felt such a feeling of protection with you,  

there, I have confessed. 

How glad you would be to see your brother again, not having seen him for a year, you will be anxious for 

him to come over and nurse his health. 

How beautiful the country must look on thr West Coast from the descriptions in your letter, such 

diversity.  It must be a charming country to see.  What a pity the climate is so trying.  Howstrange 

that the Blacks can bear it so much better than white people, yet still , it is not, for it is their climate, 

they are always used to it. 

I cannot sketch or do anything in that line,.  When I went to school, I asked mother not to let me learn.  

I knew it would be waste of time.  I cared for music so much better.  I often wish I could, I think it is 

very nice to be able to sketch anything you may see that takes your fancy.  Rose does all ghat sort of 

thing, she has quite a talent for drawing but naughty little puss, Im afraid she is lazy. 

We are expecting my eldest sister home next week. I have not seen her for half a year. 

 

I must close this now. How I long for your next,  am not a dissatisfied creature after receiving your kind 

letter today. 

Goodbye, my own dear John, may God keep you, it is the prayer of your own love, 

 

                               Lizzie Longstaff 



We have had a cousin staying with us from Ripon.  Did you go to Ripon when you were at 

Harrogate?  It is so pretty about there - I went there last year.   We enjoyed our trip so much.  I 

think there is nothing so enjoyable as going about and seeing fresh beauties of nature, it is so 
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My dearest Lizzie, 

 

I have none of your kind letters to which I can reply but it is some 

time since my last.   

 

To prevent anxiety I take this opportunity of assuring you of my good 

health and continued love for you.  The steamer arriving today brings 

news of the lap of the last steamer in which is doubtless the letter 

I long to get from you. The mails have not been lost but through some 

negligence have not been forwarded. I do not expect them until the 

arrival of the steamer of the 30th of May when I hope to receive a 

double helping.  It is Sunday but these steamers will not wait so we 

have to work both mentally and physically.  She has fired her gun 

which means that she is about to leave - so I must conclude with 

earnest expressions of affection, dearest Lizzie,  ever yours 

affectionately 

                                  John Holt 

 

Pardon the short note, I will not put off writing you again until the 

last movement in expectation of receiving a treasured line from you. 

 



My dearest John 

I daily look out for your long wished letter in answer to my first - 

I had hoped to receive it before I wrote to you again.  Your letters 

are the sunshine of my life. I look forward to them with much 

pleasure. I get very anxious for them before they arrive.  What do 

you think that brother of mine has gone and done,  got engaged, isn't  

it dreadful of him? 

 

I think I told you in my last letter, he had gone to Stockwith and 

there he met this young lady,  we have known her and her family since 

we were children.  Carrie Middleton is her name, I tell him.  I set 

him the example, they have a great many jokes together, poor old boy.  

I hope they will be very happy, he goes on about his career, as I say, 

my John, so you may imagine what an interesting party we are. 

 

All our thoughts now are when are we to go?  I think we shall perhaps 

settle in Lincoln, we should be half way between our brother and 

mother being our invalid, we cannot take her far.  I think the change 

of living in a town will be good for her, it is very dull and quiet 

here,  though we shall feel leaving the dear old place..  I dare not 

think much about it.  My hands are pretty full now.  I have our ...... 

sister as well as my mother and my other sister is away.  She had 

been at home such a long time with them I am glad for her to have a 

change. 

 

What a fuss they are making in London over the Shah of Persia's visit, 

poor man.  I think he will get very tired and will think the English 

have too much energy for him.  I have a cousin in town now.  She has 

seen the Shah twice.  She dresses so smartly.  She is going to 

Liverpool and Grantchester and then to France. 

 

I had a very kind congratulatory letter from my artist friend in 

London, Miss Paterson, so someone had been telling tales.  Oh John!  

I do think so much about you and feel so anxious to hear from you how 

you are bearing that dreadful atmosphere, the days and weeks seem so 

long between each letter.  My brother has gone to Stockwith to see 

his lady love.  I had the honour of putting the finishing touches to 

him and my garden suffered a severe loss in flowers.  What flowers 

have you growing in Frnando Po? I should think they are very 

different to ours, the climate being so different. 

 

How are the cats and the dog?  I hope the climate suits them, poor 

things, they will feel it rather warm.  We had a sad accident the 

other day, our favourite horse, the one we drive, stabbed itself. 

against a sharp piece of thorn, it is getting well but. I am so sorry, 

poor old thing, it will be some time before it is all right. 

 

I am going house hunting on Monday in Lincoln.  They are so scarce, 

one has to look out early and I expect my brother will not want a 

long engagement. 

 

Everything is looking so beautiful and precious.  The cornfields look 

so well.  The farmers have something to point at.  They go round with 

my brother sometimes.  

 

I must close now.  I do hope to hear good news of you soon.  

May God bless and keep you, dear John 

Your own faithful love 

 

                                       Lizzie Longstaff 



 



My dearest Lizzie.                                                   Fernando Po.  

12 th July 1873 
 

 

Your two welcome letters of 5th and 24 th   May have reached me together..  This 

has been caused by accidents to both steamers that were bringing. them.  There has 

been a most unaccountable coincidence of accidents lately.  Three steamers 

employed on the African trade belonging to one company have with them cargoes that 

have been lost on the coast and a French steamer, belonging to another. company, and 

trying to assist one of the others, was heavily wrecked.  I t is so difficult to get goods 

replaced within a reasonable time on account of the strikes and the inclination of the 

petted working man to do as little work as he possibly can.   
 

What a dear good girl you are to write and so frankly..  You must await my return.  

We cannot annihilate time and space.  I am anxious to be with you and shall not 

remain longer than I am bound by duty to stay.  There now, try to be a good girl  and 

don't wish for impossibilities any more.  Let me assure you that absence has not yet 

made my heart  less fond of you but I feel that it will. not be so in your case..  My 

experience has reference to the ties of friendship only -  I take your view of love and 

religion'.  Why should they not be combined?  Religion, our religion, is founded on 

love and is not necessarily of that stiff formal cold kin 
 

I am not shocked at your novel reading.  There are some very good ones from which 

much may be learnt.  I am not much of a reader myself when in Africa as I have too 

many other things to do, think of and attend to, so you must not be surprised at my 

ignorance of the book you name. 
 

I have met Mr Adamson and the boys, but I cannot pretend to any personal 

acquaintance with him and hope his daughter has much happiness.  Thank your 

friend Mary Fanny-Ward on my behalf for having introduced you to the Des Inges and 

through them to me.  I am by far the most indebted.                                                                       

I.        I agree with you. that it is unfair and unjust to speak contemptuously of 

ladies! 

Painting -  I know little of the subject but I believe we are indebted to them for some 

of our finest pictures and I think it is one of those callings which in general could be 

better followed by them than by men.  I would have a good many of our painters made 

to work instead of daub. 

Whilst on the subject, I would say that I have often wondered why people pretend to 



know or see the merits or demerits of pictures.  They, for the most part,, know nothing 

at all about them. 
 

The qualities you admire so much in your friend, the lady painter, are sure to be 

brought out should difficulties appear in life's path.  They are the special attributes of 

the poor and unfortunate  and in that class we have the choicest specialists.  There 

is no telling what industry and perseverance cannot achieve.  These qualities, as you 

justly observe , are admirable when the aim is. high and right.  Why do you think you 

have not got them?  I cannot say whether you have or not but this I know -  that 

many people have no idea of their gifts until necessity or circumstances reveal them .... 
 

When you write again to Miss  ND Forges  kindly remember me to her. and express 

my regret at not having fulfilled my promise of a gift .to her although to be frank my 

promise was given to hide my objective to give you something but I could not get it, as 

I passed. Cape Coast Castle and the man with whom I left money to purchase and 

send them to me has not yet been able to obtain them.  I am all the more sorry for this 

as my brother Jonathan is about to go home and could have taken them with him.  

How could she have known about anything that has passed between us? 
 

You are wrong dear, the missionaries have faith in the future of the negro race.  

Today they have opened a chapel here belonging to the Primitive Methodists, the only 

protestant one in our island.  There is another establishment at Georges Bay, a place 

on the Island about 30 miles distant.  They have been long here and consequently 

have not done much, but have done some good. 

My darling, dont feel aorry on my account.  The sun is not as hot as you imagine.  It 

was much hotter in London than it is here.  I shall not scold you for threatening to 

disturb. my peace by provoking one or entreating one to return  to England, if letter 

writing will do it. 

Write on, dearest and try your best.  

If staying will cause you to write more, you. will have me stay for ever if you write as 

much, so pleased am I. to read your sweet letters, the surest way to hasten my 

departure would be to stop writing altogether but pray don't do it.  I am glad the 

descriptive portions of my letters have interested you. 
 

The other little dog I got out here all right and she is quite well and lively but such a 

foolish little dog.  She follows any black dog she meets  Just imagine a dog being so 

foolish as not to discriminate between black and white.  The cats got here safely and I 

keep them all in the house at present.  I am so pleased to find you write in such good 



spirits - it does me good.  You advise me not to kill myself with work.  Let me give 

you a little bit of advice.... Don't kill yourself with fun when you. get with your friend 

Miss FW.  I wish I could be with you in accordance with your sister' s suggestion. 

You are not always in such high spirits as when you wrote your last letter.  Tell me 

what would have made you happy?  I wish I had seen you all in your dirty clothing. 

putting the greenhouse tidy.  Believe me, dearest, it is not your plumage that does 

attract me or that can repel me. 
 

Dont speak of singing, Lizzie.  I cannot bear to think of your sweet voice at this 

distance. Oh, you charming darling!  What would I not give just to hear you sing again, 

be it ever so. little?  I have to recall the memory of those few evenings we spent 

together at the D...Howell.  I remember the last one !  How well our parting words 

and glances!  Sad and ill-omened. parting that separated us for so long. 

My hearts desire why did I not behold you again?  Cheer up, my sweet one.  If God 

will it not otherwise, we shall not be separated for long.  It seems long to look forward 

to, but it will soon pass. 
 

I forgot to tell you what our new chapel is like.  It is a wooden chapel built on posts 

about eight feet above the ground.  It is reached by two flights of steps, one at each 

end, leading on to a covered verandah frame. Its side and end are full of windows and 

doors so as to give us lots of ventilation.  There are three rows of seats capable of 

holding about 200 people and a low pulpit and railing at the near end inside the 

building.  The roof is of mats made out of the leaves of the Bamboo Palm which are 

fastened by ropes to battens of wood on the framework of the roof and painted light 

colours with a border of yellow about three feet high in depth right around the room.  

Outside - light blue ,,verandah railings brown and white.  A curious blending of colours 

they are.  The George's Bay missionary and his wife were here today.  The letter 

frowned at the harmonium.  The place under the chapel is to be used as a  school 

room. 
 

How sad it must have been to your poor vicar to have lost his wife so soon!  Very true, 

we cannot expect life to be always joyous, but an occurrence like this is a case in 

which a man feels his utter helplessness so severely that he is generally beyond every 

other feeling but that of. extreme sorrow.  On the whole we have much to be thankful 

for.   

God bless. and keep you, my dearest.  Give your sister an extra hug from me, if I 

deserve one and pray let her bestow on my behalf ( you are privileged to name the 



number, I daren't lest I should be thought presumptuous) 
 

Goodbye my own true love 

ever yours affectionately 

John Holt 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My dear John 
Your treasured and much longed for letter of the 26th May I received on the 16th July. I cannot tell 
you how happy it has made me, oh John!  I do not deserve so much love, it seems so strange, 
something so new to me.  I can scarcely realize it sometimes.  John dear,  do not speak of the 
sacrifice I am making,  it is no sacrifice to me, it seems too much happiness.  The prospect of 
having you to live for,  you know trials are but half their burden when we have others to share them 
with us and I shall have you.  How often I want you now, how I long for your loving sympathy, you 
are so good and kind to me.  I feel so safe when I think of being taken care of by you. John.  I hope 
I shall make you a good little wifie. 
 

I am glad you like my likeness.  I am going to have a small one. of yours taken to put in my locket 
with my dear fathers and then I shall have it always with me.  I gave Rosa your message and I read 
parts of your letter.  She is so good to me, she always has a cheery word.  If she were here, she 
would send some saucy message.  I am sure you will like her,  John dear, I am so glad my letters 
do not tire you.  How I like to read yours over and over again.  I sit and think of you and why I did 
not say. what you wished me to. 
I could not then, life looked hopeless and worthless to me then and though I liked you very much, I 
thought you would not care for me, indeed I did not know whether you cared for Mary more than for 
me, when I think over the past, I see now how blind I was. 
Oh John, I remember so well you standing at the door as we went into the room the night of the 
concert and you said "Do not be nervous". in such a kind voice I often hear it now.  You were so 
kind and so gentle and loving, I could not help but love you and your kind suggestions as to my 
singing were a thousand times sweeter than other peoples flattery, it was so honest and true, I 
often want it now.  John dearest, I will try to be patient and look forward to the happiness of 
meeting.  When I think of it, it seems too much joy. I think our words will be few.  I speak for myself.  
I wonder where we shall be? Not here, I think. 
 

I am so relieved to hear you have not suffered much from the heat as yet, I have been so anxious 
about you, it is very hot with us now.  They laughed at me today because I said I enjoyed the heat, it 
was the same experience. 
 

23rd July. Today we had breakfast out of doors.  Sammy Wood is staying with us.  We  do have 
such fun. We went to the hay fields.  Tomorrow we have the delightful occupation of making tea for 
a host of children at the school feast and playing with them.  Sammy has been colouring one of 
those illuminated cards - it is so pretty. 
 

John dear, was I naughty to tell the Des Sayes?  I am very sorry if you did not wish if.  I should not 
have told them but Mary made me promises.  I hope you will forgive me .I do not think. I shall go to 
Burton this summer.  We have nearly decided upon a house in Lincoln but would rather go in the 
autumn  than the spring,  we shall appreciate the town life more in the winter.   
 

Many thanks for your kind congratulations and good wishes on my birthday, though late, they are 
sweeter. than anyone elses.  When is your, John?  I thought of you on Sunday evening, not that 
that was anything unusual, 
 

25th July -  We have succeeded with the school feast, it was very hot work making tea.  Sammie 
and I had quite a bit of fun between times 
 

I have been reading more of your precious letter, John dearest, I have many things to try me at 
home. but your letters and a look at your face is such a comfort to me, oh how I wish I could speak 
sometimes.  I never felt much doubt as to accepting you.  I had prayed so for someone to love and 
care for.  God has answered my prayer.  He will take care of us both though so distant from each 
other.  How much better it makes us feel to think the same God is watching us both. 
 

The fourth sheet of your letter is nearly invisible.  I managed to make it out and inked i over again.  
I will try to be patient for your letter.  If I write very doleful letters, you must not scold me. I will 
promise to be better.  I cannot help sometimes getting very anxious.  I still keep up my music.  I 
have had so little time lately for practice only I shall not have you to say "a little slower" when I am 
playing away at a tremendous rate.  I sing the songs you gave me, often I wish I had you to sing 
with me. 
 

I see in the paper another vessel has come in from the West Coast of Africa.  I wonder whether 
there will be another letter for me, I fear it is too soon to expect one.  You are so good to write me 



such delightful long letters, oh John, I do treasure them and love to read. them over and over again 
and think over all the loving words you say,  I wish I could hear them from your lips but that is a 
prospective pleasure.  I must close now, John dearest, goodbye 
 

with fondest love believe me ever from your true love.   
Lizzie Longstaff 
 

 

 

 

 

 

























Lizzie Longstaff to John Holt January 8, 1874 

3 San Francisco Terrace 

Spilsby Road 

Boston 

my very dear John 

I have not another of your kind letters to answer. I have been looking anxiously from one every 

morning but must exercise a little more patience. it ought to make me a patient little wife - I trust it 

will. Dearest I have so longed for you these last few days and feel "Oh I wish those waves would 

bring him" I shall never never let you go back again unless you take me with you. I know we have left 

the old home I do not seem to care where I go. One place is the same as another. To be with him  I 

love more than anyone or anything else on earth will be my greatest happiness. I have also been 

Castle building lately of how happy we shall be. I'm afraid my castles are too ethereal but we will be 

very happy if God spares us both to meet. Your letters are such a help to me though you do say you 

are  preaching away to me - why should you not… By your letters you make me aspire to a far higher 

and noble life to feel there is something worth having and striving for. I get so despondent 

sometimes when things do not go quite smoothly and feel 'what is life for?' I spent the Old year out 

and the New Year in  reading your letters I was staying at Fosdyke about 9 miles from here and was 

very glad they proposed not sitting up. May it be a very happy one for us both. 

 I nearly lost your letter the other day and photo. I was riding on horseback in turns with another 

young lady and having a long cloth dress on made that do for a habit then out shoots your letter. 

You may imagine I was in a fair fuss when I found it but soon found them again. I enjoyed the little 

visit very much. They are very kind people Mr. Bett is our guardian and a small piece of a relation. I 

don't mean the size. I should think he weighs about 20 stone and his wife nearly as much so you may 

imagine they look a bonne pair. 

Rosa is going out on Monday for a week or so, I should be glad to have her back again we do not 

make many friends we cannot do much visiting. Mother is never to be depended upon how she may 

be and if one has a few true friends they are worth heaps of acquaintance. I do not think we do 

make friends easily. It's not the nature of the creatures. It is very flat about Boston ferry. There are a 

few nice to matters about the weather has been so impossible we have not been able to have many. 

My dearest John I hope you are feeling better for the change further south. Is it less debilitating 

there? You must take care of yourself. 

However cats and the solitary dog? Are they all live? I heard from your brother the other day stop I 

hope you will be able to get to see is before he leaves, he is returning ......... then I expected from 

your letters I should very much like to see him they do not like to face its too much as he seems out 

of the way and he appeared to be very busy so he may come or may not. I think he must have 

thought me a pert piece of goods writing to him what do you think my judeman? Rosa and I have 

taken class in the school at St James where we go. We like Mrs Stutfield is very good and earnest in 

such a quiet way. We are very sorry to hear he is not likely to stay very long. I do not feel a...... 

so  ...... to have ..... 



John to Lizzie Liverpool 15th of May 1874 

 

My dearest Lizzie, 

I am much annoyed but it can't be helped. I wrote you last night and put the letter pocket intending 

to post it, but Bayne< his conversation made me forget it tell 10 PM when it was too late for post. 

Will you forgive me? And Bayne too if you can. They wash has reached me today and I have already 

taken it to the maker expresses his sorrow but says he really could not help it, you are so anxious to 

get it away to time that he was unable to give it the usual overhauling before he sent it. I am to leave 

it with him for a few days – guarantees it is good and watchers can be made or rather it will be when 

he has had time to give it a trial and correct all faults. The alarm is very good, and, so I you to think 

of sending it me. I thank you very much for your kind for thought. Dearest.  

My Darling Lizzie. Why ask me about your money? Do as you like love, it is your own. It would, at all 

events, be premature my part to attempt to dispose of your property and effects before we are 

married. In this respect I may be a terrible tyrant afterwards. I am still in this wretched hotel. I shall 

not wait much longer for Arsenal's from the suburbs. But shall take lodgings in the town. I dislike this 

hotel life with its noise and Harry. I am glad you enjoyed yourself at Mr Moore's party. You appear to 

have suffered from it, if I may judge by the shaky look of your writing in yesterday's letter. However I 

daresay you will recover. 

With fondest love 

ever yours, dearest 

John Holt 



John Holt to Lizzie Longstaff, Liverpool 19th May 1874 

My dearest Lizzie your letter of yesterday I received on my return from Manchester where I have 

been all day and I'm tired and weary as I write you at 8 PM. As soon as I have finished I shall go and 

have a cup of tea and then to bed. It is hard work being on foot all day in Manchester warehouse – 

harder than the treadmill I saw at Spalding.  

I have bought you the sheeting and I suppose you should have them in the course of a few days. I 

have told them to address Mr Longstaff, Misterton station, Gainsborough great Northern Railway. 

Let me know what you think of my purchase. Put your price on each and assemble your sisters and 

Lucie in solemn conference to give their opinion of value obtained and I will let you know what they 

have cost. I saw some sheeting – Twilled warm, cotton stuff which I was much tempted to buy. At 4p 

a yard more than I gave for the one I have bought. I am sleeping between sheets of that material in 

the hotel and find them cosier than those cold frosty sheets I generally sleep with. Yes love I want 

you with me very much. It is very creditable of you and Lucie making yourselves so very useful to 

mother Emma but I am afraid it has been more of a joke than real work.  

I hope you will have a successful evening at the reading room – do please sing your songs with spirit. 

You would make them much more attractive if you endow them with more life and earnest this. I am 

sure you are not a callous creature, although a careless one sometimes but if you can't be earnest, 

act a bit only let your acting be natural and not forced. Will you adopt a poor man's advice or will 

you tell him not to be impertinent. I'm afraid I am too earnest and too sincere at times. But you will 

have me with all my faults though many and am I not as willing love? I must go and tea or my 

stomach will suffer for the delay. Isn't that a poetic wind up to one's sweetheart.  

• Adieu, love 

ever your  

• John Holt 

 


	730300 Notes on Lizzie John love letters-1
	730301 John to Lizzie ending March 1873
	730312 My dearest Lizzie
	730313 On board the S S Benin off Madeira
	730403 lizzie to John 3rd April 1973
	730424 lizzie to John 24th April 1973
	730505 lizzie to John 5 May 1973
	730525 lizzie to John 25 May 1973
	730606 Lizzie to John 6 June 1873
	730606a Lizzie to John 6 June 1873 cont
	730609 lizzie to john
	730622 lizzie to John 22 June 1973
	730625 Lizzie to JH 25 June 1873
	730712 Jphn to Lizzie 12th July 1873
	730721 lizzie to john 21 july 1873
	740108 EL to JH 1874 -01-0860
	740108 Lizzie Longstaff to John Holt January 8
	740515 John to Lizzie Liverpool 15th of May 1874
	740519 John Holt to Lizzie Longstaff Liverpool 19th May 1974



