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Pear-Patrict
My Patrick,

ﬁou’ ve heen, e, for 7, (oig alrm@ that | fcel a (iffle ache n iy lg/f bhee
and wmy wmind wanders. Obviously, in your divection.... Nesterday | fried fo
ausclfateMys. Keler s heart with wy pocket watdh. Caught vyself just in
Fune:

This is all going Fo say that —=sdfish as i sounds, for | frowhow you love your
wusic hetng loved—— | ' f veally (ipe your concert fours, not when they fape
you away for a wholeweet. | Hess the Royal il and their mulfiple dady
Jebiveries that allw e fo peep in confoact with you, ov at least with the paper
our hands fouched when you serawted your hasty veply.

(Nou should rm((g hy and umprove your Wﬁ)ﬂéj hand o frow \ou can
Frace such flowing chavacters when you set yoursdf fo sameworte of
mllgrw. )

Of course; | also Hess you, faing time for whatever seribble you send iy way.
| con picture you wyiting in crowded hote halls, ov o the very fad of your
o just hefove the curfain vises, ov in bed af night, hefove tuming off the
lgﬁl’ and ‘ﬁx(([/g aslf(zy. \ou slcg; n ﬁ"“? [ ﬁg}rgm .

Well, heve everything frudjes on wuch as usual, buf my fea is fasteess and |
gean for a agp of yours. The eavly freesias have gppeared m fhe stalls of
Covent Gavden—— | have bought a bundh of white mes, with their fresh supary
scent you so love: Comehame som fo smell them.

Vours, always

Jack
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Dean @fin,

& Kave been neguested 6y a good acguaintance of mine fo
heat G Lappen €o Lave €he convenience o do 10 r00nen than
b 1£01bd add that the senden appeaned mone impatient fo
receive an answen han e caned fo bet me o,

Bt G won'tbobthenyou funtlien with debails whick,
' svne, will be self—evident €o 1o
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Excerpt from the unwritten diary of one Dr. Jacob Waszowski

Eiht days, and ho answer yet-

Wog fo him [qjai/t.’) was a misfage: | pnew; buf | wolh’ Fresist.. |
went for the ipfest fone; and falled. I' Ml hever learn.

He s survounded by foo many pesle; L. thewryong sovt of husy. Hewm'
vealise how wuch he s emotionally fived unfil it s too late; and then he [l he
rude with the neavest admiver and Jisappenr. | hope it will bein his hotet yomn
and wot freezing alng a quay af fhree in the morning....

On fop of all this, he  prow that | miss him, and insteal of allwing himsdf
some vespife duving his fime alme; he l wind up even wmore: Hewm' F sleep
well, ov at all. Hewil spip weals, and then govye himself om oyster croguettes.
All vy fault. | shodld he his peace; not one-imove chove:

If1 had sent you only a fewrwords== “Starlings o the voof this morning”, or
Wt batch. of Rlssian Caravon”, he I have sent somefhing equally ant, and
e on fo Fape the Jay in his shride: If he peeps his silence; it means he s
werwheined. He (| wonf fo send a perfect answer, wriften in a_peyfect
wmoment, and he U ot answer af all.

[ vt find a way to mae him laugh.

Pertaps | cold sent hism a fdegram with a baif...

“What A0 the groom af the venting stable say fo the genflesman who wonted a
hunter for the seasm?”

!f he hifes, and fapes the fume fo r‘cj@) fu'jeftc Ws answer.

“C Mo the ved voan mare siv. Nice hack, bt as a hunter, she s a hop~less

1y
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What one Dr Jacob Waszowski found in his mail on December 23 1899 (the letter was neatly folded
mside a cheap tin cigarette holder with the words "Saluti da Firenze' engraved on 1t)
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Transcript:

Dear heart,

for you make me feel so many things with such intensity that at times I do fear that I have become all
heart (so that I can love you even more and more efficiently) -

for all that I am 1s yours to have and do with as you please -

for all those reasons and many, many more -

yes, you are my dear heart.

I am writing this in the lobby of the hotel. Shabby, seedy thing. It's past two in the morning, I think,
but sleep seems unable to find me, so here I am instead. "Scribbling” would be a more accurate term,
mayhaps, but I'm sure you'll excuse my antics right now.

I couldn't find the words. I couldn't find the words in my head, so I tried to find them in the music
mstead, last night, and how ironic that the answer was so well received by everyone except its only
mtended recipient.

Black clouds hang heavy over the sky, tonight,
hiding the stars,
hiding you.

I can't see the stars - therefore I can't see *you™.

I swear this 1s the last ime that — I need a Doctor, pure and simple.
I'll have to have words with my agent, as soon as I'll be walking on English soil once again.
I miss you.

Damn it all, but you *are” coming with me next time.

What I mean to say is -

How can a man be expected to walk with a hole mn his chest and no muscle to pump his blood all
through his miserable, weakened body?

Well, guess what, he just can't. It's impossible.

And yet again...

You'd only have to ask and I'd perform one thousand and one impossible tasks right in time for

breakfast.

I wanted to send you a photograph of me all exquisite and refined in my latest concert attire but alas,
even in this I failed. I look gorgeous in that black, shiny thing, do you know that? Everyone says so,
both with words and with lingering looks.

Pity I do not give a single ethereal fuck about what everyone says.

Ugh, people. We need a new plague.

And on that note (ha! Pun most assuredly intended), I am going to bed. I cannot say if that will entail
sleeping as well, but I do think I better stop here, if I wish to avoid ridiculing myself any further.

Good night, dear heart. Dream of a calm sea and contented cats.



This letter was sent from London, Holborn Post Office, on Decembper 23rd, 1899, to Mr. Patrick
Morarty ¢/o Albergo Minerva, Piazza Santa Maria Novella, Florence. It was then redirected to Hotel
Teatro Pace, piazza Navona, Rome, where it was delivered in the early evening of the 2th.

Pafrick mine

Chvishmas has come two Jays early this year. | wope up this morning, | shaved, | Jressed, and
when | sat for breapfost your longhand (| mean your serant...) greeted me from fhe envelgpe
of your (cffer.

The kippers weve to salfed, the fea too cdd, hut | swear fo you by the comd of the Thvee Kings
that | never fasted any hetter.

[ m happy and selfishly proud of your success. How- handsome you wust have been, shining
Hack as your pians, both diftering with notes== Was i Schubert? Liszt? ov Chgpin, the study
op. 10 no. 12, ' LevCnlutimnaive |, which gou payed for me the moming you leff? I
st have heen Chgpin. If fages courage; his and yours, fo gpen me s heart lipe that, Sor
anyone fo view:

(Ves, g have a heavt fhere with Yoy you fhow: IF s mine )

Buf-.. Dai/g wifth g as [ ‘}J(m,(f" [ would Wﬁgx" gou here, jﬂff%j as | am. ?erfwm&g e
thousand and wdu(}wssd;(f fasks ‘ryﬁf n fune far brm@fasl’,? [ heed anc'm(zj: that gou come
home Nt I 11 ot asing you fo. | want your tour fo he a Friunph, and nobody to have any
veason fo say | dubt he s so ool after all, | haven' Fhal a dhance b seehim.”

S0, Patvick, g0 fo slech, eat heartly, then Pay, and play well for e We Ul som be fogether
again, and as we greet the new cenfury fogether, this qray London of ouvs will buyst in veds and
greens and gl for us.

Meavaiblle; | Irawan excellent cgavette from your vather hovvid holder, and enjoy the soff
sting of Latatia o my fongue: | won' Fwrite heve what if veminds me of-

Oh, e last thing. D twish, for a plague: L' enfer, & est les aufres, hut ' ) never have a
moment fo he with you.

Very vmuch yours,
Jack




to M. Pabrick SMoviarty, KOt Potocki, avenue e Friedand, Se vy, Paris

Dec. 2714, 1824

S, Patvic, how 3 you lipe La Grande SoirCe?

Was Mame Bernhard up to your expectations?

(I w sure shewns. How cold she ever not?)

Did you have the dhance to deiver the liffle maments you showed wme; ov 4id the tide
vush over you so fast that i swept you awny foo soon?

[ not Jjealous, you frow One-cannot be jealous of such, persomalify and Falent, uch
fhe less so when if is fashined info a giff Fo many, instead of being hidien as a secvet
freasure.

Fewtstrt-rod-heerfherewitte g, Or vafher not: iy presence would have Jistracted

gou from coplete concenfratin.

(D’ Fworvy: | had a nice Chvishmas in the company of a boffle of gosse;
appropriated ly filled with quoschervies and voasted with _potatoes and Brussels sproufs.)
| am quife confent to imagine you there; vaptured by the ama wfdding in frmt of
you and by that plaited hair, alive as a shadws; Jiving a seemd voice fo the dhavadter.
| Frine to you, vy Patvick, with a dass of Calvadss, and anticipate the pleasure of
your veturn, of your Fales of wonder. Theve is alwnys such wonder wnder your Has€
affifude:

That s enough Prench, fov ome wessage: Tape cave and frave safe.
Vours always

Jack
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Transcript:

I'm scribbling this quick note just before leaving my hotel rooms once again
(therefore you shall forgive me if my handwriting 1s even messier than usual).

The performance was everything I could've hoped for, and much, much more.
My choice of seats turned out to be very wise indeed, and I was also blessed

with the completely unexpected presence of one Madame C. Tate in the audience.
I'm sure you remember how legendary the friendship between those two
remarkable artists 1s.

Alas, I did not have such luck at the stage door. The sea of people waiting

there was quite daunting indeed, and my prey escaped before I could make any
requests. Therefore, I'm going back there tonight, well before I estimate the show
to end, with the hope of having more success against the more -shall we say
enthusiastic- admirers of M.me.

Wish me luck, it's not long before we'll meet again.

Ever yours

P




Letter delivered by private service

Mys. Jatel My wishes wovked... Bub mly halfwray, and | promise fo call
Revimes, the dever god of actovs and communication, in your aid fnight.
How< g will be suve fo ask.

D’ F worvy. We doctors have him caughf in our thermometers, fo abide by

our every comand.

Let ime prow-whaf WM as soon as you eon. We ve going fo have mudr fo
fale. abouf.




My Patrick,

our last, hasty wessage from Brwges on the 22 has thrown a shadmr o
my hopes for ceebrating with you fhe new cenfury which will Hossom af
iMF...

So beit- I J vather have you orossing howe safer than fasfer. After all, if

nof for the Kaiser s hurvy fo enfovce his Buygerliches Yesetzhuch, the whale
Confinenf would have waifed 365 prs (o}ger.
But d) Wilhehn dres' 1 vile m us. We Ul have a cdebratin fm" fwp all gf

ouy own hexF gear.

Mearabdle; iy Patrick, betieve me to e fove™

The street door slams open. Hasty steps up the stairs. The maid’s voice “Sir, your coat! Your hat!”
A gust of cool air, briny from the sea, smutty with coal soot.

A chair upturned as Jack stands abruptly.

The letter, unfinished.




