








Transcript of All (Father leaves off first paragraph, which 

is of special interest to me.) 
From William!- Mott to his brother Julius, January 30, 1808 

Mr. Julius Mott at Mr. and Mrs. Chatfields, Back Hill, 

Hatton Garden, London 

By favour of Messrs. (or Brothers) Constables 

By the favour of Messrs. Constables I have written a few 

lines to Uncle Robert, Samuel, Jemima, and now to my worthy 

and good brother Julius--I have little or no news to give you, 

but what you will hear from Uncle Robert, or Jemima, and 

their letters I wrote in haste, expecting the bearers to sail 

immediately. 

we are all well in health. Our business is very bad at present, 

although it has been good hitherto. I am now living almost idle 

and scarce know what to turn my hand to, have half a dozen 

apprentices, whom I must of course keep employed. The embargo, 

which must be felt in England as well as in America, has almost 

ruined my business. Your decrees against the French colonies 

was my chief dependence, as they vended great qualities of 

American manufactures in the French and Spanish Islands. 

Should any of you ever take it into your heads to cross the 

water, how happy should I be, you cannot experience the melan­

choly hours that I have often spent on contemplating (not the 

starry heavens) but the deprivation of all intercourse with 

my much loved relations in England. Julius, is your heart turned 

to the merry making strain? or filled with the "sweet melancholy 

ideas" that brood over fancied deprivation of love, or friend­

ship, which, as the poet says--"has but a name, a charm that 

lulls to sleep"--or do you find yourself freed from the ties 

of all these fancied pleasures, save those which enter into 

the calculations of Profit and Loss? Until I know how the 

young Idea has been taught to shoot, I can scarce write a con­

sistent letter, but my good Julius, let us open a communica­

tion that is free. you will find me, a hearty and loving 

brother; for I want to see the state of your mind on paper 

since I cannot read it in your countenance. I know you are 

of a warm sanguinary temperament, red hair like myself, 
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