
TO MRS. SHELLEY 
 

Ravenna, Aug. 15th, 1821 
 
MY DEAREST LOVE,  
 
I WRITE, though I doubt whether I shall not arrive before this letter; as the post only leaves 
Ravenna once a week, on Saturdays, and as I hope to set out to-morrow evening by the courier. But 
as I must necessarily stay a day at Florence, and as the natural incidents of travelling may prevent 
me from taking my intended advantage of the couriers, it is probable that this letter will arrive first. 
Besides, as I will explain, I am not yet quite my own master. But that by and bye. I do not think it 
necessary to tell you of my impatience to return to you and my little darling, or the disappointment 
with which I have prolonged my absence from you. I am happy to think that you are not quite 
alone. 
[…] 
I have seen Dante's tomb, and worshipped the sacred spot. The building and its accessories are 
comparatively modern, but, the urn itself, and the tablet of marble, with his portrait in relief, are 
evidently of equal antiquity with his death. The countenance has all the marks of being taken from 
his own; the lines are strongly marked, far more than the portraits, which, however, it resembles; 
except, indeed, the eye, which is half closed, and reminded me of Pacchiani. It was probably taken 
after death. I saw the library, and some specimens of the earliest illuminated printing from the press 
of Faust. They are on vellum, and of an execution little inferior to that of the present day. 
[…]  


