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TALKING OF JANE AUSTEN

CHAPTER |

Introducing Sheila Kaye-Smith to Jane Austen

F thefanatical lovers of Jane Austen are few, few also are her declared
enemies.  She rouses none of the impatience and antagonism that
are stirred sometimes by the restless, violent movements of her successor,
Charles Dickens, nor the occasond disgusts that repel certain readers
of her predecessors, Henry Felding and Tobias Smallett, nor even the
boredom that yawns away many pages of her illustrious and personaly
admired contemporary, Sir Walter Scott. The majority of the reading
public finds her, 1 think, no worse than uninteresting—which is not so
bad as finding her dull. She describes a section of English life and a
period of English time which make only a smal apped to-day, and the
gentle malice of her manner is no compensation for the limitetions of
her matter.

To most of these readers she is the author of one book only—Pride
and Prejudice—the book which most true Janeites (certainly the two who
are writing here) would place at the bottom of her achievements. It is
the only book of hers which seems to have in it the elements of a popular
success—as demondtrated by its distorted yet profitable image on the
stage and screen.  Its dightly Cinderdlla-ish story, noble hero, and tint
of farce have recommended it to many on whom the subtleties of Emma
and the depths of Persuasion would be thrown away. | have found more
than once that to recommend one of the other novels to an admirer of
Pride and Prejudiceleads only to disappointment. They demand for their
enjoyment tastes and sympathies which the better-known book does
not require—they are for Jane Audten's friends, not for her generd
acquaintance.

Y et for many years Pride and Prejudice was the only book of hersthat
| had seen. | sy " seen™ advisedly—not " read "—for the book, a
handsome edition bound in green and gold and illustrated by Hugh
Thompson, was only looked a occasiondly. It belonged to my sgter
and stood in ashdf with To Right the Wrong and In the Golden Days by
Edna Lydl, which | knew amost by heart. They both had their settings
in the seventeenth century, which was to me then the most glamorous
period of history, whereas Pride and Prejudice was setjust a the period
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when history in my estimation ceased to be history and became merely
old-fashioned. Sometimes in moments of boredom | would turn the
pages and look at the illugtrations, which gave me a general impression
of quaintness—a characterigtic | ill didike but no longer expect to find
in the pages of Jane Augen.

The artist must bear some of the blame for this migake. Unless
a character were notoriously middie-aged and unattractive the genera
run of faces was entirdly without expresson. So many quaintly old-
fashioned tailors and dressmakers dummies strode and tripped, drank
tea, rode on horseback, danced quadrilles, al quaintly dressed in cut-away
coats and high-waisted frocks, with their hair filing in ringlets or rolling
in quiffs, that it was difficult to imagine that here | had men and women
very much more dive than the musty heroes and heroines of my Edna
Lyadl romances.

This idea of quaintness, associated with a high wast, perssed, |
regret to say, till after |1 should have known better. For | remember
that once when an invitation to afancy-dress dance found me more than
usudly degtitute of money and ideas | looked out an old white dress
which had a highish waidt, raised it ill higher with a blue sash, stuck
awreath of forget-me-nots in my hair and cdled mysef—imagine it!—
Jane Austen. Evidently my mind dill carried a smpering picture
based on a merely ocular acquaintance with Pride and Prejudice, even
though at that time her complete works in two volumes—the two
volumes which are beside me now and from which | ill read a nightly
portion—must dready have been in my possesson.

| bought these round about 1905 or '06, out of my alowance of a
shilling a week. As they cost eighteenpence each their purchase must
have involved a three-weeks saving. But | was used to such mortgages
of my private fortune. What | cannot.understand was why, having
bought them at such a cogt, | did not read them. | know quite well
why | bought them; it was in a desperate zed for self-improvement
which characterised my adolescence. | had decided that | ought to read
Jane Austen and therefore provided mysdf with the means of doing so.
Why | did not use those means is another question.

Actudly the two volumes—beautifully printed on India paper and
bound in limp blue leather, an incredible bargain for three shillings—
repeled me with a reinforced notion of quaintness. Each of them has
a frontispiece in sepia, and each frontispiece is decidedly high-waisted.
In the first (preceding Pride and Prejudice, Mansfield Park and Northanger
Abbey) Jane Bennet is to be seen dancing a quadrille with Bingley, whose
coa-tals fly out in the peculiar manner of such illustrations (what were
they made of 2—dlk ? or cellophane ?); in the second, Sense and Sensi-
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bility, Emmaand Per suasi onareintroduced by apictureof MarianneDash-
wood sitting very coyly on a hill-sde nursing her sprained ankle while
obvioudy waiting to be picked up by Willoughby. On the whole,
Jane's illustrators have not done her justice.

My tastesinthose daysweredl for therobust. | wastowritemy first
two novels on a diet of Borrow, Fieding, Richardson, the Newgate
Calendar and Johnson's Lives ofthe Highwaymen. For many years| read
and reread Fidding, and wrote in 1909 a monograph on Richardson
which involved a gtill deeper plunge into the literature of his times.  If
| sought a change from these authors | found it in the poetry of William
Blake. How did | ever come to read and delight in a writer who is as
remote in dl save rime from the poet of the Songs of Innocence and the
Prophetic Books as she is from the creators of Tom Jones and Clarissa
Harlowe ?

The answer isthat she helped me through a bad time, giving me the
release of a new discovery when | was turning round and round in a
squirrel cage of small persona dlarms. My third novel, Spell Land, had
been published and, unlike its two predecessors, had received no reviews
in the first three weeks. No doubt this was chiefly because it had
appeared rather late in the autumn and the reviewers columns were
crowded ; but | took it into my head that | was being passed over and
forgotten—set aside as a negligible writer—and managed to work myself
into a pretty fierce anxiety-state about it. | wanted something to dis-
tract my mind—to read some book in which | should be able to forget
my fears and ceaseto watch for the postman.  But my classica favourites
were too well known to be ared distraction, and modern novels from
the library came too dose to my own problem. | had these sx novels
of Jane Austen dl unread, and for the first time | studied the print as
digtinct from the pictures.

" EmmaWoodhouse—handsome, clever and rich—had lived twenty-
one years in the world with very little to vex or distress her "... | was
caught—caught by the very words that caught my present collaborator
afew years later. Thereis amagic in that opening phrase of Emma—
amagic that it would be hard to define and which probably charms only
Jane-addicts, but with them is truly potent. | repeat that | was caught,
and from that moment | read on till | had finished the book ; and when
| had finished it | read the others, and when | had finished them | read
them over again, and when | had read them over again | read them over
and over and over again and am dill reading them.

At the start, Emma was my contemporary ; now she might be my
granddaughter, but | ill have that warm, urgent sense of a persond
relationship. It is curioudy charming, this experience of growing up
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With and round and past a character, entering into ever-changing and
new reationships with it as one passes from girlhood's interest and envy
to motherly affection and grandmotherly pride. Dear Emma! Dear
snobbish, cocksure, deluded Emma —" faultlessin spite of dl her faults .
Sheis and will doubtless aways be my favourite among the Jane Austen
heroines, partly because she was the first | met (as she was, by a coinci-
dence, for G. B. Stern), partly because of other reasons that | will give
later, when | try to assess the novels as a whole and in relation to one
another.

What impressed and attracted me most at their first reading was the
modernity of their outlook and characterisation. Throughout my
course of eighteenth-century noveists | had been condgently made
aware of the differences between their age and my own. This in the
caxe of Fidding, Richardson and Smallett, may have been due to the
fact that they were pioneers and sometimes a little awkward in the use
of their new medium ; but | was conscious of an even greater remote-
ness in Jane€s contemporaries—Fanny Burney and Henry Mackenzie.
There is a dtiffness about Evelina and The Man of Feeling which will not
dlow one to forget that they were read in powdering closets by ladies
in hooped petticoats. Even Maria Edgeworth sees life at an angle which
makes the modern reader squint.

Jane Austenwrote in the language of her time, but so colloquidly that
its goecid literary characteristics and conventions do not intrude. She
is occasondly long-winded and pompous, as are many modern writers ;
but because she is no stylist and never makes any attempt at fine writing,
she has escaped the shadow of Dr. Johnson, which darkens so many
pages of her contemporaries. Her novels are entirely devoid of those
Johnsonese rotundities which would have dated them. She scrambles
along in the colloquia English of her day, making those grammatical
blunders which come so eadily to us still—she adways says " under the
circumstances'—and using smal colloquidisms and bits of dang—
" chatty ", " fagged "—which ill crop up in the unstudied speech of
1943

Her characters, too, are drawn life-size, whereas those of her great
predecessors were generally a good ded larger.  As for her less gifted
contemporaries, so huge and unnatural had become the sze of a heroine
that Jane's faithful portrayals are in the nature of criticism and reaction.
Certainly she painted Catherine Morland to show what a girl of saven-
teen usudly is like as distinct from the enlargements of the circulating
library.

It is this combination of nature and reality with a modern (or perhaps
| should say, undated) outlook which cregtes the world wliich is in my
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opinion the best of adl literary worlds—only those of Cobbett and Trol-
lope chalenging it. Any author worth a bottle of ink can create some
sort of aworld, but it is not usualy a world we should care to live in—
it is aworld we gaze a without entering, a world in a picture, aworld
in a looking-glass.

InJane Augten's world | can fedl a home and be as much dive asin
my own. The same laws function there that control me here. No
licences are issued for distortion and improbability. | meet there people
who are no mere characters in fiction, but sensible companions, and their
thoughts and fedlings are in close dliance with what | persondly think
and fedl.

" To enter that world is to vidt a congenid set of friends, and | il
find that in their company | lose my own cares, much as | lost them on
my first vist, thirty years ago. Jane Austen is the perfect noveist of
escape—of legitimate escgpe, such as are our holidays. She does not
transport one into fantasy but simply into another, less urgent, set of
facts. Shetdls no fairy-tale which might send us back dazzled and redl-
ing to our contacts with normal life, but diverts us from our preoccupa
tions with another set of problems no less red than our own, but making
no persona demands upon us. In fact it is her redlism which provides
the escape, for the fantastic and improbable only irritate certain minds
and send them hurrying back unrefreshed to their own business

To have the freedom of that world is to be aJaneite. A number
of her readers never enter it, and these often declare that they cannot
see her charm. It would be difficult to assess exactly what psychologica
conditions are necessary to make aJane-addict, as distinct from a mere
Jane-reader, and certainly the brotherhood embodies a number of people
who are very unlike one another. G. B. Stern and | are in many ways
very unlike each other, yet on this matter we shout with one voice—
sometimes, | think (for variety's sake), alittle too much in unison. We
have of course this in common, that we are both writers, and | think
a certain degree of literary appreciation is necessary for a red devotion
to Jane Austen. Certainly many can have the appreciation without
the devotion, but she is not for those who have it not.  Unlike Dickens,
she makes no mass apped, partly for the reason that she has created
no outstanding characters to capture the imagination even of those who
have not read her books. Her methods are quietly redidtic, she paints
—as | have said—no more than life-size and her people are very much
like the people we know and therefore (to the magjority) unremarkable
if not uninteresting. | think too that her snobbishness and occesiond
primness dienate a number of readers, dso her exclusive preoccupation
with the upper and middle desss
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Certainly her world is not a perfect world, or even a better world
than this.  Its advantages are that it is ared, working, interesting world,
very much like our own but with certain stimulating differences.
G. B. Stern and | in the present book intend to do no more than explore
and roughly map out that world. We shdl ignore the world outside
it—the world in which Jane wrote—except as in so far it is reflected in
that other world she created. This is not a book about Jane Austen,
nor even about her novels from a purely literary point of view, but
about the people in the noves, their characters, their motives, their
ways, their doings.

| do not think that it is likely to recommend her to those who have
hitherto been blind to her attraction. We do not write to make con-
verts, nor do we aspire to be entirely pleasing to confirmed admirers,
who will doubtless find many a bone to pick with us before they have
done with these pages.  This book embodies a number of discussons
and arguments, for when we are together we have a natural tendency
to " tak Jane "—in other words to indulge in a conversation which
is not so much literary as persond, to gossip about the people in the
novels as we should gossip about the people in our lives.  Our tongues
have sharpened on the odiousness of Mrs. Elton, have argued the respec-
tive merits of Mary Crawford and Fanny Price, have abused Edmund,
lingered affectionately over the peculiarities of darling Mr. Woodhouse,
wondered what Emma wore at the Coles party, decided which of the
sx heroes we should choose oursdves to marry (we both decided on
the same one), dug into the servant situation at Barton Cottage, and
even tried to get a glimpse of those characters who never appear—such
as that Mrs. Partridge so cruely estimated by Emma, and Miss Andrews,
beautiful as an angel but mysterioudy displeasing to " the men "

In fact this book is written dmogt entirely from sdfish motives.
We are not writing it mainly to delight our readers, but to ddight
oursdves—to give oursaves the pleasure of expressing ourselves at
length on a subject which is completely absorbing to us both.



CHAPTER 11

Introducing G. B. Stern to Jane Austen

IF you assemble a number of people to vist a house which plesses

them dl, they will pour over the threshold in excdlent fellowship ;
yet once ingde, they may agree on nothing but the house itsdf, its
facade and architecture, and the peculiar magic of the surrounding
arrs. Each will then discover that they love it for a different reason,
express a preference for different rooms in the house, argue over the
furnishings, the curtains and the lampshades, pictures and ornaments.
We can be sure that the views from dl the windows must be equaly
delightful however they may differ, but of little dse. But abandon
metaphor ; smply | wish to say that our common love of Jane Austen's
writing is no assurance that we will agree over this book and that,
this character and that. Even the happy endings, for Miss Austen
dlows only perfect concord in her last chapters, can yet provide theme
for flushed faces and angry words. |, for instance, as you will discover
in the chapter cdled " The Mansfield Park Quartette ", would have
felt far more comfortable if Fanny had been alowed to marry Henry
Crawford, and Edmund, Mary Crawford, instead of the cousins tamely
pairing off together, with the Crawfords left disconsolate ; but | am
aware that this is only one opinion likely to cause furious partisans and
opponents to spring up in as many rows as soldiers where Jason once
sowed the dragon's teeth, to contest every preference | dare utter ; or
to show as much compassionate astonishment a me, poor fool, as
Marianne when her future-brother-in-law mildly avowed : "I like a fine
prospect, but not on picturesque principles. | do not like* crooked,
twisted, blasted trees. | admire them much more if they are tal, straight,
and flourishing." Marianne was very young and wildly intolerant,
whereas Jane Austen in essence and where her heroines resemble hersgf,
reveals such a clear and reasonable quality, that measured by its light an
unreasonable woman ingtantly ceases to be charming. It is an especidly
English quality a its best; we see it in Rosdind of Arden Forest, and
in Elizabeth Bennet, whose high spirits have the bubbling freshness of
spring, and again in little Alice, who can pass through the looking-
glass and return again with her gaze as steady, her courage dill high,
and her logicad good sense having resgted dl confuson. Later on in
her life, the wisdom of Jane Austen quietens down, and lies before
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us like a landscape accepting the melow rays of autumn aware of winter
beyond, or perhaps even, in Persuasion, dready aware that for her will
be no winter.

Of dl authors, | should say she was the most nourishing in the present
turbulent aspect of the world with its horrors, its redtrictions, its clash
and discord. Certainly it was esser in her day, though England was
at war with Napoleon and threstened with invasion, to remain detached.
It has been repeated so often that | need not enlarge on it now, how
modern science has developed to the destruction of al individual peace ;
how motor-cars, aeroplanes, submarines, newspapers, telephones and
(mogt of dl) the wirdless set have shattered what was the mellow noir-
mality of existence for the English countryside between 1775 and 1817.
Nevertheless, | do not think this freedom from the saven noisy plagues
of the twentieth century can rob Jane Austen of al credit for her specia
gifts of detachment, serenity, normality and good breeding, vauable
ads for our temporary escape into a heding atmosphere ; her gaiety
and wit, her irony and her mischievous appraisement of the ridiculous
characters which will always parade every country and every period for
our diversion, are specid gifts which must have their foundation not
merely in this century or that, but in a perception of truth and a scornful
eimination of trumpery; whatever is bogus in her world lies in a
steady beam of illumination; lies and dies in it. Bogus or phoney
or fake ; strong modern terms we use to describe dl that is detestable ;
dl that is in direct opposite to Jane Austen. She and the Giant Bogus
have nothing to say to one another, except when, likeJack her prototype,
she metaphoricdly runs him sharply through the middle and lets the
pudding pour out.

o let us say we are visiting the house which isJane Austen's, because
we love the air, the view, the style, the outlook from the windows ;
because it stands apart on a hill; because the Georgian apartments with
their exquisite proportions, their clear gpaces, their white panelling and
mellow parquet floors and high windows, are as beautiful as freedom,
asreasauring astolerance. We dl love thishouse ; let usvist it together,
and once inside we can quarrel to our hearts content; quarrels that will
leave no bitterness, for they gan be resolved neither into victory nor
into defeat.

| fed as sincerely about Jane Austen's books as it is possible to fed
about anything in literature ; nor do | suppose that anyone will be
reading these chapters unless they are of the same company. ... "It
was a lover and his Lamb "—probably only lovers of Charles Lamb
reed E. V. Lucas on that subject. Thus we are not prowling round,
my collaborator and myself, searching for converts, only for those
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insgtigble legions who find the same myderious pleasure as we do
in talking Jane, discovering Jane, arguing Jane, quoting Jane, listing
Jane, and for ever and ever marveling at Jane and grateful for her
legacy.

"Jane " isashort cut; not, | hope you will beieve, an impertinence.
We cannot say every time : " the books of Jane Austen . Five words
are clumsy where one will do, though there must be moments when
| say Jane Austen in full because of her redly dightly irritating habit
of usng her own Christian name for at least two of her heroines : Jane
Fairfax and Jane Bennet. It is extraordinary she should have no sdf-
consciousness in using her own name as though there were not enough
others in the language. | should not have been in the least surprised
to have found a family in her novels with the surname of Austen. She
uses the Chrigtian names of dl her brothers : Edward, Henry, Frank,
Charles. Only from Cassandra does she refuse such easy borrowing.
| wonder, « by the way, if | am wrong when | say there were plenty
of other names ? Were there not plenty, at that period ? Is our modern
abundant choice, of a recent date ? And yet the Elizabethans and the
early Stuarts roamed more widdly for their daughters; | could make
you up a fair bouquet of names recollected haphazard: Shakespeare's
Slvia and Viola and Bedtrice ; Lodge's Rosdind ; Campion's Laura ;
Nick Breton's Phillida; Lovelace's Althea. Diana and Helen are names
of beauty at the disposa of poets and writers of dl periods. Why, then,
did choice apparently contract for a hundred years or so, to merely a
few " good old-fashioned names’, as we cdl them now ? Herrick's
Julia and Sidney's Stella and Ben Jonson's Celia are not spoken of as
" good old-fashioned names'. Perhaps the decorum of nineteenth-
century parents refused mythology and legend and the Classics as their
chief source; required names of more sober upholstery and home
weaving.

All this is irrdlevant, but there seems no reason to forbid oursaves
a luxurious irrelevance if we are escaping from our present-day troubles
and redtrictions.  Indeed, it would be tiresome immediately to impose
new restrictions, even in the world of Jane Austen's books; for remember
that this is to be a book about Jane Austen's books, not about Jane
Austen hersdf and her life and the manners of her times, not, in fact,
a biography, which demands a drict attention to facts. There have
been biographies dready, some good, some indifferent; none of them
as ample as we could desire.  For reading Jane Austen, to those who
love her, is like mounting with wings as eegles ; we cannot tire. But
there is little justification in writing about her life unless research and
scholarship, yes and luck too, should have reveded fresh facts, fresh
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knowledge of her.  We have no such precious loot; therefore we have
agreed that this volume shdl concern itself only with Pride and Prejudice,
Sense and Sensibility, Northanger Abbey, Emma, Mansfield Park and Per-
suasion, not including Lady Susan, Love and Friendship, Sanditon nor even
The Watsons, that fragment from the store of Tantalus. ... If ever
one were to rail againg untimely death—but let it done. There is
20 little of death, in Jane.

When | arrived as far as this, | sat down to think on the matter,
and to verify what had been perhaps a cadess statement. Yet ill
| can think of no death of any importance within those novels, none
causing profound sorrow. " Within" eiminates the grief Anne Elliot
must have felt over the death of her mother, which happened some
time before the book begins. Death just dips into the picture again
in Persuasion, with Captain Harvilles sigh for the loss of his sster Fanny
Harville, betrothed to Captain Benwick ; and again in the same volume,
Mrs. Smith, Anne's former school-friend, is left destitute without her
husband. In Sense and Sensihility, too, desth opens the story where Mr.
Henry Dashwood followed old Mr. Dashwood on the second page, and
after only twelve months enjoyment of the etate of Norland ; Mrs.
Dashwood and her three daughters were, therefor”, forced to remove
themselves to Barton in the West of England ; while their successors at
Norland, Mr. and Mrs. John Dashwood, settled down to play a comedy
scene, solemnly considering what need not be done for his haf-sisters,
which is in many ways the most sardonic and the most delightful thing
of its kind which the author has given us. In Pride and Prejudice, her
first nove, death is kept well beyond the frontiers and out of Sght.  As
she travels on, it gradualy becomes visble, though never important, till
in Persuasion, the lagt book before her own quiet departing, we are
dlowed to fed that Anne gill misses her n;other and thinks of her with
real emotion:

For afew moments her imagination and her heart were bewitched.

The idea of becoming what her mother had been; of having the

precious name of " Lady Elliot" firgt revived in hersdlf.

In the passng of Mrs. Tilney from a hilious fever, another death
is mentioned and ddicioudy misinterpreted by Catherine Morland in
her naive search for a redly thrilling Abbey murder in Mrs. Radcliffe
syle. Eleanor Tilney grieved for her mother, but that, too, happened
some nine years before the book began. Dr. Grant's death must have
been a great relief to Mrs. Grant's housekeeping accounts. And the
degth of Mr. Norris, though a cause of agony to Fanny, while she
believed for a while that it would mean going from Mansfield Park
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to be a solace to her Aunt Norris, meant to the widow a good reason
for further interesting economies and sponging on others, rather than
actud grief. Tom Bertram nearly died, and Louisa Musgrove, but
only nearly. Emmas mother dso died, when Emma was quite a child,
but " poor Miss Taylor" provided a more than excelent substitute.
After much pondering, | can only recal one death, actual and authentic,
happening neither before the beginning nor after the end, but placed
s0 as directly to affect the turn of events ; and that, it must be admitted
in honesty, aroused no sad fedings a dl, but the period-equivalent of
" whoopee " when those concerned heard that
" the great Mrs. Churchill was no more. ... It was felt as such
things must be felt. Everybody had a degree of gravity and sorrow ;
tenderness towards the departed, solicitude for the surviving friends;
and in a reasonable time, curiosity to know where she would be
buried."

It is stntnge that where there is so much of death in dl our lives,
and in hers no exception, how Jane Austen should have so firmly decided
to have none of it in her books except these few very minor ingtances ;
and not only to have thus decided, but to have carried it through so
naturally and successfully that in spite of it, and with six radiantly happy
endings instead, we can yet think her novels true to life. Upon my
word, it was not until it happened to strike me a few moments ago,
that | noticed she had arrived at some truce with death, that he" should
let her write of dl other things and never appear himsdf (a grim
reflection that he appeared the sooner beyond and outside her stories).
It is sgnificant of Jane Austen magic, how one may read and re-read
and go on rereading her books, and gill never come to the end of
new discovery such asthis. | have no idea how often | have read those
six novels of hers, and | dare not set down a guess for fear you should
think | am exaggerating prodigioudy in order to produce an effect. |
can only tdl you how | first began; lingering pleasantly on the dis
closure, as one enjoys telling how one first met one's love, what he
wore and what you wore, and why one remembers it was a Friday,
and how a that moment one thought not to care for him at al—(in
that dlly tie ). My first encounter, then, with Jane Austen might
have been when | was about eight or nine. | cannot imagine how a
particular st of four books bound aike in sober sage-green arrived upon
our nursery shelves, someone may have given them to my elder Sgter ;
odd and unsuitable volumes belonging to a nurse or a governess did
sometimes find their way among our favourite Mrs. Molesworths and
Frances Hodgson Burnetts. The three volumes forced into arbitrary



sge-green acquaintance with Mansfield Park, were Home Influence and
its sequel A Mother's Recompense—I forget by whom—and In the Days
of Bruce, by Grace- Aguilar ; Mansfield Park was then to me unquestion-
ably the dullest of the four.

The part of Mansfield Park which | did read as a child, enjoyed and
reread severd times so that | ill know it dightly better than the rest,
was where they acted " Lovers Vows', during Sir Thomass absence
in Antigua on busness. | was mysdf for ever acting, writing plays,
rehearsing them with my cousins; forcing Mother or a governess or
the maids to come in as audience; or sometimes, when encouraged
to do it in style, rehearsing beforehand for two or three weeks, and
finaly producing the result very much as the young Bertrams planned
(but were frustrated by the premature return of Sir Thomas) in the
billiard-room, where rows of smiling grown-ups were placed ; refresh-
ments were laid in the dining-room, and—thisiswhere we differed from
the Mansfield Park arrangements,—our dressing-room was the drawing-
room with the door opening on to the billiard-room stage ; whereas you
will remember how Sir Thomas found the bookcase surprisingly re-
moved from the door connecting his own room with the billiard-room,
and " opening it, found himsglf on the stage of a theatre, and opposed to
a ranting young man, who appeared likely to knock him down back-
wards". As he had no use whatever for rehearsals, or for Mr. Yates as
Baron Wildenheim, or any further performances of " Lovers Vows",
he had promptly shut down the theatre and " set the carpenter to work
in pulling down what had been so lately put up in the billiard-room,
and given the scene-painter his dismissd. . . ."

Naturally, | sympathised passionately with his disappointed children ;
supposing my father should suddenly intervene when expectation and
excitement were within a day or two of fulfilment ?

In Mansfield Park, | could not quite follow their initid difficulty in
finding a play to suit them all; as ajuvenile dramatist, my plays were
found directly | began to write them ; nor was | sure why Fanny was so
fussy on the score of impropriety : " Agatha and Amelia appeared to
her in their different ways so totaly improper for home representation ;
the stuation of one, and the language of the other, so unfit to be ex-
pressed by any woman of modesty, that she could hardly suppose her
cousins could be aware of what they were engaging in" Where it
seemed to me that they were afflicted with exactly the same troubles as
my own, was over the difficulty of collecting everyone's concentration at
rehearsds, and inducing them to learn their parts in time for the night
itself. Though the scene® of Sr Thomass return is delightful for an
adult reader, | shdl fed dl my life that | (little Gladys) have been done
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out of asdding at the great night; aways | shdl wonder whether
the Mansfield Park theatricals would have been a success, and who had
the mogt gpplause, and did Mr. Rushworth (in his blue costume and
pink satin cloak) remember any of his two-and-forty speeches ?

So, a dage-struck child, | became amazingly familiar with a brief
portion of Mansfield Park ; read the rest once, did not care for it, and
forgot it for a matter of twenty years or 0.

| think that my next unsuccessful attempt to read Jane Austen was
when | was eighteen, an ardent student at the Academy of Dramatic
Art.  We were given scenes out of Pride and Prejudice to play ; and,
expecting a leading part, | was alotted Kitty Bennet, unimportant and
fretful. So my wounded pride set up a dight prejudice againgt that
lovely story which was to give me so much happiness in ten years
time. | doubt if | redly read it, but merely glanced at the chapters
thrust upon me.  Pippa Passes was its rival just then, for | was given a
leading part in it, and one of my speeches (though | had not two-and-
forty) ran on for two and a haf pages without a break . . . Mr.
Browning having no talent for brisk Noel Coward dialogue.

I may have been about twenty-five or twenty-six when Sheila Kaye-
Smith and | went down together to stay for aweek at a charming village
cdled Bradenham, not far from where Lord Beaconsfield had lived and
died. Thrift Cottage stood on the edge of the green, with a view
across it to the lovely old church. The gorse was out on Naphill
Common, not far away, and so was the washing, brilliant white, spread
on the bright yellow.

But we cannot have been meaning to stay a whole week ! Surely
we would never have brought only one library book each, to carry
us over seven days and evenings in rainy England? My highbrow
choice had been The Brook Kerith by George Moore.  Nowadays, caring
less for opinion, | might essly have packed The Brook Kerith, but in
company with a little light relief: an Agatha Chridtie, say, or a White-
oaks or a Lucia What made it the more hazardous was that | had
never read George Moore before, and The Brook Kerith was, | think, his
first experiment of leaving out dl punctuation and inverted commas;
you can imagine how | felt, struggling aong through the first chapters.
Then Shella came to the rescue, and but for Sheila (and but for George
Moore) | might never have become the lover of Jane | am now. Shella,
| found to my astonishment, whatever other book or books accompanied
her on far travels to Bradenham or esewhere, never moved without
a volume of Jane Augten. It happened to be Emma at this time, and
she offered to lend it to me while she read her equivaent of The Brook
Kerith. Better than nothing, | thought, little knowing. And began:
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—Emma Woodhouse, handsome, clever, and rich, with a com-
fortable home and happy disposition, seemed to unite some of the
best blessings of exigence, and had lived nearly twenty-one years in
the world with very little to distress or vex her.

Have | ever thanked Shella enough ? If not, | do so now.

Yet, though | surrendered wholly and without reservetion to the
spdl of Jane Austen, | ill do not seem to have thrown mysdf instantly
on dl her books, in tears because they were so few. It cannot have
been long, however; perhaps, though dates and events of the lagt
war have become a little shadowy, it was in the same summer, the
summer of 1917, that | stayed with Mother and Father in llfracombe
and found mysdlf in the midst of a nervous breakdown which produced
the inconvenient symptoms of frequent and irrational crying and a
refusal of my legs to carry me. The effort to overcome both these
manifestations of some serious maladjustment with life made me worse
ingtead of better. " Pray exert yourself," the characters in Jane Austen
frequently adjure one another. Wise advice, no doubt, in a period
when young ladies were only too apt to turn their faces to the wall
and go into a decline ; but it happened that to exert myself was the
opposite of what | redly needed. To exert onesdf when it can lead
to some active good is not the same as constant exertion on a negative
route. When you have been living againgt the grain for some time,
you need to relax till body and spirit are strong enough to turn life in
an opposite direction. And presently one little doctor was clever
enough not to order exertion, but complete rest: " Go to bed for
three weeks" he sad. " Would you like that ? Get your meds
brought up, if you can, and read plenty of nice cheerful books. Forget
about things. Have your bed pulled up to the window, and keep it
wide open. Novigtors. Never mind about your legs. You seg itll
be dl right."

It was indeed dl right.

My bedroom was on the second floor, overlooking the little harbour
of lIfracombe.  The westher was glorious. The bed was drawn up to
the huge open window, and | was able to watch the ships and the fishing-
boats in and out of the harbour ; | was dble to reax, to enjoy the
busy, vivid life on the quay, and what went on outside the little painted
houses and waterside inn.  Except for my father and the pleasant Devon-
shire maid who brought up my meds (not lentils, even though we
were in the third year of the lat war) | saw hardly anyone. Asfor the
nice cheerful books recommended by the doctor, to help me forget
about things—
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Yes, of course. | am asking no riddles, and | expected you to guess.
Providentially kept away until then by dl the dipshod, fatuous reasons
which | have aready told you, | now had Sense and Sensibility, Northanger
Abbey and Persuasion to read for the very first time ; Pride and Prejudice
and Mansfield Park amost for the first time. You can forget a war
when you are reading Jane Austen for the first time, the second time,
the hundredth time ; you can forget strain and sorrow and perplexity,
injusticeand fear. It isthe loveliest of dl worlds, and | have enjoyed
remembering how | stepped into it. Now there is a war again, and
we may not escape long or forget for long, and the bed by the open
window overlooking a blue sunlit sea is rarely possible, but gill—

..." | hope everybody had a pleasant evening/ sad Mr. Wood-

house, in his quiet way. "1 had. Once | felt the fire rather too
much ; but then | moved back my chair alittle and it did not disturb
me"



CHAPTER 111
" All the New Poems and Sates of the Nation "

SHEILA KAYE-SMITH

JE AUSTEN was born in 1775 and died in 1817. Between these
dates the following events took place :
The American War ofIndependence and the loss ofthe American colonies.
The French Revolution and the Reign of Terror.
The Rise and Fall of Napoleon Buonaparte.

Only the most distant references to any of these can be found in the
noves, and their exclusion is obvioudy ddliberate, for they made a pretty
heavy impact on the country a large, even in those days of dow com-
munications and scanty newspapers. The congtant wars created con-
ditions of scarcity and unemployment that must have intruded even into
remote country parsonages, and the threat of invasion over the author's
home in Southern England can have lain only a shade more lightly than
it was to lie after another hundred years.

Moreover, Jane Austen hersaf was no flighty ignoramus, and though
her interests were amost exclusively feminine and in the society of her
day politics were left mainly, and we suspect indifferently, to the male,
she must have been well aware of dl that was going on, if only through
the family's naval associations. Her decision, therefore, to ignore it all
must have been for some good reason, due no doubt to one of her greatest
gifts of grace and sense—a knowledge of the limits of her own powers.

Just as she had refused, at an indirectly royd invitation, to write a
novel on the fortunes of a German Royd Family, so she declined to
dlow her pages to be darkened by more than occasond shadows of
French wars.  The wars by land and sea which thundered over most
of her adult life exig only in a smart militia regiment sent to flutter
female hearts in Pride and Prejudice, and in the tak of those charming
naval officers living unwillingly peaceful lives ashorein Persuasion. Sir
Thomas Bertram, it is true, has the alarm of a French privateer on his
voyage home from Antigua. But anything less tota than any war
in Jane Augsten's noves it would be difficult to imagine—not one
amounts to more than decima nought-one per cent.

The French Revolution has even less notice from her, though it left
its mark on English thought and society in much the same way as the
Russan Revolution of 1917—producing its sympathetic coteries of
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parlour pinks aswell asitsregiment of Blimpsin opposition.  The Austen
family had, moreover, a persond link with this event which must have
made it of more than usual interest toJane.  In 1797 her brother married
his cousin, Eliza de Feuillide, who had logt her husband in the Terror.
Miss Emma Austen-Leigh in her captivating Jane Austen and Seventon
quotes a family tradition that, after the Peace of Amiens, the Henry
Augtens went to France, hoping to regain some of the de Feuillide
property, and narrowly escaped death when hodtilities suddenly flared
up again. They fled by post-chaise to the coast, with Henry disguised
as an invdid at the back of the carriage, and probably owed their lives to
the perfect French spoken by his wife. Such an adventure must have
played its part both in Jane's experience and in her imagination, but it
finds no place in her books.

In fact the only reference to the French Revolution which | can dis
cover is so remote and frivolous as to be hardly recognizeble. " O my
dear Mr. Bennet"... cries his spouse on her return from the bal, and
proceeds to plague him with alist of Mr. Bingley's partners—" Then the
two third he danced with Miss King and the two fourth with Maria
Lucas and the two fifth with Jane again and the two sixth with Lizzie,
andthe Boulanger—" HereMr. Bennet breaksin and prevents our ever
knowing whom Mr. Bingley chose to link arms with and weave in and
out of the other dancers, much as the Paris bakers were said to have
linked arms and danced through the crowd in afamous orgy of the torch-
lit strets. The Boulanger lost its popularity only with the genera
passng of the country dance from English balrooms invaded from
Germany by the polka and the wdtz. It remains Jane Austen's solitary
reference to an earthquake the tremors of which are with us yet.

It would not perhaps be reasonable to expect even such a remote
alusion to the American War of Independence, for she was only a small
child when the Colonieswerelost. " A strange business thisin America,
Doctor Grant..." | once used to think that Tom Bertram's desperate
effort to retrieve his gaffe with the doctor by engaging him in a discussion
on politics had some connection with the American War; but | now
redlise that he was about thirty years too late. Jane's novels are dl more
or less contemporaneous with her actua life while writing them, and
Mansfield Park, written after the gap of slence which separates the first
three novels from the lagt three, would not refer to events earlier than
the year 1800. Indeed, what this " strange business in America" was |
have never been able to find out.

There is nothing incredible in the remoteness of the Jane Austen
characters from the public distresses of the world in which they lived.
It was possible in those days for norma life to go on as usud without
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interference from contemporary upheavals. The army and navy were
limited, specidized professions which even in time of war absorbed no
more than a fraction of the nation's man-power, and Napoleon's armies,
reluctant to cross the Channd in their invasion barges, had not then an
aternative route by air. There is no exapist evasion in the tranquil
lives of Highbury, Mansfield, Northanger or Bath. Jane has not been
avoiding redlity in her population of unarmed young men and unalarmed
young women. In excluding rumours of war and revol ution she has only
been legitimately exercising her artistic privilege and duty of sdection.

For it is plain that any much greater intrusion of public events into
the novels would have damaged their quality. It would have over-
drained their ddicate fabric, disturbed their graceful proportions—like
a coa of ams embroidered into a needlework picture of birds and
flowers. No sacrifice of truth is involved, indeed truth, rather, is served
by such a sense of proportion in history. For history has been driven
out of dl proportion by over-indgstence on its more catastrophic aspects.
As Caherine Morland rightly protests—" The quarrels of popes and
kings, with wars and pestilences on every page ; the men dl so good-for-
nothing and hardly any women at all—itisvery tiresome." Jane Austen
ignores the more tiresome aspects of history, but her books are full of
its more charming implications, for in them we see men and women of
a different age come dive with dl their equipment of human interests,
human moods, human fashions and ideas and movements, literary,
artistic, and cultural. We are shown their food, their clothes, ther
furniture, ther fads—their superficia differences from us and funda-
mental kinship. None of this would have stood out so clearly againgt a
background of wars and pestilences.

| see Jane Austen leaning over the bridge between the eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries, watching the stream of history flow by. Her
eyes are on the stream itsdf rather than on what it carries—neither
Buonaparte's ill-fated craft nor the noisy pirate barge of Danton and
Robespierre has power to distract her from the flow which is history
itself—the river as digtinct from the traffic on it.

A powerful current moves the dow waters beneath. From her
bridge between the centuries she watches their aspect change before the
sweep of the Romantic Reviva. Here the smile collapses, for she is
much more than a detached observer of this current. She herdf is
carried aong by it.

When she was born the dassicd or Augustan age had aready passed.
Formality in art, manners and ideas had given place to something much
more free and spontaneous.  In poetry the gtiffness of the heroic couplet
had yielded to more romantic and irregular verse-forms, and Pope and
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Addison had been dethroned as popular idols in favour of Cowper and
Scott.  Shakespeare, on the other hand, had come back into his own after
years of eclipse as abarbarian. In art, formal representation of dignified
and pleasing objects had given place to the new standards of the " pictur-
esgue "—to a reaction in favour of ruins, tatters and storms.  Ruined
abbeys, blasted trees, lowering skies and ragged bands of gipsies were the
subjects of those popular prints turned out in their hundreds by new pro-
ofengraving. Asin art, 0 in architecture.  The stiff, solid, useful
shapes of Georgian country houses were being set upon by a gang of
" improvers "—of whom Repton was the chief—and spiked and frizzled
into Gothic gables.  The Gothic became the rage as a symbol of ruin and
romance, even to the extent of faked ruins and ornamental hermitages
(" her ladyship," says Mrs. Bennet, erroneoudly, " will be pleased with
the hermitage ").

Jane Austen's personal attitude to al this seems mainly one of detach-
ment. She chose and she criticized.  She appears to identify hersdlf, on
the one hand, with Fanny Price's opposition to the " improvements " of
Sotherton, on the other with that same Fanny's rather cavilling criticism
of the manson's eminently utilitarian chapel—" "1 am disappointed,
she sad in alow voice to Edmund. ' This is not my idea of a chapd.
There is nothing awful here, nothing melancholy, nothing grand. Here
are no arches, no inscriptions, no banners—no banners, cousin, to be
" blown by the night wind of heaven" ; no sign that a " Scottish
monarch deeps below "' "

This iswritten considerably later than the presentation of Marianne
Dashwood's ardent pursuit of dl the most romantic ideas and notions of
her time—ranging from worship of " the picturesque” in art and litera-
ture to the conviction of the impossibility of any " second attachment"
inthe field of love.  Marianne, in her youthful enthusiasm, warmth and
" senghility ", is one of Jane's most endearing portraits, but sheis pictured
with great detachment. Indeed one feds that her author's sympathies
arc dl for her opposite number of " sense”. | see Jane's own persond
opinion, too, behind Edward's statement to the aghast and pitying
Marianne that he does not like " ruined, tattered cottages" and that he
takes " more pleasure in a snug farmhouse than in a watch-tower " and
prefers " a troop of tidy, happy villagers' to " the finest banditti on
earth".

On the other hand, we know that Jane Austen shared Marianne's
admiration of Cowper, Thomson and Scott, and in Elinor's addiction
to drawing she shows evident approval of a female accomplishment
which the Romantic Movement had made fashionable. It is probable
that Elinor's drawings were not origind, like Emma Woodhouse's
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efforts some twenty years later, but copies of some " print of merit",
in which no doubt " ruined, tattered cottages " and " old twisted trees "
were featured as fredly asin her sster's imagination.

In fact in Sense and Sensibility, as in the other novels, we see Jane
Austen moving sympatheticaly with the main culturd idess of her
period, but always reserving to hersdf the right to stand back and criticize.
She does this most notably in the field of the novel itsdlf.  The Romantic
Reviva had more effect on the novel than on dmost any other form of
art; in fact it brought it out of the experimenta stage and established
it as a department of literature. But the results were not al improve-
ments, and Jane evidently had but little admiration for some of them.
Indeed one of her earliest novels, Northanger Abbey, was written, like
Fidding's Joseph Andrews, as an exposure of another type of fiction ;
though in his case the parody is limited to an actual book—Richardson's
Pamela—whereashersisthe parody of aschoal.

The novel was now no longer a new and unusual literary form.
The circulating libraries which had sprung up in every town were
introducing it to growing masses of readers. By some it was dill
regarded with suspicion—as frivolous, if not actualy demordising—
and Jane on at least one occasion feels urged to defend it against those
who would decry " performances which have only genius, wit and taste
to recommend them ", while Catherine Morland had " aways thought
that young men despised novels amazingly . But the generd public
(or rather, the very smdl portion of it that could read) was both eager
and uncritical in its attitude. The demand for novels came to exceed
the supply, and standards fell owing to mass production by literary
hacks—a circulating library Gothic comparable to the churchwarden
Gothic of a later age and another art.

Jane Austen, we know, admired the novels of Sir Walter Scott, which
were as genuinely a production of the Romantic Reviva as The Castle
ofOtranto and the novels of Mrs. Radcliffe. But whereas he relied for
his Gothic effects on areturn to history, they achieved theirs mainly by
mystery and sensation.  Mrs. Radcliffe's novels are indeed the ancestors
of the thriller, and it would not be difficult to trace The Adventures of
Sherlock Holmes, Doctor Thorndyke's Cases or even the ducidations of
Lord Peter Wimsey, back to The Children ofthe Forest and The Mysteries
of Udolpho.

Both Wdpole and Mrs. Radcliffe were capable and responsible
writers within their limits. It was only in the hands of their imitators
that their style became ridiculous. Northanger Abbey is not so much
a parody as a sober check-up on the imbecilities of the hack novdigt.
Jane Austen takes dl the stock-in-trade of the popular novd of her day
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—she takes a " heroine ", provides her with a family, a confidante, a
traducer, an oppressor, a defender, aruined abbey and a Horrid Mystery,
and shows them dl in the sober light of an English winter day, which
gives them a very different appearance from that which they made in
the sultry glow of the circulating library. Yet so consummately is it
done, so sure is she as a story-teller, that the nove is dive and complete
initsdlf, and—like the similar Joseph Andrews—has no need to be compared
with its sources of inspiration.

Jane hersdf was certainly no romantic, and as a writer she stands
right avay from the twin schools of the Picturesque Reviva—the
historical and the sensational—from the one which she admired as much
as from the one which she did not. Her place is in the traditiond,
redigic school of English fiction, which found other contemporary
exponents in Henry Mackenzie and Fanny Burney. These writers are
the direct descendants of Defoe, Fidding and Smollett, and the direct
ancestors of Dickens, Thackeray and Arnold Bennett. But they are
influenced by the Romantic Movement, even though it does not change
their course.  While avoiding the fantastic and sensationa and confining
themselves to much the same sort of subject as their predecessors—that
is, ordinary English life in their own day—they nevertheless treat that
subject in a rather different manner.

Just as a lovely Queen Anne fa9ade sometimes has nothing more
behind it than a scramble of low roofs and inferior rooms, so theimposing
formality of the Augustan age had often disguised a brutality of thought
and living which alater age of more external freedom and more internal
" sengibility" turned from in disgust. Jane hersdf, in her famous
defence of the novel in Northanger Abbey, from which | have aready
quoted, refers with an obvious shudder to the Spectator itself, as a publi-
cation bound to " disgust a young person of taste . . . language, too,
frequently so coarse as to give no very favourable idea of the age that
could endure it".

If we take a dip into Peregrine Pickle and then into, say, The Man of
Feeling we will redize how utterly tastes and tendencies had changed
in a period of little more than half a century. The " senshbility " of die
Romantic Movement had influenced a much wider circle than those
who had surrendered to its more Gothic aspects. It had not, however,
yet affected the actua structure of society, and the revolt of " persons
of taste " from the brutalities which had not only been tolerated but
enjoyed by their grandfathers expressed itsdf mainly in a gesture of
avoidance. Jane Austen hersdf is certainly determined to avoid the
sgualors of contemporary life, and she sometimes carries this fagtidious-
ness to the point of primness. In Mansfield Park, for indance, the
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elopement of Crawford and Maria might have been more convincing,
a leagt inits early stages, if she had not so firmly inssed that " other
pens' (ofwhom, | wonder, what she thinking?) should "dwell on
guilt and misery ".

Certainly she is more reticent on "such odious subjects’ than
amogt any other writer of her period—Lydias news in Pride and Prejudice
that " a private had been flogged " is dmost the only reference | can
find to the more brutal aspects of eighteenth-century life—which may
be one reason why Jane Austen's novels appear SO modern in comparison
with those of Smollett, for instance, or Fieding, which are definitely
dated by their violence. Who would guess while lisgening to the
humane and enlightened tadk of Captain Wentworth and Captain
Harville and the two Crofts in Persuasion that the crews of their ships
were sometimes partly, sometimes mainly, recruited by the cudgels of
the Press Gang? Who would gather from the harmless sporting
activities at Uppercross or Netherfield that poachers caught on those
etaes were probably transported for life? Who, seeing Mr. Wood-
housd's anxiety over the imagined fatigues of his horses, or watching
Mrs. Norris dight in dl the panoply of conscious virtue to wak up
hill and spare " those noble animals ™, would redise that at that period
cats were skinned dive under the impression that it improved their pelts
and that legidation to prevent this atrocity was laughed to scorn in
Parliament ?—or that cock-fighting and prize-fighting were probably
the most popular spectator-sportsin " dear, airy, cheerful, happy-looking
Highbury " ?

Jane Austen lived at atime when, in spite of the widespread infliction
of capital punishment, even on children, crime was rife (with felons
tried and untried herded together in common wards, awaiting the
reforms of Elizabeth Fry), and the police force (dso awaiting reforms)
was worse than inadequate. Yet the only two " criminal” incidents
| can recdl in dl Sx novels are confined to Emma—the robbery of Mrs.
Wegton's poultry-roosts and the famous episode of Harriet and the
gipses, both of which, except (I hope) for the nitwitted reactions of
Harriet and Miss Bickerton, might have happened to-day. Indeed our
present efficient police-sysem and low rate of crime might have inspired
Tilney's rebuke of Catherinein Northanger Abbey—" Dear Miss Morland,
condder the dreadful nature of the suspicions you have entertained.
What have you been judging from ? Remember that we are English,
that we are Chrigtians. . . . Does our education prepare us for such
arocities? Do our laws connive a them ? Could they be perpetrated
without being known, in a country like this, where socid and literary
intercourse are on such afooting ? "
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Certainly Catherings idea of a secret Mrs. Tilney " languishing out
her days" in some hidden part of the Abbey was a bit tough even for
those times, but most of uswould be inclined to suspect the exigence of
more cruel husbands and injured wives, more dishonest servants and
unhappy children, more physicd punishments (there are none) and
physical discomforts, more overturned coaches (no character has any
mishap while travelling), more heavy drinking (no one is ever the worse
for drink, except perhaps Mr. Elton, who was, however, only suspected
by Emma of having " drunk too much of Mr. Weston's good wine "),
more fighting than a distant reference to two duels (one of which took
place while the other did not), more sickness, more violent death (no one
dies even peacefully except off-stage) than we find in the noves of Jane
Austen.

| imagine that she was determined to ignore what is cdled " the
darker sde of life ", whether as exposed in French wars or English laws,
and thefact that she was able to do so without in any way detracting from
the lifdikeness of the world she created is one reason why that world
makes such an ided holiday resort. She was far too conscientious an
artist to compromise with truth, and we may be sure that the facts she
ignored could be ignored, and amost certainly were ignored by the
kind of people she writes about—people of culture and humanity living
among surviving barbarisms and therefore tending either to reform them
or to ignore them. Her characters are none of them reformers, so it is
not unnatural that they should shut their eyes to many of the evils of their
times, the reform of which was indeed left mainly to a later generation.
Moreover, asaliterary artist she realised—though perhaps unconscioudy
—that people must aways be more important and more interesting than
conditions or events.

She hersdlf has compared her art to that of a miniature painter, and
certainly in a miniature there is no room for anything more than the
subject with perhaps an indication of the immediate background. Per-
sondly | should compare her rather to an etcher, for an etching bites
sharply into its medium, and acid is a necessary part of the artist's equip-
ment. Thisacid, saty characteristicis an essentia ingredient of the novels
and makes up for the absence of deeper, more universal qudities. It is
the necessary antinomy of their " pleasantness’, and it delights her
admirers while it doubtless accounts for her lack of genera popularity.
Her novels are not caviare, but they taste rather like it.

No true disciple could bear to lose or even to soften this sharp taste,
which, likesdt inbutter, preserves their pleasant substance from deteriora-
tion. Certainly without it we should notice the absence of those
stronger flavours which enrich the noves of Dickens and Tolstoy. It
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provides the weight, the balance (to change the Smile) which other
authors achieve in war, politics, controversy, crime, psychological con-
flict or intdlectud brilliance. Take it away—as has sometimes been
done on the stage or on the screen—and the whole performance de-
teriorates into sentimentality and quaintness. Jane Austen, we know,
envied the " candour "—word that has so completely reversed its mean-
ing—of her elder sgter. It is fortunate for us that in this case she was
never gble to imitate what she admired.
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CHAPTER 1V
On a Certain Enchanting Quality

G. B. STERN

HAVE been hauled over the cods (a phrase which would have been
unknown to Miss Austen) by one of our modern writers for my
too frequent use of the word " chump ", which, he assarts, is merely my
old-fashioned attempt to keep up with contemporary dang. | have
tried to remain cam during his passionate indictment; firstly, because
| think he should be encouraged to take an interest in the proper use of
language; and secondly, because for once | am absolutely certain of
being in the right: " Chump " must be a word for generd and not
merely topicd use, for the good reason that it cannot be supplanted.
For what should | cdl Mr. Woodhouse, Harriet Smith, Mrs. Dashwood,
Lady Bertram, Charlotte Pamer, Mrs. Allen, if not chump ?—qualifying
it perhaps by an adjective sdected for each individual specimen: a
ddlicious chump, a hopeless chump, a good-natured chump. Having
asked my accuser to select an aternative so that | could mend my ways,
he was, of course, unable to supply one. | did my best to help him, and
we tried varioudy : " idiot", " ass', " nitwit", " moron", " smple-
ton", " fathead ", " goose ", and the North-Country " gorm ", but not
one of them was quite right. " Gorm" came nearest, perhaps, but it
is too regiona, and, moreover, contains a dightly lumpish quality,
wholly out of place in connection with what / mean by chump. There
is nothing lumpish about Harriet Smith or Mrs. Allen. Chumphood
involves certain endearing ingredients ; nearly aways when you cdl a
person a chump (as when you cdl a dog Hervey) you are ready to love
them. Chumps are usudly a little vague, ingenuous, deeply earnest in
their statements and deeply honest.  Chumps do no harm. Perhaps the
best example in dl fiction is Dora Spenlow, David Copperfield's child-
wife ; sheisindeed Princess Chump. We can and do laugh at a chump
in trouble, but authors would do well to remember that there is some-
thing far more poignant about the death of a chump than the death of
any of their nobler, stronger characters. | cried with David when Dora
was dying upstairs—until Agnes came in to break the news with her
" solemn hand upraised towards Heaven " !
P. G. Wodehouse made a notable contribution to the merry order
of chumps in fiction, with his Bertie Wooster. But—here is the subtle
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difference—although Thackeray's Ameliawas afool, and so was Magjor
Dobbin, they do not qualify for my collection, lacking just that—there
you are, | have searched in my mind and | cannot express it otherwise;
lacking just that chumpery, that starry prattling idiocy, that chubbiness
of outlook, that willingness to be guided, that complete lack of sdlf-
analysisand sdf-consciousness.  Let us, therefore, accept the word thank-
fully ; and recognising that Jane Austen had abeautifully light hand with
chumps (as we say of pastry-makers), amuse oursaves by collecting
them from her books to put into a gdlery apart.

First and foremost, Mr. Woodhouse. Therest, | think, are dl ladies,
for Mr. Callinsis no chump ; heis apompous, complacent fool, but, as
we have dready sad, this is different; over Mr. Robert Ferrars, in
Seme and Sensibility, | have hesitated; perhaps where he choosss a
toothpick 2—perhaps where he tdls of his triumph in advising a friend
how to build a cottage? Yet he is too fundamentally mdicious and
conceited. | am dready sure that chumpery, under andyss, must be
essentidly unworldly, with a note of childiike smplicity. We may
hesitate again over Mr. Elton, tempted to include himwhen heisexclam-
ing over Emma's portrait of Harriet. But he too, when he is not being
fatuous, is mdicious, unkind, and a snob. However, if we pursue that
same passage from Emma, it brings us straight to my dearest chump of all:

" Itis very pretty," sad Mr. Woodhouse. ... " The only thing
| do not thoroughly like is that she seems to be stting out of doors,
with only a little shawl over her shoulders; and it makes one think
she must catch cold."

" But, my dear papa, it is supposed to be summer—a warm day
in summer. Look at the tree”

" But it is never safe to St out of doors, my dear/'

Mr. Woodhouse, then, besides being our only mae on thelig, is dso
our prize chump. Wherever we may open Emma and he is mentioned,
he provides us with perfect lines for the chump abum. Over the
marriage of" poor Miss Taylor that was" ; over Harriet's riddle-book ;
when he quarrels with his son-in-law, Mr. John Knightley, about " the
sad conseguences of your going to Southend, it does not bear talking of "
and quotes Mr. Perry ; over his concern for his daughters, his coachman
and horses, and even his visitors perilous sorties in bad weather :

" Ah, Mr. Knightley, why do not you stay at home like poor
Mr. Elton?" :

Findly his admonitions to Emma when she goes to dine with the
Coles:
.." You will not like staying late.  You will get very tired when
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teaisover. . ., There will be a grest many people talking at once,
you will not like the noise"

" But my dear dr," cried Mr. Weston, " if Emma comes away
early it will be breaking up the party.”

" And no great harm if it does" sad Mr. Woodhouse. " The
sooner every party bresks up, the better.” . . .

Mogt pleasing to those who love him (and you cannot surely, be
irritated by Mr. Woodhouse ?) is his hospitality ruined by his passionate
care for his friends digestions:

. . ." Sele understands boiling an egg better than anybody. |
would not recommend an egg boiled by anybody €se. But you
need not be afraid : they are very smal, you see ... | do not
advise the custard.”

(Why does he not advise the custard ?  We shdl never know !)

Nor can we be satisfied without quoting a portion of that delightful
scene where the impetuous young Frank Churchill, backed up by Emma,
tries to persuade Mr. Woodhouse that it would be a good plan to give a
little ball a the Crown Inn.

..." But | do not understand how the room at the Crown can be
safer for you than your father's house."

" From the very circumstance of its being larger, sr. We shal
have no occasion to open the windows at al—not once the whole
evening ; and it is that dreadful habit of opening the windows, letting
in cold air upon heated bodies, which (as you wel know, sir) does
the mischief.”

" Open thewindows ! But surely, Mr. Churchill, nobody would
think of opening the windows a Randals. Nobody could be so
imprudent. | never heard of such a thing. Dancing with open
windows ! | am sure neither your father nor Mrs. Weston (poor
Miss Taylor that was) would suffer it."

" Ah! sir; but a thoughtless young person will sometimes step
behind a window-curtain, and throw up a sash without its being
suspected. | have often known it done myself."

" Haveyou, indeed, sir ? Blessme! | never could have supposed
it. But | live out of the world, and am often astonished at what |

hear. ... If | could be sure of the rooms being thoroughly aired.
But is Mrs. Stokes to be trusted ? | doubt it. | do not know her,
even by sight.”

Mr. Woodhouse, as we have just seen, places a touching emphass
on the advantage of knowing anybody by sight. The unknown is to
him postively dangerous. | am willing to admit, even with al my
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partiaity for the dear old gentleman, that he was a little over-tenderly
coddled by one of the most affectionate and dutiful daughters in al
literature. | would rather have Emma than Iphigenia; rather, again,
Emma than Jephthah's daughter or Antigone.  Emma can be too saucy,
too impatient, too downright with every other person she mesdts, but
in relation to Mr. Woodhouse she has no faults. Even when her heart
was broken by Mr. Knightley's supposed infatuation for Harriet, even
then her father must come first with her : " The weather affected Mr.
Woodhouse and he could only be kept tolerably comfortable by almost
ceadess attention on his daughter's side, and by exertions which had
never cost her haf so much before” In return, he gives her his com-
plete, his uncritical fondness and love. What Emma does is perfect,
adways. He relies upon her judgment, her hospitality, her presence and
company to atouching extent; in fact, had she not such an abundance
of vitaity, we might be dmost angry with him for sapping it; but
Emma seems to suffer no loss; and her burden is lightened by her
father's universal popularity. Chumps have, indeed, this saving grace ;
it may be maddening to live with them (though Mr. Knightley consents
to do so when it is a quegtion of marrying Emma, and Mr. Elton rather
daringly observes " rather he than 1), but we rarely find them forced to
live alone; their sweetness, their simplicity and their generous dis
position is bound to attract a companion. Emma would not leave her
father for theworld ; and we shal see presently that Isabella and Harrit,
chumps collected from the same nove, which is rich in the species, have
both been courted and won by sensble men, Mr. John Knightley and
Mr. Martin. Itis, infact, rather curious how sensble men in the Austen
noves, these two added to Sir Thomas Bertram, Mr. Bennet and Mr.
Allen, appear deliberately to have chosen a wife from the kingdom of
chumpery ; though of Mr. Bennet's choice, on second thoughts, | am
not so sure ; there can be no doubt but that he has chosen a fool, but
Mrs. Bennet does not qualify for a place in the sun among the chumps
of my egpecid tenderness.  Sheis not anice woman at dl. She has no
generosity of mind ; her ignorance is not innocence ; she is greedy,
snobbish and vulgar. There is not the least tinge of vulgarity in Mr.
Woodhouse, Harriet Smith, Issbella Knightley, Mrs. Dashwood, Mrs.
Allen, Lady Bertram. We must have kindness, and because of their
kindness we can endure to live with chumps ; though it may be more
agreeable to vidt them, enjoy their company, and depart when we will
to the sensble companionship in our own homes. | fear that Mr. Allen
and Sr Thomas must have been attracted by beauty aone.

Yet in Harriet Smith the lure is not so much her beauty as her artless-
ness : " Strength of understanding must not be expected.” My happiest
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moment with Harriet was when | first heard (I choose the verb inten-
tionally) her solemn reply to Emmals prophecies on Mr. Martin in later
age:
..." He will be a completdly gross, vulgar farmer, totally inattentive
to appearances, and thinking of nothing but profit and loss"
“ Will he, indeed ? that will be very bad."

Harriet is, | am inclined to think, the dearest of dl female chumps ;
her never-failing surrender to Emmas influence, to Emma's confident
(and altogether mistaken) outlook on life and society, her admiration of
everything that Emma does, againg dl comers :

" Wdll, | dways shdl think that you play quite as well as she does,
or that if there is any difference nobody would ever find it out."

For the full flavour of Harriet's talent for pure chumpery we have
to recall a whole scene, the scene in Mrs. Ford's shop at Highbury. It
will be familiar to you as it is to me and to dl lovers of Emma ; never-
theless, | dare say that fragments of the exact phrasing may be forgotten,
with its perfect lead up to a perfect conclusion :

" It is not worth while, Harriet, to give Mrs. Ford the trouble of
two parcels.”

" No more it is"

" No trouble in the world, maam," said the obliging Mrs. Ford.

" Oh, but indeed | would much rather have it only in one.  Then,
if you please, you shal send it dl to Mrs. Goddard's. | do not know.
—No; | think, Miss Woodhouse, | may just as wel have it sent to
Hartfield, and takeit homewith meto-night ? What do you advise ? "

" That you do not give another second to the subject—To Hart-
fied, if you please, Mrs. Ford."

" Ay, that will be much best," said Harriet, quite satisfied; "I
should not at al like to have it sent to Mrs. Goddard's."

That " quite satisfied " could only have come from a master of the
minds of men and women.

| do not know the letters of Jane Austen hersdf at dl well, but a
casuad remark written to Cassandra must strike us afresh when we dwell
on any scene of Harriet in company : " | find these little parties very
pleasant"—and how much rich content, deeper than pleasure, has
resulted to tens of thousands, smply because Jane Austen found these
little parties very pleasant.

Emma is a happy hunting-ground for chumps; not only Mr. Wood-
house and Harriet, but Isabdla Knightley. Being Mr. Woodhouse's
daughter, inheriting much of his sweetness, nervousness and hypo-
chondria, it is hardly surprising that she has dso inherited some of that
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idiot quality which so mysterioudy fascinates me and which is the subject
of this chapter. One moment of the two together will be enough to
make us love her and a the same time to sympathise with her devoted
hushand in his moments of dry exasperation :

They had not been long seated and composed when Mr. Wood-
house, with a melancholy shake of the head and a sigh, cdled his
daughter's attention to the sad change a Hartfield since she had been
there lagt.

" Ah, my dear," sad he—" poor Miss Taylor. It is a grievous
busness"

..." It is asad change, indeed; but | hope sheis pretty well, sir ?"

"Pretty well, my dear, | hope—pretty well. | do not know
but that the place agrees with her tolerably.”

Mr. John Knightley here asked Emma quietly whether there were
any doubts of the air of Randalls.

But it istime we had achange from Emma, and explored other Austen
territory.  Tliree more chumps immediately present themseves for my
catdogue : Lady Bertram, Mrs. Dashwood, Mrs. Allen. | have already
mentioned that two of them appear to have succeeded in fixing, and not
onlyin fixing but in holding, the loya affection of sensible, well-informed
husbands; probably Mrs. Dashwood's hushand was the same, though
we hear little about him.

A general survey of Lady Bertram leaves us with a most amiable
estimate of her character ; but when | come to a smal-scde map, as it
were, | cannot be so sure.  For | have failed to discover in her one single
moment where she rouses hersdf from placid lethargy to act for the
happiness or sdvation of others. If asked point-blank at the gates of
heaven : what have you done to deserve a pass ? she must have been at
aloss for any instance of such deserving, except her supreme thought-
fulness in sending her maid, Chapman, to dress Fanny's hair on the night
of the bdl, after Fanny had dready done it hersaf and was ready to
descend. Lady Bertram, we must face it, was alittle weak in the under-
ganding ; she exigtsfor our diverson done.  She appealsto Sir Thomas
for everything. " | will ask Sr Thomas . . . whether | can do without
her," over Fanny'souting ; and " Sir Thomas, which should | prefer ?"
when it came to a question of whist or speculation ; "A very odd game.
| do not know what it is dl aout. | am never to see my cards; and
Mr. Crawford does dl the res."

She is charmingly unsuspicious :

"I am glad you gave him [William] something consderable,”
sd Lady Bertram, " for / gave him only 10"
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" Indeed ! " cried Mrs. Norris, reddening. " Upon my word, he
must have gone off with his pockets well lined, and a no expense for
hisjourney to London either ! "

" Reddening " stands as perhaps the briefest and most perfect device
ever achieved by single word, for letting us know that Mrs. Norris
had given William very much less hersdf and had been throwing her
weight about. Did Lady Bertram ever see through her sster Mrs.
Norris? At one glorious moment, | wondered whether behind that
padding of doth and sdlfishness might lie hidden one of those shrewd and
dightly disconcerting instincts that could never quite cease to function ?
" | must live within my income or | shal be miserable ; and | own it
would give me great satisfaction to be able to do rather more, to lay
by alittle a the end of the year."

" | dare say you will.  You always do, dont you ? "

—Or was this sheer stupidity ? And again over the argument as to
Fanny's headache and the aromatic vinegar :

Sad Lady Bertram to Mrs. Norris. " She has had it ever since
she came back from your house the second time"

"What! " cried Edmund ; " has she been waking as well as
cutting roses ; walking across the hot park to your house, and doing it
twice, maam ? No wonder her head aches™

Mrs. Norris was talking to Julia, and did not hear.

" And did not hear " compares with " reddening . Triumph of
technique . . . but was Lady Bertram innocent as well as indolent,
when she let fall " the second time ", to get her sister into trouble ?

Fortunately Lady Bertram need not be dismissed as atogether with-
out human capacity for suffering or comfort. When Tom was ill,
Fanny longed to be with her aunt, loving her for the negative virtue of
quite smply never having been unkind, by her placid trustful
dependence ; in comparison with Aunt Norris, she had redly, during
Fanny's sojourn at Mansfield, endeared hersdf to her niece.  Suddenly
and by one paragraph of sincerity, the woman is made real to us:

By one of the suffering party within, they were expected with
such impatience as she had never known before. Fanny had scarcdly
passed the solemn-looking servants, when Lady Bertram came from
the drawing-room to meet her; came with no indolent step ; and
falling on her neck, said, " Dear Fanny ! now | shal be comfortable."

There is no end of learning more about Lady Bertram as we re-read
and turn the pages forwards and backwards ; it islike spending an after-
noon of discovery among the trunks put away for years in the attic.
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She fet dl the injuries of beauty in Mrs. Grant's being so well
settled in life without being handsome.

" Somebody had whispered something to her ; she had forgot to
ak Sir Thomas what it'could be

" Assoon as| am alittle more at leisure, | mean to look in at their
rehearsals, too."

This, a remark without any significance when spoken by anybody
dse, becomes terrific from Lady Bertram, seated dl day long among
the cushions in a corner of the sofa with Pug beside her and Fanny to
disentangle her work. For what is the exact nature of her misconcep-
tion ? From what bustle of duty does she suppose she must first be
released before she is a little more at leisure ? Here isJane Austen dy
and illuminating, both together ; we know now, for ever, that Lady
Bertram believes herself to be at it hammer and tongs dl the time.

And remembering the portion of Mansfield Park where Lady Bertram
listened while Shakespeare was read al oud to her, conjecture startsafresh :
Not Joes she listen to Shakespeare (because we know she does), but can
she ligen to Shakespeare? Let us see if Jane Austen tells us ?

" Fanny has been reading to me. . . . She often reads to me out of
those books; and she was in the middle of a very fine speech of that
man's—what's his name, Fanny >—when we heard your foot-
seps” ...

We can say good-bye to Lady Bertram, moderately inattentive to
Cardina Wolsey's finest speech read aloud by Henry Crawford. Any-
how she knew it was a play ; she says so; we must rest content with
that. " 'Itwasredly likebeing at aplay,' ssdshe. * | wish Sr Thomas
had been here."

Mrs. Dashwood is a more intelligent specimen of the chump variety ;
indeed, | would have disqualified her, except for certain idiocies and
amiable sdf-ddlusons connected with her own talents as an economist
and amateur architect which give out the authentic ring of true coin,
S0 to speak, when thrown upon the teble. | delight in hearing her plans
to improve the cottage from her savings during the next year :

.1 ghdl see how much | am beforehand with the world in the

spring, and we will plan our improvements accordingly.”
Spiritualy, she will dways be beforehand in the spring, but, | am afraid,
never financialy.

Mrs. Dashwood had an independent spirit. It " overcame the wish
of society for her children ; and she was resolute in declining to visit
any family beyond the distance of awalk *. She was unsdlfish, too, and
wildly romantic ; her foolish indulgence of Marianne can only be for-
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given by reminding oursdves of her red capacity for affection and the
gentle dignity of her manners.  She would, indeed, hardly amuse us at
dl from the chump angle but for her incurable optimism. | was about
to date that optimists, of the fellowship of Mr. Micawber, were dways
funny, and pessmigts never ; butjust in time | remembered Mrs. Gum-
midge ; and the despondent jockey as played by Alfred Lester in The
Arcadians (" I've gotter motter : Always merry and bright"). From
a logicd point of view, optimists should make us sad, not merry ; we
should look on them as those who hang round a church door to look at
the bridal couple as they pass: " pore young things", with a shake of
the head and a dab of the handkerchief, " doomed to disilluson . Yet
Mrs. Dashwood possesses al the unquenchable reslience of the race of
optimists, so perhaps we need not pity her, after dl. " My partiality
does not blind me" she says of her future son-in-law, " he certainly
is not so handsome as Willoughby ; but, at the same time, thereis some-
thing much more pleasing in hiscountenance. Therewas always a some-
thing, if you remember, in Willoughby's eyes at times, which | did not
like"

Elinor could not remember.

Elinor is her mother's opposite number ; it is essentid that every
chump should have someone near at hand who can see them for what
they are, and sometimes put in a dry comment. Failing anyone ese,
the author will perform that office for us herself. Dickens or David are
aternate showman for Mr. Micawber. | keep on referring to Mr.
Micawber as though, indeed, | were writing on the characters of Dickens
instead of Jane Austen, but Mrs. Dashwood recals that exuberant
gentleman.

! Yes, she is, quite unquestionably, and whatever her faults, a woman
of charm, and | am surprised that we are given no hint that she marries
again ; sheis, after dl, hardly forty a the start of Sense and Sensibility.
Can it be possible that Miss Austen, while laughing at Marianne for her
sweeping judgments about declining years and infirmity for those who
have passed the age of thirty-five, yet felt hersdf that there need be no
question of supplying a second husband for Mrs. Dashwood ?—a pretty
woman whose abundant liveiness and delicacy of mind endear her to
al who enjoy her warm, unpretentious hospitality. Certainly, from the
text, this notion can never have occurred to Jane Austen, or we should
have seen Mrs. Dashwood beset by admirers, and Sense and Sensibility
would have been a different story altogether.

When we pass on to Mrs. Allen, Catherine Morland's patron and
chaperon, we are, on the contrary, surprised that she should even have
Eaptured one husband, and would certainly never expect that miracl®
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to happen twice if Mr. Allen suddenly passed away. Mrs Allen has
no charm to engage any man ; no mind ; no magnetism ; no wit; no
tact; no information ; no solid worth ; no sparkle of wickedness nor
steady hao of goodness. Her gpathy amounts to crime; her lisless
indifference to actual crudty. Her one congtant mental promenade is
through arcades and mazes of thoughts about gowns, pelisses and bon-
nets, her own or anyone dsds ; " the pricesin shops and the durability
of mudins” ; the only interest, in fact, which proved her dive at dl.
Like Lady Bertram, she is utterly indolent and dozy, with not even the
recommendation of one moment of humanity or sorrow. And she is
as repetitive as a cuckoo.

" What a delightful place Bath is" sad Mrs. Allen ..." and
how pleasant it would be if we had any acquaintance here."

This sentiment had been uttered so often in vain, that Mrs. Allen
had no particular reason to hope it would be followed with more
advantage now; . . . and the unwearied diligence with which she
had every day wished for the same thing was at length to have its
reward.

The " reward " was the discovery of Mrs. Thorpe sitting beside her,
a former schoolfellow.

Their joy on this meeting was very great, as well it might, since
they had been contented to know nothing of each other for the last
fifteen years.

[Miss Austen is certainly alittle satiricd !

As a chaperon to Catherine, Mrs. Allen was a totd failure, though
of course she remained complacently unaware of it. Catherine first
learnt how feeble her support must ever be, when she hoped for her
protection to avoid going out for a drive aone with John Thorpe :

Catherine's slent appea to her friend, meanwhile, was entirely
thrown away ; for Mrs. Allen, not being at dl in the habit of convey-
ing any expression hersdf by alook, was not aware of its being ever
intended by anybody dse; and Cetherine . . . was therefore obliged
to spesk plainer. " Wedl, maam, what do you say to it ? Can you
spare me for an hour or two ? Shall | go ?"

" Dojust as you please, my dear," replied Mrs. Allen, with the
most placid indifference.

Mr. Allen, however, on a later occasion, is more helpful and has
distincter notions of propriety :

" Mrs. Allen, are not you sure of my way of thinking ?

" Yes, very much so, indeed. Open carriages are nasty things.
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A clean gown is not five minutes wear in them. You are lashed
getting in and out; and the wind takes your hair and your bonnet
in every direction. | hate an open carriage mysdf.”

"... Do you not think it has an odd appearance if young ladies
are frequently driven about in them by young men, to whom they
are not even related ? "

" Yes, my dear, a very odd appearance indeed. | cannot bear to
seit”

" Dear madam," cried Catherine, " then why did not you tell me
S0 before? | am sureif | had known it to be improper | would not
have gone with Mr. Thorpe at all; but | aways hoped you would
tell me, if you thought | was doing wrong."

" And so | should, my dear. . . . But one must not be over par-
ticular. Young people will be young people, as your good mother
says hersdf.  You know | wanted you, when we first came, not to
buy that sprigged mudlin, but you would. Y oung people do not like
to be dways thwarted.”

And there we have an enlightening display of the chump in Mrs.
Allen; her full reaction to life, to her husband's opinions, the bewilder-
ment of her young charge, her awe-inspiring lack of helpfulness to
everyone within her sphere.

One more corollary on Mrs. Allen, this time from the lips of the
commentator, the compere, the Greek chorus, who, as | said earlier in
this chapter, isindispensable. Thistime it is Henry Tilney in conversa
tion with Catherine on the advantages of life at Bath over life in the
country :

" Here you are in pursuit only of amusement al day long."

" Andso | amat home: only | do not find so much ofit. | walk
about here, and so | do there; but here | see a variety of people in
every street, and there | can only go and cal on Mrs. Allen.”

Mr. Tilney was very much amused. " Only go and cdl on Mrs.
Allen ! " he repeated. " What a picture of intellectual poverty ! "

She is the apotheosis of the negative, and the complete proof of that
extraordinary phenomenon which makes genius able to present us with
a bore in whose actual company we would not willingly endure five
minutes were she suddenly introduced to us outside the frame of fiction,
and yet hang with ecstasy on every word she utters, longing for more,
when created by Jane Austen.  We could say the same of Miss Bates.
How maddening, how horrifying would be the prospect of an evening
gpent in listening to Miss Batess too abundant flow of conversation,
were this fate ever redly in store for us.  How emphaticaly we should
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declare that Miss Bates was the world's worst bore and as such to be
avoided at dl cods. Yet to read a monologue by Miss Bates—ah, that
is wholly different; that is like eating the best, the most luscious ice-
cream (if you happen to be fond of ice-cream). In red life, it would be
difficult to choose which we should be a most pains to avoid, Miss Bates
who taks too much, or Mrs. Allen who talks o little.

We could give many more examples of characters in fiction whom
we could never tolerate in the flesh, though they most strangely enchant
us as a credtion of literary genius; and yet say, if questioned, that one
chief reason for loving them is not only that they entertain us, but that
they are so real. It may be that mingled with our pleasure in their
society is a happy consciousness of our own freedom : we can escape
when we will; this has not actually happened to us, that we must st
beside Lady Bertram on the couch, walk beside Mrs. Allen in the Assem-
bly rooms, listen to Miss Bates reading aloud the latest letter from her
niece Jane Fairfax. No device, therefore, could be more excellent than
that these characters should certainly exist for us, yet safely enclosed
between the covers of a book. Their immortality is our security ; if
they lived, they would not be immortal, merely a mortal nuisance. We
can be fairly sure that someone has paid the penalty for our diverson
and nourishment; the true selective instinct can function through weari-
ness and irritation; interpose, as it were, a soft padding of chamois
leather between suffering and the bristles that cause such suffering. Jane
Austen must have endured many hours of the vulgarity of a Mrs. Elton,
the rattle of Miss Batess conversation, before her alchemy got to work
upon them.

For this, no less than for everything else, we give her our deep, our
understanding gratitude.
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CHAPTER V
" As Careless on Such Subjects as Most People "

SHEILA KAYE-SMITH

NE of my unsatisfied desires is to know more about how Jane
Austen's women were dressed—I mean, from the actual pages of
her novels, not just from contemporary fashion-plates. | long to know
what Emma wore when she went to dinner at the Coles, or in her own
house when she gave that dinner-party for Mrs. Elton.  Surely a beauti-
ful and becoming dress had something to do with Anne Elliot's effect on
Captain Wentworth at the concert in the Octagon Room. What was
she wearing —was it slk or mudlin ?—and how had she done her hair ?
Jane Austen refuses to gratify me in this important matter. She is
highly reticent asto her heroines' clothes, and about her two most charm-
ing young women, Emma Woodhouse and Anne Elliot, vouchsafes no
information at al. She describes their persons—Emma's blooming,
healthful face and lovely figure (" such a pretty height and size") and
Anne's more ddlicate attractions—but she has nothing to say about what
they wore. They do not themselves appear to take any interest in the
matter. Jane herself, as we know from her letters, spent a great dedl of
time planning dresses and caps, but " how she should be dressed " is a
question that absorbs only her two most unselflike heroines—Fanny
Price and Catherine Morland, both anxious to appear wel, one from
natural diffidence, the other from youthful ignorance as to the effect of
pretty clothes upon the mae.

They are the only two characters we ever see fully clothed—Fanny
in the white dress with glossy spots that Sir Thomas gave her for Mariad's
wedding, and which was apparently her only evening gown, as it had
to do duty both at a family dinner at Mansfield parsonage and at her
own coming-out ball a the Park—Catherine in the " sprigged mudin
robe with blue trimmings—plain black shoes" which she wore at the
Lower Rooms and was afterwards, according to true heroine custom
and Henry Tilney's teasing, to immortdise in her Journal.

There is more about clothes in Northanger Abbey than in any of the
other novels. This may be because we are told of Mrs. Allen that
" dress was her passon" and that " she had a most harmless delight in
being fine ". We are not, however, given any account of what she
actualy wore, though we know—again with the help of Henry Tilncy
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—that one of her gowns was of mudin that had " cost but nine shillings
ayard".

Mudin was the great fashionable novelty of Jane Austen's youth.
The conquest of India had introduced it from the Eadt, together with
light silks from China, to supersede the heavier fabrics that had hitherto
been worn.  Until then women's clothes had been made of iff and
substantial materids—cloths, velvets, brocades, heavy Lyons slks that
" gtood up of themsdlves ', stout woollens and grosgrains.  The importa-
tion of Indian mudins and China silks brought about a revolution in
clothes, which, like the poetry of the age, became much more flowing
and free. The lighter and chegper materials enabled a great number
and variety of dresses to be worn—gowns were no longer imperishable
and handed on from mother to daughter. Moreover, mudin would
wash (even though sometimes, as Henry Tilney predicted for Catherine
Morland's, it would fray), with the result that women could for the first
time indulge freely in white gowns.

These soon came to be the symbol of degance and refinement. " Put
on a white gown," says Mrs. Allen to Catherine when she goes to cdl
on Miss Tilney. " Miss Tilney adways wears white" While mMans-
field Park Edmund tells Fanny, afraid of being too fine, that " a woman
can never be too fine while she is dl in white "/and Mrs. Norris hears
with satisfaction that the housekeeper at Sotherton had turned away two
housemaids for aping their betters by wearing white gowns.

Mudlin, though not to be had in awide range of colours, till managed
to achieve variety. " La! " says the eldest Miss Stede to Elinor Dash-
wood walking in the park, " if you have not got your spotted muslin
on '—| wonder you was not afraid of its being torn."  While the author
herself, in her dlassic passage onthe indifference of the maleto any aspect
of women's clothes beyond " neatness and fashion ", enumerates not
only the spotted and the tamboured mudins between which her heroine
was heditating, but dso " the sprigged, the mull or thejackonet". As
apopular material it ssemsto have held thefield for a considerable time,
though other fabrics were 4ill worn, for | cannot think that Isabella
Thorpe was in mudin when she wrote to Catherine, " | wear nothing
but purple now. | know | look hideous in it, but no matter ; it is your
dear brother's favourite colour.” She dso spesks of Miss Andrews
"looking so heavenly" in her puce-coloured sarcenet, and satin was
highly fashionable for great occasons such as weddings—hence Emma's
(" very little white satin, very few lace veils ") appearing " a most pitiful
business” to Mrs. Elton.

Mrs. Elton is another of the few characters who take an interest in
clothes. She was evidently a " dressr *.  Emma, searching for some
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good she can truthfully say of her, cdls her " very pleasant and very
elegantly dressed ", while she replies to Harriet's " | think her beautiful,
quite beautiful" with " very nicdly dressed indeed; a remarkably
elegant gown". Later on we see her " as elegant as lace and pearls
could make her " attending the dinner given in her honour a Hart-
field ; and that same evening she asks Jane Fairfax how she likes her
gown—" Handsome, | think, but I do not know whether it is not over-
trimmed. | have the grestest didike to the idea of being overtrimmed
—quite a horror of finery." Certainly the plainer, softer materials of
the current fashion gave more scope for trimmings than the richly pat-
terned brocades and slks which had made trimming unnecessary. In
spite of her dread of being overtrimmed Mrs. Elton goesonto say : "l
have some notion of putting such a trimming as this to my white and
slver poplin. Do you think it will look well ?"

Mrs. Elton and Mrs. Allen—both stupid women, one malevolently
and the other benevolently so—are the only characters in dl the novels
who show any real preoccupation with dress; for Catherine and Fanny
are only reacting with natural diffidence to specid occesons. This
might make one think that, in spite of her own interest, as displayed in
her letters, Jane Austen regarded such a preoccupation as a sign of fem-
inine weakness and vanity. She has, however, no mercy for its opposite
extreme. Lydia Bennet—certainly not one of her favourite characters
——particularly displays her thoughtless folly in neglect and contempt of
her clothes. When she eopes with Wickham she has left behind her
"a great dit in my worked mudin gown", and earlier in the book,
when she buys a bonnet, she casualy dates, " ' | do not think it is very
pretty ; but | thought I might as well buy itasnot . .. And when
her sister abused it as ugly, she added with perfect unconcern, * Oh, but
there were two or three much uglier in the shop !" "

The bonnet had just begun to supersede the hat, which had been
fashionable for dmost two centuries, and throughout the novels bonnets
are mentioned frequently. Mrs. Elton, sl aleader of fashion in High-
bury, threatens Mr. Knightley with her " large bonnet” at his straw-
berry picnic, while Mary Crawford proclaims " a closed bonnet” as
the correct wear for a girl who is not yet " out". Hats, however, are
dill worn.  Elizabeth Bennet is rather uncharacteristically occupied in
trimming a hat in the first chapter of Pride and Prejudice, while Lucy
Stedle, in token of forgiveness of her sster Anne for having " popped
out" the story of her engagement to Edward Ferrars, " made me this
bow to my hat and put in the feather last night ".

Heads were covered by night as well as by day. From her seat a
the back of the Upper Rooms, Catherine Morland could see no more
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than " the high feathers of some of the ladies ", while Isabella Thorpe
despises Anne Mitchdl for having " tried to put on a turban like mine,
as | wore it the week before at the concert ... It happened to become
my odd face, | believe”. Even without caps and turbans, hairdressing
was important, and some of the fashions, especidly during the period
of the later novels, must have bordered on the ridiculous—at least to
the masculine eye.  Frank Churchill, of course, was not sincere when
he sad to Emma—" redly Miss Fairfax has done her hair in so odd a
way—so0 very odd away—that | cannot keep my eyesfromher. | never
saw anything so outre ! " But evidently William Price had had similar
reactions before he remarked, " with his hand stretched towards Fanny's
head, ' Do you know, | begin to like that queer fashion already, though
when | first heard of such tilings being done in England | could not
believe it; and when Mrs. Brown and the other women at the Com-
missioners, at Gibraltar, appeared in the same trim, | thought they were
mad.' "'

Though the extravagances of the powdering age—which had not
obtained in more than a smal section of society—were over, hairdressing
was dill elaborate, varying between the rather difficult smplicities of
the " Grecian style” and built-up effects of combs and curls and braids
which must have been nearly as hard to achieve as the stiffened white
towers of an earlier generation. No doubt it was unusua that a fair
lady should dress her own hair for a great occasion. " How has Wright
done my hair ?" asks Mrs. Elton of Jane Fairfax at the Westons ball—
where Miss Bates with more commendable pride asks: " How do you
like Jane's hair ? She did it al herself"—evidently proclaiming a feat.
Even Elizabeth Bennet—on the whole a simply bred heroine—had a
maid to dress her hair, for Mrs. Bennet, running into her daughters
room, to announce the early arrival of Mr. Bingley, cries out—" Here,
Sarah, come to Miss Bennet this moment and help her on with her gown.
Never mind Miss Lizzy's hair."

Certainly Jane Austen gives us plenty of information, as well as many
indirect hints, as to the fashions of her day. But | till want to know how
Emma and Anne were dressed.

On the matter of food, she is neither more nor less enlightening.
Her main preoccupation was with meds rather than what was eaten at
them ; and meds achieve in her pages an importance denied to clothes,
for then, as now, they were socid nuclel and the measure of the day.
Meds, too, were changing in her time—moving away with the rest of
life from the formal stolidity of an earlier age ; haf a century nearer to
the casud habits of to-day. Already the day of well-to-do people had
four acknowledged interruptions for eating.
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Until about fifty years earlier dinner had been the only substantia
meal—and very substantial it was, indeed—with breskfast a merefrustu-
lum (though it had become something more important than the " livery "
or bedroom snack taken from the livery-cupboard overnight) and supper
litttle more than a soothing of the weary stomach before deep.  But in
Jane Austen's time breakfast had become a good solid med in itself—
as witness " the cold pork bones and mustard " on William Price's plate
the day after the ball, and " the broken egg-shdlls' on Mr. Crawford's.
We are told, too, that breakfast was a favourite meal with Mrs. Jen-
nings, over which she was disposed to linger, though no hint of a menu
is supplied. Tea and coffee were not commonly drunk at that time of
day, and beer, which for long had been a breakfast drink, was going
out of fashion. In Northanger Abbey we are told that Generd Tilney
drank cocoa at breakfast-time, and probably cocoa or chocolate was the
usual drink at most tables.

The breakfast hour was very much later then than it it is now—gener-
aly about ten o'clock—and agreat deal of the day'slife had passed before
it. In Sense and Sensibility Marianne talks of rising for study at six
o'clock, though we are not told that she ever actually did so. In the
same novel Edward meets Elinor at what was obvioudy the family's
normal hour of assembly and then goes out to see to his stabling in the
village before stting down to breakfast. No one in those days had
trains to catch or offices and factories to reach at an early hour, so there
was no need to eat a med except at leisure.  The increasing lateness of
the dinner-hour, too, required a correspondingly late breakfast if the
pangs of hunger were to be avoided.

Dinner was now well on the way of its dow move from midday to
midnight, and in Jane Austen's time had reached somewhere around
five, though old-fashioned people, like Mr. Woodhouse, ill had it
earlier. He suggests that Mr. and Mrs. Cole, instead of indulging in
dangerous " dinner-vists " should " take their tea with us; take usin
their afternoon walk, which they might well do, as our hours are so
reasonable and yet get home without being out in the damp of the
evening "—which, as tea then immediately followed dinner, points to
an earlier hour than most people's.  Certainly Mr. and Mrs. Cole dined
later than Mr. Woodhouse, for when she goes to their dinner-party,
Emmas " last pleasing duty before she left the house, was to pay her
respects to " her father and the two old friends she had invited in to
keep him company " as they sat together after dinner *. They were
evidently at their dessert, for she was able, " while her father was fondly
noticing the beauty of her dress, to make the two ladies dl the amends
in her power by helping them to large dices of cake and full glasses of
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wine, for whatever unwilling sdf-denia his care of their constitutions
might have obliged them to practise during the mea ".

Mr. Woodhouse's care of his own digestion was equaled only by
his care for that of others; none the less he liked " to have the cloth
laid (for supper) because it had been the fashion of his youth .  When
the normal dinner-time was early, supper had been a regular med
everywhere, but the increasing lateness of the hour had pushed it close
to bed-time and reduced it in most houses to something very like the
modern drinks-tray (though Mrs. Philips offered a " bit of hot supper "
as a climax to her " nice, comfortable, noisy game of lottery tickets ™).
We see Catherine Morland drinking "her warm wine and water"
before going to bed, and Fanny wondering what she will do when
Edmund is no longer there " to mix the wine and water for her "—the
continental habit of mixing the two seems to have been generaly prac-
tised in England then—and on the sad occasion when Mary Crawford
monopolises her mare and her aunts combine to give her abad headache,
we read that " Edmund said no more to either lady, but going quietly
to another table, on which the supper-tray"—note that it is only a
tray a Mandfield Park—" yet remained, brought a glass of Madeira to
Fanny, and obliged her to drink the greater part .

Of food eaten at supper we hear nothing except at Hartfield, where
it is &ill a meal, though one dispensed with mixed feglings by the host.
We know that Mrs. Bates had " biscuits and baked apples and wine
before she came away " after sitting with Mr. Woodhouse during the
ball at the Crown ; but there was dso that " delicate fricassee of swest-
bread and some asparagus " which he would not let her eat, " not think-
ing the asparagus quite boiled enough . On another occasion he offers
her an egg—" An egg boiled very soft is not unwholesome. Serle
understands bailing an egg better than anybody "—though not apparently
boiling asparagus—" | would not recommend an egg boiled by anybody
dse . . . Miss Bates, let Emma help you to a little hit of tartt—a very
little bit. Ours are dl apple tarts. Y ou need not be afraid of unwhole-
some preserves here. | do not advise the custard” Poor man, we
know that what he redly liked was gruel.

Tea was not a separate meal, but much in the same position as our
modern after-dinner coffee. It was served when the gentlemen had
joined the ladies in the drawing-room, to which they did not come
in a body, but as the humour led them. It was characteristic of Mr.
Woodhouse not to linger—" neither wine nor conversation was anything
to him "—but Emma is quick to see the compliment Frank Churchill
pays her in being " the very first of the early " to leave the dinner-table.

A dinner-vist, therefore, was liable to include three medls, or rather
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a meal and two snacks, crowded between the hours of five and ten,
while the earlier part of the day was comparatively empty of eating.
This arrangement, however, though lopsided, was eminently practical,
for it left the hours of daylight free for every kind of engagement and
occupation, while the dim hours of candlelight were devoted to eating,
card-playing and conversation. Daylight had a speciad value in those
times, but even now many who work hard, whether with head or hand,
feel they would work better without the interruption of a mea, and
that our ancestors method of keeping the day clear from breakfast till
early evening had much to recommend it.

Already, however, in Jane Austen's time, luncheon was creeping in.
It had as yet no official position, but picnics were occasons for " eating
cold ham and chicken out of doors ", and refreshments—ranging from
adice of cake or a baked apple at Miss Batess to " cold meat, cake, and
a variety of dl the finest fruits in season " at Pemberley—were always
sarved to morning calers.  Refreshments were offered the guests at
Sotherton and at Woodston some time before the formal dinner that
wound up the visit, and a Donwell Abbey, Mr. Knightley having
rejected Mrs. Elton's plan for " atable spread in the shade " had a " table
spread in the dining-room . . . there shal be cold meat in the house."
How much mid-morning refreshments were indulged in apart from
socid occasions we do not know. Probably they had no place at
old-fashioned Hartfield, or in smaller homes such as the cottages at
Barton and Uppercross. But we hear of General Tilney " eating his
cold meat" without any specia excuse at Northanger Abbey, where
the dinner-hour was a late one, and as that hour grew steadily later,
some sort of meal between breakfast and dinner became increasingly
necessary. It was not till dinner-time had reached the hour of seven
that tea, too, was introduced into the vacuum between it and breakfast
and " afternoon tea" became the fashion.

We have then in aJane Austen novel proportionately as many meds
as in an Edwardian drawing-room comedy ; but about the food actually
eaten at these meds we know even less than we know about the food
egaten on the stage. Jane's attitude to food is purely socia. She is no
Parson Woodford enumerating dishes—a habit indulged in by one of
the least attractive of her own parsons; for did not Emma " experience
some disappointment” when, overhearing what she had hoped was a
declaration of love, she found instead that Mr. Elton was only giving
Harriet Smith " an account of the yesterday's party a his friend Col€'s,
and that she was come in hersdf for the Stilton cheese and the north
Wiltshire, the butter, the cdery, the beetroot and dl the dessert" ?
Jane hersdf is mainly occupied with the guests and conversation, and
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how illuminating is the impresson she gives of the talk at a dinner-party
at those same Coles—" a few dever things were said, a few downright
slly, but by much the larger proportion neither one nor the other—
nothing worse than everyday remarks, dull repetitions, old news, and
heavy jokes'.

Neverthdess | must confess to much the same persona curiosity
about the food as | have about the clothes, but asin the case of the clothes
have only occasional scraps of information to satisfy me. G. B. Stern
and | once attempted to assemble from the novels a complete menu, to
be sarved presumably at the inaugural dinner of some Antediluvian
Order of Janeites. But we were largely thwarted by lack of detail as
to dl but the main dishes. This is due, of course, to the fact that there
were no successive courses as we understand them now. When Mrs,
Bennet decided not to ask Darcy and Bingley to stay to dinner because
" ghe did not think that anything less than two courses could be good
enough for a man on whom she had such anxious designs or satisfy the
appetite and pride of one who had ten thousand a year", she was
obvioudly not thinking of successive servings of single dishes, but of two
complete layings and clearings of the table—a custom which seems
designed to show the guest that in his honour exactly twice as much food
must be eaten as what the family normally consumed when they were
aone.

These two courses, as we gather from Parson Woodford's informa-
tion, were dmost identica and conssted of a number and variety of
dishes, sauces and gravies, with vegetables set at the corners of the table.
| doubt if any table in the novels was ever so well covered as the Parson's,
in spite of Mrs. Norriss remark about the Grants " enormous great wide
table . . . Five only five to be dtting round that table ! However,
you will have dinner enough on it for ten, | dare say . Jane gives us
as arule indications only as to the main dish or piece de resistance—a
haunch of venison a Mrs. Bennet's, a saddle of mutton at Mr. Weston's.
So we are practicaly without materia for our two first modern courses
—the soup and the fish.

Soup, we know from other sources, was served with the first course
—indeed it was not till past the middie of the nineteenth century that
it became a course on its own—but Jane Austen never mentions it,
except as an extra a bals.  Indeed, it seems to have had specid festive
implications. Miss Bates is thrilled by its appearance at the bdl at the
Crown, and Mr. Bingley promises a bal at Netherfield " as soon as
Nichols has made white soup enough "—a statement not to be taken
literdly but pointing to the inevitable association of soup with this form
of merrymaking. There is dso the unforgettable picture of Fanny
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Price " cregping dowly up the principa staircase, pursued by the cease-
less country-dance, feverish with hopes and fears, soup and negus, sore-
footed and fatigued, restless and agitated, yet feding in spite of everything
that a ball was indeed delightful”.

White soup is the only soup specified by name, so we must start
our dinner with that, though the standard recipe given by Mrs. Beeton
is not particularly interesting. Of fish we have no more choice than
the Miss Dashwoods had &t the inn, where Mrs. Jennings tried in vain
to extort from them " a confession of their preferring salmon to cod .
G. B. Stern and | would have no such gentedl hesitations, so salmon goes
down next on our menu.

For the main course we have a far wider sdlection. We have the
boiled fowls and veal cutlets to which the Miss Dashwoods were equally
indifferent, we have die Longbourn venison (though | am not attracted
to it by Mrs. Bennet's statement that " everybody said they never saw
so fat a haunch"), the Randals saddle of mutton, and the Hartfield
pork (" Hartfield pork is not like any other pork, but il it is pork ™).
We have the roast mutton to which the little Knightley boys were
hurrying home with their father on the morning of Christmas Eve—
mutton which was apparently so much more common on British tables
than the roast-beef of old England that an invitation to a family dinner
often took the form of " come and eat your mutton with us". We
have the turkey, which Mrs. Grant's cook said " would not keep beyond
to-morrow ".  We have, too, the ducks that Mrs. Nichols had ready to
kill against Mr. Bingley's return, and die goose which Mrs. Martin
sent Mrs. Goddard—" a beautiful goose—thefinest goose Mrs. Goddard
had ever seen.  Mrs. Goddard had dressed it on a Sunday and asked all
the three teachers—Miss Nash and Miss Prince and Miss Richardson
—tosup™.

But when we come to geese and poultry another question arises.
| do not know how aldermanic this dinner is to be, but if it includes an
entree then | am determined to have die ddicate fricassee of chicken
and asparagus which Mr. Woodhouse sent away. This would make it
necessary in the interests of a well-baanced mea to exclude poultry
from our main course ; but with the choice of pork, mutton, venison,
and ved cutlets | do not think we shdl fare badly.

The sweet is much more difficult, and the sdection decidedly thin.
We may have the mince pies which Charlotte Lucas was " wanted for ",
to the contempt of Mrs. Bennet, or the gooseberry tart which failed to
bring comfort to poor little Fanny on her firgt night & Mangfidd Park,
or the apple tart which Mr. Woodhouse recommended as not unwhole-
some to Mrs. Bates.  If we would eat what he disapproved of (though
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| cannot bear to think we should) we might havejam tart and custard.
Or we could eat a baked apple (even if baked twice to please Mr. Wood-
house) with Miss Bates, or rice pudding with the same little boys who
were hurrying back to the roast mutton at Hartfield. Just as there is
more about clothes in Northanger Abbey than in any of the novels, so
there is more about meals in Emma.

Our menu may therefore be written out as follows :

White Soup
Boiled Samon
Fricassee of Chicken and Asparagus
Roast Saddle of Mutton *
Gooseberry Tart

We have left out " the butter, the celery, the beetroot and al the
dessert", because we feel that the meal is dready substantial enough.
The next question is what wines to drink at this Janeite feast. She
hersdf mentions only a few, and these are of the heavy, dessert variety.
We have port—" stuffy Uncle Philips breathing port-wine " and Madeira
—which Edmund made Fanny drink when she had a headache—and
that fine old Constantia wine which Mr. Jennings used to take for his
colicky gout and which his widow considered equally good for a broken
heart. We aso have negus, which was a highly potent form of rum
punch and well calculated to make Fanny or anybody ese fedl feverish.
Lighter wines were drunk during the medl itself, but these, too, were
probably from Spain or Portugal rather than from France, with which
country we were at war for most of Jane Austen's lifetime. Wine was
the norma drink a genteel dinner-tables, even when surrounded entirely
by females as at Barton Cottage, and no doubt it was often drunk by
upper servants, or we should not find Aunt Norris so delighted to
discover that wine was never served at " the second table " at Sotherton.
In none of the noves do we find the smallest evidence of the heavy
drinking which has become a legend of the period. There are no
three-bottle men.  Indeed Catherine Morland becomes indignant when
John Thorpe asks if Mr. Allen 4ill drinks his bottle a day, while a young
Lucas boy, boasting to Mrs. Bennet that if he was as rich as Mr. Darcy
he would keep a pack of foxhounds and drink a bottle of wine every
day, is told by her, " then you would drink a great deal more than you

* We have finally decided on this, as on the whole we didike the idea of a
" fat haunch ", and Mr. Woodhouse could not bear to see anyone eating roast
pork, and his idea of its being " very thoroughly boiled, just as Serle boils ours ",
does not appedl to us.
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ought, and if | were to see you at it | should take away your bottle
directly ".  Neither Fanny nor Elinor consumes more than " the greater
part" of the wine offered them for headache and heartache respectively,
though | doubt if anyone really much enjoyed Mr. Woodhouse's idea
of a pleasant drink—" halfa. glass of wine—a small half-glass put into a
tumbler of water. | do not think it could disagree with you ".

Dear Mr. Woodhouse.
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CHAPTER VI
The Mansfield Park Quartette

G. B. STERN

F | were dlowed a brief vist to Jane Austen's pleasant Queen Anne
house in Paradise, for the purpose of asking her three questions, no
more, with a further condition (in fear of Cassandra) that none of them
may concern her private life, one of them would be: " What, Miss
Austen, did you secretly fed about Fanny's chance of happiness with
Henry Crawford? | mean,” | would flounder on, " honestly now,
wouldn't she have had much more fun with Henry than with her grave
cousin Edmund ?"  Wishing to hear Miss Austen concede my point, |
should make my voice as persuasive as possible ; yet if, in modern par-
lance, she knew dl the answers, she might have bidden me remember
that Fanny did not desirefun ; Emma, yes; and Elizabeth ; but Fanny
Price, with her sengitive conscience, her lack of worldliness, her distressed
congderation for others, her shrinking from publicity, Fanny who was
al gentle stubbornness, Fanny was more appropriately matched with
Edmund and Mansfield parsonage than triumphantly mistress of Henry
Crawford's easy-going establishment a Everingham.

Y et whereas Jane discusses at length whether Fanny might not have
improved Henry's morals in time, had she married him, | cannot help
wondering whether, very much on the contrary, Henry might not have
wonderfully improved Fanny's temperament ?  Fanny is, | must reluct-
antly admit, Miss Austen's own property, and, we learn from her letters,
a favourite heroine; which carries us towards that adways agreesble
discussion, however irrelevant, as to how much an author can be per-
mitted il to possess her own books or her own characters, once they
have been pushed out into the world ? | would rather it were not used
agang me in future, if | now maintain sturdily for the sake of present
argument, that gradually, invisibly, they become the property of the
reader rather than of the writer. At this moment, therefore, Fanny
Price, Edmund Bertram and the Crawfords belong to me, and we may
start again.

Married to Henry and in daily association with him, Fanny must have
benefited more than from anything Edmund could have taught her.
Except that he was conceited and she humble, Edmund was too like her-
«f.  Crawford, however, could have asigted her to mentd flexibility,
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a fighter touch on life, a wider tolerance, less dismay on dmost every
possble occason. The man was not rubbish ; fundamentaly he had
plenty of character and strength of purpose ; better stuff, on the whole,
than his sster Mary ; though she dso had her excelencies, mainly her
unwavering affection for him, and her swift partisan spirit in the right
cause, which prompted her firmly to move away from Mrs. Norris when
that lady insulted Fanny in public about her dependence and poverty.
"1 do not like my situation ; this place is too hot for me" . . . Miss
Crawford frequently shows hersdlf keenly perceptive on behdf of others,
though her skin is often too thick to receive awarning for herself.  This
way round is unusua. Both Crawfords, too, belong to that rare and
valuable company whose entrance at any moment will lift the air instead
of burden it. It is not only that they are gay : perpetua liveliness can
be extremely depressing or wearisome ; but they are endowed with
a certain vitality which pours itsdf out in warmth and interest for
their friends' concerns; the moment Henry and Mary Crawford appear,
they diffuse a sense of well-being. At the bal given by Sir Thomas
Bertram for Fanny and Edmund : " The entrance of the Grants and
Crawfords was a favourable epoch. The stiffness of the meeting soon
gave way before their popular manners and more diffused intimacies :
little groups were formed, and everybody grew comfortable.” | claim
that this is more than merely their socid and sociable sense; it is, as |
sad before, a bright quality that springs from the heart, and we should
do very ill without it (Henry VIII, who wrote die song " Pastime with
good company | love and shdl until | die", would undoubtedly have
placed a couple of spare-rooms at Hampton Court at the free disposa of
the Crawfords; and the Borgias would have been perpetually inviting
them to drop in and take pot-luck). Their elder sister, Mrs. Grant, had
the same good nature : it was she who, prompted by Mary, relieved the
strain for Fanny, during the casting of " Lovers Vows", by readily
volunteering for the unimportant part of Cottager'sWife ; she, again,
who offered to spend a whole day sitting with Lady Bertram (and it is
no use pretending that this would have been amusing) so as to st both
Fanny and Edmund free for the expedition to Sotherton.

They were debonair ; or, separating the words, de bon air.

But Henry's principles appear to have been rooted in deeper soil than
Mary's. Whether or not the author would have been surprised, as
authors sometimes are, a this involuntary happening, his breeding was
finer and therefore his good taste. Mary sometimes jarred by being
sprighdy at the wrong moment; Henry hardly ever. They both were
cadess and extravagant, fond of pleasure, luxury and flirtation ; nor did
they dways speak respectfully of their elderly relations; yet nothing
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that Mary could say againgt her uncle, the Admird, could shock me one
half as much as the style of Fanny and Edmund in discussion and censure
upon her remarks:

" She ought not to have spoken of her uncle as she did. | was
quite astonished. | could not have believed it ! "
"1 thought you would be struck. It was very wrong; very
indecorous.”
A solemn dialogue which might have been exceedingly diverting could
we have been reassured that Jane Austen hersdf had conceived it in this
spirit.  But did Jane know? | am uneasy on that score. Was her own
point of view contained in the point of view of Fanny and Edmund ?
Edmund pleads, and Fanny grants, that Mary's disrespect of her uncle
sprang from hot loyalty to her aunt, seeing her suffer from a choleric,
unfaithful husband. Fanny herself, on the contrary, never seemed to fedl
such compassion for her own mother, such warm, natural indignation
againg her father for not being a better husband.  All that she felt on
her return to her Portsmouth home was didike of the cramped surround-
ings and the dovenly domestic arrangements ; awistful nostalgiafor the
gpaces and amenities of Mansfield Park ; and avery natural girlish shame
that her father's voice was so loud and Rebecca's mutton so greasy, when
Henry Crawford suddenly came down to visit her. The sad truth of it
was, that Fanny and Edmund redlly enjoyed getting together and sighing
a little over the faults and bad upbringing of the Crawfords; they
enjoyed it as much as Henry and Mary enjoyed flirting ; it gave them a
kick and relieved the pent-up irritation which may arise from too much
virtue. | am sorry to have to say it, but Henry deserved a more respon-
sve wife than Fanny. The most hopeful moment of affinity between
them occurred when Crawford read aoud from " Henry VIII" :
It was truly dramatic. His acting had first taught Fanny what
pleasure aplay might give, and hisreading brought dl his acting before
her again.
Yes, he had knocked at a door in the wal here, pushed it open a few
inches; a narrow door and overgrown with briars, but it led to the
inner garden.  And in his talk with Edmund, when the reading was over
and the spdll broken, he showed such good sense, such ingtinctive wisdom
in dl he sad about Shakespeare, about reading aloud, about education
for boys, that proved he had more in him than the superficia galantry
and wit by which serious-minded Fanny could never be won.

Woas Fanny ever human ?  Yes, two or threetimes. | like the picture
of her in her bal-dress practising her steps about the drawing-room, as
long as she could be sure that that holy terror, her Aunt Norris, would
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not catch her at it. But she was obsessed from her childhood by a deep
sense of inferiority, started, no doubt, by her mother's partiality for her
brothers, and certainly not improved by her removal to Mansfield Park
and her Aunt Morriss reminders of her lowly state (Mrs. Norris's rough
and ready curefor any wound wasto rub sdt into it and repeat at frequent
intervals). Possibly the fact that she was physicaly smal and dight and
delicate might have aided the trouble. | cannot remember a single place
in Mansfield Park where Fanny laughs ; yes, once, discussing the ball,
two days after, with Mrs. Grant and Mary Crawford : " In avery hand-
some gtyle, with al the heightenings of imagination and all the laughs
of playfulness which are so essentid to the shadow of a departed ball.”
Even when William comes at last to stay a Sir Thomas Bertram's
mansion, what ought to have been pure enjoyment for Fanny was ill
knotted up by a million tiny unnecessary dreads and prohibitions, which
cdl forth no astringent comment such as Elinor was wont to use on
Mariann€e's exaggerations; so that | suspect die author has grown alittle
blind in her favouritism ; and that might account for an opposite reaction
in us. We are told that Fanny is not petty enough to rejoice a her
" conquest" of Henry, hitherto so invulnerable, so sought after in
London society :
..." Oh ! that | could transport you for a short time into our circle
in town," Mary writes to her, " that you might understand how your
power over Henry is thought of there ! Oh ! the envyings and the
heartburnings of dozens and dozens ; the wonder, the incredulity that
will be felt at hearing what you have done ! . . ."
This isjuvenile, frank and charming, but Fanny, and, aas, Miss Austen,
congider it reprehensible ; even if we admire Fanny for not succumbing
to even one moment's glow of unworthy elation, she forfeits it when she
reveds to Edmund at the end of the book how and why Mary Crawford
had written to her, not too unhappily anticipating the demise of Tom,
the elder son and heir of the baronetcy :

Fanny, now at liberty to speak openly, felt more than justified in
adding to his knowledge of her rea character, by some hint of what
share his brother's state of health might be supposed to have in her
wish for a complete reconciliation. This was not an agreeable
intimation.

Need Fanny have done this? Edmund had aready given up al idea of
Mary Crawford. Need she have contributed this final damnation of an
unsuccessful riva ?  Sheila Kaye-Smith argues that she was justified ;
for otherwise, though he professed to have given up dl thought of his
first love, Edmund might have continued to let his mind dwell on her in
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regret; Fanny, she thinks, was acting more as a surgeon than as a demure
little cat. | disagree. Mary, of course, was an idiot to scribble her
thoughts so openly to Fanny ; but adoring her brother Henry as Fanny
adored her brother William, she found it impossible not to beieve Fanny
was redly in love with Henry, and that she might therefore confide
freely in her, as young ladies did ; asyoung ladies do. It was as human
of Mary to rejoice at a distant prospect of Sir Edmund (whom, | main-
tain, she did sincerely love) as it was human of Fanny to want Edmund
to know that Mary Crawford had once been hopeful of this happening.
What | desire, and have no hope of ever being granted, is Jane's
agreement that they were both human and both wrong; not aways
Fanny white and Mary black ; Fanny fair and Mary dark ; Fanny good
and Mary bad. Fanny need not have told Edmund ; she should have
risked her luck on being able to hold him without it. With Mary in the
flesh so utterly vanquished, if her image were left uncracked for him to
enshrine, wdll, it would have grown dusty with the years ; gradualy he
would hardly have noticed it was there at al. But sdf-mistrust was
aways at the source of Fanny's troubles. She took no risks.

Fanny's tremulous self-distrust (and Freud has a word for it; two
words) becomes ddicious and a little touching when she could hardly
believe her own courage at taking out a library subscription so that her
young sster Susan should have books to read :

.. . "amazed a being anything in propria persona, amazed at her own

doing in every way, to be arenter, a chuser of books ! "

Jane Austen cdls her " my Fanny " ; " My Fanny, indeed, a this
very time, | have the satisfaction of knowing, must have been happy in
spite of everything." She can never be my Fanny. Yet, defying those
who may declare me incapable of appreciating delicacy and gentleness
in aJane Austen heroine, | can reply immediately that | do appreciate
Anne Elliot, in Persuasion, above dl others. Anne, | fed, is what Jane
Austen intended Fanny to be.  Fanny had early disadvantages ; but asde
from poverty, so had Anne ; Anne had a despicable father, yet she shows
not the dightest trace of it in her enchanting disposition.  Happy Went-
worth to have come to his senses at last, and seen not only that she is Hill
young, lovely and intelligent beyond dl compare, but dso that she has a
delicacy and sweetness of nature, an appreciation of fairness andjustice, a
lack of vanity, a breadth of mind, a quickness of fancy, a capacity for
courage and endurance, everything that must bring a man to redise his
good fortune in having won such awoman to share his life and forward
his career. | could assemble one instance after another of what attaches
meto Anne Elliot: she knows how to behave in emergencies : when
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her little nephew hurt his back, no less than when Louisa Musgrove
jumped down the steps of the Cobb a Lyme Regis; she handies her
tiresome siser Mary with tact and understanding, and is obliging and
interested with her arrogant sister Elizabeth. She can keep secrets; she
promotes domestic harmony as a sympathetic interpreter between the
elder Musgroves and Charles and Mary ; though Charles Musgrove had
once wanted to marry her, both he and Mary aways gave her awelcome
which proved that she never alowed his earlier preference to be remem-
bered. Her unassuming narrative of what she had to do when they left
Kellynch was aone enough to convince us that she had trained her-
«f to lead a useful, busy existence, without self-pity marring it at
every sacrifice.  She could make hersdlf equally a home in the seafaring
atmosphere of the Crofts and Captain Harville or in the sordid sur-
roundings of Mrs. Smith at Bath. Henrietta, Captain Benwick, anyone
who needed spontaneous understanding and encouragement, could be
sure of receiving it from Anne. She had keen perception, too, and a
sense of humour.

There is no end to what | can find to praise in Anne Elliot; she
deserves dl the felicity which her creator bestowed upon her.

Whether conscioudy or unconscioudy, Jane Austen divides her
heroines into bold and gentle. Perhaps bold is too strong a word for
Emma Woodhouse and Elizabeth Bennet; lively is nearer. The way
of an older with a younger siste—how far did they seem to Jane as pro-
totypes of Cassandra and herself 2—or how far, more truly, her younger
and her older sdf ? | should say the former, of the Bennet pair of ssters ;
but not of the Dashwoods : Jane Austen in her wildest youth was never
foolish enough to have stood model for Marianne ; though she may have
been so over-confident and rash in herjudgments as to look back with a
gmile of amusement and a sgh of remorse, to remember hersdf as
Emma when she had aready mellowed into Anne.

The schism exigts even in their looks.  Jane Bennet, Anne, Elinor and
Fanny are fair ; Emma, Marianne and Elizabeth are dark ; Marianne,
indeed, a gipsy. Apparently it was not the fashion then to admire
brunettes. Gentlemen, dating it may be from the time of Queen Eliza-
beth with her red hair, had long ago started the emphatic convention of
preferring blondes. We are told Elinor had " a delicate complexion,
regular features, and a remarkably pretty figure". We know, aso, that
shewasfair, for her rival, Lucy, was described asfair ; and when Edward
wore her hair in his ring, Marianne was able to believe it Elinor's, even
though she made the comment that it looked to her a shade darker.
Here, by the way, we have one of the very rare instances to be found in
Jane Austen, of a plot that cresks : Why need Edward have deliberately
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worn Lucy's ring, with her hair in it, when he went to stay with his
beloved Elinor Dashwood and so earnestly desired to continue keeping
his Plymouth entanglement a secret ? He cannot have forgotten that he
had this give-away ring on his finger ; he must have loathed the sight of
it; and afinger iswithin easy view of its owner at most every moment
and does not need a mirror's reminder.

Another bit of creaking plot strikes us with dlight surprise, for one is
liable to take for granted perpetual perfection in this author of dl others.
It occurs when Lydia, the youngest of the Bennets, describes her recent
wedding to the whole family when Elizabeth is out of the room, so that
presently she hasto doit al over again, introduced by asomewhat lame :
" Lizzy, | never gave you an account of my wedding, | believe. You
were not by when | told mamma and the others al about it. Are you
not curious to hear how it was managed ? "—for it was necessary that
Elizabeth and Jane should be the only two of the family to hear of Darcy's
mysterious shareinit. That " you were not by when | told mammaand
the others™ is extremely unlike the felicitous workmanship that so con-
ceds the structure that, if we think of it at dl, we believe each book to
have grown as atree: branch and twig, blossom and leaf, standing by
one hour of creation, a miracle of delicate tracery against the sky.

To return to the portraits in our Jane Austen galery of girls : though
they might in extreme youth be innocently pleased when they were " in
looks", especidly Catherine Morland, who at seventeen had barely
emerged from the threat of being a plain gawky girl, they concerned
themselves with their appearance no more than with their clothes ; and
it is |eft to others to admire them in their absence, rather than pay them
direct compliment. Mr. Knightley and Mrs. Weston, for instance, dis-
cuss Emmals looks, he with cool detachment, so as to conced from us,
as wdl as from Mrs. Weston, his true fedlings.

" Sheis lovdiness itsdlf, Mr. Knightley, is not she ?*"

"1 have not a fault to find with her person,” he replied. " | think
her dl you describe. | lovetolook a her ; and | will add this praise,
that | do not think her personaly vain. Considering how very hand-
some she is, she appears to be little occupied with it."

And it is quite true that Emma, possibly likeJane Austen hersdlf, is
generoudy ready to think far more of the golden beauty of little Harriet
Smith than of her own.  Sheis for ever eager to dwell on her protegee's
charms, delighted that first Mr. Elton and then Frank Churchill appear
to be so thoroughly captivated by Harriet, when in truth Mr. Elton is
hankering after the importance of marrying the rich daughter of Mr.
Woodhouse, and Frank dl along is completely enthraled by the pale,
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clear complexion and elegant features of Jane Fairfax. In Pride and
Prejudice itis made clear to us that Jane Bennet is the beauty of the family,
athough, as Mr. Darcy remarks, " she amiles too much "—an interesting
criticism which somehow leaves an impression that Miss Austen once
heard a gentleman actudly make this remark about a young lady, and
marvelled that he should have thought so.  Elizabeth had a pair of fine
eyes and abewitching liveliness.  She was no indisputable beauty, nor did
she care ; not many girls could have repeated with such red relish and
amusement the uncomplimentary remarks that Mr. Darcy had made
about her at the ball where they first met. " She is tolerable, but not
handsome enough to tempt me."

Fanny Price and Mary Crawford had looks arranged for rivalry :
" what was there now to add, but that he should learn to prefer soft light
gyes to sparkling dark ones". (Good old Edmund !) Jane Fairfax was
dark ; Frank Churchill says:

" You will be glad to hear "—inclining his head, and whispering
serioudy—" that my uncle means to give her dl my aunt's jewels.
They are to be new se&t. | am resolved to have some in an ornament
for the head. Will not it be beautiful in her dark hair ?"

Anne aone has no opposite, for Louisais not so formidable that we
need call her a rival; Anne's battle is to vanquish her own past, when at
nineteen she had been too easily persuaded to turn away from an ardent
young Wentworth ; it is her sad conviction, when the book opens and
they meet again after more than seven years and she is aready twenty-
seven, her delicate looks faded, that she can hope to attract him no more.
So ardently do we long for Anne to regain her power over Frederick,
that inwardly we crow loudly over her charming little triumph a Lyme
Regis at her first encounter with the stranger who afterwards proved to
be her cousin Mr. Ellict, the villain of the story :

It was evident that the gentleman (completely a gentleman in
manner) admired her exceedingly. Captain Wentworth looked
round at her instantly in a way which shewed his noticing of it. He
gave her a momentary glance, a glance of brightness, which seemed to
say, " that man is struck with you, and even I, at this moment, see
something like Anne Elliot again .

What an exact knowledge Jane Austen showed here, that a man who had
previoudly decided she was past her bloom should immediately awake to
CONSCioUSNESS again on perceiving that another gentleman had felt her
magnetism. It was evident again and again down the pages of Persuasion,
that Anne only needed happiness to make her lovely, and only needed
Wentworth's love to make her happy.
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We have passed in review the two types of Jane Austen heroine ; let
us e if her men dso fal into two groups instead of one.  And which of
them, by modern standards, have glamour; and which, by period
measurement, merely worth and excdlence.

Yes, even more swiftly and easily than the girls, they divide to show
us on one dde the fascinating, unscrupulous persondities of Frank
Churchill, Wickham, Willoughby, Crawford, Elliot; on the other, the
men to whom Jane'sjudgment has awarded the prize : Knightley, Darcy,
Edward, Brandon, Edmund, Wentworth.

Of their looks we hear little except that Wentworth has an " open
glowing " countenance, adjectives of the day now no longer in use when
we wish to commend a man's good looks. Emphasis is laid on Darcy's
height. Darcy is, we may believe, the handsomest of the husband
group. Mrs. Bennet, after hating him with al the vigour of her nature,
cries a once, on hearing he is to marry her second daughter : " O, my
sweetest Lizzy, how rich and how great you will be ! What pin-money,
what jewels, what carriages you will have ! | am so pleased—so happy.
Such a charming man ! so handsome—so tal ! " Something more is
revealed when Elizabeth sees his portrait in the family gallery at Pember-
ley : "adiriking resemblance of Mr. Darcy, with such a smile over the
face as she remembered to have sometimes seen when he looked at her *.
Somehow we can ingtantly imagine that smile; it was probably just
what his haughty looks needed to make them charming in the literal sense
oftheword. Normally heistoo tal and stiff and sillent. | seem to have
caught this indstence that heistdl. Obvioudly glamour heroes have to
be tal. He has authority and a certain lordliness, essentialy glamour
attributes before marriage; and we may be sure that when Elizabeth
begins to find them inconvenient she will know how to dedl with him
and 4till remain beloved.

Rebecca West once remarked that the film hero of to-day fulfils the
same common need to worship what is tall (again) and splendid, as did
the Greek demi-gods and goddesses of old. Charlie Chaplin and the
cult of the Little Man then arose to adjust this too physical conception of
heroism. But Darcy could have eesily been afilm hero (was, indeed !).
His bearing is symbolical; he steps down from the heights as from
Mount Olympus—or from the hills of Hollywood. The remote legends
of his wealth and his great estates in Derbyshire are dso in the true hero
and Prince Charming tradition. Elizabeth hersdf says to Jane, when
cross-examined as to the moment when her love for him first sprang up
from her initid didike :

" It has been coming on so gradualy that | hardly know when it
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began ; but | believe | must date it from my first seeing his beautiful
grounds at Pemberley."

She is laughing, of course, yet there is a strain of truth in it too, for
Darcy was most human againgt his own background ; though his intim-
ate friend Bingley dares to say of him :

"1 declare | do not know a more awful object than Darcy on
particular occasons and in particular places—at his own house epeci-
dly, and of a Sunday evening, when he has nothing to do."

—redlly the happiest contribution which Bingley makes to Pride and
Prejudice ; heisagood-humoured fellow, but lacking what may well be
Darcy's fina qualification to be a glamour hero : for Bingley is not
exclusve ; Jane can never fed over him what Elizabeth has every right
to fedl about Darcy : the subtle thrill of knowing that he unbends to so
few, yet that she, dmogt aone, has been able to stir and captivate this
difficult man, and inspire that rare smile of the portrait. Yes, he is
remote, lordly, exdusve. And so very tdl.

Knightley, aso, istdl and attractive, though he has not quite the same
remote splendour as Darcy. Of course, Darcy has the further advantage
that he is the Prince who marries Cinderella ; no one can believe the rich,
beautiful, headstrong MissWoodhouse, completely mistress in her father's
establishment, to be in need of compasson or rescue from anything
except Mr. Woodhouse's fidgety hypochondria ; while Elizabeth, from a
worldly point of view, is not nearly so fortunately placed : the second of
five daughters, handicapped by the Longbourn entail—(" It is a grievous
affair to my poor girls, you must confess———There is no knowing how
estates will go when once they come to be entailed ! ")—with no pro-
gpects, as Mr. Callins rightly observes, but one thousand pounds in the
four per cents. Living with Mrs. Bennet cannot have been dl jam,
especidly as she cared least for Lizzy among dl her girls.  On the other
hand, Emma hersalf acknowledges :

" Consequence | do not want; | believe few married women are
half as much mistress of their husband's house as | am of Hartfield ; and
never, never could | expect to be so truly beloved and important, so
aways first and always right in any man's eyes as| amin my father's."

We can be sure that Mr. Knightley had presence, poise and an air of
authority. Harriet talks of " his noble look " when he came across die
room to ask her to dance after she had been snubbed and scorned by the
Eltons. And Emma notices his " downright, decided, commanding
sort of manner, though it suits him very well: his figure, and look, and
stuation in life ssem to dlow it; but if any young man were to set about
copying him, he would not be sufferable ™. As Wickham cannot for a
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moment stand up againg Darcy, neither can that rather trivia fellow
Frank Churchill, with his rattling tongue, hold his own againg the good
sense and better manners of Knightley.  Though in a didogue between
himself and Miss Bates, she leaning out of the window of her room and
he on horseback below, | shdl aways maintain that Mr. Knightley went
as near rudeness as makes no matter ; of which Emma, one of the com-
pany assembled in the next room and hearing every word, might easily
have reminded him later, a his severe reprimand after the Boxhill picnic.
Yet in spite of his tendency to check Emma where he sees her going
badly wrong, he is neither abore nor aprig ; and re-reading the book,
we redise that Emma enjoys being scolded by him, and that he, too, to
put it loosely, gets a kick out of it, more than if she had aways been
amenable. For when thefirst scolding occurs, over her foolish, snobbish
encouragement of Harriet's pretensions, both she and Knightley are
dready in love, and neither aware of it.

Edward Ferrars, whom for lack of the sub-title of Vanity Fair, we
must suppose to be conventionally the hero of Sense and Sensibility, as
Willoughby is the villain and gay seducer, and Colond Brandon a
" gloomy syphon"—(from 