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INTRODUCTION

No woman who ever wrote was ever so self-effaced as Mrs

Gaskell. Inquire for the bibliography of the subject and you
will find there is none. None but a list of the books written
by her.

" She was what her works show her to have been—a wise,
good woman." That isthe summing up by Mr. Leslie Stephen
in his brief notice of her death which appeared in The Cornhill
Magazine at the end of the unfinished last chapter of Wives
and Daughters. It seems sufficient.

If, still insisting for bibliography, you turn to the article,
" Elizabeth Cleghorn Gaskell," in a recent History of English
Literature, you will find these remarkable words: " ... The
absence of the personal magnetism—emphasised by the fact
that all particulars regarding the life and character of Mrs.
Gaskell have been sedulously concealed from public know-
ledge—has determined a persistent under-valuation of this
writer's gifts, which were of a high, although of a too mis-
cellaneous order." Before you have recovered from your
shock, before you have perceived the delightful humour of
the utterance, or made up your mind whether you enjoy most
the suggestion that the author of Cranford was in need of a
biographer before she could be properly appreciated, or the
reproof bestowed on her in that still more delightful adjective
" miscellaneous "—before any of these things can happen, you
are confronted with the little engravings of her portrait by
Richmond and of the bust made in Edinburgh. Her serene
and charming face smiles at you in quiet appreciation of the
preposterous things just said of her.

"Absence of the personal magnetism," indeed! Why,
every page of Wives and Daughters is alive with it, and the
charm of Mrs Gaskell has made Cranford a classic that owns
no kind nor kindred.

If it is her radiant presence in these books that has im-
mortalised them, it is her self-obliteration that gives its grim
strength to her Life of Charlotte Bronte. In all biography
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thereis hardly such an instance of unqualified devotion to the
subject. Thereis Boswell, of course; but Bozzy is always on
the scene, which indeed would have been dull without him.
Moore is obtrusive and sometimes impertinent. Lockhart's
is a conscientious chronicle, but it lacks grip and unity of
effect. The author's grip is what strikes you in the Life of
Charlotte Bronte; and sheis as effaced in her work asif she had
written anovel, nota" Life." And yet we havedifficulty in
remembering that it is one novelist writing of another, so com-
plete is her disappearance.

It is possible that Charlotte would have shrunk (like Mrs.
Gaskell) from having her life written about. Had she for-
bidden it, the world would have lost another classic, a book
uniqueinitskind.

Like one or two other biographies it has been severely
oriticised, and in some ways it laid itself open to criticism.
This was partly owing to the nature of the subject, for the
Brontes have the power of creating round them an atmosphere
of storm. For agreat deal of it Mrs. Gaskell was undoubtedly
herself responsible. She sent the first impression of the Life
into the world unedited. She was not always careful to sift
the evidence before her. She jumped to conclusions. She
permitted things to appear which it would have been more
charitable to have suppressed—Bran well, for instance, and
that letter of Charlotte Bronte's about the Clergy Daughters'
School. Worse than all, she brought an atrocious charge
against an innocent lady, and, as Mr. Clement Shorter (who
is very severe with Mrs. Gaskell on this head) says: " That
she should have escaped with an apology, and thewithdrawal
of the offending passages in later editions of the Life, must be
counted greater good fortune than she recognised.”

There is something more than good fortunein it, too; and
here is personal magnetism, if you like. To this day Mrs.
Gaskell has such a hold upon our heartsthat we forgive her all
these things for which her critics have called her up for judg-
ment.

She was, of course, prodigiously indiscreet. The truth is
that when Mrs. Gaskell set out to write the Life of Charlotte
Bronte she was heavily handicapped all round. First of all,
by being a novelist. Even in the face of her achievement, it
may be questioned whether a novelist is the best possible bio-
grapher. He has the hardest, most invidious of tasks before
him, the presentation of a reality which is the same and yet
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not the same reality dealt with by hisown an.  The difference
of material necessitates a corresponding difference of method.
He has to handle things actual and complete in themselves in
the place of things imagined, developed, that is to say, from
within. His imagination, that only knows itself as creative,
has to become suddenly passive. There are moments when
he must repress it entirely in the interests of the truth. And
yet there is the impossibility of keeping his imagination alto-
gether out of it. There is the difficulty, with the facts solidly
planted before him, firm and imperative, of giving them such
form and proportion as the novelist can give to the multitude
of things imagined. The biographer must renounce the
vanity of form.  He must be the humble servant of the facts,
the slow and patient follower of the order of events. In these
straight paths the creative imagination will be a hindrance
rather than a help.

Now, if Mrs. Gaskell succumbed at all to the novelist's
temptation—the effect to be produced, the theme to be sus
tained, the subject to exhaust—it was never at the expense
of the truth. It was the truth that handicapped her most;
that and her affection for Charlotte Bronte, her intimacy with
all that concerned her, her nearness, at the time of writing, to
the events. It was not possible to her to take a dispassionate
view of Bran well Bronte or of Mr. Cams Wilson.

Certainly not of Branwell. She conceived him to be so
important that she might just as well not write the Life of
Charlotte Bronte at all if he was to be left out of it.  She needed
him for several reasons. She needed him more than any
member of the Bronte family, Charlotte excepted. For to
her mind Branwell explained Charlotte. She had taken to
heart the things that had been said against the author of Jane
Eyre; above all she resented the charge of coarseness. It
was one of those charges that should be left to fall to the
ground through their own inherent absurdity. Mrs. Gaskell,
unfortunately, could not leave it. She had, away back in the
recessss of her beautiful and guileless mid-Victorian mind, a
suspicion that parts of Jane Eyre were, after all, if you came to
think of it, a little coarse. Like many of Charlotte's friends,
she could not bear to think that Charlotte should have written
them. They were marks of the pitch that she had been forced
to handle. " Every change in her life," she says a little
pathetically (meaning every change that moved her farther
from Branwell) " was purifying her."

* 318
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And the change in our own outlook has completed the
Process Time will purify everything but the mind of the
iterary researcher bent on imagining evil, and Mrs. Gaskell
would have been wiser if she had left it all to time. But the
most judicious people are apt to be betrayed into nervous, il -
considered movements when they see mud flung in quantities
on a beloved friend. Mrs. Gaskell's movement was the ex-
posure of poor Branwell in all hismoral insufficiency.

This iswhat shocked Mrs. Oliphant so, and provoked her to
the pitiless unveiling of that which she supposed to be Char-
lotte's little weakness. Mrs. Oliphant, who had a heart tender
for prodigal sons, not so tender for Victorian novelists of her
own sex, was highly indignant with Charlotte Bronte for writing
letters about her brother, and with Mrs. Gaskell for publishing
them. Theobviousanswer to Mrs. Oliphant is, that probably
Charlotte would not have written the lettersif she had known
that Mrs. Gaskell was going to publish them. As for Mrs.
Gaskell, in her opinion (as honest an opinion asit is possible
to hold), Branwell had already made himself and hisiniquiéy
notorious—through his sisters works. For Mrs. Gaskell
secretly agreed with that critic in the Quarterly who thought
that Jane Eyre argued a discreditable experience on the part
of its author, only she felt that she held the key to this in-
explicable explanation. It was BranwelTs experience, not
Charlotte's. BranwelTs experience, which hung about him
like a poisonous atmosphere and was all the air which his
sisters' genius was allowed to breathe. From thisview it was
a very short jump (for Mrs. Gaskell) to the conclusion that
the more she exposed Branwell the more she defended Char-
lotte. Branwell, therefore, must be made out as iniquitous
asitis possible for ayoung man to be. It was as if sne had
said to herself: " Now, if Branwell had had an intrigue with
amarried woman, as Miss Nussey certainly gave meto under-
stand, that would account for Rochester." Thiswas certainly
rather hard on Branwell, who had other consequences of his
sins to bear, poor fellow. It was adso very hard on the lady.

So, owing to Mrs. Gaskell's somewhat parsimonious estimate
of the resources of the constructive imagination, there has
been too much of Branwell Bronte. Itisclearly impossibleto
say what Charlotte would have done without him, but he may
be allowed to rest now from hiswork of unconscious collabora-
tion.

This lack of a judicia attitude in the biographer is, no
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doubt, a serious blemish in the Life. It has other faults, too.
There have been better constructed biographies. There have
been finer appreciations of the genius of Charlotte Bronte
than anything given us by Mrs. Gaskell. We get a better
judgment of Charlotte as a writer from Mr. Clement Shorter.
He is a most exact, a most skilful appraiser of her gift. Each
of his " Lives" ' is a better built, a better balanced piece of
work. He has been indefatigablein research. With immense
perseverance he has collected a quantity of information
hitherto unknown to the public. He has been on the spot, and
all the details he gives are authentic. He has sifted all his
evidence with caution. Heisbrilliantly judicial, if not always
perfectly judicious, in his opinions; and he has printed
nothing that could give pain to any living person, except to
one or two of us to whom the heart of Charlotte Bronte is as
sacred as our own. Above all he has preserved for us letters
of hers, not given by Mrs. Gaskell, which are unique docu-
ments. He has done all this, and yet he has added nothing
essential to his subject.

Mrs. Gaskell, unlike Mr. Shorter, flung from her the super-
stition of evidence and went wildly wrong. She was wrong
about Branwell's alleged love-affair; she was wrong in her
sweeping condemnation of Mr. Cams Wilson; she was wrong
about a multitude of points which never mattered except to
the unfortunate people concerned. The great thing for us is
that she was right about Charlotte Bronte. She was right
with a lightness which no biographer and no critic of the
Brontes has ever so securely attained. When all the old
rubbish has been sifted; when all the old letters in that frail
diminutive handwriting have been unearthed and published;
when all the old relics—lifeless as that pitiful wisp of Char-
lotte's hair which was sold once at an auction—have been
turned over and catalogued and put away; when all the silly
tittle-tattle has gone the round of theliterary parish, we shall
come back to Mrs. Gaskell's Life with the certainty that we
3hall find there the truth about Charlotte Bronte, all that was
most profoundly and essentially she. Others have opined,
inferred, conjectured. Mrs. Gaskell knew.

There is nothing in her clear and delicate portraiture that
suggests the Charlotte Bronte of Mrs. Oliphant's censorious
fancy, or the hardly less unlovely image of morbid femininity
evoked by literary " psychologies " with a theory to nourish*

! Charlotte Bronti and Her Circle, and Charlotte Bronti and Her Sisters.
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In her painting of the home-life of the Brontes Mrs. Gaskell
has done her work thoroughly and with an incomparable
delicacy and charm. She has brought to it some of the finest
qualities of the author of Cr an ford and Mary Barton. She
has produced an unforgettable picture of Haworth, of the
village and its people; of the churchyard, "terribly full of
upright tombstones; " of the parsonage house where no one
comes, where "nothing disturbs the deep repose; hardly a
voice is heard; you catch the ticking of the clock in the
kitchen or the buzzing of a fly in the parlour all over the
house."

The first chapter of the Life is like the opening of a great
novel, the sombre and elaborate setting of a tragedy. Before
ever you meet with any of the Brontes or are told of the
places of their birth, you are brought face to face with those
tabletsin Haworth Church, recording the dead Bronteswith a
funereal five-fold reiteration of " HERE LI E THE REMAINS."
Never afterwards do you lose sight of those tablets in the
church, of those tombstones in the churchyard, of that gray
house overlooking them, with its few feet of garden screened
from the graves by elder bushes and lilac. For aslong as you
live you are made to see the white pinched faces of the little
motherless children looking out (over that!) from the middle
window upstairs of the children's study. You see the pro-
cesson of tiny children going up the lane, past the graveyard
on to the great moor. You see them grow up. Their goings
out into the world are nothing, it is for so brief a time; then
Haworth gripsthem again and does not let them go. They die
there, having suffered; and there is no story more poignant
than this story of their sufferings as told by Mrs. Gaskell.
The grayness is not relieved, it is only deepened by the splen-
dours that are flung on it from the genius of Emily and
Charlotte.

Mrs. Gaskell has been censured—for what has she not been
censured?—for having worked up with deliberate literary
intention, a fine "flair" for the effect, to this impression of
intolerable gloom. Some have thought that she made too
much of those tombstones. The life of the Brontes, it may
be said, was not all tombstones. If Branwell's death was
followed with a terrible nearness by that of Emily and Anne,
there was a considerable interval between the funerals of
Maria and Elizabeth and Branwell's funeral. If the church-
yard was melancholy to look out on, beyond the churchyard
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was the open moor. And if this life had so great room for
suffering, there was yet place in it for love and friendship and
for fame. Charlotte must have enjoyed the act of creation.
She must have enjoyed, although sedately and with a curious
unrealising surprise, her triumhpal entry into the world of
letters. She never knew what it was to toil for the best part
of a life-time unrecognised and unappreciated. She wrote a
book, and fame came to her instantly, and in quantities that
never fluctuated or diminished in her life-time. She suffered
no detraction and no abuse that was not an indirect tribute
to her position and her power. By suppressing Haworth
churchyard, and Charlotte Bronte's relations, it would be
possible to write a " Life" of her which would be all gaiety
and sunshine.

The lives of great men admit of these suppressions. Their
relations on the whole do not affect them except as temporary
obstacles (more or less offensive) to their career. Charles
Lamb, guarding his mad sister and playing cribbage with his
imbecile old father, is a case apart.  His life stands, by that
preposterous devotion, alone in literature. Byron's mother
used to fly into perfect apoplexies of ungovernable temper,
and we are able to regard her as a negligible quantity. His
wife repudiated him and thereby actually facilitated the
creation of " Don Juan." Shelley's Harriet drowned hersdlf,
and Shelley's life went on from glory to glory. We know little
of Keats'srelations, and we care less.

It is otherwise with great women. They cannot thus get
rid of their relations. Their lives are inseparable from them,
their works in many cases inexplicable without them. Sup-
pression of the relation, even of collaterals, is out of the
question. Takethe Reverend Patrick Bronte (even in the un-
conscionable egotism of his old age, a mild instance compared
with Bran well). Not even George Sand (who had a genius
for suppression) could have suppressed him, or so much as
diminished his effect. A woman cannot get away from her
family even in its absence. She may abandon it; it may
abandon her; but she is bound to it by infrangible, indestruc-
tible bonds. It, and all it has done to her or for her, has an
enduring life in her memory. However much abandoned or
ignored, its persistence there endows it with immortality.
Imagine then what its influence must have been on Charlotte
Bronte* who never abandoned or ignored it. She tried, foi
long enough, to hide her genius, lest that glory should put it in
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any way to shame. Her life was one protracted, patient ful-
filment of its enormous claims. Her genius probably only
added to her capacity for suffering. It is not possible that a
few years of literary success in later life could pay for a child-
hood and young womanhood like hers. It is not possble,
even supposing that literary success can soften the anguish of
bereavement, and granted that to have a half-blind father to
look after is peace on a bed of roses compared with watching
your brother ruining himself, and your sisters dying terribly
" in atime of promise."

If it be true that " tout talent de femme est un bonheur
manque,” what must be said of genius nourished upon such
tremendous suffering? Wherever life touched her there was
tragedy. And yet it may be doubted if the world could have
spared one of her pangs. It could certainly not have given
her in exchange anything more ardent, more productive, than
that aching joy of loving, those swift ecstasies of devotion
scourged by terror. It may be that hers was one of those
minds, essentially feminine, that are only stirred to fruition
by great suffering.

Therefore, when we turn to that first chapter of the Life
and se¢e these lines in capitals beginning: " Here lie the
Remains," laid down like so many slabs upon the page, we are
justified in our first vivid, ineffaceable impression that the
Life of Charlotte Bronte can only be written as Mrs. Gaskell
wrote it, prefaced by memorial inscriptions. Mrs. Gaskell
was only presenting thingsin their true proportions.

And it is impossible to put the book down. It holds you
with the grip of life and death. Time never dulls the poign-
ancy of thegrim and powerful narrative. The passageswhich
forced tears from you when you read them in your childhood
are as unbearable, as unapproachable almost, now as then.
Y ou know that they are coming and you shrink from the pain.
But the book carries such profound conviction of its reality
that you would not have it otherwise.

Apart from this piercing quality, this supreme devotion to
the tragic interest, it contains the finest, tenderest portrait of
awoman that awoman ever drew. Charlotte Bronteisthere
with all her little crudities and asperities, the curious preci-
sions of her speech, the manner, which (as the cramped gait
of a released prisoner recalls the days of his captivity)
reminds you that it was her sad busness to instruct the
young. You have hardly time to notice these things before
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you are caught with some spontaneous movement of the real
woman, and Charlotte lives for you in her half-savage moor-
land shyness and her charm, in her grace and goodness, in her
genius and her heroic strength. Mrs. Gaskell has the art to
make all else subservient to this.

We are made to feel, too, that Charlotte had some pre-
science of her destiny. Casual words assume an ulterior
significance and pathos in the light of her death. " To what
children am | not a stranger ? " she says, and the confession
conveys | know not what sense of yearning, humble and shy
as undiscovered passion. You think of that recurrent dream
of hers, the dream premonitory of trouble, that she carried in
her arms a little crying child and endeavoured vainly to still
its cries. Then you remember that she died in child-birth.
You remember her cry; " Oh—I am not going to die, am | ?
God will not separate us. We have been so happy."

Mrs. Gaskell does not put this before you in as many words,
but she leaves you with it. Her very withdrawal commends
it to your gentleness as a thing too tender to be touched.
And so her Life of Charlotte Bronte stands as a classic in its
kind, and is great with the greatness and completeness of
fulfilled tragedy.

MAY SINCLAIR.

May 1908.

The following is a list of the published works of Mrs.
Gaskell (1810-1865):—

Mary Barton, 1848, The Moorland Cottage, 1850; Cranford, 1853;
Ruth, 1853, Lizzie Leigh, 1855 North and South, 1855, The Life of
Charlotte Brontft, 1857, Round the Sofa (contains " The Doom of the
Griffiths' and "My Lady Ludlow"), 1859; Right at Lag, i860; Lasthe
Witch (cdllection of British Authors), 1861; A Dark Night's Work, 1863;
%}fa’s Lovers, 1863; The a Cranford (All the Year Round), 1863;

dn Phillis, 1865; The Grey Woman, 1865; Wivesand Daughters, 1866.
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LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE

CHAPTER |

T H E Leeds and Bradford railway runs along a deep valley of the
Aire; a dow and duggish stream, compared to the neighbouring
river of Wharfe. Keighley station is on this line of railway,
about a quarter of a mile from the town of the same name.
The number of inhabitants and the importance of Keighley
have been very greatly increased during the last twenty years,
owing to the rapidly extended market for worsted manufactures,
a branch of industry that mainly employs the factory population
of this part of Yorkshire, which has Bradford for its centre and
metropolis.

Keighley is in process of transformation from a populous,
old-fashioned village, into a still more populous and flourishing
town. It is evident to the stranger, that as the gable-ended
houses, which obtrude themselves corner-wise on the widening
street, fall vacant, they are pulled down to allow of greater
spacefor traffic, and a more modern style of architecture. The
guaint and narrow shop-windows of fifty years ago, are giving
way to large panes and plate-glass. Nearly every dwelling
seems devoted to some branch of commerce. In passing hastily
through the town, one hardly perceives where the necessary
lawyer and doctor can live, so little appearance is there of any
dwellings of the professional middle-class, such as abound in
our old cathedral towns. In fact, nothing can be more
opposed than the state of society, the modes of thinking, the
standards of reference on all points of morality, manners, and
even politics and religion, in such a new manufacturing place
as Keighley in the north, and any stately, sleepy, picturesque
cathedral town in the south. Yet the aspect of Keighley
promises well for future stateliness, if not picturesqueness.
Grey stone abounds; and the rows of houses built of it have a
kind of solid grandeur connected with their uniform and en-
during lines. The frame-work of the doors, and the lintels of
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the windows, even in the smallest dwelings, are made of blocks
of gone There is no painted wood to require continual
beautifying, or dse present a shabby aspect; and the sone is
kept scrupuloudy dean by the notable Yorkshire housewives
Such glimpsss into the interior as a passr-by obtains, reveal a
rough abundance of the means of living, and diligent and active
habits in the women. But the voices of the people are hard,
and their tones discordant, promisng little of the mudcal taste
that digtinguishes the district, and which has already furnished
a Carrodus to the musical world. The names over the shaps (of
which the one just given is a sample) ssam strange even to an
inhabitant of the neighbouring county, and have a peculiar
smack and flavour of the place

The town of Keighley never quite mets into country on the
road to Haworth, although the housss become more sparse
as the traveller journeys upwards to the grey round hills that
sam to bound his journey in a westerly direction. First come
ome villas; just sufficiently retired from the road to show that
they can scarcdy bdong to any one liable to be summoned in
ahurry, at the call of suffering or danger, from his comfortable
firesde the lawyer, the doctor, and the clergyman, liveat hand,
and hardly in the suburbs with a sreen of shrubs for conceal-
ment.

In a town one does not look for vivid colouring; what there
may be of this is furnished by the wares in the shops not by
foliage or atmospheric effects; but in the country some brilliancy
and vividness ssams to be inginctively expected, and there is
consquently a dight feding of disappointment at the grey
neutral tint of every object, near or far off, on the way from
Keighley to Haworth. The distance is about four miles; and,
as | have said, what with villas, great worgted factories, rows
of workmen's houses with here and there an old-fashioned
farm-house and outbuildings, it can hardly be called " country
any part of the way. For two miles the road pases over
tolerably leve ground, distant hills on the left, a " beck "
flowing through meadows on the right, and furnishing water
power, at certain points, to the factories built on its banks
The air is dim and lightless with the smoke from all these
habitations and places of busnes The il in the valley {or
" bottom," to usethelocal term)isrich; but, astheroad begins
to ascend, the vegetation becomes poorer; it does not flourish,
it merdy exigs, and, indead of trees, there are only bushes
and shrubs about the dwdlings. Stone dykes are everywhere
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usd in place of hedges and what crops there are, on the
patches of arable land, consst of pale, hungry-looking, grey-
green oats Right beforethetraveller on thisroad risssHaworth
village; he can e it for two miles before he arrives, for it is
dtuated on the dde of a pretty geep hill, with a background
of dun and purple moors rising and swesping away yet higher
than the church, which is built at the very summit of the long
narrow sreet. All round the horizon there is this same line of
dnuous wave-like hills; the sooops into which they fall only
revealing other hills beyond, of Smilar colour and shape
crowned with wild, bleak moors—grand, from the idess of soli-
tude and londiness which they suggest, or oppressve from the
feding which they give of being pent-up by some monatonous
and illimitable barrier, according to the mood of mind in which
the spectator may be

For a short digance the road appears to turn away from
Haworth, as it winds round the base of the shoulder of a hill;
but then it coses a bridge over the " beck,” and the ascent
through the village begins The flagdones with which it is
paved are placed end-ways, in order to give a better hold to the
horses feet; and, even with this help, they ssam to be in con-
stant danger of dipping backwards. The old gone houses are
high compared to the width of the street, which makes an
abrupt turn before reaching the more level ground at the head
of the village, so that the stegp agpect of the place, in one part,
isamog like that of awall. But this surmounted, the church
liesalittle off the main road on theleft; a hundred yards, or so,
and the driver rdaxes his care, and the horse breathes more
easly, as they passinto the quiet little by-street that leads to
Haworth Parsonage The churchyard is on one dde of this
lane, the sthoo-house and the sexton's dweling (where the
curates formerly lodged) on the other.

The parsonage dands at right angles to the road, fadng
down upon the church; so that, in fact, parsonage church, and
befried schod-house, form three ddes of an irregular oblong,
of which the fourth is open to the fidds and moors that lie
beyond. The area of this oblong is filled up by a crowded
churchyard, and a small garden or court in front of the clergy-
man's house As the entrance to this from the road is at the
sde the path goesround the corner into thelittleplot of ground.
Underneath the windows is a narrow flower-border, carefully
tended in days of yor e, although only themost hardy plants could
be made to grow there. Within the gone wall, which kegps
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out the surrounding churchyard, are bushes of elder and lilac;
the rest of the ground is occupied by a square grass plot and a
gravel walk. The house is of grey stone, two stories high,
heavily roofed with flags, in order to resist the winds that might
strip off alighter covering. It appears to have been built about
ahundred years ago, and to consist of four rooms on each story:
the two windows on the right (as the visitor stands, with his
back to the church, ready to enter in at the front door) belonging
to Mr. Bronte's study, the two on the left to the family sitting-
room. Everything about the place tells of the most dainty
order, the most exquisite cleanliness. The door-steps are
spotless;, the small old-fashioned window-panes glitter like
looking-glass. Inside and outside of that house cleanliness goes
up into Its essence purity.

The little church lies, as | mentioned, above most of the
houses in the village; and the graveyard rises above the church,
andisterribly full of upright tombstones. The chapel or church
claims grester antiquity than any other in that ﬁart of the
kingdom; but there is no appearance of this in the external

of the present edifice, unless it be in the two eastern
windows, which remain unmodernised, and in the lower part
of the steeple.  Inside, the character of the pillars shows that
they were constructed before the reign of Henry VII1. Itis
probable that there existed on this ground a " field-kirk," or
oratory, in the earliest times; and, from the archbishops
registry at York, it is ascertained that there was a chape at
Haworth in 1317. The inhabitants refer inquirers concerning
the date to the following inscription on a stone in the church
tower:—

" Hie fecit Camobium Monachorum Auteste fundator. A. D. sx-
centissmo.”

That is to say, before the preaching of Christianity in North-
umbria. Whitaker says that this mistake originated in the
illiterate copying out, by some modern stone-cutter, of an
inscription in the character of Henry the Eighth's time on an
adjoining stone—

" Orate pro bono statu Eutest Tod."

" Now every antiquary knows that the formula of prayer * bono statu *
always refersto the living. | this dngular ' Chrigtian name has
been”migtaken_by the storiecutter for Auget, a contraction of Eudatius,
but the word Tod, which has been misread for the Arabic figures 600 is
perfectly fair and legible  On the presumption of this foolish caim to

antiquity, the peoplé would nesds s up for independence and contest
theﬂgh%, of thee/?ccgr of Bradford to nomPnateawEgIae]aI Haworth."



Tablets of the Bronte Family 5

| have given this extract, in order to explain the imaginary
groundwork of a commotion which took placein Haworth about
five-and-thirty years ago, to which | shall have occason to
alludeagain moreparticularly.

The interior of the church is common-place it is neither old
enough nor modern enough to compe notice. The pews are
of black oak, with high divisons, and the names of those to
whom they bdong are painted in white letters on the doors
There are neither brasses nor altar-tombs, nor monuments, but
thereisamural tablet on theright-hand sde of the communion-
table, bearing the following inscription:—

HERE
LIE THE REMAINS OF

MARIA BRONTE, WIFE
OF THE
REV. F. BRONTtt, A.B., MINISTER OF HAWORTH.
HER SOUL
DEPARTED TO THE SAVIOUR, SEPT. 15TH, 1821,
IN THE 39TH YEAR OF HER AGE.
" Beyedsoready: for in such an hour asye think not the Soa of Man
cometh." —Matthew xxiv. 44.
ALSO HERE LIE THE REMAINS OF
MARI A BRONTE, DAUGHTER OF THE AFORESAI D;
SHE DIED ON THE
6TH OF MAY, 1825, IN THE 12TH YEAR OF HER AGE,
AND OF
ELIZABETH BRONTE, HER SISTER,
WHO DIED JUNE 15TH, 1825, IN THE 11TH YEAR OF HER AGE.

" Verily | say unto you, Except ye be converted, and become as little
oh!!drgn, ye shall not enter into the kingdom of heaven."—Matthew
Xviil. 3.

HERE ALSO LIE THE REMAINS OF
PATRICK BRANWELL BRONTE,
WHO DIED SEPT. 24TH, 1848, AGED 30 YEARS.
AND OF
EMILY JANE BRONTE,

WHO DIED DEC. I9TH, 1848, AGED 29 YEARS,
SON AND DAUGHTER OF THE
REV. P. BRONTE, INCUMBENT

THIS STONE IS ALSO DEDICATED TO TUB

MEMORY OF ANNE BRONTE,
YOUNGEST DAUGHTER OF THE REV. P. BRONTE, A.B.
SHE DIED, AGED 27 YEARS, MAY 28TH, 1840,
AND WAS BURIED AT THE OLD CHURCH, SCARBORO'.
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At the upper part of thistablet ample spaceisallowed between
the lines of the inscription; when the firs memorials were
written down, the survivors, in their fond affection, thought
little of the margin and verge they were leaving for those who
were still living. But as one dead member of the household
follows ancther fagt to the grave, the lines are pressad together,
and the letters become small and cramped. After the record
of Ann€s death, thereisroom for no other.

But one more of that generation—the lagt of that nursery
of gx little motherless children—was yet to follow, before the
survivor, the childless and widowed father, found hisrest. On
ancther tablet, bdow the firg, the following record has bemn
added to that mournful list:—

ADJOINING LIE THE REMAINS OP

CHARLOTTE, WIFE
OF THE
REV. ARTHUR BELL NICHOLLS, A.B.,
AND DAUGHTER OF THE REV. P. BRONTE, A.B., INCUMBENT
SHE DIED MARCH 3IST, 1855, IN THE 39TH
YEAR OF HER AGE

CHAPTER 11

FOR aright underganding of thelife of my dear friend, Charlotte
Bronte, it appears to me more necessary in her case than in most
others, that the reader should be made acquainted with the
peculiar forms of population and society amidst which her
earlies years were passd, and from which both her own and
her sgers firs impressons of human life must have ben re-
caved. | shall endeavour, therefore, before proceading further
with my work, to presnt some idea of the character of the
people of Haworth, and the surrounding digtricts.

Even an inhabitant of the neighbouring county of Lancaster
isgruck by the peculiar force of character which the Yorkshire-
men display. This makes them interesting as a race; while,
at the same time, as individuals, the remarkable degree of sf-
auffidency they poses gives them an air of independence
rather apt to repd a dranger. | uee this expresson, "sdf-
afffidency " in the largest sme Consdous of the srong
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sagacity and the dogged power of will which seem amost the
birthright of the natives of the West Riding, each man relies
upon himself, and seeks no help at the hands of his neighbour.
From rarely requiring the assstance of others, he comes to
doubt the power of bestowing it: from the general success of
his efforts, he grows to depend upon them, and to over-esteem
his own energy and power. He belongs to that keen, yet
short-sighted class, who consider suspicion of all whose honesty
is not proved as asign of wisdom. The practical qualities of a
man are held in great respect; but the want of faith in strangers
and untried of action, extends itself even to the manner
in which the virtues are regarded; and if they produce no im-
mediate and tangible result, they are rather put aside as unfit
for this busy, striving world; especidly if they are more of a
passve than an active character. The affections are strong,
and their foundations lie deep: but thgy are not—such affections
seldom are—wide-spreading; nor do they show themsdves
on the surface. Indeed, there is little display of any of the
amenities of life among this wild, rough poBuIaIion. Their
accodt is curt; their accent and tone of speech blunt and harsh.
Something of this may, Probably, be attributed to the freedom
of mountain air and of isolated hill-side life; something be
derived from their rough Norse ancestry. They have a quick
perception of character, and a keen snse of humour; the
dwellers among them must be prepared for certain uncompli*
mentary, though most likely true, observations, pithily ex-
pressed.  Their felings are not easily roused, but their duration
Is lasting. Hence there is much close friendship and faithful
service; and for a correct exemplification of the form in which
the latter frequently appears, | need only refer the reader of
Wuthering Heights to the character of " Joseph.”

From the same cause come dso enduring grudges, in some
caes amounting to hatred, which occasiondly has
queathed from generation to generation. | remember Miss
Bronte oncetelling methat it was asaying roundabout Haworth,
" Keep a stone in thy pocket seven year; turn it, and keep it
seven year longer, that it may be ever ready to thine hand
when thine enemy draws near."

The West Riding men are dleuth-hounds in pursuit of money.
Miss Bronte related to my husband a curious instance illustra-
tive of this eager desire for riches. A man that she knew, who
was a small manufacturer, had engaged in many local specula-
tions, which had always turned out well, and thereby rendered
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him a person of some wealth. He was rather pas middle age,
when he bethought him of insuring his life; and he had only
jugt taken out his policy, when he fel ill of an acute dissase
which was certain to end fatally in a very few days The
doctor, half-hedtatingly, revealed to him his hopdes date.
" By jingo! " cried he, rousng up at once into the old energy,
" | shall do the insurance company | | always was a lucky
fellow!"

These men are keen and shrewd; faithful and persevering in
following out a good purpose, fdl in tracking an evil one  They
are not emotional; they are not easly made into either friends
or enemies, but once lovers or haters, it is difficult to change
their feding. They are a powerful race both in mind and body,
both for good and for evil.

The woollen manufacture was introduced into this digtrict
inthedaysof Edward | I | . It istraditionally said that a colony
of Flemings came over and settled in the West Riding to teach
the inhabitants what to do with their wool. The mixture of
agricultural with manufacturing labour that ensued and pre-
vailed in the West Riding up to a very recent period, sounds
pleasant enough at this digance of time, when the dasscal
Impression is left, and the details forgotten, or only brought to
light by those who explore the few remote parts of England
where the cusom 4ill lingers  The idea of the migress and
her maidens spinning at the great wheds while the master was
abroad, ploughing his fidds, or sedng after his flocks on the
purple moors, is very poetical to look back upon; but when
such life actually touches on our own days and we can hear
particulars from the lips of those now living, details of coarse
nes—af the uncouthness of the rugtic mingled with the sharp-
nes of the tradesman—of irregularity and fierce lavesness—
come out, that rather mar the vison of pastoral innocence and
smplicity. Still, as it is the exceptional and exaggerated
characterigtics of any period that leave the most vivid memory
behind them, it would be wrong, and in my opinion faithless,
to condude that such and such forms of society and modes of
livingwerenot bes for the period when they prevailed, although
the abusss they may have led into, and the gradual progress of
theworld, have made it well that such ways and manners should
pass away for ever, and as prepoderous to attempt to return
to them, as it would be for a man to return to the dothes of
his childhood.

The patent granted to Alderman Cockayne, and the further
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restrictionsimposed by James|. on theexport of undyed woollen
cloths (met by #orohi bition on the ﬁart of the States of Holland
of the |mport of English-dyed cloths), injured the trade of the
West Riding manufacturers considerably. Their independence
of character, their dislike of authority, and their strong ers
of thought, #oredisposed them to rebellion against the religious
dictations of such men as Laud, and the arbitrary rule of the
Stuarts; and the injury done by James and Charles to the trade
by which they gained their bread, made the great majority of
them Commonwealth men. | shall have occasion afterwards to
give one or two instances of the warm fedings and extensive
knowledge on subjects of both home and foreign politics existing
at the present day in the villages lying west and east of the
mountainous ridge that separates Yorkshire and Lancashire;
the inhabitants of which are of the same race and possess the
same quality of character.

The descendants of many who served under Cromwell at
Dunbar, live on the same lands as their ancestors occupied then;
and perhaps there is no Part of England where the traditional
and fond recollections of the Commonwealth have lingered so
long asin that inhabited by the woollen manufacturing popula-
tion of the West Riding, who had the restrictions taken off their
trade by the Protector's admirable commercia policy. | have
it on good authority that, not thirty years ago, the phrase, " in
Oliver's days," was in common use to denote a time of unusual
prosperity. The dlass of Christian names prevalent in adistrict
Isoneindication of thedirectioninwhichitstide of hero-worship
sts.  Grave enthusiasts in politics or religion perceive not the
ludicrous side of those which they give to their children; and
some are to be found, still in their infancy, not a dozen miles
from Haworth, that will have to go through life as Lamartine,
Kossuth, and Dembinsky. And so thereis atestimony to what
| have said, of the traditional feeling of the district, in the fact
that the Old Testament names in general use among the Puritans
are yet the prevalent appellations in most Y orkshire families of
middle or humble rank, whatever their religious persuasion may
be. There are numerous records, too, that show the kindly way
in which the gected ministers were received by the gentry, as
well as by the poorer part of the inhabitants, during the perse-
cuting daysof Charles| | . Theselittlefactsall testify to theold
hereditary spirit of |ndeBendence ready ever to resist authority
which was conceived to be unjustly exercised, that distinguishes
the people of the West Riding to the present day

B318
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The Parish of Halifax touches that of Bradford, in which the
chaﬁelry of Haworth is included; and the nature of the ground
in the two parishesis much of the ssme wild and hilly description.
The abundance of coal, and the number of mountain streams in
the district, make it highly favourable to manufactures; and
accordingly, as | stated, the inhabitants have for centuries been

in making cloth, aswell asinagricultural pursuits. But
the intercourse of trade failed, for along time, to bring amenity
and civilisation into these outlying hamlets, or widely scattered
dwellings. Mr. Hunter, in his Life of Oliver Heywood, quotes a
sentence out of a memoria of one James Rither, living in the
reign of Elizabeth, whichis partially true to this day—

" They have no superior to court, no civilities to practise: a
sour and sturdy humour is the consequence, so that a stranger
is shocked by a tone of defiance in every voice, and an air of
fierceness in every countenance.”

Even now, a stranger can hardly ask a question without
receiving some crusty reply, if, indeed, he recelve any at all.
Sometimes the sour rudeness amounts to positive insult.  Yet,
if the " foreigner " takes all this churlishness good-humouredly,
or as a matter of course, and makes good any claim upon their
latent kindliness and hospitality, they ae faithful and
generous, and thoroughly to be relied upon. As a dlight
illustration of the roughness that pervades all dasss in these
out-of-the-way villages, | may relate a little adventure which
happened to my husband and mysdlf, three years ago, at
Addingham—

From Penigent to Pendle Hill,

From Linton to Long-Addtngham
And all that Craven ooads did tell, etc

one of the places that sent forth its fighting men to the famous
old battle of Flodden Field, and a village not many miles from
Haworth.

We were driving along the street, when one of those néer-do-
well lads who seam to have a kind of magnetic power for mis-
fortunes, having jumped into the stream that runs through the
place, just where all the broken glass and bottles are thrown,
staggered naked and nearly covered with blood into a cottage
before us.  Besides receiving another bad cut in the arm, he had
completely laid open the artery, and wasin a fair way of bleeding
to death—which, one of his relations comforted him by saying,
would be likely to " save aded o' trouble.”

When my husband had checked the effusion of blood with a
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strap that one of the bystanders unbuckled from his leg, he
asked if a surgeon had been sent for.

"Yoi," was the answer; " but we dunna think he'll
come."

"Why not?"

" He's owd, yo seen, and asthmatic, and it's up-hill."

My husband, taking a boy for his guide, drove as fast as he
could to the surgeon's house, which was about three-quarters
of amile off, and met the aunt of the wounded lad leaving it.

" 1s he coming? " inquired my husband.

" Well, he didna' say he wouldna' come."

" I?lat_(tjell him the lad may bleed to death.”

n I .II

" And what did he say ? "

"' Why, only, ' D——n him; what do | care?"'"

It ended, however, in his sending one of his sons, who, though
not brought up to " the surgering trade," wes able to do what
was necessay in the way of bandages and plaisters. The
excuse made for the surgeon was, that " he was near eighty, and
getting a bit doited, and had had a matter o' twenty childer."

Among the most unmoved of the lookers-on wes the brother
of the boy so badly hurt; and while he was lying in a pool of
blood on the flag floor, and crying out how much his arm was
" warching," his stoical relation stood coolly smoking his bit of
black pipe, and uttered not a single word of either sympathy
Or SOIrow.

Forest customs, existing in the fringes of dark wood, which
clothed the declivity of the hills on either side, tended to
brutalise the population until the middle of the seventeenth
century. Execution by beheading was performed in a summary
way upon either men or women who were guilty of but very
slight crimes; and a dogged, yet in some casss fine, indifference
to human life wes thus generated. The roads were so notori-
ously bad, even up to the last thirty years, that there wes little
communication between one village and another; if the produce
of industry could be conveyed at stated times to the cloth
market of the district, it wes all that could be done; and, in
lonely housss on the distant hill-side, or by the small magnates
of secluded hamlets, crimes might be committed dmost unknown,
certainly without any great uprising of popular indignation
caculated to bring down the strong arm of the law. 1t must be
remembered that in those days there was no rural constabulary;
and the few magistrates |eft to themselves, and generally related
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to one another, were most of them inclined to tolerate eccen-
tricity, and to wink at faults too much like their own.

Men hardly past middle life talk of the d:éys of their youth,
spent in this part of the country, when, during the winter
months, they rode up to the saddle-girthsin mud; when absolute
business was the only reason for stirring beyond the precincts
of home; and when that busness was conducted under a
pressure of difficulties which they themselves, borne along to
Bradford market in aswift first-class carriage, can hardly believe
to have been possible.  For instance, one woollen manufacturer
says that, not five-and-twenty years ago, he had to rise betimes
to set off on awinter's morning in order to be at Bradford with
the ?reat waggon-load of goods manufactured by his father:
this load was packed over-night, but in the morning theie was
great gathering around it, and flashing of lanterns, and examina
tion of horses fedt, before the ponderous waggon got under
weigh; and then some one had to go 3ropi ng here and there,
on hands and knees, and aways sounding with a staff down
the long, steep, sjllppery brow, to find where the horses might
tread safely, until they reached the comparative easy-going
of thed rutted main road. People went on horseback over
the upland moors, following the tracks of the packhorses that
carried the parcels, baggage, or goods from one town to another,
between which there did not happen to be a highway.

But in the winter, all such communication was impossible,
by reason of the snow which lay long and late on the bleak high
ground. | have known people who, travelling by the mail-coach
over Blackstone Edge, had been snowed up for a week or ten
days, at the littleinn near the summit, and obliged to spend both
Christmas and New Y ear's Day there, till the store of provisions
laid in for the use of the landlord and his family faling short
before the inroads of the unexpected visitors, they had recourse
to the turkeys, geese and Y orkshire pies with which the coach
was laden; and even these were beginning to fail, when a
fortunate thaw relessed them from their prison.

Isolated as the hill villages may be, they are in the world,
compared with the londiness of the grey ancestral housess to
be seen here and there in the dense hollows of the moors.  These
dwellings are not large, yet they are solid and roomy enough
for the accommodation of those who live in them, and to whom
the surrounding estates belong. The land has often been held
by one family since the days of the Tudors; the owners are, in
fact, the remains of the old yeomanry—small squires, who are
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rapidly becoming extinct as a class, from one of two causs
Either the possesor falls into idle, drinking habits, and so is
obliged eventually to sdll hisproperty: or hefinds, if more shrewd
and adventurous, that the " beck " running down the mountain-
side, or the minerals beneath his feet, can be turned into a new
source of wealth: and leaving the old plodding life of aland-
owner with small capital, he turns manufacturer, or digs for coal,
or quarries for stone.

Still there are those remaining of this class—dwellers in the
lonely housss far away in the upland districts—even at the
present day, who sufficiently indicate what strange eccentricity—
what wild strength of will—nay, even what unnatural power
of crime was fostered by amode of living in which aman seldom
met his fellows, and where public opinion wes only a distant
and inarticulate echo of some clearer voice sounding behind the
sweeping horizon.

A solitary life cherishes mere fancies until they become manias.
And the powerful Yorkshire character, which was scarcely
tamed into subjection by all the contact it met with in " busy
town or crowded mart," has before now broken out into strange
wilfulness in the remoter districts. A singular account was
recently given me of a landowner (living, it is true, on the
Lancashire sde of the hills, but of the same blood and nature
as the dwellers on the other) who was supposed to be in the
receipt of seven or eight hundred a year, and whose house bore
marks of handsome antiquity, as If his forefathers had been
for a long time people of consideration. My informant was
struck with the appearance of the place, and proposed to the
countryman who was accompanying him, to go up to it and
take a nearer inspection. The reply was, " Yo'd better not;
he'd threap yo' down th' loan. He's let fly at some folk's legs,
and let shot lodge in 'em afore now, for going too near to his
house. And finding, on closer inquiry, that such wes really
the inhospitable custom of this moorland squire, the gentleman
|ga\_/e up his purpose. | believe that the savage yeoman is still
iving.

Another squire, of more distinguished family and larger
Broperty—one is thence led to imagine of better education,

ut that does not aways follow—died at his house, not many
miles from Haworth, only a few years ago. His great amuse-
ment and occupation had been cock-fighting. When he was
confined to his chamber with what he knew would be his last
illness, he had his cocks brought up there, and watched the
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bloody battle from his bed. As his mortal disease increased,
and it became impossible for him to turn so as to follow the
combat, he had looking-glasses arranged in such a manner,
around and above him, as he lay, that he could still se the
cocks fighting. And in this manner he died.

Thee are merely ingtances of eccentricity compared to the
tales of positive violence and crime that have occurred in these
isolated dwellings, which still linger in the memories of the old
people of the district, and some of which were doubtless familiar
to afl e authors of Wurthering Heights and The Tenant of Wild fell
Hall.

The amusements of the lower dasses could hardly be expected
to be more humane than those of the wealthy and better
educated. The gentleman, who has kindlgel;urnished me with
some of the particulars| have given, remembers the bull-baitings
at Rochdale, not thirty years ago. The bull was fastened by a
chain or rope to apost in theriver. To increase the amount of
water, as well as to give their workpeople the opportunity of
savage delight, the masters were accustomed to stop their mills
on the day when the sport took place. The bull would some-
times whedl suddenly round, so that the rope by which he wes
fastened swept those who had been cardess enough to come
within its range down into the water, and the good people of
Rochdale had the excitement of seeng one or two of their
neighbours drowned, as well as of witnessing the bull baited,

and the dogs torn and tossed.

The people of Haworth were not less strong and full of char-
acter than their neighbours on either side of the hill. Thevillage
lies embedded in the moors, between the two counties, on the
old road between Keighley and Colne.  About the middle of the
last century, it became famous in the religious world as the
soene of the ministrations of the Rev. William Grimshaw, curate
of Haworth for twenty years. Before thistime, it is probable
that the curates were of the same order as one Mr. Nicholls, a
Yorkshire clergyman in the days immediately succeeding the
Reformation, who was " much addicted to drinking and com-
pany-keepi n% and used to say to his companions " Y ou must
not heed me but when | am got three feet above the earth," that
was, into the pulpit.

Mr. Grimshaw's life was written by Newton, Cowper's friend;
and from it may be gathered some curious particulars of the
manner in which arough population were swayed and governed
by a man of deep convictions, and strong earnestness of purpose.
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It ssemsthat he had not beenin any way remarkablefor religious
zeal, though he had led a moral life, and been conscientious in
fulfilling his parochial duties, until a certain Sunday in Sep-
tember, 1744, when the servant, rising at five, found her master
aready engaged in prayer; she stated that, after remaining
in his chamber for some time, he went to engage in religious
exercises in the house of a parishioner, then home again to pray;
thence, still fasting, to the church, where, as he was reading
the second lesson, hefell down, and, on his partial recovery, had
to be led from the church. As he went out, he spoke to the
congregation, and told them not to disperse, as he had something
to sy to them, and would return presently. He was taken
to the clerk's house, and again became insensble.  His servant
rubbed him, to restore the circulation; and when he weas
brought to himself " he seemed in a great rapture," and the
first words he uttered were " | have had a glorious vision from
the third heaven." He did not say what he had seen, but
returned into the church, and began the service again, a two
in the afternoon, and went on until seven.

From this time he devoted himself, with the fervour of a
Wesley, and something of the fanaticism of a Whitfield, to
caling out a religious life among his parishioners. They had
been in the habit of playing at football on Sunday, using stones
for this purpose; and giving and recelving chalenges from
other parishes. There were horse-races held on the moors just
above the village, which were periodical sources of drunkenness
and profligacy. Scarcedly a wedding took place without the
rough amusement of foot-races, where the half-naked runners
were a scandd to all decent strangers. The old custom of
"arvills," or funeral feasts, led to frequent pitched battles
between the drunken mourners. Such customs were the
outward sgns of the kind of people with whom Mr. Grimshaw
had to deal But, by various means, some of the most practical
kind, he wrought agreat changein his parish. In his preaching
he was occasiondly asssted by Wedey and Whitfield, and at
such times the little church proved much too small to hold the
throng that poured in from distant villages, or lonely moorland
hamlets; and frequently they were obliged to meet in the open
air; indeed, there was not room enough in the church even
for the communicants. Mr. Whitfield was once preaching in
Haworth, and made use of some such expression, as that he
hoped there was no need to say much to this congregation, as
they had sat under so pious and godly a minister for so many
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years; " whereupon Mr. Grimshaw stood up in his place, and
said with aloud voice," Oh, sir! for God's sske do not speak 0.
| pray you do not flatter them. | fear the greater part of them
are going to hell with their eyes open.' " But if they were
so bound, it wes not for want of exertion on Mr. Grimshaw's
part to prevent them. He used to preach twenty or thirty
times a week in private houses. If he perceived any one in-
attentive to his prayers, he would stop and rebuke the offender,
and not go on till he saw every one on their knees. He wasvery
earnest in enforcing the strict observance of Sunday; and would
not even allow his parishioners to walk in the fields between
services.  He sometimes gave out a very long Psalm (tradition
says the 119th), and while it was being sung, he left the reading-
desk, and taking a horsewhip went into the public-houses, and
flogged the loiterers into church. They were swift who could
exgpe the lash of the parson by sneaking out the back way.
He had strong health and an active body, and rode far and wide
over the hills, " awakening " those who had previously had no
sne of religion.  To save time, and be no charge to the families
a whose housss he held his prayer-meetings, he carried his
provisions with him; all the food he took in the day on such
occasions consisting simply of a piece of bread and butter, or
dry bread and a raw onion.

The horseraces were justly objectionable to Mr. Grimshaw;
they attracted numbers of profligate people to Haworth, and
brought a match to the combustible materials of the place, only
too ready to blaze out into wickedness. The story is, that he
tried all means of persuasion, and even intimidation, to have
the races discontinued, but in vain. At length, in despar, he
prayed with such fervour of earnestness that the rain came down
in torrents, and deluged the ground, so that there was no footing
for man or beagt, even if the multitude had been willing to stand
such aflood let down from above. And so Haworth races were
stopped, and have never been resumed to this day. Even now
the memory of this good man is held in reverence, and his
faithful ministrations and real virtues are one of the boasts of
the parish.

But after his time, | fear there was a falling back into the
wild rough heathen ways, from which he had pulled them up, as
it were, by the passionate force of hisindividual character. He
had built a chapd for the Wedleyan Methodists, and not very
long after the Baptists established themsdves in a place of
worship. Indeed, as Dr. Whitaker says, the people of this
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district are " strong religionists; " onl?/, fifty years ago, their
religion did not work down into their lives. Half that length
of time back, the code of moras seamed to be formed upon
that of their Norse ancestors. Revenge wes handed down
from father to son as an hereditary duty; and agreat capability
for drinking, without the head being affected, was considered
as one of the manly virtues. Thegames of football on Sundays,
with the chalenges to the neighbouring parishes, were resumed,
bringing in an influx of riotous strangers to fill the public-
houses, and make the more sober-minded inhabitants long for
good Mr. Grimshaw's stout arm, and ready horsewhip. The
old custom of " arvills" wes as prevalent as ever. The sexton,
standing at the foot of the open grave, announced that the
“arvill " would be held at the Black Bull, or whatever public-
house might be fixed upon by the friends of the dead; and
thither the mourners and their acquaintances repaired. The
origin of the custom had been the necessity of furnishing some
refreshment for those who came from a distance, to pay the
last mark of respect to afriend. In thelife of Oliver Heywood
there are two quotations, which show what sort of food wes
provided for "arvills" in quiet Nonconformist connections
In the seventeenth century; the first (from Thoresby) tells of
" cold possts, stewed prunes, cake, and cheess" as being the
arvill after Oliver Heywood's funeral. The second gives, as
rather shabby, according to the notion of the times (1673),
" nothing but a bit of cake, draught of wine, piece of rosemary,
and pair of gloves."

But the arvills at Haworth were often far more jovial doings.
Among the poor, the mourners were only expected to provide
a kind of spiced roll for each person; and the expense of the
liquors—rum, or ae, or amixture of both called " dog's nose "—
was generally defrayed by each guest placing some money on
a plate, set in the middle of the table. Richer people would
order adinner for their friends. At the funeral of Mr. Charnock
(the next successor but one to Mr. Grimshaw in the incumbency),
above eighty people were bid to the arvill, and the price of the
feast was 4s. 6d. per head, all of which was defrayed by the
friends of the deceased. As few " shirked their liquor,” there
were very frequently " up-and-down-fights " before the dose
of the day; sometimes with the horrid additions of " pawsing "
and " gouging,” and biting.

Although | have dwelt on the exceptional traits in the char-
acteristics of these stalwart West-Ridingers, such as they were
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in thefirst quarter of this century, if not a few years later, |
have little doubt that in the every-day life of the people soin
pendent, wilful, and full of grim humour, there would be much
found even at present that would shock those accusomed only
to the local manners of the south; and, in return, | supedt the
shrewd, sagadious, energetic Yorkshire man would hold such
" foreigners” in no small contempt.

| have said, it is mogt probable that where Haworth Church
now gands, therewas once an ancient " field-kirk," or oratory.
It occupied the third or lowest dass of ecdedadtical structures,
according to the Saxon law, and had no right of sepulture, or
adminigration of sacraments It was s0 called because it was
built without endosure and open to theadjoining fildsor moors.
Thefounder, according to thelaws of Edgar, was bound, without
subtracting from his tithes, to maintain the ministering priest
out of the remaining nine parts of his income After the
keformation, the right of choodng their clergyman, at any of
those chapds of ease which had formerly been field-kirks, was
vesed in the frecholders and trustees, subject to the approval
of the vicar of the parish. But owing to some negligence, this
right has bemn log to the fresholders and trustees at Haworth,
ever dnce the days of Archbishop Sharp; and the power of
choogng a miniger has lapsed into the hands of the Vicar of
Bradford. So runs the account, according to one authority.
Mr, Bronte says—" Thisliving has for its patrons the Vicar of
Bradford and certain trusees My predecessor took the living
with the congnt of the Vicar of Bradford, but in oppostion
to the trustess; in conssquence of which he was o oppossd
that, after only three weeks possesson, he was compeled to
resgn.”

In converdng on the character of the inhabitants of the West
Riding with Dr. Scoresby, who had been for some time Vicar
of Bradford, healluded to certain riotous transactionswhich had
taken placeat Haworth on the presentation of thelivingtoMr .
Redhead, Mr. Bronte's predecessor; and said that there had
been somuch in the particular sindicative of the character of the
people, that he advised meto inquire into them. | have accord-
ingly done o, and, from thelips of some of the survivors among
theactors and spectators | havelearnt the meanstaken to gect
the nominee of the Vicar.

The previous incumbent, next but one in successon to Mr
Grimshaw, had been a Mr. Charnock. He had a long illness
which tendered him unable to discharge his duties without
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assgtance, and Mr. Redhead cameto help him. Aslong as Mr.
Charnock lived, his curate gave the people much satisfaction,
and was highly regarded by them. But the case was entirely
altered when, at Mr. Charnock's death in 1819, they conceived
that the trustees had been unjustly deprived of their rights by
the Vicar of Bradford, who appointed Mr. Redhead as perpetual
curate.

The first Sunday he officiated, Haworth church was filled
even to the aisles, most of the people wearing the wooden clogs
of thedistrict. But while Mr. Redhead was reading the second
lesson, the whole congregation, as by one impulse, began to
leave the church, making all the noise they could with clattering
and clumping of clogs, till, at length, Mr. Redhead and the clerk
were the only two left to continue the service. This was bad
enough, but the next Sunday the proceedings were far worse.
Then, as before, the church was well filled, but the aides were
left clear; not a creature, not an obstacle wasin theway. The
reason for this was made evident about the same time in the
reading of the service as the disturbances had begun the pre-
vious week. A man rode into the church upon an ass, with his
face turned towards the tail, and as many old hats piled on his
head, as he could possibly carry. He began urging his beast
round the aides, and the screams, and cries, and laughter of
the congregation entirely drowned all sound of Mr. Redhead's
voice; and, | believe, he was obliged to desist.

Hitherto they had not proceeded to anything like persona
violence; but on the third Sunday they must have been g reatl?/
irritated at seeing Mr. Redhead, determined to brave their wil
ride up the village street, accompamed by severa gentlemen
from Bradford. They put up their horses at the Black Bull—
thelittle inn close upon the churchyard, for the convenience of
arvillsaswell as for other purposes—and went into church. On
this the People followed, with a chimney-sweeper, whom they
had employed to clean the chimneys of some out-buildings be-
longing to the church that very morning, and afterwards plied
with drink till he was in a state of solemn intoxication. They
Placed him right before the reading-desk, where his blackened
ace nodded a drunken, stupid assent to all that Mr. Redhead
said. At last, either prompted by some mischief-maker, or
from some tipsy impulse, he clambered up the pulpit stairs, and
attempted to embrace Mr. Redhead. Then the profane fun
grew fast and furious. They pushed the soot-covered chimney-
swveeper against Mr. Redhead, as he tried to excape  They
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threw both him and his tormentor down on the ground in the
church-yard where the soot-bag had been emptied, and, though,
at last, Mr. Redhead escaped into the Black Bull, the doors of
which were immediately barred, the people raged without,
threatening to stone him and his friends.  One of my informants
is an old man, who was the landlord of the Black Bull at the
time, and he stands to it that such was the temper of the irri-
tated mob, that Mr. Redhead was in rea danger of his life.
This man, however, planned an escape for his unpopular inmates.
The Black Bull is near the top of thelong, steep Haworth street,
and at the bottom, dose by the bridge, on the road to Keighley,
is aturnpike. Giving directions to his hunted guess to steal
out at the back door (through which, probably, many a ne'er-
do-wed has escaped from good Mr. Grimshaw's horsewhip), the
landlord and some of the stable-boys rode the horses belonging
to the party from Bradford backwards and forwards before
his front door, among the fiercely-expectant crowd. Through
0me opening between the houses, those on the horses saw Mr.
Redhead and his friends creeping along behind the streets; and
then, striking spurs, they dashed quickly down to the turnpike;
the obnoxious clergyman and his friends mounted in haste, and
had sped some distance before the people found out that their
prey had escaped, and came running to the closed turnpike gate.

This was Mr. Redhead's last appearance at Haworth for many
years. Long afterwards, he came to preach, and in his sermon
to a large and attentive congregation he good-humouredly
reminded them of the circumstances which | have described.
They gave him a hearty welcome, for they owed him no grudge;
although before they had been ready enough to stone him, in
order to maintain what they considered to be their rights.

Into the midst of this lawless, yet not unkindly population,
Mr. Bronte brought hiswifeand six little children, in February,
1820. There are those yet alive who remember seven heavily-
laden carts lumbering slowly up the long stone street, bearing
the " new parson's " household goods to his future abode.

One wonders how the bleak aspect of her new home—the
low, oblong, stone parsonage, high up, yet with a still higher
background of sweeping moors—struck on the gentle, delicate
wife, whose health even then wes failing.
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CHAPTER I | |

THE Rev. Patrick Bronte is a native of the County Down in
Ireland. His father, Hugh Bronte, was left an orphan at an
early age.  He came from the south to the north of the island,
and settled in the parish of Ahaderg, near Loughbrickland.
There was some family tradition that, humble as Hugh Bronte's
circumstances were, he was the descendant of an ancient family.
But about this neither he nor his descendants have cared to
inquire. He made an early marriage, and reared and educated
ten children on the proceeds of the few acres of land which he
farmed. This large family were remarkable for great physical
strength, and much persona beauty. Even in his old age, Mr.
Bronte is a striking-looking man, above the common height,
with a nobly-shaped head, and erect carriage. In his youth he
must have been unusually handsome.

He was born on Patrickmas day (March 17), 1777, and early
gave tokens of extraordinary quickness and intelligence. He
had aso his full share of ambition; and of his strong sense and
forethought there is a proof in the fact, that, knowing that his
father could afford him no pecuniary aid, and that he must
depend upon his own exertions, he a public school at
the early age of sixteen; and this le of living he continued
to follow for five or six years. He then became a tutor in the
family of the Rev. Mr. Tighe, rector of Drumgooland parish.
Thence he proceeded to St. John's College, Cambridge, where
he was entered in July, 1802, being at the time five-and -
twenty years of age. After nearly four years residence, he
obtained his B.A. degree, and was ordained to a curacy in
Essex, whence he removed into Yorkshire. The course of life
of which this is the outline, shows a powerful and remarkable
character, originating and pursuing a purpose in a resolute and
independent manner. Here is a youth—a boy of sixteen—
separating himself from his family, and determining to maintain
himself; and that, not in the hereditary manner by agricultural
pursuits, but by the labour of his brain.

| suppose, from what | have heard, that Mr. Tighe became
strongly interested in his children's tutor, and may have aided
him, not only in the direction of his studies, but in the suggestion
of an English university education, and in advice as to the mode



22 Life of Charlotte Bronte

inwhich he should obtain entrance there. Mr. Bronte has now
no trace of his Irish origin remaining in his speech; he never
could have shown his Celtic descent in the straight Greek lines
and long oval of hisface; but at five-and twenty, fresh from the
only life he had ever known, to present himself at the gates of
S_td._ Jolhn's proved no little determination of will, and scorn of
ridicule.

While at Cambridge, he became one of a corps of volunteers,
who were then being called out all over the country to resist
the apprehended invasion by the French. | have heard him
alude, in late years, to Lord Palmerston as one who had often
been associated with him then in the mimic military duties
which they had to perform.

We take him up now settled as a curate at Hartshead, in
Y orkshire—far removed from his birth-place and all his Irish
connections; with whom, indeed, he cared little to keep up any
intercourse, and whom he never, | believe, re-visited after be-
coming a student at Cambridge.

Hartshead isavery small village, lying to the east of Hudders-
field and Halifax; and, from its high situation—on a mound, as
it were, surrounded by acircular basin—commanding a magnifi-
cent view. Mr. Bronte resided here for fiveyears; and, while
the incumbent of Hartshead, he wooed and married Maria
Branwell.

Shewasthethird daughter of Mr. Thomas Branwell, merchant,
of Penzance. Her mother's maiden name was Carne; and, both
on father's and mother's side, the Branwell family were suffi-
ciently well descended to enable them to mix in the best society
that Penzance then afforded. Mr. and Mrs. Branwell would be
living—their family of four daughters and one son, still children
—during the existence of that primitive state of society whichis
well described by Dr. Davy in the life of his brother.

" In the same town, when the population was about 2,000
persons, there was only one carpet, the floors of rooms were
sprinkled with sea-sand, and there was not asingle silver fork."

" At that time, when our colonial possessons were very
limited, our army and navy on a small scde, and there was
comparatively little demand for intellect, the younger sons of
gentlemen were often of necessity brought up to some trade or
mechanical art, to which no discredit, or loss of caste, asit were,
was attached. The eldest son, if not allowed to remain anidle
country squire, was sent to Oxford or Cambridge, preparatory
to hisengaging in one of the threeliberal professions of divinity,
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law, or physic; the second son was perhaps apprenticed to a
surgeon or apothecary, or asolicitor; the third to a pewterer or
watchmaker; the fourth to a packer or mercer, and so on, were
theremoreto beprovidedfor."

" After their apprenticeships were finished, the young men
amost invariably went to London to perfect themselvesin their
respective trade or art: and on their return into the country,
when settled in business, they were not excluded from what
would now be considered gentedl society. Visiting then wes
conducted differently from what it is at present. Dinner-
parties were almost unknown, excepting at the annual fesst-
time. Christmas, too, was then a season of peculiar indulgence
and conviviality, and a round of entertainments was given,
consisting of tea and supper. Excepting at these two periods,
visiting was almost entirely confined to tea-parties, which
asmbled at three o'clock, broke up at nine, and the amusement
of the evening was commonly some round game &t cards, as
Pope Joan, or Commerce. The lower dass was then extremely
ignorant, and all dasees werevery superstitious; even the belief
in witches maintained its ground, and there was an almost un-
bounded credulity respecting the supernatural and monstrous.
There was scarcely aparish in the Mount's Bay that was without
a haunted house, or a spot to which some story of supernatural
horror was not attached. Even when | was a boy, | remember
a house in the best street of Penzance which was uninhabited
because it was believed to be haunted, and which young people
walked by at night at a quickened pace, and with a beating
heart. Amongst the middle and higher dasses there was little
taste for literature, and still less for science, and their pursuits
wererarely of adignified or intellectual kind. Hunting, shoot-
ing, wrestling, cock-fighting, generally ending in drunkenness,
were what they most delighted in.  Smuggling was carried on
to a great extent; and drunkenness, and alow state of morals,
were naturally associated with it. Whilst smuggling wes the
means of acquiring wealth to bold and reckless adventurers,
drunkenness and dissipation occasioned the ruin of many re-
spectable families."

| have given this extract because | conceive it bears some
reference to the life of Miss Bronte, whose strong mind and
vivid imagination must have received their first impressions
either from the servants (in that simple household, almost
friendly companions during the greater part of the day) retailing
the traditions of the news of Haworth village; or from Mr.
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Bronte, whose intercourse with his children appears to have
been considerably restrained, and whose life, bothin Ireland and
at Cambridge, had been spent under peculiar circumstances,
or from her aunt, Miss Branwell, who came to the parsonage, when
Charlotte was only six or seven years old, to take charge of her
dead sister's family. This aunt was older than Mrs. Bronte,
and had lived longer among the Penzance society, which Dr.
Davy describes.  But in the Branwell family itself, the violence
and Irregularity of nature did not exist. They were Methodists,
and, as far as | can gather, a gentle and sincere piety gave refine-
ment and gurity of character. Mr. Branwell, the father, ac-
cording to his descendants account, was a man of musical talent.
He and hiswifelived to seall their children grown up, and died
within ayear of each other—he in 1808, she in 1809, when their
daughter Maria was twenty-five or twenty-six years of age. |
have been permitted to look over a series of nine letters, which
were addressed by her to Mr. Bronte, during the brief term of
their engagement in 1812. They are full of tender grace of
expression, and feminine modesty; pervaded by the piety
to which | have alluded as afamily characteristic. | shall make
one or two extracts from them, to show what sort of a person
was the mother of Charlotte Bronte: but first, | must state the
circumstances under which this Cornish lady met the scholar
from Ahaderg, near Loughbrickland. In the early summer of
1812, when she would be twenty-nine, she came to visit her
uncle, the Reverend John Fennel, who was at that time a clergy-
man of the Church of England, living near Leeds, but who had
previously been a Methodist minister. Mr. Bronte was the
incumbent of Hartshead; and had the reputation in the neigh-
bourhood of being a very handsome fellow, full of Irish enthusi-
asm, and with something of an Irishman's capabilit?/ of falling
easly in love. Miss Branwell was extremely small in person;
not pretty, but very elegant, and always dressed with a quiet
simplicity of taste, which accorded well with her genera char-
acter, and of which some of the details call to mind the style
of dress preferred by her daughter for her favourite heroines.
Mr. Bronte was soon captivated by the little, gentle creature,
and this time declared that it wes for life. In herfirstletter to
him, dated August 26th, she ssams almost surprised to find her-
sdf engaged, and alludes to the short time which she has known
him. In the rest there are touches reminding one of Juliet's—

“ But trust me, gentleman, |11 prove more true
Than those that have more cunning to be strange."
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There are plans for happy pic-nic parties to Kirkstall Abbey,
in the glowing September days, when " Uncle, Aunt, and Cousin
Jane,"—the last engaged to a Mr. Morgan, another clergyman-
were of the party; all since dead, except Mr. Bronte. There
was no opposition on the part of any of her friends to her engage-
ment. Mr. and Mrs. Fennel sanctioned it, and her brother and
ssters in far-away Penzance appear fully to have approved of
it. In aletter dated September 18th, she says—

" For some years | have been perfectly my own mistress,
subject to no control whatever; so far from it, that my sisters,
who are many years older than myself, and even my dear
mother, used to consult me on every occasion of importance, and
scarcely ever doubted the propriety of my opinions and actions:
perhaps you will be ready to accuse me of vanity in mentioning
this, but you must consider that | do not boast of it. | have
many times felt it a disadvantage, and although, | thank God,
it has never led me into error, yet, in circumstances of uncer-
tainty and doubt, | have deeply felt the want of a guide and
instructor." In the same letter she tells Mr. Bronte, that she
has informed her sisters of her engagement, and that she should
not se them again so soon as she had intended. Mr. Fennel,
her uncle, adso writes to them by the same post in praise of Mr.
Bronte.

The journey from Penzance to Leeds in those days was both
very long and very expensive; the lovers had not much money
to d in unnecessary travelling, and, as Miss Branwell had
neither father nor mother living, it appeared both a discreet and
seemly arrangement that the marriage should take place from
her uncled house. There was no reason either why the engage-
ment should be prolonged. TheK were past their first youth;
they had means sufficient for their unambitious wants; the
living of Hartshead is rated in the Clergy List at £202 per
annum, and she was in the receipt of a small annuity (£501 have
been told) by the will of her father.  So, at the end of September,
the lovers began to talk about taking a house, for | suppose
that Mr. Bronte up to that time had been in lodgings, and all
went smoothly and successfully with a view to their marriage
in the ensuing winter, until November, when a misfortune
happened, which she thus patiently and prettily describes—

" | suppose you never expected to be much the richer for
me, but | am sorry to inform you that | am still poorer than |
thought myself. | mentioned having sent for my books,
clothes, etc. On Saturday evening, about the time when you
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were writing the description of your imaginary shipwreck, |
was reading and feeling the effects of a real one, having then
received a letter from my sister giving me an account of the
vesd in which she had sent my box bein% stranded on the
coast of Devonshire, in consequence of which the box was dashed
to pieces with the violence of the seg, and all my little property,
with the exception of averK few articles, being swallowed up
in the mighty deep. If this should not prove the prelude
to something worse | shall think little of it, asitis the first
ﬂi&astrous circumstance which has occurred since | left my
ome."

The last of these letters is dated December the 5th. Miss
Branwell and her cousin intended to st about making the
wedding-cake in the following week, so the marriage could not
be far off. She had been learning by heart a " pretty little
hymn " of Mr. Bronte's composing; and reading L ord Lyttelton's
Advice to a Lady on which she makes some pertinent and
just remarks, showing that she thought as well as read. And
s0 Maria Branwell fades out of sight; we have no more direct
intercourse with her; we hear of her as Mrs. Bronte, but it is
as an invalid, not far from death; still patient, cheerful, and
pious. The writing of these letters is elegant and neat; while
there are alusions to household occupations—such as making
the wedding-cake—there are dso alusions to the books she has
read, or is reading, showing a well-cultivated mind. Without
having anything of her daughter's rare talents, Mrs, Bronte
must have been, | imagine, that unusua character, a well-
balanced and consistent woman. The style of the letters is
essy and good; as is dso that of a paper from the same hand,
entitled " The Advantages of Poverty in Religious Concerns,”
which was written rather later, with a view to publication in
some periodical.

She was married, from her uncle's house, in Y orkshire, on the
29th of December, 1812; the same day was dso the wedding-
day of her younger sister, Charlotte Branwell, in distant
Penzance. | do not think that Mrs. Bronte ever revisited Corn-
wall, but she has left a very pleasant impression on the minds
of those relations who yet survive; they spesk of her as " their
favourite aunt, and one to whom they, as well as all the family,
looked up, as a person of talent and great amiability of dis-
position;" and, again, as " meek and retiring, while i
more than ordinary talents, which she inherited from her
father, and her piety was genuine and unobtrusive.”
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Mr. Bronte remained for five years at Hartshead, in the
parish of Dewsbury. There hewasmarried, and histwo children,
Maria and Elizabeth, were born. At the expiration of that
period, he had the living of Thornton, in Bradford parish.
Some of those great West Riding parlsh&s are amost like
bishoprics for their amount of population and number of
churches. Thornton church is alittle episcopa chapel of easg,
rich in Nonconformist monuments, as of Accepted Lister and
his friend Dr. Hall. The neighbourhood is desolate and wild;
great tracts of bleak land, enclosed by stone dykes, sweeping up
Clayton heé?hts The church itself looks ancient and solitary,
and as if left behind by the great stone mills of a flourishing
Independent firm, and the solid square chapel built by the
members of that denomination. Altogether not so pleasant
a place as Hartshead, with its ample outlook over cloud-
shadowed, sun-flecked plain, and hill rising beyond hill to form
the distant horizon.

Here, at Thornton, Charlotte Bronte was born, on the 21st of
April, 1816. Fast on her heds followed Patrick Branwell,
Emily Jane, and Anne. After the birth of this last daughter,
Mrs. Bronte's health began to decline. It is hard work to pro-
vide for the little tender wants of many young children where
themeans are but limited. The necessaries of food and clothing
are much more easily supplied than the almost equal necessaries
of aftendance, care, soothing, amusement, and sympathy.
Maria Bronte, the eldest of six, could only have been a few
months more than six years old, when Mr. Bronte removed to
Haworth, on February 25, 1820. Those who knew her then,
describe her as grave, thoué;hful and quiet, to a de%ree far
beyond her years. Her childhood was no childhood;
are rare in which the possessors of great gifts have known the
blessngs of that cardless happy time; their unusua powers
stirwithinthem, and, instead of thenatural life of perception,—
the objective, as the Germans call it—they begin the deeper life
of reflection—the subjective.

Little Maria Bronte was delicate and small in appearance,
which seemed to give greater effect to her wonderful precocity
of intellect. She must have been her mother's companion
and helpmate in many a household and nursery experience,
for Mr. Bronte was, of course, much engaged in his study; and
besides, he was not natura]ly fond of children, and felt their
frequent appearance on the scene as a drag both on liis wife's
strength, and as an interruption to the comfort of the household.
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Haworth Parsonage is—as | mentioned in the first chapter—
an oblong stone housg, facing down the hill on which the village
stands, and with the front door right opposite to the western
door of the church, distant about a hundred yards. Of this
space twenty yards or so in depth are occupied by the grassy
garden, which is scarcdy wider than the house. The grave-
yard goes round house and garden, on all sdes but one. The
house congsts of four rooms on each floor, and is two stories
high. When the Brontes took possession, they made the larger
parlour, to the left of the entrance, the family sitting-room,
while that on the right was appropriated to Mr. Bronte as a
study. Behind this was the kitchen; behind the former, a
sort of flagged store-room.  Up-stairs were four bed-chambers
of similar Sze, with the addition of a small apartment over
the passage, or " lobby " as we call it in the north.  This was
to the front, the daircase goin right opposite to the en-
trance. There is the pleasant o d ashion of window sedts all
through the house; and one can se that the parsonage was
built in the days when wood was plentiful, as the massve stair-
ban_rglsters and the wainscots, and the heavy window frames
testify.

This little extra up-stairs room wes egpproprlated to the
children. Small as it was, it was not called a nursery; indeed,
it had not the comfort of afireplacein it; the servants—
two rough, affectionate, warm-hearted, wasteful ssers, who
cannot now spesk of the family without tears—called the room
the " children's study." The age of the eldest student was
perhaps by this time seven.

The people in Haworth were none of them very poor. Many
of them were employed in the neighbouring worsted mills; a
few were mill-owners and manufacturers in a small way; there
were dso some shopkeepers for the humbler and every-day
wants; but for medica advice, for stationery, books, law, dress,
or dainties, the inhabitants had to go to Keighley. There were
severd  Sunday-schools, the Baptists had taken the lead in
instituting them, the Wedeyans had followed, the Church of
England had brought up the rear. Good Mr. Grimshaw,
Wedey's friend, had built a humble Methodist chapel, but it
stood dose to the road leading on to the moor; the Baptists
then raised aplace of worship, with the distinction of being afew
yards back from the highway; and the Methodists have since
thought it well to erect another and a larger chapel, still more
retired from the road. Mr. Bronte was ever on kind and



Life at Ha worth 29

friendldy terms with each denomination as a body; but from
individuals in the village the family stood aoof, unless some
direct service was required, from the first. " They kept them-
sves very closg" is the account given by those who remember
Mr. and Mrs. Bronte's coming amongst them. | believe many
of the Yorkshiremen would object to the system of parochial
visiting; their surly independence would revolt from the idea
of any one having aright, from his office, to inquire, to counsd,
or to admonish them. The old hill-spirit lingers in them, which
coined the rhyme, inscribed on the under part of one of the seats
in the Sedilia of Whalley Abbey, not many miles from Haworth,

" Who mells wi' what another does
Had best go home and shoe his goose."

| asked an inhabitant of a district dose to Haworth, what sort
of a clergyman they had at the church which he attended.

"A rare good one" said he: "he minds his own business
and ne'er troubles himself with ours.”

Mr. Bronte was faithful in visiting the sick, and all those who
sent for him, and diligent in attendance at the schools; and so
was his daughter Charlotte too; but, cherishing and valuing
privacy themselves, they were perhaps over-delicate in not
intruding upon the privacy of others.

From their first going to Haworth, their walks were directed
rather out towards the heathery moors, sloping upwards behind
the parsonage, than towards the long descending village street.
A good old woman, who came to nurse Mrs. Bronte in the illness
—an internal cancer—which grew and gathered upon her, not
many months after her arrival at Haworth, tells me that at that
time the six little creatures used to walk out, hand in hand,
towards the glorious wild moors, which in after days they loved
S0 passionately; the elder ones taking thoughtful care for the
toddling wee things.

They were grave and silent beyond their years, subdued,
probably, by the presence of serious illness in the house; for, at
the time which my informant spesks of, Mrs. Bronte was con-
fined to the bed-room from which she never came forth alive.
" You would not have known there was a child in the house,
they were such still, noisdess, good little creatures. Maria
would shut hersdlf up " (Maria, but seven!) " in the children's
study with a newspaper, and be able to tell one everything when
she came out; debates in parliament, and | don't know what all.
She was as good as a mother to her sisters and brother. But
there never were such good children. | used to think them
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spiritless, they were so different to any children | had ever seen.
In part, | st it down to afancy Mr. Bronte had of not letting
them have flesh-meat to eat. It was from no wish for saving,
for there was plenty and even waste in the house, with young
servants and no mistress to see after them; but he thought that
children should be brought up simply and hardily: so they had
nothing but potatoes for their dinner; but they never ssemed
to wish for anything else; they were good little crestures.
Emily was the prettiest."

Mrs. Bronte was the same patient, cheerful person as we have
sen her formerly; very ill, suffering great pain, but seldom if
ever complaining; at her better times begging her nurse to raise
her in bed to let her s her clean the grate, " because she did it
as it was done in Cornwall; " devotedly fond of her husband,
who warmly repaid her affection, and suffered no one dse to
take the night-nursing; but, according to my informant, the
mother was not very anxious to see much of her children, prob-
ably because the sight of them, knowing how soon they were
to be left motherless, would have agitated her too much. So the
little things clung quietly together, for their father was busy in
his study and in his parish, or with their mother, and they took
their meds alone; sat reading, or whispering low, In the
;]choilldren's study," or wandered out on the mil-side, hand in

and.

The ideas of Rousseau and Mr. Day on education had filtered
down through many dases, and spread themsdlves widely out.
| imagine, Mr. Bronte must have formed some of his opinions
on the management of children from these two theorists. His
practice was not half so wild or extraordinary as that to which
an aunt of mine was subjected by a disciple of Mr. Day's. She
had been taken by this gentleman and his wife, to live with
them as their adopted child, perhaps about five-and-twenty
years before the time of which | am writing.  They were wealthy
people and kind hearted, but her food and clothing were of the
very simplest and rudest description, on Spartan principles. A
healthy merry child, she did not much care for dress or eating;
but the treatment which shefelt asarea cruelty wasthis. They
had a carriage, in which she and the favourite dog were taken an
airing on aternate days; the creature whose turn it was to be
left at home being tossed in a blanket—an operation which my
aunt especialy dreaded. Her affright at the tossing was prob-
abal}/ the reason why it was persevered in. Dressed-up ghosts
had become common, and she did not care for them, so the
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blanket exercise was to be the next mode of hardening her
nerves. It is well known that Mr. Day broke off his intention
of marrying Sabrina, the girl whom he had educated for this
purpose, because, within a few weeks of the time fixed for the
wedding, she was guilty of the frivolity, while on a visit from
home, of wearing thin desves Yet Mr. Day and my aunt's
relations were benevolent people, only strongly imbued with the
crotchet that by a system of training might be educed the
hardihood and simplicity of the ideal savage, forgetting the
terrible isolation of fedings and habits which their pupils would
experience, in the future life which they must pass among the
corruptions and refinements of civilisation.

Mr. Bronte wished to make his children hardy, and indifferent
to the pleasures of eating and dress.  In the latter he succeeded,
asfar as regarded his daughters; but he went at his object with
unsparing earnestness of purpose.  Mrs. Bronte's nurse told me
that one day when the children had been out on the moors, and
rain had come on, she thought their feet would be wet, and
accordingly she rummaged out some coloured boots which had
been given to them by a friend—the Mr. Morgan, who married
" Cousn Jane" dhe bdieves. These little pairs se ranged
round the kitchen fire to warm; but, when the children came
back, the boots were nowhere to be found; only a very strong
odour of burnt leather was perceived. Mr. Bronte had come in
and seen them;  they were too gay and luxurious for his children,
and would foster a love of dress;, so he had put them into the
fire. He spared nothing that offended his antique simplicity.
Long before this, some one had given Mrs. Bronte a silk gown;
either the make, the colour, or the material, was not according
to his notions of consistent propriety, and Mrs. Bronte in con-
Sguence never wore it.  But, for all that, she kept it treasured
up in her drawers, which were generally locked.  One day, how-
ever, while in the kitchen, she remembered that she had left the
key in her drawer, and, hearing Mr. Bronte up-stairs, she augured
ome ill to her dress, and, running up in haste, she found It cut
into shreds.

His strong, passionate, Irish nature was, in genera, com-
pressed down with resolute stoicism; but it was there notwith-
standing all his philosophic calm and dignity of demeanour. He
did not ek when he was annoyed or displeased, but worked
off his volcanic wrath by firing pistols out of the back-door in
rapid successon. Mrs. Bronte, lying in bed up-stairs, would
hear the quickexplosions, and know that something had gone
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village, for astoitstruth in minor particulars, | will not vouch;
no more did she the principal event having occurred when she
was too young to understand its full import, and the tale having
been heard, with the addition, probably, of the whigpered
exaggerations of the uneducated. The family were Dissenters,
profesing some rather rigid form of religion. The father was
a woollen manufacturer and moderately wealthy; at any rate,
their style of living appeared " grand * to the smple children
who bounded their ideas by the frugal habits of the parsonage
These people had a green-housg, the only one in the neighbour-
hood; a cumbrous building, with more wood and wall than
gass stuated in a garden which was divided from the house by
the high road to Ha worth. They had a large family; and one
of the dder daughters was married to a wealthy manufacturer
" beyond Keighley;" she was near her confinement, when she
begoed that a favourite young sster might go and pay her a
visit, and remain with her till her baby was born. The request
was complied with; the young girl—fifteen or sixteen years of
age—went. She came home, after some wesks spent in her
brother-in-law's house, ill and dispirited. Inquiries were made
of her by her parents, and it was discovered that she had bemn
sducad by her dger's wealthy husband; and that the conse
quences of this wickedness would soon become apparent  Her
angry and indignant father shut her up in her room, until he
could decide how to act; her eder Sgters flouted at and scorned
her. Only her mother, and she was reported to be a gern
woman, had some pity on her. The tale went, that passas
along the high-road at night time saw the mother and young
daughter walking in the garden, weeping, long after the house-
hold were goneto bed. Nay, more; it was whispered that they
walked and wept there still, when Miss Bronte told me the tale
—though both had long mouldered in their graves The wild
whisperers of this story added, that the crud father, maddened
perhaps by the disgrace which had fallen upon a " rdigious "
family, offered a sum of money to any one who would marry his
poor fallen daughter; that a hushand was found, who bore her
away from Haworth, and broke her heart, so that she died
while even yet a child.

Such degp passonate resentment would have ssamed not un-
natural in a man who took a stern pride in his character for
reigious morality; but the degrading part, after all, was this.
The remaining members of the family, dder sgers even, went
on paying vigts at their wealthy brother-in-law's house, as if
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his sin was not a hundred-fold more scarlet than the poor young
girl's, whose evil-doing had been so hardly resented, and so
coarsely hidden. The strong feeling of the country-side still
holds the descendants of this family as accursed. They fail in
business, or they fail in health.

At this house, | believe, the little Brontes paid their only
visits; and these visits ceasad before long.

But the children did not want society. To small infantine
gaieties they were unaccustomed. They were all in al to each
other. | do not su that there ever was a family more
tenderly bound to other. Maria read the newspapers, and
reported intelligence to her younger sisters which it is wonderful
they could take an interest in.  But | sugpect that they had no
" children's books," and that their eager minds " browsed un-
disturbed among the wholesome pasturage of English literature,"
as Charles Lamb expresses it. The servants of the household
appear to have been much impressed with the little Brontes'
extraordinary cleverness. In aletter which | had from him on
this subject, their father writes.—" The servant often said that
they had never seen such a clever little child " (as Charlotte),
" and that they were obliged to be on their guard as to what
they said and did before her. Y et she and the servants always
lived on good terms with each other."

Thee servants are yet alive; elderly women residing in
Bradford. They retain afaithful and fond recollection of Char-
lotte, and spesk of her unvarying kindness from the " time when
she was ever such a little child! " when she would not rest till
she had got the old disused cradle sent from the parsonage to
the house where the parents of one of them lived, to serve for a
little infant sister. They tell of one long series of kind and
thoughtful actions from this early period to the last weeks of
Charlotte Bronte's life; and, though she had |eft her place many
years ago, one of these former servants went over from Bradford
to Haworth on purpose to s Mr, Bronte, and offer him her true
sympathy, when his last child died. There might not be many
to regard the Brontes with aiiection, but those who once loved
them, loved them long and well.

| return to the father's letter. He says—

" When mere children, as soon as they could read and write,
Charlotte and her brothers and sisters used to invent and act
little plays of their own, in which the Duke of Wellington, my
daughter Charlotte's hero, was sure to come off conqueror;
when a dispute would not unfrequently arise amongst them re-
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garding the compar ative merits of him, Buonaparte, Hannibal,
and Caesr. When the argument got warm, and rose to its
height, as their mother was then dead, | had sometimes to come
in as arbitrator, and settle the dispute according to the best
of my judgment. Generaly, in the management of these
ooncarns | frequently thought that | discovered sgns of rising
talent, which | had sddom or never before ssm in any of their

... A drcumgance now ocours to my mind which | may
as well mention. When my children were very young, when,
as far as | can remember, the odest was about ten years of
age and the younges about four, thinking that they knew
more than | had yet discovered, in order to make them speak
with less timidity, | deamed that if they were put under a sort
of cover | might gain my end; and happening to have a mask
in the house, | told them all to ¢and and sesk boldly from
under cover of the mask.

" | began with the youngest (Anne, afterwards Acton Bell),
and aked what a child like her most wanted; she answered,
" Age and experience’ | aked the next (Emily, afterwards
Ellis Bell), what | had bes to do with her brother Branwell,
who was sometimes a naughty boy; she answered, ' Reason
with him, and when he won't ligen to reason, whip him." |
asked Branwell what was the best way of knowing the difference
between the intelects of men and women; he answered,’ By
congdering the difference between them as to their bodies'
| then aked Charlotte what was the best book in the world;
che ansvered, ' The Bible' And what was the next bes;
e answered, ' The Book of Nature' | then aked the next
what was the best mode of education for a woman; she answered,
' That which would make her rule her house well.' Lastly, |
asked the oldest what was the best mode of gpending time;
che answered, ' By laying it out in preparation for a happy
eternity.’ | may not have given precsdy their words, but |
have nearly done <0, as they made a degp and lasting impresson
on my memory. The substance, however, was exactly what
| have stated."

The grange and quaint smplicity of the mode taken by the
father to ascertain the hidden characters of his children, and
the tone and character of these quegtions and answers show
the aurious education which was made by the drcumstances
aurrounding the Brontes.  They knew no other children. They
knew no other modes of thought than what were suggeted to
them by the fragments of clerical conversation which they over-
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heard in the parlour, or the subjects of village and local interest
which they heard discussed in the kitchen. Each had their
own strong characteristic flavour.

They took a vivid interest in the public characters, and the
local and foreign politics discussed In the newspapers.  Long
before Maria Bronte died, a the age of eleven, her father used
to say he could converse with her on any of the leading topics
of the day with as much freedom and pleasure as with any
grown-up person.

CHAPTER IV

ABOUT ayear after Mrs. Bronte's death, one of her elder sisters
came from Penzance to superintend her brother-in-law's
household, and look after his children. Miss Branwell was,
| believe, akindly and conscientious woman, with a good dedl
of character, but with the somewhat narrow idess natural to
one who had spent nearly all her life in the same place. She
had strong prejudices, and soon took a distaste to Yorkshire.
From Penzance, where plants which we in the north call green-
house flowersgrow in great profusion, and without any shelter
even in the winter, and where the soft warm climate allows the
inhabitants, if so disposed, to live pretty constantly in the open
air, it was a great change for a lady considerably past forty to
come and take up her abode in a place where neither flowers
nor vegetables would flourish, and where a tree of even moderate
dimensions might be hunted for far and wide; where the snow
lay long and late on the moors, stretching bleakly and barely
far up from the dwelling whi ch was henceforward to be her home;
and where often, on autumnal or winter nights, the four winds
of heaven ssemed to meet and rage together, tearing round the
house as if they were wild beagts striving to find an entrance.
She missed the small round of cheerful, social visiting perpetually
going on in a country town; she missed the friends she had
known from her childhood, some of whom had been her parents'
friends before they were hers; she disliked many of the customs
of the place, and particularly dreaded the cold damp arising
from the flag floorsin the passages and parlours of Haworth
Parsonage.  The stairs, too, | believe, are made of stone; and
no wonder, when stone quarries are near, and trees are far to
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seek. | have heard that Miss Branwell always went about the
house in pattens, clicking up and down the stairs, from her
dread of catching cold. For the same reason, in the later years
of her life, she passed nearly all her time, and took most of her
medls, in her bed-room. The children respected her, and had
that sort of affection for her which is generated by esteem;
but | do not think they ever freely loved her. It was a severe
trial for any one at her time of life to change neighbourhood
and habitation so entirely as she did; and the greater her
merit.

| do not know whether Miss Branwell taught her nieces any-
thing besdes sewing, and the household arts in which Charlotte
afterwards was such an adept. Their regular lessons were said
to their father; and they were always in the habit of picking
up an immense amount of miscellaneous information for them-
sves. But a year or so before this time, a school had been
begun in the North of England for the daughters of clergymen.
The place wes Cowan's Bridge, a small hamlet on the coach-
road between Leeds and Kendal, and thus easy of access from
Haworth, as the coach ran daily, and one of its stages wes at
Keighley. The yearly expense for each pupil (according to the
entrance-rules given in the Report for 1842, and | believe they
had not been increased since the establishment of the schools in
1823) was as follows.—

"Rule 11. The terms for clothing, lodging, boarding, and
educating, are £14 a year; half to be paid in advance, when
the pupils are sent; and also £1 entrance-money, for the use of
books, etc. The system of education comprehends history,
geography, the use of the globes, grammar, writing and arith-
metic, all kinds of needlework, and the nicer kinds of household
work—such as getting up fine linen, ironing, etc. |f accom-
plishments are required, an additional charge of £3 a year is
made for music or drawing, each."

Rule 3rd requests that the friends will state theline of educa-
tion desired in the cae of every pupil, having a prospective
regard to her future prospects.

Rule 4th states the clothing and toilette articles which a girl
is expected to bring with her; and thus concludes. "The
pupils all appear in the same dress. They wear plain straw
cottage bonnets, in summer white frocks on Sundays, and
nankeen on other days; in winter, purple stuff frocks, and
purple cloth cloaks. For the ske of uniformity, therefore,
they are required to bring £3 in lieu of frocks, pelisse, bonnet,
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tippet, and frills; making the whole sum which each pupil
brings with her to the school—
7 half-year in advance.
1 entrance for books.
£1 entrance for clothes.

The 8th ruleis—" All letters and parcels are inspected by the
superintendent;" but this is a very prevalent regulation in all
young ladies' schools, where | think it is generally understood
that the schoolmistress may exercise this privilege, athough
itiscertainly unwisein her to insist too frequently uponit.

There is nothing at all remarkable in any of the other regula-
tions, a copy of which was doubtless in Mr. Bronte's hands
when he formed the determination to send his daughters to
Cowan's Bridge School; and he accordingly took Maria and
Elizabeth thither in July, 1824.

I now come to a part of my subject which | find great difficulty
in treating, because the evidence relating to it on each side is
so conflicting that it seems amost impossible to arrive at the
truth. Miss Bronte more than once said to me, that she should
not have written what she did of Lowood in Jane Eyre, if she
had thought the place would have been so immediately identified
with Cowan's Bridge, although there was not a word in her
account of the institution but what was true at the time when
sheknew it; she dso said that she had not considered it necessary,
inawork of fiction, to state every particular with theimpartiality
that might be required in a court of justice, nor to seek out
motives, and make alowances for human feelings, as she might
have done, if dispassionately analysing the conduct of those
who had the superintendence of the institution. | believe she
herself would have been glad of an opportunity to correct the
over-strong impression which was made Sll#)on the public mind
by her vivid picture, though even she, suffering her whole life
long, both in heart and body, from the consequences of what
happened there, might have been apt, to the last, to take her
deep belief in facts for the facts themsdves—her conception
of truth for the absolute truth.

A wealthy clergyman, living near Kirby Lonsdale, the
Reverend William Cams Wilson, was the prime mover in the
establishment of this school.  He was an energetic man, sparing
no labour for the accomplishment of his ends, and willlng to
sacrifice everything but power.  He saw that it was an extremel
difficult task for clergﬁ/men with limited incomes to provide
for the education of their children; and he devised a scheme,
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by which a certain sum was raised annually m subscription,
to complete the amount required to furnish a solid and sufficient
English education, for which the parent's payment of £14 a
year would not have been sufficient. Indeed that made by
the parents was considered to be exclusively appropriated to
the expenses of lodging and boarding, and the education pro-
vided for by the subscriptions.  Twelve trustees were appointed;
Mr. Wilson being not only a trustee, but the treasurer and
secretary; in fact, taking most of the busness arrangements
upon himself; a responsibility which appropriately fell to him,
as he lived nearer the school than any one dse who was in-
terested in it. So his character for prudence and judgment
was to a certain degree implicated in the success or failure of
Cowan's Bridge School; and the working of it was for many
years the great object and interest of his life. But he was
apparently unacquainted with the prime element in good
administration— seeking out thoroughly competent persons
to fill each department, and then making them responsible
for, and judging them by, the result, without perpetual and
injudicious interference with the details. So great wes
the amount of good which Mr. Wilson did, by his constant,
unwearied superintendence, that | cannot help feding sorry
that, in his old age and declining health, the errors, which
he certainly committed, should have been brought up against
him in a form which received such wonderful force from the
touch of Miss Bronte's great genius. As | write, | have before
me his last words on giving up the secretaryship in 1850—he
spesks of the " withdrawal, from declining health, of an eye,
which, at all events, has loved to watch over the schools with
an honest and anxious interest,"—and again he adds, " that
he resigns, therefore, with a desire to be thankful for all that
God has been pleasad to accomplish through his instrumentality
(the infirmities and unworthinesses of which he deeply feds
and deplores.)"

Cowan's Bridge is a cluster of some six or seven cottages,
gathered together at both ends of a bridge, over which the high
road from Leeds to Kendal crossss a little, stream, called the
Leek. This high road is nearly disused now; but formerly,
when the buyers from the West Riding manufacturing districts
had frequent occasion to go up into the North to purchase
the wool of the Westmoreland and Cumberland farmers, it was
doubtless much travelled; and perhaps the hamlet of Cowan's
Bridge had a more prosperous look than it bears at present.
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Itis prettll situated; just where the Leck-fells SNOOP into the
ﬁlaln and by the course of the beck ader-trees and willows and
azel bushes grow. The current of the stream is interrupted

by broken pieces of grey rock; and the waters flow over a bed
of large round white pebbl&s which a flood heaves up and
moves on either side out of its impetuous way till in some parts
they amost form a wall. By the sde of the little, shallow
gﬁarkllng, vigorous Leek, run long pasture fields, of the fine

ort grass common in hlgh land; for though Cowan's Bridge
is situated on a plain, it Is a plaln from which there is many
a fall and long descent before you and the Leek reach the
valley of the Lune. | can hardly understand how the school
there came to be so unhealthy, the air all round about was so
sweet and thyme-scented, when | visited it last summer. But
at this day, every one knows that the site of a building intended
for numbers should be chosen with far greater care than that
of a private house, from the tendency to illness, both infectious
and otherwise, produced by the congregation of people in close
proximity.

The houseis still remaining that formed part of that occupied
by the school. It is along, low bow-windowed cotta%ewcow
divided into two dwellings. It stands facing the Leek
which and it intervenes a space, about seventy yards deep,
that was once the school garden. Running from this building,
at right angles with what now remains of the school-house,
there was formerly a bobbin-mill connected with the stream,
where wooden reds were made out of the aders which
profuseI?/ in such ground as that surrounding Cowan's Brldge
Mr. Wilson adapted this mill to his purpose; there were school-
rooms on the lower floor, and dormitories on the upper. The
present cottage was occupied by the teachers rooms, the
dining-room and kitchens, and some smaller bed-rooms. On
%omg into this building, | found one part, that nearest to the

igh road, converted into a or kind of public-house, then to
let, and havmg al the sci ance of a desarted place,
which rendered it difficult to ju ge what it would look like
when neatly kept up, the broken replaced in the windows,
and the rough-cast (now cracked and discoloured) made white
and whole. The other end forms a cottage, with the low
cellings and stone floors of a hundred (}/ears ago; the windows
do not open freely and widely; and the pessage up-stairs,
leading to the bed-rooms, is narrow and tortuous, altogether,
smellswould linger about the house, and damp cIing toit. But

C318
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sanitary matters were little understood thirty years ago;
and it was a great thing to get a roomy building close to the
high road, and not too far from the habitation of Mr. Wilson,
the originator of the educational scheme. There was much
need of such an institution; numbers of ill-paid clergymen
hailed the prospect with joy, and eagerly put down the names
of their children as pupils when the establishment should be
ready to receive them. Mr. Wilson was, no doubt, pleased
by the impatience with which the realisation of his idea was
anticipated, and opened the school with less than a hundred
pounds in hand, and, as far as | can make out, from seventy to
eighty pupils.

Mr. Wilson felt, most probably, that the responsibility of the
whole plan rested upon him. The payment made by the
parents was barely enough for food and lodging; the sub-
scriptions did not flow very freely into an untried scheme; and
great economy was necessary in all the domestic arrangements.
He determined to enforce this by frequent personal inspection;;
and his love of authority ssems to have led to a great dedl of
unnecessary and irritating meddling with little matters. Yet,
although there was economy in providing for the household,
there does not appear to have been any parsimony. The meat,
flour, milk, etc., were contracted for, but were of very fair
quality; and the dietary, which has been shown to me in
manuscript, was neither bad not unwholesome; nor, on the
whole, was it wanting in variety. Oatmeal porridge for break-
fast; a piece of oat-cake for those who required luncheon;
baked and boiled beef, and mutton, potato-pie, and plain
homely puddings of different kinds for dinner. At five o'clock,
bread and milk for the younger ones; and one piece of bread
(this was the only time a which the food was limited) for the
elder pupils, who sat up till alater meal of the same description.
Mr. Wilson himself ordered in the food, and was anxious that
it should be of good quality. But the cook, who had much
of his confidence, and against whom for a long time no one
durst utter a complaint, was cardess, dirty, and wasteful. To
some children oatmeal porridge is distasteful, and consequently
unwholesome, even when properly made; at Cowan's Bridge
School it was too often sent up, not merely burnt, but with
offensve fragments of other substances discoverable in it.
The bedf, that should have been carefully salted before it was
dressed, had often become tainted from neglect; and girls,
who were schoolfellows with the Brontes, during the reign of
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the cook of whom | am speaking, tell me that the house ssemed
to be pervaded, morning, noon, and night, by the odour of rancid
fat that steamed out of the oven in which much of their food
was prepared. There was the same cadesness in making
the puddings; one of those ordered wes rice boiled in water,
and eaten with a sauce of treacle and sugar; but it was often
uneatable, because the water had been taken out of the rain-
tub, and was strongly impregnated with the dust lodging on
the roof, whence it had trickled down into the old wooden
cask, which dso added its own flavour to that of the original
rainwater. The milk, too, was often" bingy," to useacountry
expression for a kind of taint that is far worse than sourness,
and suggests the idea that it is caused by want of cleanliness
about the milk pans, rather than by the heat of the weather.
On Saturdays, a kind of pie, or mixture of potatoes and mest,
was served up, which was made of all the fragments accumulated
during the week. Scraps of meat from a dirty and disorderly
larder, could never be very appetising; and, | believe, that this
dinner was more loathed than any in the early days of Cowan's
Bridge School. One may fancy how repulsive such fare would
be to children whose appetites were small, and who had been
accustomed to food, far simpler perhaps, but prepared with a
delicate cleanliness that made it both tempting and wholesome.
Many a mea the little Brontes went without food, although
craving with hunger. They were not strong when they came,
having only just recovered from a complication of meedes and
hooping-cough; indeed, | suspect they had scarcely recovered;
for there was some consultation on the part of the school
authorities whether Maria and Elizabeth should be received
or not, in* July, 1824. Mr. Bronte came again, in the September
of that year, bringing with him Charlotte and Emily to be
admitted as pupils.

It appears strange that Mr. Wilson should not have been
informed by the teachers of the way in which the food wes
served up; but we must remember that the cook had been
known for some time to the Wilson family, while the teachers
were brought together for an entirely different work—that of
education. They were expressy given to understand that such
was their department; the buying in and management of the
provisions rested with Mr. Wilson and the cook. The teachers
would, of course, be unwilling to lay any complaints on the
subject before him; and when he heard of them, his reply wes
to the effect that the children were to be trained UD to regard
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higher things than dainty pampering of the appetite, and
(apparently unconscious of the fact, that daily loathing and
rejection of food is sure to undermine the health) he lectured
them on the sin of caring over-much for carnal things.

There was another trial of health common to all the girls.
The path from Cowan's Bridge to Tunstall Church, where Mr.
Wilson preached, and where they all attended on the Sunday,
is more than two miles in length, and goes sweeping along the
rise and fall of the unsheltered country, in a way to make it a
fresh and exhilarating walk in summer, but a bitter cold onein
winter, especially to children whose thin blood flowed languidly
in consequence of their half-starved condition. The church
was not warmed, there being no means for this purpose. It
stands in the midst of fields, and the damp mists must have
gathered round the walls, and crept in at the windows. The
girls took their cold dinner with them, and ate it between the
services, in a chamber over the entrance, opening out of the
former galleries. The arrangements for this day were peculiarly
trying to delicate children, particularly to those who were
spiritless, and longing for home, as poor Maria Bronte must
have been. For her ill health was increasing; the old cough,
the remains of the hooping-cough, lingered about her; she was
far superior in mind to any of her play-fellows and companions,
and was lonely amongst them from that very cause; and yet
she had faults so annoying that she was in constant disgrace
with her teachers, and an object of merciless dislike to one of
them, who is depicted as " Miss Scatcherd " in Jane Eyre,
and whose real name | will be merciful enough not to disclose.
| need hardly say, that Helen Burns is as exact a transcript of
Maria Bronte as Charlotte’'s wonderful power of reproducing
character could give. Her heart, to the latest day on which
we met, still beat with unavailing indignation at the worrying
and the cruelty to which her gentle, patient, dying sister had
been subjected by this woman. Not a word of that part of
Jane Eyre but is a literal repetition of scenes between the pupil
and the teacher. Those who had been pupils at the same time
knew who must have written the book, from the force with
which Helen Burns' sufferings are described. They had, before
that, recognised the description of the sweet dignity and benevo-
lence of Miss Temple as only a just tribute to the merits of one
whom all that knew her appear to hold in honour; but when
Miss Scatcherd was held up to opprobrium they also recognised
in the writer of Jane Eyre an unconsciously avenging sister
of the sufferer.
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One of these fellow-pupils of Charlotte and Maria Bronte's,
among other statements even worse, gives me the following:—
The dormitory in which Maria dept was along room, holding
arow of narrow little beds on each side, occupied by the pupils;
and at the end of this dormitory there was a small bed-chamber
opening out of it, appropriated to the use of Miss Scatcherd.
Maria's bed stood nearest to the door of this room. One morning,
after she had become so serioudly unwell as to have had a blister
applied to her sde (the sore from which was not perfectly
healed), when the getting-up bell was heard, poor Maria moaned
out that hewas soill, soveryill, she wished she might stop in
bed; and some of the girls urged her to do so, and said they
would explain it all to Miss Tem é)le the superlntendent But
Miss Scatcherd was dose a hand, and her anger would have
to be faced before Miss Temples kind thoughtfulness could
interfere; so the sick child began to dress, shivering with cold,
as, without leaving her bed, she slowly put on her black worsted
stockings over her thin white legs (my informant spoke as if
she saw it yet, and her whole face flashed out undying indigna-
tion). Just then Miss Scatcherd issued from her room, and,
without asking for a word of explanation from the sick and
frightened girl, she took her by the arm, on the side to which
the blister had been applied, and by one vigorous movement
whirled her out into the middle of thefloor, abusing her all the
time for dirty and untidy habits. There she left her. My
informant says, Maria hardly spoke, except to beg some of the
more indignant girlsto be calm: but, in sow, trembling move-
ments, with many a pause, she went down stairs at last—and
was punished for being late.

Any one may fancy how such an event as this would rankle
in Charlotte's mind. | only wonder that she did not remon-
strate against her father's decision to send her and Emily back
to Cowan's Bridge, after Maria's and Elizabeth's deaths. But
frequently children are unconscious of the effect which some of
their simple revelations would have in altering the opinions
entertained by their friends of the persons placed around them.
Beddes, Charlotte's earnest vigorous mind saw, at an un-
usually early age, the immense importance of education, as
furnisning her with tools which she had the strength and the
will to wield, and she would be aware that the Cowan's Bridge
education was, in many points, the best that her father could
provide for her.

Before Maria Bronte's death, that low fever broke out,
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in the spring of 1825, which is spoken of in Jane Eyre. Mr.
Wilson was extremely alarmed at the first symptoms of this;
his self-confidence was shaken; he did not understand what
kind of illness it could be, that made the girls too dull and
heavy to understand remonstrances, or be roused by texts and
spiritual exhortation; but caused them to sink away into dull
stupor, and half-unconscious listlessness. He went to a kind
motherly woman, who had had some connection with the
school—as laundress, | believe—and asked her to come and
tell him what was the matter with them. She made herself
ready, and drove with him in his gig. When she entered the
school-room, she saw from twelve to fifteen girls lying about,
some resting their aching heads on the table, others on the
ground; all heavy-eyed, flushed, indifferent, and weary, with
pains in every limb. Some peculiar odour, she says, made
her recognise that they were sickening for " the fever;" and
she told Mr. Wilson so, and that she could not stay there for
fear of conveying the infection to her own children; but he
half commanded, and half intreated her to remain and nurse
them; and finally mounted his gig and drove away, while she
was still urging that she must return to her own house, and
to her domestic duties, for which she had provided no sub-
stitute. However, when she was left in this unceremonious
manner, she determined to make the best of it; and a most
efficient nurse she proved, although, as she says, it was a dreary
time. Mr. Wilson supplied everything ordered by the doctors of
the best quality, and in the most liberal manner; he even sent
for additional advice, in the person of his own brother-in-law,
avery clever medical manin Kirby, with whom he had not been
on good terms for some time previously; and it was this doctor
who tasted and condemned the daily food of the girls by the
expressive action of spitting out a portion which he had taken
in order to tasteit. About forty of the girls suffered from this
fever, but none of them died at Cowan's Bridge, though one
died at her own home, sinking under the state of health which
followed it. None of the Brontes had the fever. But the
same causes, which affected the health of the other pupils
through typhus, told more slowly, but not less surely, upon
their constitutions.  The principal of these causes was the food.

The bad management of the cook was chiefly to be blamed
for this; she was dismissed, and the woman who had been
forced against her will to serve as head nurse, took the place of
housekeeper; and henceforward the food was so well prepared
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that no one could ever reasonably complain of it. Of course it
cannot be expected that a new institution, comprising domestic
and educational arrangements for nearly a hundred persons,
should work quite smoothly at the beginning, and all this oc-
curred during thefirst two years of the establishment. But Mr.
Wilson seems to have had the unlucky gift of irritating even
those to whom he meant kindly, and for whom he was making
perpetual sacrifices of time and money, by never showing any
respect for their independence of opinion and action. He had,
too, so little knowledge of human nature as to imagine that, by
constantly reminding the girls of their dependent position, and
the fact that they werereceiving their education from the charity
of others, he could make them lowly and humble. Some of the
more sensitive felt this treatment bitterly, and instead of being
as grateful as they should have been for the real benefits they
were obtaining, their mortified pride rose up from its fall a
hundred-fold more strong. Painful impressions sink deep into
the hearts of delicate and sickly children. What the healthy
suffer from but momentarily, and then forget, those who are
ailing brood over involuntarily, and remember long—perhaps
with no resentment, but simply as a piece of suffering that has
been stamped into their very life. The pictures, ideas, and
conceptions of character received into the mind of the child of
eight years old, were destined to be reproduced in fiery words a
quarter of a century afterwards. She saw only one side, and
that the unfavourable side of Mr. Wilson; but many of those
who knew him, assure me of the wonderful fidelity with which
his disagreeable qualities, his spiritual pride, his love of power,
his ignorance of human nature and consequent want of tender-
ness are represented; while, at the same time, they regret that
the delineation of these should have obliterated, as it were,
nearly all that was noble and conscientious.

The recollections left of the four Bronte sisters at this period
of their lives, on the minds of those who associated with them,
arenot very distinct. Wild, strong hearts, and power ful minds,
were hidden under an enforced propriety and regularity of
demeanour and expression, just as their faces had been con-
cealed by their father, under his stiff, unchanging mask. Maria
was delicate, unusually clever and thoughtful for her age, gentle,
and untidy. Of her frequent disgrace from this last fault—of
her sufferings, so patiently borne—I have already spoken. The
only glimpse we get of Elizabeth, through the few years of her
short life, is contained in a letter which | have received from
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Miss " Temple." " The second, Elizabeth, is the only one of
the family of whom | have a vivid recollection, from her meeting
with a somewhat alarming accident, in consequence of which |
had her for some days and nights in my bed-room, not only for
the sake of greater quiet, but that I might watch over her myself.
Her head was severdly cut, but she bore all the consequent
suffering with exemplary patience, and by it won much upon my
esteem. Of the two younger ones (if two there were) | have
very slight recollections, savethat one, adarling child, under five
years of age, was quite the pet nursling of the school." This
last would be Emily. Charlotte was considered the most talka-
tive of the ssters—a " bright, clever little child." Her great
friend was a certain " Mellany Hane" (so Mr. Bronte spells the
name), aWest Indian, whose brother paid for her schooling, and
who had no remarkable talent except for music, which her
brother's circumstances forbade her to cultivate. She wes " a
hungry, good-natured, ordinary girl;" older than Charlotte,
and ever ready to protect her from any petty tyranny or en-
croachments on the part of the elder girls. Charlotte aways
remembered her with affection and gratitude.

| have quoted theword " bright" in the account of Charlotte.
| suspect that this year of 1825 was the last time it could ever be
applied to her. In this spring, Maria became so rapidly worse
that Mr. Bronte wes sent for. He had not previously been
aware of her illness, and the condition in which he found her was
aterrible shock to him. He took her home by the Leeds coach,
the girls crowding out into the road to follow her with their eyes
over the bridge, past the cottages, and then out of sight for ever.
She died a very few days after her arrival a home. Perhaps
the news of her death, falling suddenly into thelife of which her
patient existence had formed a part, only a little week or so
before, made those who remained at Cowan's Bridge look with
more anxiety on Elizabeth's symptoms, which aso turned out
to be consumptive. She was sent home in charge of a confi-
dential servant of the establishment; and she, too, died in the
early summer of that year. Charlotte was thus suddenly called
into the responsibilities of eldest sister in a motherless family.
She remembered how anxiously her deer sister Mariahad striven,
in her grave earnest way, to be a tender helper and a counsdllor
tothem all; and the dutiesthat now fell upon her ssemed almost
like alegacy from the gentlelittl e sufferer so lately dead.

Both Charlotte and Emily returned to school after the Mid-
summer holidaysinthisfatal year. But before the next winter,
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it was thought desirable to advise their removal from schoal, as
it was evident that the damp situation of the house at Cowan's
Bridge did not suit their health.

CHAPTER V

FOR the reason just stated, thelittle girls were sent home in the
aijéumn of 1825, when Charlotte wes little more than nine years
old.

About this time, an elderly woman of the village came to live
as servant a the parsonage.  She remained there, as a member
of the household, for thirty years; and from the length of her
faithful service, and the attachment and respect which she
inspired, is deserving of mention. Tabby was a thorough
specimen of a Y orkshire woman of her class, in dialect, in appear-
ance, and in character. She abounded in stron? practical snse
and shrewdness. Her words were far from flattery; but she
would spare no deads in the cause of those whom she kindly
regarded. Sheruled the children pretty sharply; and yet never
grudged a little extra trouble to provide them with such small
treats as came within her power. In return, she claimed to be
looked upon as a humble friend; and, man d/ ears later, Miss
Bronte told me that she found it somewhat difficult to manage,
as Tabby expected to beinformed of all the family concerns, and
Ket had grown so dedf that what was repested to her became

nown to whoever might be in or about the house. To
obviate this publication of what it might be desirable to keep
secret, Miss Bronte used to take her out for a walk on the
solitary moors; where, when both were seated on a tuft of
heather, in some high lonely place, she could acquaint the old
woman, at leisure, with all that she wanted to hear.

Tabby had lived in Haworth in the days when the pack-
horses went through once a week, with their tinkling bells
and gay worsted adornment, carrying the produce of the
country from Ke% over the hills to Colne and Burnley.
What is more, she had known the " bottom," or valley, in those
pr|m|t|ve days when the fairies frequented the margin of the

on moonlight nights, and had known folk who had seen

them. But that was when there were no mills in the valleys;

and when all the wool-spinning was done by hand in the

farm-houses round. " It wur the factories as had driven ‘em
*c 318
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away," she said. No doubt she had many a tale to tell of
by-gone days of the country-side; old ways of living, former
inhabitants, decayed gentry, who had melted away, and whose
places knew them no more; family tragedies, and dark super-
stitious dooms, and in telling these things without the least
consciousness that there might ever be anything requiring to be
(s;ofte'r?ed down, would give at full length the bare and smple
etails.

Miss Branwell instructed the children at regular hours in all
she could teach, making her bed-chamber into their school-room.
Their father was in the habit of relating to them any public
news in which he felt an interest; and from the opinions of his
strong and independent mind they would gather much food for
thought; but | do not know whether he gave them any direct
instruction.  Charlotte's degp thoughtful spirit appears to have
felt aimost painfully the tender responsibility which rested upon
her with reference to her remaining sisters.  She was only
eighteen months older than Emily; but Emily and Anne were
simply companions and playmates, while Charlotte was motherly
friend and guardian to both; and this loving assumption of
duties beyond her years, made her fed considerably older than
she really was.

Patrick Branwell, their only brother, was a boy of remarkable
promise, and, in some ways, of extraordinary precocity of talent.
Mr. Bronte's friends advised him to send his son to school; but,
remembering both the strength of will of his own youth and his
mode of employing it, he believed that Patrick was better at
home, and that he himsdlf could teach him well, as he had taught
others before.  So Patrick, or as his family caled him—Bran-
well, remained at Haworth, working hard for some hours a day
with his father; but, when the time of the latter was taken up
with his parochia duties, the boy was thrown into chance com-
panionship with the lads of the village—for youth will to youth,
and boyswill to boys.

Still, he was associated in many of his sisters' plays and amuse
ments. These were mostly of a sedentary and intellectual
nature. | have had a curious packet confided to me, containing
an immense amount of manuscript, in an inconceivably small
space; tales, dramas, poems, romances, written principally by
Charlotte, in a hand which it is amost impossible to decipher
without the aid of amagnifying glass. No description will give
s0 good an idea of the extreme minuteness of the writing as the
annexed facsimile of a page.



Fac-amile Letter 51

wHE . SECRET

CUAVTRRTHE V7
A“- Slipen kg vu--ml. T e Yamy, dhen o ddkbopalis Fr \.hm. \-..u-,... M“""“
"n o m-; Iy I-'ln‘q el -n& b Luth wmdl an The ,"‘! qwu
Stlwn " .'M ” v‘--- uagh ® b .;a.w:‘.: .-uu:n v “.1 nl‘;. ! ‘
e ' H Z "“I“""l:“' proivi Py :#'»'--!l :,:tlhlu?\\ ﬁ:;zﬁ::ﬁ& ::-pf
\

o
)
it [ PR LTS ] bt e a0l el SRR L)
PR g-.' \u\ndﬂ,m ‘ =
1..!...., Tkl o -u:z\ Wa -AJ. Tk Mnr u";h." "'"""ﬁ.eﬂ"?:n:." el Ehpmad g et
wreny puale ty .hunb R Tk vl T mu.;;-u\ul; ‘n:g Tl ¥
el M) AL Iy PR

“ﬂ 0 oy [T L —
r’ ::ﬂy, ,,..":‘3"?.? Yoo ?““\:‘;;ih‘:‘i'&x“%' %&ﬂ

m h- [% ad L e
S’) !t-n- o t-l:.:k: . Jm&’\’J;‘&“*.ﬁ i ?h M »...M L |
R AT 3:?1.“-"'-"':“ nle .:;‘.,,..,. S
#he hg t--r Wik hn:-u\\- ul mv-‘nrvl e .u- ul
n\.‘ﬁ [ wn Py A q
iy whm\lm ¥ hﬁj q;i Ylo-n ut.'
iy i wpnl Hogur 1 adas q it = ,_;,,, r rean
[ ..r'rw-\:‘l;q k. ..n M ...A u,..u\'l. ,n W oam Heo aab ot ALl
TR VT b e b -g ey tn« 1 "'\mi= ‘::&Mw a
al 1

AR s et S AN R ey
SR e e Pl e
: 5 ©
(I e s iy :’-mRT,.,
7 oy 32

“'A)rli- PR AIAGES it 1
- W vt 18
i o B ‘ Liwg wk s

g Pl grisa’h Faruek) wal eyl
?m.‘;:\ N s "i t‘ak‘-p.%.‘i,_ﬂ';{_,.,ﬂ_;‘ 3 '\""""'" LL N,
L, bl " 22
o s s ~."§§§x&‘£x,;-a.,ﬁ.t e e g

[ S e e ehrn, WAy Bd g
ItJllu 3 \.-mmlr., ankby ™ Mg da
m I \n “ﬁ‘ﬁ-: i) o x-f b :'1“,‘.“-1...' ,",‘.., bAoA
o -.\.M -‘a‘-l‘; b F M, Mot 3‘ ¥ug £ wie s xm
3 P, L v-\ oy ww\i ‘;:j‘m‘ » a-\. - .?(. ----w 4
Ko Ny
b ::.;:;.. :\::M ! w-vf .uuul “‘t: - n ‘“ull\'\ll"‘n
“\‘M Yyk the 'Iu-l- x“qunﬂ-»: l.. ) nt........u oy ..»-.
» My gy e By -u..---\ h.l-..l. LY u.." ._._w ’-
e wm:" }I \,... e L * D-u-T“ .,.p. i ..,1 ‘:“"'
W prideand
Tt e T 1!.-!-)* e --\\nch\- w}él“ ‘?ﬁ:
 Yoopemegrce =TI ki \ b g
e " [ .-rv-..'w.' Ay Livd s "
L i1 Fyinay Ehv an pierem Al 'l.-\u.n tlul;".r
h- S A% e w... m.m'.. “ ‘-‘,,
Le¥ “"‘"'p’* = -*'*""-‘6}_"‘::-:.::::.:::
Py (} Ly
o M gl Fur dl

\-u.i‘ fl\ﬁ.::ﬂ’m?‘
[

n
o by e
& ki wrrine 1% S\Mv
A thwh-ll. [ GM\- | -g..‘\- r

Yy e bl o v Faad e -1"--
;it ""?::" m‘i:‘t_‘fw%‘h",“ Pl y zf&ﬁ:ﬁi’f: Y m‘-“'
&vul‘na 1.':..4-"::?;- vy 'M‘Mnt Q;mw-w'h mudln- -""
b ity 1-.““':‘:‘:: i “"i.m"'\_,, “m'h‘:u‘::{‘ui- H-l“‘“"“ o Mﬁ“‘i’m
S B S D T PR
WU’« ‘-‘“JM‘ \-u-} '-:“\::rl‘rl LN * 3‘1"‘ ! :t‘;"'

o PR TR e M

I gsAR k.
e n‘-'n; e heew E Ewomt e . sy N b jonE i % Tl 1y o A
st v yrn T ..sr Ly T Tk s Yhan vva Gt i By M Ay
yhue, ST ml [AINY .11 Fresit ‘{‘.. 0 L1 s Gk IR 1T T g .i.iu:

NI o g et
Ry sl Towwalt fh.' ("% :.nrlu.e»ul |-l “ﬁa‘mr‘*i i

&?lm\-_\‘:hs a = Sbevay -‘w 1-—-— by -;::-h LEY) & ‘f""“ -

u:t!u.-«,.tu ,-u,.,“\“.‘...m.u T‘ [ "“"“"’:T ‘h_“_.
" e

t:l‘- e sk g wif 3 AL W yamaiy vy el PRl Gk, eagy: bR e

.].' 2ol Tige Rl g she 11“.4 T At T L Lt
whidd S AT R I Pty m.& v Gevhy 1



52 Life of Charlotte Bronte

Among these papers there is alist of her works, which | copy,
as a curious proof how early the rage for literary composition
had sdzed upon her:—

CATALOGUE OF MY BOOKS, WITH THE PERIOD OF THEIR
COMPLETION UP TO AUGUST 3RD, 1830

Two romantic tales in one volume; viz., The Twelve Adven-
turers and the Adventures in Ireland, April 2nd, 1829.

The Search after Happiness, a Tale, Aug. 1st, 1829.

Leisure Hours, a Tale, and two Fragments, July 6th, 1829.

The Adventures of Edward de Crack, a Tale, Feb. 2nd, 1830.

The Adventures of Ernest Alembert, a Tale, May 26th, 1830.

An interesting Incident in the Lives of some of the most
eminent Persons of the Age, a Tale, June 10th, 1830.

Taes of the Islanders, in four volumes. Contents of the 1
Vol:—1. An Account of their Origin; 2. A Description of
Vision Island; 3. Ratten's Attempt; 4. Lord Charles Welledey
and the Marquis of Douro's Adventure; completed June 31,
1829. 2nd Vol:—1. The School-rebellion; 2. The strange
Incident in the Duke of Wellington's Life; 3. Tale to his Sons;
4. The Marquis of Douro and Lord Charles Welledey's Tae to
his little King and Queens, completed Dec. 2nd, 1829. 3rd
Vol:—1. The Duke of Wellington's Adventure in the Cavern;
2. The Duke of Wellington and the little King's and Queen's
visit to the Horse-Guards, completed May 8th, 1830. 4th
Vol:—1. The three old Washerwomen of Strathfieldsaye; 2.
Lord C. Welledey's Tale to his Brother; completed July 30th,
1830.

Characters of Great Men of the Present Age, Dec. 17th, 1829.

The Young Men's Magazines, in Six Numbers, from August
to December, the latter months double number, completed
December the 12th, 1829. Generd index to their contents—
1. A True Story; 2. Causs of the War; 3. A Song; 4. Con-
versations;, 5. A True Story continued; 6. The Spirit of
Cawdor; 7. Interior of a Pot-house, a Poem; 8. The Glass Town,
asong; 9. The Silver Cup, aTale; 10. The Table and Vase in
the Desert, a Song; 11. Conversations, 12. Scene on the Great
Bridge; 13. Songof the Ancient Britons, 14. Sceneinmy Tun,
aTale; 15. AnAmerican Tale; 16, Lineswritten on seang the
Garden of a Genius; 17. The Lay of the Glass Town; 18. The
Swiss Artist, aTale; 19. Lines on the transfer of this Magazine;
20. Onthe Same, by adifferent hand; 21. Chief Geni in Council;
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22. Harvest in Spain; 23. The Swiss Artist continued; 24.
Conversations.

The Poetaster, a Drama, in 2 volumes, July 12th, 1830.

A Book of Rhymes, finished December 17th, 1829; Contents:
1. The Beauty of Nature; 2. A Short Poem; 3. Meditations
while Journeying in a Canadian Forest; 4. A Song of an Exile;
5. On Seeing the Ruins of the Tower of Babel; 6. A Thing of 14
lines; 7. Lineswritten on the Bank of aRiver one fine Summer
Evening; 8. Spring, a Song; 9. Autumn, a Song.

Miscellaneous Poems, finished May 30th, 1830. Contents—
1. The Churchyard; 2. Descriptions of the Duke of Wellington's
Pdace on the Pleasant Banks of the Lusiva; this article is a
small prose tale or incident; 3. Pleasure; 4. Lines written on
the Summit of a high Mountain of the North of England; 5.
Winter; 6. Two Fragments, namely, 1st, The Vision; 2nd, A
Short untitled Poem; The Evening Walk, a Poem, June 23rd,
1830.

Making in the whole twenty-two volumes.

C. BRONTE, August 3,1830.

As each volume contains from sixty to a hundred pages, and
the sze of the page lithographed is rather less than the average,
the amount of the whole ssams very great, if we remember that
it was all written in about fifteen months. So much for the
quantity; the quality strikes me as of singular merit for agirl of
thirteen or fourteen. Both as a specimen of her prose style at
this time, and dso as revealing something of the quiet domestic
life led by these children, | take an extract from the introduc-
tion to Tales of the Idlanders, the title of one of their Little
Magazines.—

"June the 31st, 1829.

" The play of the Ilanders was formed in December, 1827, in
the following manner. One night, about the time when the
cold deet and stormy fogs of November are succeeded by the
snow-storms, and high piercing night-winds of confirmed winter,
we were all sitting round the warm blazing kitchen fire, having
just concluded a quarrel with Tabby concerning the propriety
of lighting a candle, from which she came off victorious, no
candle having been produced. A long pause succeeded, which
was at last broken by Branwell saying, In alazy manner,' | don't
know what to do." This was echoed by Emily and Anne.

" Tabby. ' Whayamay go t' bed.'
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" Branwell. '1'd rather do anything than that/

" Charlotte. ' Why are you so glum to-night, Tabby? Oh!
suppose we had each an island of our own.'

" Branwell. ' If we had | would choose the Island of Man.'

" Charlotte. ' And | would choose the Isle of Wight.'

" Emily. ' Thelsleof Arran for me.'

" Anne. ' And mine should be Guernsey.'

" We then chose who should be chief men in our isands.
Branwell chose John Bull, Astley Cooper, and Leigh Hunt;
Emily, Walter Scott, Mr. Lockhart, Johnny Lockhart; Anne,
Michael Sadler, Lord Bentinck, Sir Henry Halford. | chosethe
Duke of Wellington and two sons, Christopher North and Co.,
and Mr. Abernethy. Here our conversation was interrupted
by the, to us, dismal sound of the clock striking seven, and we
were summoned off to bed. The next day we added many
others to our list of men, till we got almost all the chief men of
thekingdom. After this, for alongtime, nothingworth noticing
occurred. In June, 1828, we erected a school on a fictitious
island, which was to contain 1,000 children. The manner of
the building was as follows. The Island was fifty miles in cir-
cumference, and certainly appeared more like the work of
enchantment than anything real," etc.

Two or three things strike me much in this fragment; oneis
the graphic vividness with which the time of the year, the hour
of the evening, the feeling of cold and darkness outside, the
sound of the night-winds sweeping over the desolate snow-
covered moors, coming nearer and nearer, and at last shaking
the very door of the room where they were sitting—for it opened
out directly on that bleak, wide expanse—is contrasted with the
glow, and busy brightness of the cheerful kitchen where these
rernarkable children are grouped. Tabby moves about in her
guaint country-dress, frugal, peremptory, prone to find fault
pretty sharply, yet allowing no one ese to blame her children,
we may feel sure. Another noticeable fact is the intelligent
partisanship with which they choose their great men, who are
almost all stanch Tories of the time. Moreover, they do not
confine themselves to local heroes; their range of choice has
been widened by hearing much of what is not usually considered
to interest children. Little Anne, aged scarcely eight, picks
out the politicians of the day for her chief men.

Thereis another scrap of paper, in this all but illegible hand-
writing, written about this time, and which gives some idea of
the sources of their opinions.
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THE HISTORY OF THE YEAR 1829

" Once Papa lent my sister Maria a book. It was an old
geoiraphy book; shewrote onits blank leaf," Papalent me this
This book is a hundred and twenty years old; it is at

this moment lying before me. While | write this | am in the
kitchen of the Parsonage, Haworth; Tabby, the servant, is
washing up the breakfast-things, and Anne, my youngest sister
(Maria was my eldest), is kneeling on a chair, looking at some
cakes which Tabby had been baking for us. Emily is in the
parlour brushing the carpet. Papa and Branwell are gone to
Keighley. Auntisup-stairsin her room, and | am sitting by the
table writing thisin the kitchen. Kelghleylsasmalltownfour
milesfrom here.  Papaand Branwell are gone for the newspaper,
the Leeds Intelligencer, a most excellent Tory newspaper, edited
by Mr. Wood, and the proprietor, Mr. Henneman. We take
two and se three newspapers a week. We take the Leeds
Intelligencer, Tory, and the Leeds Mercury, Whig, edited by Mr.
Baines, and his brother, son-in-law, and his two sons, Edward
and Talbot. We s the John Bull; it is a high Tory, very
violent. Mr. Driver lends usit, as likewise Blackwood's Maga-
zine, the most able periodical there is. The Editor is Mr.
Chrlstopher North, an old man seventy-four years of age; the
1st of April is his birth- da%/ his company are Timothy Tickler,
Morgan O'Doherty, Macrabin Mordecai, Mullion, Warnell, and
James Hogg, a man of most extraordinary genius, a Scottish
shepherd.  Our plays were established; Young Men, June, 1826;
Our Felows, July, 1827; Idanders, December, 1827. These are
our three great plays, that are not kept secret.  Emily's and my
best plays were established the 1st of December, 1827; the
others March, 1828, Best plays mean secret plays; they are
very nice ones. All our plays are very strange ones.  Their
nature | need not write on paper, for | think | shall aways
remember them.  The Young Men's play took its rise from some
wooden soldiers Branwell had; Our Fellows from Asyp's Fables ;
and the Islanders from several events which happened. | will
sketch out the origin of our plays more explicitly if | can. First,
Young Men. Papa bought Branwell some wooden soldiers at
Leeds, when Papa came homeit was night, and we were in bed,
so next morning Branwell cameto our door with abox of soldiers.
Emily and | jumped out of bed, and | snatched up one and ex-
claimed, ' This is the Duke of Wellington J This shall be the
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Duke!" When | had said this Emily likewise took one up and
said it should be hers; when Anne came down, she said one
should be hers.  Mine was the prettiest of the whole, and the
tallest, and the most perfect in every part. Emily'swas agrave-
looking fellow, and we caled him "Gravey.! Anne'swasaqueer
little thing, much like herself, and we called him ' Waiting-boy.'
Branwell chose his, and called him ' Buonaparte.' "

The foregoing extract shows something of the kind of reading
in which the little Brontes were interested; but their desire for
knowledge must have been excited in many directions, for | find
a " list of painters whose works | wish to see” drawn up by
Charlotte Bronte when she was scarcely thirteen:—

" Guido Reni, Julio Romano, Titian, Raphael, Michael
Angelo, Coreggio, Annibal Carracci, Leonardo da Vinci, Fra
Bartolomeo Carlo Cignani, Vandyke, Rubens, Bartolomeo
Ramerghi.'

Hereis this little girl, in a remote Y orkshire parsonage, who
has probably never ssen anything worthy the name of a painting
in her life, studying the names and characterigtics of the great
old Italian and Flemish masters, whose works she longs to se
some time, in the dim future that lies before her! There is a
paper remaining which contains minute studies of, and criticisms
upon, the engravings in Friendship's Offering for 1829; showing
how she had early formed those habits of dose observation, and
patient anaysis of cause and effect, which served so well in
after-life as handmaids to her genius.

The way in which Mr. Bronte made his children sympathise
with him'in his great interest in politics, must have done much
to lift them above the chances of their minds being limited or
tainted by petty local gossip. | take the only other remainin
personal fragment out of Tales of the Idanders; it is a sort o
apology, contained in the introduction to the second volume,
for their not having been continued before; the writers had
been for a long time too busy, and latterly too much absorbed
inpolitics.

" Parliament was opened, and the great Catholic question
was brought forward, and the Duke's measures were disclosed,
and all was dander, violence, party-spirit, and confusion. Oh,
those six months, from the time of the King's speech to the end!
Nobody could write, think, or spesk on any subject but the
Catholic question, and the Duke of Wellington, and Mr. Pesl.
I remember the day when the Intelligence Extraordinary came
with Mr. Ped's speech in it, containing the terms on which the
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Catholics were to be letin!  With what eagerness papa tore off
the cover, and how we all gathered round him, and with what
bresthless anxiety we listened, as one by one they were dis-
closed, and explained, and argued upon so ably, and so well; and
then when it was all out, how aunt said that she thought it was
excellent, and that the Catholics could do no harm with such
good security. | remember dso the doubts as to whether it
would pass the House of Lords, and the prophecies that it would
not; and when the paper came which was to decide the question,
the anxiety was amost dreadful with which we listened to the
whole affair: the opening of the doors; the hush; the royal
dukes in their robes, and the great duke in green sash and walst-
coat; therising of all the peresses when herose; the reading of
his speech—papa saying that his words were like precious gold,;
and lastly, the majority of one to four (sic) in favour of the Bill.
But thisis adigression." etc. etc.

This must have been written when she was between thirteen
and fourteen.

I t will beinteresting to some of my readers to know what was
the character of her purely imaginative writing at this period.
While her description of any rea occurrence is, as we have seen,
homely, graphic, and forcible, when she gives way to her powers
of creation, her fancy and her language aike run riot, sometimes
to the very borders of apparent delirium. Of this wild weird
writing, asingle example will suffice. Itisaletter to the editor
of one of the Little Magazines,

" SIR,—It is well known that the Genii have declared that
unless they perform certain arduous duties every year, of a
mysterious nature, all the worlds in the firmament will be burnt
up, and gathered together in one mighty globe, which will roll
in solitary grandeur through the vast wilderness of space, in-
habited only by the four high princes of the Genii, till time shall
be succeeded by Eternity; and the impudence of thisis only to
be paraleled by another of their assertions, namely, " that by
their magic might they can reduce the world to a desert, the
purest waters to streams of livid poison, and the clearest lakes
to stagnant waters, the pestilential vapours of which shall day
all living creatures, except the blood-thirsty beast of the forest,
and the ravenous bird of therock. But that in the midst of this
desolation the paace of the Chief Geni shall rise sparkling in the
wilderness, and the horrible how! of their war-cry shall spread
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over the land at morning, at noontide and night; but that they
shall have their annual feast over the bones of the dead, and
shall yearly rejoicewiththejoy of victors. | think, sir, that the
horrible wickedness of this needs no remark, and therefore |
haste to subscribe mysdlf, etc.

" July 14, 1829,"

Itis not unlikely that the foregoing letter may have had some
allegorical or political reference, invisible to our eyes, but very
clear to the bright little minds for whom it was intended.
Politics were evidently their grand interest; the Duke of
Wellington their demi-god. All that related to him belonged to
the heroic age. Did Charlotte want a knight-errant, or a
devoted lover, the Marquis of Douro, or Lord Charles Wellesley,
came ready to her hand. There is hardly one of her prose-
writings at this time in which they are not the principal
personages, and in which their " august father" does not
appear as a sort of Jupiter Tonans, or Deus ex Machina.

As one evidence how Welledey haunted her imagination, |
copy out a few of the titles to her papers in the various
magazines.

" Liffey Castle" aTale by Lord C. Welledley.

" Lines to the River Aragua," by the Marquis of Douro.

" An Extraordinary Dream," by Lord C. Wellesley.

" The Green Dwarf, a Tale of the Perfect Tense," by the Lord
Charles Albert Florian Wellesley.

" Strange Events," by Lord C. A. F. Welledley.

Lifein an isolated village, or alonely country-house, presents
many little occurrences which sink into the mind of childhood,
there to be brooded over. No other event may have happened,
or be likely to happen, for days, to push this aside, before it has
assumed a vague and mysterious importance.  Thus, children
leading a secluded life, are often thoughtful and dreamy: the
impressions made upon them by the world without—the unusual
sights of earth and sky—the accidental meetings with strange
faces and figures—(rare occurrences in those out-of-the-way
places)—are sometimes magnified by them into things so deeply
significant as to be amost supernatural. This peculiarity |
perceive very strongly in Charlotte's writings at this time.
Indeed, under the circumstances, it is no peculiarity. It has
been common to all, from the Chaldean shepherds, the " lonely
herdsman stretched on the green sward through half a summer's
day "-the sohtanr monk-"-to all whose impressions from with-



Mental Tendencies and Home Duties 59

out have had time to grow and vivify in the imagination, till
they have been received as actual personifications, or super-
natural visions, to doubt which would be blasphemy.

To counterbalance this tendency in Charlotte, was the strong
common sene natural to her, and daily caled into exercise by
the requirements of her practical life. Her duties were not
merely to learn her lessons, to read a certain quantity, to gain
certain ideas. she had, besdes, to brush rooms, to run errands,
to help in the simpler forms of cooking, to be by turns play-
fellow and monitress to her younger ssters and brothers, to
make and to mend, and to study economy under her careful
aunt. Thuswe s that, while her imagination received power-
ful impressions, her excellent understanding had full power to
rectify them before her fancies became realities. On a scrap of
paper, she has written down thefollowing rel ation:—

" June 22, 1830, 6 o'clock P.M.
Haworth, near Bradford.

" The following strange occurrence happened on the 22nd of
June, 1830:—At that time papawasvery 1 | |, confined to his bed,
and so weak that he could not rise without assstance. Tabby
and | were done in the kitchen, about half-past nine ante-
meridian. Suddenly we heard aknock at the door; Tabby rose
and opened it. An old man appeared, standing without, who
accoged her thus—

" Old Man.—' Does the parson live here?

" Tabby.— Yes.

" Old Man—" | wish to ssehim.'

" Tabby.—' He is poorly in bed.'

" Old Man—' | have a message for him/

"Tabby.— Who from?'

" Old Man.— From the Lord.'

" Tabby— Who?'

" Old Man.—'The Lord. He dedres me to say that the
bridegroom is coming, and that we must prepare to meet him;
that the cords are about to be loosed, and the golden bowl
broken; the pitcher broken at the fountain.'

" Here he concluded his discourse, and abruptly went his way.
As Tabby closed the door, | asked her if she knew him. Her
reply was, that she had never seen him before, nor any onelike
him. Though | am fully persuaded that he was some fanatical
enthusiast, well meaning, perhaps, but utterly ignorant of true
piety; yet | could not forbear weeping at his words, gpoken so
unexpectedly at that particular period."
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Though the date of the following poem is a little uncertain,
it may be most convenient to introduce it here. It must have
been written before 1833, but how much earlier there are no
means of determining. | give it as a gpecimen of the remark-
able poetical talent shown in the various diminutive writings of
this time; at least, in all of them which | have been able to

read.
THE WOUNDED STAG

Passing amid the deepest shade
Of the wood's sombre heart,

Last night | saw a wounded deer
Laid lonely and apart.

Such light as pierced the crowded boughs
(Li?ht scattered, scant and dim,)

P through the fern that formed his couch
And centred full on him.

Pain trembled in his weary limbs,
Pain filled his patient eye,

Pain-crushed amid the shadowy fern
His branchy crown did lie.

Where were his comrades? where his mate?
All from his death-bed gone!

And he, thus struck and desolate,
Suffered and bled alone.

Did he feel what a man might feel
‘Friend-left, and sore distrest? .

Did Pain's keen dart, and Griefs sharp sting

Strive in his mangled breast?

Didlonging for affection lost
Barb every deadly dart;
Love unrepaid, and Faith betrayed
Did these torment his heart ?
No! leave to man his proper doom!
These are the pangs that rise
Around the bed of state and gloom,
Where Adam's offspring dies!

CHAPTER VI

THIS fs perhaps a fitting time to give some persona description
of Miss Bronte. In 1831, she was a quiet, thoughtful girl, of
nearly fifteen years of age, very small in figure—" stunted "
was the word she applied to hersef,—but as her limbs and head
were in just proportion to the slight, fragile body, no word in
ever so slight a degree suggestive of deformity could properly
be applied to her; with soft, thick, brown hair, and peculiar
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eyes, of which | find it difficult to give a description, as they
ggpeared to me in her later life. They were large, and well

aped; their colour areddish brown; but if theiris was closdly
examined, it appeared to be composed of a great variety of tints.
The usua expresson was of quiet, listening intelligence; but
now and then, on some just occasion for vivid interest or whole-
some indignation, a light would shine out, as if some spiritual
lamp had been kindled, which glowed behind those expressive
orbs. | never saw the like in any other human creature. As
for the rest of her features, they were plain, large, and ill set;
but, unless you began to catadogue them, you were hardly aware
of the fact, for the eyes and power of the countenance over-
balanced every physica defect; the crooked mouth and the
large nose were forgotten, and the whole face arrested the
attention, and presently attracted all those whom she hersdlf
would have cared to attract. Her hands and feet were the
smallest | ever saw; when one of the former was placed in mine,
it was like the soft touch of a bird in the middle of my palm.
The delicate long fingers had a peculiar fineness of sensation,
which was one reason why all her handiwork, of whatever kind
—writing, sewing, knitting—was so clear in its minuteness.
She was remarkably neat in her whole persona attire; but she
was dainty as to the fit of her shoes and gloves.

| can well imagine that the grave serious composure, which,
when | knew her, gave her face the dignity of an old Venetian
portrait, was no acquisition of later years, but dated from that
early age when she found hersdf in the position of an elder sister
to motherless children. But in a girl only just entered on her
teens, such an expression would be called (to use a country
phrase) "old-fashioned;" and in 1831, the period of which |
now write, we must think of her as a little, set, antiquated girl,
very quiet in manners, and very quaint in dress, for, besdes
the influence exerted by her father's ideas. concerning the
simplicity of attire befitting the wife and daughters of a country
clergyman (as evinced in his destruction of the coloured boots
and the silk gown), her aunt, on whom the duty of dressing her
nieces principally devolved, had never been in society since she
left Penzance, eight or nine years before, and the Penzance
fashions of that day were still dear to her heart.

In January 1831, Charlotte was sent to school again. This
time she went as a pupil to the Miss Woolers, who lived at Roe
Head, a cheerful roomy country house, standing alittle apart in
afield, on the right of the road from Leeds to Huddersfield.
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Two tiers of old-fashioned semi-circular bow windows run from
basement to roof of Roe Head; and look down upon a long
green dope of pasture-land, ending in the pleasant woods of
Kirklees, Sir George Armitage's park. Although Roe Head
and Haworth are not twenty miles apart, the aspect of the
country is as totally dissimilar as if they enjoyed a different
climate. The soft curving and heaving landscape around the
former gives a stranger the idea of cheerful ariness on the
heights, and of sunny warmth in the broad green valleys below.
It is just such a neighbourhood as the monks loved, and traces
of the old Plantagenet times are to be met with everywhere, side
by sde with the manufacturing interests of the West Riding
of to-day. Here, the park of Kirklees, full of sunny glades,
speckled with black shadows of immemorial yew-trees; the grey
pile of building, formerly a" House of professed Ladies;" the
mouldering stone in the depth of the wood, under which Robin
Hood is said to lie; close outside the Park, an old stone-gabled
house now a roadside inn, but which bears the name of the
" Three Nuns," and has a pictured sign to correspond. This
quaint old inn is frequented by fustian-dressed mill-hands from
the neighbouring worsted factories, which strew the high road
from Leeds to Huddersfield, and form the centres round which
future villages gather. Such are the contrasts of modes of
living, and of times and seasons, brought before the traveller on
the great roads that traverse the West Riding. In no other
part of England, | fancy, are the centuries brought into such
close, strange contact as in the district in which Roe Head is
situated. Within a walk from Miss Wooler's houss—on the
left of the road, coming from Leeds—Ilie the remains of Howley
Hall, now the property of Lord Cardigan, but formerly belong-
ing to a branch of the Saviles. Near toitis Lady Anne's well;
" Lady Anne," according to tradition, having been worried and
eaten by wolves as she sat at the well, to which the indigo-dye
factory people from Birstall and Batley woollen mills yet repair
on Palm Sunday, when the waters possess remarkable medicinal
efficacy; and it is still believed that they assume a strange
variety of colours at six o'clock in the morning on that day.

All round the lands held by the farmer who lives in the
remains of Howley Hall are stone houses of to-day, occupied by
the people who are making their living and their fortunes by the
woollen mills that encroach upon, and shoulder out the pro-
prietors of the ancient halls. These are to be seen in every
direction, picturesque, many-gabled, with heavy stone carvings



Neighbourhood of Roc Head 63

of coas of arms for heraldic ornament; belonging to decayed
families, from whose ancestral lands field after field has been
shorn away, by the urgency of rich manufacturers pressing hard
upon necessity.

A smoky atmosphere surrounds these old dwellings of former
Yorkshire squires, and blights and blackens the ancient trees
that overshadow them; cinder-paths lead up to them; the
ground round about is sold for building upon; but still the
neighbours, though they subsist by a different state of things,
remember that their forefatherslived in agricultural dependence
upon the owners of these halls; and treasure up the traditions
connected with the stately households that existed centuries
ago. Take Oakwell Hall, for instance. It stands in a rough-
looking pasture-field, about a quarter of a mile from the high
road. Itisbut that distance from the busy whirr of the steam-
engines employed in the woollen mills of Birstall; and if you
walk to it from Birstall Station about meal-time, you encounter
strings of mill-hands, blue with woollen dye, and cninching in
hungry haste over the cinder-paths bordering the high road.
Turning off from this to the right, you ascend through an old
pasture-field, and enter a short by-road, caled the " Bloody
Lane "—awalk haunted by the ghost of a certain Captain Batt,
the reprobate proprietor of an old hall close by, in the days of
the Stuarts. Fromthe" Bloody Lane," overshadowed by trees,
you come into the rough-looking field in which Oakwell Hall is
situated. It is known in the neighbourhood to be the place
described as " Field Head," Shirley's residence. The enclosure
in front, half court, half garden; the panelled hall, with the
galery opening into the bed-chambers running round; the
barbarous peach-coloured drawing-room; the bright look-out
through the garden-door eUJJon the grassy lawns and terraces
behind, where the soft-hued pigeons still love to coo and strut
in the sun—are described In Shirley. The scenery of that
fiction liesdose around; thereal events which suggested it took
place in the immediate neighbourhood.

They show a bloody footprint in a bedchamber of Oakwell
Hall, and tell a story connected with it, and with the lane by
which the house is approached. Captain Batt was believed to
be far away; hisfamily was at Oakwell; whenin the dusk, one
winter evening, he came stalking along the lane, and through the
hall, and up the stairs, into his own room, where he vanished.
Hehad beenkilled in aduel in London that very same afternoon
of December 9,1684.
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The stones of the Hall formed part of the more ancient vicar-
age, which an ancestor of Captain Batt's had sdzed in the
troublous times for property which succeeded the Reformation.
This Henry Batt possessed himself of houses and money without
scruple; and, at last, stole the great bell of Birstall Church, for
which sacrilegious theft a fine was imposed on the land, and hes
to be paid by the owner of the Hall to this day.

But the possesson of the Oakwell property passed out of the
hands of the Batts at the beginning of the last century; collateral
descendants succeeded, and left this picturesque trace of their
having been. In the great hall hangs a mighty pair of stag's
horns, and dependent from them a printed card, recording the
fact that, on the 1<t of September, 1763, there was a great hunt-
ing-match, when this stag was slain; and that fourteen gentle-
men shared in the chase, and dined on the spoail in that hall,
along with Fairfax Fearndley, Esg., the owner. The fourteen
names are given, doubtless " mighty men of yore; " but, anong
them all, Sir Fletcher Norton, Attorney-General, and Mgjor-
Genera Birch were the only ones with which | had any associa
tion in 1855. Passing on from Oakwell there lie houses right
and left, which were well known to Miss Bronte when she lived
a Roe Head, as the hospitable homes of some of her school-
fellows. Lanes branch off to heaths and commons on the higher
ground, which formed pleasant walks on holidays, and then
_cusgl? the white gate into the field path leading to Roe Head
Itself.

Ore of the bow-windowed rooms on the ground floor, with the
pleasant look-out | have described, was the drawing-room; the
other was the school-room.  The dining-room was on one side
of the door, and faced the road.

The number of pupils ranged from seven to ten, during the
two years Miss Bronte was there; and as they did not require
the whole of the house for their accommodation, the third story
was unoccupied, except by the ghostly idea of a lady, whose
rustling silk gown was sometimes heard by the listeners at the
foot of the second flight of stairs.

The kind motherly nature of Miss Wooler, and the small
number of the girls, made the establishment more like a private
family than aschool. Moreover, she was a native of the district
immediately surrounding Roe Head, as were the majority of her
pupils. Most likely Charlotte Bronte, in coming from Haworth,
came the greatest distance of all. E.'s home was five miles
away; two other dear friends (the Rose and Jesse Yorke of
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Shirley) lived still nearer; two or three came from Huddersfield;
one or two from Leeds.

| shall now quote, from avaluable letter which | have recelved
from Mary, one of these early friends; distinct and graphic in
expression, & becomes a cherished associate of Charlotte
Bronte's. The time referred to is her first appearance at Roe
Head, on January 19th, 1831.

" | first saw her coming out of a covered cart, in very old-
fashioned clothes, and looking very cold and miserable. She
was coming to school at Miss Wooler's, When she appeared in
the schoolroom, her dress was changed, but just as old. She
looked a little old woman, so short-sighted that she aways

C!Jear to be seeking somethlng, and moving her head from
gde to Sdeto catch asght ofit. Shewas very shy and nervous,

?gke with a strong Irish accent. When a book was given

dropped her head over it till her nose nearly touched it,

and when was told to hold her head up, up went the book

after it, still cose to her nose, so that it was not possible to help
laughing."

This was the first impression she made upon one of those
whose dear and valued friend she wes to become in after-life.
Another of the girls recdls her first sight of Charlotte, on the
day she came, standing by the school-room window, looking
out on the snowy landscape, and crying, while all the rest were
at play. E. was younger than she, and her tender heart was
touched by the apparently desolate condition in which she
found the oddly-dressed, odd-looking little girl that winter
morning, as " sick for home she stood in tears,” in anew strange

lace, among new strange people. Any over-demonstrative
indnesswoul d have scared thewil dittl e maiden from Haworth;
but E. (who is shadowed forth in the Caroline Helstone of
Shirley) managed to win confidence, and was alowed to give
sympathy.

To quote again from " Mary's " letter:—

" We thou?ht her verP/ ignorant, for she had never learnt
grammar at all, and very little geography.”

This account of her partial ignorance is confirmed by her other
schoolfellows.  But Miss Wooler was a lady of remarkable in-
telligence and of delicate tender sympathy. She gave a proof
of thisin her first treatment of Charlotte. The little girl was
well-read, but not well-grounded. Miss Wooler took her asde
and told her she was afraid that she must place her in the second
class for some time, till she could overtake the girls of her own
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age in their knowledge of grammar, etc.; but poor Charlotte
received this announcement by so sad afit of crying, that Miss
Wooler's kind heart was softened, and she wisely perceived that,
with such agirl, it would be better to place her in thefirst class,
and alow her to make up by private study in those branches
where she was deficient.

" She would confound us by knowing things that were out of
our range atogether. She was acquainted with most of the
short pieces of poetry that we had to learn by heart; would tell
us the authors, the poems they were taken from, and sometimes
repeat a page or two, and tell us the plot. She had a habit of
writing Initalics (printing characters) and said she had learnt it
by writing in their magazine. They brought out a ' magazine'
once a month, and wished it to look as like print as possible.
Shetoldusataleout of it. Noonewroteinit, and no one read
it, but hersdf, her brother, and two sisters.  She promised to
show me some of these magazines, but retracted it afterwards,
and would never be persuaded to do so. In our play hours she
sate, or stood still, with a book, if possble.  Some of us once
urged her to be on our sdein agame a ball. She said she had
never played, and could not play. We made her try, but soon
found that she could not se the ball, so we put her out. She
took all our proceedings with pliable indifference, and aways
seamed to need a previous resolution to say ' No ' to anything.
She used to go and stand under the trees in the play-ground, and
say it was pleasanter.  She endeavoured to explain this, point-
ing out the shadows, the peeps of sky, etc. We understood but
littleof it. Shesaid that at Cowan Bridge she used to stand in
the burn, on a stone, to watch the water flow by. | told her
she should have gone fishing; she said she never wanted. She
aways showed physical fesbleness in everything. She ate no
animal food at school. It was about this time | told her she was
very ugly. Some years afterwards, | told her | thought | had
been very impertinent. She replied, ' You did me a great deal
of good, Polly, so don't repent of it She used to draw much
better, and more quickly, than anything we had seen before,
and knew much about celebrated pictures and painters. When-
ever an opportunity offered of examining a picture or cut of any
kind, she went over it piecemeal, with her eyes close to the paper,
looking so long that we used to ask her ' what she saw init.'
She could always s plenty, and explained it very well. She
made poetry and drawing, at least exceedingly interesting to
me; and then | got the habit, which | have yet, of referring



Impressions of a Schoolfellow 67

mentally to her opinion on all matters of that kind, along with
many more, resolving to describe such and such things to her,
until | start at the recollection that | never shall."

To fed the full force of this last sentence—to show how steady
and vivid was the impression which Miss Bronte made on those
fitted to appreciate her—I must mention that the writer of this
letter, dated January 18th, 1856, in which she thus spesks of
constantly referring to Charlotte's opinion, has never seen her
for eleven years, nearly all of which have been passed among
strange soenes, in a new continent, at the antipodes.

" We used to be furious ﬁolitici ans, as one could hardly help
beingin 1832. She knew the names of the two ministries; the
one that resigned, and the one that succeeded and passed the
Reform Bill.  Sheworshipped the Duke of Wellington, but said
that Sir Robert Ped was not to be trusted; he did not act from
Princi ple like the rest, but from expediency. |, being of the
urious radical party, told her ' how could any of them trust one
another; they were all of them rascals!' Then she would
launch out into praises of the Duke of Wellington, referring to
his actions; which | could not contradict, as | knew nothing
about him. She said she had taken interest in politics ever snce
shewasfiveyearsold. Shedid not get her opinions from her father
—that is, not directly—but from the papers, etc., he preferred.”

In illustration of the truth of this, | may give an extract
from a letter to her brother, written from Roe Head, May 17,
1832:—" Lately | had begun to think that | had lost all the
interest which | used formerly to take in politics; but the
extreme pleasure | felt at the news of the Reform Bill's being
thrown out by the House of Lords, and of the expulsion, or
resignation, of Earl Grey, etc., convinced me that | have not as
yet [ost all my penchant for politics. | am extremely glad that
aunt has consented to take in Frozer's Magazine; for, though
I know from your description of its general contents it will be
rather uninteresting when compared with Blackwood, still it
will be better than remaining the whole year without being able
to obtain a sight of any periodical whatever; and such would
assuredly be our case, as, in the little wild moorland village
where we reside, there would be no possibility of borrowing a
work of that description from a circulating library. | hope
with you that the present delightful weather may contribute to
the perfect restoration of our dear papas health; and that it
may give aunt pleasant reminiscences of the salubrious climate
of her native place," etc.
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To return to Mary's letter.

" She used to gpesk of her two elder siters, Maria and Eliza-
beth, who died at Cowan Bridge. | used to beieve them to
have been wonders of talent and kindness.  She told me, early
one morning, that she had just been dreaming; she had been
told that she was wanted in the drawing-room, and it was Maria
and Elizabeth. | wes eager for her to go on, and when e said
there was no more, | said, ' but go on!’ Makeitout! | know
you can.' She said she would not; she wished she had not
dreamed, for it did not go on nicely; they were changed; they
had forgotten what they used to care for. They were very
fashionably dressed, and began criticising the room, etc.

" This habit of ' making out' interests for themselves, that
most children get who have none in actual life, was very strong
in her. The whole family used to ' make out' histories, and
invent characters and events. | told her sometimes they were
like growing potatoes in a cellar. She said, sadly, ' Yes! |
know we are!” "

What | have heard of her schooldaf;]/s from other sources, con-
firms the accuracy of the details in this remarkable letter. She
was an indefatigable student: constantly reading and learning;
with a strong conviction of the necessity and value of education,
very unusua in a girl of fifteen. She never lost a moment of
time, and seemed amost to grudge the necessary leisure for
relaxation and play-hours, which might be partly accounted for
by the awkwardnessin all games occasioned by her shortness of
sight. Yet, in spite of these unsociable habits, she was a great
favourite with her schoolfellows.  She was always ready to try
and do what they wished, though not sorry when they caled her
awkward, and |eft her out of their sports. Then, at night, she was
an invaluable story-teller, frightening them amost out of their
wits as they lay in bed. On one occasion the effect was such
that she was led to scream out loud, and Miss Wooler, coming
up-stairs, found that one of the listeners had been sdized with
violent palpitations, in consequence of the excitement produced
by Charlotte's story.

Her indefatigable craving for knowledge tempted Miss Wooler
on into setting har longer and longer tasks of reading for exam-
ination; and towards the end of the two years that she remained
as a pupil a Roe Head, she received her first bad mark for an
imperfect lesson. She had had a great quantity of Blair's
Lectures on Belles Lettresto read; and she could not answer some
of the questions upon it: Charlotte Bronte had a bad mark.
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Miss Wooler was sorry, and regretted that she had over-tasked
so willing a pupil. Charlotte cried bitterly. But her school-
fellows were more than sorry—they were indignant. They
declared that the infliction of ever so slight a punishment on
Charlotte Bronte was unjust—for who had tried to do her duty
like her2—and testified their feding in avariety of ways, until
Miss Wooler, who wasin reality only too willing to pass over her
good pupil'sfirst fault, withdrew the bad mark, and the girls all
returned to their alegiance except " Mary," who took her own
way during the week or two that remained of the half-year,
choosing to consider Miss Wooler's injustice, in giving Charlotte
Bronte alonger task than she could possibly prepare, as a reason
for no longer obeying any of the school regulations.

The number of pupils was so small that the attendance to
certain subjects at particular hours, common in larger schools,
was not rigidly enforced. When the girls were ready with their
lessons, they came to Miss Wooler to say them.  She had are-
markable knack of making them fed interested in whatever they
had to learn. They set to their studies, not as to tasks or duties
to be got through, but with a healthy desire and thirst for know-
ledge, of which she had managed to make them perceive the
relishing savour. They did not leave off reading and learning
as soon as the compulsory pressure of school was taken away.
They had been taught to think, to anayse, to reject, to appre-
ciate. Charlotte Bronte was happy in the choice made for her
of the second school to which she was sent.  There was a robust
freedom in the out-of-doors life of her companions.  They played
at merry games in thefieldsround the house: on Saturday half-
holidays they went long scrambling walks down mysterious
shady lanes, then climbing the uplands, and thus gaining exten-
sive views over the country, about which so much had to be
told, both of its past and present history.

Miss Wooler must have had in great perfection the French
art, " conter,” to judge from her pupil's recollections of the
tales she related during these long walks, of this old house, or
that new mill, and of the states of society consequent on the
changes involved by the suggestive dates of either building.
She remembered the times when watchers or wakeners in the
night heard the distant word of command, and the measured
tramp of thousands of sad desperate men receiving a surrepti-
tious military training, in preparation for some great day which
they saw in their visions, when right should struggle with might
and come off victorious: when the people of England, repre-
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sented by the workers of Yorkshire, Lancashire, and Notting-
hamshire, should make their voice heard in a terrible slogan,
snce their true and pitiful complaints could find no hearing
in parliament. We forget, now-a-days, so rapid have been the
for the better, how cruel was the condition of numbers
of labourers at the dose of the great Peninsular war.  The half-
ludicrous nature of some of their grievances has lingered on in
tradition; thereal intensity of their sufferings is now forgotten.
They were maddened and desperate; and the country, in the
opinion of many, seemed to be on the verge of a precipice, from
which it was only saved by the prompt and resolute decision of
a few in authority. Miss Wooler spoke of those times; of the
mysterious nightly drillings; of thousands on lonely moors; of
the muttered threats of individuals too closdly pressed upon by
necessity to be prudent; of the overt acts, in which the burning
of Cartwright's mill took a prominent place; and these things
sank deegp into the mind of one, at least, among her hearers.
Mr. Cartwright was the owner of a factory called Rawfolds,
in Liversedge, not beyond the distance of awalk from Roe Head.
He had dared to employ machinery for the dressing of woollen
cloth, which was an unpopular measure in 1812, when many
other circumstances conspired to make the condition of the mill-
hands unbearable from the pressure of starvation and misery.
Mr. Cartwright was a very remarkable man, having, as | have
been told, some foreign blood in him, the traces of which were
very apparent in his tall figure, dark eyes and complexion, and
singular, though gentlemanly bearing. At any rate, he had
been much abroad, and spoke French well, of itself a suspicious
circumstance to the bigoted nationality of those days. Alto-
gether he was an unpopular man, even before he took the last
step of employing shears, instead of hands, to dress his wool.
He was quite aware of his unpopularity, and of the probable
consequences.  He had his mill prepared for an assault. He
took up hislodgingsinit; and thedoors were strongly barricaded
at night. On every step of the stairs there was placed aroller,
spiked with barbed points all round, so as to impede the ascent
of the rioters, if they succeeded in forcing the doors. On the
night of Saturday the nth of April, 1812, the assault was made.
Some hundreds of starving cloth-dressers assembled in the very
field near Kirklees that doped down from the house which Miss
Wooler afterwards inhabited, and were armed by their |leaders
with pistols, hatchets, and bludgeons, many of which had been
extorted by the nightly bands that prowled about the country,
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from such inhabitants of lonely houses as had provided them-
sdves with these means of sdf-defence The silent sullen
multitude marched in the dead of that spring night to Rawfolds,
and giving tongue with agreat shout, roused Mr. Cartwright up
to the knovwledg?e that the long-expected attack was come. He
waswithinwalls, itistrue; but against the fury of hundreds he
had only four of his own workmen and five soldiers to assist
him. These ten men, however, managed to k up such a
vigorous and well-directed fire of musketry that they defeated
all the desperate attempts of the multitude outside to break
down the doors, and force away into themill; and, after acon-
flict of twenty minutes, during which two of the assailants were
killed and several wounded, they withdrew in confusion, leavin
Mr. Cartwright master of thefield, but so dizzy and exhausted,
now the peril was past, that he forgot the nature of his defences,
and injured his leg rather seriously by one of the spiked rollers,
in attemPting to go up his own staircase. His dwelling was
near the factory. Some of the rioters vowed that, if he did not
givein, they would leave this, and go to his house, and murder
his wife and children. This was a terrible threat, for he had
been obliged to leave his family with only one or two soldiers
to defend the house. Mrs. Cartwright knew what they had
threatened; and on that dreadful night hearing, as she thought,
steps approaching, she snatched up her two infant children, and
put them in a basket up the great chimney, common in old-
fashioned Y orkshire houses.  One of the two children who had
been thus stowed away, used to point out with pride, after she
had grown up to woman's estate, the marks of musket shot, and
the traces of gunpowder on the walls of her father's mill. He
was the first that had offered any resistance to the progress of
the " Luddites," who had become by this time so numerous as
amost to assume the character of an insurrectionary army.  Mr.
Cartwright's conduct was so much admired by the neighbouring
mill-owners that they entered into a subscription for his benefit,
which amounted in the end to £3000.

Not much more than a fortnight after this attack on Raw-
folds, another manufacturer who emlployed the obnoxious
machinery, was shot down in broad daylight, as he was passing
over Crosdand Moor, which was skirted by a small plantation
in which the murderers lay hidden. The readers of Shirley
will recognise these circumstances, which were related to Miss
Bronte years after they occurred, but on the very spots where
they took place, and by persons who remembered full well those
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out of misery; and that, to spareit pain, he shot it with hisown
hands, and buried it where the ground sinking afterwards by the
working of acoal-pit, the bones cameto light. The traditional
colouring shows the animus with which his memory is regarded
by one st of people. By another, the neighbouring clergy, who
remember him riding, in his old age, down the hill on which his
house stood, qun his strong white horse—his bearing proud
and dignified, his shovel hat bent over and shadowing his keen
eagle eyes—going to his Sunday duty, like afaithful soldier that
dies in harness—who can appreciate his loyalty to conscience,
his sacrifices for duty, and his stand by his rellglon—h|smemory
isvenerated. In his extreme old age, arubric-meeting was held,
at which his clerical brethren gladly subscribed to present him
with atestimonial of their deep respect and regard.

This is a specimen of the strong character not seldom mani-
fested by the Yorkshire clergy of the Established Church. Mr.
Roberson was afriend of Charlotte Bronte'sfather; lived within
a couple of miles of Roe Head while she was at school there;
and wes deeply engaged in transactions, the memory of which
was yet recent when she heard of them, and of the part which he
had had in them. | may now say alittle on the character of
the Dissenting population immediately surrounding Roe Head;
for the " Tory and clergyman's daughter,” " taking interest in
politics ever snce she wasfive years old," and holding frequent
discussonswith such of the girls as were Dissenters and Radicals,
was sure to have made hersef as much acquainted as she could
with the condition of thoseto whom she was opposed in opinion.

The bulk of the population were Dissenters, principally I n-
dependents.  In the village of Heckmondwike, at one end of
which Roe Head is situated, there were two large chapels, be-
longing to that denomination, and one to the Methodists, aJI of
which were well filled two or three times on a Sunday, bes
having various prayer-meetings, fully attended, on week-days.
The inhabitants were a chapel-going people, very critical about
the doctrine of their sermons, tyrannical to their ministers, and
violent Radicals in politics. A friend, well acquainted with
the place when Charlotte Bronte was at school, has described
some events which occurred then among them:—

" A scene, which took place at the Lower Chapel at Heck-
mondwike, will give you some idea of the people at that time.
When a newly-married couple made their appearance at chapel,
it was the custom to sing the Wedding Anthem, just after the
last prayer, and as the congregation was quitting the chapel.
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The band of singers who performed this ceremony expected to
have money given them, and often passed the following night
in drinking; at least, so said the minister of the place; and
he determined to put an end to this custom. In this he was
supported by many members of the chapel and congregation;
but so strong was the democratic element, that he met with
the most violent opposition, and was often insulted when he
went into the street. A bride was expected to make her first
appearance, and the minister told the singers not to perform
the anthem. On their declaring they would, he had the large
pew which they usually occupied locked; they broke it open:
from the pulpit he told the congregation that, instead of their
singing a hymn, he would read a chapter. Hardly had he
uttered the first word, before up rose the singers, headed by a
tall, fierce-looking weaver, who gave out a hymn, and all sang
it at the very top of their voices, aided by those of their friends
who were in the chapel. Those who disapproved of the con-
duct of the singers, and sided with the minister, remained seated
till the hymn was finished. Then he gave out the chapter again,
read it, and preached. He was just about to conclude with
prayer, when up started the singers and screamed forth another
hymn. These disgraceful scenes were continued for many
weeks, and so violent was the feeling, that the different parties
could hardly keep from blows as they came through the chapel-
yard. The minister, at last, left the place, and along with him
went many of the most temperate and respectable part of the
congregation, and the singers remained triumphant.

" | believe that there was such a violent contest respecting
the choice of a pastor, about this time, in the upper chapel at
Heckmondwike, that the Riot Act had to be read at a church-

meeting."

Certainly, the soi-dtsant Christians who forcibly ejected Mr.
Redhead at Haworth, ten or twelve years before, held a very
heathen brotherhood with the soi-dtsant Christians of Heck-
mondwike; though the one set might be called members of
the Church of England, and the other Dissenters.

The letter from which | have taken the above extract relates
throughout to the immediate neighbourbood of the where

Charlotte Bronte se things
as they existed at tha iaving
been accustomed to t orders
in the agricultural dis d and

somewhat alarmed at irking
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dasses of Heckmondwike and Gomersall to those in a station
above them. The term 'lass' was as freely applied to any
young lady, as the word ' wench' is in Lancashire. The ex-
tremely untidy appearance of the villages shocked me not a
little, though 1 must do the housewives the justice to say that
the cottages themselves were not dirty, and had an air of rough
plenty about them (except when trade was bad), that | had
not been accustomed to s in the farming districts.  The heap
of cods on one sde of the house-door, and the brewing tubs
on the other, and the frequent perfume of malt and hops as you
walked along, proved that fire and " home-brewed " were to
be found at amost every man's hearth. Nor was hospitality,
one of the main virtues of Yorkshire, wanting. Oat-cake,
cheese, and beer, were freely pressed upon the visitor.

" There used to be a yearly festival, half religious, half
socia, held at Heckmondwike, called ' The Lecture. | fancy
it had come down from the times of the Nonconformists. A
sermon was preached by some stranger at the Lower Chapdl,
on a week-day evening, and the next day two sermons in suc-
cesson were delivered a the Upper Chapel. Of course, the
service was a very long one, and as the time was June, and
the weather often hot, It used to be regarded by myself and
my companions as no pleasurable way of passing the morning.
The rest of the day was spent in socid enjoyment; great
numbers of strangers flocked to the place; booths were erected
for the sde of toys and gingerbread (a sort of ' Holy Fair');
and the cottages having had a little extra paint and white-
washing, assumed quite a holiday look.

" The village of Gomersall" (where Charlotte Bronte's
friend ' Mary" lived with her family), " which was a much
prettier place than Heckmondwike, contained a strange-
looking cottage, built of rough unhewn stones, many of them
projecting considerably, with uncouth heads and grinning
faces carved upon them; and upon a stone above the door
was cut in large letters, ' SPITE HALL.' It was erected by a
man in the village, opposite to the house of his enemy, who had
just finished for himself a good house, commanding a beautiful
view down the valley, which this hideous building quite shut
out."

Fearless—because this people were quite familiar to all of
them—amidst such a population, lived and walked the gentle
Miss Wooler's eight or nine pupils. She hersdf was born and
bred among this rough, strong, fierce set, and knew the depth of
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goodness and loyalty that lay beneath their wild manners and
insubordinate ways. And the girls talked of the little world
around them, as if it were the only world that was, and had
their opinions and their parties, and ther fierce disussions
like their dders—posshly, their betters. And among them,
beloved and regpected by all, laughed at occasonally by a few,
but always to her face—lived, for two years, the plain, short-
sghted, oddly-dressed, sudious little girl they called Charlotte
Bronte.

CHAPTER VI

MissBRONTE left Roe Head in 1832, having won the affectionate
regard both of her teacher and her sthodlfdlows and having
formed there the two fagt friendships which laged her whole
lifelong; the onewith " Mary," who has not kept her letters;
theother with" E." who haskindly entrusted mewith asmuch
of her correspondence as she has preserved. In looking over
the earlier portion, | am gruck afresh by the absence of hope,
which formed such a strong characterigtic in Charlotte. At
an agewhen girls, in general, look forward toan eternal duration
of such fedings as they or their friends entertain, and can there-
fore s no hindrance to the fulfilment of any engagements
dependent on the future state of the affections, she is surprised
that E. kegps her promise to write. In after-life, | was pain-
fully impressed with the fact, that Miss Bronte never dared
to allow herdf to look forward with hope; that she had no
confidence in the future; and | thought, when | heard of the
sorrowful years she had passed through, that it had been this
pressure of grief which had crushed all buoyancy of expectation
out of her. But it appears from the letters, that it must have
been, s0 to peak, constitutional; or, perhaps, the degp pang
of losing her two dder 9¢ers combined with a permanent state
of bodily weskness in producing her hopdesness  If her trust
in God had been les strong, she would have given way to
unbounded anxiety, at many a period of her life. Asit was
we shall s she made a great and suocessful effort to leave
" her timesin His hands"

After her return home, she employed hersdf in teaching her
sgers over whom she had had superior advantages. She
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writes thus, July 21st, 1832, of her course of life at the parson-
age—

" An account of one day is an account of all. In the morning,
from nine o'clock till half-past twelve, | instruct my sisters,
and draw; then we walk till dinner-time. After dinner | sew
till tea-time, and after tea | either write, read, or do a little
fancy work, or draw, as| please. Thus, in one delightful, though
somewhat monotonous course, my life is passed. | have been
only out twice to tea since | came home. We are expecting
company this afternoon, and on Tuesday next we shall have
all the female teachers of the Sunday-school to tea."

It was about this time that Mr. Bronte provided his children
with a teacher in drawing, who turned out to be a man of
considerable talent, but very little principle. Although they
never attained to anything like proficiency, they took great
interest in acquiring this art; evidently, from an instinctive
desire to express their powerful imaginations in visible forms.
Charlotte told me, that, at this period of her life, drawing,
and walking out with her sisters, formed the two great pleasures
and relaxations of her day.

The three girls used to walk upwards towards the " purple-
black " moors, the sweeping surface of which was broken by
here and there a stone-quarry; and if they had strength and
time to go far enough, they reached a waterfall, where the beck
fell over some rocks into the " bottom." They seldom went
downwards through the village. They were shy of meeting
even familiar faces, and were scrupulous about entering the
house of the very poorest uninvited. They were steady teachers
at the Sunday-school, a habit which Charlotte kept up very
faithfully, even after she was left alone; but they never faced
their kind voluntarily, and always preferred the solitude and
freedom of the moors.

In the September of this year, Charlotte went to pay her
first visit to her friend E. It took her into the neighbourhood
of Roe Head, and brought her into pleasant contact with many
of her old schoolfellows. After this visit, she and her friend
seem to have agreed to correspond in French, for the sake of
improvement in the language. But this improvement could not
be great, when it could only amount to a greater familiarity
with dictionary words, and when there was no one to explain
to them that a verbal translation of English idioms hardly
constituted French composition; but the effort was laudable,
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and of itself shows how willing they both were to carry on the
education which they had begun under Miss Wooler. | will
give an extract which, whatever may be thought of the language,
is graphic enough, and presents us with a happy little family
picture; the eldest sister returning home to the two younger,
after a fortnight's absence.

" Jarrivait a Haworth en parfaite sauvete sans le moindre
accident ou malheur. Mes petites sceurs couraient hors de la
maison pour me rencontrer aussitot que la voiture se fit voir,
et elles m'embrassaient avec autant d'empressement, et de
plaisir, comme si j'avais 6t¢' absente pour plus d'an. Mon
Papa, ma Tante, et le monsieur dont mon frere avoit parte,
furent tous assembles dans le Salon, et en peu de temps je m'y
rendis aussi. C'est souvent I'ordre du Ciel que quand on a
perdu un plaisir il y en a un autre pret a prendre sa place.
Ainsi je venoit de partir de tres chers amis, mais tout a I'heure
je revins a des parens aussi chers et bons dans le moment.
Meme que vous me perdiez (ose-je croire que mon depart vous
6tait un chagrin?) vous attendites |'arrivee de votre frere, et
de votre sceur. J'ai donne a mes sceurs les pommes que vous
leur envoyiez avec tant de bonte; elles disent qu'elles sont sur
que Mademoiselle E. est tres aimable et bonne; |'une et |'autre
sont extremement impatientes de vous voir; j'espere qu'en peu
de mois elles auront ce plaisir."

But it was some time yet before the friends could meet,
and meanwhile they agreed to correspond once a month.
There were no events to chronicle in the Haworth letters.
Quiet days, occupied in teaching, and feminine occupations in
the house, did not present much to write about; and Charlotte
was naturally driven to criticise books.

Of these there were many in different plights, and according
to their plight, kept in different places. The well-bound were
ranged in the sanctuary of Mr. Bronte's study; but the pur-
chase of books was a necessary luxury to him, and as it was often
a choice between binding an old one, or buying a new one, the
familiar volume, which had been hungrily read by all the
members of the family, was sometimes in such a condition that
the bed-room shelf was considered its fitting place. Up and
down the house, were to be found many standard works of a
solid kind. Sir Walter Scott's writings, Wordsworth's and
Southey's poems were among the lighter literature; while, as
having a character of their own—earnest, wild, and occasionally
fanatical—may be named some of the books which came
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from the Branwel| side of the family—from the Cornish followers
of the saintly John Wedey—and which are touched on in the
account of the works to which Caroline Helstone had access in
Shirley:—" Some venerable Lady's Magazines, that had once
performed a voyage with their owner, and undergone a storm "
—(possibly part of the relics of Mrs. Bronte's possessons, con-
tained in the ship wrecked on the coast of Cornwall)—" and
whose pages were stained with salt water; some mad Methodist
Magazines full of miracles and ﬁoparitions, and preternatural
warnings, ominous dreams, and frenzied fanaticism; and the
equally mad Letters of Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe from the Dead
to the Living."

Mr. Bronte encouraged a taste for reading in his girls; and
though Miss Branwell kept it in due bounds, by the variety of
household occupations, in which she expected them not merely
to take a part, but to become proficients, thereby occupying
regularly a good portion of every day, they were alowed to
get books from the circulating library at Keighley; and many
a happy walk, up those long four miles, must they have had,
burdened with some new book, into which they peeped as they
hurried home. Not that the books were what would generally
be caled new; in the beginning of 1833, the two friends ssem
amost simultaneously to have fallen upon Kenilworth, and
Charlotte writes as follows about it: —

"1 am glad you like Kenilworth; it is certainly more re-
sembling a romance than a novel: in my opinion, one of the
most interesting works that ever emanated from the great
Sir Walter's pen. Varney is certainly the personification of
consummate villany; and in the delineation of his dark and
profoundly artful mind, Scott exhibits a wonderful knowledge
of human nature, as well as a surprising skill in embodying
his perceptions, so as to enable others to become participators
in that knowledge."

Commonplace as this extract may seem, it is noteworthy
on two or three accounts: in thefirst place, instead of discussing
the plot or story, she andyses the character of Varney; and
next, she, knowing nothing of the world, both from her youth
and her isolated position, has yet been so accustomed to hear
" human nature " distrusted, as to receive the notion of intense
and artful villany without surprise.

What was formal and setin her way of writing to E. diminished
as their personad acquaintance increased, and as each came to
know the home of the other; so that small details concerning
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people and places had their interest and their significance.
In the summer of 1833, she wrote to invite her friend to come
and pay her a visit. " Aunt thought it would be better "
(she says) " to defer it until about the middle of summer, as
the winter, and even the spring seasons, are remarkably cold
and bleak among our mountains."

The first impression made on the visitor by the sisters of
her school-friend was, that Emily was a tall, long-armed girl,
more fully grown than her elder sister; extremely reserved in
manner. | distinguish reserve from shyness, because | imagine
shyness would please, if it knew how; whereas, reserve is
indifferent whether it pleases or not. Anne, like her eldest
sister, was shy; Emily was reserved.

Bran well was rather a handsome boy, with " tawny " hair,
to use Miss Bronte's phrase for a more obnoxious colour. All
were very clever, original, and utterly different to any people
or family E. had ever seen before. But, on the whole, it was
a happy visit to all parties. Charlotte says, in writingto E.,
just after her return home—" Were | to tell you of theimpres
sion you have made on every one here, you would accuse me
of flattery. Papa and aunt are continually adducing you as
an example for me to shape my actions and behaviour by.
Emily and Annesay * they never saw any one they liked so well
as you." And Tabby, whom you have absolutely fascinated,
talks a great deal more nonsense about your ladyship than |
care to repeat. It is now so dark that, notwithstanding the
singular property of seeing in the night-time, which the young
ladies at Roe Head used to attribute to me, | can scribble no
longer."

To a visitor at the parsonage, it was a great thing to have
Tabby's good word. She had a Yorkshire keenness of per-
ception into character, and it was not everybody she liked.

Haworth is built with an utter disregard of all sanitary
conditions: the great old churchyard lies above all the houses,
and it is terrible to think how the very water-springs of the
pumps below must be poisoned. But this winter of 1833-4
was particularly wet and rainy, and there were an unusual
number of deaths in thevillage. A dreary season it was to the
family in the parsonage: their usual walks obstructed by the
spongy state of the moors—the passing and funeral bells so
frequently tolling, and filling the heavy air with their mournful
sound—and, when they were still, the " chip, chip" of the
mason, as he cut the grave-stones in a shed close by. In many,

*D318
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living, as it were, in a churchyard—for the parsonage is sur-
rounded by it on three sides—and with all the sights and
sounds connected with the last offices to the dead things of
every-day occurrence, the very familiarity would have bred
indifference. But it was otherwise with Charlotte Bronte.
One of her friends says:—"| have seen her turn pale and
feel faint when, in Hartshead church, some one accidentally
remarked that we were walking over graves."

About the beginning of 1834, E. went to London for the
first time. The idea of her friend's visit seems to have stirred
Charlotte strangely. She appears to have formed her notions
of its probable consequences from some of the papers in
the British Essayists, The Rambler, The Mirror, or The
Lounger, which may have been among the English classics
on the parsonage book-shelves; for she evidently imagines
that an entire change of character for the worse is the usual
effect of a visit to " the great metropolis,” and is delighted
to find that E. is E. still. And, as her faith in her friend's
stability is restored, her own imagination is deeply moved
by the ideas of what great wonders are to be seen in that
vast and famous city.

" Haworth, February 20th, 1834.

" Your letter gave me real and heartfelt pleasure, mingled
with no small share of astonishment. Mary had previously
informed me of your departure for London, and | had not ven-
tured to calculate on any communication from you while sur-
rounded by the splendours and novelties of that great city,
which has been called the mercantile metropolis of Europe.
Judging from human nature, | thought that a little country
girl, for the first time in a situation so well calculated to excite
curiosity, and to distract attention, would lose all remembrance,
for atime at least, of distant and familiar objects, and give her-
self up entirely to the fascination of those scenes which were then
presented to her view. Your kind, interesting, and most wel-
come epistle showed me, however, that | had been both mistaken
and uncharitable in these suppositions. | was greatly amused
at the tone of nonchalance which you assumed, while treating of
London and its wonders. Did you not feel awed while gazing
at St. Paul's and Westminster Abbey ? Had you no feeling of
intense and ardent interest, when in St. James's you saw the
palace where so many of England's kings have held their courts,
and beheld the representations of their persons on the walls?
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Y ou should not be too much afraid of appearing country-bred;
the magnificence of London has drawn exclamations of astonish-
ment from travelled men, experienced in the world, its wonders
and beauties. Have you yet seen anything of the great person-
ages whom the sitting of Parliament now detains in London—
the Duke of Wellington, Sir Robert Pedl, Earl Grey, Mr. Stanley,
Mr. O'Conndll ? If | were you, | would not be too anxious to
spend my timein reading whilst in town. Make use of your own
eyes for the purposes of observation now, and, for a time at
least, lay asde the spectacles with which authors would furnish
us."

In a postscript she adds—

" Will you be kind enough to inform me of the number of
performers in the King's military band? "

And in something of the same strain she writes on

* June 19th.

" MY own DEAR E., | may rightfully and truly cal you so
now. You have returned or are returning from London—from
the great city which is to me as apocryphal as Babylon, or
Nineveh, or ancient Rome. You are withdrawing from the
world (as it is called), and bringing with you—if your letters
enable me to form a correct judgment—a heart as unsophisti-
cated, as natural, astrue, as that you carried there. | am dow,
very dow, to believe the protestations of another; | know my
own sentiments, | can read my own mind, but the minds of the
rest of man and woman kind are to me seded volumes, hiero-
glyphical scrolls, which | cannot easily either unseal or decipher.
Y et time, careful study, long acquaintance, overcome most diffi-
culties ; and, in your case, | think they have succeeded well in
bringing to light and construing that hidden language, whose
turnings, windings, inconsistencies, and obscurities, so fre-
quently baffle the reseerches of the honest observer of human
nature. ... | am truly grateful for your mindfulness of so
obscure a person as mysdlf, and | hope the pleasure is not alto-
gether selfish; | trust itis partly derived from the constiousness
that my friend's character is of a higher, a more steadfast order
than | was once perfectly aware of. Few girls would have done
as you have done—would have beheld the glare, and glitter, and
dazzling display of London with dispositions so unchanged, heart
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s0 uncontaminated. | s no affectation in your letters, no
tr|f||ng, no frivolous contempt of plain, and weak admiration of

showy persons and things.'

In these days of cheap railway trips, we may smile at the idea
of a short visit to London having any great effect upon the
character, whatever it may have upon the mtellect But her
London—her great apocrypha city—was the "town" of a
century before, to which giddy daughters dragged unW|II|ng?

or went with |njud|C|ous frlen s, to the detriment of al
their better qualities, and sometimes to the ruin of their fortunes;
it was the Vanity Fair of the Pilgrim's Progress to her.

But s the just and admirable sense with which she can treat
a subject of which sheis ale to overlook all the bearings.

" Haworth, July 4th, 1834.

" In your last, you request me to tell you of your faults. Now,
really, how can you be so foolish! | won't tell you of your
faults, because | don't know them. What a creature would
that be, who, after recelving an affectionate and kind letter from
a beloved friend, should sit down and write a catalogue of defects
by way of answer' Imagine me doing so, and then consider
what epithets you would bestow on me. ~ Conceited, dogmatical,
hyrpocrmcal I|ttlehumbug, | should think, would bethe mildest.

child!’ 1've neither time nor inclination to reflect on your

faults when you are so far from me, and when, besides kind
|etters and presents, and so forth, are continually bringing forth
your goodness in the most prominent light. Then, too, there

e judicious relations aJwa?/s round you, who can much better
dlsc arge that unpleasant office. | have no doubt their advice
is completely at your service; why then should | intrude mine?
[f you will not hear them, it will be vain though one should rise
from the dead to instruct you. Let us have no more nonsense,
if you love me. Mr.——isgoing to be married, ishe? Well,
his wife elect appeared to me to be a plever and amiable lady, as
far as | could judge from the little | saw of her, and from your
account. Now to that flattering sentence must | tack on a list
of her faults? You say it is in contemplation for you to leave

——. | am sorry for it. is a pleasant spot, one of the
old family halls of England, surrounded by lawn and woodland,
spesking of past times, and suggesting (to me at least) happy
fedings. M. thought you grown less, did she? | am not
grown a bit, but as short and dumpy as ever. You ask me to
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recommend you some books for your perusal. | will dosoin as
few words as | can. If you like poetry, let it be first-rate;
Milton, Shakspeare, Thomson, Goldsmith, Pope (if you will,
though | don't admire him), Scott, Byron, Campbell, Words-
worth, and Southey. Now don't be startled at the names of
Shakspeare and Byron. Both these were great men, and their
works are like themselves. You will know how to choose the
good, and to avoid the evil; the finest passages are always the
purest, the bad areinvariably revolting; you will never wish to
read them over twice. Omit the comedies of Shakspeareand the
" Don Juan," perhapsthe" Cain," of Byron, though the latter
is a magnificent poem, and read the rest fearlessly; that must
indeed be a depraved mind which can gather evil from Henry
VIIl., from Richard I11., from Macheth, and Hamlet, and
Julius Ccesar.  Scott's sweet, wild, romantic poetry can do you
no harm. Nor can Wordsworth's, nor Campbell's, nor Southey's
—the greatest part at least of his; some is certainly objection-
able. For history, read Hume, Rollin, and the Universal
History, if you can; | never did. For fiction, read Scott alone;
all novels after his are worthless. For biography, read Johnson's
Lives of the Poets, Boswell's Life of Johnson, Southey's Life of
Nelson, Lockhart's Life of Burns, Moore's Life of Sheridan,
Moore's Life of Byron, Wolfe's Remains. For natural history,
read Bewick and Audubon, and Goldsmith, and White's History
of Selborne. For divinity, your brother will advise you there.
| can only say, adhere to standard authors, and avoid novelty."

From this list, we see that she must have had a good range
of books from which to choose her own reading. It is evident,
that the womanly consciences of these two correspondents were
anxiously alive to many questions discussed among the stricter
religionists. The morality of Shakspeare needed the confirma-
tion of Charlotte's opinion to the sensitive E.; and alittle later,
she inquired whether dancing was objectionable, when indulged
in for an hour or two in parties of boys and girls. Charlotte
replies, " | should hesitate to express a difference of opinion

from Mr. , or from your excellent sister, but really the
matter seems to me to stand thus. It is allowed on all hands,
that the sin of dancing consists not in the mere action of " shak-
ing the shanks" (as the Scotch say), but in the consequences
that usually attend it; namely, frivolity and waste of time;
when it is used only, as in the case you state, for the exercise
and amusement of an hour among young people (who strrely
may without any breach of God's commandments be allowed
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a little light-heartedness), these conseguences cannot follow.
Ergo (according to my manner of arguing), the amusement is at
such times perfectly innocent.”

Although the distance between Haworth and B——was but
seventeen miles, it was difficult to go straight from the one to
the other without hiring a gig or vehicle of some kind for the
journey. Hence a visit from Charlotte required a good ded
of pre-arrangement. The Haworth gig was not aways to be had,
and Mr. Bronte was often unwilling to fall into any arrangement
for meeting at Bradford or other places, which would occasion
trouble to others. They had all an ample share of that sensitive
pride which led them to dread incurring obligations, and to fear
" outstaying their welcome " when on any visit. | am not sure
whether Mr. Bronte did not consider distrust of others as a part
of that knowledge of human nature on which he piqued himself.
His precepts to this effect, combined with Charlotte's lack of
hope, made her aways fearful of loving too much; of wearying
the objects of her affection; and thus she was often trying
to restrain her warm fedlings, and was ever chary of that pre-
snce so invariably welcome to her true friends.  According to
this mode of acting, when she was invited for a month, she
stayed but a fortnight amidst E.'s family, to whom every visit
only endeared her the more, and by whom she was received
with that kind of quiet gladness with which they would have
greeted a sister.

She still kept up her childish interest in politics. In March,
1835, she writes: " What do you think of the course politics
aretaking? | make thisinquiry, because | now think you take
a wholesome interest in the matter; formerly you did not care
greatly about it. B., you s istriumphant. Wretch! | am
a hearty hater, and if there is any one | thoroughly abhor, it is
that man. But the Opposition is divided, Red-hots, and L uke-
warms; and the Duke (par-excellence the Duke,) and Sir Robert
Pedl show no signs of insecurity, though they have been twice
beat; so ' Courage, mon amie,' as the old chevaiers used to say,
before they joined battle."

In the middle of the summer of 1835, a great family plan was
mooted at the parsonage.  The question was, to what trade or
profession should Bran well be brought up ? He was now nearly
eighteen; it wastimeto decide. He was very clever, no doubt;
perhaps, to begin with, the greatest genius in this rare family.
The sgters hardly recognised their own, or each others powers,
but they knew his. The father, ignorant of many failings in
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moral conduct, did proud homage to the great gifts of his son;
for Branwell's talents.were readily and willingly brought out
for the entertainment of others. Popular admiration was
sweet to him. And this led to his presence being sought at
" arvills" and all the great village gatherings, for the Y orkshire
men have a keen relish for intellect; and it likewise procured
him the undesirable distinction of having his company recom-
mended by the landlord of the Black Bull to any chance traveller
who might happen to fed solitary or dull over hisliquor. " Do
you want some one to help you with your bottle, sir ? If you
do, I'll send up for Patrick " (o the villagers called him till the
day of his death). And while the messenger went, the landlord
entertained his guest with accounts of the wonderful talents of
the boy, whose precocious cleverness, and great conversationa
powers, were the pride of the village. The attacks of ill health
to which Mr. Bronte had been subject of late years, rendered
it not only necessary that he should take his dinner done (for
the ske of avoiding temptations to unwholesome diet), but
made it dso desirable that he should pess the time directly suc-
ceeding his meds in perfect quiet. And this necessity, com-
bined with due attention to his parochial duties, made him
partially ignorant how his son employed himself out of lesson-
time. His own youth had been Sﬁg{eamong people of the same
conventional rank as those into wi companionship Branwell
was now thrown; but he had had a strong will, and an earnest
and persevering ambition, and a resoluteness of purpose which
his wesker son wanted.

It is singular how strong a yearning the whole family had
towards the art of drawing. Mr. Bronte had been very solici-
tous to get them good instruction; the girls themsalves loved
everything connected with it—all descriptions or engravings of
great pictures;, and, in default of good ones they would take
and analyse any print or drawing which came in their way, and
find out how much thought had gone to its composition, what
idess it was intended to suggest, and what it did suggest. In
the same spirit, they laboured to design imaginations of their
own; they lacked the power of execution, not of conception.
At one time, Charlotte had the notion of making her living as an
artist, and wearied her eyes in drawing with pre-Raphaelite
minuteness, but not with pre-Raphaelite accuracy, for she drew
from fancy rather than from nature.

But they all thought there could be no doubt about Branwell's
talent for drawing. | have seen an oil painting of his, done |
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know not when, but probably about this time. It was a group
of his sgters, life size, three-quarters length; not much better
than sign-painting, as to manipulation; but the likenesses were,
| should think, admirable. | could only judge of the fidelity
with which the other two were depicted, from the striking re-
semblance which Charlotte, upholding the great frame of canvas,
and consequently standing right behind it, bore to her own
representation, though it must have been ten years and more
since the portraits were taken. The picture was divided, almost
in the middle, by a great pillar. On the side of the column
which was lighted by the sun, stood Charlotte, in the womanly
dress of that day of jigot deeves and large collars. On the
deeply shadowed side, was Emily, and Anne's gentle face rest-
ing on her shoulder. Emily's countenance struck me as full of
power; Charlotte's of solicitude; Anne's of tenderness. The
two younger seemed hardly to have attained their full growth,
though Emily was taller than Charlotte; they had cropped
hair, and a more girlish dress. | remember looking on those
two sad, earnest, shadowed faces, and wondering whether | could
trace the mysterious expression which is said to foretell an early
death. | had some fond superstitious hope that the column
divided their fates from hers, who stood apart in the canvas, as
in life she survived. | liked to se that the bright side of the
pillar was towards her—that the light in the picture fell on her :
I might more truly have sought in her presentment—nay, in her
living face—for the sign of death in her prime. They were good
likenesses, however badly executed. From thence | should
guess his family augured truly that, if Branwell had but the
opportunity, and, alasl had but the moral qualities, he might
turn out a great painter.

The best way of preparing him to become so appeared to be
to send him as a pupil to the Royal Academy. | dare say, he
longed and yearned to follow this path, principally because it
would lead him to that mysterious London—that Babylon
the great—which seems to have filled the imaginations and
haunted the minds of all the younger members of this recluse
family. To Branwell it was more than a vivid imagination, it
was an impressed reality. By dint of studying maps, he was
as well acquainted with it, even down to its by-ways, as if he
had lived there. Poor misguided fellow! this craving to see
and know London, and that stronger craving after fame, were
never to be satisfied. He was to die at the end of a short and
blighted life. But in this year of 1835, all his home kindred
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were thinking how they could best forward his views, and how
help him up to the pinnacle where he desired to be. What
their plans were, let Charlotte explain. These are not the first
ssters who have laid their lives as a sacrifice before their
brother'sidolised wish. Would to God they might be the last
who met with such amiserable return!

" Haworthy July 6th, 1835.

" | had hoped to have had the extreme pleasure of seeing you
at Haworth this summer, but human affairs are mutable, and
human resolutions must bend to the course of events. We are
all about to divide, break up, separate. Emily is going to school.
Branwell is going to London, and | am going to be a governess.
Thislast determination | formed myself, knowing that | should
have to take the step some time, ' and better sune as syne,' to
use the Scotch proverb; and knowing well that papa would
have enough to do with hislimited income, should Branwell be
placed at the Royal Academy, and Emily at Roe Head. Where
am | going to resde? you will ask. Within four miles of you,
at a place neither of us are unacquainted with, being no other
than the identical Roe Head mentioned above. Yes! | am
going to teach in the very school where | was myself taught.
Miss Wooler made me the offer, and | preferred it to one or two
proposals of private governess-ship, which | had before received.
| am sad—very sad—at the thoughts of leaving home; but
duty—necessity—these are stern mistresses, who will not be
disobeyed. Did | not once say you ought to be thankful for
your independence? | felt what | said at the time, and | repeat
it now with double earnestness; if anything would cheer me, it
is the idea of being <0 near you. Surely, you and Polly will
come and s me; it would be wrong in me to doubt it; you
were never unkind yet. Emily and | leave home on the 27th of
this month; the idea of being together consoles us both some-
what, and, truth, since | must enter a situation,' My lines have
fallenin pleasant places.” | both love and respect Miss Wooler."

CHAPTER VIII

ON the 29th of July, 1835, Charlotte, now little more than
nineteen years old, went as teacher to Miss Wooler's. Emily
accompanied her, as a pupil; but she became literally ill
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from home-sickness, and could not settle to anything, and
after passing only three months at Roe Head, returned to the
parsonage and the beloved moors.

Miss Bronte gives the following reasons as those which pre-
vented Emily's remaining at school, and caused the substitution
of her younger sister in her place at Miss Wooler's:—

" My sister Emily loved the moors. Flowers brighter than
the rose bloomed in the blackest of the heath for her;—out of a
sullen hollow in alivid hill-side, her mind could make an Eden.
She found in the bleak solitude many and dear delights; and
not the least and best-loved was—liberty. Liberty was the
breath of Emily's nostrils; without it she perished. The change
from her own home to a school, and from her own very noiseless,
very secluded, but unrestricted and unartificial mode of life, to
one of disciplined routine (though under the kindest auspices),
was what she failed in enduring. Her nature proved here too
strong for her fortitude. Every morning, when she woke, the
vision of home and the moors rushed on her, and darkened and
saddened the day that lay before her. Nobody knew what
ailed her but me. | knew only too well. In this struggle her
health was quickly broken: her white face, attenuated form,
and failing strength, threatened rapid decline. | felt in my
heart she would die, if she did not go home, and with this con-
viction obtained her recall. She had only been three months
at school; and it was some years before the experiment of send-
ing her from home was again ventured on."

This physical suffering on Emily's part when absent from
Haworth, after recurring several times under similar circum-
stances, became at length so much an acknowledged fact, that
whichever was obliged to leave home, the sisters decided that
Emily must remain there, where alone she could enjoy anything
like good health. Sheleft it twice againin her life; once going
as teacher to a school in Halifax for six months, and afterwards
accompanying Charlotte to Brussels for ten. When at home,
she took the principal part of the cooking upon herself, and did
all the household ironing; and after Tabby grew old and infirm,
it was Emily who made all the bread for the family; and any
one passing by the kitchen-door, might have seen her studying
German out of an open book, propped up before her, as she
kneaded the dough; but no study, however interesting, inter-
fered with the goodness of the bread, which was always light
and excellent. Books were, indeed, a very common sight in
that kitchen; the girls were taught by their father theoretically,



Her Life at Miss Wooler's 91

and by their aunt practically, that to take an active partin all
household work was, in their position, woman's simple duty;
but, in their careful employment of time, they found many an
odd five minutes for reading while watching the cakes, and
managed the union of two kinds of employment better than
King Alfred.

Charlotte's life at Miss Wooler's was a very happy one, until
her health failed. She sincerely loved and respected the former
schoolmistress, to whom she was now become both companion
and friend. The girls were hardly strangers to her, some of
them being younger sisters of those who had been her own play-
mates. Though the duties of the day might be tedious and
monotonous, there were always two or three happy hours to
look forward to in the evening, when she and Miss Wooler sat
together—sometimes late into the night—and had quiet pleasant
conversations, or pauses of silence as agreeable, because each
felt that as soon as a thought or remark occurred which they
wished to express, there was an intelligent companion ready to
sympathise, and yet they were not compelled to " make talk."

It was about this time that an event happened in the neigh-
bourhood of Leeds, which excited a good deal of interest. A
young lady, who held the situation of governess in a very re-
spectable family, had been wooed and married by a gentleman,
holding some subordinate position in the commercial firm to
which the young lady's employer belonged. A year after her
marriage, during which time she had given birth to a child, it
was discovered that he whom she called husband had another
wife. Report now says, that this first wife was deranged, and
that he had made this an excuse to himself for his subsequent
marriage. But, at any rate, the condition of the wife who was
no wife—of the innocent mother of the illegitimate child—ex-
cited the deepest commiseration; and the case was spoken of
far and wide, and at Roe Head among other places.

Miss Wooler was always anxious to afford Miss Bronte every
opportunity of recreation in her power; but the difficulty often
was to persuade her to avail herself of the invitations which
came, urging her to spend Saturday and Sunday with E. and
Mary, in theii respective homes, that lay within the distance of
awalk. But Miss Bronte was too apt to consider, that allow-
ing herself a holiday was a dereliction of duty, and to refuse
herself the necessary change from something of an over-ascetic
spirit, betokening a loss of healthy balance in either body or
mind. Indeed, it is clear that such was the case, from an
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extract referring to this time, taken out of the letter | have
before referred to, from " Mary."

" Three years after "—(the period when they were at school
together)—" | heard that she had gone as teacher to Miss
Wooler's. | went to s her, and asked how she could give s0
much for so little money, when she could live without it. She
owned that, after clothing hersdf and Anne, there was nothing
left, though she had hoped to be able to save something. She
confessed it was not brilliant, but what could she do? | had
nothing to answer. She seemed to have no interest or pleasure
beyond the fedling of duty, and, when she could get, used to sit
aone, and ' make out.' She told me afterwards, that one even-
ing she had sat in the dressing-room until it was quite dark, and
then observing it all at once, had taken sudden fright." No
doubt she remembered this well when she described a similar
terror getting hold upon Jane Eyre. She says in the story, " |
sat looking at the white bed and overshadowed walls—occa
sionally turning a fascinated eye towards the gleaming mirror—
| began to recall what | had heard of dead men troubled in their
graves ... | endeavoured to be firm; shaking my hair from
my eyes, | lifted my head and tried to look boldly through the
dark room; at this moment, a ray from the moon penetrated
ome aperture in the blind.  No! moonlight was still, and this
stirred , . . prepared as my mind was for horror, shaken as
my nerves were by agitation, | thought the swift-darting beam
was a herald of some coming vision from another world. My
heart beat thick, my head grew hot; a sound filled my ears
which | deemed the rustling of wings; something seemed near
me." i

" From that time,” Mary adds, " her imaginations became
gloomy or frightful; she could not help it, nor help thinking.
She could not forget the gloom, could not deep at night, nor
attend in the day."

Of course, the state of health thus described came on gradu-
ally, and is not to be taken as a picture of her condition in 1836.
Y et even then there is a despondency in some of her expressions,
that too sadly reminds one of some of Cowper's |etters.  And it
is remarkable how deeply his poems impressed her.  His words,
his verses, came more frequently to her memory, | imagine,
than those of any other poet.

JaneEyre, Vol. | ., page 20.
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" May 10th, 1836.

" | was struck with the note you sent me with the umbrella;
it showed a degree of interest in my concerns which | have no
right to expect from any earthly creature. | won't play the
hypocrite; | won't answer your kind, gentle, friendly questions
in the way you wish me to. Don't deceive yourself by imagin-
ing | have a bit of real goodness about me. My darling, if | were
like you, | should have my face Zion-ward, though prejudice
and error might occasionally fling a mist over the glorious vision
before me—but | am not like you. If you knew my thoughts,
the dreams that absorb me, and the fiery imagination that at
times eats me up, and makes mc feel society, as it is, wretchedly
insipid, you would pity and | dare say despiss me. But |
know the treasures of the Bible; | love and adore them. |
can see the Well of Lifein all its clearness and brightness; but
when | stoop down to drink of the pure waters they fly from my
lips asif | were Tantalus.

" Youarefar tookind and frequent in your invitations. You
puzzle me. | hardly know how to refuse, and it is still more
embarrassing to accept. At any rate, | cannot come this week,
for we are in the very thickest melee of the Repetitions. | was
hearing the terrible fifth section when your note arrived. But
Miss Wooler says | must gotoMary next Friday, as she promised
for meon Whit-Sunday; and on Sunday morning | will join you
at church, if it be convenient, and stay till Monday. There'sa
free and easy proposal! Miss Wooler has driven metoit. She
says her character is implicated.”

Good, kind Miss Wooler! however monotonous and trying
were the duties Charlotte had to perform under her roof, there
was always a genial and thoughtful friend watching over her,
and urging her to partake of any little piece of innocent recrea-
tion that might come in her way. And in those Midsummer
holidays of 1836, her friend E. cameto stay with her at Haworth,
so there was one happy tame secured.

Here follows a series of letters, not dated, but belonging to
thelatter portion of thisyear; and again we think of the gentle
and melancholy Cowper.

" MY dear dear E.,— 1| am at this moment trembling all over
with excitement, after reading your note; it is what | never
received before—it is the unrestrained pouring out of a warm,
gentle, generous heart. ... | thank you with energy for this
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kindness. | will no longer shrink from answering your ques
tions. | dowish to be better than | am. | pray fervently some-
times to be made s0. | have stings of conscience, visitings of
remorse, glimpses of holy, of inexpressible things, which formerly
| used to be a stranger to; it may all die away, and | may be in
utter midnight, but | implore a merciful Redeemer, that, if this
be the dawn of the gospel, it may still brighten to perfect day.
Do not mistake me—do not think 1 am good; | only wish to be
. | only hate my former flippancy and forwardness. Oh! |
am no better than ever | was. | am in that state of horrid,
gloomy uncertainty that, at this moment, | would submit to be
old, grey-haired, to have passed all my youthful days of enjoy-
ment, and to be settling on the verge of the grave, if | could only
thereby ensure the prospect of reconciliation to God, and re-
demption through His Son's merit. | never was exactly cardess
of these matters, but | have always taken a clouded and repul-
sive view of them; and now, if possible, the clouds are gathering
darker, and a more oppressive despondency weighs on my spirits.
Y ou have cheered me, my darling; for one moment, for an atom
of time, | thought | might call you my own sister in the spirit;
but the excitement is past, and | am now as wretched and hope-
lessas ever. Thisvery night | will pray as you wish me. May
the Almighty hear me compassionately! and | humbly hope he
will, for you will strengthen my polluted petitions with your own
pure requests. All is bustle and confusion round me, the ladies
pressing with their sums and their lessons. ... If you love me,
do, do, do come on Friday: | shall watch and wait for you, and
if you disappoint me | shall weep. | wish you could know the
thrill of delight which | experienced, when, as | stood at the

dining-room window, | saw. , as he whirled past, toss your
little packet over the wall."

Huddersfield market-day was still the great period for
events at Roe Head. Then girls, running round the corner of
the house and peeping between tree-stems, and up a shadowy
lane, could catch a glimpse of a father or brother driving to
market in his gig; might, perhaps, exchange a wave of the
hand; or see as Charlotte Bronte did from thewindow forbidden
to pupils, a white packet tossed over the wall, by some swift
strong motion of an arm, the rest of the traveller's body unseen.

" Weary with a day's hard work ... | am sitting down to
write a few linesto my dear E.  Excuse me if | say nothing but
nonsense, for my mind is exhausted and dispirited. It is a
stormy evening, and the wind is uttering a continual moaning
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sound, that makes me feel very melancholy. At such times—in
such moods as these—it is my nature to seek repose in some calm
tranquil idea, and | have now summoned up your image to give
me rest. There you sit, upright and still, in your black dress,
and white scarf, and pale marble-like face—just like reality. |
wish you would speak to me. |If we should be separated—if it
should be our lot to live at a great distance, and never to see
each other again—in old age, how | should conjure up the
memory of my youthful days, and what a melancholy pleasure
| should feel in dwelling on the recollection of my early friend!
. | have some qualities that make me very miserable, some
feelings that you can have no participation in—that few, very
few, people in the world can at all understand. | don't pride
myself on these peculiarities. | strive to conceal and suppress
them as much as | can; but they burst out sometimes, and then
those who see the explosion despise me, and | hate myself for

days afterwards. ... | have just received your epistle and
what accompanied it. | can't tell what should induce you and
your sisters to waste your kindness on such a one as me. |'m

obliged to them, and | hope you'll tell them so. |'m obliged to
you also, more for your note than for your present. The first
gave me pleasure, the last something like pain."

The nervous disturbance, which is stated to have troubled
her while she was at Miss Wooler's, seems to have begun to
distress her about this time; at least, she herself speaks of
her irritable condition, which was certainly only a temporary
ailment.

" You have been very kind to me of late, and have spared me
all those little sallies of ridicule, which, owing to my miserable
and wretched touchiness of character, used formerly to make
me wince, as if | had been touched with a hot iron; things that
nobody €lse cares for, enter into my mind and rankle there like
venom. | know these feelings are absurd, and therefore | try
to hide them, but they only sting the deeper for concealment.”

Compare this state of mind with the gentle resignation with
which she had submitted to be put aside as usdless, or told of
her ugliness by her schoolfellows, only three years before.

" My life since | saw you has passed as monotonously and un-
broken as ever; nothing but teach, teach, teach, from morning
till night. The greatest variety | ever have is afforded by a
letter from you, or by meeting with a pleasant new book. The
Life of Oberlin, and Legh Richmond's Domestic Portraiture, are
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the last of this description. The latter work strongly attracted
and strangely fascinated my attention. Beg, borrow, or steal
it without delay; and read the Memoir of Wilberforce—that
short record of a brief uneventful life; | shall never forgetit; it
is beautiful, not on account of the language in which it iswritten,
not on account of the incidents it details, but because of the
simple narrative it gives of a young talented sincere Christian."

About this time Miss Wooler removed her school from the
fine, open, breezy situation of Roe Head, to Dewsbury Moor,
only two or three miles distant. Her new residence was a much
lower site, and the air much less pure and exhilarating to one
bred at the wild hill-village of Haworth. Charlotte felt the
change extremely, and regretted it not merely on her own
account, but for the sake of her sister Anne. Moreover, Emily
had gone as teacher to a school at Halifax, where there were
nearly forty pupils.

" | have had one letter from her since her departure,” writes
Charlotte, on October 2nd, 1836: " it gives an appalling account
of her duties; hard labour from six in the morning to eleven at
night, with only one half-hour of exercise between. This is
slavery | fear she can never stand it."

When the sisters met at home in the Christmas holidays, they
talked over their lives, and the prospect which they afforded of
occupation and remuneration. They felt that it was a duty to
relieve their father of the burden of their support, if not entirely,
or that of all three, at least that of one or two; and, naturally,
the lot devolved upon the elder ones to find some remunerative
occupation. They knew that they were never likely to inherit
much money. Mr. Bronte* had but a small stipend, and was
both charitableand liberal. Their aunt had an annuity of £50,
but it reverted to others at her death, and her nieces had no
right, and were the last persons in the world, to reckon upon
her savings. What could they do? Charlotte and Emily were
trying teaching, and, as it seemed, without much success The
former, it is true, had the happiness of having a friend for her
employer, and of being surrounded by those who knew her and
loved her; but her salary was too small for her to save out of
it; and her education did not entitle her to a larger. The
sedentary and monotonous nature of the life, too was preying
upon her health and spirits, although, with necessity " as her
mistress/' she might hardly like to acknowledge this even to
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hersdlf. But Emily—that free, wild, untamesble spirit, never
happy nor well but on the sweeping moors that gathered round
her home—that hater of strangers, doomed to live amongst
them, and not merely to live but to save in their service—what
Charlotte could have borne patiently for hersdlf, she could not
bear for her sister.  And yet what to do? She had once hoped
that she hersalf might become an artist, and so earn her liveli-
hood; but her eyes had failed her in the minute and usdes
Iat()jour which she had imposed upon hersdf with a view to this
end.

I't was the household custom among these girls to saw till
nine o'clock at night At that hour, Miss Branwell generdly
went to bed, and her nieces duties for the day were accounted
done. They put away their work, and began to pace the room
backwards and forwards, up and down—as often with the
candles extinguished, for economy's sake, as not,—their figures
glancing into the fire-light, and out into the shadow, perpetually.
At this time, they talked over past cares, and troubles; they
planned for the future, and consulted each other as to their
plans. In after years, this was the time for discussing together
the plots of their novels. And again, still later, this was the
time for the last surviving sister to walk aone, from old accus-
tomed habit, round and round the desolate room, thinking sadly
upon the " days that were no more." But this Chrismas of
1836 was not without its hopes, and daring aspirations. They
had tried their hands at story-writing, in their miniature
magazine, long ago; they all of them " made out " perpetually.
They had likewise attempted to write poetry; and had a modest
confidence that they had achieved a tolerable success. But
they knew that they might decelve themselves, and that sisters
judgments of each other's productions were likely to be too
partial to be depended upon. So Charlotte, as the eldest, re-
solved to write to Southey. | believe (from an expression in
a letter to be noticed hereafter), that she aso consulted Cole-
ridge; but | have not met with any part of that correspondence.

On December 29th, her letter to Southey wes despatched;
and from an excitement not unnatural in a girl who has worked
herself up to the pitch of writing to a Poet Laureate and asking
his opinion of her poems, she used some high-flown expressions,
which, probably, gave him the idea that she was a romantic
young lady, unacquainted with theredlities of life.

This, most likely, was the first of those adventurous letters
that passed through the little post-office of Haworth, Morning
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after morning of the holidays slipped away, and there was no
answer; the sisters had to leave home, and Emily to return to
her distasteful duties, without knowing even whether Charlotte's
letter had ever reached its destination.

Not dispirited, however, by the delay, Branwell determined
totry asimilar venture, and addressed the following remarkable
letter to Wordsworth. It wasgiven by the poet to Mr. Quillinan
in 1850, after the name of Bronte had become known and
famous. | have no means of ascertaining what answer was
returned by Mr. Wordsworth; but that he considered the letter
remarkable may, | think, be inferred both from its preservation,
and its recurrence to his memory when the real name of Currer
Bell was made known to the public.

Haworth, near Bradford,
Yorkshire, January 19, 1837.

" SIR,—| most earnestly entreat you to read and pass your
judgment upon what | have sent you, because from the day of
my birth to this the nineteenth year of my life, | have lived
among secluded hills, where | could neither know what | was,
or what | could do. | read for the same reason that | ate or
drank; because it was areal craving of nature. | wrote on the
same principle as | spoke—out of the impulse and feelings of the
mind; nor could | help it, for what came, came out, and there
was the end of it. For as to self-conceit, that could not receive
food from flattery, since to this hour, not half a dozen people in
the world know | have ever penned aline.

" But a change has taken place now, sir: and | am arrived at
an age wherein | must do something for myself: the powers |
possess must be exercised to a definite end, and as | don't know
them myself | must ask of others what they are worth. Yet
there is not one here to tell me; and still, if they are worthless,
time will henceforth be too precious to be wasted on them.

" Do pardon me, sir, that | have ventured to come before one
whose works | have most loved in our literature, and who most
has been with me a divinity of the mind,—laying before him
one of my writings, and asking of him ajudgment of its contents.
I must come before some one from whose sentence there is no
appeal; and such a one is he who has developed the theory of
poetry as well as its practice, and both in such away as to claim
a place in the memory of a thousand years to come.

" My aim, sir, is to push out into the open world, and for this
| trust not poetry alone—that might launch the vessel, but could
not bear her on; sensible and scientific prose, bold and vigorous
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effortsin my walk in life, would give a farther title to the notice
of the world; and then again poetry ought to brighten and
crown that name with glory; but nothing of all this can be ever
begun without means, and as | don't posess these, | must in
every shape strive to gain them. Surely, in this day, when
there is not a writing poet worth a sixpence, the field must be
open, if a better man can step forward.

" What | send you is the Prefatory Scene of a much longer
subject, in which | have striven to develope strong passions and
weak principles struggling with a high imagination and acute
fedings, till, as youth hardens towards age, evil deeds and short
enjoyments end in mental misery and bodily ruin. Now, to
send you the whole of this would be a mock upon your patience;
what you s, does not even Pretend to be more than the descrip-
tion of an imaginative child. But read it, sir; and, as you
would hold a light to one in utter darkness—as you value youi
own kind-heartedness—return me an answer, if but one word,
telling me whether | should write on, or writeno more.  Forgive
undue warmth, because my fedings in this matter cannot be
cool; and believe me, sir, with deep respect—Your redly
humble servant, P. B. BRONTE."

The poetry enclosed ssams to me by no means equa to parts
of the letter; but, as every one likes to judge for himsdlf, | copy
the six opening stanzas—about a third of the whole, and cer-
tainly not the worst.

So where hereignsin glory bright,
Above those starry skies of night,
Amid his paradise of light

Oh, why may | not be?

Oft when awake on Christmas morn,

In sleepless twilight laid forlorn,

Stranlge thoughts have o'er my mind been borne,
ow He has died for me:

And oft within my chamber lying,

Have | awaked myself with crying

From dreams, where | beheld Him dying
Upon the accursed Tree.

And often has my mother said,

While on her lap | laid my head,

She feared for time | was not mad?,
But for Eternity.

So " | can read my title clear,
To mansions in the skies,

And let me bid farewell to fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes."
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I |I Ia me down on this marble stone.
st theworld adde
To smwon her ebon throne
TheMoon Inglory ride.

Soon after Charlotte returned to Dewsbury Moor, she was
disresed by hearing that her friend E. was likely to leave the
neighbourhood for a condderable length of time.

" Feb. 20th.

" What shall I do without you ? How long are we likely to
be separated? Why are we to be denied each other's society?
It is an inscrutable fatality. | long to be with you, because it
sams as if two or three days, or weeks, spent in your company
would beyond measure strengthen mein the enjoyment of those
fedings which | have so lately begun to cherish. You first
pointed out to methat way in which I am so feebly endeavouring
totravel, and now | cannot keep you by my side, | must procesd
sorrowfully alone. Why are we to be divided? Surély, it
must be because we arein danger of loving each other too well—
of lodng sight of the Creator in idolatry of the creature. At first,
| could not say ' Thy will be done !I' | felt rebdlious, but |
knew it was wrong to fed 0. Being left a moment alone this
morning, | prayed fervently to be enabled to resign mysdf to
every decree of God's will, though it should be dealt forth by a
far ssverer hand than the present disappointment; sncethen |
have felt calmer and humbler, and consequently happier. Last
Sunday | took up my Bible in a gloomy state of mind: | began
to read—a feding sole over me such as | have not known for
many long years—a swedt, placid sensation, like those | re-
member, which usad to visit me when | was a little child, and,
on Sunday evenings in summer, sood by the open window
reading the life of a certain French nobleman, who attained a
purer and higher degree of sanctity than has been known since
the days of the early martyrs."

E.'s resdence was equally within a walk from Dewsbury
Moor as it had been from Roe Head; and on Saturday after-
noonsboth Mary and she usad to call upon Charlotte, and often
endeavoured to persuade her to return with them, and be
the gues of one of them till Monday morning; but this was
comparativdly sddom. Mary says—" She visited us twice or
thrice when she was at Miss Wooler's. We used to dispute
about pdlitics and religion. She a Tory and dergyman's
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daughter, was always in a minority of one in our house of
violent Dissent and Radicalism. She used to hear over again,
ddivered with authority, all the lectures | had been usd to give
her at sthool on despatic aristocracy, mercenary priesthood, etc.
She had not energy to defend hersdf; sometimes she owned to
aUtiletruth in it, but generally said nothing. Her fecble health
gave her her yielding manner, for she could never oppose any
one without gathering up all her strength for the struggle Thus
she would let me advise and patronise most imperioudy, some-
times picking out any grain of s there might be in what |
said, but never allowing any one materially to interfere with her
independence of thought and action. Though her slence some-
times left one under the impresson that she agreed when she
did not, she never gave a flattering opinion, and thus her words
were golden, whether for praise or blame.”

Mary's father was a man of remarkable inteligence, but of
srong, not to say violent prgudices, all running in favour of
Republicanism and Dissent. No other county but Yorkshire
could have produced such a man. His brother had bemn a
detenu in France, and had afterwards voluntarily taken up bis
resdence there. Mr. T. himsdf had been much abroad, both
on busnessand to ssethegreat continental galleriesof paintings.
He spoke French perfectly, | have been told, when nead was;
but ddighted usually in talking the broades Yorkshire. He
bought splendid engravings of the pictures which he particularly
admired, and his house was full of works of art and of books
but he rather liked to present his rough sde to any stranger or
new-comer; he would speak his broadest, bring out his opinions
on Church and Statein their most startling forms, and, by and
by, if he found his hearer could stand the shock, he would in-
voluntarily show his warm kind keart, and his true taste, and
real refinement His family of four sons and two daughters
were brought up on Republican principles; independence of
thought and action was encouraged; no "shams' tolerated.
They arescattered far and wide; Martha, theyounger daughter,
dems in the Protestant cemetery at Brussds Mary is in New
Zealand; Mr. T.isdead. And solifeand death have dispersed
the cdrde of " violent Radicals and Dissenters” into which,
twenty years ago, thelittle, quiet, resolute dergyman's daughter
was received, and by whom she was truly loved and honoured.

January and February of 1837 had passed away, and till
there was no reply from Southey. Probably she had lost ex-
pectation and almost hope when at length, in the beginning of
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March, she received the letter inserted in Mr. C. C. Southey's
lifeof hisFather,Vol.V1.,p. 327.

After accounting for his delay in replying to hers by the fact
of a long absence from home, during which his letters had
accumulated, whence " it has lain unanswered till the last of a
numerous file, not from disrespect or indifference to its contents,
but because in truth it is not an easy task to answer it, nor a
pleasant one to cast a damp over the high spirits and the generous
desires of youth," he goes on to say: " What you are | can only
infer from your letter, which appears to be written in sincerity,
though | may suspect that you have used a fictitious signature.
Be that as it may, the letter and the verses bear the same stamp,
and | can well understand the state of mind they indicate."

" It is not my advice that you have asked as to the direction
of your talents, but my opinion of them, and yet the opinion
may be worth little, and the advice much. You evidently
possess, and in no inconsiderable degree, what Wordsworth
calls the ' faculty of verse.! | am not depreciating it when |
say that in these times it is not rare. Many volumes of poems
are now published every year without attracting public atten-
tion, any one of which, if it had appeared half a century ago,
would have obtained a high reputation for its author. Who-
ever, therefore, is ambitious of distinction in this way ought to
be prepared for disappointment.

" But it is not with a view to distinction that you should
cultivate thistalent, if you consult your own happiness. |, who
have made literature my profession, and devoted my life to it,
and have never for a moment repented of the deliberate choice,
think myself, nevertheless, bound in duty to caution every
young man who applies as an aspirant to me for encouragement
and advice, against taking so perilous a course. Y ou will say
that a woman has no need of such a caution; there can be no
peril init for her. Inacertain sense thisis true; but thereisa
danger of which | would, with all kindness and all earnestness,
warn you. The day dreams in which you habitually indulge
are likely to induce a distempered state of mind; and in pro-
portion as all the ordinary uses of the world seem to you flat and
unprofitable, you will be unfitted for them without becoming
fitted for anything else. Literature cannot be the business of
awoman'slife, and it ought not to be. The more she is engaged
in her proper duties, the less leisure will she have for it, even as
an accomplishment and a recreation. To those duties you have
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not yet been called, and when you are you will be less esger for
celebrity. Youwill not seek i n imagination for excitement, of
which the vicissitudes of this life, and the anxieties from which
you must not hope to be exempted, be your state what it may,
WI|| bring with them but too much.

" But do not suppose that | disparage the gift which you
possess, nor that | would discourage you from exercising it. |
only exhort you so to think of it, and so to useit, asto render it
conducive to your own permanent good. Write poetry for its
own sake; not in a spirit of emulation, and not with aview to
celebrity; the less you aim at that the more likely you will be
to deserve and finally to obtainit. So written, it is wholesome
both for the heart and soul; it may be made the surest means,
next to religion, of soothing the mind and elevating it. You
may embody in it your best thoughts and your wisest feglings,
and in so doing discipline and strengthen them.

" Farewell, madam. It is not because | have forgotten that
| was once young myself, that | write to you in this strain; but
because | remember it.  You will neither doubt my sincerity
nor my good will; and however ill what has here been said may
accord with your present views and temper, the longer you live
the more reasonable i t will appear to you. Though | may be
but an ungracious adviser, you will alow me, therefore, to sub-
scribe myself, with the best wishes for your happiness here and
hereafter, your true friend, ROBERT SOUTHEY."

| was with Miss Bronte when she received Mr. Cuthbert
Southey's note, requesting her permission to insert the foregoing
letter In his father's life. She said to me, " Mr. Southey's
Iett%r was kind and admirable; alittle stringent, but it did me
good."

Itis partly because | think it so admirable, and partly because
it tends to bring out her character, as shown in the following
reply, that | have taken the liberty of inserting the above
extracts from it.

° March 16th.

" SIR,—I cannot rest till 1 have answered your letter, even
though by addressing you a second time | should appear alittle
intrusive; but | must thank you for the kind and wise advice
you have condescended to give me. | had not ventured to hope
for such areply; so considerateinitstone, so noble in its spirit.
I must suppress what | feel, or you will think me foolishly
enthusiastic.
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" At the first perusa of your letter, | felt only shame and
regret that | had ever ventured to trouble you with my crude
rhapsody; | felt a painful heat rise to my face when | thought
of the quires of paper | had covered with what once gave me so
much delight, but which now was only a source of confusion;
but, after | had thought alittle and read it again and again, the
prospect seemed to clear. Y ou do not forbid me to write; you
do not say that what | writeis utterly destitute of merit. You
only warn me against the folly of neglecting real duties, for
the sake of imaginative pleasures; of writing for the love of
fame; for the sdfish excitement of emulation. You kindly
allow me to write poetry for its own sake, provided | leave un-
done nothing which | ought to do, in order to pursue that single,
absorbing, exquisite gratification. | am afrad, sir, you think
me very foolish. | know the first letter | wrote to you wes all
sendess trash from beginning to end; but | am not altogether
the idle dreaming being it would seam to denote. My father is
a clergyman of limited, though competent, income, and | am
the edest of his children. He expended quite as much in my
education as he could afford in justice to therest. | thought It
therefore my duty, when | left school, to become a governess.
In that capacity | find enough to occupy my thoughts all day
long, and my head and hands too, without having a moment's
time for one dream of the imagination. In the evenings, |
confess, | do think, but | never trouble any one dse with my
thoughts. | carefully avoid any appearance of pre-occupation
and eccentricity, which might lead those | live amongst to
suspect the nature of my pursuits. Following my father's
advice—who from my childhood has counselled me just in the
wise and friendly tone of your letter—I have endeavoured not
only attentively to observe all the duties a woman ought to
fulfil, but to fed deeply interested in them. | don't aways
surceed, for sometimes when |'m teaching or sewing | would
rather be reading or writing; but | try to deny myself; and
my father's approbation amply rewarded me for the privation.
Once more alow me to thank you with sincere gratitude. 1
trust | shall never more fed ambitious to sse my namein print;
if thewish shouldrisel'll look at Southey's letter, and suppress
it. Itishonour enough for me that | have written to him, and
received an answer. That letter is consecrated; no one shall
ever s it, but papa and my brother and sisters. Again |
thank you. Thisincident, | suppose, will be renewed no more;
if 1 live to be an old woman, | shall remember it thirty years
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hence as a bright dream. The signature which you suspected
of being fictitious is my real name. Again, therefore, | must
sign mysdlf, C.BRONTE."

" P.S—Pray, sir, excuse me for writing to you a second time,
| could not help writing, partly to tell you how thankful | am
for your kindness, and partly to let you know that your advice
shall not be wasted; however sorrowfully and reluctantly it
may be at first followed. C.B."

| cannot deny mysdlf the gratification of inserting Southey's

reply:—
" Keswick, March 22, 1837.

" DEAR MADAM,—Your letter has given me great pleasure,
and | should not forgive myself if | did not tell you so. You
have received admonition as considerately and as kindly as it
was given. Let menow request that, if you ever should cometo
these lakeswhile | am living here, you will let me sseyou. You
would then think of me afterwards with the more goodwill,
because you would perceive that there is neither severity nor
moroseness in the state of mind to which years and observation
have brought me.

" Itis, by God's mercy, in ourdpower to attain a degree of
self-government, which Is essential to our own happiness, and
contributes greatly to that of those around us. Take care of
over-excitement, and endeavour to keep a quiet mind (even
for your health it is the best advice that can be given you):
your moral and spiritual improvement will then keep pace with
the culture of your intellectual powers.

" And now, Madam, God blessyou !

" Farewell, and believe me to be your sincere friend,

" ROBERT SOUTHEY."

Of this second letter also she spoke, and told me that it con-
tained an invitation for her to go and se the poet if ever she
visited the Lakes. " But there was no money to sparef* said
she," nor any prospect of my ever earning money enough to have
the chance of so great a pleasure, so | gave up thinking of it."
At the time we conversed together on the subject we were at the
Lakes. But Southey was dead.

This " stringent" letter made her put aside, for a time, all
idea of literary enterprise. She bent her whole energy towards

thefulfilment of the duties in hand; but her occupation was not
E318
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sufficient food for her great forces of intellect, and they cried out
perpetually, " Give, give," while the flat and comparatively
stagnant air of Dewsbury Moor told upon her health and spirits
more and more.  On August 27,1837, she writes:—

"1 am again at Dewsbury, engaged in the old business,—
ttach, teach, teach. . . . When will you come home ? Make
haste! You have been at Bath long enough for all purposes;
by this time you have acquired polish enough, | am sure; if the
varnish is laid on much thicker, 1 am afraid the good wood
underneath will be quite concealed, and your Y orkshire friends
won't stand that. Come, come. | am getting really tired of
your absence.  Saturday after Saturday comes round, and | can
have no hope of hearing your knock at the door, and then being
told that ' Miss E. is come." Oh dear! in this monotonous life
of mine, that was a pleasant event. | wish it would recur again;
but it will take two or three interviews before the stiffness—the
estrangement of this long separation—will wear away."

About this time she forgot to return a work-bag she had
borrowed, by a messenger, and in repairing her error she says.—
" These aberrations of memory warn me pretty intelligibly that
| am getting past my prime." /Atat 21! And the same tone
of despondency runs through the following letter:—

" | wish exceedingly that | could come to you before Christ-
mas, but it is impossible; another three weeks must elapse before
| shall again have my comforter beside me, under the roof of my
own dear quiet home. If | could alwayslivewithyou, and daily
read the Bible with you—if your lips and mine could at the same
time drink the same draught, from the same pure fountain of
mercy—I hope, | trust, | might one day become better, far better
than my evil, wandering thoughts, my corrupt heart, cold to the
spirit and warm to theflesh, will now permit me to be. | often
plan the pleasant life which we might lead together, strengthen-
ing each other in that power of self-denial, that hallowed and
glowing devotion, which the first saints of God often attained to.
My eyes fill with tears when | contrast the bliss of such a state,
brightened by hopes of the future, with the melancholy state |
now livein, uncertain that | ever felt true contrition, wandering
in thought and deed, longing for holiness, which | shall never,
never obtain, smitten at times to the heart with the conviction
that ghastly Calvinistic doctrines are true—darkened, in short,
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by the very shadows of spiritual death. If Christian perfection
be necessary to salvation, | shall never be saved; my heart is a
very hot-bed for sinful thoughts, and when | decide on an action
| scarcely remember to look to my Redeemer for direction. |
know not how to pray; | cannot bend my life to the grand end
of doing good; | go on constantly seeking my own pleasure,
pursuing the gratification of my own desires. | forget God, and
will not God forget me? And, meantime, | know the greathess
of Jehovah; | acknowledge the perfection of His word; | adore
the purity of the Christian faith; my theory isright, my practice
horribly wrong."

The Christmas holidays came, and she and Anne returned to
the parsonage, and to that happy home circle in which aone
their natures expanded; amongst all other people they shrivelled
up more or less. Indeed, there were only one or two strangers
who could be admitted among the sisters without producing the
same result. Emily and Anne were bound up in their lives and
interests like twins. The former from reserve, the latter from
timidity, avoided all friendships and intimacies beyond their
sisters. Emily was impervious to influence; she never came in
contact with public opinion, and her own decision of what was
right and fitting was a law for her conduct and appearance, with
which she allowed no one to interfere. Her love was poured
out on Anne, as Charlotte's was on her. But the affection
among all the three was stronger than either death or life.

E. was eagerly welcomed by Charlotte, freely admitted by
Emily, and kindly received by Anne, whenever she could come
amongst them; and this Christmas she had promised to visit
Haworth, but her coming had to be delayed on account of alittle
domestic accident detailed in the following letter:—

" Dec. 29, 1837.

"1 am sure you will have thought me very remiss, in not
sending my promised letter long before now; but | have a
sufficient and very melancholy excuse in an accident that befell
our old faithful Tabby, a few days after my return home. She
was gone out into the village on some errand, when, as she was
descending the steep street, her foot slipped on the ice, and she
fell; it was dark, and no one saw her mischance, till after a time
her groans attracted the attention of a passer-by. She was
lifted up and carried into the druggist's near; and, after the
examination, it was discovered that she had completely shattered
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and dislocated one leg. Unfortunately, the fracture could not
be set till six o'clock the next morning, as no surgeon was to be
had before that time, and she now lies at our house in a very
doubtful and dangerous state.  Of course we are all exceedingly
distressed at the circumstance, for she was like one of our own
family. Sincethe event we have been almost without assistance
—a person has dropped in now and then to do the drudgery, but
we have as yet been able to procure no regular servant; and,
consequently, the whole work of the house, as well as the addi-
tional duty of nursing Tabby, falls on ourselves. Under these
circumstances | dare not press your visit here, at least until she
is pronounced out of danger; it would be too selfish of me.
Aunt wished me to give you this information before, but papa
and all the rest were anxious | should delay until we saw whether
matters took a more settled aspect, and | myself kept putting
it off from day to day, most bitterly reluctant to give up all the
pleasure | had anticipated so long. However, remembering
what you told me, namely, that you had commended the matter
to a higher decision than ours, and that you were resolved to
submit with resignation to that decision, whatever it might be,
| hold it my duty to yield also, and to be silent; it may be all
for the best. | fear, if you had been here during this severe
weather, your visit would have been of no advantage to you, for
the moors are blockaded with snow, and you would never have
been able to get out. After this disappointment, | never dare
reckon with certainty on the enjoyment of a pleasure again; it
seems as if some fatality stood between you and me. | am not
good enough for you, and you must be kept from the comtamina-
tion of too intimate society. | would urge your visit yet—I
would entreat and press it—but the thought comes across me,
should Tabby die while you are in the house, | should never
forgive myself. No! it must not be, and in a thousand ways
the consciousness of that mortifies and disappoints me most
keenly. And | am not the only one who is disappointed. All
in the house were looking to your visit with eagerness. Papa
says he highly approves of my friendship with you, and he
wishes me to continue it through life."

A good neighbour of the Bronte's—a clever, intelligent Y ork-
shire woman, who keeps a druggist's shop in Haworth, and
from her occupation, her experience, and excellent sense, holds
the position of village doctress and nurse, and, as such, has been
afriend, in many atime of trial, and sickness, and death, in the
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households round—told me a characteristic little incident con-
nected with Tabby'sfracturedleg. Mr. Bronteistruly generous
and regardful of all deserving claims. Tabby had lived with
them for ten or twelve years, and was, as Charlotte expressed it,
" one of the family." But, on the other hand, she was past the
age for any very active service, being nearer seventy than sixty
at the time of the accident; she had a sSigter living in Haworth;
and the savings she had accumulated, during many years
sarvice, formed a competency for one in her rank of life. Or if,
in this time of sickness, she fell short of any comforts which her
state rendered necessary, the parsonage could supply them.  So
reasoned Miss Branwell, the prudent, not to say anxious aunt;
looking to the limited contents of Mr. Bronte's purse, and the
unprovided-for future of her nieces, who were, moreover, losing
the relaxation of the holidays, in close attendance upon Tabby.

Miss Branwell urged her views upon Mr. Bronte as soon as
the immediate danger to the old servant's life was over. He
refused at first to listen to the careful advice; it was repugnant
to his liberal nature. But Miss Branwell persevered; urged
economical motives; pressed on his love for his daughters. He
gave way. Tabby was to be removed to her sister's, and there
nursed and cared for, Mr. Bronte coming in with his aid when
her own resources fell short. This decision was communicated
to the girls. There were symptoms of a quiet, but sturdy re-
bellion, that winter afternoon, in the small precincts of Haworth
Parsonage, They made one unanimous and stiff remonstrance.
Tabby had tended them in their childhood; they, and none
other, should tend her in her infirmity and age. At tea-time,
they were sad and silent, and the meal went away untouched
by any of the three. So it wes at breakfast; they did not
waste many words on the subject, but each word they did utter
was weighty. They " struck " eating till the resolution wes
rescinded, and Tabby was allowed to remain a hepless invalid
entirely dependent upon them. Herein was the strong fedling
of Duty being paramount to Pleasure, which lay at the founda-
tion of Charlotte's character, made most apparent; for we have
sen how she yearned for her friend's company; but it was to
be obtained only by shrinking from what she esteemed right,
and that she never did, whatever might be the sacrifice.

She had another weight on her mind this Christmas. | have
said that Dewsbury Moor was low and damp, and that the air
did not agree with her, though she hersdf was hardly aware
how much her life there was affecting her health.  But Anne had
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begun to suffer just before the holidays, and Charlotte watched
over her younger sisters with the jealous vigilance of some wild
creature, that changes her very nature if danger threatens her
young. Anne had a slight cough, a pain at her side, a difficulty
of breathing. Miss Wooler considered it as little more than a
common cold; but Charlotte felt every indication of incipient
consumption as a stab at her heart, remembering Maria and
Elizabeth, whose places once knew them, and should know
them no more.

Stung by anxiety for this little sister, she upbraided Miss
Wooler for her fancied indifference to Anne's state of health.
Miss Wooler felt these reproaches keenly, and wrote to Mr.
Bronte about them. He immediately sent for his children, who
left Dewsbury Moor the next day. Meanwhile, Charlotte had
resolved that Anne should never return as a pupil, nor she
herself as a governess. But, just before she left, Miss Wooler
sought for the opportunity of an explanation of each other's
words, and the issue proved that " the falling out of faithful
friends, renewing is of love." And so ended the first, last, and
only difference Charlotte ever had with good and kind Miss
Wooler.

Still her heart had received a shock in the perception of Anne's
delicacy; and all this winter she watched over her with the
longing, fond anxiety, which is so full of sudden pangs of fear.

Miss Wooler had entreated her to return after the holidays,
and she had consented. But, independently of this, Emily had
given up her situation in the Halifax school, at the expiration
of six months of arduous trial, on account of her health, which
could only be re-established by the bracing moorland air and
free life of home. Tabby's iliness had preyed on the family re-
sources. | doubt whether Branwell was maintaining himself at
this time. For some unexplained reason, he had given up the
idea of becoming a student of painting at the Royal Academy,
and his prospects in life were uncertain, and had yet to be
settled. So Charlotte had quietly to take up her burden of
teaching again, and return to her previous monotonous life.

Brave heart, ready to die in harness! She went back to her
work, and made no complaint, hoping to subdue the weakness
that was gaining ground upon her. About this time, she would
turn sick and trembling at any sudden noise, and could hardly
repress her screams when startled. This showed a fearful
degree of physical weakness in one who was generally so sdf-
controlled; and the medical man, whom at length, through Miss
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Wooler's entreaty, who was led to consult, insisted on her
return home. She had led too sedentary a life, he said; and
the soft summer air, blowing round her home, the sweet com-
pany of those she loved, the release, the freedom of life in her
own family, were needed, to save either reason or life. So, as
One higher than she had over-ruled that for a time she might
relax her strain, she returned to Haworth; and after a season of
utter quiet, her father sought for her the enlivening society of
her two friends, Mary and Martha T. At the conclusion of the
following letter, thereis, | think, as pretty a glimpse of amerry
group of young people as need be; and like all descriptions of
doing, as distinct from thinking or feeling, in letters, it saddens
onein proportion to the vivacity of the picture of what was once,
and is now utterly swept away.

" Haworth, June 9, 1838.

" | received your packet of despatches on Wednesday; it wes
brought me by Mary and Martha, who have been stayin? at
Haworth for a few days; they leave us to-day. You will be
surprised at the date of this letter. | ought to be at Dewsbury
Moor, you know; but | stayed as long as | was able, and at
length | neither could nor dared stay any longer. My health
and spirits had utterly failed me, and the medica man whom
| consulted enjoined me, as | valued my life, to go home. So
home | went, and the change has a once roused and soothed
me; and | am now, | trust, fairly in the way to be myself again.

"A cadm and even mind like yours cannot conceive the
fedings of the shattered wretch whois now writingto you, when,
after weeks of mental and bodily anguish not to be described,
something like peace began to dawn again. Mary is far from
well. She breathes short, has a pain in her chest, and frequent
flushings of fever. | cannot tell you what agony these symp-
toms give me; they remind me too strongly of my two sisters,
whom no power of medicine could save. Martha is now very
well; she has kept in a continual flow of good humour during
her stay here, and has consequently been very fascinating. . . .

" They are making such a noise about me | cannot write any
more. Mar?/ is playing on the piano; Martha is chattering as
fast as her little tongue can run; and Branwell is standing
before her, laughing at her vivacity."

Charlotte grew much stronger in this quiet, happy period at
home. She paid occasiona visits to her two great friends, and



112 Life of Charlotte Bronte

they in return came to Haworth. At one of thehr houses, |
suspect, she met with the person to whom the following letter
refers, some one having a slight resemblance to the character
of " St. John," in the last volume of Jane Eyre and, like him,
in holy orders.
" March 12, 1839.

.... "l had akindly leaning towards him, because he is an
amiable and well-disposed man. Yet | had not, and could not
have, that intense attachment which would make me willing to
die for him; and if ever | marry, it must be in that light of
adoration that | will regard my husband. Ten to one I shall
never have the chance again; but n'importc. Moreover, | was
aware that he knew so little of me he could hardly be conscious
to whom he was writing. Why! it would startle him to se
me in my natural home character; he would think | was
awild, romantic enthusiast indeed. | could not sit all day lon
making a grave face before my husband. | would laugh, an
satirise, and say whatever came into my head first. And if he
were a clever man, and loved me, the whole world, weighed in
the baance against his smallest wish, should be light as air."

So that—nher first proposal of marriage—was quietly declined
and put on one side.  Matrimony did not enter into the scheme
of her life, but good, sound, earnest labour did; the question,
however, was as yet undecided in what direction she should
employ her forces. She had been discouraged in literature; her

es failed her in the minute kind of drawing which she prac-
tised when she wanted to express an idea; teaching seemed to
her at this time, as it does to most women at all times, the only
way of earning an independent livelihood. But neither she nor
her sgters were naturally fond of children. The hieroglyphics
of childhood were an unknown language to them, for they had
never been much with those younger than themselves. | am
inclined to think, too, that they had not the happy knack of
imparting information, which seams to be a separate gift from
the faculty of acquiringit; akind of %mpamhetic tact, which
instinctively perceives the difficulties that impede comprehen-
sonin achild's mind, and that yet are too vague and unformed
forit, with its half-developed powers of expression, to explain
by words. Consequently, teaching very young children was
anything but a " delightful task " to the three Bronte sisters.
With older girls, verging on womanhood, they might have done
better, especidly if these had any desire for improvement. But
the education which the village clergyman’s daughters had
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received, did not as yet qualify them to undertake the charge of
advanced pupils. They knew but little French, and were not
proficients in music; | doubt whether Charlotte could play at
all. Butthey were all strong again, and, at any rate, Charlotte
and Anne must put their shoulders to the wheel.  One daughter
was needed at home, to stay with Mr. Bronteand Miss Branwell;
to be the young and active member in a household of four,
whereof three—the father, the aunt, and faithful Tabby—were
past middle age. And Emily, who suffered and drooped more
than her sisters when away from Haworth, was the one appointed
to remain. Anne was thefirst to meet with a situation.

" April  15th, 1839.

" | could not write to you in the week you requested, as about
that time we were very busy m preparing for Anne's departure.
Poor child! she left us last Monday; no one went with her; it
was her own wish that she might be allowed to go alone, as she
thought she could manage better, and summon more courage,
if thrown entirely upon her own resources. We have had one
letter from her since she went. She expresses herself very well
satisfied, and says that Mrs. is extremely kind; the two
eldest children alone are under her care, the rest are confined to
the nursery, with which and its occupants she has nothing to
do. ... | hope she'll do. You would be astonished what a
sensible, clever letter she writes; it is only the talking part that
| fear. But | do seriously apprehend that Mrs. will some-
times conclude that she has a natural impediment in her speech.
For my own part, | am as yet' wanting asituation,' like a house-
maid out of place. By the way, | have lately discovered | have
quite a talent for cleaning, sweeping up hearths, dusting rooms,
making beds, etc.; so, if everything ese fails, | can turn my
hand to that, if anybody will give me good wages for little
labour. | won't be a cook; | hate cooking. | won't be a
nurserymaid, nor a lady's maid, far less a lady's companion, or
a mantua-maker, or a straw-bonnet maker, or a taker-in of plain
work. | won't be anything but a housemaid. . . . With
regard to my visit to G., | have as yet received no invitation;
but if | should be asked, though | should feel it a great act of
self-denial to refuse, yet | have almost made up my mind to do
so, though the society of the T.s is one of the most rousing
pleasures | have ever known. Good-bye, my darling E., etc.

"P.S.—Strike out that word ‘'darling;' it is humbug.
*E 318
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Where's the use of protestations? We've known each other,
and liked each other, a good while; that's enough."

Not many weeks after this was written, Charlotte also became
engaged as a governess. | intend carefully to abstain from
introducing the names of any living people, respecting whom |
may have to tell unpleasant truths, or to quote severe remarks
from Miss Bronte's letters; but it is necessary that the diffi-
culties she had to encounter in her various phases of life, should
be fairly and frankly made known, before the force " of what
was resisted " can be at all understood. | was once speaking to
her about Agnes Grey—the novel in which her sister Anne pretty
literally describes her own experience as a governess—and
alluding more particularly to the account of the stoning of the
little nestlings in the presence of the parent birds. She said
that none but those who had been in the position of a governess
could ever realise the dark side of " respectable " human nature;
under no great temptation to crime, but daily giving way to
selfishness and ill-temper, till its conduct towards those de-
pendent on it sometimes amounts to a tyranny of which one
would rather be the victim than the inflicter. We can only
trust in such cases that the employers err rather from a density
of perception and an absence of sympathy, than from any
natural cruelty of disposition. Among several things of the
same kind, which | well remember, she told me what had once
occurred to herself. She had been entrusted with the care of a
little boy, three or four years old, during the absence of his
parents on a day's excursion, and particularly enjoined to keep
him out of the stable-yard. His elder brother, alad of eight or
nine, and not a pupil of Miss Bronte's, tempted the little fellow
into the forbidden place. She followed, and tried to induce
him to come away; but, instigated by his brother, he began
throwing stones at her, and one of them hit her so severe a blow
on the temple that the lads were alarmed into obedience. The
next day, in full family conclave, the mother asked Miss Bronte
what occasioned the mark on her forehead. She simply replied,
" An accident, ma'am," and no further inquiry was made; but
the children (both brothers and sisters) had been present, and
honoured her for not " telling tales." From that time, she
began to gain influence over all, more or less, according to their
different characters; and as she insensibly gained their affection,
her own interest in them was increasing. But one day, at the
children's dinner, the small truant of the stable-yard, in a little
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demonstrative gush, said, putting his hand in hers, " | love 'ou,
Miss Bronte." Whereupon, the mother exclaimed, before all
the children, " Love the governess, my dear! "

The family into which she first entered was, | believe, that
of awealthy Yorkshire manufacturer. The following extracts
from her oorre5ﬁ0ndence at this time will show how painfully
the restraint of her new mode of life pressed upon her. The first
is from a letter to Emily, be?mnmg with one of the tender ex-
pressions in which, in spite humbug she indulged herself.
" Mine dear love," " Mlne bonnie love," are her terms of address
to this beloved sister.

" June8th, 1839.

" | have striven hard to be pleased with my new situation.
The country, the house and the grounds are, as | have said,
divine; but, alack-a-day, there is such a thlng as seeing all
beautiful around you—pleasant woods, white paths, green
lawns, and blue sunshiny sky—and not having afree moment or
a free thought |eft to enjoy them. The children are constantly
withme. Asfor correcting them, | quickly found that was out
of the question; they are to do as they like. A complaint to
the mother only brings black looks on myself, and unjust, partial
excuses to screen the children. | have tried that plan once, and
succeeded so notably, | shall try no more. | said in my last
letter that Mrs. did not know me. | now begin to find she
does not intend to know me; that she cares nothing about me,
except to contrive how the greatest possible quantity of labour
may be got out of me; and to that end she overwhelms me with
oceans of needlework; yards of cambric to hem, muslin night-

to make, and, above all things, dolls to dress. | do not
think she likes me at all, because | can't help being shy in such
an entirely novel scene, surrounded as | have hitherto been b
strange and constantly changing faces ... | used to thin
| should like to bein the stir of grand folks' society; but | have
had enough of it—itis dreary work to look onand listen. | se
more clearly than | have ever done before, that a private gover-
ness has no existence, is not considered as aliving rational being,
except as connected with the wearisome duties she has to fulfil.
. . . One of the pleasantest afternoons | have spent here—
indeed, the only one at all pleasant—was when Mr.——walked
out with his children, and | had orders to follow a little behind.
As he strolled on through hisfields, with his magnificent New-
foundland dog at his side, he looked very like what a frank,
wealthy, Conservative gentleman ought to be. He spoke freely




116 Life of Charlotte Bronte
and unaffectedly to the people he met, and, though he indulged

his children and allowed them to tease himsdlf far too much, he
would not suffer them grosdy to insult others."

(WRITTEN IN PENCIL TO A FRIEND)

" July, 1839.
" | cannot procure ink, without going into the drawing-room,
where | do not wish to go. . . . | should have written to

you long since, and told you every detail of the utterly new
scene into which | have lately been cast, had | not been daily
expecting a letter from yourself, and wondering and lamenting
that you did not write; for you will remember it was your turn.
| must not bother you too much with my sorrows, of which, |
fear, you have heard an exaggerated account.  If you were near
me, perhaps | might be tempted to tell you all, to grow egotisti-
cal, and pour out the long history of a private governesss trials
and crossesin her first situation.  Asitis, | will only ask youto
imagine the miseries of areserved wretch like me, thrown at once
into the midst of alarge family—proud as peacocks and wealthy
as Jews—at a time when they were particularly gay—when the
house was filled with company—all strangers—people whose faces
| had never seen before.  In this state | had charge given me
of a set of pampered, spoilt, turbulent children, whom | was
expected constantly to amuse, as well as to instruct. | soon
found that the constant demand on my stock of animal spirits
reduced them to the lowest state of exhaustion; at times | felt
—and, | suppose, seemed—depressed.  To my astonishment, |
was taken to task on the subject by Mrs——, with a gternness
of manner and a harshness of language scarcely credible; like a
fool, I cried most bitterly. | could not helpit; my spirits quite
failed me at first. | thought | had done my best—strained
every nerve to please her; and to be treated in that way, merely
because | was shy and sometimes melancholy, was, too bad.
At first | was for giving all up and going home. But, after a
littlereflection, | determined to summon what energy | had, and
to weather the storm. | said to mysdf, * | have never yet
quitted a place without gaining a friend; adversity is a good
school; the poor are born to labour, and the dependent to
endure.’ | resolved to be patient, to command my fedlings, and
to take what came; the ordeal, | reflected, would not last many
weeks, and | trusted it would do me good. | recollected the
fable of the willow and the oak; | bent quietly, and now, 1
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trust, the storm is blowing over me. Mrs——is generdly
consdered an agreesble woman; so she is, | doubt not, in
generd society. Her health is sound, her animal spirits good,
consequently she is cheerful in company; but, oh! does this
compensate for the absence of every fine feding—of every gentle
and delicate sentiment?  She behaves somewhat more civilly to
me now than she did at first, and the children are a little more
managesble; but she does not know my character, and she does
not wish to know it. | have never had five minutes conversation
with her since | came, except while she was scoldingme. | have
no wish to be pitied, except by yourself; if | weretalking toyou
| could tell you much more."

(To EMILY, ABOUT THIS TIME)

" Mine bonnie love, | was as glad of your letter as tongue can
express. it is a real, genuine pleasure to hear from home;, a
thing to be saved till bed-time, when one has a moment's quiet
and rest to enjoy it thoroughly. Write whenever you can. |
could like to be at home. | could like to work in a mill. 1
could like to fed some mental liberty. | could like this weight
of restraint to be taken off. But the holidays will come.
Coraggio."

Her temporary engagement in this uncongenia family ended
in the July of this year; not before the constant strain upon her
spirits and strength had again affected her health: but when
this delicacy became apparent in palpitations and shortness of
breathing, it was treated as affectation—as a phase of imaginary
indisposition, which could be dissipated by a good scolding. She
had been brought up rather in a school of Spartan endurance
than in one of maudlin sdf-indulgence, and could bear many a
pain and relinquish many ahopein silence.

After she had been a home about a week, a proposal was made
to her to accompany her friend in some little excursion, having
pleasure done for its object. She caught at the idea most
eagerly at first; but her hope stood still, waned, and had almost
disappeared before, after many delays, it was redised. In its
fulfilment at last, it was afavourable specimen of many asimilar
air-bubble dancing before her eyes in her brief career, in which
stern redlities, rather than pleasures, formed the leading inci-
dents.

" July 26th, 1839.

" Your proposal hes amost driven me ' clean daft'—if you

don't understand that ladylike expression, you must ask me
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what it means when | see you. The fact is, an excursion with
you anywhere,—whether to Cleathorpe or Canada,—just by
ourselves, would be to me most delightful. | should, indeed,
like to go; but | can't get leave of absence for longer than a week,
and |'m afraid that would not suit you—must | then give it up
entirely ? | feel asif | could not; | never had such a chance of
enjoyment before; | do want to see you and talk to you, and be
with you. When do you wish to go? Could | meet you at
Leeds? To take a gig from Haworth to B., would be to me a
very serious increase of expense, and | happen to be very low in
cash. Oh! rich people seem to have many pleasures at their
command which we are debarred from! However, no repining.

" Say when you go, and | shall be able in my answer to say
decidedly whether | can accompany you or not. | must—I will
—I'm set upon it—I'll be obstinate and bear down all opposition.

" P.S—Since writing the above, | find that aunt and papa
have determined to go to Liverpool for a fortnight, and take us
all with them. It is stipulated, however, that | should give up
the Cleathorpe scheme. | yield reluctantly.”

| fancy that, about this time, Mr. Bronte found it necessary,
either from failing health or the increased populousness of the
parish, to engage the assistance of a curate. At least, itisin
a letter written this summer that | find mention of the first
of a succession of curates, who henceforward revolved round
Haworth Parsonage, and made an impression on the mind of
one of its inmates which she has conveyed pretty distinctly to
theworld. The Haworth curate brought his clerical friends and
neighbours about the place, and for atime the incursions of these,
near the parsonage tea-time, formed occurrences by which the
quietness of the life there was varied, sometimes pleasantly,
sometimes disagreeably. The little adventure recorded at the
end of the following letter is unusual in the lot of most women,
and is a testimony in this case to the unusual power of attraction
—though so plain in feature—which Charlotte possessed, when
she let herself go in the happiness and freedom of home.

" August 4th, 1839.

"The Liverpool journey is yet a matter of talk, a sort of
castle in the air; but, between you and me, | fancy it is very
doubtful whether it will ever assume a more solid shape. Aunt
—like many other elderly people—likes to talk of such things;
but when it comes to putting them into actual execution, she
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rather falls off. Such being the case, | think you and | had
better adhere to our first plan of going somewhere together,
independently of other people. | have got leave to accompany
you for a week—at the utmost a fortnight—but no more.
Where do you wish to go? Burlington, | should think, from
what M. says, would be as eligible aplace asany. When do you
set off? Arrange all these things according to your conveni-
ence; | shall start no objections. The idea of seeing the sea—
of being near it—watching its changes by sunrise, sunset, moon-
light, and noon-day—in calm, perhaps in storm—fills and
satisfies my mind. | shall be discontented at nothing. And
then | am not to be with a set of people with whom | have
nothing in common—who would be nuisances and bores; but
withyou, whom | like and know, and who know me. | have an
odd circumstance to relate to you: prepare for a hearty laugh!
The other day, Mr. ,avicar, came to spend the day with us,
bringing with him his own curate. The latter gentleman, by
name Mr. B., is a young Irish clergyman, fresh from Dublin
University. It was the first time we had any of us seen him,
but, however, after the manner of his countrymen, he soon
made himself at home. His character quickly appeared in his
conversation; witty, lively, ardent, clever too; but deficientin
the dignity and discretion of an Englishman. At home, you
know, | talk with ease, and am never shy—never weighed
down and oppressed by that miserable mauvaise honte which
torments and constrains me elsewhere. So | conversed with
this Irishman, and laughed at his jests; and, though | saw
faults in his character, excused them because of the amusement
his originality afforded. | cooled a little, indeed, and drew
in towards the latter part of the evening, because he began to
season his conversation with something of Hibernian flattery,
which | did not quite relish. However, they went away, and
no more was thought about them. A few days after | got a
letter, the direction of which puzzled me, it being in a hand |
was not accustomed to see.  Evidently, it was neither from you
nor Mary, my only correspondents. Having opened and read
it, it proved to be a declaration of attachment and proposal of
matrimony, expressed in the ardent language of the sapient
young Irishman! | hopeyou arelaughing heartily. Thisisnot
like one of my adventures, is it? It more nearly resembles
Martha's. | am certainly doomed to be an old maid. Never
mind. | made up my mind to that fate ever since | was twelve
years old.
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" Well! thought I, | have heard of love at first sight, but this
beats all! | leave you to guess what my answer would be, con-
vinced that you will not do me theinjustice of guessing wrong."

On the 14th of August, she still writes from Haworth:—

" | have in vain packed my box, and prepared everything for
our anticipated journey. It so happens that | can get no con-
veyance this week or the next. The only gig let out to hirein
Haworth, is at Harrogate, and likely to remain there, for aught
| can hear. Papa decidedly objects to my going by the coach,
and walking to B., though | am sure | could manegeit. Aunt
exclaims against the weather, and the roads, and the four winds
of heaven, so | am in afix, and, what is worse, so areyou. On
reading over, for the second or thirdtime, your last letter (which
by the by, was written in such hieroglyphics that, at the first
hasty perusal, | could hardly make out two consecutive words),
| find that you intimate that if | leave thisjourney till Thursday
| shall betoo late. | grievethat | should have so inconvenienced
you; but | need not talk of either Friday or Saturday now, for |
rather imagine there is small chance of my ever going at all.
The elders of the house have never cordially acquiesced in the
measure; and now that impediments ssem to start up at every
step, opposition grows more open. Papa, indeed, would wil-
lingly indulge me, but this very kindness of his makes me doubt
whether | ought to draw upon it; so, though | could battle out
aunt's discontent, | yield to papa's indulgence. He does not say
s0, but | know he would rather | stayed at home; and aunt
meant well to, | dare say, but | am provoked that she reserved
the expression of her decided disapprova till all wes settled
between you and myself. Reckon on me no more; leave me
out in your calculations; perhaps | ought, in the beginning, to
have had prudence sufficient to shut my eyes against such a
prospect of pleasure, so as to deny myself the hope of it. Beas
angry as you please with me for disappointing you. | did not
intend it, and have only one thing more to say—if you do not
go immediately to the sea, will you come to s us at Haworth ?
Thisinvitation is not mine only, but papas and aunt's."

However, a little more patience, a little more delay, and she
enjoyed the pleasure she had wished for so much.  She and her
friend went to Easton for a fortnight in the latter part of
September. It was here she received her first impressions of
the sea
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"Oct. 24th.

" Have you forgotten the sea by this time, E. ? Is it grown
dim in your mind? Or you can still s it, dark, blue, and
green, and foam-white, and hear it roaring roughly when the
wind is high, or rushing softly when it is cam. ... | am as
well as need be, and very fat. | think of Easton very often,
and of worthy Mr. H., and his kind-hearted help-mate, and of
our pleasant walks to H——Wood, and to Boynton, our merry
evenings, our romps with little Hancheon, etc., etc. If we both
live, this period of our lives will long be a theme for pleasant
recollection. Did you chance, in your letter to Mr. H., to men-
tion my spectacles? | am sadly inconvenienced by the want of
them. | can neither read, write, nor draw with comfort in
their absence. | hope Madame won't refuse to give them up.
. . . Excuse the brevity of this letter, for | have been draw-
ing all day, and my eyesare so tired it is quite alabour to write."

But, as the vivid remembrance of this pleasure died away,
an accident occurred to make the actual duties of life press some-
what heavily for atime.

" December 21, 1839.

" We are a present, and have been during the last month,
rather busy, as, for that gpace of time, we have been without a
servant, except alittle girl to run errands.  Poor Tabby became
0 lame that e was a length obliged to leave us. She is
residing with her sigter, in alittle house of her own, which she
bought with her savings a year or two since. She is very com-
fortable, and wants nothing; as se is near we s her very often.
In the meantime, Emily and | are sufficiently busy, as you may
suppose: | manage the ironing, and keep the rooms clean;
Emily does the baking, and attends to the kitchen. We ae
such odd animals, that we prefer this mode of contrivance to
having a new face amongst us. Besides, we do not despair of
Tabby's return, and she shall not be supplanted by a stranger
in her absence. | excited aunt's wrath very much by burning
the clothes, the first time | attempted to iron; but | do better
now. Human fedings are queer things; | am much happier
bteek-leading the stoves, making the beds and sweeping the
floors at home, than | should be living like afinelady anywhere
dse | must indeed drop my subscription to the Jews, because |
have no money to keep it up. | ought to have announced this
intention to yon before, but | quite forgot | was a subscriber. |
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intend to force myself to take another situation when | can get
one, though | hate and abhor the very thoughts of governess
ship. But | must doit; and, therefore, | heartily wish | could
hear of a family where they need such a commodity as a
governess."

CHAPTER 1IX

THE year 1840 found all the Brontes living at home, except
Anne. | am not aware for what reason the plan of sending
Branwell to study at the Royal Academy was relinquished;
probably, it was found, on inquiry, that the expenses of such a
life were greater than his father's slender finances could afford,
even with the help which Charlotte's labours at Miss Wooler's
gave, by providing for Ann€e's board and education. | gather
from what | have heard, that Branwell must have been severely
disappointed when the plan fell through. His talents were
certainly very brilliant, and of this he was fully conscious, and
fervently desired, by their use, either in writing or drawing, to
make himself a name. At the same time, he would probably
have found his strong love of pleasure and irregular habits a
great impediment in his path to fame; but these blemishes in
his character were only additional reasons why he yearned after
a London life, in which he imagined he could obtain every
stimulant to his already vigorous intellect, while at the same
time he would have a licence of action to be found only in
crowded cities. Thus his whole nature was attracted towards
the metropolis; and many an hour must he have spent poring
over the map of London, to judge from an anecdote which has
been told me. Some traveller for a London house of business
came to Haworth for anight; and, according to the unfortunate
habit of the place, the brilliant " Patrick " (so the villagers
always called him, while in his own family he was Branwell),
was sent for to the inn, to beguile the evening by his intellectual
conversation and his flashes of wit. They began to talk of
London; of the habits and ways of life there; of the places of
amusement; and Branwell informed the Londoner of one or
two short cuts from point to point, up narrow lanes, or back
streets; and it was only towards the end of the evening that the
traveller discovered, from BranwelPs voluntary confession, that
his companion had never set foot in London at all.
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At this time, the young man seemed to have his fate in his
own hands. He was full of noble impulses, as well as of extra-
ordinary gifts; not accustomed to resist temptation, it is true,
from any higher motive than strong family affection, but show-
ing so much power of attachment to all about him that they took
pleasure in believing that, after a time, he would " right him-
self/' and that they should have pride and delight in the use he
would then make of his splendid talents. His aunt especially
made him her great favourite. There are always peculiar trials
in the life of an only boy in a family of girls. He is expected
to act apartinlife; to do, while they are only to be; and the
necessity of their giving way to him in some things, is too often
exaggerated into their giving way to himin all, and thus render-
ing him utterly selfish. Inthefamily about whom | amwriting,
while the rest were almost ascetic in their habits, Branwell was
allowed to grow up self-indulgent; but, in early youth, his
power of attracting and attaching people was so great, that few
came in contact with him who were not so much dazzled by him
as to be desirous of gratifying whatever wishes he expressed.
Of course, he was careful enough not to reveal anything before
his father and sisters of the pleasures he indulged in; but his
tone of thought and conversation became gradually coarser,
and, for atime, his sisters tried to persuade themselves that such
coarseness was a part of manliness, and to blind themselves by
love to the fact that Branwell was worse than other young men.
At present, though he had, they were aware, fallen into some
errors, the exact nature of which they avoided knowing, still he
was their hope and their darling; their pride, who should some
time bring great glory to the name of Bronte.

He and his sister Charlotte were both slight and small of
stature, while the other two were of taller and larger make. |
have seen Branwell's profile; it is what would be generally
esteemed very handsome; the forehead is massive, the eye well
set, and the expression of it fine and intellectual; the nose too
isgood; but there are coarse lines about the mouth, and the lips,
though of handsome shape, are loose and thick, indicating self-
indulgence, while the slightly retreating chin conveys an idea of
weakness of will. His hair and complexion were sandy. He
had enough of Irish blood in him to make his manners frank
and genial, with akind of natural gallantry about them. Ina
fragment of one of his manuscripts which | have read, thereis a
justness and felicity of expression which is very striking. Itis
the beginning of atale, and the actorsin it are drawn with much
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of the grace of characteristic portrait-painting, in perfectly pure
and simple language, which distinguishes so many of Addison's
papers in the Spectator. The fragment is too short to afford
the means of judging whether he had much dramatic talent, as
the persons of the story are not thrown into conversation. But
aItOf];ether the degance and composure of style are such as one
would not have expected from this vehement and ill-fated young
man. He had a stronger desire for literary fame burning in his
heart, than even that which occasonaly flashed up in his
sisters.  Hetried various outlets for histalents. Hewrote and
sent poems to Wordsworth and Coleridge, who both expressed
kind and laudatory opinions, and he frequently contributed
verses to the Leeds Mercury, In 1840, he was living at home,
em loying himself in occasional composition of various k|nds

waiting till some employment, for which he might be fitted
without any expensive course of preliminary education, should
turn up; waiting, not impatientl%/; for he saw society of one
kind (probably what he called " life") at the Black Bull; and
a home he was as yet the cherished favourite.

Miss Branwell was unaware of the fermentation of unoccupied
talent going on around her.  She was not her nieces confidante
—per] no one so much older could have been; but their
father, from whom they derived not alittle of their adventurous
spirit, was silently cognisant of much of which Miss Branwell
took no note. Next to her nephew, the docile, pensive Anne
was her favourite.  Miss Branwell had taken charge of her from
her infancy; she was always patient and tractable, and would
submit quietly to occasiond oppression, even when she felt it
keenly. Not so her two elder sisters; they made their opinions
known, when roused by any injustice. At such times, Emily
would express hersdlf as strongly as Charlotte, although perhaps
less frequently. But, in general notW|thstand|ng that Miss
Branwell might be occasiondll unreasonable, she and her nieces
went on smoothly enough; and though they mlght now and then
be annoyed by petty tyranny, she still inspired them with
sincere respect, and not alittle affection. They were, moreover,
grateful to her for many habits she had enforced upon them, and
which in time had become second nature; order, method, neat-
nessin everything; aperfect knowledge of all kinds of household
work; an exact punctuality, and obedience to the laws of time
and place, of which no one but themselves, | have heard Char-
lotte say, could tell the valuein after-life; withtheir impulsive
natures, it was positive repose to have learnt implicit obedience
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to external laws. People in Haworth have assured me that,
according to the hour of day—nay, the very minute—could they
have told what the inhabitants of the parsonage were about.
At certain times the girls would be sewing in their aunt's bed-
room—the chamber which, in former days, before they had
outstripped her in their learning, had served them as a school-
room; at certain (early) hours they had their meals; from six
to eight, Miss Branwell read aloud to Mr. Bronte; at punctual
eight, the household assembled to evening prayers in his study;
and by nine he, Miss Branwell, and Tabby, were all in bed,—
the girls free to pace up and down (like restless wild animals) in
the parlour, talking over plans and projects, and thoughts of
what was to be their future life.

At the time of which | write, the favourite idea was that of
keeping a school. They thought that, by a little contrivance,
and a very little additional building, a small number of pupils,
four or six, might be accommodated in the parsonage. As
teaching seemed the only profession open to them, and as it
appeared that Emily at least could not live away from home,
while the others aso suffered much from the same cause, this
plan of school-keeping presented itself as most desirable. But
itinvolved some outlay; and to thistheir aunt was averse. Y et
there was no one to whom they could apply for a loan of the
requisite means, except Miss Branwell, who had made a small
store out of her savings, which she intended for her nephew and
nieces eventually, but which she did not like to risk.  Still, this
plan of school-keeping remained uppermost; and in the evenings
of thiswinter of 1839-40, the alteration that would be necessary
in the house, and the best way of convincing their aunt of the
wisdom of their project, formed the principal subject of their
conversation.

This anxiety weighed upon their minds rather heavily, during
the months of dark and dreary weather. Nor were external
events, among the circle of their friends, of a cheerful character.
In January 1840, Charlotte heard of the death of a young girl
who had been a pupil of hers, and a schoolfellow of Anne's, at
the time when the sisters were together at Roe Head; and had
attached herself very strongly to the latter, who, in return,
bestowed upon her much quiet affection- It was a sad day
when the intelligence of this young creature's death arrived.
Charlotte wrote thus on January 12th, 1840:-—

" Your letter, which | received this morning, was one of pain-
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ful interest. Anne C, it seems, is dead; when | saw her last,
she was a young, beautiful, and happy girl; and now ' life's
fitfu fever 'is over with her, and she ' sleepswell." | shall never
see her again. It is a sorrowful thought; for she was a warm-
hearted, affectionate being, and | cared for her. Wherever |
seek for her now in thisworld, she cannot be found, no more than
aflower or aleaf which withered twenty years ago. A bereave-
ment of this kind gives one a glimpse of the feeling those must
have who have seen all drop round them, friend after friend, and
are left to end their pilgrimage alone. But tears are fruitless,
and | try not to repine."

During this winter, Charlotte employed her leisure hours in
writing astory. Some fragments of the manuscript yet remain,
butitisin too small a hand to be read without great fatigue to
the eyes; and one cares the less to read it, as she herself con-
demned it, in the preface to the Professor, by saying that in this
story she had got over such taste as she might once have had for
the " ornamental and redundant in composition." The begin-
ning, too, as she herself acknowledges, was on a scale commen-
surate with one of Richardson's novels, of seven or eight volumes.
| gather some of these particulars from a copy of a letter, ap-
parently in reply to one from Wordsworth, to whom she had sent
the commencement of the story, some time in the summer of 1840.

" Authors are generally very tenacious of their productions,
but I am not so much attached to this but that | can give it up
without much distress. No doubt, if | had gone on, | should
have made quite a Richardsonian concern of it. ... | had
materials in my head for half-a-dozen volumes. ... Of
course, it is with considerable regret | relinquish any scheme so
charming as the one | have sketched. It is very edifying and
profitable to create a world out of your own brains, and people
It with inhabitants, who are so many Melchisedecs, and have no
father nor mother but your own imagination. ... | am sorry
| did not exist fifty or sixty years ago, when the Ladies 'Magazine
was flourishing like a green bay tree. In that case, | make no
doubt, my aspirations after literary fame would have met with
due encouragement, and | should have had the pleasure of intro-
ducing Messrs. Percy and West into the very best society, and
recording all their sayings and doings in double-columned close-
printed pages. ... | recollect, when | was a child, getting
hold of some antiquated volumes, and reading them by stealth
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withthe most exquisite pleasure. Y ou give acorrect descriptior
of the patient Grisels of those days. My aunt was one of them
and to this day she thinks the tales of the Ladies* Magazine
infinitely superior to any trash of modern literature. So do |.
for | read them in childhood, and childhood has a very strong
faculty of admiration, but a very weak one of criticism. . . .
| am pleased that you cannot quite decide whether | am an
attorney's clerk or a novel-reading dressmaker. | will not help
you at all in the discovery; and as to my handwriting, or the
lady-like touches in my style and imagery, you must not draw

any conclusion from that—I| may employ an amanuensis.
Seriously, sir, | am very much obliged to you for your kind and
candid letter. | almost wonder you took the trouble to read

and notice the novelette of an anonymous scribe, who had not
even the manners to tell you whether he was a man or a woman,
or whether his ' C. 17 meant Charles Timms or Charlotte
Tomkins.”

There are two or three things noticeable in the letter from
which these extracts are taken. The first is the initials with
which she had evidently signed the former one to which she
alludes. About this time, to her more familiar correspondents,
she occasionally calls herself " Charles Thunder," making a kind
of pseudonym for herself out of her Christian name, and the
meaning of her Greek surname. In the next place, there is a
touch of assumed smartness, very different from the simple,
womanly, dignified letter which she had written to Southey,
under nearly similar circumstances, three years before. |
imagine the cause of this difference to be twofold. Southey, in
his reply to her first letter, had appealed to the higher parts of
her nature, in calling her to consider whether literature was, or
was not, the best course for awoman to pursue. But the person
to whom she addressed this one had evidently confined himself
to purely literary criticisms; besides which, her sense of humour
was tickled by the perplexity which her correspondent felt as to
whether he was addressing a man or a woman. She rather
wished to encourage the former idea; and, in conseguence,
possibly, assumed something of the flippancy which was likely
to exist in her brother's style of conversation, from whom she
would derive her notions of young manhood, not likely, as far
as refinement was concerned, to be improved by the other
specimens she had seen, such as the curates whom she after
wards represented in Shirley.
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These curates were full of strong, High-Church feeling.
Belligerent by nature, it was well for their professional character
that they had, as clergymen, sufficient cause for the exercise of
their warlike propensities. Mr. Bronte, withall hiswarmregard
for Church and State, had a great respect for mental freedom;
and, though he was the last man in the world to concea his
opinions, he lived in perfect amity with all the respectable part
of those who differed from him. Not so the curates. Dissent
was schism, and schism was condemned in the Bible. In
default of turbaned Saracens, they entered on a crusade against
Methodists in broadcloth; and the consequence was that the
Methodists and Baptists refused to pay the church-rates. Miss
Bronte thus describes the state of things at this time:—

" Little Haworth has been all in a bustle about church-rates,
since you were here. We had a stirring meeting in the school-
room. Papatook the chair, and Mr. C. and Mr. W. acted as his
supporters, one on each side. There was violent opposition,
which set Mr. C's Irish blood in a ferment, and if papa had not
kept him quiet, partly by persuasion and party by compulsion,
he would have given the Dissenters their kale through the reek
—a Scotch proverb, which | will explain to you another time.
He and Mr. W. both bottled up their wrath for that time, but
it was only to explode with redoubled force at a future period.
We had two sermons on dissent, and its consequences, preached
last Sunday—one in the afternoon by Mr. W., and one in the
evening by Mr. C. All the Dissenters wereinvited to come and
hear, and they actually shut up their chapels, and came in a
body; of course the church was crowded. Mr. W. delivered a
noble, eloquent, High-Church, Apostolical-Succession discourse,
in which he banged the Dissenters most fearlessly and un-
flinchingly. | thought they had got enough for one while, but
it was nothing to the dose that was thrust down their throats in
the evening. A keener, cleverer, bolder, and more heart-
stirring haranguethanthatwhichMr. C. delivered from Haworth
pulpit, last Sunday evening, | never heard. He did not rant;
he did not cant; he did not whine; he did not sniggle; he just
got up and spoke with the boldness of the man who was
impressed with the truth of what he was saying, who has
no fear of his enemies, and no dread of consequences. His
sermon lasted an hour, yet | was sorry when it was done. | do
not say that | agree either with him, or with Mr. W., eitherin all
or in half their opinions. | consider them bigoted, intolerant,
and wholly unjustifiable on the ground of common sense. My
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conscience will not let me be either a Puseyite or a Hookist;
mats, if | were a Dissenter, | would have taken the first oppor-
tunity of kicking, or of horse-whipping both the gentlemen for
their stern, bitter attack on my religion and its teachers. But
in spite of all this, | admired the noble integrity which could
dictate so fearless an opposition against so strong an antagonist.

" P.S—Mr. W. has given another lecture at the Keighl
Mechanics I nstitution, and papa has dso given alecture; bot
are spoken of very highly in the newspaf)ers and itis mentioned
as a matter of wonder that such displays of intellect should
emanate from the village of Haworth," situated among the bogs
and mountains, and, until very lately, supposed to be in a state
of semi-barbarism." Such are the words of the newspaper.”

To fill up the account of this outwardly eventless year, | may
add a few more extracts from the letters entrusted to me.

" May 15th, 1840.

" Do not be over-persuaded to marry a man you can never
respect—I do not say love; becausg, | think, if you canr
a person before marriage, moderate love at least will come after;
and as to intense passion, | am convinced that that is no desir-
able feeling. In the first place, it seldom or never meets with
arequital; and, in the second place, if it did, the feeling would
be only temporary: it would last the honeymoon, and then,
perhaps, give place to di?ust, or indifference worse, perhaps,
than disgust. Certainly this would be the case on the man's
part; and on the woman's—God help her, if sheis left to love
passionately and aone.

" | amtolerably well convinced that | shall never marry atall.
Reason tells me so, and | am not so utterly the dave of feeling
but that | can occasionally hear her voice."

" June 2nd, 1840.

" M. is not yet come to Haworth; but she is to come, onthe
condition that | first go and stay a few days there. If all be
well, | shall go next Wednesday. | may stay at G——until
Friday or Saturday, and the early part of the following week
| shafl pass with you, if you will have me—which last sentence
indeed is nonsensg, for as | shall be glad to s you, so | know
you will be glad to s me. This arrangement will not alow
much time, but itisthe only practicable one which, considering
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all the circumstances, | can effect. Do not urge me to stay
more than two or three days, because | shall be obliged to refuse
you. | intend to walk to Keighley, there to take the coach as
far as B——, then to get some one to carry my box, and to walk
the rest of the way to G——. I | manage this, | think | shall
contrive very well. | shall reach B. by about five o'clock, and
then | shall have the cool of the evening for the walk. | have
communicated the whole arrangement to M. | desire exceed-
ingly to e both her and you. Good-bye.
C. B.

C. B.
C. B.
C B.

" If you have any better plan to suggest | am open to con-
viction, provided your plan is practicable.”

" August 20th, 1840.

" Have you sen anything of Miss H. lately ? | wish they, or
somebody dse, would get me a situation. | have answered
advertisements without number, but my applications have met
with no success

" | have got another bale of French books from G. containing
upwards of forty volumes. | have read about half. They are
like the rest, clever, wicked, sophistical, and immoral. The
best of it is, they give one a thorough idea of France and Paris,
and are the best substitute for French conversation that | have
met with.

" | positively have nothing more to say to you, for | amin a
stupid humour. Y ou must excuse this letter not being quite as
long as your own. | have written to you soon that you might
not look after the postman in vain. —Preserve this writing as
acuriosity in caligraphy—I think it is exquisite—all brilliant
black blots, and utterly illegible letters.

" CALIBAN."

" The wind bloweth where it listeth. Thou hearest the
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, nor whither
itgoeth.! That, | believe, is Scripture, though in what chapter
or book, or whether it be correctly quoted, | can't possibly say.
However, it behoves me to write a letter to a young woman of
the name of E., with whom | was once acquainted, 'in life's
morning march, when my spirit was young/ This young
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woman wished me to write to her some time since, though |
have nothing to say—I €en put it off, day by day, till at last,
fearing that she will ' curse me by her gods,' | feel constrained
to sit down and tack a few lines together, which she may call a
letter or not, as she pleases. Now, if the young woman expects
sense in this production, she will find herself miserably dis-
appointed. | shall dress her a dish of salmagundi—I shall cook
a hash—compound a stew—toss up an omelette soufflee a la
Frangaise, and send it her with my respects. The wind, which
is very high up in our hills of Judea, though, | suppose, down in
the Philistine flats of B. parish it is nothing to speak of, has pro-
duced the same effects on the contents of my knowledge-box
that a quaigh of usquebaugh does upon those of most other
bipeds. | see everything couleur de rose, and am strongly
inclined to dance a jig, if | knew how. | think | must partake
of the nature of a pig or an ass—both winch animals are strongly
affected by a high wind. From what quarter the wind blows
| cannot tell, for | never could in my life; but | should very
much like to know how the great brewing-tub of Bridlington
Bay works, and what sort of yeasty froth rises just now on the
waves.

" A woman of the name of Mrs. B., it seems, wants a teacher.
| wish she would have me; and | have written to Miss W. to
tell her so. Verily, itis adelightful thing to live here at home,
at full liberty to do just what one pleases. But | recollect some
scrubby old fable about grasshoppers and ants, by a scrubby
old knave yclept Asop; the grasshoppers sang all the summer,
and starved all the winter.

" A distant relation of mine, one Patrick Bran well, has set
off to seek his fortune in the wild, wandering, adventurous,
romantic knight-errant-like capacity of clerk on the Leeds and
Manchester Railroad. Leeds and Manchester—where are they ?
Cities in the wilderness—like Tadmor, alias Palmyra—are they
not?

" Thereis one little trait respecting Mr. W. which lately came
to my knowledge, which gives a glimpse of the better side of his
character. Last Saturday night he had been sitting an hour in
the parlour with papa; and, as he went away, | heard papa say
to him ' What is the matter with you? You seem in very low
spirits to-night." ' Oh, | don't know. |'ve been to see a poor
young girl, who, |'m afraid is dying." ' Indeed, what is her
name? ' ' Susan Bland, the daughter of John Bland, the
superintendent.'” Now Susan Bland is my oldest and best
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scholar in the Sunday-school; and, when | heard that, | thought
I would go as soon as | could to se her. | did go on Monday
afternoon, and found her on her way to that' bourn whence no
traveller returns.' After sitting with her sometime, | happened
to ask her mother, if she thought alittle port-wine would do her
good. She replied that the doctor had recommended it, and
that when Mr. W. wes last there, he had brought them a bottle
of wine and jar of presarves.  She added, that he was always
good-natured to poor folks, and seemed to have a dedl of fegling
and kind-heartedness about him. No doubt, there are defects
in his character, but there are dso good qualities. . . . God
blesshim! | wonder who, with his advantages, would be with-
out his faults. | know many of his faulty actions, many of his
weak points; yet, where | am, he shal always find rather a
defender than an accuser.  To be sure, my opinion will go but
avery little way to decide his character; what of that? People
should do right as far as their ability extends. Y ou are not to
suppose from all this, that Mr. W. and | are on very amiable
terms; we are not at all. We are distant, cold, and reserved.
We sdldom speak; and when we do, it is only to exchange the
most trivial and common-place remarks."

TheMrs. B. aluded to in thisletter, asin want of a governess,
entered into a correspondence with Miss Bronte, and expressed
herself much pleased with the letters she received from her;
with the " style and candour of the application," in which
Charlotte had taken care to tell her, that if she wanted a showy,
elegant, or fashionable person, her correspondent was not fitted
for such a situation. But Mrs. B. required her governess to
give instructions in music and singing, for which Charlotte was
not qualified; and, accordingly, the negotiation fell through.
But Miss Bronte was not one to sit down in despair after dis-
appointment. Much as she disliked the life of a private gover-
ness, it was her duty to relieve her father of the burden of her
support, and this was the only way open to her. So she set to
advertising and inquiring with fresh vigour.

In the meantime, a little occurrence took place, described in
one of her letters, which | shall give, asit shows her instinctive
aversion to a particular class of men, whose vices some have
supposed she looked upon with indulgence. The extract tells
all that need be known, for the purpose | have in view, of the
miserable pair to whom it relates.

" Y ou remember Mr. and Mrs. ?  Mrs. — came here
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the other day, with a most melancholy tale of her wretched
husband's drunken, extravagant, profligate habits. She asked
papas advice; there was nothing, she said, but ruin before
them. They owed debts which they could never pay. She
expected Mr. 's instant dismissd from his curacy; she
knew, from bitter experience, that his viceswere utterly hopeless.
He treated her and her child savagely; with much more to the
same effect.  Papa advised her to leave him for ever, and go
home, if she had ahometo go to. She said, this was what e
had long resolved to do; and she would leave him directly, as
soon as Mr. B. dismissed him. She expressed great disgust and
contempt towards him, and did not affect to have the shadow of
regard in any way. | do not wonder at this, but | do wonder
she should ever marry a man towards whom her fedings must
always have been pretty much the same asthey arenow. | am
morally certain no decent woman could experience anything
but aversion towards such aman as Mr——. Before | knew,
or suspected his character, and when | rather wondered at his
versatile talents, | felt it in an uncontrollable degree. | hated
to talk with him—hated to look at him; though as | was not
certain that there was substantial reason for such a dislike, and
thought it absurd to trust to mere instinct, | both concealed and
repressed the feeling as much as | could; and, on all occasions,
treated him with as much civility as | was mistress of. | wes
struck with Mary's expression of asimilar feeling at first sight;
shesaid, when we left him, * That isahideous man, Charlotte | *
| thought' he is indeed." "

CHAPTER X

EARLY in March, 1841, Miss Bronte* obtained her second and
last situation as a governess. This time she esteemed hersdlf
fortunate in becoming a member of a kind-hearted and friendly
household. The master of it, she especialy regarded as a
vauable friend, whose advice helped to guide her in one very
important step of her life. But as her definite acquirements
were few, she had to eke them out by employing her leisure time
in needle-work; and altogether her position wes that of " bonne "
or nursery governess, liable to repeated and never-ending calls
upon her time. This description of uncertain, yet perpetual
employment, subject to the exercise of another person's will at
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all hours of the day, was peculiarly trying to one whose life at
home had been full of abundant leisure. Idle she never was in
any place, but of the multitude of small talks, plans, duties,
plessures, etc., that make up most peopl€e's days, her home life
was nearly destitute. Thismade it possblefor her to go through
long and desp histories of feeling and imagination, for which
others, odd as it sounds, have rarely time. This made it in-
evitable that—Ilater on, in her too short career—the intensity of
her feeling should wear out her physical health. The habit
of " making out,” which had grown with her growth, and
strengthened with her strength, had become a part of her nature.
Yet all exercise of her strongest and most characteristic faculties
was how out of the question. She could not (as while she was
at Miss Wooler's) fed amidst the occupations of the day, that
when evening came, she might employ herself in more congenia
ways. No doubt, all who enter ugon the career of a governess
have to relinquish much; no doubt, it must ever be alife of
sacrifice; but to Charlotte Bronte it was a perpetual attempt to
forceall her faculties into adirection for which the whole of her
ﬁrevious life had unfitted them. Moreover, the little Brontes

ad been brought up motherless; and from knowing notliing of
the gaiety and the sportiveness of childhood—from never having
experienced careses or fond attentions themselves—they were
ignorant of the very nature of infancy, or how to call out its
engaging qualities. Children were to them the troublesome
necessities of humanity; they had never been drawninto contact
with them in any other way. Years afterwards, when Miss
Bronte came to stay with us, she watched our little girls per-
petually; and | could not persuade her that they were only
a/esrge specimens of well brought up children. She was sur-

rised and touched by any sign of thoughtfulness for others, of

indness to animals, or of unsdfishness on their part; and
constantl¥| maintained that she was in the right, and | in the
wrong, whenwe differed on the point of their unusual excellence.
All this must be borne in mind while reading the following
letters. And it must likewise be borne in mind—by those who,
surviving her, look back upon her life from their mount of
observation,—how no distaste, no suffering ever made her shrink
from any course which she believed it to be her duty to engegein.

" March 3, 1841.
" | told you some time since, that | meant to get a situation,
and when | said so my resolution was quite fixed. | felt that
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however often | wes disappointed, | had no intention of relin-
quishing my efforts. After being severely baffled two or three
times,—after a world of trouble in the way of correspondence
and interviews,—I| have at length succeeded, and am fairly
established in my new place.

" The house is not very large, but exceedingly comfortable
and well regulated; the grounds are fine and extensive. In
taking the place, | have made a large sacrifice in the way of
sdary, in the hope of securing comfort,—by which word | do
not mean to express good eating and drinking, or warm fire, or
a oft bed, but the society of cheerful faces and minds and
hearts not dug out of alead-mine, or cut from a marble quarry.
My sdary is not really more than £16 per annum, though it is
nominally £20, but the expense of washing will be deducted
therefrom. My pupils are two in number, agirl of eight, and a
boy of six. Asto my employers, you will not expect me to say
much about their characters when | tell you that | only arrived
here yesterday. | have not the faculty of telling an individual's
disposition at first sight. Before | can venture to pronounce on
a character, | must s it first under various lights and from
various points of view. All | can say thereforeis, both Mr. and
Mrs. sem to me good sort of people. | have as yet had
no cause to complain of want of consderateness or civility. My
pupils are wild and unbroken, but apparently well-disposed. |
wish | may be able to say asmuch next time | writetoyou. My
earnest wish and endeavour will be to please them. 1f | can
but fed that | am giving satisfaction, and if at the same time |
can keep my health, | shall, | hope, be moderately happy. But
no one but myself can tell how hard a governesss work is to me
—for no one but myself is aware how utterly averse my whole
mind and nature are for the employment. Do not think that |
fail to blame mysef for this, or that | leave any means un-
employed to conquer this feeling. Some of my greatest diffi-
culties lie in things that would appear to you comparatively
trivial. | find it so hard to repel therude familiarity of children.
| find it so difficult to ask either servants or mistress for anything
| want, however much | wantit. Itislesspainfor meto endure
the greatest inconvenience than to go into the kitchen to request
itsremoval. | am afool. Heaven knows | cannot help it!

" Now can you tell me whether it is considered improper for
governesses to ask their friends to come and see them. | do not
mean, of course, to stay, but just for a call of an hour or two?
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Ifitis not absolute treason, | do fervently request that you will
contrive, in some way or other, to let me have a sight of your
face. Yet | fed, at the same time, that | am making a very
foolish and almost impracticable demand; yet thisis only four
miles from B——!'"

" March 21.

" Y ou must excuse a very short answer to your most welcome
letter; for my timeis entirely occupied. Mrs. expected a
good ded of sewing from me. | cannot ssv much during the
day, on account of the children, who reguire the utmost atten-
tion. | am obliged, therefore, to devote the evenings to this
busness. Write to me often; very long letters. 1t will do both
of usgood. This place is far better than——, but, God knows,
| have enough to do to keep a good heart in the matter. What
you said has cheered me a little. | wish | could dways act
according to your advice. Home-sickness affects me sorely.
| like Mr. extremely. The children are over-indulged,
and consequently hard at timesto manage. Do, do, do come and
se me; if it be a breach of etiquette, never mind. I you can
only stop an hour, come. Talk no more about my forsaking
you; my darling, | could not afford to do it. | find itisnotin
my nature to get on in this weary world without sympathy and
attachment in some quarter; and sdldom indeed do we find it.
Itistoo great atreasure to be ever wantonly thrown away when
once secured.”

Miss Bronte had not been many weeks in her new situation
before she had a proof of the kind-hearted hospitality of her
employers.  Mr. wrote to her father and urgently invited
him to come and make acquaintance with his daughter's new
home, by spending a week with her init; and Mrs.—expressed
great regret when one of Miss Bronte's friends drove up to the
houseto leave aletter or parcel, without entering.  So she found
that all her friends might freely visit her, and that her father
would be received with especid gladness. She thankfully
acknowledged this kindness in writing to urge her friend afresh
to come and s her; which she accordingly did.

"June, 1841.
** You can hardly fancy it possible, | dare say, that | cannot
find aquarter of an hour to scribbleanotein; butsoitis; and
when anoteiswritten, it hasto be carried amileto the post, and
that consumes nearly an hour, which is a large portion of the
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day. Mr. and Mrs. have been gone a week. | heard from
them this morning. No timeis fixed for their return, but | hope
it will not be delayed long, or | shall miss the chance of seeing
Anne this vacation.  She came home, | understand, last Wednes-
day, and is only to be allowed three weeks' vacation, because the
family she is with are going to Scarborough. / should like to
see her, to judge for myself of the state of her health. | dare
not trust any other person's report, no one seems minute enough
in their observations. | should very much have liked you to
have seen her. | have got on very well with the servants and
children so far; yetitis dreary, solitary work. You can tell as
well as me the lonely feeling of being without a companion.”

Soon after this was written, Mr. and Mrs. returned, in
time to allow Charlotte to go and look after Anne's health,
which, as she found to her intense anxiety, was far from strong.
What could she do, to nurse and cherish up this little sister, the
youngest of them all? Apprehension about her brought up
once more the idea of keeping a school. If, by this means, they
three could live together, and maintain themselves, all might
go well. They would have some time of their own, in which to
try again and yet again at that literary career, which, in spite
of all baffling difficulties, was never quite set aside as an ultimate
object; but far the strongest motive with Charlotte was the
conviction that Anne's health was so delicate that it required
a degree of tending which none but her sister could give. Thus
she wrote during those midsummer holidays.

" Haworth, July 19th, 1841.

" We waited long and anxiously for you, on the Thursday
that you promised to come. | quite wearied my eyes with watch-
ing from the window, eye-glass in hand, and sometimes spec-
tacles on nose. However, you are not to blame; . . . and as
to disappointment, why, all must suffer disappointment at some
period or other of their lives. But a hundred things | had to
say to you will now be forgotten, and never said. Thereis a
project hatching in this house, which both Emily and | anxiously
wished to discuss with you. The project is yet in its infancy,
hardly peeping from its shell; and whether it will ever come out
a fine full-fledged chicken, or will turn addle, and die before it
cheeps, is one of those considerations that are but dimly re-
vealed by the oracles of futurity. Now, don't be nonplussed by
all this metaphorical mystery. | talk of a plain and every-day
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occurrence, though, in Delphic style, | wrap up the information
in figures of speech concerning eggs, chickens, etcaetera, etcse-
terorum. To come tothepoint: papa andaunt talk, by fitsand
starts, of our—id est, Emily, Anne, and myself—commencing a
school! | have often, you know, said how much | wished such
a thing; but | never could conceive where the capital was to
come from for making such a speculation. | was well aware,
indeed, that aunt had money, but | always considered that she
was the last person who would offer a loan for the purpose in
question. A loan, however, she has offered, or rather intimates
that she perhaps will offer, in case pupils can be secured, an
eligible situation obtained, etc. This sounds very fair, but still
there are matters to be considered which throw something of a
damp upon the scheme. | do not expect that aunt will sink more
than £150 in such aventure; and would it be possible to estab-
lish a respectable (not by any means a showy) school, and to
commence housekeeping with a capital of only that amount?
Propound the question to your sister, if you think she can
answer it; if not, don't say aword on the subject. Asto getting
into debt, thatis athing we could none of us reconcile our minds
to foramoment. We do not care how modest, how humble our
commencement be, so it be made on sure grounds, and have
a safe foundation. In thinking of all possible and impossible
places where we could establish a school, | have thought of
Burlington, or rather of the neighbourhood of Burlington. Do
you remember whether there was any other school there besides
that of Miss——? This is, of course, a perfectly crude and
random idea. There are a hundred reasons why it should be an
impracticable one. We have no connections, no acquaintances
there; itis far from home, etc. Still, | fancy the ground in the
East Riding is less fully occupied than in the West. Much
inquiry and consideration will be necessary, of course, before
any place is decided on; and | fear much time will elapse before
any planis executed. . . . Write as soon as you can. | shall
not leave my present situation till my future prospects assume
a more fixed and definite aspect.”

A fortnight afterwards, we see that the seed has been sown
which was to grow up into a plan materially influencing her
future life.

"August 7th, 1841.

" This is Saturday evening; | have put the children to bed;
now | am going to sit down and answer your letter. | am
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again by mysdf—housekeeper and governess—for Mr. and Mrs.
——are staying at——. To speek truth, though | am solitary
while they are away, it is still by far the happiest part of my
time. The children are under decent control, the servants are
very observant and attentive to me, and the occasional absence
of the master and mistress relieves me from the duty of always
endeavouring to seem cheerful and conversable. Martha——,
it appears, is in the way of enjoying great advantages, so is
Mgrdy, for you will be surprised to hear that she is returning im-
mediately to the Continent with her brother; not, however, to
stay there, but to take a month's tour and recreation. | have
had along letter from Mary, and a packet containing a present
of avery handsome black silk scarf, and a pair of beautiful kid
gloves, bought a Brussels. Of course, | was in one sne
pleased with the gift—pleased that they should think of me so
far off, amidst the excitements of one of the most splendid
capitals of Europe; and yet it felt irksome to accept it. |
should think Mary and Martha have not more than sufficient
pocket-money to supply themselves. | wish they had testified
their regard by a less expensive token. Mary's letters spoke of
some of the pictures and cathedrals she had seen—pictures the
most exquisite, cathedrals the most venerable. | hardly know
what swelled to my throat as | read her letter: such a vehement
impatience of restraint and steady work; such a strong wish for
wings—wings such as wealth can furnish; such an urgent thirst
to ¢ to know, to learn; something internal seemed to expand
bodily for a minute. | was tantalised by the consciousness of
faculties unexercised,—then all collapsed, and | despaired. My
dear, | would hardly make that confesson to any one but your-
sef; and to you, rather in a letter than viva voce. These re-
bellious and absurd emotions were only momentary; | quelled
themin five minutes. | hopethey will not revive, for they were
acutely painful. No further steps have been taken about the
Broj ect | mentioned to you, nor probably will be for the present;

ut Emily, and Anne, and |, keepitin view. Itisour polar star,
and we look to it in all circumstances of despondency. | begin
to s;s?]ect | am writing in a strain which will make you think |
amunhappy. Thisisfar from being the case; on the contrary,
| know my place is a favourable one, for a governess. What
dismays and haunts me sometimes, is a conviction that | have
no natural knack for my vocation. If teaching only were re-
quisite, it would be smooth and easy; butitisthelivingin other
people's houses—the estrangement from one's real character—
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the adoption of a cold, rigid, apathetic exterior, that is painful.
.. .. You will not mention our school project at present. A
project not actually commenced is always uncertain. Write to
me often, my dear Nell; you know your letters are valued.
Your 'loving child ' (as you choose to call me so),

"C.B."

"PS. | am well in health; don't fancy | am not; but |
have one aching feeling at my heart (I must aludeto it, though
| had resolved not to). It is about Anne; she has so much to
endure: far, far more than | ever had. When my thoughts
turnto her, they always s her as a patient, persecuted stranger.
I know what conceded susceptibility isin her nature, when her
fedings are wounded. | wish | could be with her, to administer
alittlebalm. Sheismore loney—Iless gifted with the power of
making friends, even than | am. Drop the subject."

She could bear much for herself; but she could not patiently
bear the sorrows of others, especialy of her sisters; and again,
of the two sisters, the idea of the little, gentle youngest suffering
in lonely patience, was insupportable to her.  Something must
be done. No matter if the desired end were far away; all time
was lost in which she was not making progress, however slow,
towardsit. To have aschool, wasto have some portion of daily
leisure, uncontrolled but by her own senee of duty; it was for
the three sisters, loving each other with so passionate an affec-
tion, to be together under one roof, and yet earning their own
subsistence; above all, it was to have the power of watching
over those two whose life and happiness were ever to Charlotte
far more than her own. But no trembling impatience should
lead her to take an unwise step in haste.  Sheinquired in every
direction she could, as to the chances which a new school might
have of success But in all there seemed more establishments
like the one which the sigters wished to set up than could be
supported. What was to be done? Superior advantages must
be offered. But how? They themsdves abounded in thought,
power, and information; but these are qualifications scarcely fit
to beinserted in aprospectus.  Of French they knew something;
enough to read it fluently, but hardly enough to teach it in com-
petition with natives, or professional masters. Emily and Anne
had some knowledge of music; but here again it was doubtful
IWhethe_r, without more instruction, they could engage to give
esons in it.
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Just about this time, Miss Wooler was thinking of relinquish-
ing her school at Dewsbury Moor; and offered to give it up in
favour of her old pupils, the Brontes. A sister of hers had taken
the active management since the time when Charlotte was a
teacher; but the number of pupils had diminished; and, if the
Brontes undertook it, they would have to try and work it up to
its former state of prosperity. This, again, would require ad-
vantages on their part which they did not at present possess but
which Charlotte caught a glimpse of.  She resolved to follow the
clue, and never to rest till she had reached a successful issue.
With the forced cam of a suppressed esgerness, that sends a
glow of desire through every word of the following letter, she
wrote to her aunt thus.

" Sept. 29th, 1841.

" DEAR AUNT,—I have heard nothing of Miss Wooler yet
since | wrote to her, intimating that | would accept her offer.
I cannot conjecture the reason of this long silence, unless some
unforeseen impediment has occurred in concluding the bargain.
Meantime, a plan has been suggested and approved by Mr. and
Mrs——" (the father and mother of her pupils) " and others,
which | wish now to impart to you. My friends recommend
me, if | desire to secure permanent success, to delay commencing
the schoal for six months longer, and by all meansto contrive, by
hood or by crook, to spend the intervening time in some school
on the continent. They say sthools in England are so numerous,
competition so great, that without some such step towards
attaining superiority, we shall probably have a very hard
struggle, and may fail in the end. They say, moreover, that
the loan of £100, which you have been 0 kind as to offer us, will,
perhaps, not be all required now, as Miss Wooler will lend us the
furniture; and that, if the speculation is intended to be a good
and successful one, half the sum, at least, ought to be laid out in
the manner | have mentioned, thereby insuring a more speedy
repayment both of interest and principal.

"1 would not go to France or to Paris. | would go to
Brussdls, in Belgium. The cost of the journey there, at the
dearest rate of travelling, would be £5; livingistherelittle more
than half as dear asitisin England, and the facilities for educa-
tion are equal or superior to any other place in Europe. In half
ayear, | could acquire a thorough familiarity with French. |
could improvegreatly in Italian, and even get a dash of German;
i .* ., providingmy health continued as good asitisnow. Mary
is now staying at Brussels, at afirst-rate esablishment there. |
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should not think of going to the Chateau de Kokleberg, where
she is resident, as the terms are much too high; but if | wrote
to her, she, with the assistance of Mrs. Jenkins, the wife of the
British Chaplain, would be able to secure me a cheap decent
residence and respectable protection. | should have the oppor-
tunity of seeing her frequently; she would make me acquainted
with the city; and, with the assstance of her cousins, | should
probably be introduced to connections far more improving,
polished, and cultivated, than any | have yet known.

" These are advantages which would turn to real account,
when we actually commenced a school; and, if Emily could
share them with me, we could take a footing in the world after-

wards which we can never do now. | say Emily instead of
Anne; for Anne might take her turn at some future period, if
our school answered. | feel certain, while | am writing, that

you will see the propriety of what | say. You alwayslike to use
your money to the best advantage. You are not fond of making
shabby purchases; when you do confer a favour, it is often done
in style; and, depend upon it, £50 or £100 thus laid out, would
be well employed. Of course, | know no other friend in the
world to whom | could apply, on this subject, except yourself.
| feel an absolute conviction that, if this advantage were allowed
us, it would be the making of us for life. Papa will, perhaps, think
it a wild and ambitious scheme; but who ever rose in the world
without ambition? When he left Ireland to go to Cambridge
University, he was as ambitious as | am now. | want us all to
get on. | know we have talents and | want them to be turned
to account. | look to you, aunt, to help us. | think you will
not refuse. | know, if you consent, it shall not be my fault if
you ever repent your kindness."

This letter was written from the house in which she was
residing as governess. It was some little time before an answer
came. Much had to be talked over between the father and aunt
in Haworth Parsonage. As last consent was given. Then, and
not till then, she confided her plan to an intimate friend. She
was not one to talk over-much about any project, while it re-
mained uncertain—to speak about her labour, in any direction,
while its result was doubtful.

" Nov. 2,1841.

" Now let us begin to quarrel. In the first place, | must
consider whether | wiH commence operations on the defensive,
or the offensive. The defensive, | think. You say, and | see
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plainly, that your feelings have been hurt by an apparent want
of confidence on my part. You heard from others of Miss
Wooler's overtures before | communicated them to you myself.
This is true. | was deliberating on plans important to m/
future prospects. | never exchanged a letter with you on the
subject. Trueagain. This appears strange conduct to afriend,
near and dear, long-known, and never found wanting. Most
true. | cannot give you my excuses for this behaviour; this
word excuse implies confession of a fault, and | do not feel that
| have been in fault. The plain fact is, | was not, | am not now,
certain of my destiny. On the contrary, | have been most un-
certain, perplexed with contradictory schemes and proposals.
My time, as | have often told you, is fully occupied; yet | had
many letters to write, which it was absolutely necessary should
bewritten. | knew it would avail nothing to write to you then
to say | was in doubt and uncertainty—hoping this, fearing that,
anxious, eagerly desirous to do what seemed impossible to be
done. When | thought of you in that busy interval, it was to
resolve, that you should know all when my way was clear, and
my grand end attained. If | could, | would always work in
silence and obscurity, and let my efforts be known by their
results. Miss W. did most kindly propose that | should come
to Dewsbury Moor, and attempt to revive the school her sister
had relinquished. She offered me the use of her furniture, for
the consideration of her board. At first, | received the proposal
cordially, and prepared to do my utmost to bring about success;
but afirewas kindled in my very heart, which | could not quench.
| so longed to increase my attainments—to become something
better than | am; a glimpse of what | felt, | showed to you in
one of my former letters—only a glimpse; Mary cast oil upon
the flames—encouraged me, and in her own strong, energetic
language, heartened me on. | longed to go to Brussels;, but how
could | get? | wished for one, at least, of my sisters to share
the advantage with me. | fixed on Emily. She deserved the
reward, | knew. How could the point be managed? In ex-
treme excitement, | wrote a letter home, which carried the day.
| made an appeal to aunt for assistance, which was answered
by consent. Things are not settled; vyet it is sufficient to say
we have a chance of going for half a year. Dewsbury Moor is
relinquished. Perhaps, fortunately so, for it is an obscure,
dreary place, not adapted for a school. In my secret soul, |
believe there is no cause to regret it. My plans for the future
are bounded to this intention: if | once get to Brussels, and if
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my health is spared, | will do my best to make the utmost of
every advantage that shall come within my reach. When the
half-year is expired, | will do what | can.

" Believe me, though | was bornin April, the month of cloud
and sunshine, | am not changeful. My spirits are unequal, and
sometimes | speak vehemently, and sometimes | say nothing at
all; but | have a steady regard for you, and if you will let the
cloud and shower pass by, be sure the sun is always behind,
obscured, but still existing."

At Christmas she left her situation, after a parting with her
employers, which seems to have affected and touched her
greatly. " They only made too much of me," was her remark,
after leaving this family; " | did not deserveit."

All four children hoped to meet together at their father's house
this December. Branwell expected to have a short leave of
absence from his employment as a clerk on the Leeds and Man-
chester Railway, in which he had been engaged for five months.
Anne arrived before Christmas-day. She had rendered herself
so valuable in her difficult situation, that her employers vehe-
mently urged her return, although she had announced her
resolution to leave them; partly on account of the harsh treat-
ment she had received, and partly because her stay at home,
during her sisters' absence in Belgium, seemed desirable, when
the age of the three remaining inhabitants of the parsonage was
taken into consideration.

After some correspondence and much talking over plans at
home, it seemed better, in consequence of letters which they
received from Brussels giving a discouraging account of the
schools there, that Charlotte and Emily should go to an institu-
tion at Lille, in the north of France, which was highly recom-
mended by Baptist Noel, and other clergymen. Indeed, at the
end of January, it was arranged that they were to set off for
this place in three weeks, under the escort of a French lady, then
visiting in London. The terms were £50 each pupil, for board
and French alone, but a separate room was to be allowed for this
sum; withoutthisindulgence, itwaslower. Charlottewrites:—

" January 20th, 1842.

" | considered it kind in aunt to consent to an extra sum for
a separate room. We shall find it a great privilege in many
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ways. | regret the change from Brussels to Lille on many
accounts, chiefly that | shall not see Martha. Mary has been
indefatigably kind in providing me with information.  She has
grudged no labour, and scarcely any expense, to that end.
Mary's price is above rubies. | have, in fact, two friends—you
and her—staunch and true, in whose faith and sincerity | have
as strong a belief as | have in the Bible. | have bothered you
both—you especially; but you always get the tongs and heap
coals of fire upon my head. | have had letters to write lately to
Brussels, to Lille, and to London. | havelots of chemises, night-
gowns, pocket-handkerchiefs, and pockets to make; besides
clothes to repair. | have been, every week since | came home,
expecting to see Branwell, and he has never been able to get
over yet. We fully expect him, however, next Saturday.
Under these circumstances how can | go visiting? You tanta-
lise me to death with talking of conversations by the fireside.
Depend upon it, we are not to have any such for many along
month to come. | get an interesting impression of old age upon
my face; and when you see me next | shall certainly wear caps
and spectacles.”

CHAPTER XI

I AM not aware of all the circumstances which led to the relin-
quishment of the Lille plan. Brussels had had from the first a
strong attraction for Charlotte; and the idea of going there, in
preference to any other place, had only been given up in conse-
guence of the information received of the second-rate character
of its schools. Reference has been made in her letters to Mrs.
Jenkins, the wife of the chaplain of the British Embassy. At
the request of his brother—a clergyman, living not many miles
from Haworth, and an acquaintance of Mr. Bronte's—she made
much inquiry, and at length, after some discouragement in her
search, heard of a school which seemed in every respect desirable.
There was an English lady, who had long lived in the Orleans
family, amidst the various fluctuations of their fortunes, and
who, when the Princess Louise was married to King Leopold,
accompanied her to Brussels, in the capacity of reader. This
lady's granddaughter was receiving her education at the pension-
nat of Madame H6ger; and so satisfied was the grandmother
with the kind of instruction given, that she named the establish-
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ment, with high encomiums, to Mrs. Jenkins; and, in conse-
guence, it was decided that, if the terms suited, Miss Bronte
and Emily should proceed thither. M. Heger informs me that,
on receipt of a letter from Charlotte, making very particular
inquiries as to the possible amount of what are usually termed
" extras," he and his wife were so much struck by the simple
earnest tone of the letter, that they said to each other:—" These
are the daughters of an English pastor, of moderate means,
anxious to learn with an ulterior view of instructing others, and
to whom the risk of additional expense is of great consequence.
Let us name a specific sum, within which all expenses shall be
included."

This was accordingly done; the agreement was concluded,
and the Brontes prepared to leave their native county for the
first time, if we except the melancholy and memorable residence
at Cowan's Bridge. Mr. Bronte determined to accompany his
daughters. Mary and her brother, who were experienced in
foreign travelling, were also of the party. Charlotte first saw
London in the day or two they now stopped there; and, from
an expression in one of her subsequent letters, they all, | believe,
stayed at the Chapter Coffee House, Paternoster Row—a strange,
old-fashioned tavern, of which | shall have more to say here-
after.

Mr. Bronte took his daughters to the Rue dTsabelle, Brussels;
remained one night at Mr. Jenkins'; and straight returned to
his wild Yorkshire village.

What a contrast to that must the Belgian capital have pre-
sented to those two young women thus left behind!  Suffering
acutely from every strange and unaccustomed contact—far away
from their beloved home, and the dear moors beyond—their
indomitable will was their great support. Charlotte's own
words, with regard to Emily, are:—

" After the age of twenty, having meantime studied alone
with diligence and perseverance, she went with me to an estab-
lishment on the continent. The same suffering and conflict
ensued, heightened by the strong recoil of her upright heretic
and English spirit from the gentle Jesuitry of the foreign and
Romish system. Once more she seemed sinking, but this time
she rallied through the mere force of resolution: with inward
remorse and shame she looked back on her former failure, and
resolved to conquer, but the victory cost her dear. She was
never happy till she carried her hard-won knowledge back to the
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remote English village, the old parsonage-house, and desolate
Yorkshire hills."

They wanted learning. They came for learning. They
would learn. Where they had a distinct purpose to be achieved
in intercourse with their fellows, they forgot themselves; at all
other times they were miserably shy. Mrs. Jenkins told me
that she used to ask them to spend Sundays and holidays with
her, until she found that they felt more pain than pleasure from
such visits. Emily hardly ever uttered more than a mono-
syllable. Charlotte was sometimes excited sufficiently to speak
eloguently and well—on certain subjects; but before her tongue
was thus loosened, she had a habit of gradually wheeling round
on her chair, so as almost to conceal her face from the person
to whom she was speaking.

And yet there was much in Brussels to strike a responsive
chord in her powerful imagination. At length she was seeing
somewhat of that grand old world of which she had dreamed.
As the gay crowds passed by her, so had gay crowds paced those
streets for centuries, in all their varying costumes. Every spot
told an historic tale, extending back into the fabulous ages
when San and Jannika, the aboriginal giant and giantess, |ooked
over the wall, forty feet high, of what is now the Rue Villa
Hermosa, and peered down upon the new settlers who were to
turn them out of the country in which they had lived since the
deluge. The great solemn Cathedral of St. Gudule, the religious
paintings, the striking forms and ceremonies of the Romish
Church—all made a deep impression on the girls, fresh from the
bare walls and simple worship of Haworth Church. And then
they were indignant with themselves for having been susceptible
of this impression, and their stout Protestant hearts arrayed
themselves against the false Duessa that had thus imposed upon
them.

The very building they occupied as pupils, in Madame Heger's
pensionnat, had its own ghostly train of splendid associations,
marching for ever, in shadowy procession, through and through
the ancient rooms, and shaded alleys of the gardens. From the
splendour of to-day in the Rue Royale, if you turn aside, near
the statue of the General Beliard, you look down four flights of
broad stone steps upon the Rue dTsabelle. The chimneys of
the houses in it are below your feet. Opposite to the lowest
flight of steps, there is a large old mansion facing you, with a
spacious walled garden behind—and to theright of it. In front
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of this garden, on the same side as the mansion, and with great
boughs of trees swging over their lowly roofs, is a row of small,
picturesque, old-fashioned cottages, not unlike, in degree and
uniformity, to the dmhouses so often seen in an English country
town. The Rue dlsabelle looks as though it had been un-
touched by the innovations of the builder for the last three
centuries; and yet any one might drop a stone into it from the
back windows of the grand modern hotels in the Rue Royale,
built and furnished in the newest Parisian fashion.

In the thirteenth century, the Rue dlsabelle was called
the FossG-aux-Chiens, and the kennels for the ducal hounds
occupied the place where Madame Heger's pensionnat now
stands. A hospital (in the ancient large meaning of the word)
succeeded to the kennel.  The housdess and the poor, perhaps
the leprous, were received, by the brethren of a religious order,
in a building on this sheltered site; and what had been a fose
for defence, was filled up with herb-gardens and orchards for
upwards of a hundred years. Then came the aristocratic guild
of the crossbow men—that com(s)any the members whereof
were required to prove their noble descent untainted for so many
generations, before they could be admitted into the guild; and,
being admitted, were required to swear a solemn oath, that no
other pastime or exercise should take up any part of their
leisure, the whole of which was to be devoted to the practice of
the noble art of shooting with the crossbow. Once a year a
grand match was held, under the patronage of some saint, to
whose church-steeple was affixed the bird, or semblance of a
bird, to be hit by the victor." The conqueror in the game was
Roi des Arbaletriers for the coming year, and received ajewelled
decoration accordingly, which he was entitled to wear for twelve
months; after which he restored it to the guild, to be again
strivenfor. Thefamily of him who died during the year that he
was king, were bound to present the decoration to the church of
the patron saint of the guild, and to furnish a similar prize to be

! Scott describes the sport, " Shooting at the Popinjay," " as an ancient
game formerly practised with archery, but at this period (1679) with fire
arms. This was the figure of a bird decked with parti-coloured feathers,
so as to resemble a popinjay or parrot. It was suspended to a pole, and
served for a mark at which the competitors discharged their fusees and
carbines in rotation, at the distance of seventy paces. He whose ball
broul(:lzht down the mark held the proud title of Captain of the Popinjay
for the remainder of the day, and was usually escorted in triumph to the
most respectable change-house in the neighbourhood, where the evening
was closed with conviviality, conducted under his auspices, and, if he was
able to maintain it, at his expense."—OIld Mortality.
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contended for afresh.  These noble cross-bow men of the middle
ages formed a sort of armed guard to the powers in existence,
and almost invariably took the aristocratic, in preference to the
democratic side, in the numerous civil dissensons in the Flemish
towns. Hence they were protected by the authorities, and
easily obtained favourable and sheltered sites for their exercise-
ground. And thus they came to occuph/ the old fose, and took
possession of the great orchard of the hospital, lying tranquil
and sunny in the hollow below the rampart.

But, in the sixteenth century, it became necessary to con-
struct a street through the exercise-ground of the " Arbal6triers
du Grand Serment," and, after much delay, the company were
induced by the beloved Infanta Isabella to give up the requisite
plot of ground. In recompense for this, Isabella—who hersdlf
was amember of theguild, and had even shot down the bird, and
been queen in 1615—made many presents to the arbal6triers;
and, in return, the grateful city, which had long wanted a
nearer road to St. Gudule, but been baffled by the noble archers,
called the street after her name.  She, as a sort of indemnifica
tion to the arbatetriers, caused a " great mansion " to be built
for their accommodation in the new Rue dlsabelle. This
mansion was placed in front of their exercise-ground, and was
of a square shgpe.  On aremote part of the walls, may still be
read—

PHILLIPPO 1111, HISPAN. REGE. ISABELLA-CLARA-EUGENIA
HISPAN. INFANS. MAGNA GULDA REGINA GULDA FRATRIBUS
POSUIT.

In that mansion were held all the splendid feests of the Grand
Serment des Arbaletriers. The master-archer lived there con-
stantly, in order to be ever at hand to render his services to the
?uild. The great sdoon was dso used for the court balls and

estivals, when the archers were not admitted. The Infanta
caused other and smaller houses to be built in her new street,
to serve as resdences for her " garde noble;" and for her " garde
bourgeoise," asmall habitation each, some of which still remain,
to remind us of English dmshouses. The " great mansion,"
with its quadrangular form; the spacious sdoon—once used
for the archducal balls, where the dark, grave Spaniards mixed
with the blond nobility of Brabant and Flanders—now a school-
room for Belgian girls; the crossbow men's archery-ground—
all are there—the pensionnat of Madame Heger.

This lady was assised in the work of instruction by her
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husband—a kindly, wise, good, and religious man—whose
acquaintance | am glad to have made, and who has furnished
me with some interesting details, from his wife's recollections
and his own, of the two Miss Brontes during their residence in
Brussels. He had the better opportunities of watching them,
from his giving lessons in the French language and literature in
the school. A short extract from a letter, written to me by a
French lady resident in Brussels, and well qualified to judge,
will help to show the estimation in which he is held.

" Je ne connais pas personellement M. Heger, mais je sas
qu'il est peu de caracteres aussi nobles, aussi admirables que le
sien. Il est un des membres les plus zeles de cette Societe de
S. Vincent de Paul dont je t'ai deja parte, et ne se con ten te pas
de servir les pauvres et les malades, mais leur consacre encore
les soirees. Apres des journees absorbdes tout entires par les
devoirs que sa place lui impose, il rdunit les pauvres, les ouvriers,
leur donne des cours gratuits, et trouve encore le moyen de les
amuser en les instruisant. Ce deVouement te dira assez que
M. H6ger est profondement et ouvertement religieux. |l a des
manieres franches et avenantes; il se fait aimer de tous ceux
qui l'approchent, et surtout des enfants. Il ale parole facile,
et possede a un haut degre I'eloquence du bon sens et du cceur.
Il n'est point auteur. Homme de zele et de conscience, il vient
de se demettre des fonctions elevens et lucratives qu'il exercait
a I'Athen6e, celles de Prefet des Etudes, parcequ'il ne peut y
rdaliser le bien qu'il avait espere, introduire |'enseignement
religieux dans le programme des Etudes. Jai vu une fois
Madame Heger, qui a quelque chose de froid et de compasse
dans son maintien, et qui prdvient peu en sa favour. Je la
crois pourtant aimee et apprecide par ses eleves."

There were from eighty to a hundred pupils in the pensionnat,
when Charlotte and Emily Bronte entered in February 1842.

M. Heger's account is that they knew nothing of French. |
suspect they knew as much (or as little), for all conversational
purposes, as any English girls do, who have never been abroad,
and have only learnt the idioms and pronunciation from an
Englishwoman. The two sisters clung together, and kept apart
from the herd of happy, boisterous, well-befriended Belgian
girls, who, in their turn, thought the new English pupils wild
and scared-looking, with strange, odd, insular ideas about
dress; for Emily had taken a fancy to the fashion, ugly and
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preposterous even during itsreign, of gigot sleeves, and persisted
in wearing them long after they were " gone out." Her petti-
coats, too, had not a curve or a wave in them, but hung down
straight and long, clinging to her lank figure. The sisters spoke
to no one but from necessity. They were too full of earnest
thought, and of the exile's sick yearning, to be ready for careless
conversation, or merry game. M. H6ger, who had done little
but observe, during the few first weeks of their residence in the
Rue d'Isabelle, perceived that with their unusual characters,
and extraordinary talents, a different mode must be adopted
from that in which he generally taught French to English girls.
He seems to have rated Emily's genius as something even higher
than Charlotte's; and her estimation of their relative powers
was the same. Emily had a head for logic, and a capability of
argument, unusual in a man, and rare indeed in a woman,
according to M. Heger. Impairing the force of this gift, was
her stubborn tenacity of will, which rendered her obtuse to all
reasoning where her own wishes, or her own sense of right, was
concerned. " She should have been a man—a great navigator,"
said M. Heger in speaking of her. " Her powerful reason would
have deduced new spheres of discovery from the knowledge of
the old; and her strong, imperious will would never have been
daunted by opposition or difficulty; never have given way but
with life."  And yet, moreover, her faculty of imagination was
such that, if she had written a history, her view of scenes and
characters would have been so vivid, and so powerfully ex-
pressed, and supported by such a show of argument, that it
would have dominated over the reader, whatever might have
been his previous opinions, or his cooler perceptions of its truth.
But she appeared egotistical and exacting compared to Char-
lotte, who was always unselfish (thisis M. Heger's testimony);
and in the anxiety of the elder to make her younger sister
contented, she allowed her to exercise a kind of unconscious
tyranny over her.

After consulting with his wife, Mr. H6ger told them that he
meant to dispense with the old method of grounding ingrammar,
vocabulary, etc., and to proceed on a new plan—something
similar to what he had occasionally adopted with the elder
among his French and Belgian pupils. He proposed to read to
them some of the master-pieces of the most celebrated French
authors (such as Casimir de la Vigne's poem on the " Death of
Joan of Arc," parts of Bossuet, the admirable translation of the
noble letter of St. Ignatius to the Roman Christians in the
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Bibliotheque Choise des Peres de I'Eglise, etc.), and after
having thus impressed the complete effect of the whole, to
analyse the parts with them, pointing out in what such or such
an author excelled, and where were the blemishes. He believed
that he had to do with pupils capable, from their ready sym-
pathy with the intellectual, the refined, the polished, or the
noble, of catching the echo of a style, and so reproducing their
own thoughts in a somewhat similar manner.

After explaining his plan to them, he awaited their reply.
Emily spoke first; and said that she saw no good to be derived
fromit; andthat, by adopting it, they should lose all originality
of thought and expression. She would have entered into an
argument on the subject, but for this, M. Heger had no time.
Charlotte then spoke; she also doubted the success of the plan;
but she would follow out M. Heger's advice, because she was
bound to obey him while she was his pupil. Before speaking of
the results, it may be desirable to give an extract from one of
her letters, which shows some of her first impressions of her
new life.

"Brussels, 1842 {May?)

" | was twenty-six years old a week or two since; and at this
ripe time of life | am a school-girl, and, on the whole, very
happy in that capacity. It felt very strange at first to submit
to authority instead of exercising it—to obey orders instead of
giving them; but | like that state of things. | returned to it
with the same avidity that a cow, that has long been kept on
dry hay, returns to fresh grass. Don't laugh at my simile. It
is natural to me to submit, and very unnatural to command.

" Thisisalarge school, in which there are about forty externes,
or day-pupils, and twelve pensionnaires, or boarders. Madame
Heger, the head, is a lady of precisely the same cast of mind,
degree of cultivation, and quality of intellect as Miss——. |
think the severe points are a little softened, because she has
not been disappointed, and consequently soured. In a word,
she is a married instead of a maiden lady. There are three
teachers in the school—Mademoiselle Blanche, Mademoiselle
Sophie, and Mademoiselle Marie. The two first have no par-
ticular character. Oneisan old maid, and the other will be one.
Mademoiselle Marie is talented and original, but of repulsive
and arbitrary manners, which have made the whole school,
except myself and Emily, her bitter enemies. No less than
seven masters attend, to teach the different branches of educa-
tion—French, Drawing, Music, Singing, Writing, Arithmetic,
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and German. All in the house are Catholics except ourselves,
one other girl, and the gouvernante of Madame's children, an
Englishwoman, in rank something between a lady's-maid and
a nursery governess. The difference in country and religion
makes a broad line of demarcation between us and all the rest.
We are completely isolated in the midst of numbers. Yet |
think | am never unhappy; my present life is so delightful, so
congenial to my own nature, compared to that of a governess.
My time, constantly occupied, passes too rapidly. Hitherto
both Emily and | have had good health, and therefore we have
been able to work well. There is one individual of whom |
have not yet spoken—M. Heger, the husband of Madame. He
is professor of rhetoric, a man of power as to mind, but very
choleric and irritable in temperament. He is very angry with
me just at present, because | have written a translation winch
he chose to stigmatise as ' peu correct? He did not tell me so,
but wrote the word on the margin of my book, and asked, in
brief stern phrase, how it happened that my compositions were
always better than my translations? adding that the thing
seemed to him inexplicable. The fact is, some weeks ago, in a
high-flown humour, he forbade me to use either dictionary or
grammar in translating the most difficult English compositions
into French. This makes the task rather arduous, and compels
me every now and then to introduce an English word,
which nearly plucks the eyes out of his head when he sess it.
Emily and he don't draw well together at all. Emily works
like a horse, and she has had great difficulties to contend with—
far greater than | have had. Indeed, those who come to a
French school for instruction ought previously to have acquired
a considerable knowledge of the French language, otherwise
they will lose a great deal of time, for the course of instruction
is adapted to natives and not to foreigners; and in these large
establishments they will not change their ordinary course for
one or two strangers. The few private lessons that M. Heger
has vouchsafed to give us, are, | suppose, to be considered a
great favour; and | can perceive they have already excited
much spite and jealousy in the school.

" You will abuse this letter for being short and dreary, and
there are a hundred things which | want to tell you, but | have
not time. Brusselsis a beautiful city. The Belgians hate the
English. Their external morality is morerigid than ours. To
lace the stays without a handkerchief on the neck is considered
a disgusting piece of indelicacy."
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The passage in this letter where M. H6ger is represented as
prohibiting the use of dictionary or grammar, refers, | imagine,
to the time | have mentioned, when he determined to adopt a
new method of instruction in the French language, of which
they were to catch the spirit and rhythm rather from the ear
and the heart, as its noblest accents fell upon them, than by
over-careful and anxious study of its grammatical rules. It
sEms to me a daring experiment on the part of their teacher;
but, doubtless, he knew his ground; and that it answered is
evident in the composition of some of Charlotte's " deVoirs,"
written about thistime. | am tempted, in illustration of this
season of mental culture, to recur to aconversation which | had
with M. Heger on the manner in which he formed his pupils
style, and to give a proof of his success, by copying a" deVoir "
of Charlotte's, with hisremarks uponit.

He told me that one day this summer (when the Brontes had
been for about four months receiving instruction from him) he
read to them Victor Hugo's celebrated portrait of Mirabeau,
" mais, dans malecon je me bornais a ce qui concerne Mirabeau
Orateur. Cest gores I'analyse de ce morceau, consdere sur-
tout du point de vue du fond, de la disposition, de ce qu'on
pourrait appeler la charpente qu'ont ete faits les deu>a<‘fortrajts
que je vous donne." He went on to say that he had pointed
out to them the fault in Victor Hugo's style as being exagg?]er&
tion in conception, and, at the same time, he had made them
notice the extreme beauty of his " nuances" of expression.
They were then dismissed to choose the subject of asimilar kind
of portrait. This selection M. HEger aways left to them; for
"itis necessay," he observed, " before sitting down to write
on a subject, to have thoughts and feglings about it. | cannot
tell on what subject your heart and mind have been excited.
I must leave that to you." The margina comments, | need
hardly say, are M. Heger's; the words in italics are Charlotte's,
for which he substitutes a better form of expression, which is
placed between brackets.

IMITATION

" Le 31 Juillet, 1842.

PORTRAIT DE PIERRE L'HERMITE. CHARLOTTE
BRONTE

" De temps en temps, il parait sur |a terre des
hommes destinBs a etre les instruments [predestines)
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de grands changements, moreaux ou politiques. Pourquoi
Quelquefois c'est un conquerant, un Alexandre cette sup-
ou un Attila, qui passe comme un ouragan, et pression?
purifie I'atmosphere moral, comme |'orage purifie
Patmosphere physique; quelquefois, c'est un revo-
lutionnaire, un Cromwell, ou un Robespierre, qui

fait expier par un roia les vices de toute une les fautes et
dynastie; quelquefois c'est un enthousiaste reli-

gieux comme Mahomete, ou Pierre |'Ermite, qui,

avec le seul levier de la pensee souleve des nations

entires, les deracine et les transplante dans des

climats nouveaux, peuplant I'Asie avec les habitants Ce detail ne
de I'Europe. Pierre I'Ermite etait gentilhomme de convient
Picardie, en France, pourquoi done n'a-t-il passe sa inutile,
vie comme les autres gentilhommes ses contem- g‘and vous
porains ont passe la leur, a table, a la chasse, dans Francais
son lit, sans s'inquieter de Saladin, ou de ses
Sarrasins? N'est-ce pas, parcequ'il y a dans cer-

taines natures, une ardeur [un foyer d'activite]
indomptable qui ne leur permet pas de rester

inactives, qui les force a se remuer afin d'exercer les Vous avez
facultes puissantes, qui meme en dormant sont pretes commence a

comme Sampson a bristr les nceuds qui les retiennent ? Purler de
. . . Jrierre : vous

Pierre pnt la profession des armes; si son ees entree
ardeur avail ete de cette esphe [si il n‘avait eu que danslesujet:
cette ardeur vulgaire] qui provient d'une robuste marchez au
sante il aurait [e'eut] ete un brave militaire, et rien
de plus; mais son ardeur etait celle de Tame, sa
flamme etait pure et elle s'elevait vers le ciel.

" Sans doute [I1 est vrai que] la jeunesse de
Pierre, etait [fut] troubled par passions orageuses;
les natures puissantes sont extremes en tout, elles
ne connaissent la ttedeur ni dans le bien, ni dans le
mal; Pierre done chercha d'abord avidenent la
gloire que se fletrit, et les plaisirs qui trompent,
mais il fit bientot la decouverte [bientot il s'apercut]
que ce qu'il poursuivait n'etait qu' une illusion a
laguelleil ne pourrait jamais atteindre; il retourna inutile,
done sur ses pas, il recommenca le voyage de lavie, quand vous
mais cette foisil eVitale chemin spacieux qui mene illusion
alaperdition etil prit le chemin etroit qui mene a
la vie; puisque [comme] le trajet etait long et
difficileil jetala casque et les armes du soldat, et se
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vetitdel'habit simpledumoine. A laviemilitaire
succeda la vie monastique, car, les extremes se
touchent et chez I'homme sincere la sincerity du
repentir amene [necessairement a la suite] avec lui
la rigueur de la penitence. [Voila done Pierre
devena moine!]

" Mais Pierre [il] avait en lui un principe qui
Tempechait de rester long-temps inactif, s idees,
sur quel sujet qu'il soit [que ce fut] ne pouvaient
1pasetre bornees; il nelui suffisait pas que lui-meme

ut religieux, que lui-méme fut convaincee de la
realite de Chrigtianising’ (sic) il fallait que toute
I'Europe que toute I'Asie partagea sa conviction et
professat la croyance de la Croix. La Piete [fer-
vente] eevee par le Gdnie, nourrie par la Solitude
fit naitre une esptce d'inspiration [exata son ame
jusgu'a l'inspiration) dans son amg et lorsqu'il
quittasacellule et reparut dansle monde, il portrait
comme Moise I'empreinte de la Divinite" sur son
front, et tout [tous] reconnurent en lui la veritable
apotre dela Croix.

" Mahomet n'avait jamais remue les molles
nations de I'Orient comme alors Pierre remua les
peuples augteres de F Occident; il fallait que cette
eloquence fut d'une force presque miraculeuse qui
pouvait [presqu'elle] persuader [ait] aux rois de
vendre leurs royaumes afin de procurer [pour avoir]
des armes et des soldats pour aider [a offrir] k
Pierre dans la guerre sainte qu'il voulait livrer aux
infiddles. La puissance de Pierre [I'Ermite] n'etait
nullement une puissance physique, car la nature, ou
pour mieux dire, Dieu estimpartial dansladistribu-
tion de ss dons; il accorde a l'un de sss enfants la
grace, labeauts, les perfections corporelles, a I'autre
I'esprit, la grandeur morale. Pierre done etait un
homme, petit d'une physionomie peu agreable;
mais il avait ce courage, cette Condance, cet
enthousiasme, cette energie de sentiment qui ecrase
toute opposition, et qui fait que la volonte d'un
seul homme devient la loi de toute une nation.
Pour se former unejuste idee de Pinfluence qu'exerca
cet homme sur les caracttres [choses] et les idees de
son temps il faut se le representer au milieu de
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|'armee des croisees, dans son double role de pro-
phete et de guerrier; le pauvre hermite vetu du
pauvre [de I'humble] habit gris est la plus puissant
qu'un roi; il est entoure dune [de la] multitude
[abide] une multitude qui ne voit que lui, tandis
quelui,il nevoitqueleciel; sesyeux leves semblent
dire ' Je vois Dieu et les anges, et j'ai perdu de vue
la terre!’

" Dans ce moment le [mais ce] pauvre habit [froc]
gris est pour lui comme le manteau d'Elijah; ft
Tenveloppe d'inspiration; il [Pierre] lit dans
Pavenir; il voit Jerusalem delivree; [il voit] le
saint sepulchre libre; il voit le croissant argent est
arrach6é du Temple, et rorirlamme et la Croix
rouge sont etabli a sa place; non seulement Pierre
voit ces merveilles, mais il les fait voir a tous ceux
qui I'entourent, il ravive |'esperance, et le courage
dans [tous ces corps epuises de fatigues et de priva-
tions] La bataille ne seralivree que demain, maisla
victoire est decidee ce soir. Pierre a promis; et
les Croisees se fient a sa parole, comme les |Israelites
se fiaient a celle de Moise et de Josue."

Asacompanion portrait to this, Emily chose to depict Harold
on the eve of the battle of Hastings. It appears to me, that her
devoir is superior to Charlotte's in power and in imagination,
and fully equal to it in language; and that this, in both cases,
considering how little practical knowledge of French they had
when they arrived at Brussels in February, and that they wrote
without the aid of dictionary or grammar, is unusual and re-
markable. We shall see the progress Charlotte had made, in
ease and grace of style, a year later.

In the choice of subjects left to her selection, she frequently
took characters and scenes from the Old Testament, with which
all her writings show that she was especially familiar. The
picturesqueness and colour (if | may so express it), the grandeur
and breadth of its narrations, impressed her deeply. To use
M. Heger's expression, " Elle etait nourrie de la Bible." After
he had read De la Vigne's poem on Joan of Arc, she chose the
" Vision and Death of Moses on Mount Nebo " to write about;
and, in looking over this devoir, | was much struck with one or
two of M. Heger's remarks. After describing, in a quiet and
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smple manner, the circumstances under which Mosss took
leave of the Israglites, her imagination becomes warmed, and
e launches out into a noble strain, depicting the glorious
futurity of the Chosn People, as looking down upon the
Promised Land, he s their prosperity in prophetic vision.
But, before reaching the middle of this glowing description, she
interrupts hersdlf to discuss for a moment the doubts that have
been thrown on the miraculous relations of the Old Testament.
M. Heger remarks, " When you are writing, place your argument
first in cool, prosaic language; but when you have thrown the
reins on the neck of your imagination, do not pull her up to
reason.” Again, in the vision of Moses he s the maidens
leading forth their flocksto the wells at eventide, and they are
described as wearing flowery garlands. Here the writer is re-
minded of the necessity of preserving a certain verisimilitude:
Moses might from his elevation sse mountains and plains, groups
of maidens and herds of cattle, but could hardly perceive the
details of dress, or the ornaments of the head.

When they had made further progress, M. Heger took up a
more advanced plan, that of synthetical teaching. He would
read to them various accounts of the same person or event, and
make them notice the points of agreement and disagreement.
Where they were different, he would make them seek the origin
of that difference by causing them to examine well into the
character and position of each separate writer, and how they
would be likely to affect his conception of truth. For instance,
take Cromwell. He would read Bossuet's description of him in
the " Oraison Funebre de la Reine d'Angleterre,” and show how
in this he was conddered entirely from the religious point of
view, as an instrument in the hands of God, pre-ordained to His
work. Then he would make them read Guizot, and s how,
in his view, Cromwell was endowed with the utmost power of
freewill, but governed by no higher motive than that of expedi-
ency; while Carlyle regarded him as a character regulated by a
strong and conscientious desire to do thewill of the Lord. Then
he would desre them to remember that the Royalist and
Commonwealth man had each their different opinions of the
great Protector.  And from these conflicting characters he would
require them to sift and collect the elements of truth, and try to
unite them into a perfect whole.

Thiskind of exercise delighted Charlotte. It called into play
her powers of analysis, which were extraordinary, and she very
soon excelled iniit.
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Wherever the Brontes could be national they were so, with
the same tenacity of attachment which made them suffer as
they did whenever they left Haworth. They were Protestant
to the backbone in other things beside their religion, but pre-
eminently so in that. Touched as Charlotte was by the letter
of St. Ignatius before alluded to, she claimed equal self-devotion,
and from as high a motive, for some of the missionaries of the
English Church sent out to toil and to perish on the poisonous
African coast, and wrote as an " imitation," " Lettre d'un
Missionaire, Sierra Leone, Afrtque.”

Something of her feeling, too, appearsin the following letter:—

" Brussels, 1842.

" | consider it doubtful whether | shall come home in Sep-
tember or not. Madame Heger has made a proposal for both
me and Emily to stay another half year, offering to dismiss her
English master, and take me as English teacher; aso to employ
Emily some part of each day in teaching music to a certain
number of the pupils. For these services we are to be allowed
to continue our studies in French and German, and to have
board, etc., without paying for it; no salaries, however, are
offered. The proposal is kind, and in a great selfish city like
Brussels, and a great selfish school, containing nearly ninety
pupils (boarders and day-pupils included), implies a degree of
interest which demands gratitude in return. | am inclined to
accept it. What think you? | don't deny | sometimes wish
to be in England, or that | have brief attacks of home-sickness;
but, on the whole, | have borne avery valiant heart so far; and
| have been happy in Brussels, because | have always been fully
occupied with the employments that | like. Emily is making
rapid progress in French, German, music, and drawing. Mon-
sieur and Madame Heger begin to recognise the valuable parts
of her character, under her singularities. If the national char-
acter of the Belgians is to be measured by the character of most
of the girlsin this school, it is a character singularly cold, selfish,
animal, and inferior. They are very mutinous and difficult for
the teachers to manage; and their principles are rotten to the
core. Weavoid them, whichitisnot difficult to do, aswe have
the brand of Protestantism and Anglicism upon us. People
talk of the danger which Protestants expose themselves to,
in going to reside in Catholic countries, and thereby running the
chance of changing their faith. My advice to all Protestants
who are tempted to do anything so besotted as turn Catholics
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is, to walk over the sea on to the Continent; to attend mass
sedulously for a time; to note well the mummeries thereof;
also the idiotic, mercenary aspect of all the priests; and then, if
they are still disposed to consider Papistry in any other light
than a most feeble, childish piece of humbug, let them turn
Papists at once—that's all. | consider Methodism, Quakerism,
and the extremes of High and Low Churchism foolish, but
Roman Catholicism beats them all. At the same time, allow
me to tell you, that there are some Catholics who are as good
as any Christians can be to whom the Bibleis a sealed book, and
much better than many Protestants.”

When the Brontes first went to Brussels, it was with the inten-
tion of remaining there for six months, or until the grandes
vacances began in September. The duties of the school were
then suspended for six weeks or two months, and it seemed a
desirable period for their return. But the proposal mentioned
in the foregoing letter altered their plans. Besides, they were
happy in the feeling that they were making progress in all the
knowledge they had so long been yearning to acquire. They
were happy, too, in possessing friends whose society had been for
years congenial to them; and in occasional meetings with these,
they could have the inexpressible solace to residents in a foreign
country—and peculiarly such to the Brontes—of talking over
the intelligence received from their respective homes—referring
to past, or planning for future days. Mary and her sister, the
bright, dancing, laughing Martha, were parlour-boarders in an
establishment just beyond the barriers of Brussels. Again, the
cousins of these friends were resident in the town; and at their
house Charlotte and Emily were always welcome, though their
overpowering shyness prevented their more valuable qualities
from being known, and generally kept them silent. They spent
their weekly holiday with this family, for many months; but
at the end of the time, Emily was as impenetrable to friendly
advances as at the beginning; while Charlotte was too physically
weak (as Mary has expressed it) to " gather up her forces"
sufficiently to express any difference or opposition of opinion,
and had consequently an assenting and deferential manner,
strangely at variance with what they knew of her remarkable
talents and decided character. At this house, the T.'s and the
Brontes could look forward to meeting each other pretty fre-
quently. There was another English family where Charlotte
soon became a welcome guest, and where, | suspect, she felt
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herself more at her ease than either at Mrs. Jenkins', or the
friends whom | have first mentioned.

An English physician, with alarge family of daughters, went
to reside at Brussels, for the sake of their education. He placed
them at Madame Heger's school in July, 1842, not a month
before the beginning of the grandes vacances on August 15th. In
order to make the most of their time, and become accustomed
to the language, these English sisters went daily, through the
holidays, to the pensionnat in the Rue dTsabelle. Six or eight
boarders remained, besides the Miss Brontes. They were there
during the whole time, never even having the break to their
monotonous life, which passing an occasional day with a friend
would have afforded them; but devoting themselves with in-
defatigable diligence to the different studies in which they were
engaged. Their position in the school appeared, to these new
comers, analogous to what is often called a parlour-boarder.
They prepared their French, drawing, German, and literature
for their various masters; and to these occupations Emily added
that of music, in which she was somewhat of a proficient; so
much so as to be qualified to give instruction in it to the three
younger sisters of my informant.

The school was divided into three classes. In the first, were
from fifteen to twenty pupils; in the second, sixty was about the
average number—all foreigners, excepting the two Brontes and
one other; inthethird, there were from twenty to thirty pupils.
The first and second classes occupied a long room, divided by
a wooden partition; in each division were four long ranges of
desks; and at the end was the estrade, or platform for the pre-
siding instructor. On the last row, in the quietest corner, sat
Charlotte and Emily, side by side, so deeply absorbed in their
studies as to be insensible to any noise or movement around
them.

The school-hours were from nine to twelve (the luncheon
hour), when the boarders and half-boarders—perhaps two-and-
thirty girls—went to the refectoire (a room with two long
tables, having an oil-lamp suspended over each), to partake of
bread and fruit; the externes, or morning pupils, who had
brought their own refreshment with them, adjourning to eat it
in the garden. From one to two, there was fancy-work—a
pupil reading aloud some light literature in each room; from
two to four, lessons again. At four, the externes left; and the
remaining girls dined in the refectoire, M. and Madame H6ger
presiding. From five to six there was recreation; from six to
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seven preparation for lessons; and, after that, succeeded the
lecture pieuse—Charlotte's night-mare. On rare occasions, M.
Heger himself would comein, and substitute a book of adifferent
and more interesting kind. At eight, there was a slight meal of
water and pistolets (the delicious little Brussels rolls), which was
immediately followed by prayers, and then to bed.

The principal bed-room was over the long classe, or school-
room. There were six or eight narrow beds on each side of the
apartment, every one enveloped in its white draping curtain;
along drawer, beneath each, served for a wardrobe, and between
each was a stand for ewer, basin, and looking-glass. The beds
of the two Miss Brontes were at the extreme end of the room,
almost as private and retired as if they had been in a separate
apartment.

During the hours of recreation, which were always spent in
the garden, they invariably walked together, and generally kept
a profound silence; Emily, though so much the taller, leaning
on her sister. Charlotte would always answer when spoken to,
taking the lead in replying to any remark addressed to both;
Emily rarely spoke to any one. Charlotte's quiet, gentle
manner never changed. She was never seen out of temper for
amoment; and, occasionally, when she herself had assumed the
post of English teacher, and the impertinence or inattention of
her pupils was most irritating, a slight increase of colour, a
momentary sparkling of the eye, and more decided energy of
manner, were the only outward tokens she gave of being con-
scious of the annoyance to which she was subjected. But this
dignified endurance of hers subdued her pupils, in the long run,
far more than the voluble tirades of the other mistresses. My
informant adds:—" The effect of this manner was singular. |
can speak from personal experience. | was at that time high-
spirited and impetuous, not respecting the French mistresses;
yet, to my own astonishment, at one word from her, | was per-
fectly tractable; so much so, that at length M. and Madame
H6ger invariably preferred all their wishes to me through her;
the other pupils did not, perhaps, love her as | did, she was so
quiet and silent, but all respected her."

With the exception of that part which describes her manner
as English teacher—an office which she did not assume for some
months later—all this description of the school life of the two
Brontes refers to the commencement of the new scholastic year
in October 1842; and the extracts | have given convey the first
impression which the life at a foreign school, and the position of
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the two Miss Brontes therein, made upon an intelligent English
girl of sixteen.

The first break in this life of regular duties and employ-
ments came heavily and sadly. Martha— pretty, winning,
mischievous, tricksome Martha—was taken ill suddenly at the
Chateau de Kokleberg. Her sister tended her with devoted
love; butitwasallinvain; inafew daysshedied. Charlotte's
own short account of this event is as follows:—

" Martha T.'s illness was unknown to me till the day before
she died. | hastened to Kokleberg the next morning—uncon-
scious that she was in great danger—and was told that it was
finished. She had died in the night. Mary was taken away
to Bruxelles. | have seen Mary frequently since. Sheisin no
ways crushed by the event; but while Marthawasill, she was
to her more than a mother—more than a sister: watching,
nursing, cherishing her so tenderly, so unweariedly. She
appears calm and serious now; no bursts of violent emotion;
no exaggeration of distress. | have seen Martha's grave—the
place where her ashes lie in a foreign country."

Who that has read Shirley does not remember the few lines—
perhaps half a page—of sad recollection ?

" He has no idea that little Jessy will die young, sheis so gay,
and chattering, and arch—original even now; passionate when
provoked, but most affectionate if caressed; by turns gentle
and rattling; exacting yet generous; fearless . . . yet reliant
on any who will help her. Jessy, with her little piquant face,
engaging prattle, and winning ways, is made to be a pet.

" Do you know this place? No, you never saw it; but you
recognise the nature of these trees, this foliage—the cypress,
the willow, theyew. Stone crosses like these are not unfamiliar
to you, nor are these dim garlands of everlasting flowers. Here
is the place; green sod and a gray marble head-stone—Jessy
sleepsbelow. Shelived throughan April day; much loved was
she, much loving. She often, in her brief life, shed tears—she
had frequent sorrows; she smiled between, gladdening whatever
saw her. Her death was tranquil and happy in Rose's guardian
arms, for Rose had been her stay and defence through many
trials; the dying and the watching English girls were at that
hour alone in a foreign country, and the soil of that country
gave Jessy agrave. . . .
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" But, Jessy, | will write about you no more. This is an
autumn evening, wet and wild. Thereis only one cloud in the
sky; butit curtainsit from pole to pole. The wind cannot rest;
it hurries sobbing over hills of sullen outline, colourless with
twilight and mist. Rain has beat all day on that church tower "
(Haworth): " itrises dark from the stony enclosure of its grave-
yard: thenettles, thelong grass, and thetombsall drip with wet.
This evening reminds me too forcibly of another evening some
years ago: a howling, rainy autumn evening too—when certain
who had that day performed a pilgrimage to a grave new made
in a heretic cemetery, sat near a wood fire on the hearth of a
foreign dwelling. They were merry and social, but they each
knew that a gap, never to befilled, had been made in their circle.
They knew they had lost something whose absence could never
be quite atoned for, so long as they lived; and they knew that,
heavy falling rain was soaking into the wet earth which covered
their lost darling; and that the sad, sighing gale was mourning
above her buried head. The fire warmed them; Life and
Friendship yet blessed them: but Jessy lay cold, coffined,
solitary—only the sod screening her from the storm."

This was the first death that had occurred in the small circle
of Charlotte's immediate and intimate friends since the loss of
her two sisters long ago. She was still in the midst of her deep
sympathy with Mary, when word came from home that her
aunt, Miss Branwell, was ailing—was very ill. Emily and
Charlotte immediately resolved to go home straight, and hastily
packed up for England, doubtful whether they should ever
return to Brussels or not, leaving all their relations with M. and
Madame Heger, and the pensionnat, uprooted, and uncertain
of any future existence. Even before their departure, on the
morning after they received the first intelligence of illness—
when they were on the very point of starting—came a second
letter, telling them of their aunt's death. It could not hasten
their movements, for every arrangement had been made for
speed. They sailed from Antwerp; they travelled night and
day, and got home on a Tuesday morning. The funeral and all
was over, and Mr. Bronte and Anne were sitting together, in
quiet grief for the loss of one who had done her part well in their
household for nearly twenty years, and earned the regard and
respect of many who never knew how much they should miss
her till she was gone. The small property which she had
accumulated, by dint of personal frugality and self-denial, wa3



Letter of M. Heger to Mr. Bronte 165

b%ueathed to her nieces. Branwell, her darling, wes to have
had his share; but his reckless expenditure had distressed the
good old lady, and his name was omitted in her will.

When the first shock wes over, the three sSsters began to
enjoy thefull relish of meeting again, after the longest separation
they had had in their lives. They had much to tell of the past,
and much to settle for the future. Anne had been for some
[little time in a situation, to which she was to return at the end
of the Christmas holidays. For another year or so they were
again to be all three apart; and, after that, the happy vision of
being together and opening a school was to be realised. Of
course they did not now look forward to settling at Burlington,
or any other place which would take them away from their
father; but the smal sum which they each independently

would enable them to effect such aterations in the
parsonage-house at Haworth as would adapt it to the reception
of qui s. Annes plans for the interval were fixed. Emily
quickly decided to be the daughter to remain at home. About
Charlotte there was much deliberation and some discussion.

Even in all the haste of their sudden departure from Brussels,
M. Heger had found time to write aletter of sympathy to Mr.
Bronte on the loss which he had just sustained; aletter contain-
ing such a graceful appreciation of the daughters characters,
under the form of a tribute of respect to their father, that |
should have been tempted to copy It, even had there not aso
been a proposal made in it respecting Charlotte, which deserves
aplacein therecord of her life.

" Au Rivirend Monsieur Bronte, Pasteur Evangelique, etc., etc.

" Samedi, 59bre,

"MONSIEUR,—Un evenement bien triste decide mesdemoi-
sdles vosfilles aretourner brusquement en Angleterre, ce depart
qui nous &flflige beaucoup a cependant ma complete approbation;
il est bien natural qu'elles cherchent avous consoler de ce quele
ciel vient de vous oter, en se serrant autour de vous, pour mieux
vous faire apprecier ce que le ciel vous a donne et ce qu'il vous
laisse encore.  Jespere que vous me pardonnerez, Monsieur, de
profiter de cette circonstance pour vous faire prevenir |'ex-
pression de mon respect; jen'ai pas Phonneur de vous connaitre
personellement, et cependant j'eprouve pour votre personne un
sentiment de sincere veneration, car en jugeant un pere de
famille par ss enfants on ne risque pas de se tromper, et sous ce
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rapport I'education et les sentiments que nous avons trouves
dans mesdemoiselles vos filles, n‘ont pu que nous donner une
trds haute idee de votre merite et de votre caractere. Vous
apprendrez sans doute avec plaisir que vos enfants ont fait du
progres tres remarquable dans toutes les branches de I'enseigne-
ment, et que ces progres sont enticement du a leur amour pour
le travail et aleur perseverance; nous n'avons eu que bien peu
a faire avec de pareilles eleves; leur avancement est votre
oeuvre bien plus que la notre; nous n'avons pas eu a leur ap-
prendre le prix du temps et del'instruction, elles avaient appris
tout cela dans la maison paternelle, et nous n'avons eu, pour
notre part, que le faible mérite de diriger leurs efforts et de
fournir un aliment convenable a la louable activite que vos
filles ont puisee dans votre exemple et dansvoslecons. Puissent
les eloges meritees que nous donnons a vos enfants vous etre de
quelque consolation dans le malheur qui vous afflige; c'est la
notre espoir en vous ecrivant, et ce sera, pour Mesdemoiselles
Charlotte et Emily, une douce et belle recompense de leurs
travaux.

" En perdant nos deux chores eleves nous ne devons pas vous
cacher que nous eprouvons a la fois et du chagrin et de 1lin-
gui&ude; nous sommes affliges parceque cette brusque separa-
tion vient briser |'affection presque paternelle que nous leur
avons vouee, et notre peine saugmente a la vue de tant de
travaux interrompees, de tant des choses bien commencees, et
gui ne demandent que quelque temps encore pour etre mences
a bonne fin. Dans un an, chacune de vos demoiselles eut ete
entierement premunie contre les eventualites de Pavenir;
chacune d'elles acquerrait a la fois et Instruction et la science
d'enseignement; Mile. Emily allait apprendre le piano; recevoii
les lecons du meilleur professeur que nous ayons en Belgique, et
deja elle avait elle-meme de petites eleves; elle perdait done a
la fois un reste d'ignorance, et un reste plus genant encore de
timidite; Mile. Charlotte commencait a donner des lecons en
francais, et d'acquerir cette assurance, cet aplomb si necessaire
dans |'enseignement; encore un au tout au plus, et l'oeuvre
6tait achevee et bien achevee. Alors nous aurions pu, si cela
vous eut convenu, oflrir a mesdemoiselles vosfillesou du moins
al'une de deux une position qui eut ete dans ses gouts, et qui lui
eut donne cette douce independance si difficile a trouver pour
une jeune personne. Ce n'est pas, croyez le bien monsieur, ce
n'est pas ici pour nous une question d'interet personnel, c'est
une question d'affection; vous me pardonnerez si nous vous
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parlons de vos enfants, S nous nous occupons de leur avenir,
comme s dles faisaient partie de notre famille; leurs quality's
personnels, leur bon vouloir, leur zde extreme sont les saules
causss qui nous poussent a nous hasarder de la sorte.  Nous
savons, Monsieur, que vous pesrez plus inurement et plus
sagement que nous la consequence qu'aurait pour |'avenir une
interruption complete dans les etudes de vos deux filles, vous
deciderez ce qu'il faut faire, et vous nous pardonnerez notre
franchise, s vous daignez considerer que le motif qui nous fait
agir e une afection bien desnteressbe et qui saffligerait
beaucoup de devoir deja se resigner a n'etre plus utile a vos
chers enfants.

" Agreez, je vous prie, Monsieur, dexpression respectueuse
de mes sentiments de haute consideration.

"C. HiGER."

There was so much truth, as well as so much kindness, in this
| etter—it was so obvious that a second year of instructionwould
be so far more valuable than the firgt, that there was no long
hesitation before it was decided that Charlotte should return to
Brussds.

Meanwhile, they enjoyed their Christmas all together in-
expressibly. Branwell was with them; that was aways a
plessure at this time; whatever might be his faults, or even his
vices, his sisters yet held him up as their family hope, as they
trusted that he would some day be their family pride. They
blinded themselves to the magnitude of the failings of which they
were now and then told, by persuading themsdlves that such
failings were common to all men of any strength of character;
for, till sad experience taught them better, they fell into the
usud error of confounding strong passions with strong character.

Charlotte's friend came over to s her, and she returned the
visit. Her Brussaslife must have ssemed like adream, so com-
pletely, in this short space of time, did she fall back into the old
household ways;, with more of household independence than
she could ever have had during her aunt's life-time. Winter
though it was, the ssters took their accustomed walks on the
snow-covered moors; or went often down the long road to
Keighley, for such books as had been added to the library there
during their absence from England.
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took me and one of the pupils into the town to see the masks.
It was animating to see the immense crowds, and the general
gaiety, but the masks were nothing. | have been twice to the
D.'s." (those cousins of Mary's of whom | have before made
mention). " When she leaves Bruxelles, | shall have nowhere
to go to. | have had two letters from Mary. She does not
tell me she has been ill, and she does not complain; but her
letters are not the letters of a person in the enjoyment of great
happiness. She has nobody to be as good to her as M. Heger
istome; tolend her books; to conversewith her sometimes, etc.

" Good-bye. When | say so, it seems to me that you will
hardly hear me; all the waves of the Channel heaving and
roaring between must deaden the sound."

From the tone of this letter it may easily be perceived that the
Brussels of 1843 was a different place from that of 1842. Then
she had Emily for a daily and nightly solace and companion.
She had the weekly variety of a visit to the family of the D.'s;
and she had the frequent happiness of seeing Mary and Martha.
Now Emily was far away in Haworth—where she, or any other
loved one, might die, before Charlotte, with her utmost speed,
could reach them, as experience, in her aunt's case, had taught
her. The D.'s were leaving Brussels; so, henceforth, her
weekly holiday would have to be passed in the Rue d'Isabelle,
or so she thought. Mary was gone off on her own independent
course; Martha alone remained—still and quiet for ever, in the
cemetery beyond the Porte de Lou vain. The weather, too, for
the first few weeks after Charlotte's return, had been piercingly
cold; and her feeble constitution was always painfully sensitive
to an inclement season. Mere bodily pain, however acute, she
could always put aside; but too often ill-health assailed her in
apart far more to be dreaded. Her depression of spirits, when
she was not well, was pitiful in its extremity. She was aware
that it was constitutional, and could reason about it; but no
reason prevented her suffering mental agony, while the bodily
cause remained in force.

The Hégers have discovered, since the publication of Vtliette,
that, at this beginning of her career as English teacher in their
school, the conduct of her pupils was often impertinent and
mutinous in the highest degree. But of this they were unaware
at the time, as she had declined their presence, and never made
any complaint. Still, it must have been a depressing thought
to her at this period, that her joyous, healthy, obtuse pupils,
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were so little answerable to the powers she could bring to bear
upon them; and though, from their own testimony, her patience,
firmness, and resolution, at length obtained their just reward,
yet, with one so wesk in health and spirits as e was, the re-
action after such struggles as she frequently had with her pupils,
must have been very sad and painful.

She thus writes to her friend E..—

" April, 1843.

" Is there any talk of your coming to Brussedls? During the
bitter cold weather we had through February, and the principal
part of March, | did not regret that you had not accompanied me.
If I had seen you shivering as | shivered myself, if | had seen your
hands and feet as red and swelled as mine were, my discomfort
would just have been doubled. | can do very well under this
sort of thing; it does not fret me; it only makes me numb and
silent; but if you were to pass a winter in Belgium, you would
beill. However, moregenia weather is coming now, and | wish
you were here.  Yet | never have pressed you, and never would
ﬁreﬁ you too warmly to come. There are privations and

umiliations to submit to; there is monotony and uniformity
of life; and, above all, there in a constant sense of solitude in
the midst of numbers. The Protestant, the foreigner, is a
solitary being, whether as teacher or pupil. | do not say this
by way of complaining of my ownlot; for though I acknowledge
that there are certain disadvantages in my present position,
what position on earth is without them ? And, whenever | turn
back to compare what | am with what | was—my place here
with my place at Mrs. 's for instance—l am thankful.
There was an observation in your last letter which excited, for
amoment, my wrath. At first, | thought it would be folly to
reply toit, and | would let it die. Afterwards, | determined to
give one answer, once for all. ' Three or four people/ it seems
" have the idea that the future Spouse of Mademoiselle Bronte
is on the Continent.' These people are wiser than | am.  They
could not believe that | crosed the ssa merely to return as
teacher to Madame Heger's. | must have some more powerful
motive than respect for my master and mistress, gratitude for
their kindness, etc., to induce me to refuse a saary of £50 in
England, and accept one of £16 in Belgium. | must, forsooth,
have some remote hope of entrapping a husband somehow, or
somewhere.  |f these charitable people knew the total seclusion
of the life | lead, that | never exchange a word with any other
man than Monsieur H6ger, and seldom indeed with him, they
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would, perhaps, ceese to suppose that any such chimerical and
groundless notion had influenced my proceedings. Have | said
enough to clear myself of so silly an imputation? Not that it
isacrimeto marry, or acrime to wish to be married; butitis
an imbecility, which | rgect with contempt, for women, who
have neither fortune nor beauty, to make marriage the principal
object of their wishes and hopes, and the aim of all their actions;
not to be able to convince themselves that they are unattractive,
and that they had better be quiet, and think of other things
than wedlock."

The following is an extract from one of the few letters which
have been preserved, of her correspondence with her sister

Emily.
" May 29, 1843

" | get on here from day to day in a Robinson-Crusoe-like sort
of way, very lonely, but that does not signify. In other respects,
| have nothing substantial to complain of, nor is this a cause for
complaint. | hopeyou arewell. Walk out often on the moors.
My loveto Tabby. | hope she keeps well."

And about this time she wrote to her father.

" June 2nd, 1843

" | wes very glad to hear from home. | had begun to get
low-spirited at not receiving any news, and to entertain indefi-
nite fears that something was wrong. Y ou do not say anything
about your own health, but | hope you arewell, and Emily aso.
| am afraid shewill have agood deal of hard work to do now that
Hannah " (a servant-girl who had been assisting Tabby) " is
gone. | am exceedingly glad to hear that you still keep Tabby "
(considerably upwards of seventy). "It is an act of great
charity to her, and | do not think it will be unrewarded, for she
isvery faithful, and will always serve you, when she has occasion,
to the best of her abilities; besides, she will be company for
Emily, who, without her, would bevery lonely."

| gave a devoir, written after she had been four months under
M. Hergerstuition. | will now copy out another, written nearly
ayear later, during which the progress made appears to me very

reat.
g "31 Mai, 1843

" SUR LA MORT DE NAPOLEON

" Napoleon naquit en Corse at mourut a St. Helene. Entre

oes deux iles rien qu'un vaste et briilant ddsert et I'ocean im-
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mense. |l naquit fils d'un simple gentilhomme, et mourut
empereur, mais sans couronne et dans les fers. Entre son
berceau et satombe qu' y a-t-il ? la carrier e d'un soldat parvenu,
des champs de bataille, une mer de sang, un trone, puis du sang
encore, et des fers. Savie, c'est Tare en ciel; les deux points
extremes touchent la terre; la comble lumineuse mesure les
cieux. Sur Napoleon au berceau une mere brillait; dans la
maison paternelle il avait des freres et des soeurs; plus tard dans
son palais il eut une femme qui l'aimait. Mais sur son lit de
mort Napoleon est seul; plus de mere, ni de frere, ni de sceur,
ni de femme, ni d'enfant! ! D'autres ont dit et rediront ses
exploits, moi, je m'arrete a contempler |'abandonnement de sa
derniere heure!

"1l est la, exile et caplif, enchaine sur un ecueil. Nouveau
Promethee il subit le chatiment de son orgueil! Promethee
avait voulu toe Dieu et Createur; il derobale feu du Ciel pour
animer le corps qu'il avait forme. Etlui, Buonaparte, il avoulu
créer, non pas un homme, mais un empire, et pour donner une
existence, une ame, a son ceuvre gigantesque, il n'a pas heste* a
arracher la vie a des nations entires. Jupiter indigne de
Pimpiete' de Promethee le riva vivant a la cime du Caucase.
Ainsi, pour punir |'ambition rapace de Buonaparte, la Provi-
dence Fa enchaind jusqu'a ce que mort sen suivit, sur un roc
isol6 de FAtlantique. Peutetre laaussi a-t-il senti lui fouillant
le flanc cet insatiable vautours dont parle la fable, peutdtre
a-t-il souffert aussi cette soif du cceur, cette faim de Fame, qui
torturent F exile, loin de sa famille, et de sa patrie. Mais parler
ainsi n'est-ce pas attribuer gratuitement a Napol&m une
humaine faiblesse qu'il n'eprouva jamais? Quand done s'est-il
laisse enchainer par un lien d'affection? Sans doute d'autres
conquerants ont hesite dans leur carriere de gloire, arretes par
un obstacle d'amour ou d'amitie, retenus par la main d'une
femme, rappeles par lavoix d'un ami—Iui, jamais! |l n'eut pas
besoin comme Ulysse, de se Her au mat du navire, ni de se
boucher les oreilles avec de la cire; il ne redoutait pas le chant
des Sirenes—il le dedaignait; il sefit marbre et fer pour executer
s grands pro jets. Napoldon ne se regardait pas comme un
homme, mais comme Fincarnation d'un peuple. |l n'aimait
pas; il ne considerait ses amis et ss proches que comme des
instrumentsauxquelsil tint, tant qu'ilsfurent utiles, et qu'il jeta
de cote quand ils cesserent de Fetre.  Qu'on ne se permette done
pas d'approcher du Sepulchre du Corse, avec sentiments de pitie,
ou de souiller de larmes la pierre que couvre s restes, son ame



174 Life of Charlotte Bronte

repudierait tout cdla.  On a dit, je le sas, qu'elle fut cruelle la
main qui le separa de sa femme, et de son enfant.  Non, c'etait
une main qui, comme la senne, ne tremblait ni de passion ni de
crainte, c'etait lamain d'un homme froid, convaincu, qui avait
su deviner Buonaparte; et voici ce que disait cet homme que la
defaite n'a pu humilier, ni la victoire enorgueillir. * Marie-
Louise n'est pas la femme de Napoleon; cest la France que
Napoleon a epousee; cest la France qu'il aime, leur union
enfante la perte de I'Europe; voila la divorce que je veux;
voilal'union qu'il faut briser.'

" La voix des timides et des traitres protesta contre cette
sentence. ' Cest abuser du droits de la victoire! Cest fouler
aux pieds le vaincu! Que I'Angleterre sse montre clemente,

u'elle ouvre Es bras pour recevoir comme hote son ennemi

6sarm6.’  L'Angleterre aurait peutetre ecoute ce conseil, car
partout et toujours il y a des ames faibles et timorees bientot
seduites par la flatterie ou efrrayess par le reproche Mais la
Providence permit qu'un homme se trouvat qui n'a jamais su ce
que c'est que la crainte; qui aima sa patrie mieux que sa re-
nommee; |mpendtrable devant les menaces, inaccessible aux
louanges, il se presenta devant le consell de la nation, et levant
son front tranquille et haut, il osa dire: " Que la trahison se
taise! car cest trahir que de consdller de temporiser avec
Buonaparte. Moi je sais ce que sont ces guerres dont I'Europe
saigne encore, comme une victime sous le couteau du boucher.
Il faut en finir avec Napoleon Buonaparte. Vous vous effrayez
detort d'un mot si dur! Jen'ai pas de magnanimity dit-on?
Soit! que m'importe ce qu'on dit de moi. Jen'ai pasici ame
faire une reputation de heros magnanime, mais aguerir s la cure
est possible, I'Europe qui se meurt, epuisee de ressources et de
sang, |I'Europe dont vous negligez les vrais interets, preoccupes
que vous etes d'une vaine renommee de ctemence.  Vous etes
faibles. Eh bien! je viens vous aider. Envoyez Buonaparte
a Ste. Helene! n'hesitez pas, ne cherchez pas un autre endroit;
cest le seul convenable.  Je vous le dis, j'ai reflechi pour vous;
cest la qu'il doit toe et non pas ailleurs. Quant a Napoleon,
homme, soldat, je n'ai rien contre lui; cest un Lion Royal,
aupres de qui vous netes que des Chacas. Mas Napoleon
Empereur, cest autre chose, je Pextirperai du sol de I'Europe.
Et celui qui parla ainsi toujours su garder sa promesse, celle-la,
comme toutes les autres.  Je I'ai dit, et je le repete, cet homme
est Tegd de Napoleon par la genie; comme trempe de caractere,
comme droiture, comme €elevation de pensee et de but, il et
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d'une tout autre espece. Napoleon Buonaparte 6tait avide de

renommee et de gloire; Arthur Wellesley ne se soucie ni de

Tune, ni de l'autre; |'opinion publique, la popularity, 6taient

choses de grand valeur aux yeux de Napoleon; pour Wellington

I'opinion publique est une rumeur, un rien que le souffle de son

inflexible volonte fait disparaitre comme une bulle de savon.

Napoleon flattait le peuple; Wellington le brusque; Tun cher-

chait les applaudissements, |'autre ne se soucie que du temoig-

nage de sa conscience; quand elle approuve, €est assez; toute

autre louange I'obsede. Aussi ce peuple, qui adorait Buona-

parte, s'irritait, sinsurgeait contre la morgue de Wellington;

parfoisil lui temoigna sa colore et sa haine par des grognements,

par des hurlements de betes fauves; et alors avec une impassi-

bility de senateur Romaine, le moderne Coriolan, torsait du

regard I'emeute furieuse; il croisait ss bras nerveux sur sa
large poitrine, et seul, debout sur son seuil, il attendait, il

bravait cette tempete populaire dont les flots venaient mourir a
quelques pas de lui: et quand la foule honteuse de sa rebellion,

venait lecher les pieds du maitre, le hautain patricien meprisait

I'hommage d'aujourd'hui comme la haine d'hier, et dans les rues
de Londres, et devant son palais ducal d'Apsley, il repoussait

d'un genre plein de froid dedain I'incommode empressement du

peuple enthousiaste. Cette fierte neanmoins n'excluait pas
en lui une rare modestie; partout il se soustrait a 1'cloge; se
derobe au panegyrique; jamais il ne parle de ss exploits, et

jamais il ne souffre qu'un autre que lui en parle en sa prdsence.

Son caractere egale en grandeur et surpasse en verile celui de
tout autre heros ancien ou moderne. La gloire de Napoleon

criit en une nuit, comme lavigne de Jonah, et il suffit d'un jour

pour la fl6trir; la gloire de Wellington est comme les vieux

chenes qui ombragent le chateau de ses peres sur les rives du

Shannon; le chene croit lentement; il lui faut du temps pour

pousser vers le ciel ses branches noueusses, et pour enfoncer

dans le sol, ces racines profondes qui s'enchevetrent dans les
fondements solides de la terre; mais alors, Tarbre sdculaire,

inebranlable comme le roc ou il a sa base, brave et la faux du

temps et Teffort des vents et des tempetes. |l faudra peutetre
un siecle a I'Angleterre pour qu'elle connaisse la valeur de son
heros. Dans un siecle, I'Europe entidre saura combien Welling-
ton a de droit a sa reconnaissance."

How often in writing this paper " in a strange land," must
Miss Bronte have thought of the old childish disputes in the
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kitchen of Haworth parsonage, touching the respective merits
of Wellington and Buonaparte ! Although the title given to
her devoir Is, " On the Name of Napoleon,” she ssamsyet to have
congdered it a point of honour rather to sing praises to an
English hero than to dwell on the character of a foreigner,
Placed as she was among those who cared little either for Eng-
and or for WeIIin%ton. She now felt that she had made gresat
progress towards obtaining proficiency in the French language,
winch had been her main object in coming to Brussels. But
to the zedous learner " Alps on Alps arise.” No sooner is one
difficulty surmounted than some other desirable attainment
appears, and must be laboured after. A knowledge of German
now became her object; and she resolved to compel hersdf to
remain in Brussds till that was gained. The strong yearning
to go home came upon her; the stronger self-denying will for-
bade. There wes a great internal struggle; every fibre of her
heart quivered in the strain to master her will; and, when she
conquered hersdf, she remained, not like a victor cam and
supreme on the throne, but like a panting, torn, and suffering
victim. Her neves and her spirits gave way. Her health
became much shaken.

' Brussels, August ist, 1843.

" If 1 complain in this letter, have mercy and don't blame
me, for, | forewarn you, | am in low spirits, and that earth and
heaven are dreary and empty to me at this moment. Inafew
days our vacation will begin; everybody is joyous and animated
at the prospect, because everybody is to go home. | know that
| am to stay here during the five weeks that the holidays last, and
that | shall be much adone during that time, and consequently get
downcagt, and find both days and nights of a weary length. It
isthefirsttimein my lifethat | have really dreaded the vacation.
Alas! | can hardly write, | have such a dreary weight at my
heart; and | do so wish to go home. Is not this childish?
Pardon me, for | cannot help It. However, though | am not
strong enough to bear up cheerfully, | can still bear up; and |
will continue to stay (D. V.) some months longer, till | have
acquired German; and then | hope to se all your faces again.
Would that the vacation were well over! it will pass 9 slowly.
Do have the Christian charity to write me a long, long letter;
fill it with the minutest details; nothing will be uninteresting.
Do not think it is because people are unkind to me that | wish
to leave Belgium; nothing of the sort. Everybody is abun-
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dantly civil, but home-sickness keeps creeping over me. |
cannot shake it off. Believe me, very merrily, vivaciously,
gaily, yours, C.B."

The grandes vacances began soon after the date of this letter,
when she was left in the great deserted pensionnat, with only
one teacher for a companion. This teacher, a Frenchwoman,
had always been uncongenial to her; but, left to each other's
sole companionship, Charlotte soon discovered that her associate
was more profligate, more steeped in a kind of cold, systematic
sensuality, than she had before imagined it possible for a human
being to be; and her whole nature revolted from this woman's
society. A low nervous fever was gaining upon Miss Bronte.
She had never been a good sleeper, but now she could not sleep
at all. Whatever had been disagreeable, or obnoxious, to her
during the day, was presented when it was over with exag-
gerated vividness to her disordered fancy. There were causes
for distress and anxiety in the news from home, particularly as
regarded Branwell. Inthe dead of the night, lying awake at the
end of the long deserted dormitory, in the vast and silent house,
every fear respecting those whom she loved, and who were so far
off in another country, became a terrible reality, oppressing her
and choking up the very life-blood in her heart. Those nights
were times of sick, dreary, wakeful misery; precursors of many
such in after years.

In the day-time, driven abroad by loathing of her companion
and by the weak restlessness of fever, she tried to walk herself
into such a state of bodily fatigue as would induce sleep. So
she went out, and with weary steps would traverse the Boule-
vards and the streets, sometimes for hours together; faltering
and resting occasionally on some of the many benches placed for
the repose of happy groups, or for solitary wanderers like herself.
Then up again—anywhere but to the pensionnat—out to the
cemetery where Martha lay—out beyond it, to the hills whence
there is nothing to be seen but fields as far as the horizon. The
shades of evening made her retrace her footsteps—sick for want
of food, but not hungry; fatigued with long continued exercise
—yet restless still, and doomed to another weary, haunted night
of sleeplessness.  She would thread the streets in the neighbour-
hood of the Rue d'Isabelle, and yet avoid it and its occupant,
till as late an hour as she dared be out. At last, she was com-
pelled to keep her bed for some days, and this compulsory rest
did her good. She was weak, but less depressed in spirits than

*G 18
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she had been, when the school re-opened, and her positive
practical duties recommenced.

She writes thus—

" October 13, 1843.

" Mary is getting on well, as she deserves to do. | often hear)
from her. Her letters and yours are one of my few pleasures.
She urges me very much to leave Brussels and go to her; but,
at present, however tempted to take such a step, | should not
feel justified in doing so. To leave a certainty for a complete
uncertainty, would be to the last degree imprudent. Notwith-
standing that, Brussels is indeed desolate to me now. Since the
D.'s left, | have had no friend. | had, indeed, some very kind
acquaintances in the family of a Dr. , but they too are gone
now. They leftin thelatter part of August, and | am completely
aone. | cannot count the Belgians anything. It is a curious
position to be so utterly solitary in the midst of numbers.
Sometimes the solitude oppresses me to an excess. One day,
lately, | felt asif | could bear it no longer, and | went to Madame
Heger, and gave her notice. If it had depended on her, | should
certainly have soon been at liberty; but M. H6ger, having heard
of what was in agitation, sent for me the day after, and pro-
nounced with vehemence his decision, that | should not leave.
| could not, at that time, have persevered in my intention with-
out exciting him to anger; so | promised to stay a little while
longer. How long that will be, | do not know. | should not
like to return to England to do nothing. | am too old for that
now; but if | could hear of a favourable opportunity for com-
mencing a school, | think | should embraceit. We have as yet
no fires here, and | suffer much from cold; otherwise, | am well
in health. Mr. will take this letter to England. Heis a
pretty-looking and pretty behaved young man, apparently con-
structed without a backbone; by which | don't alude to his
corporal spine, which is all right enough, but to his character.

"1 get on here after a fashion; but now that Mary D. has
left Brussels, | have nobody to speak to, for | count the Bel-
gians as nothing. Sometimes | ask myself how long shall |
stay here; but as yet | have only asked the question; | have
not answered it. However, when | have acquired as much
German as | think fit, | think | shall pack up bag and baggage,
and depart. Twinges of home-sickness cut me to the heart,
every now and then. To-day the weather is glaring, and | am
stupefied with a bad cold and headache. | have nothing to tell
you. Oneday islike another in thisplace. | know you, living
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in the country, can hardly believe it is possble life can be
monotonous in the centre of a brilliant capital like Brussels;
but soitis. | fed it most on holidays, when all the girls and
teachers go out to visit, and it sometimes happens that | am
left, during severa hours, quite done, with four great desolate
school-rooms at my disposition. | try to read, | try to write;
butinvain. | then wander about from room to room, but the
sllence and loneliness of all the house weighs down one's spirits
like lead. You will hardly believe that Madame Héger (good
and kind as | have described her) never comes near me on these
occasons. | own, | was astonished the first time | was left
aone thus; when everybody dse was enjoying the pleasures of
a fete day with their friends, and she knew | was quite by
myself, and never took the least notice of me.  Yet, | under-
stand, she praises me very much to everybody, and says what
excellent lesons | give.  Sheis not colder to me than sheis to
the other teachers; but they are less dependent on her than |
am. They have relations and acquaintances in Bruxelles.
Y ou remember the letter she wrote me, when | wasin England ?
How kind and affectionate that was? is it not odd? In the
meantime, the complaints | make at present are a sort of relief
which | permit myself. Inall other respects | am well satisfied
with my position, and you may say so to people who inquire
after meJ) f any one does). Write to me, dear, whenever you
can. You do a(?ood deed when you snd me a letter, for you
comfort a very desolae heart."

One of the reasons for the silent estrangement between
Madame Heger and Miss Bronte, in the second year of her resi-
dence at Brussels, is to be found in the fact, that the English
Protestant's dislike of Romanism increased with her knowledge
of it, and its effects upon those who professed it; and when
occasion called for an expresson of opinion from Charlotte
Bronte, she was uncompromising truth. Madame Heger, on
the opposite side, was not merely a Roman Catholic, she was
devote. Not of a warm or impulsive temperament, she was
naturally governed by her conscience, rather than by her affec-
tions; and her conscience was in the hands of her religious guides.
She considered any slight thrown upon her Church as blasphemy
against the Holy Truth; and, though she was not given to open
expression of her thoughts and feglings, yet her increasing cool-
ness of behaviour showed how much her most cherished opinions
had been wounded. Thus, although there was never any ex-
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planation of Madame Heger's change of manner, this may be
given as one great reason why, about this time, Charlotte was
made painfully conscious of a silent estrangement between them;
an estrangement of which, perhaps, the former was hardly
aware. | have before alluded to intelligence from home, calcu-
lated to distress Charlotte exceedingly with fears respecting
Branwell, which | shall speak of more at large when the realisa-
tion of her worst apprehensions came to affect the daily life of
hersdf and her sisers. | allude to the subject again here, in
order that the reader may remember the gnawing, private cares,
which she had to bury in her own heart; and the pain of which
could only be smothered for a time under the diligent fulfilment
of present duty. Another dim sorrow was faintly perceived at
this time. Her father's eyesight began to fail; it was not un-
likely that he might shortly become blind; more of his duty
must devolve on a curate, and Mr. Bronte, always liberal, would
have to pay at a higher rate than he had heretofore done for
this assistance.

She wrote thus to Emily: —

" Dec. 1st, 1843.

" This is Sunday morning. They are at their idolatrous
' mese’ and | am here, that isin the Refectoire. | should like
uncommonly to bein the dining-room at home, or in the kitchen,
or in the back kitchen. | should like even to be cutting up the
hash, with the clerk and some register people at the other table,
and you standing by, watching that | put enough flour, not too
much pepper, and, above all, that | save the best pieces of the
leg of mutton for Tiger and Keeper, the first of which personages
would be jumping about the dish and carving-knife, and the
latter standing like a devouring flame on the kitchen-floor. To
complete the picture, Tabby blowing the fire, in order to boil
the potatoes to a sort of vegetable glue! How divine are these
recollections to me at this moment! Yet | have no thought of
coming home just now. | lack a real pretext for doing so: it
is true this place is dismal to me, but | cannot go home without
a fixed prospect when | get there; and this prospect must not
be a situation; that would be jumping out of the frying pan
into the fire.  You call yourself idle! absurd, absurd!
Is papa well? Are you well? and Tabby? You ask about
Queen Victoria's visit to Brussels. | saw her for an instant
flashing through the Rue Royale in a carriage and six, sur-
rounded by soldiers. She was laughing and talking very gaily.
She looked a little stout, vivacious lady, very plainly dressed,
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not much dignity or pretension about her. The Belgians liked
her very well on the whole. They said she enlivened the sombre
court of King Leopold, which is usually as gloomy as a con-
venticle. Write to me again soon. Tell me whether papa
really wants me very much to come home, and whether you do
likewise. | have an idea that | should be of no use there—a
sort of aged person upon the parish. | pray, with heart and
soul, that all may continue well at Ha worth; above all in
our grey half-inhabited house. God bless the walls thereof!
Safety, health, happiness, and prosperity to you, papa and
Tabby. Amen. C.B."

Towards the end of this year (1843) various reasons conspired
with the causes of anxiety which have been mentioned, to make
her feel that her presence was absolutely and imperatively
required at home, while she had acquired all that she proposed
to herself in coming to Brussels the second time; and was,
moreover, no longer regarded with the former kindliness of
feeling by Madame H6ger. In consequence of this state of
things, working down with sharp edge into a sensitive mind,
she suddenly announced to that lady her immediate intention
of returning to England. Both M. and Madame Heger agreed
that it would be for the best, when they learnt only that part
of the case which she could reveal to them—namely, Mr. Bronte's
increasing blindness. But as the inevitable moment of separa-
tion from people and places, among which she had spent so
many happy hours, drew near, her spirits gave way; she had the
natural presentiment that she saw them all for the last time,
and she received but a dead kind of comfort from being re-
minded by her friends that Brussels and Haworth were not so
very far apart; that access from one place to the other was not
so difficult or impracticable as her tears would seem to predicate;
nay, there was some talk of one of Madame Heger's daughters
being sent to her as a pupil if she fulfilled her intention of trying
to begin aschool. To facilitate her success in this plan, should
she ever engage in it, M. Heger gave her a kind of diploma,
dated from, and sealed with the seal of the Athenee Royale de
Bruxelles, certifying that she was perfectly capable of teaching
the French language, having well studied the grammar and
composition thereof, and, moreover, having prepared herself for
teaching by studying and practising the best methods of in-
struction. This certificate is dated December 29th, 1843, and
on the 2nd of January, 1844, she arrived at Haworth.
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On the 23rd of the month she writes as follows:—

" Every one asks me what | am going to do, now that | am
returned home; and every one seems to expect that | should
immediately commence a school. In truth it is what | should
wish to do. | desire it above all things. | have sufficient
money for the undertaking, and | hope now sufficient qualifica-
tions to give me a fair chance of success; yet | cannot yet
permit myself to enter upon life—to touch the object which
seems now within my reach, and which | have been so long
straining to attain. You will ask me why? It is on papa's
account; heisnow, as you know, getting old, and it grieves me
to tell you that he is losing his sight. | have felt for some
months that | ought not to be away from him; and | feel now
that it would be too selfish to leave him (at least, as long as
Branwell and Anne are absent), in order to pursue selfish
interests of my own. With the help of God, | will try to deny
myself in this matter, and to wait.

" | suffered much before | left Brussels. | think, however
long I live, | shall not forget what the parting with M. Heger
cost me. It grieved me so much to grieve him who has been so
true, kind, and disinterested a friend. At parting he gave me a
kind of diploma certifying my abilities as a teacher, sealed with
the seal of the Athenee Royal, of which he is professor. | was
surprised also at the degree of regret expressed by my Belgian
pupils, when they knew | was going to leave. | did not think
it had been in their phlegmatic nature. ... | do not know
whether you feel as | do, but there are times now when it appears
to me as if all my ideas and feelings, except a few friendships
and affections, are changed from what they used to be; some-
thing in me, which used to be enthusiasm, is tamed down and
broken. | have fewer illusions; what | wish for now is active
exertion—a stake in life. Haworth seems such a lonely, quiet
spot, buried away from the world. | no longer regard myself
as young—indeed, | shall soon be twenty-eight; and it seems as
if 1 ought to be working and braving the rough realities of the
world, as other people do. It is, however, my duty to restrain
this feeling at present, and | will endeavour to do so."

Of course her absent sister and brother obtained a holiday to
welcome her return home, and in a few weeks she was spared to
pay a visit to her friend at B. But she was far from well or
strong, and the short journey of fourteen miles seems to have
fatigued her greatly.
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Soon after she came back to Haworth, in aletter to one of the
household in which she had been staying, there occurs this
passage—" Our poor little cat hasbeen i1 two days, and isjust
dead. Itispiteousto s even an animal lying lifdess. Emily
issorry." These few words relate to points in the characters of
thetwo sisters, which | must dwell upon alittle. Charlotte was
more than commonly tender in her treatment of all dumb
creatures, and they, with that fine instinct so often noticed,
were invariably attracted towards her. The degp and exag-
gerated consciousness of her persona defects—the constitutional
absence of hope, which made her dow to trust in human affection,
and consequently dow to respond to any manifestation of it—
made her manner shy and constrained to men and women, and
even to children. We have ssn somethin? of this trembling
distrust of her own capability of inspiring affection, in the grate-
ful surprise she expressss at the rgrqret felt by her Belgian pupils
at her departure. But not merely were her actions kind, her
words and tones were ever gentle and caressing, towards animals;
and she quickly noticed the least want of care or tenderness on
the part of others towards any poor brute creature. The readers
of Shirley may remember that it is one of the tests which the
heroine applies to her lover.

" Do you know what soothsayers | would consult?" . . .
" ... ThelittleIrish beggar that comes barefoot to my door;
the mouse that stedls out of the cranny in my wainscot; the bird
in frost and snow that pecks at my window for a crumb; the
dog that licks my hand and sits beside my knee. ... | know
somebody to whose knee the black cat loves to climb, against
whose shoulder and cheek it likes to purr. The old dog always
comes out of his kennel and wags his tail, and whines affection-
ately when somebody passes" [For " somebody " and " he"
read " Charlotte Bronte" and " she"] " He quietly strokes
the cat, and lets her sit while he conveniently can; and when he
must disturb her by rising, he puts her softly down, and never
flings her from him roughly: he always whistlesto the dog, and
gives him a caress."

The feeling, which in Charlotte partook of something of the
nature of an affection, was, with Emily, more of a passion.
Some one speaking of her to me, in a cardess kind of strength
of expression, said, " she never showed regard to any human
creature; all her love was reserved for animals." The helpless-
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ness of an animal was its passport to Charlotte's heart; the
fierce, wild, intractability of its nature was what often recom-
mended it to Emily. Speaking of her dead sister, the former
told me that from her many traits in Shirley's character were
taken; her way of sitting on the rug reading, with her arm
round her rough bull-dog's neck; her calling to a strange dog,
running past, with hanging head and lolling tongue, to give it a
merciful draught of water, its maddened snap at her, her nobly
stern presence of mind, going right into the kitchen, and taking
up one of Tabby's red-hot Italian irons to sear the bitten place,
and telling no one, till the danger was well-nigh over, for fear
of the terrors that might beset their weaker minds. All this,
looked upon as a well-invented fiction in Shirley, was written
down by Charlotte with streaming eyes; it was the literal true
account of what Emily had done. The same tawny bull-dog
(with his " strangled whistle "), called " Tartar " in Shirley, was
" Keeper " in Ha worth parsonage; a gift to Emily. With the
gift came a warning. Keeper was faithful to the depths of his
nature as long as he was with friends; but he who struck him
with a stick or whip, roused the relentless nature of the brute,
who flew at his throat forthwith, and held him there till one or
the other was at the point of death. Now Keeper's household
fault was this. He loved to steal up-stairs, and stretch his
square, tawny limbs, on the comfortable beds, covered over with
delicate white counterpanes. But the cleanliness of the parson-
age arrangements was perfect; and this habit of Keeper's was
so objectionable, that Emily, inreply to Tabby's remonstrances,
declared that, if he was found again transgressing, she herself,
in defiance of warning and his well-known ferocity of nature,
would beat him so severely that he would never offend again.
In the gathering dusk of an autumn evening, Tabby came,
half triumphant, half trembling, but in great wrath, to tell
Emily that Keeper was lying on the best bed, in drowsy voluptu-
ousness. Charlotte saw Emily's whitening face, and set mouth,
but dared not speak to interfere; no one dared when Emily's
eyes glowed in that manner out of the paleness of her face, and
when her lips were so compressed into stone. She went up-
stairs, and Tabby and Charlotte stood in the gloomy passage
below, full of the dark shadows of coming night. Down-stairs
came Emily, dragging after her the unwilling Keeper, his hind
legs set in a heavy attitude of resistance, held by the " scuft of
his neck," but growling low and savagely all the time. The
watchers would fain have spoken, but durst not, for fear of
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taking off Emily's attention, and causing her to avert her head
for a moment from the enraged brute. She let him go, planted
in adark corner at the bottom of the stairs;, no time was there
to fetch stick or rod, for fear of the strangling clutch at her
throat—her bare clenched fist struck against his red fierce eyes,
before he had time to make his spring, and, in the language of
the turf, she " punished him " till his eyes were swelled up, and
the half-blind, stupefied beast wes led to his accustomed lair, to
have his swelled head fomented and cared for by the very Emily
herself. The generous dog owed her no grudge; he loved her
dearly ever after; he walked first among the mourners to her
funeral; he slept moaning for nights at the door of her empty
room, and never, so to spek, reoiced, dog fashion, after her
death. He, in his turn, was mourned over by the surviving
sister.  Let us somehow hope, in half Red Indian creed, that he
follows Emily now; and, when he rests, degps on some soft
white bed of dreams, unpunished when he awakens to the life of
the land of shadows.

Now we can understand the force of the words, " Our poor
little catis dead. Emily is sorry."

CHAPTER XI11

THE moors were a great resource this spring; Emily and Char-
lotte walked out on them perpetually, " to the great damage of
our shoes, but, | hope, to the benefit of our health." The old
Blan of school-keeping was often discussed in these rambles;

ut in-doors they set with vigour to shirt-making for the absent
Branwell, and pondered in sSlence over their past and future
life. At last they came to a determination.

" | have serioudy entered into the enterprise of keeping a
school—or rather, taking a limited number of pupils at home.
That is, | have begun in good earnest to seek for pupils. | wrote
to Mrs——" (thelady with whom she had lived as governess,
just before going to Brussels) " not asking her for her daughter
—I cannot do that—but informing her of my intention. |
received an answer from Mr.——expressive of, | believe, sincere
regret that | had not informed them a month sooner, in which
cax, he said, they would gladly have sent me their own daughter,
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and also Colonel S's, but that now both were promised to
Miss C. | was partly disappointed by this answer, and partly
gratified; indeed, | derived quite an impulse of encouragement
from the warm assurance that if | had but applied a little sooner
they would certainly have sent me their daughter. | own, |
had misgivings that nobody would be willing to send a child
for education to Haworth. These misgivings are partly done
away with. | have written also to Mrs. B. and have enclosed
the diploma which M. Heger gave me before | left Brussels. |
have not yet received her answer, but | wait for it with some
anxiety. | do not expect that she will send me any of her
children, but if she would, | dare say she could recommend me
other pupils. Unfortunately, she knows us only very slightly.
As soon as | can get an assurance of only one pupil, | will have
cards of terms printed, and will commence the repairs necessary
in the house. | wish all that to be done before winter. | think
of fixing the board and English education at £25 per annum."

Again, at a later date, July 24th, in the same year, she
writes:—

" 1 am driving on with my small matter as well as | can. |
have written to all the friends on whom | have the dlightest
claim, and to some on whom | have no claim; Mrs. B. for
example. On her, also, | have actually made bold to call. She
was exceedingly polite; regretted that her children were already
at school at Liverpool; thought the undertaking a most praise-
worthy one, but feared | should have some difficulty in making
it succeed on account of the situation. Such is the answer |
receive from almost every one. | tell them the retired situation
is, in some points of view, an advantage; that were it in the
midst of alarge town | could not pretend to take pupils on terms
so moderate (Mrs. B. remarked that she thought the terms very
moderate), but that, as it is, not having house-rent to pay, we
can offer the same privileges of education that are to be had in
expensive seminaries, at little more than half their price; and
as our number must be limited, we can devote a large share of
time and pains to each pupil. Thank you for the very pretty
little purse you have sent me. | make to you a curious return
in the shape of half a dozen cards of terms. Make such use of
them as your judgment shall dictate. You will see that | have
fixed the sum at £35, which | think is the just medium, consider-
ing advantages and disadvantages.”
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This was written in July; August, September, and October
passed away, and no pupils were to be heard of. Day after day,
there was a little hope felt by the sisters until the post came in.
But Haworth village was wild and lonely, and the Brontes but
little known, owing to their want of connections. Charlotte
writes on the subject, in the early winter months, to this effect:—

"1, Emily, and Anne, are truly obliged to you for the efforts
you have made in our behalf; and if you have not been success
ful, you are onlylike ourselves. Every one wishes us well; but
there are no pupils to be had. We have no present intention,
however, of breaking our hearts on the subject, still less of feeling
mortified at defeat. The effort must be beneficial, whatever
the result may be, because it teaches us experience, and an
additional knowledge of this world. | send you two more
circulars.”

A month later, she says—

" We have made no alterations yet in our house. It would
be folly to do so, while there is so little likelihood of our ever
getting pupils. | fear you are giving yourself too much trouble
on our account. Depend upon it, if you were to persuade a
mama to bring her child to Haworth, the aspect of the place
would frighten her, and she would probably take the dear girl
back with her, instanter. We are glad that we have made the
attempt, and we will not be cast down because it has not
succeeded.”

There were, probably, growing up in each sister's heart, secret
unacknowledged feelings of relief, that their plan had not suc-
ceeded. Yes! a dull snse of relief that their cherished project
had been tried and had failed. For that house, which was to
be regarded as an occasional home for their brother, could hardly
be a fitting residence for the children of strangers. They had,
in all likelihood, become silently aware that his habits were such
as to render his society at times most undesirable. Possibly,
too, they had, by this time, heard distressing rumours concer n-
ing the cause of that remorse and agony of mind, which at times
made him restless and unnaturally merry, at times rendered
him moody and irritable.

In January, 1845, Charlotte says—" Branwell has been
quieter and lessirritable, on the whole, this time than he wasin
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summer. Anne is, as usual, always good, mild, and patient."
The deep-seated pain which he was to occasion to his relations
had now taken a decided form, and pressed heavily on Charlotte's
health and spirits. Early in this year, she went to H. to bid
good-bye to her dear friend Mary, who was leaving England for
Australia. But a weight hung over her—the gloom preceding
the full knowledge of sinin which her brother was an accomplice;
which was dragging him down to confirmed habits of intemper-
ance; yet by which he was so bewitched, that no remonstrance,
however stern, on the part of others—no temporary remorse,
however keen—could make him shake off the infatuation that
bound him.

The story must be told. If | could, | would have avoided it;
but not merely is it so well-known to many living as to be, in a
manner, public property, but it is possible that, by revealing
the misery, the gnawing, life-long misery, the degrading habits,
the early death of her partner in guilt—the acute and long-
enduring agony of his family—to the wretched woman, who not
only survives, but passes about in the gay circles of London
society, as a vivacious, well-dressed, flourishing widow, there
may be awakened in her some feelings of repentance.

Branwell, | have mentioned, had obtained a situation as a
private tutor. Full of available talent, abrilliant talker, agood
writer, apt at drawing, ready of appreciation, and with a not un-
handsome person, he took the fancy of a married woman, nearly
twenty years older than himself. It is no excuse for him to say
that she began the first advances, and " made love " to him.
She was so bold and hardened, that she did it in the very
presence of her children, fast approaching to maturity; and they
would threaten her that, if she did not grant them such and such
indulgences, they would tell their bed-ridden father " how she
went on with Mr. Bronte." He was so beguiled by this mature
and wicked woman, that he went home for his holidays reluc-
tantly, stayed there as short a time as possible, perplexing and
distressing them by all his extraordinary conduct—at one time
in the highest spirits, at another, in the deepest depression—
accusing himself of blackest guilt and treachery, without specify-
ing what they were; and altogether evincing an irritability of
disposition bordering on insanity.

Charlotte and her sister suffered acutely from his mysterious
behaviour. He expressed himself more than satisfied with his
situation; he was remaining in it for a longer time than he had
ever done in any kind of employment before; so they could not
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conjecture that anything there made him so wilful, and restless,
and full of both levity and misery. But a sense of something
wrong connected with him, sickened and oppressed them. They
began to lose all hope in his future career. He was no longer
the family pride; an indistinct dread was creeping over their
minds that he might turn our their deep disgrace. But, |
believe, they shrank from any attempt to define their fears, and
spoke of him to each other as little as possible. They could not
help but think, and mourn, and wonder.

" Feb. 20, 1845.

" | spent aweek at H., not very pleasantly; headache, sickli-
ness, and flatness of spirits, made me a poor companion, a sad
drag on the vivacious and loquacious gaiety of all the other
inmates of the house. | never was fortunate enough to be able
to rally, for as much as a single hour, while | was there. | am
sure all, with the exception perhaps of Mary, were very glad
when | took my departure. | begin to perceive that | have too
little life in me, now-a-days, to be fit company for any except
very quiet people. Isit age, or what else, that changes meso? "

Alas! she hardly needed to have asked this question. How
could she be otherwise than " flat-spirited,” " apoor companion/*
and a " sad drag " on the gaiety of those who were light-hearted
and happy 1 Her honest plan for earning her own livelihood
had fallen away, crumbled to ashes; after all her preparations,
not a pupil had offered herself; and, instead of being sorry that
this wish of many years could not be realised, she had reason to
be glad. Her poor father, nearly sightless, depended upon her
cares in his blind helplessness; but this was a sacred pious charge
the duties of which she was blessed in fulfilling. The black
gloom hung over what had once been the brightest hope of the
family—over Branwell, and the mystery in which his wayward
conduct was enveloped. Somehow and sometime, he would
have to turn to his home as a hiding place for shame; such was
the sad foreboding of his sisters. Then how could she be cheer-
ful, when she was losing her dear and noble Mary, for such a
length of time and distance of space that her heart might well
prophesy that it was " for ever ?"  Long before, she had written
of Mary T., that she " was full of feelings noble, warm, generous,
devoted, and profound. God bless her 1 | never hope to see in
thisworldacharacter moretruly noble. Shewoulddiewillingly
for one sheloved. Her intellect and attainments are of the very
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highest standard." And this was the friend whom she wes to
lose! Hear that friend's account of their final interview:—

" When | last saw Charlotte (Jan. 1845),she told me she had
quite decided to stay at home. She owned she did not like it.
Her health wes weak. She said she should like any change at
first, as she had liked Brussds at first, and she thought that
there must be some possibility for some people of having alife
of more variety and more communion with human kind, but she
saw none for her. | told her very warmly, that she ought not
to stay at home; that to d the next five years at home,
in solitude, and weak health, would ruin her; that she would
never recover it.  Such adark shadow came over her face when
| said, ' Think of what you'll be five years hence!" that |
stopped, and said ' Don't cry, Charlotte!'  She did not cry, but
went on walking up and down the room, and said in alittle
while," But | intend to stay, Polly.""

A few weeks after she parted from Mary, she gives this account
of her days at Haworth.

" March 24, 1845,

" | can hardly tell you how time gets on at Haworth. There
is no event whatever to mark its progress.  One day resembles
another; and all have heavy, lifdess physiognomies. Sunday,
baking-day, and Saturday, are the only ones that have any
distinctive mark. Meantime, life wears away. | shall soon be
thirty; and | have done nothinéJ %/et. Sometimes | get melan-
choly at the prospect before and behind me.  Yet it is wrong
and foolish to repine. Undoubtedly, my duty directs me to
stay at home for the present. There was a time when Haworth
was a very pleasant place to me; it is not so now. | fed asif
we were all buried here. | long to travel; to work; to livea
life of action. Excuse me, dear, for troubling you with my
fruitless wishes. | will put by the rest, and not trouble you
with them. You mustwritetome. If you knew how welcome
your letters are, you would write very often. Y our letters, and
the French newspapers, are the only messengers that come to
me from the outer world beyond our moors; and very welcome

messengers they are.”

Ore of her daily employments was to read to her father, and
it required a little gentle diplomacy on her part to effect this
duty; for there were times when the offer of another to do what
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he had been so long accustomed to do for himself, reminded him
only too painfully of the deprivation under which he was suffer-
ing. And, in secret, she, too, dreaded a similar loss for herself.
Long-continued ill health, a deranged condition of the liver, her
close application to minute drawing and writing in her younger
days, her now habitual deeplessness at nights, the many bitter
noiseless tears she had shed over Branwell's mysterious and
distressing conduct—all these causes were telling on her poor
eyes; and about this time she thus writes to M. H6ger:—

"1l n'y arien que je craigns comme |e desceuvrement, Tinertie
la 16thargie des facultes. Quand le corps est paresseux |'esprit
sourTre cruellement; je ne connaitrais pas cette lethargie, si je
pouvais 6crire.  Autrefois je passais des journte des semaines,
des mois entiers a ecrire, et pas tout a fait sans fruit, puisque
Southey et Coleridge, deux de nos meilleurs auteurs a qui j'ali
envoye certain manuscrits, en ont bien voulu temoigner leur
approbation; maisapresent, j'ai lavuetrop faible; sij'ecrivais
beau coup je deviendrai aveugle. Cette faiblesse de vue est
pour moi une terrible privation; sans cela, savez-vous ce que
je ferais, Monsieur ?  Jdcrfrais un livre et je le dedierais a mon
maitre de litterature, au seul maitre que j'aie jamais eu—a
vous, Monsieur! Je vous ai dit souvent en francais combien
je vous respecte, combien je suis redevable a votre bonte, a vos
conseils. Je voudrai le dire une fois en Anglais. Cela ne se
peut pas; il ne faut pasy penser. La carriere des lettres m'est
fermee. . . . N'oubliez pas de me dire comment vous vous
portez, comment madame et les enfants se portent? Je compte
bientot avoir de vos nouvelles; cette idee me souris, car le
souvenir de vos bontes ne sSeffacera jamais de ma memoire, et
tant que ce souvenir durera le respect que vous m'avez inspire
durera aussi. Agreez, Monsieur, etc.”

It is probable, that even her sisters and most intimate friends
did not know of this dread of ultimate blindness which beset
her at this period. What eyesight she had to spare she reserved
for the use of her father. She did but little plain-sewing; not
more writing than could be avoided; and employed herself
principally in knitting.

" April 2, 1845

"I see plainly it is proved to us that there is scarcely a
draught of unmingled happiness to be had in thisworld. 's
illness comes with———'s marriage. Mary T. finds herself free,
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and on that path to adventure and exertion to which she has so
long been seeking admission. Sickness, hardship, danger are
her fellow travellers—her inseparable companions. She may
have been out of the reach of these SSW. N.W. gales, before they
began to blow, or they may have spent their fury on land, and
not ruffled the seamuch. If it has been otherwise, she has been
sorely tossed, while we have been sleeping in our beds, or lying
awake thinking about her. Yet these real, material dangers,
when once past, leave in the mind the satisfaction of having
struggled with difficulty, and overcome it. Strength, courage,
and experience are their invariable results; whereas, | doubt
whether suffering purely mental has any good result, unless it
be to make us by comparison less sensitive to physical suffering.
. . . Ten years ago, | should have laughed at your account of
the blunder you made in mistaking the bachelor doctor for a
married man. | should have certainly thought you scrupulous
over-much, and wondered how you could possibly regret being
civil to a decent individual, merely because he happened to be
single, instead of double. Now, however, | can perceive that
your scruples are founded on common sense. | know that if
women wish to escape the stigma of husband-seeking, they must
act and look like marble or clay—cold, expressionless, bloodless;
for every appearance of feeling, of joy, sorrow, friendliness,
antipathy, admiration, disgust, are alike construed by the world
into the attempt to hook a husband. Never mind! well-mean-
ing women have their own consciences to comfort them after all.
Do not, therefore, be too much afraid of showing yourself as
you are, affectionate and good-hearted; do not too harshly
repress sentiments and feelings excellent in themselves, because
your fear that some puppy may fancy that you are letting them
come out to fascinate him; do not condemn yourself to live
only by halves, because if you showed too much animation
some pragmatical thing in breeches might take it into his pate
to imagine that you designed to dedicate your life to hisinanity.
Still, a composed, decent, equable deportment is a capital
treasure to a woman, and that you possess. Write again soon,
for | feel rather fierce, and want stroking down."

" June 13, 1845.

" As to the Mrs. , who, you say, is like me, | somehow
feel no leaning to her at all. | never do to people who are said
to be like me, because | have always a notion that they are only
like me in the disagreeable, outside, first-acquaintance part of
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my character; in those points which are obvious to the ordinary
run of people, and which | know are not pleasing. Y ou say she
is * clever '—'a clever person/ How | dislike the term! It
means rather a shrewd, very ugly, meddling, talking woman.

. | feel reluctant to leave papa for a single day. His sight
diminishes weekly; and can it be wondered at that, as he
sees the most precious of his faculties leaving him, his spirits
sometimes sink ? It is so hard to feel that his few and scanty
pleasures must all soon go. He has now the greatest difficulty
in either reading or writing; and then he dreads the state of
dependence to which blindness will inevitably reduce him. He
fears that he will be nothing in his parish. | try to cheer him;
sometimes | succeed temporarily, but no consolation can restore
his sight, or atone for the want of it. Still he is never peevish,
never impatient; only anxious and dejected."

For the reason just given, Charlotte declined an invitation to
the only house to which she was now ever asked to come. In
answer to her correspondent's reply to this letter, she says :—

"You thought | refused you coldly, did you? It was a
queer sort of coldness, when | would have given my ears to say
Yes, and was obliged to say No. Matters, however, are now a
little changed. Anne is come home, and her presence certainly
makes me feel more at liberty. Then, if all be well, | will come
and se you. Tell me only when | must come. Mention the
week and the day. Have the kindness also to answer the
following queries, if you can. How far is it from Leeds to
Sheffield ? Can you give me a notion of the cost? Of course,
when | come, you will let me enjoy your own company in peace,
and not drag me out a-visiting. | have no desire at all to see
your curate. | think he must be like all the other curates |
have seen; and they seem to me a self-seeking, vain, empty
race. At this blessed moment, we have no less than three of
them in Haworth parish—and there is not one to mend another.
The other day, they all three, accompanied by Mr. S, dropped,
or rather rushed in unexpectedly to tea. It was Monday
(baking-day), and | was hot and tired; still, if they had behaved
quietly and decently, | would have served them out their tea
in peace; but they began glorifying themselves, and abusing
Dissenters in such a manner, that my temper lost its balance, and
| pronounced a few sentences sharply and rapidly, which struck
them all dumb. Papa was greatly horrified also, but | don't
regretit.”
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On her return from this short visit to her friend, she travelled
with a %entleman in the railway carriage, whose features and
bearing betrayed him, in a moment, to be a Frenchman. She
ventured to ask him if such was not the case; and, on his
admittingit, shefurther inquiredif he had not passed a consider-
able time in Germany, and was answered that he had; her
quick ear detected something of the thick guttural pronuncia-
tion, which, Frenchmen say, they are able to discover even in
the grandchildren of their countrymen who havelived any time
beyond the Rhine. Charlotte had retained her skill In the
language by the habit of which she thus spesks to M. Héger:—

" Je crains beaucoup d'oublier le francais—j'apprends tous
les jours une demi page de francais par cceur, et j'ai grand
plaisir a apprendre cette lecon. Veuillez presenter a Madame
I'assurance de mon estime; je crains que Marie Louise et Claire
ne maient dga oublide; mais je vous reverrai un jour;
aussitot que j'aurais gagnd assez d'argent pour aier a Bruxelles,
J'y irai.”

And so her journey back to Haworth, after the rare pleasure
of this visit to her friend, was pleasantly beguiled by conversa-
tion with the French gentleman; and she arrived at home re-
freshed and happy. What to find there?

It was ten o'clock when she reached the parsonage.  Branwell
was there, unexpectedly, very ill. He had come home a day
or two before, apparently for a holiday; in reality, | imagine,
because some discovery had been made which rendered his
absence imperatively desirable.  The day of Charlotte's return,
he had received a letter from Mr.——, sternly dismissing him,
intimating that his proceedings were discovered, characterisin
them as bad beyond expression, and charging him, on pain o
exposure, to break off immediately, and for ever, all communica-
tion with every member of the family.

All the disgraceful details came out. Branwell was in no
state to conceal his agony of remorse, or, strange to say, his
agony of guilty love, from any dread of shame. He gave
Ioassionete way to his feelings, he shocked and distressed those
oving sstersinexpressibly; the blind father sat stunned, sorely
tempted to curse the profligate woman, who had tempted his
boy—his only son—into the deep disgrace of deadly crime.

All thevariations of spiritsand of temper—therecklessgaiety,
the moping gloom of many months, were now explained. There
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was a reason deeper than any mere indulgence of appetite, to
account for his intemperance; he began his career as an habitual
drunkard to drown remorse.

The pitiable part, as far as he was concerned, was theyearning
love he still bore to the woman who had got so strong a hold
upon him. It is true, that she professed equal love; we shall
see how her professions held good. There was a strange linger-
ing of conscience, when meeting her clandestinely by appoint-
ment at Harrogate some months after, he refused to consent to
the elopement which she proposed; there was some good left in
this corrupted, weak young man, even to the very last of his
miserable days. The case presents the reverse of the usual
features; the man became the victim; the man's life was
blighted, and crushed out of him by suffering, and guilt entailed
by guilt; the man's family were stung by keenest shame. The
woman—to think of her father's pious name—the blood of
honourable families mixed in her veins—her early home, under-
neath whose roof-tree sat those whose names are held saintlike
for their good deeds—she goes flaunting about to this day in
respectable society; a showy woman for her age; kept afloat
by her reputed wealth. | see her name in county papers, as one
of those who patronise the Christmas balls; and | hear of her in
London drawing-rooms. Now let us read, not merely of the
suffering of her guilty accomplice, but of the misery she caused
to innocent victims, whose premature deaths may, in part, be
laid at her door.

" We have had sad work withBranwell.  Hethought of nothing
but stunning or drowning his agony of mind. No one in this
house could have rest; and, at last, we have been obliged to
send him from home for aweek, with some one to |ook after him.
He has written to me this morning, expressing some sense of
contrition . . . but as long as he remains at home, | scarce
dare hope for peace in the house. We must all, | fear, prepare
for a season of distress and disquietude. When | left you, |
was strongly impressed with the feeling that | was going back
to sorrow."

August, 1845.

" Things here at home are much as usual; not very bright as
it regards Branwell, though his health, and consequently his
temper, have been somewhat better this last day or two, because
he is now forced to abstain."
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" August 18th, 1845

" | have delayed writing, because | have no good news to
communicate. My hopes ebb low indeed about Branwell. |
sometimes fear he will never be fit for much. The late blow to
his prospects and fedlings has quite made him reckless. It is
only absolute want of means that acts as any check to him.
One ought, indeed, to hope to the very last; and | try to do o,
but occasionaly hope in his case ssams so fallacious.”

" Nov. 4th, 1845.

" | hoped to be able to ak you to come to Haworth. It
almost seemed as if Branwell had a chance of getting employ-
ment, and | waited to know the result of his efforts in order to
say, deear——, come and se us.  But the place (a secretaryship
to a railway committee) is given to another person. Branwell
still remains at home; and while heis here, you shall not come.
| am more confirmed in that resolution the more | see of him.
I wish | could say one word to you in his favour, but | cannot.
I will hold my tongue. We are all obliged to you for your kind
suggestion about Leeds; but | think our school schemes are,
for the present, at rest."

" Dec. 31, 1845.

" You say well, in speaking of——, that no sufferings are so
awful as those brought on by dissipation; aas! | se the truth
of this observation daily proved. and——must have as
weary and burdensome alife of it in waiting upon their unhappy
brother. It ssams grievous, indeed, that those who have not
sinned should suffer so largely.”

Thus ended the year 1845.

| may as well complete here the narrative of the outward
events of Branwell Bronte's life. A few months later (I have
the exact date, but, for obvious reasons, withhold it) theinvalid
husband of the woman with whom he had intrigued, died.
Branwell had been looking forward to this event with guilty
hope. After her husband's death, his paramour would be free;
strange as it seems, the young man still loved her passionately,
and now he imagined the time was come when they might look
forwards to being married, and might live together without
reproach or blame.  She had offered to eope with him; she had
written to him perpetually; she had sent him money—twenty
pounds at a time; he remembered the criminal advances she
had made; she had braved shame, and her children's menaced
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disclosures, for his sake; he thought she must love him; he
little knew how bad a depraved woman can be. Her husband
had made a will, in which what property he left to her was
bequeathed solely on the condition that she should never see
Branwell Bronte again. At the very time when the will was
read, she did not know but that he might be on his way to her,
having heard of her husband's death.  She despatched a servant
in hot haste to Haworth. He stopped at the Black Bull, and a
messenger was sent up to the parsonage for Branwell. He
came down to thelittle inn, and was shut up with the man for
some time. Then the groom came out, paid his bill, mounted
his horse, and was off. Branwell remained in the room alone.
More than an hour elapsed before sign or sound was heard;
then, those outside heard a noise like the bleating of a calf, and,
on opening the door, he was found in a kind of fit, succeeding
to the stupor of grief which he had fallen into on hearing that
he was forbidden by his paramour ever to see her again, as, if
he did, she would forfeit her fortune.  Let her live and flourish!
He died, his pockets filled with her letters, which he had carried
perpetually about his person, in order that he might read them
as often as he wished. He lies dead; and his doom is only
known to God's mercy. When | think of him, | change my
cry to heaven. Let her live and repent! That same mercy
is infinite.

For the last three years of Branwell's life, he took opium
habitually, by way of stunning conscience; he drank, moreover,
whenever he could get the opportunity. The reader may say
that | have mentioned his tendency to intemperance long
before. Itistrue; butit did not become habitual, as far as |
can learn, until after the commencement of his guilty intimacy
with the woman of whom | have been speaking. If | am mis-
taken on this point, her taste must have been as depraved as
her principles. He took opium, because it made him forget for
a time more effectually than drink; and, besides, it was more
portable. In procuring it he showed all the cunning of the
opium-eater. He would steal out while the family were at
church—to which he had professed himself too ill to go—and
manage to cajole the village druggist out of a lump; or, it
might be, the carrier had unsuspiciously brought him some in
a packet from a distance. For some time before his death he
had attacks of delirium tremens of the most frightful character;
he slept in his father's room, and he would sometimes declare
that either he or his father should be dead before morning. The
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trembling ssters, sick with fright, would implore their father
not to expose himself to this danger; but Mr. Bronte is no
timid man, and perhaps he felt that he could possibly influence
his son to some self-restraint, more by showing trust in him than
by showing fear. The sisters often listened for the report of a
pistol in the dead of the night, till watchful eye and hearkening
ear grew heavy and dull with the perpetual strain upon their
nerves. In the mornings young Bronte would saunter out,
saying, with a drunkard's incontinence of speech, " The poor
old man and | have had a terrible night of it; he does his best
—the poor old man! butit's all over with me; " (whimpering)
" it's her fault, her fault." All that is to be said more about
Branwell Bronte, shall be said by Charlotte herself, not by me.

CHAPTER XIV

IN the course of this sad autumn of 1845, a new interest came
up; faint, indeed, and often lost sight of in the vivid pain and
constant pressure of anxiety respecting their brother. In the
biographical notice of her sisters, which Charlotte prefixed to
the edition of Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey, published in
1850—a piece of writing unique, as far as | know, in its pathos
and its power—she says.—

" One day in the autumn of 1845,1 accidentally lighted on a
MS. volume of verse, in my sster Emily's hand-writing. Of
course, | was not surprised, knowing that she could and did
writeverse: | looked it over, and something more than surprise
seized me—a deep conviction that these were not common
effusions, nor at all like the poetry women generally write. |
thought them condensed and terse, vigorous and genuine. To
my ear they had also a peculiar music, wild, melancholy, and
elevating. My sister Emily was not a person of demonstrative
character, nor one, on the recesses of whose mind and feelings,
even those nearest and dearest to her could, with impunity,
intrude unlicensed: it took hours to reconcile her to the dis-
covery | had made, and days to persuade her that such poems
merited publication. . . . Meantime, my younger sister quietly
produced some of her own compositions, intimating that since
Emily's had given me pleasure, | might like to look at hers.
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| could not but be a partial judge, yet | thought that these
versss too had a sweet sincere pathos of their own.  We had
very early cherished the dream of one day being authors. . . .
We ag?reed to arrange a small selection of our poems, and, if
possible, get them printed. Averse to personal publicity, we
veiled our own names under those of Currer, Ellis, and Acton
Bell; the ambiguous choice being dictated by a sort of con-
scientious scruple at assuming Christian names, positively
masculineg, while we did not like to declare oursdves women,
because—without at the time suspecting that our mode of
writing and thinking was not what is caled ' feminine/—we
had a vague impression that authoresses are liable to be looked
on with prejudice; we noticed how critics sometimes use for
their chastisement the wesapon of personality, and for their
reward, a flattery, which is not true praise. The bringing out
of our little book was hard work. As was to be expected,
neither we nor our poems were at all wanted; but for this we
had been prepared at the outset; though inexperienced our-
sdlves, we had read the experience of others. The great puzzle
lay in the difficulty of getting answers of any kind from the
publishers to whom we applied. Being greatly harassed by
this obstacle, | ventured to apply to the Messs. Chambers, of
Edinburgh, for a word of advice; they may have forgotten the
circumstance, but | have not, for from them | received a brief
and business-like, but civil and sensble reply, on which we
acted, and at last made way."

I inquired from Mr. Robert Chambers, and found, as Miss
Bronte conjectured, that he had entirely forgotten the applica-
tion which had been made to him and his brother for advice;
nor had they any copy or memorandum of the correspondence.

Thereis an intelligent man living in Haworth, who has given
me some interesting particulars relating to the ssters about
this period. He sys—

"1 have known Miss Bronte, as Miss Bronte, a long time;
indeed, ever since they came to Haworth in 1819. But | had
not much acquaintance with the family till about 1843, when
| began to do alittle in the stationery line. Nothing of that
kind could be had nearer than Keighley before | began. They
used to buy a great deal of writing paper, and | used to wonder
whatever they did with so much. | sometimes thought they
contributed to the Magazines. When | was out of stock, | was
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always afraid of their coming; they seemed so distressed about
it, if | had none. | have walked to Halifax (a distance of 10
miles) many a time, for half a ream of paper, for fear of being
without it when they came. | could not buy more at a time
for want of capital. | was always short of that. | did so like
them to come when | had anything for them; they were so much
different to anybody else; so gentle and kind, and so very
quiet. They never talked much. Charlotte sometimes would
sit and inquire about our circumstances so kindly and feelingly !

. . Though | am a poor working man (which | have never felt
to be any degradation), | could talk with her with the greatest
freedom. | always felt quite at home with her. Though |
never had any school education, | never felt the want of it in
her company/'

The publishers to whom she finally made a successful applica-
tion for the production of " Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell's
poems,” were Messrs. Aylott and Jones, Paternoster-row. Mr.
Aylott has kindly placed the letters which she wrote to him on
the subject at my disposal. The first is dated January 28th
1846, and in it she inquires if they will publish one volume
octavo of poems; if not at their own risk, on the author's
account. It is signed " C. Bronte." They must have replied
pretty speedily, for on January 31st she writes again :—

"GENTLEMEN,—Sinceyou agreeto undertakethe publication
of the work respecting which | applied to you, | should wish
now to know, as soon as possible, the cost of paper and printing.
I will then send the necessary remittance, together with the
manuscript. | should likeit to be printed in one octavo volume,
of the same quality of paper and size of type as Moxon's last
edition of Wordsworth. The poems will occupy, | should
think, from 200 to 250 pages. They are not the production of
a clergyman, nor are they exclusively of a religious character;
but | presume these circumstances will be immaterial. 1t will,
perhaps, be necessary that you should see the manuscript, in
order to calculate accurately the expense of publication; in
that case | will send it immediately. | should like, however,
previously, to have some idea of the probable cost; and if, from
what | have said, you can make a rough calculation on the
subject, | should be greatly obliged to you."

In her next letter, February 6th, she says :—
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" You will perceive that the poems are the work of three
persons, relatives—their separate pieces are distinguished by
their respective signatures.”

She writes again on February 15th; and on the 16th she
says:i—

" The MS. will certainly form a thinner volume than | had
anticipated. | cannot name another model which | should like
it precisely to resemble, yet, | think, a duodecimo form, and a
somewhat reduced, though still clear type, would be preferable.
| only stipulate for clear type, not too small; and good paper."

On February 21st she selectsthe " long primer type " for the
poems, and will remit £31, 10s. in a few days.

Minute as the details conveyed in these notes are, they are not
trivial, because they afford such strong indications of character.
If the volume was to be published at their own risk, it was
necessary that the sister conducting the negotiation should make
herself acquainted with the different kinds of type, and the
various sizes of books. Accordingly she bought a small volume,
from which to learn all she could on the subject of preparation
for the press. No half-knowledge—no trusting to other people
for decisons which she could make for herself; and yet a
generous and full confidence, not misplaced, in the thorough
probity of Messrs. Aylott and Jones. The caution in ascer-
taining the risk before embarking in the enterprise, and the
prompt payment of the money required, even before it could be
said to have assumed the shape of a debt, were both parts of a
self-reliant and independent character. Self-contained also was
she. During the whole time that the volume of poems was in
the course of preparation and publication, no word was written
telling any one, out of the household circle, what was in progress.

| have had some of the letters placed in my hands, which she
addressed to her old school-mistress, Miss Wooler. They begin
a little before this time. Acting on the conviction, which |
have all along entertained, that where Charlotte Bronte's own
words could be used, no others ought to take their place, | shall
make extracts from this series, according to their dates.

" January 30th, 1846.

" MY DEAR Miss WOOLER,—I have not yet paid my visit
to——; it is, indeed, more than a year since | was there, but
H318
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| frequently hear from E., and she did not fail to tell me that
you were gone into Worcestershire; she was unable, however,
to give me your exact address. Had | known it, | should have
written to you long since. | thought you would wonder how
we were getting on, when you heard of the railway panic, and
you may be sure that | am very glad to be able to answer your
kind inquiries by an assurance that our small capital is as yet
undiminished. The York and Midland is, as you say, a very
good line; yet, | confess to you, | should wish, for my own
part, to bewiseintime. | cannot think that even the very best
lines will continue for many years at their present premiums;
and | have been most anxious for us to sell our shares ere it be
too late, and to secure the proceeds in some sfer, if, for the
present, less profitable investment. | cannot, however, per-
suade my sisters to regard the affair precisely from my point of
view; and | fed asif | would rather run the risk of loss than
hurt Emily's fedings by acting in direct opposition to her
opinion. She managed in a most handsome and able manner
for me, when | was in Brussels, and prevented by distance from
looking after my own interests; therefore, | will let her manage
still, and take the consequences.  Disinterested and energetic
she certainly is; and if she be not quite so tractable or open to
conviction as | could wish, | must remember perfection is not
thelot of humanity; and aslong as we can regard those we love
and to whom we are closdly allied, with profound and never-
shaken esteem, it is a small thing that they should vex us
occasionally by what appear to us unreasonable and headstrong
notions.

" You, my dear Miss Wooler, know full as well as | do, the
value of sisters affection to each other; there is nothing like
it in this world, | believe, when they are nearly equa in age,
and similar in education, tastes, and sentiments. You ak
about Branwell; he never thinks of seeking employment, and
| begin to fear that he has rendered himself incapable of filling
any respectable station in life; besides, if money were at his
disposal, he would use it only to his own injury; the faculty of
self-government is, | fear, almost destroyed in him. You ask
meif | do not think that men are strange beings? | do, indeed.
| have often thought so; and | think, too, that the mode of
bringing them up is strange: they are not sufficiently guarded
from temptation. Girls are protected as if they were something
very frail or silly indeed, while boys are turned loose on the
world asif they, of all beings in existence, were the wisest and
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least liable to be led astray. | am glad you like Bromsgrove,
though, | dare say, there are few places you would not like, with
Mrs. M. for a companion. | aways fed a peculiar satisfaction
when | hear of your enjoying yourself, because it proves that
there really is such a thing as retributive justice even in this
world.  You worked hard; you denied yourself all pleasure,
amost all relaxation, in your youth, and in the prime of life;
now you are free, and that while you have still, | hope, many
years of vigour and heath in which you can enjoy freedom.
Besides, | have another and very egotistical motive for being
pleased: it ssams that even ' a lone woman ' can be happy, as
well as cherished wives and proud mothers. | am glad of that.
| speculate much on the existence of unmarried and never-to-be-
married women now-a-days, and | have aready Pot to the point
of considering that there is no more respectable character on
this earth than an unmarried woman, who makes her own way
through life quietly, perseveringly, without support of husband
or brother; and who, having attained the of forty-five or
upwards, retains in her possesson a well-regulated mind, a dis-
position to enjoy simple pleasures, and fortitude to support
Inevitable pains, sympathy with the sufferings of others, and
willingness to relieve want as far as her means extend."

During the time that the negotiation with Messs. Aylott and
Co. was going on, Charlotte went to visit her old school-friend,
with whom she was in such habits of confidential intimacy; but,
neither then nor afterwards, did she ever speek to her of the
publication of the poems;, nevertheless, this young lady sus
pected that the sisters wrote for magazines; and in this idea
she was confirmed when, on one of her visits to Haworth, she
sawv Anne with a number of Chambers's Journal, and a gentle
smile of pleasure stealing over her placid face as she read.

"_vahat is the matter? " asked the friend. " Why do you
smile? "

" Only because | s they have inserted one of my poems,"
was the quiet reply; and not aword more was said on the subject.

To this friend Charlotte addressed the following letters.—

" March 31, 1846.

" | reached home a little after two o'clock, all safe and right
yesterday; | found papa very well; his sight much the same.
Emily and Anne were gone to Keighley to meet me; unfortu-
nately, | had returned by the old road, while they were gone by
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the new, and we missed each other. They did not get hometill
half-past four, and were caught in the heavy shower of rain
which fell in the afternoon. 1 am sorry to say Anne has taken
a little cold in consequence, but | hope she will soon be well.
Papa was much cheered by my report of Mr. C.'s opinion, and
of old Mrs. E.'s experience; but | could perceive he caught gladly
at the idea of deferring the operation a few months longer. |
went into the room where Branwell was, to spesk to him, about
an hour after | got home; it was very forced work to address
him. | might have spared myself the trouble, as he took no
notice, and made no reply; he was stupefied. My fears were
not vain. | hear that he got a sovereign while | have been
away, under pretence of paying a pressing debt; he went imme-
diately and changed it at a public-house, and has employed it
as was to be expected. concluded her account by saying
he was a ' hopeless being;" it istoo true. In his present state
it is scarcely possible to stay in the room where he is.  What
the future has in store | do not know."

" March 31, 1846.

" Our poor old servant Tabby had a sort of fit, a fortnight
since, butis nearly recovered now. Martha" (the girl they had
to asigt poor old Tabby, and who remains still the faithful
servant at the parsonage)” isill with aswelling in her knee, and
obliged to go home. | fear it will be long before sheisin working
condition again. | recelved the number of the Record you sent.
... | read D'AubignG's letter. It is clever, and in what he
says about Catholicism very good. The Evangelical Alliance
partisnot very practicable, yet certainly it is morein accordance
with the spirit of the Gospel to preach unity among Christians
than to inculcate mutual intolerance and hatred. | am very
glad | went to——when | did, for the changed weather has
somewhat changed my health and strength since.  How do you
get on? | long for mild south and west winds. | am thankful
papa continues pretty well, though often made very miserable
by Branwell's wretched conduct. There—there is no change
but for the worse."

Meanwhile the printing of the volume of poems was quietly
proceeding. After some consultation and deliberation the
sigters had determined to correct the proofs themselves. Up to
March 28th the publishers had addressed their correspondent
as C. Bronte, Esg., but at this time some " little mistake oc-
curred,' ' and she desired Messs. Aylott and Co. in future to
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direct to her real address, " Miss Bronte," etc. But she had
evidently left it to be implied that she was not acting on her
own behalf, but as agent for the real author, as in a note, dated
April 6, she makes a proposal on behalf of " C. E. and A. Bell,"
which is to the following effect, that they are preparing for the
press a work of fiction, consisting of three distinct and uncon-
nected tales, which may be published either together, as a work
of three volumes, of the ordinary novel size, or separately, as
single volumes, as may be deemed most advisable. She states,
in addition, that it is not their intention to publish these talcs
on their own account; but that the authors direct her to ask
Messrs. Aylott and Co. whether they would be disposed to
undertake the work, after having, of course, by due inspection
of the MS., ascertained that its contents are such as to warrant
an expectation of success. To this letter of inquiry the pub-
lishers replied speedily, and the tenor of their answer may be
gathered from Charlotte's, dated April nth.

" | beg to thank you, in the name of C. E. and A. Bell, for
your obliging offer of advice. | will avail myself of it, to request
information on two or three points. It isevident that unknown
authors have great difficulties to contend with, before they can
succeed in bringing their works before the public. Can you give
me any hint as to theway inwhich these difficulties are best met ?
For instance, in the present case, where a work of fiction is in
question, in what form would a publisher be most likely to
accept the MS.? Whether offered as a work of three vols., or
as tales which might be published in numbers, or as contribu-
tions to a periodical ?

" What publishers would be most likely to receive favourably
a proposal of this nature?

" Would it suffice to write to a publisher on the subject, or
would it be necessary to have recourse to a personal interview?

" Your opinion and advice on these three points, or on any
other which your experience may suggest as important, would
be esteemed by us as a favour."

It is evident from the whole tenor of this correspondence,
that the truthfulness and probity of the firm of publishers with
whom she had to deal in this her first literary venture, was
strongly impressed upon her mind, and was followed by the
inevitable consequence of reliance on their suggestions. And
the progress of the poems was not unreasonably lengthy or long
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drawn out. On April 20th she writes to desire that three copies
may be sent to her, and that Messrs. Aylott will advise her as
to the reviewers to whom copies ought to be sent.

| give the next letter as illustrating the ideas of these girls as
to what periodical reviews or notices led public opinion.

" The poems to be neatly done up in cloth. Have the good-
ness to send copies and advertisements, as early as possible, to
each of the undermentioned periodicals.

Colburn's New Monthly Magazine.
" Bentley's Magazine.
" Hood's Magazine.
Jerrold's Shilling Magazine.
" Blackwood's Magazine.
" The Edinburgh Review.
Tail's Edinburgh Magazine.

" The Dublin University Magazine.

" Also to the Daily News and to the Britannia newspapers.

" If there are any other periodicals to which you have been in
the habit of sending copies of works, let them be supplied also
with copies. | think those | have mentioned will suffice for
advertising."

In compliance with this latter request, Messrs. Aylott suggest
that copies and advertisements of the work should be sent to
the Athenceum, Literary Gazette, Critic, and Times; but in her
reply Miss Bronte says, that she thinks the periodicals she first
mentioned will be sufficient for advertising in at present, as the
authors do not wish to lay out a larger sum than two pounds in
advertising, esteeming the success of a work dependent more on
the notice it receives from periodicals than on the quantity of
advertisements. In case of any notice of the poems appearing,
whether favourable or otherwise, Messrs. Aylott and Co. are
requested to send her the name and number of those periodicals
in which such notices appear, as otherwise, since she had not
the opportunity of seeing periodicals regularly, she may miss
reading the critique. " Should the poems be remarked upon
favourably, it is my intention to appropriate a further sum for
advertisements. |f, on the other hand, they should pass un-
noticed or be condemned, | consider it would be quite useless to
advertise, as there is nothing either in the title of the work, or
the names of the authors, to attract attention from a single
individual ."
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| suppose the little volume of poems was published some time
about the end of May, 1846. It stole into life; some weeks
passed over, without t e mighty murmuring publ|c discovering
that three more voices were uttering their speech. And, mean-
while, the course of existence moved drearily aong from d
day with the anxious sisters, who must have forgotten their
sne of authorship in the vital care gnawing at their hearts.
On June 17, Charlotte writes:—

" Bran well declares that he neither can nor will do anything
for himself; good situations have been offered him, for which,
by afortm%ht s work, he might have qudlified himself, but he
will do nothing, except drink and make usall wretched."

In the Athenceum of July 4th, under the head of poetry for
the million, came a short review of the poems of C, E. and A.
Bell. The reviewer assignsto Ellis the highest rank of the three
" brothers," as he supposes them to be; he cdls Ellis " a fine,
quaint spirit; " and spesks of " an evident power of wing that
may reach heights not here attempted.” Again, with some
degree of penetration, the reviewer says, that the poems of Ellis
" convey an impression of originality beyond what his contribu-
tions to these volumes embody.”  Currer Bell is placed midway
between Ellis and Acton. But thereis little in the review to
strain out, at this distance of time, as worth preserving. Still,
we can fancy with what interest it wes read at Ha worth Parson-
age, and how the sisters would endeavour to find out reasons
for opinions, or hints for the future guidance of their talents.

I call particular attention to the following letter of Charlotte's,
dated July 10th, 1846. To whom it was written, matters not; but
the wholesome sense of duty in it—the sene of the supremacy
of that duty which God, in placing us in families, heslaid out
for us, seems to deserve especiad regard in these days.

"| s you are in a dilemma, and one of a peculiar and diffi-
cult nature. Two paths lie before you; you conscientiously
wish to choose the right one, even though it be the most steep,
straight, and rugged; but you do not know which is the right
one; you cannot decide whether duty and religion command
you to go out into the cold and friendless world, and there to
earn your living by governess drudgery, or whether they enjoin
your continued stay with your aged mother, neglecting, for the
present, every prospect of independency for yourself, and putting
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up with daily inconvenience, sometimes even with privations.
| can well imagine, that it is next to impossible for you to decide
for yoursdlf in this matter, so | will decide it for you. At least,
I will tell you what is my earnest conviction on the subject;
I will show you candidly how the question strikes me. The
right path is that which necessitates the greatest sacrifice of sdf-
interest—which implies the greatest good to others, and this
path, steadily followed, will lead, | believe, in time, to prosperity
and to happiness, though it may seem, at the outset, to tend
quite in a contrary direction. Your mother is both old and
infirm; old and infirm people have but few sources of happiness
—fewer almost than the comparatively young and healthy can
conceive; to deprive them of one of these is cruel. If your
mother is more composed when you are with her, stay with her.
If she would be unhappy in case you left her, stay with her. It
will not apparently, as far as short-sighted humanity can see, be
for your advantage to remain at. , nor will you be praised
and admired for remaining at home to comfort your mother;
yet, probably, your own conscience will approve, and if it does,
stay with her. | recommend you to do what | am trying to do
myself."

The remainder of this letter is only interesting to the reader as
it conveys a peremptory disclaimer of the report that the writer
was engaged to be married to her father's curate—the very
same gentleman to whom, eight years afterwards, she was united;
and who, probably, even now, although she was unconscious of
the fact, had begun his service to her, in the same tender and
faithful spirit as that in which Jacob served for Rachel. Others
may have noticed this, though she did not.

A few more notes remain of her correspondence " on behalf
of the Messrs. Bell " with Mr. Aylott. On July 15th she says,
" | suppose, as you have not written, no other notices have yet
appeared, nor has the demand for the work increased. Will
you favour me with a line stating whether any, or how many
copies have yet been sold ? "

But few, | fear; for, three dayslater, she wrote the following:—

" The Messrs. Bell desire me to thank you for your suggestion
respecting the advertisements. They agree with you that,
since the season is unfavourable, advertising had better be
deferred. They are obliged to you for the information respect-
ing the number of copies sold."
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On July 23rd she writes to the Messrs. Aylott:—

" The Messrs. Bell would be obliged to you to post the en-
closed note in London. It is an answer to the letter you
forwarded, which contained an application for their autographs
from a person who professed to have read and admired their
poems. | think | before intimated, that the Messrs. Bell are
desirous for the present of remaining unknown, for which
reason they prefer having the note posted in London to sending
it direct, in order to avoid giving any clue to residence, or
identity by post-mark, etc."

Once more, in September, she writes, " As the work has
received no further notice from any periodical, | presume the
demand for it has not greatly increased."

In the biographical notice of her sisters, she thus speaks of
the failure of the modest hopes vested in this publication.
" The book was printed; it is scarcely known, and all of it that
merits to be known are the poems of Ellis Bell. The fixed con-
viction | held, and hold, of the worth of these poems, has not,
indeed, received the confirmation of much favourable criticism;
but | must retain it notwithstanding."

CHAPTER XV

DURING this summer of 1846, while her literary hopes were
waning, an anxiety of another kind was increasing. Her
fathers eyesight had become seriously impaired by the progress
of the cataract which was forming. He was nearly blind. He
could grope his way about, and recognise the figures of those he
knew well, when they were placed against a strong light; but
he could no longer see to read; and thus his eager appetite for
knowledge and information of all kinds was severely balked.
He continued to preach. | have heard that he was led up into
the pulpit, and that his sermons were never so effective as when
he stood there, a grey sightless old man, his blind eyes looking out
straight before him, while the words that came from his lips had
all the vigour and force of his best days. Another fact has been
mentioned to me, curious as showing the accurateness of his
sensation of time. His sermons had always lasted exactly half
*H 318
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an hour. With the clock right before him, and with his ready
flow of words, this had been no difficult matter aslong ashe could
$e But it was the same when he was blind; as the minute-
hand came to the point, marking the expiration of the thirty
minutes, he concluded his sermon.

Under his great sorrow he was aways patient. As in times
of far greater affliction, he enforced a quiet endurance of his woe
upon himsdf. But so many interests were quenched by this
blindness that he was driven inwards, and must have dwelt
much on what was painful and distressing in regard to his only
son.  No wonder that his spirits gave way, and were depressed.
For some time before this autumn, his daughters had been col-
lecting al the information they could respecting the probable
success of operations for cataract performed on a person of their
father's age.  About the end of July, Emily and Charlotte had
made a journey to Manchester for the purpose of searching out
an operator; and there they heard of the fame of the late Mr.
Wilson as an oculist. They went to him at once, but he could
not tell, from description, whether the eyes were ready for being
operated upon or not. It therefore became necessary for Mr.
Bronte' to visit him; and towards the end of August, Charlotte
brought her father to him. He determined at once to under-
take the operation, and recommended them to comfortable
lodgings, kept by an old servant of his. These were in one of
numerous similar streets of small monotonous-looking houses,
in a suburb of the town. From thence the following letter is
dated, on August 21st, 1846.—

" | just scribble a line to you to let you know where | am, in
order that you may write to me here, for it ssamns to me that a
letter from you would relieve me from the fedling of strangeness
| havein this big town. Papaand | came here on Wednesday;
we saw Mr. Wilson, the oculist, the same day; he pronounced
papas eyes quite ready for an operation, and hes fixed next
Monday for the performance of it. Think of us on that day!
We got into our lodgings yesterday. | think we shall be com-
fortable; at least, our rooms are very good, but there is no
mistress of the house (she is very ill, and gone out into the
country), and | am somewhat puzzled in managing about pro-
visions; we board oursalves. | find myself excessvely ignorant.
| can't tell what to order in the way of meat. For ourselves |
could contrive, papas diet is s very simple; but there will be
& nurse coming in aday or two, and | am afraid of not having
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tilings good enough for her.  Papa requires nothing, you know,
but plain besf and mutton, tea and bread and butter; but a
nurse will probably expect to live much better; give me some
hintsif you can. Mr. Wilson says we shall have to stay here for
amonth at least. | wonder how Emily and Anne will get on
at home with Branwell. They, too, will have their troubles.
What would | not give to have you herel One is forced, step
by step, to get experience in the world; but the learning is so
disagreeable.  One cheerful feature in the business is, that Mr.
Wilson thinks most favourably of the case"

" August 26th, 1846.

" The operation is over; it took place yesterday. Mr. Wilson
formed it; two other surgeons assisted. Mr. Wilson says,
e consders it quite successful; but papa cannot yet se any-
thing. The affair lasted precisely a quarter of an hour; it wes
not the simple operation of couching, Mr. C. described, but the
more complicated one of extracting the cataract. Mr. Wilson
entirely disapproves of couching. Papa displayed extraordi-
nary patience and firmness; the surgeons seamed surprised. |
was in the room all the time, as it was his wish that | should be
there; of course, | neither spoke nor moved till the thing was
done, and then | felt that the less | said, either to papa or the
surgeons, the better.  Papais now confined to his bed in a dark
room, and is not to be stirred for four days; heis to spesk and
be spoken to as little as possible. | am greatly obliged to you
for your letter, and your kind advice, which gave me extreme
satisfaction, because | found | had arranged most things in
accordance with it, and, as your theory coincides with my
practice, | fed assured the latter is right. | hope Mr. Wilson
will soon alow me to dispensewiththenurse; sheiswell enough,
no doubt, but somewhat too obsequious, and not, | should
think, to be much trusted; yet | was obliged to trust her in
Lome things. . . .

" Greatly was | amused by your account of—'s  flirtations;
and yet something saddened also. | think Nature intended
him for something better than to fritter away his time in making
a st of poor, unoccupied spingters unhappy. The girls, unfor-
tunately, are forced to care for him, and such as him, because,
while their minds are mostly unemployed, their senstions are
all unworn, and, consequently, fresh and green; and he, on the
contrary, has had his fill of pleasure, and can with impunity
make a mere pastime of other peopl€'s torments. This is an
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unfair state of things; thematchisnotequa. | only wish| had
the power to infuse into the souls of the persecuted alittle of
the quiet strength of pride—of the supporting consciousness of
superiority (for they are superior to him because purer)—of the
fortifying resolve of firmness to bear the present, and wait the
end. Could all the virgin population of ——receive and retain
these sentiments, he would continually have to veil his crest
before them.  Perhaps, luckily, their fedings are not so acute
as one would think, and the gentleman's shafts consequently
don't wound so deeply as he might desire. | hope it is s0."

A few days later, she writes thus: " Papais still lying in bed,
in a dark room, with his eyes bandaged. No inflammation
ensued, but still it appears the grestest care, perfect quiet, and
utter privation of light are necessary to ensure agood resuilt from
the operation. He Is very patient, but, of course, depressed
and weary. He was alowed to try his sight for the first time
yesterday. He could s dimI%. Mr. Wilson seamed ﬁerfectly
satisfied, and said all was right. | have had bad nights from
the toothache snce | came to Manchester."

All this time, notwithstanding the domestic anxieties which
were harrassing them—notwithstanding the ill-success of their

the three sisters were trying that other literary venture,
to which Charlotte made alusion in one of her letters to the
Messs Aylott. Each of them had written a prose tale, hoping
that the three might be published together. Wuthering Heights
and Agnes Grey are before the world. The third—Charlotte's
contribution—isyet in manuscript, but will be published shortly
after the appearance of this memoir. The plot in itself is of no
great interest; but it is a poor kind of Interest that depends
uPon startling incidents rather than upon dramatic development
of character; and Charlotte Bronte never excelled one or two
sketches of portraits which she has given in The Professor, nor, in
grace of womanhood, ever surpassed one of the femde characters
there described. By the time she wrote this tale, her taste and
judgment had revolted against the exaggerated idealisms of her
early girlhood, and she went to the extreme of reality, closdy
depicting characters as they had shown themselves to her in
actual life: if there they were strong even to coarseness—as
was the cage with some that she had met with in flesh and blood
exigence—she " wrote them down an ass, " if the scenery of
such life as she saw was for the most part wild and grotesque,
instead of pleasant or picturesque, she described it line for line.
The grace of the one or two soenes and characters, which are
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drawn rather from her own imagination than from absolute fact,
stand out in exquisite relief from the deep shadows and wayward
lines of others, which call to mind some of the portraits of
Rembrandt.

The three tales had tried their fate in vain together, at length
they were sent forth separately, and for many months with
still-continued ill success. | have mentioned this here, because,
among the dispiriting circumstances connected with her anxious
visit to Manchester, Charlotte told me that her tale came back
upon her hands, curtly rejected by some publisher, on the very
day when her father was to submit to hisoperation. But she had
the heart of Robert Bruce within her, and failure upon failure
daunted her no more than him. Not only did The Professor
return again to try his chance among the London publishers,
but she began, in this time of care and depressing inquietude,—
in those grey, weary, uniform streets, where all faces, save that
of her kind doctor, were strange and untouched with sunlight to
her,—there and then, did the brave genius begin Jane Eyre.
Read what she herself says:—" Currer Bell's book found accept-
ance nowhere, nor any acknowledgment of merit, so that some-
thing like the chill of despair began to invade his heart." And,
remember, it was not the heart of a person who, disappointed
in one hope, can turn with redoubled affection to the many
certain blessings that remain. Think of her home, and the
black shadow of remorse lying over one in it, till his very brain
was mazed, and his gifts and his life were lost;—think of her
father's sight hanging on a thread;—of her sister's delicate
health, and dependence on her care;—and then admire as it de-
serves to be admired, the steady courage which could work away
at Jane Eyre, all the time " that the one-volume tale was plod-
ding its weary round in London."

| believe | have already mentioned that some of her surviving
friends consider that an incident which she heard, when at school
at Miss Wooler's, was the germ of the story of Jane Eyre. But
of this nothing can be known, except by conjecture. Those to
whom she spoke upon the subject of her writings are dead and
silent; and the reader may probably have noticed, that in the
correspondence from which | have quoted, there has been no
allusion whatever to the publication of her poems, nor is there
the least hint of the intention of the sisters to publish any tales.
| remember, however, many little particulars which Miss Bronte
gave me, in answer to my inquiries respecting her mode of com-
position, etc. Shesaid, that it v/as not every day that she could
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write. Sometimes weeks or even months dapsed before she
felt that she had anything to add to that portion of her story
which was aready written. Then, some mornln% she would
waken up, and the progress of her tale lay clear and bright before
her, in distinct vision.  When this was the casg, all her care was
to discharge her household and filid duties, so as to obtain
leisure to sit down and write out the incidents and consequent
thoughts, which were, in fact, more present to her mind at such
tlmes than her actual life itself. Yet notwithstanding this
ion " (as it were), those who survive, of her daily and
household companions, are clear in their testimony, that never
was the claim of any duty, never was the call of another for help,
%ected for an instant. It had become necessary to give
Tabby—now nearly aght%/ years of age—the assstance of agirl.
Tabt()jy relinquished any of her work with jedous reluctance, and
could not bear to be reminded, though ever so delicately, that the
acuteness of her snses was dulled by age. The other servant
might not interfere with what she chose to consider her ex-
clusive work. Among other things, she reserved to hersdf the
right of peeling the potatoes for dinner; but as she was growing
blind, she often left in those black specks, which weinthe North
call the *' eyes" of the potato. Miss Bronte was too dainty a
housekeeper to put up with this; yet she could not bear to hurt
the faithful old servant, by biddi ng the younger maiden go over
the potatoes again, and so reminding Tabby that her work was
less effectua than formerly Accordingly she would steal into
thekitchen, and quietly carry off the bowl of vegetables, without
Tabby's being aware, and breaking off in the full flow of interest
and inspiration in her writing, carefully cut out the specks in
the potatoes, and noisdesdy carry them back to their place.
This little proceeding may show how orderly and fully she
accomplished her duties, even at those times when the " pos-
ssson " was upon her.

Any one who has studied her writings—whether in print or
in her letters; any one who has enjoyed the rare privilege of
listening to her talk, must have noticed her singular felicity in
the choice of words. She hersdlf, in writing her books, was
solicitous on this point. One set of words was the truthful
mirror of her thoughts; no others, however apparently identical
in meaning, would do. She had that strong practical regard for
the simple holy truth of expression, which Mr. Trench has en-
forced, as aduty too often neglected. Shewould wait patiently
searching for the right term, until it presented itself to her. It
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might be provincial, it might be derived from the Latin; so
that it accurately represented her idea, she did not mind whence
it came; but this care makes her style present the finish of a
jece of mosac. Each component part, however small, has
dropped into the right place. She never wrote down a
sentence until she clearly understood what she wanted to say,
had deliberately chosen the words, and arranged them in their
right order. Hence it comes that, in the scraps of p
covered with her pencil writing which | have seen, there will
occasiondly be a sentence scored out, but seldom, if ever, a
word or an expression. She wrote on these bits of paper in a
minute hand, holding each agamst a piece of board, such asis
used in blndlng books, for a desk. This plan was necessary for
one so short-sighted as she was, and, besdes, it enabled her to
Pencil and paper, as she sat near thefirein the twil ight hours,
or if (as was too often the case) she was wakeful for hours in the
night. Her finished manuscripts were copied from these pencil
scr in clear, legible, delicate traced writing, amost as essy to
asprint.

The sgters retained the old habit, which was begun in their
aunt'slife-time, of putting away their work at nine o'clock, and
beginning their study, pacing up and downthe sittingroom. At
this time, they talked over the stories they were engaged upon,
and described their plots.  Once or twice a week, each read to
the others what she had written, and heard what they had to
g about it. Charlotte told me, that the remarks made had

dom any effect in inducing her to alter her work, sopoaesﬁsd
WBSShGWIth the feeling that she had described realit ; but the
readings were of great and stirring interest to all, t |ng them
out of the gnawing pressure of daily-recurring cares, and setting
them in a free place. It was on one of these occasions, that
Charlotte determined to make her heroine plain, small, and un-
attractive, in defiance of the accepted canon.

The writer of the beautiful obituary article on " the death of
Currer Bell" most likely learnt from herself what isthere stated,
and which | will take the liberty of quoting, about Jane Eyre.

" She once told her sigtersthat they were wrong—even morally
wrong—in making their heroines beautiful as amatter of course.
They replied that it was impossible to makea heroineinteresting
on any other terms. Her answer was," | will proveto you that
you are wrong; | will show you a heroine as plain and as small
as mysdlf, who shall be as interesting as any of yours." Hence
Jane Eyre, said she in telling the anecdote: 'but she is not
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myself, any further than that/ As the work went on, the
interest deepened to the writer. When she came to ' Thorn-
field ' she could not stop. Being short-sighted to excess, she
wrote in little square paper-books, held close to her eyes, and
(thefirst copy) in pencil. On she went, writing incessantly for
three weeks, by which time she had carried her heroine away
from Thornfield, and was herself in a fever which compelled her
to pause.”

This is all, | believe, which can now be told respecting the
conception and composition of this wonderful book, which was,
however, only at its commencement when Miss Bronte returned
with her father to Haworth, after their anxious expedition to
Manchester.

They arrived at home about the end of September. Mr.
Bronte was daily gaining strength, but he was still forbidden to
exercise his sight much. Things had gone on more comfortably
while she was away than Charlotte had dared to hope, and she
expresses hersdf thankful for the good ensured and the evil
spared during her absence.

Soon after this some proposal, of which | have not been able
to gain a clear account, was again mooted for Miss Bronte's
opening a school at some place distant from Haworth. It
elicited the following fragment of a characteristic reply: —

" Leave home!—I shall neither be able to find place nor em-
ployment, perhaps, too, | shall be quite past the prime of life,
my faculties will be rusted, and my few acquirementsin a great
measure forgotten. These ideas sting me keenly sometimes;
but, whenever | consult my conscience, it affirms that | am
doing right in staying at home, and bitter are its upbraidings
when | yield to an eager desre for release. | could hardly
expect success if | were to err against such warnings. | should
like to hear from you again soon. Bring——to the point, and
make him give you a clear, not a vague, account of what pupils
he really could promise; people often think they can do great
things in that way till they have tried; but getting pupilsis
unlike getting any other sort of goods."

Whatever might be the nature and extent of this negotiation,
the end of it was that Charlotte adhered to the decision of her
conscience, winch bade her remain at home, as long as her
presence could cheer or comfort those who were in distress, or
had the dlightest influence over him who was the cause of it.
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The next extract gives us a glimpse into the cares of that home.
It is from a letter dated December 15th.

" | hope you are not frozen up; the cold here is dreadful. |
do not remember such a series of North-Pole days. England
might really have taken a slide up into the Arctic Zone; the sky
looks likeice; the earthisfrozen; thewindis as keen asatwo-
edged blade. We have all had severe colds and coughs in con-
sequence of the weather. Poor Anne has suffered greatly from
asthma, but is now, we are glad to say, rather better. She had
two nights last week when her cough and difficulty of breathing
were painful indeed to hear and witness, and must have been
most distressing to suffer; she boreit, as she bears all affliction,
without one complaint, only sighing now and then when nearly
worn out. She has an extraordinary heroism of endurance. |
admire, but | certainly could not imitate her." ..." You say
| am to * tell you plenty." What would you have me say ?
Nothing happens at Ha worth; nothing, at least, of a pleasant
kind. One little incident occurred about a week ago, to sting
usto life; butif it gives no more pleasure for you to hear, than
itdid for usto witness, you will scarcely thank me for adverting
toit. It was merely the arrival of a Sheriff's officer on a visit
toB.,inviting him either to pay his debts or takeatripto Y ork.
Of course his debts had to be paid. It is not agreeable to lose
money, time after time, in this way; but where is the use of
dwelling on such subjects? It will make him no better."

" December 28th.

" | feel asif it was almost a farce to sit down and write to you
now, with nothing to say worth listening to; and, indeed, if it
were not for two reasons, | should put off the business at least
a fortnight hence. The first reason is, | want another letter
from you, for your letters are interesting, they have something
in them; some results of experience and observation; one
receives them with pleasure, and reads them with relish; and
these letters | cannot expect to get, unless | reply to them. |
wish the correspondence could be managed so as to be all on one
side. The second reason is derived from a remark in your last,
that you felt lonely, something as | was at Brussels, and that
consequently you had a peculiar desire to hear from old acquaint-
ance. | can understand and sympathisewith this. | remember
the shortest note was a treat to me, when | was at the above-
named place; therefore | write. | have also athird reason: it
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it a haunting terror lest you should imagine | forget you—that
my regard cools with absence. It is not in my nature to forget
your nature; though, | dare say, | should spit fire and explode
sometimesif welived together continually; and you, too, would
get angry, and then we should get reconciled and jog on as
before. Do you ever get dissatisfied with your own temper
when you are long fixed to one place, in one scene, subject to one
monotonous spedies of annoyance? | do: | am now in that un-
enviable frame of mind; my humour, | think, istoo soon over-
thrown, too sore, too demonstrative and vehement. | amost
long for some of the uniform serenity you describein Mrs——'s
disposition; or, at least, | would fain have her power of sdf-
control and concealment; but | would not take her artificial
habits and ideas dlong with her composure.  After all | should
prefer beingas| am. . . . You do right not to be annoyed at
any maxims of conventionality you meet with. Regard all new
ways in the light of fresh experience for you: if you se any
honey gather it." . . . "l don't, after all, consider that we
ought to despise everything we s in the world, merely because
it is not what we are accustomed to. | suspect, on the contrary,
that there are not unfrequently substantial reasons underneath
for customs that appear to us absurd; and if | were ever again
to find myself amongst strangers, | should be solicitous to
examine before | condemned. I ndiscriminating irony and fault-
finding are just sumphishness, and that is all. Anne is now
much better, but papa has been for near a fortnight far from
well with theinfluenza; he hasat timesamost distressing cough,
and his spirits are much depressed.”

So ended the year 1846.

CHAPTER X VI

T H E next year opened with aspell of cold dreary weather, which
told severely on a constitution aready tried by anxiety and
care. Miss Bronte describes herself as having utterly lost her
appetite, and as looking " grey, old, worn and sunk," from her
sufferings during the inclement season.  The cold brought on
savere toothache; toothache was the cause of a successon of
restless miserable nights; and long wakefulness told acutely
upon her nerves, making them feel with redoubled sensitiveness
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all the narass of her oppressive life.  Yet she would not alow
hersdf to lay her bad health to the charge of an uneasy mind;
"for after all," sad she at this time, " | have many, many
things to be thankful for." But the real state of things may be
gathered from the following extracts from her letters.

" March 1st.

" Even at the risk of appearing very exacting, | can't help
saying that | should like a letter aslong asyour last, every time
youwrite. Short notes give one the feeling of a very small piece
of avery good thing to est,—they st the appetite on edge, and
don't satisfy it,—a letter leaves you more contented; and yet,
after all, | am very glad to get notes, so don't think, when you
are pinched for time and materials, that it is usdess to write a
few lines; be assured, a few lines are very acceptable as far as
they go; and though I like long letters, | would by no means
have you to make a task of writing them. ... | realy should
like you to come to Haworth, before | again go to B——.  And
it is natural and right that | should have this wish. To keep
friendship in proper order, the baance of good offices must be
preserved, otherwise a disquieting and anxious feeling cregps in,
and destroys mutual comfort.  In summer and in fine weather,
your visit here might be much better managed than in winter.
We could go out more, be more independent of the house and
of our room. Branwell has been conducting himself very badly
lately. | expect, from the extravagance of his behaviour, and
from mysterious hints he drops (for he never will spesk out
plainly), that we shall be hearing news of fresh debts contracted
by himsoon. My healthis better: | lay the blame of its feeble-
ness on the cold weather, more than on an uneasy mind."

" March 24th, 1847.

" Itis at Haworth, if all be well, that we must next s each
other again. | owe you a grudge for giving Miss M——some
very exaggerated account about my not being well, and setting
her on to urge my leaving home as quite aduty. 1'll take care
not to tell you next time, when | think | am looking specidly
old and ugly; asif people could not have that privilege, without
being supposed to be at the last gaspl | shall be thirty-one
next birthday. My youthisgone likeadream; and very little
use have | ever made of it. What have | done these last thirty
years? Precious little."

The quiet, sad year stole on.  The sisters were contemplating
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near at hand, and for a long time, the terrible effects of talents
misused and faculties abused in the person of that brother, once
their fond darling and dearest pride. They had to cheer the
poor old father, into whose heart all trials sank the deeper,
because of the silent stoicism of his endurance. They had
to watch over his health, of which, whatever was its state,
he seldom complained. They had to save, as much as they
could, the precious remnants of his sight. They had to order
the frugal household with increased care, so as to supply wants
and expenditure utterly foreign to their self-denying natures.
Though they shrank from overmuch contact with their fellow-
beings, for all whom they met they had kind words, if few; and
when kind actions were needed, they were not spared, if the
sisters at the parsonage could render them. They visited the
parish-schools duly; and often were Charlotte's rare and brief
holidays of a visit from home shortened by her sense of the
necessity of being in her place at the Sunday-school.

In the intervals of such a life as this, Jane Eyre was making
progress. The Professor was passing slowly and heavily from
publisher to publisher.  Wuthertng Heights and Agnes Grey had
been accepted by another publisher, " on terms somewhat i m-
poverishing to the two authors; " a bargain to be alluded to
more fully hereafter. It was lying in his hands, awaiting his
pleasure for its passage through the press, during all the months
of early summer.

The piece of external brightness to which the sisters looked
during these same summer months, was the hope that the
friend to whom so many of Charlotte's letters are addressed, and
who was her chosen companion, whenever circumstances per-
mitted them to be together, as well as a favourite with Emily
and Anne, would be able to pay them a visit at Ha worth.
Fine weather had come in May, Charlotte writes, and they
hoped to make their visitor decently comfortable. Their
brother was tolerably well, having got to the end of a consider-
able sum of money which he became possessed of in the spring,
and therefore under the wholesome restriction of poverty.
But Charlotte warns her friend that she must expect to find a
change in his appearance, and that he is broken in mind; and
ends her note of entreating invitation by saying, " | pray for
fine weather, that we may get out while you stay."

At length the day was fixed.

" Friday will suit us very well. | do trust nothing will now
arise to prevent your coming. | shall be anxious about the
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weather on that day; if it rains, | shall cry. Don't expect me
to meet you; where would be the good of it? | neither like to
meet, nor to be met.  Unless, indeed, you had a box or a basket
for me to carry; then there would be some sense in it. Come
in black, blue, pink, white, or scarlet, asyou like. Come shabby
or smart; neither the colour nor the condition signifies; provided
only the dress contain E——, all will beright."

But there came the first of a series of disappointments to be
borne. One feels how sharp it must have been to have wrung
out the following words.

e May 20th.
" Your letter of yesterday did indeed give me a cruel chill of
disappointment. | cannot blame you, for | know it was not

your fault. | do not altogether exempt fromreproach. . . .
This is bitter, but | feel bitter. As to going to B , Lwill
not go near the place till you have been to Haworth. My
respects to all and sundry, accompanied with alarge amount of
wormwood and gall, from the effusion of which you and your
mother are alone excepted.—C. B.

" You are quite at liberty to tell what | think, if you judge
proper. Though it is true | may be somewhat unjust, for | am
deeply annoyed. | thought | had arranged your visit tolerably
comfortable for you this time. | mayfindit more difficult on
another occasion."

| must give one sentence from a letter written about this time,
as it shows distinctly the clear strong sense of the writer.

" | was amused by what she says respecting her wish that,
when she marries, her husband will, at least, have a will of his
own, even should he be atyrant. Tell her, when she forms that
aspiration again, she must make it conditional: if her husband
has a strong will, he must also have strong sense, a kind heart,
and athoroughly correct notion of justice; because a man with
a weak brain and a strong will, is merely an intractable brute;
you can have no hold of him; you can never lead him right.
A tyrant under any circumstances is a curse."

Meanwhile, The Professor had met with many refusals from
different publishers; some, | have reason to believe, not over-
courteously worded in writing to an unknown author, and none
alleging any distinct reasons for its rejection. Courtesy is
always due; but it is, perhaps, hardly to be expected that, in
the press of business in a great publishing house, they should
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find time to explain why they decline particular works. Yet,
though one course of action is not to be wondered at, the oPpo
site may fall upon a grieved and disappointed mind with all the
graciousness of dew; and | can well sympathise with the
published account which " Currer Bell" gives, of the fedings
experienced on reading Mesys Smith and Elder's letter
containing the rejection of The Professor.

"As a forlorn hope, we tried one ﬁublishi ng house more.
Erelong, in amuch shorter space than that on which experience
had taught him to caculate, there came a letter, which he
opened in the dreary anticipation of finding two hard hopdess
lines, intimating that " Messs. Smith and Elder were not dis-
posed to publish the MS.," and, instead, he took out of the
envelope a letter of two pages He read it trembling. [t
declined, indeed, to publish that tale, for busness reasons,
but it discussed its merits and demerits, so courteously, so con-
siderately, in a spirit so rational, with a discrimination so en-
lightened, that this very refusal cheered the author better than
a vulgarly-expressed acceptance would have done. It was
added, that a work in three volumes would meet with careful
attention.”

Mr. Smith has told me alittle circumstance connected with
the reception of this manuscript, which ssems to me indicative
of no ordinary character. It came (accompanied by the note
given below) in a brown paper parcel, to 65 Cornhill. Besdes
the address to Mess's. Smith and Co., there were on it those of
other publishers to whom the tale had been sent, not obliterated,
but simply scored through, so that Messs Smith a once
perceived the names of some of the houses in the trade to which
the unlucky parcel had gone, without success

To MESSRS. SMITH AND ELDER.

" July 15th, 1847.
"GENTLEMEN,—I beg to submit to your consideration the
accompanying manuscript. | should be glad to learn whether
it be such as you approve, and would undertake to publish at
as early a period as possible.  Address, Mr. Currer Bell, under
cover to Miss Bronte, Haworth, Bradford, Y orkshire."

Some time elagpsed before an answer was returned.
A little circumstance may be mentioned here, though it
belongs to a somewhat earlier period, as showing Miss Bronte's
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inexperience of the ways of the world, and willing deference to
the opinion of others. ~ She had written to a publisher about one
of her manuscripts, which she had sent him, and, not receiving

any reply, she consulted her brother as to ‘what could be the
reason for the prolonged silence.  He at once et it down to her
not having enclosed a postage-stamp in her letter.  She accord-
}nglly wrote again, to repair her former omission, and apologise
or it.

To MESSRS. SMITH AND ELDER.

" August 2nd, 1847.

" GENTLEMEN,-—About three weeks since, | sent for your con-
sideration a MS. entitled The Professor, a tale by Currer Bell.
| should be glad to know whether it reached your hands safely,
and likewise to learn, at your earliest convenience, whether it
be such as you can undertake to publish.—I am, gentlemen,
yours respectfully, CURRER BELL.

" | enclose adirected cover for your reply."

This time her note met with a prompt answer; for, four days
later, she writes (in reply to the letter which she afterwards
characterised in the Preface to the second edition of Wuthering
Heights, as containing a refusd so delicate, reasonable, and
courteous, as to be more cheering than some acceptances):

" Y our objection to the want of varied interest in the tale s,
| am aware, not without grounds; yet it appears to me that it
might be publlshed without serious risk, if its gppearance were
speedily followed up by another work from the same pen, of a
more striking and exciting character. The first work might
serve as anintroduction, and accustom the public to the author's
n..me: the success of the second might thereby be rendered more
probable. | have a second narrative in three volumes, now in
progress, and nearly completed, to which | have endeavoured to
Impart amore vivid interest than belongs to The Professor. In
about a month | hope to finish it, so that if a publisher were
found for The Professor ,the second narrative might follow as soon
AS was deemed advisable; and thus the interest of the public (if
any interest was aroused) might not be suffered to cool. Will you
bekind enough to favour mewithyour judgment on thisplan ?"

While the minds of the three sisters were in this state of
suspensg, their long-expected friend came to pay her promised
visit. She was with them at the beginning of the glowing
August of that year. They were out on the moors for the
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greater part of the day, basking in the golden sunshine, which
was bringing on an unusual plenteousness of harvest, for which,
somewhat later, Charlotte expressed her earnest desire that there
should be a thanksgiving service in all the churches. August
was the season of glory for the neighbourhood of Haworth.
Even the smoke, lying in the valley between that village and
Keighley, took beauty from the radiant colours on the moors
above, the rich purple of the heather bloom calling out an
harmonious contrast in the tawny golden light that, in the full
heat of summer evenings, comes stealing everywhere through
the dun atmosphere of the hollows. And up, on the maors,
turning away from all habitations of men, the royal ground on
which they stood would expand into long swells of amethyst-
tinted hills, melting away into aerial tints; and the fresh and
fragrant scent of the heather, and the " murmur of innumerable
bees" would lend a poignancy to the relish with which they
welcomed their friend to their own true home on the wild and
open hills.

There, too, they could escape from the Shadow in the house
below.

Throughout this time—during all these confidences—not a
word was uttered to their friend of the three tales in London;
two accepted and in the press—one trembling in the balance of
a publisher's judgment; nor did she hear of that other story
" nearly completed,” lying in manuscript in the grey old parson-
age down below. She might have her suspicions that they all
wrote with an intention of publication some time; but she knew
the bounds which they set to themselves in their communica-
tions; nor could she nor can any one ese, wonder at their
reticence, when remembering how scheme after scheme had
failed, just as it seemed cose upon accomplishment.

Mr. Bronte, too, had his suspicions of something going on;
but, never being spoken to, he did not speak on the subject, and
consequently his ideas were vague and uncertain, only just pro-
phetic enough to keep him from being actually stunned when,
later on, he heard of the success of Jane Eyre; to the progress of
which we must now return.

To MESSRS. SMITH AND ELDET*.
" August 24th,
" | now send you per rail a MS. entitled Jane Eyre, a novel in
three volumes, by Currer Bell. | find | cannot prepay the
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carriage of the parcel, asmoney for that purpose is not received
at the small station-house where it isleft. If, when you acknow-
ledge the receipt of the MS., you would have the goodness to
mention the amount charged on delivery, | will immediately
transmit it in e stamps. It is better in future to address
Mr. Currer Bell, under cover to Miss Bronte, Haworth, Bradford,
Yorkshire, as there is a risk of letters otherwise directed not
reaching me at present. To savetrouble, | endosean envelope.”

Jane Eyre was accepted, and printed and published by
October 16th.

While it was in the press, Miss Bronte went to pay a short
visit to her friend at B——. The proofs were forwarded to her
there, and she occasiondly sat at the same table with her friend,
cotr)_recting them; but they did not exchange a word on the
subject.

Immediately on her return to the Parsonage, she wTote:

" September.

" | had avery wet, windy walk home from Keighley; butm
fati?ue uite disappeared when | reached home, and found all
well.  Thank God for it.

" My boxes came sdfe this morning. | have distributed the
presents. PaPasays | am to remember him most kindly to you.
The screen will be very useful, and he thanks you forit.  Tabby
was charmed with her cap. She said, ' she never thought o
naught o' t' sort as Miss sending her aught, and, she is sure, she
can never thank her enough for it." | wasinfuriated on finding
ajarinmy trunk. Atfirst, | hoPed it was empty, but when |
found it heavy and replete, | could have hurled it all the way
back to B——. However, the inscription A. B. softened me
much. It was at once kind and villanous in you to send it.
You ought first to be tenderly kissed, and then afterwards as
tenderly whipped. Emily isjust now on the floor of the bed-
room where | am writing, looking a her apples. She smiled
when | gave the collar to her as your present, with an expresson
at once well-pleased and dlightly surprised. All send their
love—Yours, in a mixture of anger and love."

When the manuscript of Jane Eyre had been received by the
future publishers of that remarkable novel, it fell to the share of
a gentleman connected with the firm to read it first. He was so
powerfully struck by the character of the tale, that he reported
hisimpressionin very strong termsto Mr. Smith, who appearsto
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have been much amused by the admiration excited. " Y ou seam
to have been so enchanted, that | do not know how to believe
you," he laughingly said. But when a second reader, in the
ﬁerson of aclear-headed Scotchman, not given to enthusiasm,
ad taken the MS. home in the evening, and became so deeply
interestedinit, astosit up half thenighttofinishit, Mr. Smith's
curiosity was sufficiently excited to prompt him to read it for
himself; and great as were the praises which had been bestowed
uponit, he found that they had not exceeded the truth.

On its publication, copies were presented to a few private
literary friends. Their discernment had been rightly reckoned
upon. They were of considerable standing in the world of
letters; and one and all returned expressons of high praise
along with their thanks for the book. Among them was the
great writer of fiction for whom Miss Bronte felt so strong an
admiration; heimmediately appreciated, and, in acharacteristic
note to the publishers, acknowledged its extraordinary merits.

The Reviews were more tardy, or more cautious. The
AihencBum and the Spectator gave short notices, containing
qualified admissions of the power of the author. The Literary
Gazette was uncertain as to whether it was sife to praise an un-
known author. The Daily News declined accepting the copy
which had been sent, on the score of a rule " never to review
novels;" but a little later on, there appeared a notice of the
Bachelor of the Albany in that paper; and Messs. Smith and
Elder again forwarded a copy of Jane Eyre to the Editor, with
arequest for anotice. This time the work was accepted; but
| am not aware what was the character of the article uponit.

The Examiner came forward to the rescue, as far as the
opinions of professona critics were concerned. The literary
articles in that paper were always remarkable for their genial
and generous appreciation of merit; nor was the notice of Jane
Eyre an exception; it was full of hearty, yet delicate and dis-
criminating ﬂraise. Otherwise, the press in generd did little
to promote the sde of the novel; the demand for it among
librarians had begun before the appearance of the review in the
Examiner; the power of fascination of the tale itself made its
merits known to the public, without the kindly finger-posts of

rofessional criticism; and, early in December, the rush began
Oor Copies.

I will insert two or three of Miss Bronte's letters to her
publishers, in order to show how timidly the idea of success was
received by one so unaccustomed to adopt a sanguine view of
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any subject in which she was individually concerned. The
occasons on which these notes were written, will explain them-
sves.

MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.
" Oct. 19th, 1847.

"GENTLEMEN,—Thesix copiesof Jane Eyrereached methis
morning. You have given the work every advantage which
jood paper, clear type, and a seemly outside can supply;—if it
alls, the fault will lie with the author,—you are exempt.
" | now await the judgment of the press and the public.—I am,
Gentlemen, yours respectfully, C. BELL."

MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.

" Oct. 26th, 1847.

" GENTLEMEN,—I havereceived the newspapers.  They spesk
quite as favourably of Jane Eyre as | expected themto do. The
notice in the Literary Gazette ssems certainly to have been
indited in rather a flat mood, and the Athenceum has a style of
its own, which | respect, but cannot exactly relish; still when
one condders that journals of that standing have a dignity to
maintain which would be deranged by a too cordia recognition
of the claims of an obscure author, | suppose there is every
reason to be satisfied.

" Meantime a brisk sde would be effectua support under the
hauteur of lofty critics.—I am, Gentlemen, yours respectfully,

" C. BELL."

MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.

" Nov. 13th, 1847.

" GENTLEMEN,—I have to acknowledge the receipt of yours
of the nth inst., and to thank you for the information it com-
municates. The notice from the People's Journal dso duly
reached me, and this morning | received the Spectator. The
critique in the Spectator gives that view of the book which will
naturally be taken by a certain dass of minds; | shall expect
it to be followed by other notices of a similar nature. The way
to detraction has been pointed out, and will probably be pur-
sued. Most future noticeswill in all likelihood have areflection
of the Spectator in them. | fear this turn of opinion will not
improve the demand for the book—but time will show. If
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JaneEyre hasany solid worthiinit, it ought to weather a gust of

unfavourable wind.—I am, Gentlemen, yours respectfully,
" C. BELL."

MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.
" Nov. 30th, 1847.

" GENTLEMEN,—I have received the Economist, but not the
Examiner; from some cause that paper has missed, as the
Spectator did on aformer occasion; | am glad, however, to learn
through your letter, that its notice of Jane Eyre was favourable,
and dso that the prospects of the work appear to improve.

" | am obliged to you for theinformation respecting Wuthering
Heights—I am, Gentlemen, yours respectfully,

" C. BELL."

To MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.

" Dec. 1st, 1847.
"GENTLEMEN,—TheExaminer reached meto-day; it had been

missent on account of the direction, which was to Currer Bell,
care of Miss Bronte. Allow me to intimate that it would be
better in future not to put the name of Currer Bell on the outside
of communications; if directed simply to Miss Bronte they will
be more likely to reach their destination safely. Currer Bell is
not known in the district, and | have no wish that he should
become known. The notice in the Examiner gratified me very
much; it appears to be from the pen of an able man who has
understood what he undertakes to criticise; of course, approba
tion from such a quarter is encouraging to an author, and | trust
it will prove beneficid to the work.—I am, Gentlemen, yours
respectfully, C. BELL.

" | received likewise seven other notices from provincial papers
enclosed in an envelope. | thank you very sincerely for so
punctually sending me all the various criticisms on Jane Eyre"

To MESSRS. SMITH, ELDER, AND CO.
" Dec. 10th, 1847,
" GENTLEMEN,—I beg to acknowledge the receipt of your
letter inclosing abank post bill, for which | thank you. Having

aready expressed my sense of your kind and upright conduct,
| can now only say that | trust you will aways have reason to
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be as well content with me as | am with you. If the result of
an?/ future exertions | may be able to make should prove agree-
able and advantageous to you, | shall be well satisfied; and it
would be a serious source of regret to meif | thought you ever
had reason to repent being my publishers.

" You need not agpologise, Gentlemen, for having written to
me so seldom; of course | am aways glad to hear from you, but
| am truly glad to hear from Mr. Williams likewise; he was my
first favourable critic; he first gave me encouragement to
persevere as an author, consequently | naturally respect him
and fed grateful to him.

" Excuse the informality of my letter, and believe me,
Gentlemen, yours respectfully, CURRER BELL."

There is little record remaining of the manner in which the
first news of its wonderful success reached and affected the one
heart of the three sisters. | once asked Charlotte—we were
talking about the description of Lowood school, and she was
saying that she was not sure whether she should havewrittenit,
if she had been aware how instantaneously it would have been
identified with Cowan Bridge—whether the popularit?; to which
the novel attained had taken her by surprise. She hesitated a
little, and then said: " | believed that what had impressed me
so forcibly when | wrote it, must make a strong impression on
any one who read it. | was not surprised at those who read
Jane Eyre being deeply interested init; but | hardly expected
that abook by an unknown author could find readers.”

The sgters had kept the knowledge of their literary ventures
from their father, fearing to increase their own anxieties and
dis;opoi ntment by witnessing his; for he took an acute interest
in all that befell his children, and his own tendency had been
towards literature in the days when he was young and hopeful.
It was true he did not much manifest his fedings in words; he
would have thought that he was prepared for disappointment
as the lot of man, and that he could have met it with stoicism;
but words are poor and tardy interpreters of fedings to those
who love one another, and his daughters knew how he would
have borne ill-success worse for them than for himself. So
they did not tell him what they were undertaking. He ?/s
now that he suspected it all along, but his suspicions could take
no exact form, as all he was certain of was, that his children
were Eerpetually writing—and not writing letters. We have
sen how the communications from their publishers were
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received " under cover to Miss Bronte." Once, Charlotte told
me, they overheard the postman meeting Mr. Bronte, as the
latter wes leaving the house, and inquiring from the parson
where one Currer Bell could be living, to which Mr. Bronte
replied that there was no such person in the parish.  This must
have been the misadventure to which Miss Bronte aludes in
the beginning of her correspondence with Mr. Aylott.

Now, however, when the demand for the work had assured
success to Jane Eyre, her sisters urged Charlotte to tell their
father of its publication. She accordingly went into his study
one afternoon after his early dinner, carrying with her a copy
of the book, and one or two reviews, taking care to include a
notice adverse to it.

She informed me that something like the following conversa-
tion took place between her and him. (I wrote down her words
the day after | heard them; and | am pretty sure they are
quite accurate.)

" Papa, |'ve been writing a book."

" Have you, my dear? "

"Yes, and | want youtoreadit."

" | am afraid it will try my eyes too much.”

" Butitisnotin manuscript: itisprinted."

"My dear! you've never thought of the expense it will be!
I't will be amost sure to be aloss, for how can you get a book
sold? No one knows you or your name."

" But, Papa I don't think it will be aloss; no more will you,
if you will Just let me read you a review or two, and tell you
more about it.'

So ghe sate down and read some of the reviews to her father;
and then, giving him theeadpy of Jane Eyre that she intended
for him, she left him to r When he came in to tea, he
said, " Girls, do you know Charlotte has been writing a book,
and it is much better than likely? "

But while the exisence of Currer Bell, the author, was like
a piece of a dream to the quiet inhabitants of Haworth Parson-
age, who went on with their uniform household life,—their
cares for their brother being its only variety,—the whole reading-
world of England was in a ferment to discover the unknown
author. Even the publishers of Jane Eyre were ignorant
whether Currer Bell was areal or an assumed name—whether
it belonged to aman or awoman. Inevery town people sought
out the list of their friends and acquaintances, and turned away
in disappointment. No one they knew had genius enough to
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be the author. Every little incident mentioned in the book
was turned this way and that to answer, if possible, the much-
vexed question of sex. All in vain. People were content to
relax their exertions to satisfy their curiosity, and simply to sit
down and greatly admire.

| am not going to write an analysis of abook with which ever
one who reads this biography is sure to be acquainted; muc
less a criticism upon a work, which the great flood of public
opinion hes lifted up from the obscurity in which it first ap-
peared, and laid high and sdfe on the everlasting hills of fame.

Before me lies a packet of extracts from newspapers and
eriodicals, which Mr. Bronte has sent me. It is touching to
ook them over, and s how there is hardly any notice, however
short and clumsily-worded, in an?/ obscure provincial dpaper but
what has been cut out and carefully ticketed withits date by the
poor, bereaved father,—so dproud when he first read them—so
desolate now. For one and all are full of praise of this great,
unknown genius, which suddenly appeared amongst us. Con-
jecture as to the authorship ran about like wild-fire. People in
London, smooth and polished as the Athenians of old, and like
them " spending their time in nothing ese, but either to tell or
to hear some new thing," were astonished and delighted to find
that a fresh sensation, a new pleasure, was in reserve for them
in the uprising of an author, capable of depicting with accurate
and Titanic power the strogfg, self-reliant, racy, and individual
characters which were not, after all, extinct species, but lingered
still in exigence in the North. They thought that there was
0ome exaggeration mixed with the peculiar force of delineation.
Those nearer to the spot, where the scene of the story was
apparently laid, were sure, from the very truth and accuracy of
the writing, that the writer was no Southeron; for though
" dark, and cold, and rugged is the North," the old strength of
the Scandinavian races yet abides there, and glowed out in
every character depicted in Jane Eyre. Farther than this,
curiosity, both honourable and dishonourable, wes at fault.

When the second edition appeared, in the January of the
following year, with the dedication to Mr. Thackeray, people
looked at each other and wondered afresh. But Currer Bell
knew no more of William Makepeace Thackeray asanindividual
man—of his life, age, fortunes, or circumstances—than she did
of those of Mr. Michael Angelo Titmarsh. The one had placed
his name as author upon the title-page of Vanity Fair, the other
had not. She was thankful for the opportunity of expressng
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her high admiration of awriter, whom, as she says, she regarded
"as the socid regenerator of his day—as the very master of
that working corps who would restore to rectitude the warped
state of things. . . . His wit is bright, his humour attractive,
but both bear the same relation to his serious genius, that the
mere lambent sheet- Ilghtnlng, playing under the edge of the
summer cloud, does to the electric death-spark hid initswomb."

Anne Bronte had been more than usually delicate all the
summer, and her sensitive spirit had been deeply affected by
the great anxiety of her home. But now that Jane Eyre gave
such indications of success, Charlotte began to plan schemes of
future pleasure—perhaps relaxation from care, would be the
more correct expression,—for their darling younger sister, the
"little one" of the household. But, although Anne was
cheered for a time by Charlotte's success, the fact was, that
neither her spirits nor her bodily strength were such as to
Incline her to much active exertion, and she led far too sedentary
alife, contlnually stooping either over her book, or work or a
her desk. " It is with difficulty,” writes her sster, ' "that we
can prevail upon her to take a walk, or induce her to converse.
I look forward to next summer with the confident intention that
she shall, if possible, make at least a brief sojourn at the sea-side.”
In this same letter, is a sentence, telling how dearly home, even
with its present terrible drawback, lay at the roots of her heart;
but it is too much blended with reference to the affairs of others
to bear quotation.

Any author of a successful novel is liable to an inroad of
letters from unknown readers, containing commendation—
sometimes of so fulsome and indiscriminating a character as to
remind the recipient of Dr. Johnson's famous speech to one who
offered presumptuous and injudicious praise—sometimes saying
merely a few words, which have power to stir the heart " as
with the sound of a trumpet,” and in the high humility they
excite, to call forth strong resolutions to make all future efforts
worthy of such Bralse and occasionally containing that true
appreciation of both merits and demerits, together with the
sources of each, which forms the very criticism and help for
which an inexperienced writer thirsts. Of each of these kinds
of communication Currer Bell received her full share; and her
warm heart, and true ssnse and high standard of what she aimed
at, affixed to each its true value.  Among other letters of hers,
some to Mr. G. H. Lewes have been kindly placed by him at
ray service; and as | know Miss Bronte" highly prized hisletters
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of encouragement and advice, | shall give extracts from her
replies, as their dates occur, because they will indicate the kind
of criticism she valued, and also because throughout, in anger,
as in agreement and harmony, they show her character, un-
blinded by any self-flattery, full of clear-sighted modesty as to
what she really did well, and what she failed in, grateful for
friendly interest, and only sore and irritable when the question
of s in authorship was, as she thought, roughly or unfairly
treated. As to the rest, the letters speak for themselves, to
those who know how to listen, far better than | can interpret
their meaning into my poorer and weaker words. Mr. Lewes
has politely sent me the following explanation of that letter of
his, to which the succeeding one of Miss Bronte is a reply.

" When Jane Eyre first appeared, the publishers courteously
sent me a copy. The enthusiasm with which | read it, made
me go down to Mr. Parker, and propose to write a review of it
for Frazer's Magazine. He would not consent to an unknown
novel—for the papers had not yet declared themselves—re-
celving such importance, but thought it might make one on
* Recent Novels: English and French'—which appeared in Frazer,
December, 1847. Meanwhile | had written to Miss Bronte to tell
her the delight with which her book filled me; and seem to have
" sermonised ' her, to judge from her reply."

To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.
" Nov. 6th, 1847.

" DEAR SIR,—Your letter reached me yesterday; | beg to
asure you, that | appreciate fully the intention with which it
was written, and | thank you sincerely both for its cheering
commendation and valuable advice.

" You warn me to beware of melodrama, and you exhort me
to adhereto thereal. When | first began to write, so impressed
was | with the truth of the principles you advocate, that | deter-
mined to take Nature and Truth as my sole guides, and to follow
in their very footprints; | restrained imagination, eschewed
romance, repressed excitement; over-bright colouring, too, |
avoided, and sought to produce something which should be
soft, grave, and true.

" My work (a tale in one volume) being completed, | offered
it to a publisher. He said it was original, faithful to nature,
but he did not feel warranted in accepting it; such awork

1318
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would not sdl. | tried six publishers in successon; they all
told me it was deficient in ' startling incident' and ' thrilling
excitement,” that it would never suit the circulating libraries,
and, as it was on those libraries the suooess of works of fiction
mainly depended, they could not undertake to publish what
would be overlooked there.

" Jane Eyre was rather objected to at first, on the same
grounds, but finally found acoeptance

" | mention this to you, not with a view of pleading exemp-
tion from censure, but in order to direct your attention to the
root of certain literary evils. If, in your forthcoming article in
Frazer, you would bestow a few words of enlightenment on the
public who support the circulating libraries, you might, with
your powe's, do some good.

" You advise me, too, not to stray far from the ground 01
experience, as | become weak when | enter the region of fiction;
gjrlld you say, ' real experience is perennially interesting, and to

men.'

" | fed that this a9 is true; but, dear Sir, is not the real
experience of each individual very limited? And, if a writer
dwdls upon that soldy or principally, is he not in danger of
repeating himsdf, and als of becoming an egotis ?  Then, too,
imagination is a drong, retles faculty, which daims to be
heard and exercised: are we to be quite deaf to her cry, and
insensate to her druggles?  When she shows us bright pictures,
arewe never to look at them, and try to reproducethem? And
when she is doquent, and pesks rapidly and urgently in our
ear, are we not to write to her dictation?

" | shall anxioudy search the next number of Frazer for your
opinions on thexe points—Bdieveme, dear Sir, yoursgratefully,

" C. BELL."

But while gratified by appreciation as an author, she was
cautious asto Ihe person from whom shereceived it; for much of
the value of the praise depended on the sincerity and capability
of the person rendering it. Accordingly, she applied to Mr.
Williams (a gentleman connected with her publishers firm)
for information asto who and what Mr. Leveswas. Her reply,
after she had learnt something of the character of her future
critic, and while awaiting his criticism, must not be omitted.
Besdestheregerenceto him, it contains someamusing alusions
to the perplexity which began to be excited respecting the
" identity of the brothersBéll,"" and some natice of the conduct
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of another publisher towards her sister, which | refrain from
characterising because | understand that truth is considered a
libel in speaking of such people.

To W. S WILLIAMS, ESQ.
" Nov. 10th, 1847.

" DEAR SIR,—I have received the Britannia and the Sun, but
not the Spectator which | rather regret, as censure, though not
pleasant, is often wholesome.

" Thank you for your information regarding Mr. Lewes. |
am glad to hear that he is a clever and sincere man: such being
the case, | can await his critical sentence with fortitude; even
if it goes against me, | shall not murmur; ability and honesty
have a right to condemn, where they think condemnation Is
deserved. From what you say, however, | trust rather to
obtain at least a modified approval.

" Y our account of the various surmises respecting the identity
of the brothers Bell, amused me much: were the enigma solved,
it would probably be found not worth the trouble of solution;
but | will let it alone; it suits ourselves to remain quiet, and
certainly injures no one else.

" The reviewer who noticed the little book of poems, in the
Dublin Magazine, conjectured that the soi-disant three person-
ages were in reality but one, who, endowed with an unduly pro-
minent organ of self-esteem, and consequently impressed with a
somewhat weighty notion of his own merits, thought them too
vast to be concentrated in a single individual, and accordingly
divided himself into three, out of consideration, | suppose, for
the nerves of the much-to-be-astounded public! This was an
ingenious thought in the reviewer,—very original and striking,
but not accurate. We are three.

% A prose work, by Ellis and Acton, will soon appear: it
should have been out, indeed, long since; for the first proof-
sheets were already in the press at the commencement of last
August, before Currer Bell had placed the MS. of Jane Eyre in
your hands. Mr. , however, does not do business like
Messrs. Smith and Elder; a different spirit seems to preside at
—Street, to that which guides the helm at 65, Cornhill. . . .
My relations have suffered from exhausting delay and procrasti-
nation, while | have to acknowledge the benefits of a manage-
ment at once business-like and gentleman-like, energetic and
considerate.
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"1 should like to know if Mr. often acts as he has done
to my relations, or whether this is an exceptional instance of
his method. Do you know, and can you tell me anything about
him? You must excuse me for going to the point at once, when
| want to learn anything: if my questions are importunate, you
are, of course, at liberty to decline miswering them.—I am,
yours respectfully, C. BELL."

To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.

" Nov 22nd, 1847.

" DEAR SIR,—I have now read Ranthorpe. | could not get it
till a day or two ago; but | have got it and read it at last; and
in reading Ranthorpe, | have read a new book,—not a reprint—
not a reflection of any other book, but a new book.

" | did not know such books were written now. It is very
different to any of the popular works of fiction: it fills the mind
with fresh knowledge. Your experience and your convictions
are made the reader's; and to an author, at least, they have a
value and an interest quite unusual. | await your criticism on
Jane Eyre now with other sentiments than | entertained before
the perusal of Ranthorpe.

" You were a stranger to me. | did not particularly respect
you. | did not feel that your praise or blame would have any
special weight. | knew little of your right to condemn or
approve. Now | am informed on these points.

" You will be severe; your last letter taught me as much.
Well! I shall try to extract good out of your severity: and
besides, though | am now sure you are a just, discriminating
man, yet, being mortal, you must be fallible; and if any part of
your censure galls me too keenly to the quick—gives me deadly
pain—I shall for the present disbelieve it, and put it quite aside,
till such time as | feel able to receive it without torture.—I am,
dear Sir, yours very respectfully, C. BCLL."

In December, 1847, Withering Heights and Agnes Grey
appeared. The first-named of these stories has revolted many
readers by the power with which wicked and exceptional
characters are depicted.  Others, again, have felt the attraction
of remarkable genius, even when displayed on grim and terrible
criminals. Miss Bronte herself says, with regard to this tale,
" Where delineation of human character is concerned, the case
is different. | am bound to avow that she had scarcely more
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practical knowledge of the peasantry amongst whom she lived,
than a nun has of the country-people that pass her convent
gates. My gder's disposition was not naturally gregarious:
circumstances favoured and fostered her tendency to seclusion;
except to go to church, or take a walk on the hills, she rarely
crossed the threshold of home. Though the feeling for the
people around her was benevolent, intercourse with them she
never sought, nor, with very few exceptions, ever experienced,
and yet she knew them, knew their ways, their language, and
their family histories; she could hear of them with interest, and
talk of them with detail minute, graphic, and accurate; but
with them she rarely exchanged a word. Hence it ensued, that
what her mind has gathered of the real concerning them, was
too exclusively confined to those tragic and terrible traits, of
which, in listening to the secret annals of every rude vicinage,
the memory is sometimes compelled to receive the impress.  Her
imagination, which was a spirit more sombre than sunny—more
powerful than sportive—found in such traits material whence it
wrought creations like Heathcliffe, like Earnshaw, like Catharine.
Having formed these beings, she did not know what she had
done. If the auditor of her work, when read in manuscript,
shuddered under the grinding influence of natures so relentless
and implacable—of spirits so lost and fallen; if it was com-
plained that the mere hearing of certain vivid and fearful scenes
banished deep by night, and disturbed mental peace by day,
Ellis Bell would wonder what was meant, and suspect the com-
plainant of affectation. Had she but lived, her mind would of
itself have grown like a strong tree—loftier, straighter, wider-
spreading—and its matured fruits would have attained a
mellower ripeness and sunnier bloom; but on that mind time
and experience alone could work; to the influence of other
intellects she was not amenable."

Whether justly or unjustly, the productions of the two younger
Miss Brontes were not received with much favour at the time
of their publication. " Critics failed to do them justice. The
immature, but very real, powers revealed in Wuthering Heights,
were scarcely recognised; its import and nature were misunder-
stood; the identity of its author was misrepresented: it was
said that this was an earlier and ruder attempt of the same pen
which had produced Jane Eyre" ... " Unjust and grievous
error!  We laughed at it at first, but | deeply lament it now."

Henceforward Charlotte Bronte's existence becomes divided
into two parallel currents—her life as Currer Bell, the author;
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her life as Charlotte Bronte*, the woman. There were separate
duties belonging to each character—not opposing each other;
not impossible, but difficult to be reconciled. When a man
becomes an author, it is probably merely a change of employ-
ment to him. He takes a portion of that time which hes
hitherto been devoted to some other study or pursuit; he gives
up something of the lega or medical profession, in which he has
hitherto endeavoured to serve others, or relinquishes part of
the trade or business by which he has been striving to gain a
livelihood; and another merchant or lawyer, or doctor, steps
into his vacant place, and probably does as well as he. But no
other can take ulg the quiet, regular duties of the daughter, the
wife, or the mother, as well as she whom God has appointed to
fill that particular place: a woman's principal work in life is
hardly left to her own choice; nor can she drop the domestic
charges devolving on her as an individual, for the exercise of the
most splendid talents that were ever bestowed. And yet she
must not shrink from the extra responsibility implied by the
very fact of her possessing such talents.  She must not hide her
gift in a napkin; it was meant for the use and service of others.
In an humble and faithful spirit must she labour to do what is
not impossible, or God would not have set her to do it.

| put into words what Charlotte Bronte put into actions.

The year 1848 opened with sad domestic distress. It is
necessary, however painful, to remind the reader constantly of
what was aways present to the hearts of father and sgters at
thistime. It iswell that the thoughtless critics, who spoke of
the sad and gloomy views of life presented by the Brontes in
their tales, snould know how such words were wrung out of
them by the living recollection of the long agony they suffered.
Itis well, too, that they who have objected to the representation
of coarseness and shrank from it with repugnance, asif such con-
ceptions arose out of the writers, should learn, that, not from
the imagination—not from internal conception—but from the
hard cruel facts, pressed down, by externa life, upon their very
snsss, for long months and years together, did they write out
what they saw, obeying the stern dictates of their consciences.
They might be mistaken. They might errinwritingat all, when
their affections were so great that they could not write other-
wise than they did of life. Itis possble that it would have been
better to have described only good and pleasant people, doing
only good and pleasant things (in which case they could hardly
have written at any time): all | say is, that never, | believe, did
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women, possessad of such wonderful gifts, exercise them with a
fuller feeling of responsibility for their use. As to mistakes,
they stand now—as authors as well as women—before the
judgment-seat of God.
"Jan. nth, 1848,

" We have not been very comfortable here at home lately.
Bran well has, by some means, contrived to get more money
from the old quarter, and has led us a sad life. . . . Papais
harassed day and night; we havelittle peace, he is always sick;
hes two or three times fallen down in fits; what will be the
ultimate end, God knows. But who is without their drawback,
their scourge, their skeleton behind the curtain? It remains
onl)éI to do ones best, and endure with patience what God
sends.”

| suppose that she had read Mr. Lewes review on " Recent
Novels," when it appeared in the December of the last year, but
| find no alusion to it till she writes to him on January 12th,
1848,

" DEAR SIR,—I thank you then sincerely for your generous
review; and it is with the sense of double content | express my
gratitude, because | am now sure the tribute is not superfluous
or obtrusive. You were not severe on Jane Eyre; you were
very lenient. | am glad you told me my faultsplainly in private,
for in your public notice you touch on them so lightly, | should
perhaps have passed them over, thus indicated, with too little
reflection.

" | mean to observe your warning about being careful how |
undertake new works; my stock of materias is not abundant,
but very dender; and, besides, neither my experience, my
acquirements, nor my powers, are sufficientIY varied to justify
my ever becoming a frequent writer. | tell you this,
your article in Frazer left in me an uneasy impression that you
were disposed to think better of the author of Jane Eyre than
that individual deserved; and | would rather you had a correct
than a flattering opinion of me, even though | should never s
you.

" If | ever do write another book, | think | will have nothing
of what you call' melodrama;' | think o, but | am not sure. |
think, too, | will endeavour to follow the counsd which shines
out of Miss Austen's ' mild eyes' ' to finish more and be more
subdued;' but neither am | sure of that. When authors write
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best, or, at least, when they write most fluently, an influence
seems to waken in them, which becomes their master—which
will have its own way—putting out of view all behests but its
own, dictating certain words, and insisting on their being used,
whether vehement or measured in their nature; new-moulding
characters, giving unthought of turns to incidents, rejecting
carefully-elaborated old ideas, and suddenly creating and adopt-
ingnew ones.

" Is it not 0? And should we try to counteract this in-
fluence ? Can we indeed counteract it ?

"1 am glad that another work of yours will soon appear;
most curious shall | be to see whether you will write up to your
own principles, and work out your own theories. You did not
do it altogether in Ranthorpe—at least not in the latter part;
but thefirst portion was, | think, nearly without fault; then it
had a pith, truth, significance in it, which gave the book sterling
value; but to write so, one must have seen and known a great
deal, and | have seen and known very little.

" Why do you like Miss Austen so very much? | am puzzled
on that point. What induced you to say that you would have
rather written Pride and Prejudice, or Tom Jones, than any of
the Waverley Novels?

" | had not seen Pride and Prejudice till | read that sentence
of yours, and then | got the book. And what did | find? An
accurate, daguerreotyped portrait of a commonplace facel a
carefully-fenced, highly-cultivated garden, with neat borders
and delicate flowers; but no glance of a bright, vivid physiog-
nomy, no open country, no fresh air, no blue hill, no bonny beck.
| should hardly like to live with her ladies and gentlemen, in
their elegant but confined houses. These observations will
probably irritate you, but | shall run therisk.

"Now | can understand admiration of George Sand; for
though | never saw any of her works which | admired through-
out (even Consuelo, which is the best, or the best that | have
read, appears to me to couple strange extravagance with
wondrous excellence), yet she has a grasp of mind, which, if |
cannot fully comprehend, | can very deeply respect; she is
sagacious and profound;—Miss Austen is only shrewd and
observant.

" Am | wrong—or, were you hasty in what you said? If you
have time, | should be glad to hear further on this subject; if
not, or if you think the questions frivolous, do not trouble your -
sdf toreply.—I am, yours respectfully, C. BELL."
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To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.

" Jan. 18th, 1848.
" DEAR SIR,—I| must write one more note, though | had not
intended to trouble you again so soon. | have to agree with

you, and to differ from you.

" You correct my crude remarks on the subject of the
"influence'; well, | accept your definition of what the effects
of that influence should be; | recognise the wisdom of your rules
for itsregulation. . . .

" What a strange lecture comes next in your letter! You
say | must familiarise my mind with the fact, that ' Miss Austen
is not a poetess, has no " sentiment" (you scornfully enclose
theword in inverted commas), no eloquence, none of the ravish-
ing enthusiasm of poetry/—and then you add, | must {learn
to acknowledge her as one of the greatest artists, of the greatest
painters of human character, and one of the writers with the
nicest snse of means to an end that ever lived.'

" The last point only will | ever acknowledge.

" Can there beagreat artist without poetry ?

" What | call—what | will bend to, as a great artist then—
cannot be destitute of the divine gift. But by poetry, | am sure,
you understand something different to what | do, as you do by
* sentiment.' It is poetry, as | comprehend the word, which
elevates that masculine George Sand, and makes out of some-
thing coarse, something Godlike. It is"' sentiment/ in my sense
of the term—sentiment jealously hidden, but genuine, which
extracts the venom from that formidable Thackeray, and con-
verts what might be corrosive poison into purifying elixir.

" If Thackeray did not cherish in his large heart deep feeling
for his kind, he would delight to exterminate; asitis, | believe,
he wishes only to reform. Miss Austen being, as you say, with-
out * sentiment/ without poetry, maybe is sensible, real (more
real than true), but she cannot be great.

" | submit to your anger, which | have now excited (for have
I not questioned the perfection of your darling?); the storm
may pass over me. Nevertheless, | will, when | can (I do not
know when that will be, as | have no access to a circulating
library), diligently peruse all Miss Austen's works, as you

recommend. . . . You must forgive me for not always
being able to think as you do, and still believe me, yours
gratefully, C. BELL."

| have hesitated a little, before inserting the following extract
*
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from aletter to Mr. Williams, but it is strikingly characteristic;
and the critidsm contained in it is, from that circumstance,
so interesting (whether we agree with it or not), that | have
determined to do s, though | thereby displace the chrono-
logical order of the letters, in order to complete this portion of a
correspondence which is very valuable, as showing the purely
intellectual side of her character.

To W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ.

" April 26th, 1848.

" MY DEAR SIR,—I have now read Rose, Blanche, and Violet,
and | will tell you, aswell as| can, what | think of it. Whether
it is an improvement on Ranihorpe | do not know, for | liked
Ranthorpe much; but, at any rate, it contains more of a good
thing. | find in it the same power, but more fully developed.

" The author's character is seen in every page, which makes
the book interesting—far more interesting than any story could
do! but it iswhat thewriter himself says that attracts, far more
than what he puts into the mouths of his characters. G. H.
Lewes is, to my perception, decidedly the most original char-
acter in the book. . . . The didactic passages seem to me the
best—far the best—in the work; very acute, very profound,
aw some of the views there given, and very clearly they are
offered to the reader. He is a just thinker; he is a sagacious
observer; there is wisdom in his theory, and, | doubt not,
energy in his practice. But why, then, are you often provoked
with him whileyou read ? How does he manage, while teaching,
to make his hearer fed as if his busness was, not quietly to
receive the doctrines propounded, but to combat them? You
acknowledge that he otters you gems of pure truth; why do you
keep perpetually scrutinising them for flaws?

" Mr. Lewes, | divine, with all his talents and honesty, must
have some faults of manner; there must be a touch too much
of dogmatism; a cdash extra of confidence in him, sometimes.
This you think while you are reading the book; but when you
have closed it and laid it down, and sat a few minutes collecting
your thoughts, and settling your impressions, you find the idea
or feeling predominant in your mind to be pleasure at the fuller
acquaintance you have made with a fine mind and a true heart,
with high abilities and manly principles. | hope he will not be
long ere he publishes another book. His emotional scenes are
somewhat too uniformly vehement: would not a more subdued
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style of treatment often have produced a more masterly effect?
Now and then Mr. Lewes takes a French pen into his hand,
wherein he differs from Mr. Thackeray, who always uses an
English quill. However, the French pen does not far mislead
Mr. Lewes; he wields it with British muscles. All honour to
him for the excellent general tendency of his bookl

" He gives no charming picture of London literary society,
and especially the female part of it; but all coteries, whether
they be literary, scientific, political, or religious, must, it seems
to me, have a tendency to change truth into affectation. When
people belong to a clique, they must, | suppose, in some measure,
write, talk, think, and live for that clique; a harassing and
narrowing necessity. | trust, the press and the public show
themselves disposed to give the book the reception it merits;
and that is a very cordial one, far beyond anything due to a
Bulwer or D'l sraeli production.”

Let us return from Currer Bell to Charlotte Bronte. The
winter in Haworth had been a sickly season.  Influenza had pre-
vailed amongst the villagers, and where there was a real need
for the presence of the clergyman's daughters, they were never
found wanting, although they were shy of bestowing mere social
visits on the parishioners. They had themselves suffered from
the epidemic; Anne severely, as in her case it had been attended
with cough and fever enough to make her elder ssters very
anxious about her.

There is no doubt that the proximity of the crowded church-
yard rendered the Parsonage unhealthy, and occasioned much
illness to its inmates. Mr. Bronte represented the unsanitary
state at Haworth pretty forcibly to the Board of Health; and,
after the requisite visits from their officers, obtained a recom-
mendation that all future interments in the churchyard should
be forbidden, a new graveyard opened on the hill-side, and means
st on foot for obtaining a water-supply to each house, instead
of the weary, hard-worked housewives having to carry every
bucketful, from a distance of several hundred yards, up a steep
street. But he was baffled by the rate-payers; as, in many a
similar instance, quantity carried it against quality, numbers
against intelligence. And thus we find that illness often as-
sumed a low typhoid form in Haworth, and fevers of various
kinds visited the place with sad frequency.

In February, 1848, Louis Philippe was dethroned. The
quick succession of events at that time called forth the following
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expression of Miss Bronte's thoughts on the subject, in a letter
addressed to Miss Wooler, and dated March 31st.

" | remember well wishing my lot had been cast in the
troubled times of the late war, and seeing in its exciting incidents
a kind of stimulating charm, which it made my pulses beat fast
to think of: | remember even, | think, being alittle impatient,
that you would not fully sympathise with my feglings on those
subjects; that you heard my aspirations and speculations very
tranquilly, and by no means seemed to think the flaming swords
could be any pleasant addition to Paradise. | have now out-
lived youth; and, though | dare not say that | have outlived all
its illusions—that the romance is quite gone from life—the veil
fallen from truth, and that | see both in naked reality—yet,
certainly, many things are not what they were ten years ago:
and, amongst the rest, ' the pomp and circumstance of war'
have quite lost in my eyes their fictitious glitter. | have still
no doubt that the shock of moral earthquakes wakens a vivid
sne of life, both in nations and individuals; that the fear of
dangers on a broad national scale, diverts men's minds momen-
tarily from brooding over small private perils, and for the time
gives them something like largeness of views;, but, as little
doubt have I, that convulsive revolutions put back the world
in all that is good, check civilisation, bring the dregs of society
to its surface; in short, it appears to me that insurrections and
battles are the acute diseases of nations, and that their tendency
is to exhaust, by their violence, the vital energies of the countries
where they occur. That England may be spared the spasms,
cramps, and frenzy-fits now contorting the Continent, and
threatening Ireland, | earnestly pray. With the French and
Irish | have no sympathy. With the Germans and Italians |
think the case is different; as different as the love of freedom is
from the lust for license."

Her birthday came round. She wrote to the friend whose
birthday was within a week of hers; wrote the accustomed
letter; but, reading it with our knowledge of what she had done,
we perceive the difference between her thoughts and what they
were a year or two ago, when she said " | have done nothing."
There must have been a modest consciousness of having " done
something " present in her mind, as she wrote thisyear:—

"I am now thirty-two. Youth is gone—gone—and will
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never come back: can't help it. . . . It seems to me, that
sorrow must come some time to everybody, and those who
scarcely taste it in their youth, often have a more brimming
and bitter cup to drain in after life; whereas, those who exhaust
the dregs early, who drink the lees before the wine, may reason*
ably hope for more palatable draughts to succeed."

The authorship of Jane Eyre was as yet a close secret in the
Bronte family; not even this friend, who was all but a sister,
knew more about it than the rest of the world. She might con-
jecture, it is true, both from her knowledge of previous habits,
and from the suspicious fact of the proofs having been corrected
at B——, that some literary project was afoot; but she knew
nothing, and wisely said nothing, until she heard a report from
others, that Charlotte Bronte was an author—had published
anovel! Then she wrote to her; and received the two follow-
ing letters; confirmatory enough, as it seems to me now, in their
very vehemence and agitation of intended denial, of the truth of
the report.

" April 28th, 1848.

" Write another letter, and explain that last note of yours
distinctly. If your allusions are to myself, which | suppose
they are, understand this,—I have given no one aright to gossip
about me, and am not to be judged by frivolous conjectures,
emanating from any quarter whatever. Let me know what you
heard, and from whom you heard it."

" May 3rd, 1848.

" All | can say to you about a certain matter is this: the
report—if report there be—and if the lady, who seems to have
been rather mystified, had not dreamt what she fancied had beer
told to her—must have had its origin in some absurd misunder-
standing. | havegiven no one aright either to affirm, or to hint,
in the most distant manner, that | was' publishing '—(humbug!)
Whoever has said it—if any one has, which | doubt—is no
friend of mine. Though twenty books were ascribed to me, |
should own none. | scout the idea utterly. Whoever, after
| have distinctly rejected the charge, urges it upon me, will do
an unkind and an ill-bred thing. The most profound obscurity
isinfinitely preferable to vulgar notoriety; and that notoriety
| neither seek nor will have. If then any B—r,r, or G—an.
should presume to bore you on the subject,—to ask you what
" novel' Miss Bronte has been ' publishing,' you can just say,
with the distinct firmness of which you are perlect mistress
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when you choose, that you are authorised by Miss Bronte to say,
that she repels and disowns every accusation of the kind. You
may add, if you please, that if any one has her confidence, you
believe you have, and she has made no drivelling confessons to

vou on the subject. | am at a loss to conjecture from what
source this rumour has come; and, | fear, it has far from a
friendly origin. | am not certain, however, and | should be

very glad if | could gain certainty. Should you hear anything
more, please let me know. Your offer of Simeon's Life is a very
kind one, and | thank you for it. | dare say Papa would like to
sc the work very much, as he knew Mr. Simeon. Laugh or
scold A out of the publishing notion; and believe me,
through all chances and changes, whether calumniated or let
alone,—Yours faithfully, C BRONTE."

The reason why Miss Bronte* was so anxious to preserve her
secret, was, | am told, that she had pledged her word to her
sisters that it should not be revealed through her.

The dilemmas attendant on the publication of the sisters
novels, under assumed names, were increasing upon them.
Many critics insisted on believing, that all the fictions published
as by three Bells were the works of one author, but written at
different periods of his development and maturity. No doubt,
this suspicion affected the reception of the books. Ever since
the completion of Anne Bronte's tale of Agnes Grey, she had been
labouring at a second, The Tenant of Wildfell Hall. It is little
known; the subject—the deterioration of a character, whose
profligacy and ruin took their risein habits of intemperance, so
slight as to be only considered " good fellowship "—was pain-
fully discordant to one who would fain have sheltered hersef
from all but peaceful and religiousideas. " She had " (says her
sister of that gentle " little one"), " in the course of her life,
been called on to contemplate near at hand, and for a long time,
the terrible effects of talents misused and faculties abused; hers
was naturally a sensitive, reserved, and dejected nature; what
she saw sunk very deeply into her mind; it did her harm. She
brooded over it till she believed it to be a duty to reproduce
every detail (of course, with fictitious characters, incidents, and
situations), as a warning to others. She hated her work, but
would pursue it. When reasoned with on the subject, she re-
garded such reasonings as a temptation to self-indulgence. She
must be honest; she must not varnish, soften, or conceal. This
well-meant resolution brought on her misconstruction, and some
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abuse, which she bore, as it was her custom to bear whatever
was unpleasant, with mild steady patience. She was a very
sincere and practical Christian, but the tinge of religious melan-
choly communicated a sad shade to her brief blameess life."

In the June of this year, The Tenant of Wildfell Hall was
sufficiently near its completion to be submitted to the person
who had previously published for Ellis and Acton Bell.

In consequence of his mode of doing business, considerable
annoyance was occasioned both to Miss Bronte and to them.
The circumstances, as detailed in a letter of hers to a friend in
New Zealand, were these—One morning, at the beginning of
July, a communication was received at the Parsonage from
Messrs. Smith and Elder, which disturbed its quiet inmates not
a little, as, though the matter brought under their notice was
merely referred to as one which affected their literary reputation,
they conceived it to have a bearing likewise upon their character.
Jane Eyre had had a great run in America, and a publisher
there had consequently bid high for early sheets of the next
work by " Currer Bell." These Messrs. Smith and Elder had
promised to let him have. He was therefore greatly astonished,
and not well pleased, to learn that a similar agreement had been
entered into with another American house, and that the new
tale was very shortly to appear. It turned out, upon inquiry,
that the mistake had originated in Acton and Ellis Bell's pub-
lisher having assured this American house that, to the best of
his belief, Jane Eyre, Wuthering Heights, and The Tenant of
Wildfell Hall (which he pronounced superior to either of the
other two) were all written by the same author.

Though Messs. Smith and Elder distinctly stated in their
letter that they did not share in such " belief," the ssters were
impatient till they had shown its utter groundlessness, and
set themselves perfectly straight. With rapid decision, they
resolved that Charlotte and Anne should start for London that
very day, in order to prove their separate identity to Messs.
Smith and Elder, and demand from the credulous publisher his
reasons for a " belief " so directly at variance with an assurance
which had several times been given to him. Having arrived at
this determination, they made their preparations with resolute
promptness. There were many household duties to be per-
formed that day; but they were all got through. The two
ssters each packed up a change of dress in a small box, which
they sent down to Keighley by an opportune cart; and after
early tea, they set off to walk thither—no doubt in some excite-
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ment; for, independently of the cause of their going to London,
it was Anne's first visit there. A great thunderstorm overtook
them on their way that summer evening to the station; but they
had no time to seek shelter. They only just caught the train at
Keighley, arrived at Leeds, and were whirled up by the night
train to London.

About eight o'clock on the Saturday morning, they arrived
at the Chapter Coffee-house, Paternoster Row—a strange place,
but they did not well know where else to go. They refreshed
themselves by washing, and had some breakfast. Then they
sat still for a few minutes, to consider what next should be
done.

When they had been discussing their project in the quiet of
Haworth Parsonage the day before, and planning the mode of
setting about the business on which they were going to London,
they had resolved to take a cab, if they should find it desirable,
from their inn to Cornhill; but that, amidst the bustle and
" queer state of inward excitement " in which they found them-
salves, as they sat and considered their position on the Saturday
morning, they quite forgot even the possibility of hiring a con-
veyance; and when they set forth, they became so dismayed by
the crowded streets, and the impeded crossings, that they stood
Still repeatedly, in complete despair of making progress, and
were nearly an hour in walking the half-mile they had to go.
Neither Mr.Smithnor Mr.Williamsknew that they werecoming;
they were entirely unknown to the publishers of Jane Eyre, who
were not, in fact, aware whether the " Bells" were men or
women, but had always written to them as to men.

On reaching Mr. Smith's, Charlotte put his own letter into his
hands; the same letter which had excited so much disturbance
at Hawor th Parsonage only twenty-four hoursbefore. " Where
did you get this? " said he—as if he could not believe that the
two young ladies dressed in black, of slight figures and diminu-
tive stature, looking pleased yet agitated, could be the embodied
Currer and Acton Bell, for whom curiosity had been hunting so
eagerly invain. An explanation ensued, and Mr. Smith at once
began to form plans for their amusement and pleasure during
their stay in London. He urged them to meet a few literary
friends at his house; and this was a strong temptation to
Charlotte, asamongst them were one or two of the writers whom
she particularly wished to see; but her resolution to remain
unknown induced her firmly to put it aside.

The sisters were equally persevering in declining Mr. Smith's
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invitations to stay at his house. They refused "to leave their
quarters, saying they were not prepared for a long stay.

When they returned back to their inn, poor Charlotte paiu
for the excitement of the interview, which had wound up the
agitation and hurry of the last twenty-four hours, by a racking
headache and harassing sckness. Towards evening, as she
rather expected some of the ladies of Mr. Smith's family to call,
she prepared hersdlf for the chance, by taking a strong dose of
sal-volatile, which roused her a little, but still, as she says, she
was " in grievous bodily case” when their visitors were an-
nounced, in full evening costume. The ssters had not under-
stood that it had been settled that they were to go to the Opera,
and therefore were not ready. Moreover, they had no fine
elegant dresses either with them, or in the world. But Miss
Bronte resolved to raise no objections in the acceptance of
kindness. So, in spite of headache and weariness, they made
haste to dress themselves in their plain high-made country
garments.

Charlotte says, in an account which she gives to her friend of
this visit to London, describing the entrance of her party into
the Opera-house:—

" Fine ladies and gentlemen glanced at us, as we stood by
the box-door, which was not yet opened, with a slight, graceful
superciliousness, quite warranted by the circumstances. Still
| felt pleasurably excited in spite of headache, sickness, and
conscious clownishness; and | saw Anne was calm and gentle,
which she always is. The performance was Rossini's * Barber
of Seville/—very brilliant, though | fancy there are things* T
should like better. We got home after one o'clock. We had
never been in bed the night before; had been in constant
excitement for twenty-four hours; you may imagine we were
tired. The next day, Sunday, Mr. Williams came early to take
us to church; and in the afternoon Mr. Smith and his mother
fetched usin a carriage, and took us to his house to dine.

" On Monday we went to the Exhibition of the Royal
Academy, the National Gallery, dined again at Mr. Smith's,
and then went home to tea with Mr. Williams at his house.

" On Tuesday morning, we left London, laden with books
Mr. Smith had given us, and got safely home. A more jaded
wretch than | looked, it would be difficult to conceive. | was
thin when | went, but | was meagre indeed when | returned,
my face looking grey and very old, with strange deep lines
ploughed in it—my eyes stared unnaturally. | was weak and
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yet restless.  In awhile, however, these bad effects of excitement
went off, and | regained my normal condition."

The impression Miss Bronte made upon those with whom she
first became acquainted during this visit to London, was of a
person with clear judgment and fine sense; and though reserved,
possessing unconsciously the power of drawing out others in
conversation. She never expressed an opinion without assign-
ing a reason for it; she never put a question without a definite
purpose; and yet people felt at their ease in talking with her.
All conversation with her was genuine and stimulating; and
when she launched forth in praise or reprobation of books, or
deeds, or works of art, her eloquence was indeed burning. She
was thorough in all that she said or did; yet so open and fair
in dealing with a subject, or contending with an opponent, that
instead of rousing resentment, she merely convinced her hearers
of her earnest zeal for the truth and right.

Not the least singular part of their proceedings was the place
at which the sisters had chosen to stay.

Paternoster Row was for many years sacred to publishers.
Itis anarrow flagged street, lying under the shadow of St. Paul's;
at each end there are posts placed, so as to prevent the passage
of carriages, and thus preserve a solemn silence for the delibera-
tions of the " Fathers of the Row." The dull warehouses on
each side are mostly occupied at present by wholesale stationers;
if they be publishers' shops, they show no attractive front to the
dark and narrow street. Half-way up, on the left-hand side, is
the Chapter Coffee-house. | visited it last June. It was then
unoccupied. It had the appearance of a dwelling-house, two
hundred years old or so, such as one sometimes sees in ancient
country towns; the ceilings of the small rooms were low, and
had heavy beams running across them; the walls were wains-
cotted breast high; the staircase was shallow, broad, and dark,
taking up much space in the centre of the house. This then was
the Chapter Coffee-house, which, a century ago, was the resort
of all the booksellers and publishers; and where the literary
hacks, the critics, and even the wits, used to go in search of
ideas or employment. This was the place about which Chatter-
ton wrote, in those delusive letters he sent to his mother at
Bristol, while he was starvingin London. " | am quite familiar
at the Chapter Coffee-house, and know all the geniuses there."
Here he heard of chances of employment; here his letters were
to be left.
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Years later, it became the tavern frequented by university
men and country clergymen, who were up in London for a few
days, and, having no private friends or acoess into society, were
glad to learn what was going on in theworld of letters, from the
conversation which they were sure to hear in the Coffee-room.
InMr. Bronte's few and brief visitsto town, during hisresidence
at Cambridge, and the period of his cur in Esex, he had
stayed at this house; hither he had brought his daughters, when
he was convoying them to Brussels, and here they came now,
from very ignorance where dse to go. It was a place solely
frequented by men; | believe there was but one femde servant
in the house. Few people dept there; some of the stated
meetings of the Trade were held in'it, as they had been for more
than a century; and, occasondly country booksdlers, with
now and then a clergyman, resorted to it; but it wes a strange
desolate place for the Miss Brontes to have gone to, from its
purely business and masculine aspect. The old " grey-haired
elderly man," who officiated as waiter, ssams to have been
touched from the very first with the quiet simplicity of the two
ladies, and he tried to make them fed comfortable and at home
in thelong, low, dingy room up-stairs, where the meetings of the
Trade were held. The high narrow windows looked into the
gloomy Row; the sisters, clinging together on the most remote
window-seat, (as Mr. Smith tells me he found them, when he
came, that Saturday evening, to take them to the Opera,) could
e nothing of motion, or of change, in the grim, dark houses
opposite, so near and closg, although the whole breadth of the
Row was between. The mighty roar of London was round
them, like the sound of an unseen ocean, yet every footfall on
the pavement below might be heard distinctly, in that unfre-

uented street. Such as it was, they preferred remaining at
the Chapter Coffee-house, to accepting the invitation which Mr.
Smith and his mother urged upon them; and, in after years,
Charlotte says—

" Since those days, | have sen the West End, the parks, the
fine squares; but | love the City faf better. The City ssams so
much more in earnest; its busness, its rush, its roar, are such
serious things, sights, sounds. The City is getting its living—
the West End but enjoying its pleasure. At the West End you
ma?/ be amused; but in the City you are deeply excited.”
(Villette, vol. i. p. 89.)

Their wish had been to hear Dr. Croly on the Sunday morning,
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and Mr. Williams escorted them to St. Stephen's, Walbrook;
but they were disappointed, as Dr. Croly did not preach. Mr.
Williams also took them (as Miss Bronte has mentioned) to
drink tea at his house. On the way thither, they had to pass
through Kensington Gardens, and Miss Bronte was much
" struck with the beauty of the scene, the fresh verdure of the
turf, and the soft rich masses of foliage." From remarks on
the different character of the landscape in the South to what it
was in the North, she was led to speak of the softness and varied
intonation of the voices of those with whom she conversed in
London, which seem to have made a strong impression on both
sisters.  All this time those who came in contact with the " Miss
Browns " (another pseudonym, also beginning with B), seem
only to have regarded them as shy and reserved little country-
women, with not much to say. Mr. Williams tells me that on
the night when he accompanied the party to the Opera, as
Charlotte ascended the flight of stairs leading from the grand
entrance up to the lobby of the first tier of boxes, she was so
much struck with the architectural effect of the splendid decora-
tions of that vestibule and saloon, that involuntarily she slightly
pressed his arm, and whispered, " You know | am not ac-
customed to this sort of thing." Indeed, it must have formed a
vivid contrast to what they were doing and seeing an hour or
two earlier the night before, when they were trudging along,
with beating hearts and high-strung courage, on the road
between Haworth and Keighley, hardly thinking of the thunder-
storm that beat about their heads, for the thoughts which filled
them of how they would go straight away to London, and prove
that they were really two people, and not one imposter. It
was no wonder that they returned to Haworth utterly fagged
and worn out, after the fatigue and excitement of this visit.

The next notice | find of Charlotte's life at this time is of a
different character to anything telling of enjoyment.

" July 28th.

" Branwell is the same in conduct as ever. His constitution
seems much shatter€d. Papa, and sometimes all of us, have
sad nights with him. He deeps most of the day, and conse-
quently will lie awake at night. But has not every house its
trial ?"

While her most intimate friends were yet in ignorance of the
fact of her authorship of Jane Eyre, she received a letter from
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one of them, making inquiries about Casterton School. It is
but right to give her answer, written on August 28th, 1848.

" Since you wish to hear from me while you are from home, |
will write without further delay. It often happens that when
we linger at first in answering a friend's letter, obstacles occur to
retard us to an inexcusably late period. In my last, | forgot
to answer a question which you asked me, and was sorry after-
wards for the omission. | will begin, therefore, by replying
to it, though | fear what information | can give will come a
little late. You said Mrs. had some thoughts of sending
to school, and wished to know whether the Clergy
Daughters' School at Casterton was an eligible place. My per-
sonal knowledge of that institution is very much out of date,
being derived from the experience of twenty years ago. The
establishment was at that time in its infancy, and a sad ricketty
infancy it was. Typhus fever decimated the school periodically;
and consumption and scrofula, in every variety of form bad air
and water, bad and insufficient diet can generate, preyed on the
ill-fated pupils. It would not then have been a fit place for any
of Mrs——"'s children; but | understand itisvery much altered
for the better since those days. The school is removed from
Cowan Bridge (a situation as unhealthy as it was picturesgue—
low, damp, beautiful with wood and water) to Casterton. The
accommodations, the diet, the discipline, the system of tuition
—all are, | believe, entirely altered and greatly improved. |
was told that such pupils as behaved well, and remained at the
school till their education was finished, were provided with
situations as governesses, if they wished to adopt the vocation,
and much care was exercised in the selection; it was added,
that they were also furnished with an excellent wardrobe on
leaving Casterton. . . . The oldest family in Haworth failed
lately, and have quitted the neighbourhood where their fathers
resded before them for, it is said, thirteen generations. . . .
Papa, | am most thankful to say, continuesin very good health,
considering his age; his sight, too, rather, | think, improves
than deteriorates. My sisters likewise are pretty well."

But the dark cloud was hanging over that doomed household,
and gathering blackness every hour.
On October the 9th, she thus writes:—

" The past three weeks have been a dark interval in our
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humble home. Branwell's constitution had been failing fast all
the summer; but still, neither the doctors nor himself thought
him so near his end as he was. He was entirely confined to his
bed but for one single day, and wasin the village two days before
his death. He died, after twenty minutes' struggle, on Sunday
morning, September 24th. He was perfectly conscious till the
last agony came on. His mind had undergone the peculiar
change which frequently precedes death, two days previously;
the calm of better fedings filled it; areturn of natural affection
marked his last moments. He isin God's hands now; and the
All-Powerful is likewise the All-Merciful. A deep conviction
that he rests at last—rests well, after his brief, erring, suffering,
feverish life—fills and quiets my mind now. The final separa-
tion, the spectacle of his pale corpse, gave me more acute bitter
pain than | could have imagined. Till the last hour comes, we
never how know much we can forgive, pity, regret a near relative.
All his vices were and are nothing now. We remember only his
woes. Papa was acutely distressed at first, but, on the whole,
has borne the event well. Emily and Anne are pretty well,
though Anneis always delicate, and Emily has a cold and cough
at present. It was my fate to sink at the crisis, when | should
have collected my strength. Headache and sickness came on
first on the Sunday; | could not regain my appetite. Then
internal pain attacked me. | became at once much reduced.
It was impossible to touch a morsel. At last, bilious fever
declared itself. | was confined to bed a week,—a dreary week.
But, thank God! health seems now returning. | can sit up all
day, and take moderate nourishment. The doctor said at first,
| should be very dow in recovering, but | seem to get on faster
than heanticipated. | am truly much better."

| have heard, from one who attended Bran well in his last
illness, that he resolved on standing up to die. He had re-
peatedly said, that as long as there was life there was strength
of will to do what it chose; and when the last agony came on,
he insisted on assuming the position just mentioned. | have
previously stated, that when his fatal attack came on, his
pockets were found filled with old letters from the woman to

whom he was attached. Hedied 1 shelives still,—in May Fair.
The Eumenides, | suppose, went out of existence at the time
when thewail washeard, " Great Panisdead.” | think wecould

better have spared him than those awful Sisters who sting dead
conscience into life.
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I turn from her for ever. Let us look once more into the
Parsonage at Haworth.

" Oct. 29th, 1848.

" | think | have now nearly got over the effects of my late
illness, and am almost restored to my normal condition of
health. | sometimes wish that it was a little higher, but we
ought to be content with such blessings as we have, and not
pine after those that are out of our reach. | fee much more
uneasy about my siser than myself just now. Emily's cold
and cough are very obstinate. | fear she has pain in her chest,
and | sometimes catch a shortness in her breathing, when she
has moved at all quickly. Shelooks very thin and pale. Her
reserved nature occasons me great uneasiness of mind. It is
usdess to question her; you get no answers. It is still more
usdess to recommend remedies; they are never adopted. Nor
can | shut my eyes to Anne's great dehcacy of constitution. The
late sad event has, | feel, made me more apprehensive than
common. | cannot help feeing much depressed sometimes. |
try to leave all in God's hands; to trust in His goodness, but
faith and resignation are difficult to practise under some circum-
stances. Theweather has been most unfavourable for invalids of
late; sudden changes of temperature, and cold penetrating
winds have been frequent here.  Should the atmospher e become
more settled, perhaps a favourable effect might be produced on
the general health, and these harassing colds and coughs be
removed. Papa has not quite escaped, but he has so far stood
it better than any of us. You must not mention my going to
this winter. | could not, and would not, leave home on
any account. Miss——has been for some yearsout of health
now. These things make one feel, as well as ktioiv, that this
world isnot our abiding-place. We should not knit human ties
too close, or clasp human affections too fondly. They must
leave us, or we must leave them, one day. God restore health
and strength to all who need it! "

| go on now with her own affecting words in the biographical
notice of her sisters.

" But a great change approached. Affliction came in that
shape which to anticipate is dread; to look back on grief. In
the very heat and burden of the day, the labourers failed over
their work. My sister Emily first declined. . . . Never in all
her life had she lingered over any task that lay before her, and
she did not linger now. She sank rapidly. She made haste to
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leave us. . . . Day by day, when | saw with what a front she
met suffering, | looked on her with an anguish of wonder and
love. | have seen nothing like it; but, indeed, | have never
seen her parallel in anything. Stronger than a man, simpler
than a child, her nature stood alone. The awful point was
that, while full of ruth for others, on herself she had no pity;
the spirit was inexorable to the flesh; from the trembling hands,
the unnerved limbs, the fading eyes, the same service was
exacted as they had rendered in health. To stand by and
witness this, and not dare to remonstrate, was a pain no words
can render."

In fact, Emily never went out of doors after the Sunday
succeeding Bran well's death. She made no complaint; she
would not endure questioning; she rejected sympathy and help.
Many a timedid Charlotte and Anne drop their sewing, or cease
trom their writing, to listen with wrung hearts to the failing
step, the laboured breathing, the frequent pauses, with which
their sster climbed the short staircase; yet they dared not
notice what they observed, with pangs of suilering even deeper
than hers. They dared not notice it in words, far less by the
caressing assstance of a helping arm or hand. They sat, still
and silent.

" Nov. 23rd, 1848.

" | told you Emily was ill, in my last letter. She has not
rallied yet. Sheis veryill. | believe, if you were to se her,
your impression would bethat thereisno hope. A more hollow,
wasted, pallid aspect | have not beheld. The deep tight cough
continues; thebreathing after the least exertion isarapid pant;
and these symptoms are accompanied by pains in the chest and
side. Her pulse, the only time she allowed it be to felt, was
found to beat 115 per minute. In this state she resolutely
refuses to s a doctor; she will give no explanation of her
fedlings, she will scarcely allow her feelings to be alluded to.
Our position is, and has been for some weeks, exquisitely
painful. God only knows how all thisis to terminate. More
than once, | have been forced boldly to regard theterrible event
of her loss as possible, and even probable. But nature shrinks
from such thoughts. | think Emily seems the nearest thing to
my heart in theworld."

When a doctor had been sent for, and was in the very house,
Emily refused to see him. Her ssters could only describe to
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him what symptoms they had observed; and the medicines
which he sent shewould not take, denying that shewasill.

" Dec. 10th, 1848.

" | hardly know what to say to you about the subject which
now interests me the most keenly of anything in thisworld, for,
in truth, | hardly know what to think mysdlf. Hope and fear
fluctuate daily. The pain in her sde and ches is better; the
cough, the shortness of breath, the extreme emaciation con-
tinue. | have endured, however, such tortures of uncertainty
on this subject that, at length, | could endure it no longer; and
as her repugnance to seeing amedica man continues immutable,
—=as dhe declares ' no poisoning doctor' shall come near her,—I
have written unknown to her, to an eminent physician in
London, giving as minute a statement of her case and symptoms
as | could draw up, and requesting an opinion. | expect an
answer in a day or two. | am thankful to say, that my own
health at present is very tolerable. It is well suchis the casg;
for Anne, with the best will in the world to be useful, is really
too delicate to do or bear much. She too, a present, has
frequent pains in the sde.  Papa is dso pretty well, though
Emily's state renders him very anxious.

" The S (Anne Bronte's former pupils) were here about
a wek ago. They are attractive and stylish-looking girls.
They ssemed overjoyed to s Anne: when | went into the
room, they were clinging round her like two children—she,
meantime, looking perfectly quiet and passve. ... |. and H.
took it into their headsto comehere. | think it probable offence
was taken on that occasion,—from what cause, | know not; and
as, if such be the case, the grudge must rest upon purely imagin-
ary grounds—and since, besides, | have other things to think
about, my mind rarely dwells upon the subject. |If Emily were
but well, | fed asif | should not care who neglected, misunder-
stood, or abused me. | would rather you were not of the number
either. The crab-cheese arrived safdly. Emily hes just re-
minded me to thank you for it: it looks very nice. | wish she
werewell enoughtoestit.”

But Emily was growing rapidly worse. | remember Miss
Bronte's shiver at recalling the pang she felt when, after having
searched in thelittle hollows and sheltered crevices of the moors
for a lingering spray of heather—just one spray, however
withered—to take in to Emily, she saw that theflower was not
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eoog?nlsed by the dim and indifferent eyes. Yet, to the last,
ily adhered tenacioudly to her habits of |ndependence Sre
would suffer no one to assist her.  Any effort to do so roused
the old stern spirit. One Tuesday morning, in December, she
aose and dressed hersdf as usual, making many a pause, but
doing everything for herself, and even endeavouring to take up
her employment of sewing: the servants looked on, and knew
what the catching, rattllrgebreath and the glazmg of the eye
too surely foreto d: but kept at her work; and Charlotte
and Anne, though full of unspeskable dread, had still the
faintest spark of hope.  On that morning Charlotte wrote thus,
—probably in the very presence of her dying sister:—

" Tuesday.
** | should have written to you before, if | had had one word
of hope to say; but | have not. She grows daily wesker. The
physician's opinion was expressed too obscurely to be of use.
He sent some medicine, which she would not take. Moments
s0 dark as these | have never known. | pray for God's support
tousall. Hitherto He hasgrantedit."”

The morning drew on to noon. Emily was worse: she could
only whisper in gasps.  Now, when it was too late, she said to
Charlotte, " If you will send for a doctor, | will s him now."
About two o'clock she died.

" Dec. 21, 1848.

" Emily suffers no more from pain or weskness now. She
never will suffer morein thisworld. Sheis gone, after a hard,
short conflict. She died on Tuesday, the very day | wrote to
you. | thought it very possible she might be with us still for
weeks, and a few hours afterwards, she was in eternity. Yes;
there is no Emily in time or on earth now. Y esterday we put
her poor, wasted, mortal frame quietly under the church pave-
ment. Weare verg; cam at present.  Why should we be other-
wise? The anguish of seeing her suffer is over; the spectacle
of the pains of death is gone by; the funera day is past. We
fed dheisat peace. No need now to tremble for the hard frost
and the keen wind. Emily does not fed them. Shedied in a
time of promise.  We saw her taken from lifeinitsprime. But
it is God's will, and the place where she is gone is better than
that she has left.

" God has sustained me, in a way that | marvel at, through
such agony as | had not conceived. | now look a Anne, and
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wish she were well and strong; but she is neither; nor is papa.
Could you now come to us for a few days? | would not ask
you to stay long. Write and tell me if you could come next
week, and by what train. | would try to send agig for you to
Keighley. You will, | trust, find us tranquil. Try to come.
| never so much needed the consolation of a friend's presence.
Pleasure, of course, there would be none for you in the visit,
except what your kind heart would teach you to find in doing
good to others."

As the old, bereaved father and his two surviving children
followed the coffin to the grave, they were joined by Keeper,
Emily's fierce, faithful bull-dog. He walked aongside of the
mourners, and into the church, and stayed quietly there all the
time that the burial service was being read. When he came
home, he lay down at Emily's chamber door, and howled piti-
fully for many days. Anne Bronte drooped and sickened more
rapidly from that time; and so ended the year 1848.

CHAPTER XVII

AN article on Vanity Fair and Jane Eyre had appeared in the
Quarterly Review of December, 1848. Some weeks after, Miss
Bronte wrote to her publishers, asking why it had not been sent
to her; and conjecturing that it was unfavourable, she rﬁ)emed
her previous request, that whatever was done with the laudatory,
all critiques adverse to the novel might be forwarded to her
without fail. The Quarterly Review was accordingly sent. |
am not aware that Miss Bronte took any greater notice of the
article than to place a few sentences out of it in the mouth of
a hard and vulgar woman in Shirley, where they are so much
in character, that few have recognised them as a quotation.
The time when the article was read was good for Miss Bronte;
she was numbed to all ;gtty annoyances by the grand severity
of Death. Otherwise might have felt more keenly than
they deserved the criticisms which, while striving to be severe,
failed in logic, owing to the misuse of prepositions; and have
smarted under conjectures as to the authorship of Jane E?/re,
which, intended to be acute, were merely flippant. But flip-
pancy tekes a graver name when directed against an author by
an anonymous writer. We call it then cowardly insolence.
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Every one has a right to form his own conclusion respecting
the merits and demerits of a book. | complain not of the
judgment which the reviewer passes on Jane Eyre. Opinions
asto its tendency varied then, as they do now. While | write,
| receive a letter from a clergyman in America in which he says:
""We havein our sacred of sacreds a special shelf, highly adorned,
as a place we delight to honour, of novels which we recognise
as having had a good influence on character, our character.
[Foremost is Jane Eyre"

Nor do | deny the existence of a diametrically opposite judg-
ment. And so (as | trouble not myself about the reviewer's
style of composition) | leave his criticisms regarding the merits
of the work on one side. But when—forgetting the chivalrous
spirit of the good and noble Southey, who said: " In reviewing
anonymous works myself, when | have known the authors |
have never mentioned them, taking it for granted they had
sufficient reasons for avoiding the publicity "—the Quarterly
reviewer goes on into gossiping conjectures as to who Currer Bell
really is, and pretends to decide on what the writer may be
from the book, | protest with my whole soul against such want
of Christian charity. Not even the desire to write a " smart
article/' which shall be talked about in London, when the faint
mask of the anonymous can be dropped at pleasure if the
cleverness of the review be admired—not even this temptation
can excuse the stabbing cruelty of the judgment. Who is he
that should say of an unknown woman: " She must be one who
for some sufficient reason has long forfeited the society of her
sex " ? Isheonewho hasled a wild and struggling and isolated
life—seeing few but plain and outspoken Northerns, unskilled
in the euphuisms which assist the polite world to skim over the
mention of vice? Has he striven through long weeping years
to find excuses for the lapse of an only brother; and through
daily contact with a poor lost profligate, been compelled into a
certain familiarity with the vices that his soul abhors? Has he,
through trials, close following in dread march through his house-
hold, sweeping the hearthstone bare of life and love, still striven
hard for strength to say, " It is the Lord! let Him do what
seemeth to Him good "—and sometimes striven in vain, until
the kindly Light returned? If through all these dark waters
the scornful reviewer have passed clear, refined, free from stain,
—with a soul that has never in all its agonies cried " lama
sabachthani," —still, even then let him pray with the Publican
rather than judge with the Pharisee.
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" Jan. 10th, 1849.

" Anne had a very tolerable day yesterday, and a pretty quiet
night last night, though she did not degp much. Mr. Wheel-
house ordered the blister to be put on again. She bore it
without sckness. | have just dressed it, and she is risen and
come down-stairs.  She looks somewhat pae and sickly. She
has had one dose of the cod-liver oil; it smdls and tastes like
train oil. « | am trying to hope, but the day is windy, cloudy,
and stormy. My spirits fall at intervals very low; then | look
where you counsd me to look, beyond earthly tempests and
sorrows. | seem to get strength, if not consolation. 1t will
not do to anticipate. | fed that hourly. Inthenight, | awake
and long for morning; then my heart is wrung. Papa con-
tinues much the same; he was very faint when he came down
to breskfast. . . . Dear E——, your friendship is some com-
fort to me. | am thankful forit. | see few lights through the
darkness of the present time; but amongst them the constancy
of a kind heart attached to me is one of the most cheering
and serene.”

" Jan. 15th, 1849.

" | can scarcdly sy that Anne is worse, nor can | sy she is
better. She varies often in the course of a day, yet each day
is passed pretty much the same. The morning is usually the
best time; the afternoon and the evening the most feverish.
Her cough is the most troublesome at night, but it is rarely
violent. The pain in her arm still disturbs her. She takes the
cod-liver oil and carbonate of iron regularly; she finds them
both nauseous, but especialy the oil. Her appetite is small
indeed. Do not fear that | shall relax in my care of her. She
is too precious not to be cherished with all the fostering strength
| have. Papa, | am thankful to say, has been a good dedl
better this last day or two.

" As to your queries about myself, | can only say, that if |
continue as | am | shall do very well. | have not yet got rid
of the pains in my chest and back. They oddly return with
every change of weather; and are still sometimes accompanied
with alittle soreness and hoarseness, but | combat them steadily
with pitch plasters and bran tea. | should think it silly and
wrong indeed not to be regardful of my own health at present;
it would not do to beill now.

" | avoid looking forward or backward, and try to keep looking
upward. Thisis not the time to regret, dread, or weep. What
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| have and ought to do is very distinctly laid out for me; what
| want, and pray for, is strength to perform it The days pass
in a dow, dark march; the nights are the test; the sudden
wakings from restless deep, the revived knowledge that one lies
in her grave, and another not at my side, but in a separate and
sick bed. However, God is over all."

" Jan. 22nd, 1849.

" Anne really did seem to be a little better during some mild
days last week, but to-day she looks very pade and languid
again. She perseveres with the cod-liver oil, but still finds it
VEry nauseous.

" She is truly obliged to you for the soles for her shoes, and
finds them extremely comfortable. | am to commission you
to get her just such a respirator as Mrs. had. She would
not object to give a higher price, if you thought it better. If
it is not too much trouble, you may likewise get me a pair of
soles; you can send them and the respirator when you send the
box. You must put down the price of all, and we will pay you
in a Post Office order.  Wuthering Heights was given to you. |
have sent neither letter nor parcel. | had nothing but
dreary news to write, so preferred that others should tell her.
| have not written to———either. | cannot write, except
when | am quite obliged."

"Feb. nth, 1849.

" We received the box and its contents quite safely to-day.
The penwipers are very pretty, and we are very much obliged
to you for them. | hope the respirator will be useful to Anne,
in case she should ever be well enough to go out again.
continues very much in the same state—I trust not greatly worse,
though she is becoming very thin. | fear it would be only sdf-
delusion to fancy her better.  What effect the advancing season
may have on her, | know not; perhaps the return of realy
warm weather may give nature a happy stimulus. | tremble
at the thought of any change to cold wind or frost.  Would that
March were well over! Her mind seems generally serene, and
her sufferings hitherto are nothing like Emily's. The thought
of what may be to come grows more familiar to my mind; but it
is asad, dreary guest.”

" March 16th, 184.0.

" We have found the past week a somewhat trying one; it
has not been cold, but still there have been changes of tempera-
ture whose effect Anne has felt unfavourably. She is not, |



Support Under Affliction 263

trust, serioudy worse, but her cough is at times very hard and
painful, and her strength rather diminished than improved. |
wish the month of March was well over. You areright in con-
jecturing that | am somewhat depressed; at times | certainly
am. It was almost easier to bear up when the trial was at its
crisisthannow. Thefeding of Emily'sloss does not diminish as
time wears on; it often makes itself most acutely recognised.
It brings too an inexpressible sorrow withit; and then the future
isdark. Yet| amwell aware, it will not do either to complain,
or sink, and | strive to do neither. Strength, | hope and trust,
will yet be given in proportion to the burden; but the pain of
my position is not one likely to lessen with habit. 1ts solitude
and isolation are oppressive circumstances, yet | do not wish
for any friendsto stay with me; | could not do with any one—
not even you—to share the sadness of the house; it would rack
meintolerably. Meantime, judgment is still blent with mercy.
Anne's sufferings still continue mild. It is my nature, when
left done, to struggle on with a certain perseverance, and |
believe God will help me."

Anne had been ddlicate all her life; a fact which perhaps
made them less aware than they would otherwise have been,
of the true nature of those fatal first symptoms. Yet they seem
to have lost but little time before they sent for the first advice
that could be procured. She was examined with the stetho-
soope, and the dreadful fact was announced that her lungs were
affected, and that tubercular consumption had aready made
considerable progress. A system of treatment was prescribed,
which was afterwards ratified by the opinion of Dr. Forbes.

For a short time they hoped that the diseese was arrested.
Charlotte—hersdlf ill with a complaint that severely tried her
spirits—was the ever-watchful nurse of this younged, last
sgter.  One comfort was that Anne was the patientest, gentlest
invalid that could be. Still, there were hours, days, weeks of
inexpressible anguish to be borne; under the pressure of which
Charlotte could only pray: and pray she did, right earnestly.
Thus she writes on March 24th: —

" Anne's decline is gradual and fluctuating; but its nature
is not doubtful. ... In spirit she is resigned: at heart she
is, | believe, atrue Christian. . . . May God support her and
all of usthrough thetrial of lingering sickness, and aid her in
the last hour, when the sruggle which separates soul from body
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must be gone through! We saw Emily torn from the midst <
us when our hearts clung to her with intense attachment. . .
She was scarce buried when Anne's health failed. . . . Thes
things would be too much, if reason, unsupported by religioi
were condemned to bear them alone. | have cause to be mof
thankful for the strength that has hitherto been vouchsafed bot
to my father and to myself. God, | think, is especially mercif\
to old age; and for my own part, trials, which in perspectiv
would have seemed to me quite intolerable, when they actuall
came | endured without prostration. Yet | must confess thai
in the time which has elapsed since Emily's death, there hav
been moments of solitary, deep, inert affliction, far harder t
bear than those which immediately followed our loss. Thecrisi
of bereavement has an acute pang which goads to exertion; th
desolate after-feeling sometimes paralyses. | have learnt tha
we are not to find solace in our own strength; we must seek i
in God's omnipotence. Fortitude is good; but fortitude itsel
must be shaken under us to teach us how weak we are! "

All through this illness of Anne's, Charlotte had the comfor
of being able to talk to her about her state; a comfort renderec
inexpressibly great by the contrast which it presented to th
recollection of Emily's rejection of all sympathy. If a proposa
for Anne's benefit was made, Charlotte could speak to her abou
it, and the nursing and dying sister could consult with eacl
other as to its desirability. | have seen but one of Anne':
letters; it is the only time we seem to be brought into direc
personal contact with this gentle, patient girl. In order to give
the requisite preliminary explanation, | must state that the
family of friends, to which E belonged, proposed that Ann<
should come to them; in order to try what change of air and
diet, and the company of kindly people could do towards restor-
ing her to health. In answer to this proposal, Charlotte
writes:—

" March 24th.

" | read your kind note to Anne, and she wishes me to thank
you sincerely for your friendly proposal. She feels, of course,
that it would not do to take advantage of it, by quartering an
invalid upon the inhabitants of but she intimates there
is another way in which you might serve her, perhaps with some
benefit to yourself as well asto her. Should it, amonth or two
hence, be deemed advisable that she should go either to the
seaside, or to some inland watering-place—and should papa be
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disinclined to move, and | consequently obliged to remain at
home—she asks, could you be her companion? Of course |
need not add that in the event of such an arrangement being
made, you would be put to no expense.  This, dear E., is Anne's
proposal; | makeit to comply with her wish; but for my own
part, | must add that | sse serious objections to your accepting
It—objections | cannot name to her. She continues to vary;
is sometimes worse, and sometimes better, as the weather
changes, but, on the whole, | fear she loses strength.  Papa

s her state is most precarious; she may be spared for some
time, or a sudden alteration might remove her before we are
aware. Were such an alteration to take place while she was
far from home, and aone with you, it would be terrible. The
idea of it cistresses meinexpressibly, and | tremble whenever she
aludes to the project of ajourney. In short, | wish we could
gain time, and s how gets on. |If e leaves home, It
certainly should not bein the ggfnmous month of May, which
isproverbially trying to the weak. June would be a safer month.
If we could reach June, | should have good hopes of her getting
through the summer. Write such an answer to this note as |
can show Anne. Y ou can write any additional remarks to me
on a separate piece of . Do not consider yourself as con-
fined to discussing only our sad affairs. | am interested in all
that interests you."

FROM ANNE BRONTE
- April 5th, 1849.

"MY DEAR MISS—, —I thank you greatly for your k|nd

letter, and your ready compllance with my ﬁropo
as the will can go at least. | see, however, that your fr|ends
are unwilling that you should undertake the responsibility of
accompanying me under present circumstances. But | do not
think there would be any great responsibility in the matter. |
know, and everybody knows, that you would be as kind and
helpful as any one could possibly be, and | hope | should not be
very troublesome. It would be as a companion, not as a nurse,
that | should wish for your company; otherwise | should not
ventureto ask it. Asfor your kind and often-repested invita-
tion to——, pray give my sincere thanks to your mother and
sisters, but tell them | could not think of inflicting my presence
upon them as | now am. |t is very kind of them to make so
light of the trouble, but still there must be more or less, and

K318
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certainly no pleasure, from the society of asilent invalid stranger.
| hope, however, that Charlotte will by some means make it
possible to accompany me after all.  Sheiis certainly very deli-
cate, and greatly needs a change of air and soene to renovate
her constitution. And then your going with me before the end
of May, is apparently out of the question, unless you are disap-
pointed in your visitors; but | should be reluctant to wait till
then, if the weather would at all permit an earlier departure.
You sy May isatrying month, and so say others. The earlier
part is often cold enough, | acknowledge, but, according to my
experience, we are amost certain of some fine warm days in the
|atter half, when the laburnums and lilacs are in bloom; whereas
June is often cold, and July generdly wet. But | have a more
serious reason than this for my impatience of delay. The
doctors say that change of air or removal to a better climate
would hardly ever fail of suoccess in consumptive cases, if the
remedy were taken in time; but the reason why there are so
many disappointments is, that it is generdly deferred till it is
too late. Now | would not commit this error; and, to say the
truth, though | suffer much less from pain and fever than | did
when you were with us, | am decidedly weaker, and very much
thinner. My cough still troubles me a good deal, especialy in
the night, and, what seems worse than all, | am subject to great
shortness of breath on going up-stai“s or any slight exertion.
Under these circumstances, | think there is no time to be lost.
| have no horror of death: if I thought it inevitable, | think
| could quietly resign myself to the prospect, in the hope that
you, der Miss——, would give as much of your company as
you possibly could to Charlotte, and be a sister to her in my
stead. But | wish it would please God to spare me, not only
for papas and Charlotte's sakes, but because | long to do some
good in the world before | leave it. | have many sthemes in
my head for future practice—humble and limited indeed—but
still I should not like them all to come to nothing, and myself to
have lived to so little purpose. But God's will be done. Re-
menber me respectfully to your mother and sisters, and believe
me, dear Miss——, yours most affectionately,
" ANNE BRONTE."

It must have been about this time that Anne composed her
last verses, before " the desk was closed, and the pen laid asde
for ever."
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1

" | hoped that with the brave and strong
My_Forti_oned task might lie;
To toil amid the busy throng,
With purpose pure and high.

1

" But God has fixed another part,
And He has fixed it well:
| said so with my bleeding heart,
When first the anguish fell.

in.
" Thou God, hast taken our delight,
Our treasured hope, away;

Thou bid'st us now weep through the night
And sorrow through the day.

V.

" These weary hours will not be lost,
These days of misery,—
These nights of darkness, anguish-tost,—¢
Can | but turn to Thee.

V.

" With secret labour to sustain
In humble patience every blow;
To gather fortitude from Pain,
And hope and holiness from woe.

VI.

" Th;;s let me serve Thee from my heart,
Whate'er may be my written fate;
Whether thus early to depart,
Or yet a while to wait.

VII.

" If Thou should'st bring me back to life,
More humbled | should be;
More wise—more strengthened for the strife.
More apt to lean on Thee.

VI

" Should death be standing at the gate,
Thus should | keep my vow;
But, Lord, whatever be my fate,
Oh let me serve Thee now! "

| take Charlotte's own words as the bet record of her thoughts
and fedings during all this terrible time.
April - 12th.
" | read Annésletter to you; it was touching enough, as you
say. |f there were no hope beyond this world—no eternity,—
no life to come—Emily's fate, and that which threatens Anne,
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would be heart-breaking. | cannot forget Emily's death-day;
it becomes a more fixed, a darker, a more frequently recurring
idea in my mind than ever. It was very terrible. She was
torn, conscious, panting, reluctant, though resolute, out of a
happy life. Butitwill not do to dwell on these things.

"I am glad your friends object to your going with Anne:
it would never do. To speak truth, even if your mother and
sisters had consented, | never could. It is not that there is any
laborious attention to pay her; she requires, and will accept,
but little nursing; but there would be hazard, and anxiety of
mind, beyond what you ought to be subject to. |f, amonth or
six weeks hence, she continues to wish for a change as much as
she does now, | shall (D. V.) go with her myself. It will cer-
tainly be my paramount duty; other cares must be made sub-
servient to that. | have consulted Mr. T he does not
object, and recommends Scarborough, which was Anne's own
choice. | trust affairs may be so ordered, that you may be able

to be with us at least part of the time. . . . Whether in
lodgings or not, | should wish to be boarded. Providing oneself
is, | think, an insupportable nuisance. | don't like keeping

provisionsin acupboard, locking up, being pillaged, and all that.
It is a petty, wearing annoyance."

The progress of Anne's illness was slower than that of Emily's
had been; and she was too unselfish to refuse trying means,
from which, if she herself had little hope of benefit, her friends
might hereafter derive a mournful satisfaction.

"1 began to flatter myself she was getting strength. But
the change to frost has told upon her; she suffers more of late.
Still her illness has none of the fearful rapid symptoms which
appalled in Emily's case. Could she only get over the spring,
| hope summer may do much for her, and then early removal to
awarmer locality for the winter might, at least, prolong her life.
Could we only reckon upon another year, | should be thankful;
but can we do this for the healthy ? A few days ago | wrote to
have Dr. Forbes' opinion. ... He warned us against enter-
taining sanguine hopes of recovery. The cod-liver oil he con-
siders a peculiarly efficacious medicine. He, too, disapproved
of change of residence for the present. There is some feeble
consolation in thinking we are doing the very best that can be
done. The agony of forced, total neglect, is not now felt, as
during Emily'sillness. Never may we be doomed to feel such
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agonyeﬁjain. It was terrible. | have felt much less of the
disagreeable pains in my chest lately, and much less dso of the
oreness and hoarseness. | tried an application of hot vinegar,
which seemed to do good."

" May ist.

" | was glad to hear that when we go to Scarborough, you
will be at liberty to go with us, but the journey and its conse-
quences still continue a source of great anxiety to me; | must
try to put it off two or three weeks longer if | can; perhaps by
that time the milder ssason may have given Anne more strength,
—perhaps it will be otherwise; | cannot tell. The change to
fine weather has not proved beneficid to her so far. She has
sometimes been so weak, and suffered so much from pain in
the side, during the last few days, that | have not known what
to think. . . . She may rally again, and be much better, but
there must be some improvement before | can fed justified in
taking her away from home. Yet todelay ispainful; for,asis
alwgls the cag, | believe, under her circumstances, she ssams
hersdf not half conscious of the necessity for such delay. She
wonders, | believe, why | don't talk more about the journey: it
grieves me to think she may even be hurt by my seeming tardi-
nes.  Sheis very much emaciated,—far more than when you
werewith us; her amsare no thicker than alittlechild's. The
least exertion brings a shortness of breath. Shegoesout alittle
every day, but we creep rather than walk. . . . Papacontinues
ﬁretty well;—I hope | shal be enabled to bear up. So far, |

ave reason for thankfulness to God."

May had come, and brought the milder weather longed for,
but Anne was worse for the very change. A little later on, it
became colder, and she rallied, and poor Charlotte began to
hopethat, if May were once over, she might last for along time.
Miss Bronte wrote to engage the lodgings at Scarborough,—a
place which Anne had formerly visited with the family to whom
she was governess.  They took a good-sized sitting-room, and
an airy double-bedded room (both commanding a sea-view),
in one of the best situations of thetown. Money weas as nothing
in comparison with life; besdes, Anne had a small legacy left
to her by her godmother, and they felt that she could not better
employ this than in obtaining what might prolong life, if not
restore health. On May 16th, Charlotte writes:

" It is with a heavy heart | pre'f)are; and earnestly do | wish
the fatigue of the journey were well over. It may be borne better
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than | expect; for temporary stimulus often does much; but
when | se the daily increasing weskness, | know not what to
think. 1 fear youwill be shocked whenyou ss2 Anne; but beon
your guard, deer E——, not to express your feelings;, indeed,
| can trust both your sdf-possesson and your kindness. | wish
my judgment sanctioned the step of going to Scarborough,
more fully than it does. You ask how | have arranged about
leaving Papa. | could make no specid arrangement. He
wishes me to go with Anne, and would not hear of Mr. N—'s
coming, or anything of that kind; so | do what | believeis for
the best, and leave the result to Providence."

They planned to rest and spend a night at York; and, at
Ann€'s desire, arranged to make some purchases there.  Char-
|otte ends the letter to her friend, in which she tellsher all this,

with—
" May 2yd.

" | wish it seemed less like a dreary mockery in us to talk of
buying bonnets, etc. Anne was very ill yesterday. She had
difficulty of breathing all day, even when sitting perfectly still.
To-day dhe ssams better again. | long for the moment to come
when the experiment of the searair will be tried. Will it do her
good? | cannot tell; | can only wish. Oh! if it would plesse
God to strengthen and revive Anne, how happy wc might be
together: Hiswill, however, be done! "

The two sisters left Haworth on Thursday, May 24th. They
were to have done s the day before, and had made an appoint-
ment with their friend to meet them at the Leeds Station, in
order that they might all proceed together. But on Wednesday
morning Annewas so il 1, that it was impossible for the sigters to
set out; yet they had no means of letting their friend know of
this, and she consequently arrived at Leeds station at the time
specified. There she sate waiting for severa hours. It struck
her as strange at the time—and it aimost ssams ominous to her
fancy now—that twice over, from two separate arrivals on the
line by which she was expecting her friends, coffins were carried
forth, and placed in hearses which were in waiting for their dead,
as she was waiting for one in four days to become so.

The next day she could bear suspense no longer, and set out
for Haworth, reaching there just in time to carry the fecble,
fainting invalid into the chaise which stood at the gate to take
them down to Keighley. The servant who stood at the Parson-



Anne Bronte at Scarborough 271

age gates, saw Death written on her face, and spoke of it.  Char-
lotte saw it and did not spesk of it,—it would have been giving
the dread too distinct a form; and if this last darling yearned
for the change to Scarborough, go she should, however Charlotte's
heart might be wrung by impending fear. The lady who accom-
panied them, Charlotte's beloved friend of more than twenty
years, has kindly written out for me the following account of the
Journey—and of the end.

" She left her home May 24th, 1849—died May 28th. Her
life was calm, quiet, Sﬁl ritual; such was her end. Through the
trials and fatlgues of the Journey, she evinced the pious courage
and fortitude of a martyr. Dependence and helplesness were
ever with her a far sorer trlaJ than hard, racking pain.

" The first stage of our journey was to York; and here the
dear invalid was so revived, so cheerful, and so happy, we drew
consolation, and trusted that at least tem orary Improvement
was to be derived from the change which she had so longed for,
and her friends had so dreaded for her.

" By her request we went to the Minster, and to her it was an
overpowering pleasure; not for its own imﬁosj ng and impressive
grandeur only, but because it brought to her susceptible nature
a vital and overwhelming sne of omnipotence. She said,
while gazing at the structure, ' If finite er can do this, what
isthe . . . ?'and here emotion stayed her speech, and she was
hastened to a less exciting scene

" Her weskness of body wes great, but her gratitude for every
mercy wes greater. After such an exertion as walking to her
bed-room, she would clasp her hands and raise her eyes in silent
thanks, and she did this not to the exclusion of wonted prayer,
for that too was performed on bended knee, ere she accepted
the rest of her couch.

" On the 25th we arrived at Scarborough; our dear invalid
having, during the journey, directed our attention to every
prospect worthy of notice.

" On the 26th she drove on the sands for an hour; and lest
the poor donkey should be urged by its driver to a greater
goecd than her tender heart thought right, she took the reins,
and drove hersdf.  When joined by her friend, she was charging
the boy-master of the donkey to treat the poor animal well.
She was ever fond of dumb things, and would give up her own
comfort for them.

" On Sunday, the 27th, she wished to go to church, and her
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eye brightened with the thought of once more worshipping her
God amongst her fellow-creatures.  We thought it prudent to
dissuade her from the attempt, though it was evident her heart
was longing tojoinin the public act of devotionand praise.

" She walked a little in the afternoon, and meeting with a
sheltered and comfortable seat near the beach, she begged we
would leave her, and enjoy the various senes near at hand,
which were new to us but familiar to her.  She loved the place,
and wished us to share her preference.

" The evening closed in with the most glorious sunset ever
witnessed. The cadtle on the cliff stood in proud glory gilded
by the rays of the declining sun. The distant ships glittered
like burnished gold; the little boats near the beach heaved on
the ebbing tide, inviting occupants. The view was grand
beyond description. Anne was drawn in her easy chair to the
window, to enjoy the scenewith us.  Her face became illumined
amost as much as the glorious soene she gazed upon. Little
was said, for it was plain that her thoughts were driven by the
imposing view before her to penetrate forwards to the regions
of unfading glory. She again thought of public worship, and
wished us to leave her, and join those who were assembled at
the House of God. We declined, gently urging the duty and
plessure of staying with her, who was now so dear and so fechle.
On returning to her place near the fire, she conversed with her
sster upon the ;i)]ropriety of returning to their home. She did
not wish it for her own sske, she said: she wes fearing others
might suffer more if her decesse occurred where she was.
She probably thought the task of accompanying her lifdess
remains on a long journey was more than her sister could bear
—more than the bereaved father could bear, were she borne
home another, and a third tenant of the family-vault in the
short gpace of nine months.

" The night was passed without any apparent accesson of
illness. She rose a seven o'clock, and performed most of her
toilet hersdlf, by her expressad wish. Her sister always yielded
such points, believing it was the truest kindness not to press
inability when it was not acknowledged. Nothing occurred to
excite alarm till about 11 AM. She then spoke of feding a
change. ' She believed she had not long to live. Could she
reach home alive, if we prepared immediately for departure?
A physician was sent for. Her address to him was made with
perfect composure. She begged him to say * How long he
thought she might live;—not to fear spesking the truth, for she
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was not afraid to die." The doctor reluctantly admitted that
the angel of death was already arrived, and that life was ebbing
fast. She thanked him for his truthfulness, and he departed to
come again very soon. Shestill occupied her easy chair, looking
SO serene, so reliant: there was no opening for grief as yet,
though all knew the separation was at hand. She clasped her
hands, and reverently invoked a blessing from on high; first
upon her sister, then upon her friend, to whom she said, ' Be a
sister in my stead. Give Charlotte as much of your company as
you can." She then thanked each for her kindness and attention.

" Ere long the restlessness of approaching death appeared,
and she was borne to the sofa; on being asked if she were easier,
she looked gratefully at her questioner, and said, * It is not you
who can give me ease, but soon all will be well, through the
merits of our Redeemer." Shortly after this, seeing that her
sister could hardly restrain her grief, she said, ' Take courage,
Charlotte; take courage. Her faith never failed, and her eye
never dimmed till about two o'clock, when she calmly and with-
out asigh passed from the temporal to the eternal. So still, and
so hallowed were her last hours and moments. There was no
thought of assistance or of dread. The doctor came and went
two or three times. The hostess knew that death was near, yet
so little was the house disturbed by the presence of the dying,
and the sorrow of those so nearly bereaved, that dinner was
announced as ready, through the half-opened door, as the living
sister was closing the eyes of the dead one. She could now no
more stay the welled-up grief of her sister with her emphatic
and dying ' Take courage,’ and it burst forth in brief but agon-
ising strength. Charlotte's affection, however, had another
channel, and there it turned in thought, in care, and in tender-
ness. There was bereavement, but there was not solitude;—
sympathy was at hand, and it was accepted. With calmness,
came the consideration of the removal of the dear remains to
their home resting-place. This melancholy task, however, was
never performed; for the afflicted sister decided to lay the
flower in the place where it had fallen. She believed that to do
so would accord with the wishes of the departed. She had no
preference for place. She thought not of the grave, for that is
but the body's goal, but of all that is beyond it

" Her remains rest,
* Where the south sun warms the now dear sod,

Where the ocean billows lave and strike the steep and turf-covered
rock.' "

*K318
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Anne died on the Monday. On the Tuesday Charlotte wrote
to her father; but, knowing that his presence was required for
some annua Church solemnity a Haworth, she informed him
that she had made all necessary arrangements for the interment,
and that the funeral would take place so soon, that he could
hardly arriveintimeforit. The surgeon who had visited Anne
on the day of her death, offered his atendance, but it was
respectfully declined.

Mr. Bronte wrote to urge Charlotte's longer stay at the seer
sde. Her health and spirits were sorely shaken; and much as
he naturally longed to s his onI% remaining child, he felt it
right to persuade her to take, with her friend, a few more weeks
change of scene—though even that could not bring change of
thought. Late in June the friends returned homewards—
parting rather suddenly (it would ssem) from each other, when
their paths diverged.

" July, 1849,

" | Intended to have written a line to you to-day, if | had
not received yours. We did indeed part suddenly; it made
my heart ache that we were severed without the time to ex-
change a word; and yet perhast it was better. | got here a
little before e|ght oclock was clean and bright waitin
for me. Papa and the servants were well; and all recelv
me with an affection which should have consoled. The dogs
semed in strange ecstasy. | am certain they regarded me as
the harbinger of others. The dumb creatures thought that as
| was returned, those who had been so long absent were not
far behind.

" | left Papa soon, and went into the dining-room: | shut the
door—I tried to be glad that | was come home. | have dways
been glad before—except once—even then | was cheered.  But
this time joy was not to be the sensation. | felt that the house
was all silent—the rooms were all emptz. | remembered where
the three were laid—in what narrow dark dwellings—never more
to reappear on earth.  So the sense of desolation and hitterness
took possesson of me. The agony that was to be undergone,
and was not to be avoided, cameon. | underwent it, and passed
a dreary evening and night, and a mournful morrow; to-day
I am better.

"1 do not know how life will f)as but | certainly do fed
confidence in Him who has upheld me hitherto. Solitude may
be cheered, and made endurable beyond what | can believe.
The great trial is when evening doses and night approaches.
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At that hour, we used to assemble in the dining-room—we used
to talk. Now | sit by myself—necessarily | am silent. |
cannot help thinking of their last days, remembering their
sufferings, and what they said and did, and how they looked in
mortal affliction. Perhaps all this will become less poignant in
time.

" Let me thank you once more, dear E , for your kindness
to me, which | do not mean to forget. How did you think all
looking at your home? Papa thought me a little stronger;
he said my eyes were not so sunken."

" July 14th, 1849.

"1 do not much like giving an account of myself. | like
better to go out of myself, and talk of something more cheerful.
My cold, wherever | got it, whether at Easton or elsewhere, is
not vanished yet. It began in my head, then | had a sore
throat, and then a sore chest, with a cough, but only a trifling
cough, which | still have at times. The pain between my
shoulders likewise amazed me much. Say nothing about it,
for | confess | am too much disposed to be nervous. This
nervousness is a horrid phantom. | dare communicate no
ailment to Papa; his anxiety harasses me inexpressibly.

" My life is what | expected it to be. Sometimes when |
wake in the morning, and know that Solitude, Remembrance,
and Longing are to be almost my sole companions all day
through—that at night | shall go to bed with them, that they
will Tong keep me sleepless—that next morning | shall wake to
them again,—sometimes, Nell, | have a heavy heart of it. But
crushed | am not, yet; nor robbed of elasticity, nor of hope,
nor quite of endeavour. | have some strength to fight the battle
of life. | am aware, and can acknowledge, | have many com-
forts, many mercies. Still | can get on. But | do hope and
pray, that never may you, or any one | love, be placed as | am.
To sit in alonely room—the clock ticking loud through a still
house—and have open before the mind's eye the record of the
last year, with its shocks, sufferings, losses—is a trial.

" 1 write to you freely, because | believe you will hear me with
moderation—that you will not take alarm or think me in any
way worse off than | am."
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CHAPTER XVIII

T H E tale of Shirley had been begun soon after the publication
of Jane Eyre. If the reader will refer to the account | have
given of Miss Bronte's schooldays at Roe Head, he will there
see how every place surrounding that house was connected with
the Luddite riots, and will learn how stories and anecdotes of
that time were rife among the inhabitants of the neighbouring
villages; how Miss Wooler hersef, and the elder relations of
most of her schoolfellows, must have known the actors in those
grim disturbances. What Charlotte had heard there as a girl
came up in her mind when, as a woman, she sought a subject
for her next work; and she sent to Leeds for a file of the
Mercuries of 1812, '13, and '14; in order to understand the
spirit of those eventful times. She was anxious to write of
things she had known and seen; and among the number was the
West Yorkshire character, for which any tale laid among the
Luddites would afford full scope. In Shirley she took the idea
of most of her characters from life, although the incidents and
situations were, of course, fictitious. She thought that if these
last were purely imaginary, she might draw from the real
without detection, but in this she was mistaken; her studies
were too closgly accurate. This occasionally led her into diffi-
culties. People recognised themselves, or were recognised by
others, in her graphic descriptions of their personal appearance,
and modes of action and turns of thought; though they were
placed in new positions, and figured away in scenes far different
to those in which their actual life had been passed. Miss Bronte
was struck by the force or peculiarity of the character of some
one whom she knew; she studied it, and analysed it with subtle
power; and having traced it to its germ, she took that germ
as the nucleus of an imaginary character, and worked outwards;
—thus reversing the process of analysation, and unconsciously
reproducing the same external development. The " three
curates" were real living men, haunting Haworth and the
neighbouring district; and so obtuse in perception that, after
thefirst burst of anger at having their ways and habits chronicled
was over, they rather enjoyed the joke of calling each other by
the names she had given them. " Mrs. Pryor " was well known
to many who loved the original dearly. The whole family of
the Yorkes were, | have been assured, almost daguerreotypes.
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Indeed Miss Bronte told me that, before publication, she had
sent those parts of the novel in which these remarkable persons
are introduced, to one of the sons; and his reply, after reading
it, was simply that " she had not drawn them strong enough.”
From those many-sided sons, | suspect, she drew all that there
was of truth in the characters of the heroes in her first two
works. They, indeed, were almost the only young men she
knew intimately, besides her brother. There was much friend-
ship, and still more confidence between the Bronte fami(ljy and
them,—although their intercourse was often broken and irre-
gular. There was never any warmer feeling on either side.

The character of Shirley hersdlf, is Charlotte's representation
of Emily. | mention this, because all that I, a stranger, have
been able to learn about her has not tended to give either me,
or my readers, a pleasant impression of her. But we must
remember how little we are acquainted with her, compared to
that sister, who, out of her more intimate knowledge, says that
she " was genuinely good, and truly great," and who tried to
depict her character in Shirley Keeldar, as what Emily Bronte
would have been, had she been placed in health and prosperity.

Miss Bronte took extreme pains with Shirley. She felt that
the fame she had acquired imposed upon her a double responsi-
bility. Shetried to make her novel like a piece of actua life,
—feding sure that, if she but represented the product of per-
sonal experience and observation truly, good would come out of
it in the long run. She carefully studied the different reviews
and criticisms that had appeared on Jane Eyre, in hopes of
extracting precepts and advice from which to profit.

Down into the very midst of her writing came the bolts of
death. She had nearly finished the second volume of her tale
when Branwell died—after him Emily,—after her Anne,—the
pen, laid down when there were three sigters living and loving,
was taken up when one done remained. Well might she cdl
the first chapter that she wrote after this, " The Valley of the
Shadow of Death.”

| knew in part what the unknown author of Shirley must have
suffered, when | read those pathetic words which occur at the
end of this and the beginning of the succeeding chapter:—

" Till bresk of day, she wrestled with God in earnest prayer.

" Not aways do those who dare such divine conflict prevail.
Night after night the swea of acT;ony may burst dark on the
forehead; the supplicant may cry for mercy with that soundiess
voice the soul utters when its appeal isto the Invisible. ' Spare
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my beloved,' it may implore. ' Heal my life's life. Rend not
from me what long affection entwines with my whole nature.
God of Heaven—bend—hear—be clement!" And after thiscry
and strife, the sun may rise and see him worsted. That opening
morn, which used to salute him with the whispers of zephyrs,
the carol of skylarks, may breathe, as its first accents, from the
dear lips which colour and heat have quitted,—' Oh! | have
had a suffering night. This morning | am worse. | have tried
torise. | cannot. Dreams | am unused to have troubled me.'

" Then the watcher approaches the patient's pillow, and sees
a new and strange moulding of the familiar features, feds at
once that the insufferable moment draws nigh, knows that it is
God's will his idol should be broken, and bends his head, and
subdues his soul to the sentence he cannot avert, and scarce
can bear. . . .

" No piteous, unconscious moaning sound—which so wastes
our strength that, even if we have sworn to be firm, a rush
of unconquerable tears sweegps away the oath—preceded her
waking. No space of deaf apathy followed. The first words
spoken were not those of one becoming estranged from this
world, and already permitted to stray at times into realms
foreign to the living."

She wont on with her work steadily. But it was dreary to
write without any one to listen to the progress of her tale—to
rind fault or to sympathise—while pacing the length of the
parlour in the evenings, as in the days that were no more.
Three sisters had done this, —then two, the other sister dropping
off from the walk,—and now one was left desolate, to listen for
echoing steps that never came,—and to hear the wind sobbing
at the windows, with an almost articulate sound.

But she wrote on, struggling against her own fedings of
illness; " continually recurring fedings of slight cold; slight
soreness in the throat and chest, of which, do what | will," she
writes, " | cannot get rid."

In August there arose a new cause for anxiety, happily but
temporary.

" Aug, 23rd, 1849.

" Papa has not been well at all lately. He has had another
attack of bronchitis. | felt very uneasy about him for some
days—more wretched indeed than | care to tell you. After
what has happened, one trembles at any appearance of sickness,
and when anything ails Papa, | feel too keenly that he is the
last—the only near and dear relative | have in the world.
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Yesterday and to-day he has seemed much better, for which |
am truly thankful. . . .

" From what you say of Mr. , | think | should like him
very much———wants shaking to be put out about his
appearance. What does it matter whether her husband dines
in a dress-coat, or a market-coat, provided there be worth, and
honestv, and a clean shirt underneath? "

" Sept. 10th, 1849.

" My piece of work is at last finished, and despatched to its
destination. You must now tell me when there is a chance of
your being able to come here. | fear it will now be difficult to
arrange, as it is so near the marriage-day. Note well, it would
spoil all my pleasure, if you put yourself or any one dse to
inconvenience to come to Haworth. But when it is convenient,
| shall be truly glad to see you. . . . Papa, | am thankful to
say, is better, though not strong. He is often troubled with a
a sensation of nausea. My cold is very much less troublesome,
| am sometimes quite free from it. A few days since, | had a
severe bilious attack, the consequence of sitting too closely to
my writing; but it is gone now. It is the first from which |
have suffered since my return from the sea-side. | had them
every month before."

" Sept. 13th, 1849.

" If duty and the well-being of others require that you should
stay at home, | cannot permit myself to complain, still, | am
very, very sorry that circumstances will not permit us to meet
just now. | would without hesitation come to——, if Papa
were stronger; but uncertain as are both his health and spirits,
| could not possibly prevail on myself to leave him now. Let
us hope that when we do see each other, our meeting will be all
the more pleasurable for being delayed. Dear E——, you cer-
tainly have a heavy burden laid on your shoulders, but such
burdens, if well borne, benefit the character; only we must take
the greatest, closest, most watchful care not to grow proud of our
strength, in case we should be enabled to bear up under the
trial. That pride, indeed, would be sign of radical weakness.
The strength, if strength we have, is certainly never in our own
selves; it is given us."

To W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ.
" Sept. 21, 1849.

" MY DEAR SIR,—I am obliged to you for preserving my secret,
being at least as anxious as ever (more anxious | cannot well be)
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to keep quiet. You asked me in one of your letters lately,
whether | thought | should escape identification in Yorkshire.
| am so little known, that | think | shall. Besides, the book is
far less founded on the Real, than perhaps appears. It would
be difficult to explain to you how little actual experience | have
had of life, how few persons | have known, and how very few
have known me.

4 As an instance how the characters have been managed, take
that of Mr. Helstone. If this character had an original, it was
in the person of a clergyman who died some years since at the
advanced age of eighty. | never saw him except once—at the
consecration of a church—when | was a child of ten years old.
| was then struck with his appearance, and stern, martial air.
At a subsequent period, | heard him talked about in the neigh-
bourhood where he had resided: some mention him with enthu-
siasm—others with detestation. | listened to various anecdotes,
balanced evidence against evidence, and drew an inference.
Theoriginal of Mr. Hall | have seen; he knows me slightly; but
he would as soon think | had closely observed him or taken him
for a character—he would as soon, indeed, suspect me of writing
a book—a novel—as he would his dog, Prince. Margaret HaU
called Jane Eyre a 'wicked book,' on the authority of the
Quarterly ; an expression which, coming from her, | will here
confess, struck somewhat deep. It opened my eyes to the harm
the Quarterly had done. Margaret would not have called it
* wicked/ if she had not been told so.

" No matter,—whether known or unknown—misjudged, or
the contrary,—| am resolved not to write otherwise. | shall
bend as my powers tend. The two human beings who under-
stood me, and whom | understood, are gone: | have some that
love me yet, and whom | love, without expecting, or having a
right to expect, that they shall perfectly understand me. | am
satisfied; but| must have my own way in the matter of writing.
The loss of what we possess nearest and dearest to us in this
world, produces an effect upon the character: we search out
what we have yet left that can support, and, when found, we
cling to it with a hold of new-strung tenacity. The faculty of
imagination lifted me when | was sinking, three months ago;
its active exercise has kept my head above water since; its
results cheer me now, for | feel they have enabled me to give
pleasure to others. | am thankful to God, who gave me the
faculty; and it is for me a part of my religion to defend this
gift, and to profit by its possession.—Y ours sincerely,

" CHARLOTTE BRONTE."
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At the time when this letter was written, both Tabby and the
young servant whom they had to assist her were ill in bed; and,
with the exception of occasional aid, Miss Bronte had all the
household work to perform, as well as to nurse the two invalids.

The serious illness of the younger servant was at its height,
when a cry from Tabby called Miss Bronte into the kitchen, and
she found the poor old woman of eighty laid on the floor, with
her head under the kitchen-grate; she had fallen from her chair
in attempting to rise. When | saw her, two years later, she
described to me the tender care which Charlotte had taken of
her at this time; and wound up her account of " how her own
mother could not have had more thought for her nor Miss
Bronte had," by saying, " Eh! she's a good one—she is | "

But there was one day when the strung nerves gave way—
when, as she says, " | fairly broke down for ten minutes; sat
and cried like a fool. Tabby could neither stand nor walk.
Papa had just been declaring that Martha was in imminent
danger. | was myself depressed with headache and sickness.
That day | hardly knew what to do, or where to turn. Thank
God1 Marthaisnow convalescent: Tabby, | trust, will be better
soon. Papais pretty well. | have the satisfaction of knowing
that my publishers are delighted with what | sent them. This
supports me. But life is a battle. May we all be enabled to
fightitwelll"

The kind friend, to whom she thus wrote, saw how the poor
over-taxed system needed bracing, and accordingly sent her a
shower-bath—a thing for which she had long been wishing.
The receipt of it was acknowledged as follows:—

" Sept. 28th, 1849,
. Martha is now almost well, and Tabby much better.
A huge monster-package, from ' Nelson, Leeds,’ came yesterday.
Y ou want chastising roundly and soundly.  Such are the thanks
you get for all your trouble. . . . Whenever you come to
Haworth, you shall certainly have a thorough drenching in your
own shower-bath. | have not yet unpacked the wretch.—
" Yours, as you deserve, C.B."

There was misfortune of another kind impending over her.
There were some railway shares, which, so early as 1846, she
had told Miss Wooler she wished to sell, but had kept because
she could not persuade her sisters to look upon the affair as she
did, and so preferred running the risk of loss, to hurting Emily's
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feelings by acting in opposition to her opinion. The deprecia-
tion of these same shares was now verifying Charlotte's sound-
ness of judgment. They were in the Y ork and North-Midland
Company, which was one of Mr. Hudson's pet lines, and had the
full benefit of his peculiar system of management. She applied
to her friend and publisher, Mr. Smith, for information on the
subject; and the following letter is in answer to his reply:—

« Oct. 4th, 1849.

" MY DEAR SIR,—I must not thank you for, but acknowledge
the receipt of your letter. The business is certainly very bad;
worse than | thought, and much worse than my father has any
ideaof. In fact, the little railway property | possessed, accord-
ing to original prices, formed already a small competency for
me, with my views and habits. Now, scarcely any portion of it
can, with security, be calculated upon. | must open this view
of the case to my father by degrees; and, meanwhile, wait
patiently till | see how affairs are likely to turn. . . . However
the matter may terminate, | ought perhaps to be rather thank-
ful than dissatisfied. When | ook at my own case, and compare
it with that of thousands besides, | scarcely see room for a
murmur. Many, very many, are by the late strange railway
system deprived almost of their daily bread. Such then as have
only lost provision laid up for the future, should take care how
they complain. The thought that Shirley has given pleasure at
Cornhill, yields me much quiet comfort. No doubt, however,
you are, as | am, prepared for critical severity; but | have good
hopes that the vessel is sufficiently sound of construction to
weather a gale or two, and to make a prosperous voyage for you
in the end."

Towards the close of October in this year, she went to pay a
visit to her friend; but her enjoyment in the holiday, which she
had so long promised herself when her work was completed, was
deadened by a continual feeling of ill-health; either the change
of air or the foggy weather produced constant irritation at the
chest. Moreover, she was anxious about the impression which
her second work would produce on the public mind. For
obvious reasons, an author is more susceptible to opinions pro-
nounced on the book which follows a great success, than he has
ever been before. Whatever be the value of fame, he has it in
his possession, and is not willing to have it dimmed or lost

Shirley was published on October 26th.
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When it came out, but before reading it, Mr. Lewes wrote to
tell her of his intention of reviewing it in the Edinburgh. Her
correspondence with him had ceased for some time: much had
occurred since.

To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.
" Nov. ist, 1849.

" MY DEAR SIR,—Itis about ayear and a half since you wrote
to me; but it seems a longer period, because since then it has
been my lot to pass some black milestones in the journey of life.
Since then there have been intervals when | have ceased to care
about literature and critics and fame; when | L ve lost sight of
whatever was prominent in my thoughts at the first publication
of Jane Eyre; but now | want these things to come back vividly,
if possible: consequently, it was a pleasure to receive your note.
I wish you did not think me a woman. | wish all reviewers
believed ' Currer Bell' to be a man; they would be more just
tohim. You will, I know, keep measuring me by some standard
of what you deem becoming to my sex; where | am not what you
consider graceful, you will condemn me. All mouths will be
open against that first chapter; and that first chapter is true as
the Bible, nor is it exceptionable. Come what will, | cannot,
when | write, think always of myself and of what is elegant and
charming in femininity; it is not on those terms, or with such
ideas, | ever took pen in hand: and if it is only on such terms
my writing will be tolerated, | shall pass away from the public
and trouble it no more. Out of obscurity | came, to obscurity |
can easily return. Standing afar off, | now watch to see what
will become of Shirley. My expectations are very low, and my
anticipations somewhat sad and bitter; still, | earnestly conjure
you to say honestly what you think; flattery would be worse
than vain; there is no consolation in flattery. As for con-
demnation | cannot, on reflection, sse why | should much fear
it; there is no one but myself to suffer therefrom, and both
happiness and suffering in this life soon pass away. Wishing
you all successin your Scottish expedition,—I am, dear Sir, yours
sincerely, C. BELL."

Miss Bronte, as we have seen, had been as anxious as ever to
preserve her incognito in Shirley. She even fancied that there
were fewer traces of a female pen in it than in Jane Eyre; and
thus, when the earliest reviews were published, and asserted
that the mysterious writer must be a woman, she was much
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disappointed. She especialy disliked the lowering of the
standard by which to judge a work of fiction, if it proceeded
from a feminine pen; and praise mingled with pseudo-gallant
alusions to her sex, mortified her far more than actual blame.

But the secret, so jealoudy preserved, was 0ozing out at last.
The publication of Shirley ssamed to fix the conviction that the
writer was an inhabitant of the district where the story waslaid.
And a clever Haworth man, who had somewhat risen in the
world, and gone to settle in Liverpool, read the novel, and was
struck with some of the names of places mentioned, and knew
the dialect in which parts of it were written. He became con-
vinced that it was the production of some one in Haworth.
But he could not imagine who in that village could have written
such a work except Miss Bronte. Proud of his conjecture, he
divulged the suspicion (which was admost certainty) in the
columns of a Liverpool paper; thus the heart of the mystery
came slowly creeping out; and a visit to London, which Miss
Bronte paid towards the end of the year 1849, made it distinctly
known. She had been all along on most happy terms with her
publishers;, and their kindness had beguiled some of those
weary, solitary hours which had so often occurred of late, by
sending for her perusa boxes of books more suited to her tastes
than any she could procure from the circulating library at
Keighley. She often writes such sentences as the following, in
her lettersto Cornhill:—

" | was indeed very much interested in the books you sent.
Eekermanris Conver sationswith Goethe, Guessesat Truth, Friends
in Council, and the little work on English socid life, pleased
me particularly, and the last not least. We sometimes take
a partiality to books as to characters, not on account of any
brilliant intellect or striking peculiarity they boast, but for the
ske of something good, delicate, and genuine. | thought that
small book the production of alady, and an amiable, sensble
woman, and | liked it. You must not think of selecting any
more works for me yet; my stock is still far from exhausted.

"I accept your offer respecting the Athenxum; it is a paper
| should like much to see, providing that you can send it without
trouble. It shall be punctually returned."

In a letter to her friend she complains of the fedings of illness
from which she was seldom or never free.
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" Nov. 16th, 18491

"You are not to suppose any of the characters in Shirley
intended as literal portraits. It would not suit the rules of art,
nor of my own fedlings, to writein that style. We only suffer
reality to suggest, never to dictate. The heroines are abstractions,
and the heroes also.  Qualities | have seen, loved, and admired,
are here and there put in as decorative gems, to be preserved in
that sitting. Sinceyou say you could recognise the originals of
all except the heroines, pray whom did you suppose the two
Moores to represent? | send you a couple of reviews; the one
isinthe Examiner, written by Albany Fonblanque, whoiscaled
the most brilliant political writer of the day, aman whose dictum
is much thought of in London. The other, in the Sandard of
Freedom, is written by William Howitt, a Quaker! ... |
should be pretty well, if it were not for heedaches and indigestion.
My chest has been better lately."

In consequence of this long-protracted state of languor, head-
ache, and sickness, to which the slightest ex re to cold added
sensations of hoarseness and soreness at the chest, she deter-
mined to take the evil in time, as much for her father's sake as
for her own, and to %o uP to London and consult some physician
there. It was not rst intention to visit anywhere; but
the friendly urgency of her publishers prevailed, and it was
decided that she was to become the guest of Mr. Smith. Before
she went, she wrote two characteristic letters about Shirley,
fromwhich | shall take afew extracts.

" Shirley makes her way. The reviews shower in fast. . . .
The best critique which has yet appeared isin the Revue des deux
Mondes, a sort of European Cosmopolitan periodical, whose
head-quarters are at Paris. Comparatively few reviewers, even
in their praise, evince a just comprehension of the author's
meaning. Eugene Forsarde, the reviewer in question, follows
Currer Bell through every winding, discerns every point, dis-
criminates every shade, proves himself master of the subject,
and lord of theaim. With that man | would shake hands, if |
saw him. | would say,' Y ou know me, Monsieur; | shall deem
it an honour to know you." | could not say so much of the mass
of the London critics. Perhaps | could not say so much to five
hundred men and women in all the millions of Great Britain.
That matters little. My own conscience | satisfy first; and
having done that, if | further content and delight a Forsarde, a
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Fonblangue, and a Thackeray, my ambition has had its ration;
it is fed; it lies down for the present satisfied; my faculties
have wrought a day's task, and earned a day's wages. | am no
teacher; to look onmeinthat lightisto mistakeme. To teach
is not my vocation. What | am, it is usless to say. Those
whom it concerns fed andfindit out. To all others| wish only
to be an obscure, steady-going, private character. To you,
dear E—, | wishtobeasncerefriend. Givemeyour faithful
regard; | willingly dispensewith admiration."

" Nov. 26th.
"It is like you to pronounce the reviews not good enough,
and belongs to that part of your character which will not permit
you to bestow unqualified approbation on any dress, decoration,
etc., belonging to you. Know that the reviews are superb; and
were | dissatisfied with them, | should be a conceited ape.
Nothing higher is ever said, from perfectly disinterested motives,
of any living authors. If all bewell, | go to London this week;
Wednesday, | think. The dressmaker hes done my small
matters pretty well, but | wish you could have looked them over,
alnq gfiven adictum. | insisted on the dresses being made quite
plainly.”

At the end of November she went up to the " big Babylon,"
and was immediately plunged into what appeared to her a
whirl; for changes, and scenes and stimulus which would have
been a trifle to others, were much to her. As was aways the
cae with strangers, she was alittle afraid at first of the family
into which she was now received, fancying that the ladies looked
on her with a mixture of respect and alarm; but in a few days,
if this state of feeling ever existed, her simple, shy, quiet manners,
her dainty persona and household ways, had quite done away
withit, and she says that she thinks they begin to like her, and
that she likes them much, for " kindness is a potent heart-
winner." She had stipulated that she should not be expected
to semany people. The recluse life she had led, was the cause
of anervous shrinking from meeting any fresh face, which lasted
all her lifelong. Still, shelonged to have an idea of the personal

pearance and manners of some of those whose writings or
letters had interested her. Mr. Thackeray was accordingly
invited to meet her, but it so happened that sne had been out for
the ?reeter part of the morning, and, in consequence, missed
the Tuncheon hour at her friend's house. This brought on a
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severe and depressing headache in one accustomed to the early,
regular hours of a Y orkshire Parsonage; besides, the excitement
of meeting, hearing, and sitting next a man to whom she looked
up with such admiration as she did to the author of Vanity Fair,
was of itself overpowering to her frail nerves. She writes about
thisdinner asfollows.—

" Dec. 10th, 1849.

" As to being happy, | am under scenes and circumstances of
excitement; but | surfer acute pain sometimes—menta pain, |
mean. At the moment Mr. Thackeray presented himself, |
was thoroughly faint from inanition, having eaten nothing since
a very slight breakfast, and it was then seven o'clock in the
evening. Excitement and exhaustion made savage work of me
that evening. What he thought of me | cannot tell."

Shetold me how difficult shefoundit, thisfirst time of meeting
Mr. Thackeray, to decide whether he was speaking in jest or in
earnest, and that she had (she believed) completely misunder-
stood an inquiry of his, made on the fqentlemen's coming into
the drawing-room. He asked her " if she had perceived the
secret of thelr cigars; " to which shereplied literally, discovering
in a minute afterwards, by the smile on severd faces, that he
was alluding to a passage in Jane Eyre.  Her hosts took pleasure
in showing her the sights of London.  On one of the days which
had been st a}oart for some of these pleasant excursions, a
severe review of Shirley was published in the Times.  She had
heard that her book would be noticed by it, and guessed that
there was some particular reason for the care with which her
hosts mislaid it on that particular morning. Shetold them that
she was aware why she might not see the paper. Mrs. Smith at
once admitted that her conjecture was right, and said that they
had wished her to go to the day's engagement before reading it.
But she quietly persisted in her request to be alowed to have
the paper. Mrs. Smith took her work, and tried not to observe
the countenance, which the other tried to hide between the
large sheets;, but she could not help becoming aware of tears
stealing down the face and dropping on the Iaf). The first
remark Miss Bronte made was to express her fear 0 svere
a notice should check the sde of the book, and injuriously affect
her publishers. Wounded as she was, her first thought was for
others. Later on (I think that very afternoon) Mr. Thackeray
called; she suspected (she said) that he came to sse how she bore
the attack on Shirley; but had recovered her composure,
and conversed very quietly with him: he only learnt from the



288 Life of Charlotte Bronte

answer to his direct inquiry that she had read the Times article.
She acquiesced in the recognition of hersef as the authoress of
Jane Eyre, because she perceived that there were some advan-
tages to be derived from dropping her pseudonym. One result
was an acquaintance with Miss Martineau. She had sent her
the novel just published, with a curious note, in which Currer
Bell offered a copy of Shirley to Miss Martineau, as an acknow-
ledgment of the gratification he had received from her works.
From Deerbrook he had derived a new and keen pleasure, and
experienced a genuine benefit.  In his mind Deerbrook, etc.

Miss Martineau, in acknowledging this note and the copy
of Shirley, dated her letter from a friend's house in the neigh-
bourhood of Mr. Smith's residence; and when, a wesk or two
afterwards, Miss Bronte found how near she was to her corre-
spondent, she wrote, in the name of Currer Bell, to propose a
visit to her. Six o'clock, on a certain Sunday afternoon (Dec.
10th), was the time appointed. Miss Martineau's friends had
invited the unknown Currer Bell to their early tea; they were
ignorant whether the name was that of a man or a woman; and
had had various conjectures as to sex, age, and appearance.
Miss Martineau had, indeed, expressed her private opinion pretty
distinctly by beginning her reply, to the professedly masculine
note referred to above, with "Dear Madam;" but she had
addressad it to " Currer Bell, Esq." At every ring the eyes of
the party turned towards the door. Some stranger (a gentle-
man, | think) came in; for an instant they fancied he was
Currer Bell, and indeed an Esg.; he stayed some time—went
away. Another ring; " Miss Bronte " was announced; and in
came a young-looking lady, amost child-like in stature, " in a
deep mourning dress, neat as a Quaker's, with her beautiful hair
smooth and brown, her finezes blazing with meaning, and her
sensble face indicating a habit of self-control." She came—
hesitated one moment at finding four or five people assembled,
—then went straight to Miss Martineau with intuitive recogni-
tion, and, with the freeemasonry of good feeling and gentle
breeding, she soon became as one of the family seeted round
the tea-table; and, before she left, she told them, in a simple,
touching manner, of her sorrow and isolation, and a foundation
was laid for her intimacy with Miss Martineau.

After some discussion on the subject, and a stipulation that
she should not be specidly introduced to any one, some gentle-
men were invited by Mr. Smith to meet her at dinner the evening
before she left town. Her natural place would have been at
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the bottom of the table by her host; and the places of those
who were to be her neighbours were arranged accordingly; but,
on entering the dining-room, she quickly passed up o as to sit
next to the lady of the house, anxious to shelter hersdf near
0me one of her own sex. This slight action arose out of the
same womanly seeking after protection on every occasion, when
there was no moral duty involved in asserting her independence,
that made her about this time write as follows: " Mrs.
watches me very narrowly when surrounded by strangers.  She
never takes her eye from me. | like the surveillance; it ssems
to keep guard over me."

Respecting this particular dinner-party she thus wrote to the
Brussels schoolfellow of former days, whose friendship had been
renewed during her present visit to London:—

" The evening after | left you passed better than | expected.
Thanks to my substantial lunch and cheering cup of coffee, |
was able to wait the eight o'clock dinner with complete resigna-
tion, and to endure its length quite courageously, nor was | too
much exhausted to converse; and of this | was glad, for other-
wise | know my kind host and hostess would have been much
disappointed. There were only seven gentlemen at dinner
besdes Mr. Smith, but of these five were critics—men more
dreaded in the world of letters than you can conceive. | did
not know how much their presence and conversation had excited
me till they were gone, and the reaction commenced. When |
had retired for the night, | wished to deep—the effort to do so
was vain. | could not close my eyes. Night passed; morning
came, and | rose without having known a moment's slumber.
So utterly worn out was | when | got to Derby, that | was again
obliged to stay there all night.”

Dec. 17th.

" Here | am at Haworth once more. | fed asif | had come
out of an exciting whirl. Not that the hurry and stimulus
would have seemed much to one accustomed to society and
change, but to me they were very marked. My strength and
spirits too often proved quite insufficient to the demand on
their exertions. | used to bear up as long as | possibly could,
for, when | flagged, | could sse Mr. Smith became disturbed; he
always thought that something had been said or done to annoy
me—which never once happened, for | met with perfect good
breeding even from antagonists—men who had done their best
or worst to write me down. | explained to him, over and over
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again, that my occasiona slence was only failure of the power
to talk, never of the will. . . .

" Thackeray is a Titan of mind. His presence and powers
impress one deeply in an intellectual sense; | do not see him or
know him as a man. All the others are subordinate. | have
eseem for some, and, | trust, courtesy for all. | do not, of
course, know what they thought of me, but | believe most of
them expected me to come out in a more marked, eccentric,
striking light. | believe they desired more to admire and more
to blame. | felt sufficiently at my esse with all but Thackeray;
with him | was fearfully stupid.”

She returned to her quiet home, and her noisdess daily duties.
Her father had quite enough of the spirit of hero-worship in
him to make him take a vivid pleasure in the accounts of what
she had heard and whom she had seen. It was on the occasion
of one of her visits to London that he had desired her to obtain
asight of Prince Albert's armoury, if possble. | am not aware
whether she managed to do this; but she went to one or two
of the great national armouries in order that she might describe
the stern steel harness and glittering swords to her father, whose
imagination was forcibly struck by the idea of such things; and
often afterwards, when his spirits flagged and the languor of
old age for a time got the better of his indomitable nature, she
would again strike on the measure wild, and spesk about the
armies of strange wegpons she had seen in London, till he
resumed his interest in the old subject, and was his own keen,
warlike, intelligent sdf again.

CHAPTER X IX

HER life at Haworth was so unvaried that the postman's call
wes the event of her day. Yet she dreaded the great tempta-
tion of centring all her thoughts upon this one time, and losing
her interest in the smaller hopes and employments of the
remaining hours. Thus she conscientiously denied hersef the
pleasure of writing letters too frequently, because the answers
(when she received them) took the flavour out of the rest of her
life; or the disappointment, when the replies did not arrive,
lessened her energy for her home duties.
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The winter of this year in the north was hard and cold; it
affected Miss Bronte's health less than usual, however, probably
because the change and the medical advice she had taken in
London had done her good; probably, also, because her friend
had come to pay her a visit, and enforced that attention to
bodily symptoms which Miss Bronte was too apt to neglect,
from a fear of becoming nervous herself about her own state,
and thus infecting her father. But she could scarcely help
feeling much depressed in spirits as the anniversary of her sister
Emily's death came round; all the recollections connected with
it were painful, yet there were no outward events to call off her
attention, and prevent them from pressing hard upon her. At
this time, as at many others, | find her alluding in her letters to
the solace which she found in the books sent her from Cornbhill.

" What, | sometimes ask, could | do without them? | have
recourse to them as to friends; they shorten and cheer many
an hour that would be too long and too desolate otherwise;
even when my tired sight will not permit meto continuereading,
it is pleasant to see them on the shelf, or on the table. | am
still very rich, for my stock is far from exhausted. Some other
friends have sent me books lately. The perusal of Harriet
Martineau's Eastern Life has afforded me great pleasure; and |
have found a deep and interesting subject of study in Newman's
work on the Soul. Have you read this work? It is daring,—
it may be mistaken,—but it is pure and elevated. Froude's
Nemesis of Faith | did not like; | thought it morbid; yet in
its pages, too, are found sprinklings of truth."

By this time, " Airedale, Wharfedale, Calderdale, and
Ribblesdale " all knew the place of residence of Currer Bell.
She compared herself to the ostrich hiding its head in the sand;
and says that she still buries hers in the heath of Haworth
moors; but " the concealment is but self-delusion.”

Indeed it was. Far and widein the West Riding had spread
the intelligence that Currer Bell was no other than a daughter
of the venerable clergyman of Haworth; the village itself
caught up the excitement.

" Mr ——, having finished Jane Eyre, Is now crying out for
the ' other book;' heisto haveit next week. . . . Mr. R——
has finished Shirley; heis delighted with it. John 's wife
seriously thought him gone wrong in the head, as she heard him
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giving vent to roars of laughter as he sat aone, clapping and
stamping on the floor. He would read all the scenes about the
curates aloud to papa” ... " Martha came in yesterday,
puffing and blowing, and much excited. ' I've heard sich
nevd' she began. ' What about?' ' Please, maam, you've
been and written two books—the grandest books that ever was
sen. My father has heard it at Halifax, and Mr. G——T——
and Mr. G——and Mr. M——at Bradford; and they are going
to have a meeting at the Mechanics Institute, and to settle
about ordering them." ' Hold your tongue, Martha, and be off.’
| fell into acold sweat. JaneEyrewill bereadby J—B——,
by Mrs. T—, and B——. Heaven help, keep, and deliver
me!" . . . " The Haworth people have been making great
fools of themsdves about Shirley; they have taken it in an
enthusiastic light. When they got the volumes at the Mechanics
Institute, all the members wanted them. They cast lots for
the whole three, and whoever got a volume was only alowed to
keep it two days, and was to be fined ashilling per diem for longer
detention. It would be mere nonsense and vanity to tell you

what they say."

The tone of these extracts is thoroughly consonant with the
spirit of Yorkshire and Lancashiref)eople who try as long as
they can to conced their emotions of pleasure under a bantering
exterior, amost as if making fun of themselveﬁ Miss Bronte
was extremely touched in the secret places of her warm heart
by the way in which those who had known her from her child-
hood were proud and glad of her success.  All round about the
news had spread; strangers came " from beyond Bromley " to
e her, as she went quietly and unconscioudly into church;
and the sexton " gained many a half-crown™ for pointing
her out.

But there were drawbacks to this hearty and kindly apprecia-
tion which was so much more valuable than fame.  The January
number of the Edinburgh Review had contained the article on
Shirley, of which her correspondent, Mr. Lewes, was the writer.
| have said that Miss Bronte* was especialy anxious to be
criticised as a writer, without relation to her sex as a woman.
Whether right or wrong, her feeling wes strong on this point.
Now in thIS review of |rley, the heading of thef|rst two pages
ran thus: " Mental Equality of the Sexes?" " Female Litera-
ture," and through the whole article the fact of the author's
sex is never forgotten.
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A few days after the review appeared, Mr. Lewes received the
following note—rather in the style of Anne Countess of Pem-
broke, Dorsgt, and Montgomery.

To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.

" | can be on my guard againg my enemies but God deliver
me from my friends! CURRER BELL."

In some explanatory notes on her letters to him, with which
Mr. Lewes has favoured me, he ssys—

" Sedng that she was unreasonable because angry, | wrote to
remonstrate with her on quarréling with the severity or frank-
ness of a review, which certainly was dictated by real admiration
and real friendship; even under its objections the friend's voice
could be heard."

The following letter is her reply:—

To G. H. LEWES, ESQ.

" Jan. 19th, 1850.

" MY DEAR SIR,—I will tell you why | was 0 hurt by that
review in the Edinburgh; not because its criticism was keen or
its blame sometimes severe; not because its praise was sinted
(for, indeed, | think you give me quite as much praise as |
deserve), but because after | had said earnegtly that | wished
critics would judge me as an author, not as a woman, you SO
roughly—I even thought so crudly—handled the question of
sx. | dare say you meant no harm, and perhaps you will not
now be able to undersand why | was o grieved at what you
will probably deam such a trifle; but grieved | was, and in-
dignant too.

'jtThere was a passge or two which you did quite wrong to
write.

" However, | will not bear malice againg you for it; | know
what your natureis. itisnot a bad or unkind one though you
would often jar terribly on some fedings with whose recoil and
quiver you could not possbly sympathise. | imagine you are
both enthusagic and implacable, as you are at once sagacious
and cardess you know much and discover much, but you are
in such a hurry to tell it all you never give yoursdf time to
think how your reckless doquence may affect others; and, what
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is more, if you knew how it did affect them, you would not
much care.

" However, | shake hands with you: you have excelent
points; you can be generous. | still fed angry, and think | do
well to be angry; but it is the anger one experiences for rough
play rather than for foul play.—l am yours, with a certain
respect, and more chagrin, CURRER BELL."

As Mr. Lewes says, " the tone of this letter is cavalier." But
| thank him for having alowed me to publish what is so char-
acteristic of one phase of Miss Bronte's mind. Her health, too,
was suffering at this time. " | don't know what heaviness of
spirit has besst me of late" (she writes, in pathetic words,
wrung out of the sedness of her heart), " made my faculties
dull, made rest weariness, and occupation burdensome. Now
and then, the dlence of the house, the solitude of the room, has
pressed on me with a weight | found it difficult to bear, and
recollection has not failed to be as aert, poignant, obtrusive, as
other fedings were languid. | attribute this state of things
partly to the weather. Quicksilver invariably fals low in storms
and high winds, and | have ere this been warned of approach-
ing disturbance in the amosphere by a sense of bodily weak-
ness, and deep, heavy mental sadness, such as some would call
presentiment,—presentiment indeed it is, but not at all super-
natural. ... | cannot help feding something of the excitement
of expectation till the post hour comes, and when, day after
day, it brings nothing, | get low. This isa stupid, disgraceful,
unmeaning state of things. | fed bitterly vexed at my own

lence and folly; but it is so bad for the mind to be quite
alone, and to have none with whom to talk over little crosses
and disappointments, and to laugh them away. If | could
write, | dare say | should be better, but | cannot write a line.
However (by God's help), | will contend against this folly.

" | had rather a foolish letter the other day from——. Some
things in it nettled me, especialy an unnecessarily earnest assur-
ance that, in spite of all | had done in the writing line, | still
retained a place in her eteem. My answer took strong and
high ground a once. | said | had been troubled by no doubts
on the subject; that | neither did her nor myself the injustice
to suppose there was anything in what | had written to incur
the just forfeiture of eseem. . ..

" A few days since, alittle incident hapi)ened which curiously
touched me.  Papa put into my hands a little packet of letters
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and papers,—telling me that they were mamma's, and that |
might read them. 1 did read them, in aframe of mind | cannot
describe. The papers were yellow with time, all having been
written before | was born: it was strange now to peruse, for the
first time, the records of a mind whence my own sprang; and
most strange, and at once sad and swest, to find that mind of a
truly fine, pure, and elevated order. They were written to papa
before they were married. There is arectitude, a refinement, a
constancy, a modesty, a sense a gentleness about them in-
describable. | wished that she had lived, and that | had known
her. ... All through this month of February, | have had a
crushing time of it. | could not escape from or rise above cer-
tain most mournful recollections,—the last days, the sufferings,
the remembered words—most sorrowful to me, of those who,
Faith assures me, are now happy. At evening and bed-time,
such thoughts would haunt me, bringing aweary heartache."

The reader may remember the strange prophetic vision, which
dictated a few words, written on the occason of the death of a
pupil of hersin January, 1840:

" Wherever | sesk for her now in this world, she cannot be
found; no more than aflower or a leaf which withered twenty
years ago. A bereavement of this kind gives one a glimpse of
the feeling those must have, who have seen all drop round them
—friend after friend, and are left to end their pilgrimage alone."

Even in persons of naturally robust health, and with no
" Ricordarsi di tempo felice
Nellamiseria—"
to wear, with dow dropping but perpetua pain, upon their
spirits, the nerves and appetite will give way in solitude. How
much more must it have been so with Miss Bronte, delicate and
frail in constitution, tried by much anxiety and sorrow in early
life, and now left to face her life done!  Owing to Mr. Bronte's
great age, and long-formed habits of solitary occupation when
in the house, his daughter was left to hersaf for the greater part
of the day. Ever ance his serious attacks of illness, he had
dined alone; a portion of her dinner, regulated by strict atten-
tion to the diet most suitable for him, being taken into hisroom
by hersdf. After dinner she read to him for an hour or s, as
his sight was too weak to alow of his reading long to himself.
He was out of doors among his parishioners for a good part of
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each day; often for a longer time than his strength would
permit. Yet he always liked tcecho aone, and consequently her
afectionate care could be no check upon the length of his walks
to the more distant hamlets which were in his cure.  He would
come back occasionaly utterly fatigued; and be obliged to go
to bed, questioning himself sadly as to where all his former
strength of body had goneto. His strength of will was the same
asever. That Which he resolved to do he did, at whatever cost
of weariness; but his daughter was all the more anxious from
seding him so regardless of himself and his health.  The hours of
retiring for the night had adways been early in the Parsonage;
now family prayers were at eight o'clock; directly after which
Mr. Bronte and old Tabby went to bed, and Marthawas not long
in following. But Charlotte could not have dept if she had
goneg—ocould not have rested on her desolate couch. She
stopped up,—it was very tempting,—late and later; striving to
begwle the lonely night with some employment, till her wesk
eyes failed to read or to sew, and could only weep in solitude
over the dead that werenot. No one on earth can even imagine
what those hours were to h r. All the grim superstitions of the
North had been implanted in her during her childhood by the
servants, who believed in them. They recurred to her now,—
with no shrinking from the spirits of the Dead, but with suchan
intense longing once more to stand face to face with the souls of
her sigters, as no one but she could have felt. It ssemed as if
the very ﬁrength of her yearning should have compelled them
to appear. On windy nights, cries, and sobs, and wailings
seemed to go round the house, as of the dearly-beloved striving
to force their way to her. Some one conversing with her once
objected, in my presence, to that part of Jane Eyre in which she
hears Rochester's voice crying out to her in a great crisis of her
life, he being many, many miles distant at the time. | do not
know what incident was in Miss Bronte's recollection when she
replied, in alow voice, drawing in her breath, " But it isatrue
thing; it realy happened.”

The reader, who has even faintly pictured to himself her life
at this time,—the solitary days—the waking, watching nights,
—may imagine to what a senditive pitch her nerves were strung,
and how such a state was sure to affect her health.

It was no bad thing for her that about this time various

people began to go over to Haworth, curious to see the scenery
d@crlbed in Shirley, if a sympathy with the writer, of a more
generous kind than to be called mere curiosity, did not make
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them wish to know whether they could not in some way serve
or cheer one who had suffered so deeply.

Among this number were Sir James and Lady Kay Shuttle-
worth. Their house lies over the crest of the moors which rise
above Haworth, at about a dozen miles' distance as the crow
flies, though much further by the road. But, according to the
acceptation of the word in that uninhabited district, they were
neighbours, if they so willed it. Accordingly, Sir James and his
wife drove over one morning, at the beginning of March, to call
upon Miss Bronte and her father. Before taking leave, they
pressed her to visit them at Gawthorpe Hall, their residence on
the borders of East Lancashire. After some hesitation, and at
the urgency of her father, who was extremely anxious to procure
for her any change of scene and society that was offered, she
consented to go. On the whole, she enjoyed her visit very
much, in spite of her shyness, and the difficulty she always
experienced in meeting the advances of those strangers whose
kindness she did not feel herself in a position to repay.

She took great pleasure in the " quiet drives to old ruins and
old halls, situated among older hills and woods; the dialogues
by the old fireside in the antique oak-panneled drawing-room,
while they suited him, did not too much oppress and exhaust me.
The house, too, is much to my taste; near three centuries old,
grey, stately, and picturesque. On the whole, now that the
visit is over, | do not regret having paid it. The worst of it is,
that there is now some menace hanging over my head of an
invitation to go to them in London during the season. This,
which would be a great enjoyment to some people, is a perfect
terror to me. | should highly prize the advantages to be gained
in an extended range of observation; but | tremble at the
thought of the price | must necessarily pay in mental distress
and physical wear and tear."

On the same day on which she wrote the above, she sent the
following letter toMr. Smith.

" March 16th, 1850.

"I return Mr. H——'s note, after reading it carefully. |
tried very hard to understand all he says about art; but, to
speak truth, my efforts were crowned with incomplete success.
There is a certain jargon in use amongst critics on this point
through which it is physically and morally impossible to me to
see daylight. One thing, however, | see plainly enough, and
that is, Mr. Currer Bell needsimprovement, and ought to strive
after it; and this (D. V.) he honestly intends to do—taking his
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time, however, and following as his guides Nature and Truth.
If these lead to what the critics call art, itisall very well; but
if not, that grand desideratum has no chance of being run after
or caught. The ePuzzle is, that while the people of the South
object to my delineation of Northern life and manners, the
people of Yorkshire and Lancashire approve. They say it is
precisely the contrast of rough nature with highly artificial
cultivation which forms one of their main characteristics.
Such, or something very similar, has been the observation made
to melately, whilst | have been from home, by members of some
of the ancient East Lancashire families, whose mansions lie on
the hilly border-land between the two counties. The question
arises, whether do the London critics, or the old Northern
squires, understand the matter best?

" AnP/ promise you require respecting the books shall be
willingly given, provided only | am alowed the Jesuit's principle
of a mental reservation, giving licence to forget and promise
whenever oblivion shall appear expedient. Thelast two or three
numbers of Pendenniswill not, | dare saFv] be generally thought
sufficiently exciting, yet | likethem. Though thestory lingers,
(for me) the interest does not flag. Here and there we fed that
the peri has been guided by atired hand, that the mind of the
writer has been somewhat chafed and depressed by his recent
illness, or by some other cause; but Thackeray still proves him-
sf greater when he is weary than other writers are when they
are fresh.  The public, of course, will have no compassion for
his fatigue, and make no alowance for the ebb of inspiration;
but some true-hearted readers here and there, while grieving
that such aman should be obliged to write when heis not in the
mood, will wonder that, under such circumstances, he should
write so well. The parcel of books will come, | doubt not, at
such timeasit shall suit the good pleasure of therailway officids
to send it on,—or rather to yield it up to the repested and
humble solicitations of Haworth carriers;—till when | wait in
all reasonable patience and resignation, looking with docility to
that model of active sdf-helpfulness Punch friendly offers the
" Women of England,' in his' Unprotected Female.™

The books lent her by her publishers were, as | have before
said, a great solace and pleasure to her. There was much
interest in opening the Cornhill parcel. But therewas paintoo;
for, as she untied the cords, and took out the volumes one by
one, she could scarcely fail to be reminded of those who once,
on similar occasions, looked on so eagerly. " | miss familiar
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voices, commenting mirthfully and pleasantly; the room seems
very still—very empty; but yet thereis consolation in remem-
bering that Papa will take pleasure in some of the books.
Happiness quite unshared can scarcely be called happiness,
it has no taste." She goes on to make remarks upon the kind
of books sent.

" | wonder how you can choose so well; on no account would
| forestall the choice. | am sure any selection | might make
for myself would be less satisfactory than the selection others so
kindly and judiciously make for me; besides, if | knew all that
was coming, it would be comparatively flat. | would much
rather not know.

" Amongst the especially welcome works are Southey's Life,
the Women of France, Hazlitt's Essays, Emerson's Representative
Men; but it seems invidious to particularise when all are good.

| took up a second small book, Scott's Suggestions on
Female Education ; that,too, | read, and with unalloyed pleasure.
It is very good; justly thought, and clearly and felicitously
expressed. The girls of this generation have great advantages;
it s;ems to me that they receive much encouragement in the
acquisition of knowledge, and the cultivation of their minds;
in these days, women may be thoughtful and well read, without
being universally stigmatised as ' Blues' and ' Pedants." Men
begin to approve and aid, instead of ridiculing or checking them
in their efforts to be wise. | must say that, for my own part,
whenever | have been so happy as to share the conversation of
areally intellectual man, my feeling has been, not that thelittle
| knew was accounted a superfluity and impertinence, but that
| did not know enough to satisfy just expectation. | have
always to explain, ' In me you must not look for great attain-
ments: what seems to you the result of reading and study is
chiefly spontaneous and intuitive." . . . Against the teaching
of some (even clever) men, oneinstinctively revolts. They may
posess attainments, they may boast varied knowledge of life
and of the world; but if of the finer perceptions, of the more
delicate phases of feeling, they be destitute and incapable, of
what avail istherest? Believe me, while hintswell worth con-
sideration may come from unpretending sources, from minds not
highly cultured, but naturally fine and delicate, from hearts
kindly, feeling, and unenvious, learned dictums delivered with
pomp and sound may be perfectly empty, stupid, and con-
temptible. No man ever yet ' by aid of Greek climbed Par-
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nassus, or taught others to climb it. ... | enclose for your
usa a scrap of paper which came into my hands without the
nowledge of the writer. He is a poor working man of this
village—a thoughtful, reading, feeling being, whose mind is too
keen for his frame, and wears it out. | have not spoken to him
above thrice in my life, for he is a Dissenter, and has rarely come
in my way. The document is a sort of record of his fedings,
after the perusal of Jane Eyre; it is artless and earnest; genuine
and generous. You must return it to me, for | value it more
than testimonies from higher sources. He said, ' Miss Bronte,
if she knew he had written it, would scorn him;"' but, indeed,
Miss Bronte does not scorn him; she only grieves that a mind
of which this is the emanation, should be kept crushed by the
leaden hand of poverty—nby the trials of uncertain health, and
the claims of alarge family.

" As to the Times, as you say, the acrimony of its critique
hes proved, in some measure, its own antidote; to have been
more effective, it should have been juster. | think it has had
little wei htaL(ij here in the North: it may be that annoying
remarks, if made, are not suffered to reach my ear; but certainly,
while | have heard little condemnatory of Shirley, more than
once have | been deeply moved by manifestations of even enthu-
siastic approbation. | deem it unwise to dwell much on these
matters; but for once | must permit myself to remark, that the
generous pride many of the Y orkshire people have taken in the
matter, has been such as to awake and claim my gratitude—
especialy snce it has afforded a source of reviving pleasure to
my father in hisold age. The very curates, poor fellows 1 show
no resentment: eech characteristically finds solace for his own
wounds in crowing over his brethren.” Mr. Donne was, &t first,
alittle disturbed; for aweek or two he was in disquietude, but
he is now soothed down; only %/esterday | had the pleasure of
making him a comfortable cup of tea, and seeing him sip it with
revived complacency. It is a curious fact that, since he read
Shirley, he has come to the house oftener than ever, and been
remarkably meek and assduous to please. Some people's
natures are veritable enigmas : | quite expected to have had
one %ggd scene at least with him; but as yet nothing of the
sort occurred."
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CHAPTER XX

DURING the earlier months of this spring, Haworth was ex-
tremely unhealthy. The weather was damp, low fever was
prevalent, and the household at the Parsonage suffered along
with its neéghbours  Charlotte says, " | have felt it (the fever)
in frequent thirst and infrequent appetite; Papa too, and even
Martha, have complained." This depresson of health produced
depresson of soirits, and she grew more and more to dread the
proposd journey to London with Sir James and Lady Kay
Shuttle worth. * | know what the effect and what the pain
will be, how wretched | shall often fed, and how thin and
haggard | shall get; but he who shuns suffering will never win
victory. If | mean toimprove, | must strive and endure. . . .
Sr James has been a physician, and looks at me with a physi-
dan's eye. he saw at once that | could not stand much fatigue,
nor bear the presnce of many drangers | beieve he would
partly understand how soon my stock of animal spirits was
brought to a low ebb; but none—not the mog skilful physician
—can get at more than the outside of thexe things: the heart
knows its own bitterness, and the frame its own poverty, and
the mind its own sruggles Papa is eager and redtless for me
to go; theidea of arefusal quite hurts him."

But the sensations of illness in the family increased; the
symptoms were probably aggravated, if not caused, by the
immediate vicinity of the church-yard, " paved with rain-
blackened tomb-stones” On April 29th she writes—

" We have had but a poor week of it at Haworth. Papa con-
tinues far from well; heis often very sckly in the morning, a
symptom which | have remarked before in his aggravated
attacks of bronchitis, unless he should get much better, | shall
never think of leaving him to go to London. Martha has
affered from tic-douloureux, with dckness and fever, just like
you. | have abad cold, and a stubborn sore throat; in short,
everybody but old Tabby is out of sorts When was
here, he complained of a sudden headache, and the night after
he wasgone | had something similar, very bad—lasting about
three hours”

A fortnight later she writes.—
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' | did not think well enough to beleft, and accordingly
begged Sir James and Lady Kay Shuttleworth to return to
London without me. It was arranged that we were to stay at
severd of their friends and relatives housss on the way; a
week or more would have been taken up on the journey. |
cannot say that | regret having missed this ordeal; | would as
lief have walked among red-hot plough-shares; but | do regret
one great treat, which |1 shall now miss. Next Wednesday is
the anniversary dinner of the Royal Literary Fund Society,
held in Freemasons Hall. Octavian Blewitt, the secretary,
offered me a ticket for the ladies %allery. | should have sen
all the great literati and artists gathered in the hall below, and
heard them speak; Thackeray and Dickens are aways present
among therest. This cannot now be. | don't think all London
can afford another sight to me so interesting.”

It became requisite, however, before long, that she should go
to London on business;, and as Sir James Kay Shuttleworth
was detained in the country by indisposition, she accepted Mrs.
Smith's invitation to stay quietly at her house, while she
transacted her affairs.

In the interval between the relinquishment of the first plan
and the adoption of the second, she wrote the following letter
to one who was much valued among her literary friends—

" May 22nd.

"1 had thought to bring the Leader and the Athenceum
myself this time, and not to have to send them by post, but it
turns out otherwise; my journey to London is again postponed,
and this timeindefinitely. Sir James Kay Shuttleworth's state
of health is the cause—a cause, | fear, not likely to be soon
removed. . . . Once more, then, | settle myself down in the
quietude of Haworth Parsonage, with books for my household
companions, and an occasiond letter for a visitor; a mute
society, but neither quarrelsome, nor vulgarising, nor un-
improving.

" One of the pleasures | had promised myself consisted in
asking you severa questions about the Leader, which is really,
in its way, an interesting paper. | wanted, amongst other
things, to ask you the real names of some of the contributors,
and dso what Lewes writes besdes his Apprenticeship of Life.
| always think the article headed ' Literature' is his. Some of
the communications in the ' Open Council' department are odd
productions; but it ssams to me very fair and right to admit
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them. Is not the system of the paper altogether a novel one?
I do not remember seeing anything precisely like it before.

" | have just received yours of this morning; thank you for
the enclosed note. The longings for liberty and leisure which
May sunshine wakens in you, stir my sympathy. | am afraid
Cornhill is little better than a prison for its inmates on warm
spring or summer days. Itisapity to think of you all toiling
at your desks in such genial weather as this. For my part, |
am free to walk on the moors; but when | go out there aone,
everything reminds me of the times when others were with me,
and then the moors seem a wilderness, festureless, solitary,
saddening. My sister Emily had a particular love for them,
and there is not a knoll of heather, not a branch of fern, not a
young bilberry leaf, not afluttering lark or linnet, but reminds
me of her. The distant prospects were Anne's delight, and when
I look round, she is in the blue tints, the pale mists, the waves
and shadows of the horizon. In the hill-country silence, their
poetry comes by lines and stanzas into my mind: once | loved
It; now | dare not read it, and am driven often to wish | could
taste one draught of oblivion, and forget much that, while mind
remains, | never shal forget. Many people seam to recall their
departed relatives with a sort of melancholy complacency, but
| think these have not watched them through lingering sickness,
nor witnessed their last moments: it is these reminiscences that
stand by your bedsde at night, and rise at your pillow in the
morning. At the end of all, however, exists the Great Hope.
Eternal Lifeistheirs now."

She had to write many letters, about this time, to authors
who sent her their books, and strangers who expressed their
admiration of her own. The following was in reply to one
of the latter class, and wes addressed to a young man at
Cambridge—

" May 23rd, 1850.

" Apologies are indeed unnecessary for a * reality of feeling,
for a genuine unaffected impulse of the spirit," such as prompted
you to write the letter which | now briefly acknowledge.

" Certainly it is ' something to me ' that what | write should
be acceptable to the fedling heart and refined intellect; un-
doubtedly it is much to me that my creations (such as they are)
should find harbourage, appreciation, indulgence, at any
friendly hand, or from any generous mind. You are very wel-
come to take Jane, Caroline, and Shirley for your sisters, and
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| trust they will often spesk to their adopted brother when he
is solitary, and soothe him when heissad.  If they cannot make
themselves at home in a thoughtful, sympathetic mind, and
diffuse through its twilight a cheering, domestic glow, it istheir
fault; they are not, in that case, so amiable, so benignant, not
soreal asthey oughttobe. If the%/ can, and can find household
atars in human hearts, they will fulfil the best design of their
creation, in therein maintaining a genia flame, which shall
warm but not scorch, light but not dazzle.

" What does it matter that part of your pleasure in such
beings has its source in the poetry of your own youth rather
than in any magic of theirs? What, that perhaps, ten years
hence, you mgy smile to remember your present recollections,
and view under another light both ' Currer Bell' and his
writings? To me this consideration does not detract from the
value of what you now fed. Youth has its romance, and
maturity itswisdom, asmorning and spring have their freshness,
noon and summer their power, night and winter their repose.
Each attributeis good in its own seeson.  Your letter gave me
pleasure, and | thank you for it. CURRER BELL."

Miss Bronte went up to town at the beginning of June, and
much enjoyed her stay there; seeing very few persons, accord-
ing to the agreement she made before she went; and limiting
her visit to afortnight, dreading the feverishness and exhaustion
which were the inevitable consequences of the dightest excite-
ment upon her susceptible frame.

" Junel2th.

" Since | wrote to you last, | have not had many moments to
myself, except such as it was absolutely necessary to give to
rest.  Onthe whole, however, | have thus far got on very well,
suffering much less from exhaustion than | did last time.

" Of course | cannot give you in a letter aregular chronicle of
how my time has been spent. | can only just notify what |
deemthree of itschief incidents.—asight of the Duke of Welling-
ton at the Chapel Royal (heisarea grand old man), avisit to
the House of Commons (which | hope to describe to you some
day when | se you), and last, not least, an interview with Mr.
Thackeray. He made amorning call, and sat above two hours.
Mr. Smith only wasin the room the whole time. He described
it afterwards as a ' queer scene’ and | suppose it was. The
giant sate beforeme; | was moved to gpeak to him of some of his
short-comings (literary of course); one by one the faults came



Incidents of a Visit to London 305

into my head, and one by one | brought them out, and sought
some explanation or defence. He did defend himself, like a
great Turk and heathen; that is to say, the excuses were often
worse than the crime itself. The matter ended in decent amity;
if all bewell, | amto dineat his housethis evening.

" | have seen Lewes too. ... | could not fed otherwise to
him than half-sadly, haf-tenderly,—a queer word that last,
but | use it because the aspect of Lewess face dmost moves me
to tears; it is so wonderfully like Emily,—her eyes her features,
the very nosg, the somewhat prominent mouth, the forehead—
even, a moments, the expression: whatever Lewes says, |
believe | cannot hate him. Another likeness | have seen, too,
that touched me sorrowfully. You remember my speaking of
a Miss K., a young authoress, who supported her mother by
writing ? Hearing that she had a longing to sse me, | caled on
her yesterday. . . . Shemet me half-frankly, half-tremblingly;
we sate down together, and when | had talked with her five
minutes, her fanewasno longer strange, but mournfully familiar;
—it was Martha' in every lineament. | shall try to find a
moment to s her again. ... | donot intend to stay here, at
the furthest, more than a week longer; but at the end of that
time | cannot go home, for the house at Haworth is just now un-
roofed; repairs were become necessary."

She soon followed her letter to the friend to whom it was
written; but her visit was a very short one, for, in accordance
with a plan made before leaving London, she went on to Edin-
burgh to join the friends with whom she had been staying in
town. She regained only a few days in Scotland, and those
were principally spent in Edinburgh, with which she wes de-
lighted, calling London a " dreary place " in comparison.

" My stay in Scotland " (she wrote some weeks later) " was
short, and what | saw was chiefly comprised in Edinburgh and
the neighbourhood, in Abbotsford and in Merose, for | was
obliged to relinquish my first intention of going from Glasgow
to Oban, and thence through a portion of the Highlands; but
though the time was brief, and the view of objects limited, |
found such a charm of situation, association, and circumstance,
that | think the enjoyment experienced in that little space
equalled in degree, and excelled in kind, all which London yielded
during amonth's sojourn. Edinburgh, compared to London, is
like avivid page of history compared to alarge dull treatise on
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political economy; and as to Melrose and Abbotsford, the very
names posess music and magic.”

And again, in aletter to a different correspondent, she ssys—

"1 would not write to you immediately on my arrival at
home, because each return to this old house brings with it a
Bhase of feding which it is better to pass through quietly before

eginning to indite letters.  The six weeks of change and enjoy-
ment are past, but they are not lost; memory took a sketch of
eech as it went by, and, &GEJeciaIIy, a distinct daguerreotype of
the two days | spentin Scotland.  Those were two very pleasant

ays. | aways liked Scotland as an idea, but now, as areality,
| like it far better; it furnished me with some hours as happy
amost as any | ever spent. Do not fear, however, that | am
going to bore you with description; you will, before now, have
received a pithy and pleasant report of all things, to which any
addition of mine would be superfluous. My present endeavours
aredirected towards recalling my thoughts, croppi n%thei rwings,
drilling them into correct discipline, and forcing them to settle
to some useful work: they are idle, and keep taking the train
down to London, or making aforay over the Border—especialy
are they prone to perpetrate that last excursion; and who,
indeed, that has once ssen Edinburgh, with its couchant crag-
lion, but must s it again in dreams, waking or deeping ? My
dear sir, do not think | blaspheme, when | tell you that your
great London, as compared to Dun-Edin, ' mine own romantic
town," is as prose compared to poetry, or as a great rumbling,
rambling, heavy epic compared to a lyric, brief, bright, clear
and vital asaflashof lightning. Y ou have nothing like Scott's
monument, or, if you had that, and all the glories of architecture
asembled together, you have nothing like Arthur's Seat, and,
above all, you have not the Scotch national character; and itis
that grand character after all which gives the land its true
charm, its true greatness.”

On her return from Scotland, she again spent a few days with
her friends, and then made her way to Haworth.
" July 15th.

" | got home very well, and full glad wes | that no insuper-
able obstacle had deferred my return one single day longer.  Just
at the foot of Bridgehouse hill, | met John—staff in hand;
he fortunately saw mein the cab, stopped, and informed me he
was setting off to B—, by Mr. Bronte's orders, to see how |
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was, for that he had been quite miserable ever since he got
Miss——'s letter. | found, on my arrival, that Papa had
worked himself up to a sad pitch of nervous excitement and
alarm, in which Martha and Tabby were but too obviously joining
him. . . . The house looks very clean, and, | think, is not
damp; thereis, however, still agreat deal to do in the way of
settling and arranging,—enough to keep me disagreeably busy
for some time to come. | was truly thankful to find Papa
pretty well, but | fear he is just beginning to show symptoms
of acold: my cold continuesbetter. ... Anarticleinanews
paper | found awaiting me on my arrival, amused me; it wasa
paf)er published while I wasin London. | encloseit to giveyou
a laugh; it professes to be written by an Author jealous of
Authoresses. | do not know who he is, but he must be one of
thosel met. . . . The'ugly men,'giving themselves Rochester
airs," isno bad hit; some of those aluded to will not likeit."

While Miss Bronte was staying in London, she wasinduced to
sit for her portrait to Richmond. It is a crayon drawing; in
my jud?ment an admirable likeness, though of course there is
some difference of oginion on the subject; and, as usua, those
best acquainted with the original were least satisfied with the
resemblance. Mr. Bronte thought that it looked older than
Charlotte did, and that her features had not been flattered; but
he acknowledged that the expression was wonderfully good and
life-like. She sent the following amusing account of the arrival
of the portrait to the donor:—

" Aug. 1.

" Thelittle box for me came at the same time as the large one
for Papa.  When you first told me that you had had the Duke's
picture framed, and had given it to me, | felt half provoked with
you for performing such awork of supererogation, but now, when
| seit again, | cannot but acknowledge that, in so doing, you
were felicitously inspired. It is his very image, and, as
said when he saw it, scarcely in the least like the ordinary por-
traits; not only the expression, but even the form of the head is
different, and of a far nobler character. | esteem it a treasure.
The lady who left the parcel for me was, it ssems Mrs. Gore.
The parcel contained one of her works, The Hantltons, and a
very civil and friendly note, in which | find myself addressed as
' Dear Jane." Papa seams much pleased with the portrait, as
do the few other persons who have seen it, with one notable
exception; viz., our old servant, who tenaciously maintains that
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it is not like—that it is too old-looking; but as she, with equal
tenacity, asserts that the Duke of Wellington's picture is a
portrait of ' the Master ' (meaning Papa), | am afraid not much
weight is to be ascribed to her opinion: doubtless she confuses
her recollections of me as | was in childhood with present im-
pressons. Requesting always to be very kindly remembered
to your mother and sisters, | am, yours very thanklessly (accord-
ing to desire), C. BRONTE."

It may easily be conceived that two people living together as
Mr. Bronte and his daughter did, almost entirely dependent on
each other for society, and loving each other deeply (although
not demonstratively)—that these two last members of a family
would have their moments of keen anxiety respecting each
other'shealth. Thereisnot oneletter of herswhich | haveread,
that does not contain some mention of her father's state in this
respect. Either she thanks God with simple earnestness that
he is well, or some infirmities of age beset him, and she mentions
the fact, and then winces away from it, as from a sore that will
not bear to be touched. He, in histurn, noted every indisposi-
tion of his one remaining child's, exaggerated its nature, and
sometimes worked himself up into a miserable state of anxiety,
as in the casze she refers to, when, her friend having named in a
letter to him that his daughter was suffering from a bad cold, he
could not rest till he despatched a messenger, to go, " staff in
hand," a distance of fourteen miles, and see with his own eyes
what was her real state, and return and report.

She evidently felt that this natural anxiety on the part of
her father and friend increased the nervous depression of her
own spirits, whenever she was ill; and in the following letter
she expresses her strong wish that the subject of her health
should be as little alluded to as possible.

" Aug. 7th.

"1 am truly sorry that | allowed the words to which you
refer to escape my lips, since their effect on you has been un-
pleasant; but try to chase every shadow of anxiety from your
mind, and, unless the restraint be very disagreeable to you,
perrait me to add an earnest request that you will broach the
subject to menomore. It is the undisguised and most harassing
anxiety of others that has fixed in my mind thoughts and ex-
pectations which must canker wherever they take root; against
which every effort of religion or philosophy must at times totally
fail; and subjugation to which isacruel terrible fate—the fate,
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indeed, of him whose life was passed under a sword suspended
by a horse-hair. | have had to entreat Papds consideration on
thispoint. My nervous system is soon wrought on. | should
wish to keep it in rational strength and coolness, but to do so
| must determinedly resist the kindly-meant, but too irksome
expression of an apprehension, for the realisation or defeat of
which | have no possible power to be responsible. At present,
| am pretty well. Thank God! Papa, | trust, isno worse, but
he complains of weakness."

CHAPTER X X

HER father was always anxious to procure every change that
weas possible for her, seeing, as he did, the benefit which she
derived from it, however reluctant she might have been to leave
her home and him beforehand.  This August she was invited
to go for a week to the neighbourhood of Bowness, where Sir
James Kay Shuttleworth had taken a house; but she says " |
consented to go, with reluctance, chiefly to pleese Papa, whom a
refusal on my part would much have annoyed; but | dislike to
leave him. | trust heis not worse, but his complaint isstill weak-
ness Itisnot right to anticipateevil, and to be always looking
forward with an apprehensive spirit; but | think grief is atwo-
edged sword, it cuts both ways; the memory of one lossis the
anticipation of another."

It was during this visit at the Briery—Lady Kay Shuttle-
worth having kindly invited me to meet her there—that | first
made acquaintance with Miss Bronte. If | copy out part of a
letter, which | wrote soon after this to afriend, who was deeply
interested in her writings, | shall probably convey my first im-
pressions more truly and freshly than by amplifying what | then
said into a longer description.

" Dark when | got to Windermere station; adrive along the
level road to Low-wood; then a stoppage at a pretty house, and
then a pretty drawing-room, in which were Sir James and Lady
Kay Shuttleworth, and alittlelady in ablack-silk gown, whom
I could not s at first for the dazzle in the room; she came up
and shook hands with me at once. | went up to unbonnet, etc.;
came down to tea; thelittle lady worked away and hardly spoke,
but | had time for agood look at her.  Sheis (as she calls hersdf)
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option to accept your kind invitation. | wish | could have
goneto you. | have already had my excursion, and thereis an
endofit. Sir James Kay Shuttleworthisresiding near Winder-
mere, a a house caled the ' Briery,' and it was there | was
staying for alittletimethis August. He very kindly showed me
the neighbourhood, as it can be seen from a carriage, and |
discerned that the Lake country is a glorious region, of which
I had only seen the similitude in dreams, waking or deeping.
Decidedly | find it does not agree with me to prosecute the
search of the picturesque in a carriage. A waggon, a spring-
cart, even apost-chaise might do; but the carriage upsets every-
thing. | longed to slip out unseen, and to run away by
myself in amongst the hills and ddes. Erratic and vagrant
instincts tormented me, and these | was obliged to control, or
rather suppress, for fear of growing in any degree enthusiastic,
and thus drawing attention to the ' lioness '—the authoress.

" You sy that you suspect | have formed a large circle of
acquaintance by this time. No: | cannot say that | have. |
doubt whether | posess either the wish or the power to do so.
A few friends | should like to have, and these few | should like
to know well; if such knowledge brought proportionate regard,
| could not help concentrating my feelings; dissipation, | think,
appears synonymous with dilution. However, | have, as yet,
scarcely been tried. During the month | spent in London in
the spring, | kept very quiet, having the fear of lionising before
my eyes. | only went out once to dinner; and once was present
at an evening party; and the only visits | have paid have been
to Sir James Kay Shuttleworth's and my publisher's. From
this system | should not like to depart; as far as | can g
indiscriminate visiting tends only to a waste of time and a
vulgarising of character. Besdes, it would be wrong to leave
Papa often; heis now in his seventy-fifth year, the infirmities
of age begin to creep upon him; during the summer he has been
much harassed by chronic bronchitis, but | am thankful to say
that he is now somewhat better. | think my own health has
derived benefit from change and exercise.

" Somebody in D——professes to have authority for saying,
that' when Miss Bronte was in London she neglected to attend
Divine service on the Sabbath, and in the week spent her time
in going about to balls, theatres, and operas On the other
hand, the London quidnuncs make my seclusion a matter of
wonder, and devise twenty romanticfictionsto account for it.
Formerly | used to listen to report withinterest, and a certain
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credulity; but | am now grown deaf and sceptical: experience
has taught me how absolutely devoid of foundation her stories
may be."

| must now quote from the first letter | had the privilege of
receiving from Miss Bronte. It is dated August the 27th.

" Papa and | have just had tea; he is sitting quietly in his
room, and | in mine; ' storms of rain' are sweeping over the
garden and churchyard: as to the moors, they are hidden in
thick fog. Though alone, | am not unhappy; | have a thousand
things to be thankful for, and, amongst the rest, that this
morning | received a letter from you, and that this evening |
have the privilege of answering it.

" | do not know the Life of Sydney Taylor; whenever | have
the opportunity | will get it. The little French book you
mention shall also take its place on the list of books to be pro-
cured as soon as possible. It treats a subject interesting to all
women—perhaps, more especially to single women; though,
indeed, mothers, likeyou, study it for the sake of their daughters.
The Westminster Review is not a periodical | see regularly, but
some time since | got hold of a number—for last January, |
think—in which therewasan articleentitled ' Woman's Mission '
(the phrase is hackneyed), containing a great deal that seemed
to me just and sensible.  Men begin to regard the position of
woman in another light than they used to do; and a few men,
whose sympathies ar e fine and whose sense of justice is strong,
think and speak of it with a candour that commands my admira-
tion. They say, however—and, to an extent, truly—that the
amelioration of our condition depends on ourselves. Certainly
there are evils which our own efforts will best reach; but as
certainly there are other evils—deep-rooted in the foundation
of the social system—which no efforts of ours can touch: of
which we cannot complain; of which it is advisable not too
often to think.

"1 have read Tennyson's In Memoriam, or rather part of it;
| closed the book when | had got about half way. It is beauti-
ful; it is mournful; it is monotonous. Many of the feelings
expressed bear, in their utterance, the stamp of truth; vyet, if
Arthur Hallam had been somewhat nearer Alfred Tennyson,—
his brother instead of his friend,—I should have distrusted this
rhymed, and measured, and printed monument of grief. What
change the lapse of years may work | do not know; but it ssems
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to me that bitter sorrow, while recent, does not flow out in
verse.

" | promised to send you Wordsworth's Prelude, and, accord-
ingly, despatch it by this post; the other little volume shall
follow in aday or two. | shall be glad to hear from you when-
ever you have time to write to me, but you are never, on any
account, to do this except when inclination prompts and leisure

ermits. | should never thank you for a letter which you had
eltit atask to write."

A short time after we had met &t the Briery, she sent me the
volume of Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell's poems, and thus
aludes to them in the note that accompanied the parcel:—

" The little book of rhymes was sent by way of fulfilling a
rashly-made promise; and the Promlse was made to prevent
you from throwing away four shillingsin an injudicious purchase.
I do not like my own share of the work, nor care that it should be
read: Ellis Bell's | think good and vigorous and Acton's have
the merit of truth and simplicity. Mine are chiefly juvenile
productions; the restless efervescence of a mind that would
not be still. In those days, the sa too often * wrought and
was tempestuous,’ and weed, sand, shingle—all turned up in the
tumult. This image is much too magniloquent for the subject,
but you will pardon it."

Another letter of some interest was addressed, about this
time, to aliterary friend, on Sept. 5th:—

" The regppearance of the Athenceum is very acceptable, not
merely for its own sake—though | eseem the opportunity of
Its perusa a privilege—but because, as a weekly token of the
remembrance of friends, it cheers and gives pleasure. | only
fear that its regular transmission may a task to you;
in this case, discontinue it at once.

" | did indeed enjoy my trip to Scotland, and yet | saw little
of the face of the country; nothing of its grandeur or finer scenic
features, but Edinburgh, Melrose, Abbotsford—these three in
themselves sufficed to stir feellngs of such deep interest and
admiration, that neither at the time did | regret, nor have 1
since regretted, the want of wider space over which to diffuse
the snxe of enjoyment. There was room and varlety enough
to be very happy, and' enough,' the proverb says,’ is as good as
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afeast! The queen, indeed, was right to climb Arthur's Seat
with her husband and children. | shall not soon forget how |
felt when, having reached its summit, we all sat down and
looked over the city—towards the sea and Leith, and the Pent-
land Hills. No doubt you are proud of being a native of Scot-
land,—proud of your country, her capital, her children, and her
literature. Y ou cannot be blamed.

" The article in the Palladiumis one of those notices over
which an author rejoices trembling. He rejoices to find his
WorkfineIP/ fully, fervently appreciated, and trembles under the
responsibility such appreciation ssems to devolve upon him. |
am counselled to wait and watch—D. V. | will do so; yet it is
harder to wait with the hands bound, and the observant and
reflective faculties at their silent and unseen work, than to
labour mechanically.

" | need not say how | felt the remarks on Wuthering Heights;
they woke the saddest yet most grateful feelings, they are true,
they are discriminating, they arefull of latejustice, butitisvery
|ate—alas! in one sense, too late.  Of this, however and of the
pang of regret for alight prematurely extinguished, it is not wise
to speek much.  Whoever the author of this article may be, |
remain his debtor.

" Yet, you ses, even here, Shirley is disparaged in comparison
with Jane Eyre; andyet| took great pains with Shirley. | did
not hurry; | tried to do my best, and my own impression was
that it was not inferior to the former work; indeed, | had
bestowed on it more time, thought, and anxiety: but great part
of it was written under the shadow of impending calamity; and
the last volume, | cannot deny, was composed in the eager, rest-
less endeavour to combat mental sufferings that were scarcely
tolerable

" You sent the tra(IJedy of Galileo Galilei, by Samuel Brown,
in one of the Cornhill parcels; it contained, i remember, passages
of very great beauty. Whenever you send any more books (but
that must not betlll | return what | now have? | should be glad
if you would include amongst them the Life of Dr. Arnold. Do
you know dso the Life of Sydney Taylor V. | am not familiar
even with the name, but it has recommended to me as a
work meriting perusal Of course, when | name any book, it is
always understood that it should be quite convenientto sendit."”
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CHAPTER XXII

I T was thought desirable about thistime, to republish Wuthering
Heights and A?(neﬁ Gg, the works of the two sisters, and Char-
lotte undertook the task of editing them.

She wrote to Mr. Williams, September 29th, 1850, " It is my
intention to write a few lines of remark on Wuthering Heights,
which, however, | proposeto place apart as a brief preface before
the tale. | am likewise compelling myself to read it over, for
the first time of opening the book since my sister's death. Its
power fillsmewith renewed admiration; butyet | am oppressed:
the reeder is scarcely ever permitted a taste of unalloyed

leasure; every beam of sunshine is poured down through black

s of threatening cloud; every page is surcharged with a sort
of moral electricity; and the writer was unconscious of all this
—nothing could make her conscious of it.

" And this makes me reflect,—perhaps | am too incapable of
perceiving the faults and peculiarities of my own style.

" | should wish to revise the proofs, if it be not too great an
inconvenience to send them. It ssams to me advisable to
modify the orthography of the old servant Joseph's
for though, as it stands, it exactly renders the Y orkshire dialect
to a Yorkshire ear, yet, | am sure Southerns must find it unin-
telligible; and thus one of the most graphic characters in the
book is lost on them.

" | grieve to say that | posess no portrait of either of my
sisters.”

To her own dear friend, as to one who had known and loved
her sisters, she writes still more fully respecting the painfulness
of her task.

" Thereis nothing wrong, and | am writing you aline asyou
desire, merely to say that | am busy just now. Mr. Smith
wishes to reprint some of Emily's and Annie's works, with a
few little additions from the papers they have left; and | have
been closely engaged in revising, transcribing, preparing a pre-
face, notice, etc. As the time for doing this is limited, | am
obliged to be industrious. | found the task at first exquisitely
painful and depressing; but regarding it in the light of a sacred
duty, | went on, and now can bear it better. It is work, how-
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ever, that | cannot do in the evening, for if | did, | should have
no deep at night. Papa, | am thankful to say, is in improved
health, and so, | think, ami; | trust you are the same.

" | have just received a kind letter from Miss Martineau.
She has got back to Ambleside, and had heard of my visit to
the Lakes. She expressed her regret, etc., at not being at home.

"l am both angry and surprised at myself for not being in
better spirits; for not growing accustomed, or at least resigned,
to the solitude and isolation of my lot. But my late occupation
left aresult for some days, and indeed still, very painful. The
reading over of s, the renewal of remembrances brought
back the pang of bereavement, and occasioned a depression of
spirits well nigh intolerable. For one or two nights, | scarcely
knew how to get on till morning; and when morning came, |
was still haunted with a sense of sickening distress. | tell you
these things, because it is absolutely necessay to me to have
some relief. Y ou will forgive me, and not trouble yourself, or
imagine that 1 am one whit worse than | say. It is quite a
mental ailment, and | believe and hope is better now. | think
0, because | can spesk about it, which | never can when grief
isat its worst.

" | thought to find occupation and interest in writing, when
aone at home, but hitherto my efforts have been vain; the
deficiency of every stimulus is so complete. Y ou will recom-
mend me, | dare say, to go from home; but that does no good,
even could | again leave Papa with an easy mind (thank God |
heis better). 1 cannot describe what atime of it | had after my
return from London, Scotland, etc. There was a reaction that
sunk me to the earth; the deadly silence, solitude, desolation,
were awful; the craving for companionship, the hopelessness of
relief, werewhat | should dread to feel again.

" Dea——, when | think of you, it iswith a compassion and
tenderness that scarcely, cheer me. Mentally, | fear, you dso
are too lonely and too little occupied. It seams our doom, for
thlre: present at least. May God in His mercy help us to bear
it

During her last visit to London, as mentioned in one of her
|etters, had made the acquaintance of her correspondent,
Mr. Lewes. That gentleman says—

"Some months after" (the appearance of the review of
Shirley in the Edinburgh), " Currer Bell came to London, and |
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was invited to meet her at your house. You may remember,
she asked you not to point me out to her, but allow her to dis-
cover me if she could. She did recognise me almost as soon as
| came into the room. You tried me in the same way; | was
less sagacious. However, | sat by her sde a great part of the
evening and was greatly interested by her conversation. On
parting we shook hands, and she said," We are friends now, are
we not? ' ' Were we not always, then?' | asked. ' No! not
always/ she said, significantly; and that was the only allusion
she made to the offending article. | lent her some of Balzac's
and George Sand's novels to take with her into the country;
and the following letter waswritten when they werereturned: —

" | am sureyou will have thought mevery dilatory in return-
ing the books you so kindly lent me. The fact is, having some
other books to send, | retained yours to enclose them in the same
parcel.

"' Accept my thanks for some hours of pleasant reading.
Balzac was for me quite a new author; and in making his
acquaintance, through the medium of Modeste Mignon, and
Illusions perdues, you cannot doubt | have felt some interest.
At first, | thought he was going to be painfully minute, and
fearfully tedious; one grew impatient of his long parade of
detail, his dow revelation of unimportant circumstances, as he
assembled his personages on the stage; but by and byel seemed
to enter into the mystery of his craft, and to discover, with
delight, where his force lay: is it not in the analysis of motive,
and in a subtle perception of the most obscure and secret work-
ings of the mind?  Still, admire Balzac as we may, | think we
do not like him; we rather feel towards him as towards an
ungenial acquaintance who is for ever holding up in strong light
our defects, and who rarely draws forth our better qualities.

" "Truly, | like George Sand better.

" ' Fantastic, fanatical, unpractical enthusiast as she often is
—far from truthful as are many of her views of life—misled, as
she is apt to be, by her fedings—George Sand has a better
naturethan M. de Balzac; her brainislarger, her heart warmer
than his. The Lettres d'un Voyageur are full of the writer's self;
and | never felt so strongly, asin the perusal of this work, that
most of her very faults spring from the excess of her good
qualities: it is this excess which has often hurried her into
difficulty, which has prepared for her enduring regret.

"' But | believe her mind is of that order which disastrous
experience teaches, without weakening or too much dishearten-
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ing; and, in that case, the longer she lives the better she will
?row. A hopeful point in all her writings is the scarcity of
dse French sentiment; | wish | could say its absence; but the
weed flourishes here and there, even in the Leitres*

" | remember the good expression of disgust which Miss Bronte
made use of in spesking to me of some of Bazac's novels:
' They leave such a bad taste in my mouth." "

The reader will notice that most of the letters from which |
now quote are devoted to critical and literary subjects. These
were, indeed, her principal interests at this time; the revision
of her sister's works, and writing a short memoir of them, was
the painful employment of every day duringhthe dreary autumn
of 1850. Wearied out by the vividness of her sorrowful recol-
lections, she sought relief in long walks on the moors. A friend
of hers, who wrote to me on the appearance of the elogquent
article in the Daily News upon the " Death of Currer Bell,"
gives an anecdote which may well come in here.

" They are mistaken in saying she was too weak to roam the
hills for the benefit of theair. | do not think any one, certainly
not any woman, in this locality, went so much on the moors as
she did, when the weather permitted. Indeed, she was so much
in the habit of doing s0, that people, who live quite away on
the edge of the common, knew her perfectly well. | remember
on one occasion an old woman saw her at a little distance, and
she called out, ' How! Miss Bronte*! Hey yah (have you) ssen
ought o' my cofe (caf)?' Miss Bronte told her she could not
sy, for she did not know it. "Well!" shesaid,' Yahknow,it's
getting up like nah (now), between a cah (cow) and a cofe—
what we call a stirk, yah know, Miss Bronte; will yah turn it
this way if yah happen to seet, as yah're going back, Miss
Bronte; nah do, Miss Bronte." "

It must have been about this time that a visit was paid to
her by some neighbours, who were introduced to her by a
mutual friend. This visit has been described in a letter from
which | am permitted to give extracts, which will show the
impression made upon strangers by the character of the country
round her home, and other circumstances. "Though the
weather was drizzly, we resolved to make our long-planned
excursion to Haworth; so we packed oursdves into the buffalo-
skin, and that into the gig, and set off about eleven. The rain
ceesed, and the day was just suited to the scenery,—wild and
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chill,—with great massss of cloud glooming over the moors,
and here and there aray of sunshine covertly stealing through,
and resting with a dim magical light upon some high blesk
village; or darting down into somedeep glen, lighting up thetal |
chimney, or glistening on the windows and wet roof of the mill
which lies couching in the bottom. The country got wilder
and wilder as we agpproached Haworth; for the last four miles
we were ascending a huge moor, at the very top of which lies
the dreary black-looking village of Haworth. The village-street
itself is one of the steepest hills | have ever seen, and the stones
are so horribly jolting that | should have got out and walked
with W—, if possible, but, having once begun the ascent, to
stop was out of the question. At the top was the inn where we
put up, dose by the church; and the clergyman's house, we
were told, wes at the top of the churchyard.  So through that
we went,—a dreary, dreary place, literally paved with rain-
blackened tombstones, and all on the dope, for at Haworth
there is on the highest height a higher still, and Mr. Bronte's
house stands considerably above the church. There was the
house before us, a small oblong stone house, with not a tree to
screen it from the cutting wind; but how were we to get at it
from the churchyard we could not seed There was an old man
in the churchyard, brooding like a Ghoul over the graves, with
asort of grim hilarity on his face. | thought he looked hardly
human; however, he was human enough to tell us theway; and
presently we found oursdves in the little bare parlour. Pre-
sently the door opened, and in came a superannuated mastiff,
followed by an old gentl eman very like Miss Bronte, who shook
hands with us, and then went to call his daughter. A long
interval, during which we coaxed the old dog, and looked at a
picture of Miss Bronte, by Richmond, the solitary ornament of
the room, lookin sxran?ely out of place on the bare walls, and
at the books on the little shelves, most of them evidently the
gift of the authors since Miss Bronte's celebrity. Presently she
camein, and welcomed us very kindly, and took me upstairs to
take off my bonnet, and herself brought me water and towels.
The uncarpeted stone stairs and floors, the old drawers propped
on wood, were all scrupulously clean and neat.  When we went
into the parlour again, we began talking very comfortably, when
the door opened and Mr. Bronte looked in; seeing his daughter
there, | suppose he thought it wes all right, and he retreated to
his study on the opposite side of the passage; presently emerg-
ing again to bring W——a country newspaper. This was his
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last appearance till we went. Miss Bronte spoke with the
grestest warmth of Miss Martineau, and of the good she had
gained from her. Well! we talked about various things; the
character of the people—about her solitude, etc., till she left
the room to help about dinner, | suppose, for she did not return
for an age. The old dog had vanished; afat curly-haired dog
honoured us with his company for some time, but finally mani-
fested a wish to get out, so we were left done. At last she
returned, followed by the maid and dinner, which made us all
more comfortable; and we had some very pleasant conversation,
in the midst of which time passed quicker than we supposed, for
at last W. found that it was haf-past three, and we had
fourteen or fifteen miles before us.  So we hurried off, having
obtained from her apromise to pay us avisit in the spring; and
the old gentleman having issued once more from his study to
sy good-bye, we returned to the inn, and made the best of our
way homewards.

" Miss Bronte ﬁut me so in mind of her own Jane Eyre. She
looked smdler than ever, and moved about so quietly, and
noisdlesdy, just likealittlebird, as Rochester called her, barring
that all birds are joyous, and that joy can never have entered
that house since it was first built; and yet, perhaps, when that
old man married, and took home his bride, and children's voices
and feet were heard about the house, even that desolate crowded
Igq;raveyard and biting blast could not quench cheerfulness and

ope. Now there is something touching in the sight of that
little cresture entombed in such a place, and moving about
herself like a spirit, especially when you think that the slight
still frame endoses a force of strong fiery life, which nothing
has been able to freeze or extinguish.”

In one of the preceding letters, Miss Bronte referred to an
articlein the Palladium, which had rendered what she considered
the due meed of merit to Wuthering Heights, her sister Emily's
tale. Her own works were praised, and praised with discrimina-
tion, and she was grateful for this. But her warm heart was
filled to the brim with kindly fedings towards him who had
done justice to the dead. She anxiously sought out the name
of the writer; and having discovered that it was Mr. Sydney
Dobell, he immediately became one of her

" Peculiar people whom Death had made dear *'

Shelooked with interest upon everything he wrote; and before
long we shall find that they corresponded.




322 Life of Charlotte Bronte

To W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ.
" Oct. 25th.

" The box of books came last night, and, as usud, | have
only gratefully to admire the selection made: Jeffrey's Essays,
Dr. Arnold's Life, The Roman, Alton Locke, these were all
wished for and welcome,

" You say | keep no books; pardon me—I am ashamed of my
own ragpaciousness. | have kept Macaulay's History, and Words-
worth's Prelude, and Taylor's Philip Van Artevelde. | soothe
my conscience by saying that the two last,—being poetry—do
not count. This is a convenient doctrine for me: | meditate
acting upon it with reference to the Roman, so | trust nobody in
Cornhill will dispute its validity or affirm that ' poetry ' has a
value, except for trunk-makers.

"I have dready had Macaulay's Essays, Sdney Smith's
Lectures on Moral Philosophy, and Knox on Race. Pickering's
work on the same subject | have not seen; nor all the volumes
of Leigh Hunt's Autobiography. However, | am now abun-
dantly supplied for a long time to come. | liked Hazlitt's
Essays much.

" The autumn, as?/ say, has been very fine. | and solitude
and memory have often proflted by its sunshine on the moors.

"1 had felt some disappointment at the non-arrival of the
proof-sheets of Wuthering Heights, a feverish impatience to
complete the revision is apt to beset me.  The work of Iookmg
over papers, etc., could not be gone through with impunltg
with unatered spirits; associations too tender, regrets too bitter,
sprang out of it.  Meantime, the Cornhill books now, as hereto-
fore, are my best medicine—affording a solace which could not
lbg ylelded by the very same books procured from a common
lorary.

"Already | have read the greatest part of the Roman;
passages in it possess a kindling virtue such as true poetry adone
can boast; there are images of genuine grandeur; there are
lines that at once stamp themselves on the memory. Can it be
true that a new planet has risen on the heaven, whence all stars
samed fadt fading? | believeitis; for this Sydney or Dobell
spesks with avoice of hisown, unborrowed, unmimicked. Y ou
hear Tennyson, indeed, sometimes, and Byron sometimes, in
ome passages of the Roman;  but then again you have a new
note—nowhere clearer than in a certain brief lyric, sang in a
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meeting of minstrels, a sort of dirge over a dead brother;—that
not only charmed the ear and brain, it soothed the heart."

The following extract will be read with interest as conveying
her thoughts after the perusa of Dr. Arnold's Life:—

" Nov. 6th,

" | have just finished reading the Life of Dr. Arnold ; but now
when | wish, according to your request, to express what | think
of it, | do not find the task very easy; proper terms seam wanting.
This is not a character to be dismissed with a few laudatory
words; it is not a one-sided character; pure panegyric would
be inappropriate. Dr. Arnold (it ssems to me) was not quite
saintly; his grestness was cagt in a mortal mould; he was a
little severe, dmost a little hard; he was vehement and some-
what oppugnant. Himself the most indefatigable of workers,
| know not whether he could have understood, or made allow-
ance for, a temperament that required more rest; yet not to
one man in twenty thousand is given his giant faculty of labour;
by virtue of it he ssems to me the greatest of working men.
Exacting he might have been, then, on this point; and granting
that he were o, and a little hasty, stern, and positive, those
were his sole faults (if, indeed, that can be caled a fault which
in no shape degrades the individual's own character, but is only
apt to oppress and overstrain the weaker nature of his neigh-
bours). Afterwards come his good qualities. About these there
is nothing dubious. Where can we find justice, firmness, inde-
pendence, earnestness, sincerity, fuller and purer than in him?

" Butthisisnotall,and | anglad of it. Besdeshighintellect
and stainless rectitude, his letters and his life attest his possesson
of the most true-hearted affection. Without this, however one
might admire, we could not love him; but with it | think we
love him much. A hundred such men—fifty—nay, ten or five
such righteous men might save any country; might victoriously
champion any cause.

" | was struck, too, by the aimost unbroken happiness of his
life; ahappiness resulting chiefly, no doubt, from the right use
to which he put that health and strength which God had given
him, but also owing partly to a singular exemption from those
deep and bitter griefs which most human beings are called on
to endure. His wife was what he wished; his children were
healthy and promising; his own health was excellent; his
undertakings were crowned with success, even death was kind,
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—for, however sharp the pains of his last hour, they were but
brief. God's blessing seams to have accompanied him from the
cradleto thegrave. One feds thankful to know that it has been
permitted to any man to live such a life.

" When | wasin Westmoreland last August, | spent an evening
at Fox How, where Mrs. Arnold and her daughters still reside.
It was twilight as | drove to the place, and almost dark ere |
reeched it; still | could perceive that the situation wes lovely.
The house looked like anest half buried in flowers and cr S
and, dusk as it was, | could feel that the valey and the hills
round were beautiful asimagination could dream."

If | say again what | have said aready before, it is only to
impress and re-impress upon my readers the dreary monotony
of her life a this time. The dark, bleak ssason of the year
brought back the Ion%er enings, which tried her severely: all
the more 0, because eiea ght rendered her incapable
of foIIowmg any occupation but knitting by candle-light.  For
her father's sake, as well as for her own, she found it necessary
to make some exertion to ward off settled depression of spirits.
She accordingly accepted an invitation to spend a week or ten
days with Miss Martineau at Ambleside. She dso proposed to
come to Manchester and se me, on her way to Westmoreland.
But, unfortunately, | was from home, and unable to receive her.
The friends with whom | was staying in the South of England
ghearing me express my regret that | could not t her
riendly proposal, and aware of the sad state of health and

irits which made some change necessary for her) wrote to

lesire that she would come and spend aweek or two with me at
thei rdhoelése. She acknowledged this invitation in a letter to
me, dat

" Dee. 13th, 1850.

" MY DEARMRS. GASKEIX,—Miss—'s kindness and yours is
such that | am placed in the dilemma of not knowing how
adequately to express my sense of it.  This | know, however,
very well—that if | could go and bewith you for aweek or two
in such a quiet south-country house, and with such kind people
as you describe, | should like it much. | find the proposa
marvellously to my taste; it isthe pleasantest, gentlest, sveetest,
temptation possible; but, delectable asit is, its solicitations are
by no means to be yielded to without the sanction of reason, and
therefore | desire for the present to be silent, and to stand back
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till 1 have been to Miss Martineau's, and returned home, and
congdered well whether it is a scheme as right as agreeable.
" Meantime, the mere thought does me good."

On the 10th of December, the seoond edition of Wutkering
Heights was published. She sent a copy of it to Mr. Dobel,
with the following letter:—

To MR. DOBELL.
" Haworih, near Keighley, Yorkshire,
" Dec. 8th,918%.

" | offer thislittle book to my critic in the Palladium, and he
mugt believe it accompanied by a tribute of the Sncerest grati-
tude; not so much for anything he has said of mysdf, as for the
noble justice he has rendered to one dear to me as mysdf—per-
haps dearer; and perhaps one kind word spoken for her awakens
a deeper, tenderer, sentiment of thankfulness than euloges
heaped on my own head. As you will s&e when you have read
the biographical notice, my Sster cannot thank you hersdf; she
is gone out of your gphere and mine, and human blame and
prasearenothingto her now. But to me, for her sake, they are
something still; it revived me for many a day tofind that, dead
as she was, the work of her genius had at last met with worthy
appreciation.

" Tell me, when you haveread theintroduction, whether any
doubts still linger in your mind respecting the authorship of
Wutkering Heights, Wildfell Hall, eic. Your mistrust did me
ome injustice; it proved a general conception of character such
as | should be sorry to call mine; but these fase ideas will
naturally arise when we only judge an author from his works.
In fairness | mugt a disclaim the flattering sde of the por-
trait. | am no 'young Penthesilea mediis in millibus’ but a
plain country parson's daughter.

" Once more | thank you, and that with a full heart.

" C. BRONTE"
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CHAPTER XXI1I

IMMEDIATELY after the republication of her sister's book she
went to Miss Martineau's.

"1 can write to you now, deer E——, for | am away from
home, and relieved, temporarily, at least, by change of air and
eng, from the heavy burden of depression which, | confess, has
for nearly three months been sinking me to the earth. | never
shall forget last autumn! Some days and nights have been
cruel; but now, having once told you this, | need say no more
on the subject. My loathing of solitude grew extreme; my
recollection of my sisters intolerably poignant. | am better
now. | am at Miss Martineau's for aweek. Her house is very
pleasant, both within and without; arranged at all points with
admirable neatness and comfort. Her visitors enjoy the most
perfect liberty; what she claims for hersdf she allows them. |
rise a my own hour, breakfast aone (she is up at five, takes a
cold bath, and a walk by starlight, and has finished breakfast
and got to her work by seven o'clock). | pass the morning in
the drawing-room—she, in her study. At two o'clock we meet
—work, talk, and walk together till five, her dinner-hour, d
the evening together, when she converses fluently and abun-
dantly, and with the most complete frankness. | go to my own
room soon after ten—she sits up writing letters till twelve.
She appears exhaudtless in strength and spirits, and indefatigable
in the faculty of labour. She is a great and a good woman;
of course not without peculiarities, but | have ssen none as yet
that annoy me. She is both hard and warm-hearted, abrupt
and affectionate, liberal and despotic. | believe she is not at
all conscious of her own absolutism. When | tell her of it, she
denies the charge warmly; then | laugh at her. | believe she
amost rules Ambleside.  Some of the gentry dislike her, but
the lower orders have a great regard for her. ... | thought I
should like to spend two or three days with you before going
home; o, if it is not inconvenient to you, | will (D. V.) come
on Monday and stay till Thursday. ... | have truly enjoyed
my visit here. | have seen a good many people, and all have
been so marvellously kind; not the least so, the family of Dr.
Arnold. Miss Martineau | relish inexpressibly."
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Miss Bronte paid the visit she here proposes to her friend,
but only remained two or three days. She then returned home,
and immediately began to suffer from her old enemy, sickly
and depressing heedache.  This was all the more trying to bear,
as she was obliged to take an active share in the household work,
'—one servant being ill in bed, and the other, Tabby, aged up-
wards of eighty.

Thisvisit to Ambleside did Miss Bronte much good, and gave
her a stock of pleasant recollections, and fresh interests, to
dwell upon in her solitary life. There are many references in
her letters to Miss Martineau's character and kindness.

" She is certainly a woman of wonderful endowments, both
intellectual and physical; and though | share few of her opinions,
and regard her as fallible on certain points of judgment, | must
still award her my sincerest esteem.  The manner in which she
combines the highest mental culture with the nicest discharge of
feminine duties filled me with admiration; while her affectionate
kindness earned my %ratitude." "I think her good and noble
qualities far outweigh her defects. It is my habit to consider
the individual apart from his (or her) reputation, practice inde-
pendent of theory, natural disposition isolated from acquired
opinions. Harriet Martineau's person, practice, and character,
inspire me with the truest affection and respect." " You ak
me whether Miss Martineau made me a convert to mesmerism ?
Scarcely; yet | heard miracles of its efficacy, and could hardly
discredit the whole of what was told me. | even underwent a
personal experiment; and though the result was not absolutely
clear, it was inferred that in time | should prove an excellent
subject. The question of mesmerism will be discussed with
little reserve, | believe, in a forthcoming work of Miss Mar-
tineau's; and | have some painful anticipations of the manner in
which other subjects, offering less legitimate ground for specula-
tion, will be handled."

" Your last letter evinced such a sincere and discriminating
admiration for Dr. Arnold, that perhaps you will not be wholly
uninterested in hearing that, during my late visit to Miss Mar-
tineau, | saw much more of Fox How and its inmates, and
daily admired, in the widow and children of one of the greatest
and best men of his time, the possesson of qualities the most
estimable and endearing. Of my kind hosess hersdlf, | cannot
spesk in terms too high. Without being able to share all her
opinions, philosophical, political, or religious,—without adopting
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her theories,—I yet find a worth and greatness in hersdf, and a
congstency, benevolence, perseverance in her practice, such as
wins the sincerest esteem and affection. She is not a person
to be judged by her writings aone, but rather by her own desds
and life, than which nothing can be more exemplary or nobler.
She seams to me the benefactress of Ambleside, ?/et takes no sort
of credit to hersdf for her active and indefatigable philanthropy.
The government of her household is admirably administered:
all she does is well done, from the writing of a history down
to the quietest femae occupation. No sort of cadesnes or
neglect is alowed under her rule, and yet she is not over-strict,
nor too rigidly exacting: her servants and her poor neighbours
love as well as respect her.

" | must not, however, fall into the error of talking too much
about her merely because my own mind is just now deeply im-
pressed with what | have ssen of her intellectual power and
moral worth. Faults she has; but to me they appear very
trivial weighed in the balance against her excellences.”

" Y our account of Mr. A——tallies exactly with Miss M-'s.
She, too, said that placidity and mildness (rather than originality
and power) were his external characteristics.  She described him
as a combination of the antique Greek ssge with the European
modern man of science.  Perhaps it was mere perversity in
me to ﬁ;et the notion that torpid veins, and a cold, slow-beating
heart, lay under his marble outside. But he is a materialist:
he serenely denies us our hope of immortality, and quietly blots
from man's future Heaven and the Life to come. That is why
a savour of bitterness seesoned my feeling towards him.

" All you sy of Mr. Thackeray is most graphic and char-
acteristic. He stirsm me both sorrow and anger.  Why should
he lead so harassing a life ? Why should his mocking tongue
s0 perversely deny the better fedings of his better moods? "

For some time, whenever she was well enough in health and
spirits, she had been employing herself upon Villette; but she
was frequently unable to write, and was both grieved and angry
with herselfgor her inability. In February, she writes as follows
to Mr. Smith:—

" Something you say about going to London; but the words
are dreamy, and fortunately 1 am not obliged to hear or answer
them, London and summer are many months away: our
moors & all white with snow just now, and little redbreasts



Miss Martineau's " Letters"” 329

come every morning to thewindow for crumbs.  One can lay no
plansthree or four months beforenand. Besdes | don't dessrve
to go to London; nobody merits a chan%e or atreat les |
sorely think, on thecontrary,l ought to be put in prison, and
kept on bread and water in solitary confinement—without even
a letter from Cornhill—till I had written a book. One of two
things would certainly result from such a mode of treatment
pursued for twelve months; either | should come out at the end
of that time with a thresvolume M S. in my hand, or dse with
a condition of intellect that would exempt me ever after from
literary efforts and expectations.”

Meanwhile, she was disurbed and digressed by the publica-
tion of Miss Martineau's Letters, etc.; they came down with a
peculiar force and heaviness upon aheart that looked, with fond
and earnes faith, to a future life as to the meainqplaoe with
those who were " loved and logt awhile.”

" Feb. 11th, 1851,

" MY DEAR SIR,—Have you yet read Miss Martineau's and
Mr. Atkinson'snew work, Letterson the Natureand Development
of Man ? If you have not, it would be worth your whileto do o.

" Of the impression this book has made on me, | will not now
sy much. It is the first expostion of avowed atheism and
materialisn | have ever read; thefirst unequivocal declaration
of disbdief in the exigence of a God or a futurelife | have ever
sm.  In judging of such expostion and declaration, one would
wish entirely to put adde the sort of ingtinctive horror they
awaken, and to congder themin animpartial spirit and collected
mood. This | find it difficult to do. The srangest thing is,
that we are called on to rgoice over this hopdess blank—to
receive this bitter bereavement as great gain—to wedcome this
unutterable desolation as a state of pleasant freedom. Who
could dothisif hewould ? Who would do it if he could ?

" Sincerely, for my own part, do | wish tofind and know the
Truth; but if this be Truth, well may she guard hersdf with
myseries, and cover hersdf with aveil. If this be Truth, man
or woman who behalds her can but curse the day he or shewas
born. | said, however, | would not dwell on what / thought;
| wish to hear, rather, what some other person thinks—some
one whose fedings are unapt to bias his judgment. Read the
book, then, in an unprejudiced spirit, and candidly say what
you think of it. | mean, of coursg if you have time—not
otherwise."

M318
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And yet she could not bear the contemptuous tone in which
this work was spoken of by many critics; it made her more
indignant than almost any other drcumstance during my
acquaintance with her. Much as she regretted the publication
of the book, she could not e that it had given any one a right
to snex at an action, certainly prompted by no worldly mative,
and which was but one error—the gravity of which sheadmitted
—in the conduct of a person who had, all her life long, been
striving, by desp thought and noble words, to serve her kind.

" Your remarks on Miss Martineau and her book pleassd me
greatly, from their tone and spirit. | have even taken the
liberty of transcribing for her benefit one or two phrases because
I know they will chexr her; she likes sympathy and apprecia-
tion (as all people do who deserve them); and mos fully do |
agree with you in the didike you express of that hard, con-
temptuous tonein which her work is gpoken of by many critics"

Before | return from the literary opinions of the author to
the domegtic interests of the woman, | must copy out what she
felt and thought about The Stonesof Venice,

" The Stones of Venice ssam nobly laid and chisdled. How
grandly the quarry of vast marbles is disdosed! Mr. Ruskin
sEms to me one of the few genuine writers, as distinguished from
book-makers, of thisage His earnetness even amuses me in
certain passages for | cannot help laughing to think how
utilitarians will fume and fret over his deep, srious (and as
they will think), fanatical reverence for Art. That pure and
svere mind you asribed to him spesks in every line. He
writes like a consecrated Priest of the Abstract and I deal.

" | shall bring with me The Stones of Venice; all the founda-
tions of marble and of granite, together with the mighty quarry
out of which they were hewn; and, into the bargain, a small
assortment of crotchets and dicta—the private property of one
John Ruskin, Esg."

As spring drew on, the depresson of spirits to which she was
Subject began to grasp her again, and " to crush her with a
day- and night-mare*' She became afraid of sinking as low as
she had done in the autumn; and to avoid this, she prevailed
on her old friend and schoolfdlow to come and stay with her
for a few weks in March. She found great benefit from this
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companionship,—both from the congenial sodiety in itsdf, and
from the sdf-restraint of thought imposed by the necessty of
entertaining her and looking after her comfort.  On this occa
son, Miss Bronte said, " It will not do to get into the habit of
running away from home, and thus temporarily evading an
oppresson ingead of facing, wrestling with and conquering it,
or being conquered by it."

I shall now make an extract from one of her letters, which is
purposdy displaced as to time. | quote it because it reates to
athird offer of marriage which she had, and because | find that
ome are apt to imagine, from the extraordinary power with
which she represented the passon of love in her noves, that
she herdf was easly susoeptible of it.

" Could | ever fed enough for——, to accept of him as a
hushand? Friendship—gratitude—esteem—| have; but each
moment he came near me, and that | could see his eyes fagened
on me, my veinsranice. Now that heisaway, | fed far more
gently towards him; it isonly doseby that | grow rigid, stiffen-
ing with a strange mixture of apprehenson and anger, which
nothing softens but his retreat, and a perfect subduing of his
manner. | did not want to be proud, nor intend to be proud,
but | was forced to be 0. Mog true it is, that we are over-
ruled by One above us; that in His hands our very will is as
clay in the hands of the potter."

I have now named all the offers of marriage she ever received,
until that was made which she finally accepted. The gentle-
man referred to in this letter retained so much regard for her
asto be her friend to the end of her life; a drcumstance to his
credit and to hers,

Before her friend E took her departure, Mr. Bronte*
caught cold, and continued for some weeks much out of health,
with an attack of bronchitis His spirits, too, became much
depresed; and all his daughter's efforts were directed towards
cheering him.

When hegrew better, and had regained his previous strength,
she resolved to avail hersdf of an invitation which she had
recaved some time before, to pay avisit in London.  Thisyear,
1851, was, as every one remembers, the time of the great Ex-
hibition; but even with that attraction in progpect, shedid not
intend to stay therelong; and, asusual, she made an agresment
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with her friends, before finally accepting t he| r offered hospitality,
that her sojourn at their house Was to uiet as ever, Snce
any other way of proceedln? reed Wlth er both mentally
and physically. She never lo excited except for a moment,
when something in conversation caled her out; but she often
felt so, even about comparative trifles, and the exhaustion df.
reactlon was sure to follow. Under such cwcumstanc&s shd

aways becamne extremelf/ thin and haggard; yet she averred!
that the chenge invariably did her good afterwards.

Her Preparatlons in the way of dress for this visit, in the %ay
time of that gay seeson, were singularly in accordance with
feminine taste quietly anxious to satisfy her love for modet,
dainty, neat attire, and not regardless of the becoming, yet
remembering consistency, both with her genera appearance
and with her means, in every selection she made.

" By the bye, | meant to ask you when you went to Leeds,
to do a small errand for me, but fear your hands will be too full
of busness. It was merely this: in case you chanced to be in
any shop where the lace cloaks, both black and white, of which
| spoke, were sold, to ask their price. | suppose they would
hardly like to send a few to Haworth to be looked at; indeed,
if they cost very much, it would be usess but if they are
reasonable and they would send them, | should like to se them;
and adso some chemisettes of small sze (the full woman's sze
don't fit me), both of simple style for every day andgood quality
for best/" ... "It appears | could not rest satisfied when |
was well off. | told you | had taken one of the black lace
mantles, but when | came to try it with the black satin dress,
with which | should chiefly want to wear it, | found the effect
was far from good; the beauty of the lace was lost, and it
looked somewhat brown and rusty; | wrote to Mr——, re-
questing him to change it for a white mantle of the same price;
he was extremely courteous, and sent to London for one, which
| have got this morning. The price is less being but £i 14s;
it is prettK, neat and light, looks well on black; and upon
reasoning the matter ovei, | came to the philosophic conclusion,
that it would be no shame for a Ferson of my means to wear
a chesper thing; so | think | shall takeit, and if you ever s
it and call it * trumpery ' so much the worse."

" Do you know that | was in Leeds on the very same day
with you—Ilast Wednesday ? | had thought of telling you where
| was going, and having your help and company in buying a
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bonnet, etc., but then I reflected this would merely be making
a sdfish use of you, so | determined to manage or mismanage
the matter alone. | went to Hurst and Hall's for the bonnet,
and got one which seemed grave and quiet there amongst all
the splendours; but now it looks infinitely too gay with its
Eink lining. | saw some beautiful silks of pale sweet colours,

ut had not the spirit nor the means to launch out at the rate
of five shillings per yard, and went and bought a black silk at
three shillings after all. | rather regret this, because papa says
he would have lent me a sovereign if he had known. | believe,
if you had been there, you would have forced me to get into
debt. ... | really can no more come to B——before | go to
London than | can fly. | have quantities of sewing to do, as
well as household matters to arrange, before | leave, as they
will clean, etc.,inmy absence.  Besides, | am ?rievously afflicted
with headache, which | trust to change of air for relieving; but
meantime, as it proceads from the stomach, it makes me very
thin and grey; neither you nor anybody d<se would fatten me
up or put meinto good condition for the visit; it is fated other-
wise. No matter. Cam your passion; yet | am glad to s
it. Such spirit ssams to prove health. Good-bye, in haste.

" Your poor mother is like Tabby, Martha and Papa; all
these fancy | am somehow, by some mysterious process, to be
married in London, or to engage myself to matrimony. How
| smileinternally! How groundless and improbableistheidea!
Papa serioudy told me yesterday, that if | married and left him
he should give up housekeeping and go into lodgings! "

I copy the following, for the sake of the few words describing
the gppearance of the heathery moors in late summer.

To SYDNEY DOBELL, ESQ.

" May 24th, 1851.

" MY DEAR SIR,—I hasten to send Mrs. Dobell the autograph.
It was the word ' Album' that frightened me: | thought she
Wishéad me to write a sonnet on purpose for it, which | could
not do.

" Your proposal respecting ajourney to Switzerland is deeply
kind; it draws me with the force of a mighty Temptation, but
the stern Impossible holds me back. Nol | cannot go to
Switzerland this summer.

" Why did the editor of the Eclectic erase that most powerful
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and pictorial passage? He could not be insensible to its beauty;
perhaps he thought it profane. Poor man 1

" | know nothing of such an orchard-country as you describe.
| have never sen such a region. Our hills only confess the
coming of summer by growing green with young fern and moss,
in secret little hollows. Their bloom is reserved for autumn;
then they burn with akind of dark glow, different, doubtless,
from the blush of garden blossoms. About the dose of next
month, | expect to go to London, to pay a brief and quiet visit.
| fear chance will not be 0 propitious as to bring you to town
while | am there; otherwise, how glad | should beif you would
cal. Withkind regards to Mrs. Dobell,—Believe me, sincerely
yours, C.BRONTE."

Her next letter is dated from London.

" June 2nd.

" | came here on Wednesday, being summoned a day sooner
than | expected, in order to be in time for Thackeray's second
lecture, which was delivered on Thursday afternoon. This, as
you may SUppose, was a genuine treat to me, and | was glad
not to miss It. It was given in Willis' Rooms, where the
Almacks balls are held—a great painted and gilded sdloon with
long sofas for benches.  The audience was said to be the cream
of London society, and it looked so. | did not at all expect
the great lecturer would know me or notice me under these
circumstances, with admiring duchesses and countesses seated
in rows before him; but he met me as | entered—shook hands—
took me to his mother, whom | had not before seen, and intro-
duced me. She is afine, handsome, young-looking old lady;
was very gracious, and called with one of her grand-daughters
next day.

" Thackeray caled too, separately. | had along talk with
him, and | think he knows me now alittle better than he did:
but of this | cannot yet be sure; heis agreat and strange man.
Thereis quite afuror for hislectures. They are a sort of essays,
characterised by his own peculiar originality and power, and
delivered with a finished taste and eass, which is felt, but
cannot be described.  Just before the lecture began, somebody
came behind me, leaned over and said, * Permit me, asa Y ork-
shireman, to introduce myself." | turned round—saw a strange,
not handsome, face, which puzzled me for half a minute, and
then | said, ' You are Lord Carlisle’ He nodded and smiled:;
he talked a few minutes very pleasantly and courteously.
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" Afterwards came another man with the same plea, that he
was a Y orkshireman, and this turned out to be Mr. Monckton
Milnes. Then came Dr. Forbes, whom | was sincerely glad to
se  OnFriday, | went to the Crystal Palace; itisamarvellous,
stirring, bewildering sight—a mixture of a genii palace, and a
mighty bazaar, but it is not muchin my way ; | liked the lecture
better. On Saturday | saw the Exhibition at Somerset House;
about half a dozen of the dpi(:'[ures are good and interesting, the
rest of little worth. Sunday — yesterday — was a day to be
marked with awhite stone; through most of the day | was very
happy, without being tired or over-excited. In the afternoon,
| went to hear D'Aubign6, the great Protestant French preacher;
it was pleasant—half sweet, half sad—and strangely suggestive
to hear the French language once more.  For health, | have so
far got onvery fairly, consdering that | came herefar fromwell."

The lady, who accompanied Miss Bronte to the lecture at
Thackeray's aluded to, says that, soon after they had taken
their places, she was aware that he was pointing out her com-

anion to severd of his friends, but she hoped that Miss Bronte

erself would not perceiveit. After sometime, however, during
which many heads had been turned round, and many glasses
put up, in order to look at the author of Jane Eyre, Miss Bronte
said," | am afraid Mr. Thackeray has been playing meatrick; "
but she soon became too much absorbed in the lecture to notice
the attention which was being paid to her, except when it was
directly offered, asinthe caseof L ord Carlideand Mr. Monckton
Milnes. When the lecture was ended, Mr. Thackeray came
down from the platform, and making his way towards her,
asked her for her opinion.  This she mentioned to me not many
days afterwards, adding remarks almost identical with those
which | subsequently read in Villette, where a similar action on
the part of M. Paul Emanuel is related.

" As bur party left the Hall, he stood at the entrance; he
saw and knew me, and lifted his hat; he offered his hand in
passing, and uttered the words ' Qu'en dites-vous ? '—question
eminently characteristic, and reminding me, even in this his
moment of triumph, of that inquisitive reslessness, that absence
of what | considered desirable self-control, which were amongst
his faults. He should not have cared just then to ask what |
thought, or what anybody thought; but he did care, and he
was too natural to conced, too Impulsive to repress his wish.
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Well! if | blamed his over-eagerness, | liked his naivete. |
would have praised him; | had plenty of praise in my heart;
but adasl no words on my lips. Who has words at the right
moment? | stammered some lame expressions; but wes truly
glad when other people, coming up with profuse congratulations,
covered my deficiency by their redundancy."

As they were preparing to leave the room, her companion
saw with dismay that many of the audience were forming them-
sves into two lines, on each sde of the aide down which they

ad to pass before reaching the door. Aware that any delay
would only make the ordeal more trying, her friend took Miss
Bronte's arm in hers, and they went aong the avenue of
and admiring faces During this passage through the " cream
of society," Miss Bronte's hand trembled to such a degree, that
her companion feared lest she should turn faint and be unable
to proceed; and she dared not express her sympathy or try to
give her strength by any touch or word, lest it might bring on
the crisis she dreaded.

Surely, such thoughtless manifestation of curiosity is a blot
on the scutcheon of true politeness!  The rest of the account
of tgis, her longest visit to London, shall be told in her own
words.

" | sit down to writeto i/]ou this morning in an inexpressibly
flat state; having spent the whole of F){%terday and the day
before in agradually increasing headache, which grew at last
rampant and violent, ended W|th excessve sckness, and this
morning | am quite weak and washy. | hoped to leave my
behind me at Haworth; but it ssams | brought them
carefully packed in my trunk, and very much have they beenin
my way snce | came. . . . Since | wrote last, | have seen
various things worth describing; Rachel, the great French
actress, amongst the number.  But to-day | really ave no pith
for thetask. 1 can only wish you good-bye with all my heart."
" | cannot boast that London has agreed with me well this
time; the oppression of frequent heedache, sickness, and a low
tone of spirits, has poisoned many moments which might other-
wise have been pleasant. Sometimes | have felt this hard, and
been tempted to murmur at Fate, which compels me to com-
parative silence and solitude for eleven months in the year, and
In the twelfth, while offenn%]socid enjoyment, takes away the
vigour and cheerfulness which should turn it to account. - But
circumstances are ordered for us, and we must submit."
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" Your letter would have been answered yesterday, but | was
aready gone out before post time, and was out all day. People
are very kind, and perhaps | shall be glad of what | have ssn
afterwards, but it is often a little trying at the time. On
Thursday, the Marquis of Westminster asked me to a great
party, to which | was to go with Mrs. D——, a beautiful, and, |
think, a kind woman too; but this | resolutely declined. On
Friday | dined at the——'s, and met Mrs. D——and Mr.
Monckton Milnes. On Saturday | went to hear and see Rachel:
awonderful sight—terrible as it the earth had cracked degp at
your feet, and revealed a glimpse of hell. | shal never forget
it. She made me shudder to the marrow of my bones; in her
some fiend has certainly taken up an incarnate home. Sheis
not a woman; sheis a snake; e isthe——. On Sunday |
went to the Spanish Ambassador's Chapel, where Cardinal
Wiseman, in his archiepiscopa robes and mitre, held a con-
firmation. The whole soene was impiously theatrical.  Yester-
day (Monday) | was sent for at ten to breskfast with Mr. Rogers,
the patriarch-poet. Mrs. D——and Lord Glenelg were there;
no one dse this certainlg proved a most cam, refined, and
intellectual treat. After breakfast, Sir David Brewster came
to take us to the Crystal Palace. | had rather dreaded this, for
Sir David isaman of profoundest science, and | feared it would
be impossible to understand his explanations of the mechanism,
etc.; Indeed, | hardly knew how to ask him questions. | was

ed all trouble: without being questioned, he gave informa-
tion in the kindest and simplest manner. After two hours
spent at the Exhibition, and where, as you may suppose, | was
very tired, we had to go to Lord Westminster's, and spend two
thrs morein looking at the collection of picturesin hissplendid
galery.”

To another friend she writes.—

" may have told you that | have spent a month in
London this summer. When you come, you shall ask what
questions you like on that point, and | will answer to the best
of my stammering ability. Do not press me much on the sub-
ject of the ' Crystal Paace | went there five times, and cer-
tainly saw some interesting things, and the ' coup d'ceil’ is
striking and bewildering enough; but | never was able to get
up any raptures on the subject, and each renewed visit was
made under coercion rather than my own freewill. Itisan ex-
cessively bustling place; and, after all, its wonders apped too
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exclusively to the eye, and rarely touch the heart or head. |
make an exception to the last assertion, in favour of those who
possess alarge range of scientific knowledge. Once | went with
Sir David Brewster, and perceived that he looked on objects
with other eyes than mine."

Miss Bronte returned from London by Manchester, and paid
us avisit of a couple of days at the end of June. The weather
was S0 intensely hot, and she herself so much fatigued with her
London sight-seeing, that we did little but sit in-doors, with
open windows, and talk. The only thing she made a point of
exerting hersdf to procure was a present for Tabby. It was to
be a shawl, or rather alarge handkerchief, such as she could pin
across her neck and shoulders, in the old-fashioned country
manner. Miss Bronte took great painsin seeking out one which
she thought would please the old woman.

On her arrival at home, she addressed the following letter to
the friend with whom she had been staying in London :—

" Haworth, July 1, 1851.
" MY DEAR MRS. SMITH,—Once more | am at home, where, |
am thankful to say, | found my father very well. The journey
to Manchester was alittle hot and dusty, but otherwise pleasant
enough. The two stout gentlemen, who filled a portion of the
carriagewhen | gotin, quitted it at Rugby, and two other ladies
and myself had it to oursdlves the rest of theway. The visit to
Mrs. Gaskell formed a cheering break in thejourney, Haworth
Parsonage is rather a contrast, yet even Haworth Parsonage
does not look gloomy in this bright summer weather; itis some-
what still, but with the windows open | can hear a bird or two
singing on certain thorn-trees in the garden. My father and
the servants think melooking better thanwhen | felt home, and
| certainly fed better mysalf for the change. Y ou aretoo much
like your son to render it advisable | should say much about
your kindness during my visit. However, one cannot help
(like Captain Cuttle) making a note of these matters. Papa
says | am to thank you in his name, and offer you his respects,
which | do accordingly.—With truest regardsto all your circle,
believe me very sincerely yours, CBRONTJC."

" July 8th 1851.
" MY DEAR SIR,—Thackeray's last lecture must, | think, have
beenhisbest. What he says about Sterneistrue. Hisobserva
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tionson literary men, and their socia obligationsand individual
duties, ssem to me a0 true and full of mental and moral
vigour. ¢ . . The International Copyright Meeting seams to
have had but a barren result, judging from the report in the
Literary Gazette. | cannot se that Sir E. Bulwer and the rest
did anything; nor can | well sse what it isin their power to do.
The argument brought forward about the damage accruing to
American national literature from the present piratical system,
is agood and sound argument, but | am afraid the publisners—
honest men—are not yet mentally prepared to give such reason-
ing due weight. | should think, that which refers to the injury
inflicted upon themselves, by an oppressve competition in
Pi racy, would influence them more; but, | suppose, all estab-
ished matters, be they good or evil, are difficult to change.
About the' Phrenological Character' | must not say aword.  Of
your own accord, you have found the safest point from which
to view it: | will not say 'look higher!" | think you se the
matter as it is desirable we should all s what relates to our-
slves. If | had aright to whisper aword of counsd, it should
be merely this: whatever your present sdf may be, resolve with
all your strensgth of resolution, never to degenerate thence. Be
jealous of a shadow of falling off. Determine rather to look
above that standard, and to strive be?/ond it. Everybody
appreciates certain social properties, and likes his neighbour for
ing them; but perhaps few dwell upon afriend's capacity
for the intellectual, or care how this might expand, if there were
but facilities allowed for cultivation, and space given for growth.
It ssams to me that, even should such space and facilities be
denied by stringent circumstances and arigid fate, still it should
do you good fully to know, and tenaciously to remember, that
you have such a capacity. When other people overwhelm you
with acquired knowledge, such as you have not had onortunity,
perhaps not application, to gain—derive not pride, but support
from the thought. 1f no new books had ever been written, some
of these minds would themselves have remained blank pages.
they only take an impression; they were not born with arecord
of thought on the brain, or an instinct of sensation on the heart.
If | had never seen a printed volume, Nature would have offered
mK perceptions a varying picture of a continuous narrative,
which, without any other teacher than hersdlf, would have
schooled me to knowledge, unsophisticated, but genuine.

" Before | received your last, | had made up my mind to tell
you that | should expect no letter for three months to come
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gintending afterwards to extend this abstinence to six months,
or | am jedous of becoming dependent on this indulgence:
you doubtless cannot see why, you do not live my life).
Nor shall | now expect aletter; but since you say that you would
like to write now and then, | cannot say ' never write/ without
imposing on my real wishes a falsehood which they reject, and
doing to them aviolence, to which they entirely refuse to submit.
| can only observe that when it pleasss you to write, whether
serioudy or for a little amusement, your notes, if they come to
me, will come where they are welcome.  Tell I will try to
cultivate good spirits, as assiduousy as she cultivates her
geraniums.”

CHAPTER XXIV

SOON after she returned home, her friend paid her a visit.
While she stayed at Haworth, Miss Bronte wrote the letter
from which the following extract is taken. The strong sense
and right feeling displayed in it on the subject of friendship,
sufficiently account for the constancy of affection which Miss
Bronte earned from all those who once became her friends.

To W. S WILLIAM, ESQ.
" July 21st, 1851.

" ... | could not help wonlering whether Cornhill will
ever change for me, as Oxford has changed for you. | have
ome pleasant associations connected with it now—uwill these
alter their character some day?

" Perhaps they may—though | have faith to the contrary,
because, | think, | do not exaggerate my partialities; | think |
take faults along with excelences—blemishes together with
beauties. And, besdes in the matter of friendship, | have
observed that disappointment here arises chiefly, not from liking
our friends too well, or thinking of them too highly, but rather
from an over-estimate of their liking for and opinion of us; and
that if we guard oursalves with sufficient scrupulousness of care
from error in this direction, and can be content, and even happy
to give more affection than we receive—can make just com-
parison of circumstances, and be severely accurate in drawing
Inferences thence, and never let self-love blind our eyes—I think
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we may manage to get through life with consistency and con-
stancy, unembittered by that misanthropy which Sﬁl’l ngs from
revulsions of feeling. All this sounds alittle metaphysical, but
itisgood snxeif you consderit. Themoral of |t is, that if we
would build on a sure foundation in friendship, we must love
our friends for their sskes rather than for our own; we must
look at their truth to themselves, full asmuch astheir truth to us.
In the latter case, every wound to self-love would be a cause
of coldness; in the former, only some painful change in the
friend's character and disposition—some fearful breach in his
alegiance to his better self—could aienate the heart.

" How interesting your old maiden-cousin's gossip about your
parents must have been to you; and how gratifying to find that
the reminiscence turned on none but pleasant facts and char-
acteristics! Life must, indeed, be dow in that little decaying
hamlet amongst the chalk hills. After all, depend uponiit, itis
better to be worn out with work in athronged community, than
to perish of inaction in a stagnant solitude: take thistruth into
consideration whenever you get tired of work and bustle."

| received a letter from her a little later than this; and
though there is reference throughout to what | must have said
inwriting to her, all that it called forth in reply is so peculiarly
characteristic, that | cannot prevail upon myself to pass it over
without a few extracts.—

" Haworth, Aug. 6th, 1851.

" MY DEAR MRS. GASKELL,—I was too much pleased with your
letter, when | got it at last, to fed disposed to murmur now about
the delay.

" About a fortnight ago, | received a letter from Miss Mar-
tineau; aso along letter, and treatln% precisely the same sub-
jectsonwhich yours dwelt viz.,the Exhibition and Thackeray's
ast lecture. It was interesting mental ly to place the two docu-
ments side by side—to study the two aspects of mind—to view,
alternately, the same scene through two mediums.  Full striking
was the difference; and the more striking because it was not
the rough contrast of good and evil, but the more subtle opposi-
tion, the more delicate diversity of different kinds of good.
The excdlences of one nature resembled (I thought) that of some
sovereign medicine—harsh, perhaps, to the taste, but potent to
invigorate; the good of the other seemed more akin to the
nourishing efficacy of our daily bread. It is not bitter; itis
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not luscioudly sweet: it plesses, without flattering the palate;
it sustains, without forcing the strength.

" | very much agree WithSKou in all you say. For the ske
of variety, | could almost wish that the concord of opinion were
lesscomplete.

" To begin with Trafalgar Square. My taste goes with yours
and Meta's completely on this point. | have always thought
it afine dite (and sight also). The view from the summit of those
steps hes ever struck me as grand and imposing — Nelson
Column included: the fountains | could digpense with. With
respect, adso, to the Crystal Pdace, my thoughts are precisely
yours.

" Then | fed sure you speek justly of Thackeray's lecture.
You do well to set aside odious comparisons, and to wax impa-
tient of that trite twaddle about * nothing newness '—a jargon
which simply proves, in those who habitually use it, a coarse
and feeble faculty of appreciation; an inability to discern the
relative value of originality and novelty; alack of that refined
perception which, gi?)ensing with the stimulus of an ever-new
subject, can derive sufficiency of pleasure from freshness of treat-
ment. To such critics, the prime of a summer morning would
bring no delight; wholly occupied with railing at their cook for
not having provided a novel and piquant breakfast-dish, they
would remain insensible to such influences as lie in sunrise, dew,
and breeze: therein would be ' nothing new.'

" Isit Mr——'s family experience which has influenced your
fedings about the Catholics? | own, | cannot be sorry for this
commencing change. Good people—very good people—I doubt
not, there are amongst the Romanists, but the system is not one
which would have such sympathy as yours. Look at Popery
taking off the mask in Naplesl|

"1 have read the Saints Tragedy. As a' work of art' it
seams to me far superior to either Alton Locke or Yeast. Faulty
it may be, crude and unequal, yet there are portions where some
of the deep chords of human nature are swept with a hand which
is strong even while it falters.  We see throughout (I think) that
Elizabeth has not, and never had, amind perfectly ssne.  From
the time that she was what she hersdf, in the exaggeration of
her humility, cals' anidiot girl," to the hour when shelay moan-
ing in visions on her dying bed, a slight craze runs through her
whole existence. Thisis good: thisistrue. A sound mind, a
healthy intellect, would have dashed the priest-power to tie
wall; would have defended her natural affections from his grasp,
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as a lioness defends her young; would have been as true to
hushand and children, as your leal-hearted little Maggie was to
her Frank. Only amind weak with some fatal flaw could have
bem influenced as was this poor saint's.  But what anguish—
what druggled Sddom do | cry over books but here, my
eyes rained as | read. When Elizabeth turns her face to the
wall-I sopped—there nesded no more.

" Degp truths are touched on in this tragedy—touched on,
not fully eicited; truthsthat stir a peculiar pity—a compassion
hot with wrath, and bitter with pain. Thisisno poet's dream:
weknow that such thingshave been done; that mindshave bean
thus subjugated, and lives thus laid waste.

" Remember me kindly and respectfully to Mr. Gaskell, and
though | have not ssn Marianne, | must beg to include her in
the love | snd the others. Could you manage to convey a
small kiss to that dear, but dangerous little person, Julia ? She
surreptitioudy possssssd hersdf of a minute fraction of my
heart, which has been mising ever snce | saw her —Bdieve
me, sncerdy and affectionately yours, C. BRONTE."

The reference which she makes at the end of this letter is to
my youngest little girl, between whom and her a strong mutual
attraction exised. The child would steal her little hand into
Miss Bronte's scarcdy larger one, and each took pleasurein this
apparently unobserved caress  Yet once when | told Julia to
take and show her the way to some room in the housg, Miss
Bronte shrunk back: " Do not bid her do anything for me"
che said; " it has ben s0 swedt hitherto to have her rendering
her littlekindnesses spontaneously”

As illustrating her fedings with regard to children, | may
give what she says in another of her letters to me.

" Whenever | s Florence and Julia again, | shall fed like a
fond but bashful suitor, who views at a distance the fair per-
sonage to whom, in his downish awe, he dare not risk a near
approach. Such isthe dearest idea | can give you of my feding
towards children | like, but to whom | am a stranger;—and to
what children am | not a dranger? They ssam to me little
wonders, their talk, their ways are all matter of half-admiring,
half-puztled speculation.”

The following is part of a long letter which | received from
her, dated September 20th, 1851 :—
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... Beautiful are those sentences out of James Martineau's
sermons;, ome of them gems most pure and genuine; ideas
deeply conceived, finely expressed. | should like much to sse
his review of his sister's book. Of all the articles respecting
which you question me, | have seen none, except that notable
one in the Westminster on the Emancipation of Women. But
VQ are you and | to think (perhaps | should rather say to

s0 exactly alike on some points that there can be no
dlscusson between us ? Your words on this p express my
thoughts. Well-argued it is—clear, Ioglcal ut vast is the
hiatus of omission; harsh the consequent jar on every finer
chord of the soul.  What is this hlatus’? | think | know; and,
knowing, | will ventureto say. | think the writer forgetsthere
issuch athing asself-gacrificing love and disinterested devotion.
When | first read the paper, | thought it was the work of a
Eowerful minded, clear-headed woman, who had a hard, jealous
eart, muscles of iron, and nerves of bend' leather; of awoman
who Ionged for power, and had never felt affection. To many
women affection is sweet, and power conquered indifferent—
though we all like influence won. | believe J. S. Mill would
make a hard, dry, dismal world of it; and yet he spesks admir-
able sne through a great portion ‘of his article—especially
when he says, that if there be a natural unfitness in women for
men's employment, thereis no need to make laws on the subject;
leave all careers open; let them try; those who ought 0 succeed
will succeed, or, at least, will have a fair chance—the incapable
will fall back into their right place. He likewise digposes of the
"maternity' question very neatly. In short, J. S. Mill's head
is, | dare say, very good, but | fed disposed to scorn his heart.
You are right when you say that there is a large margin in
human nature over which thelogicians have no dominion; glad
am | that it is o.

"1 send by thispost Ruskin's Sones of Venice, and | hopeyou
and Meta will find passages in it that will pleese you. Some
parts would be dry and technical were it not for the character,
the marked individuality which pervades every page. | wish
Marianne had come to spesk to me at thelecture; it would have
given me such pleasure. What you say of that small sprite
Julia, amuses me much. | believe you don't know that she has
agreat dea of her mama's nature (modified) in her; yet | think
you will find she has as she grows up.

" Will it not be a great mistake, if Mr. Thackeray should

 Bend," in Yorkshire, is strong ox leather.
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deliver his lectures at Manchester under such circumstances and
conditionsaswill exclude people like you and Mr. Gaskell from
the number of his audience? | thought his London-plan too
narrow. Charles Dickens would not thus limit his sphere of
action.

" You charge me to write about myself. What can | say on
that precious topic? My health is pretty good. My spirits
are not aways alike. Nothing happens to me. | hope and
expect littlein thisworld, and am thankful that | do not despond
and suffer more.  Thank you for inquiring after our old servant;
she is pretty well; the little shawl, etc., pleased her much.
Papalikewise, | am glad to say, is pretty well; with his and my
kindest regards to you and Mr. Gaskell—Believe me sincerely
and affectionately yours, C. BRONTS."

Before the autumn was far advanced, the usud effects of her
solitary life, and of the unhealthy situation of Haworth Parson-
age, began to appear in the form of sick headaches, and miserable,
starting, wakeful nights. She does not dwell on this in her
letters; but there is an absence of all cheerfulness of tone, and
an occasiona sentence forced out of her, which imply far more
than many words could say. There was illness all through the
Parsonage household—taking its accustomed forms of lingering
influenza and low fever; she hersalf was outwardly the strongest
gf]thﬁjfamily, and all domestic exertion fell for atime upon her

oul ders.

To W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ.

" Sept. 26th.

"As | laid down your letter, after reading with interest the
graphic account it gives of avery striking scene, | could not help
feeling with renewed force a truth, trite enough, yet ever im-
pressive ; viz., that it is good to be attracted out of ourselves—
to be forced to take a near view of the sufferings, the privations,
the efforts, the difficulties of others. If we oursdves live in
fulness of content, it is well to be reminded that thousands of
our fellow-creatures undergo a different lot; it is well to have
deepy sympathies excited, and lethargic sdfishness shaken up.
If, on the other hand, we be contending with the specid grief,
—theintimatetrial,—the peculiar bitternesswith which God has
sen fit to mingle our own cup of existence—it is very good to
know that our overcast lot is not singular; it stills the repining
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word and thought,-it rousss the flagging strength, to have it
vividly st beforeUSthat there are countless afflictions in the
world, each perhaps rivalling—some surpasing—the private
pain over which we are too prone exclusively to sorrow.

" All those crowded emigrants had their troubles—ther un-
toward causes of banishment; you, the looker-on, had 'your
wishes and regrets'—your anxieties, alloying your home happi-
nes and domegtic bliss and the paralld might be pursued
further, and still it would betrue—still thesame athorninthe
flesh for each; some burden, some conflict for all.

" How far this state of things is susceptible of amelioration
from changes in public ingitutions*—alterations in national
habits—may and ought to be earnestly consdered: but this is
a problem not easly solved. The evils, as you point them out,
are great, real, and mogt obvious, the remedy is obscure and
vague; yet for such difficulties as spring from over-competition,
emigration must be good; the new life in a new Country must
give a new lease of hope the wider fidd, less thickly peopled,
must open a new path for endeavour. But | always think great
physical powers of exertion and endurance ought to accompany
such a gep. * .. | am truly glad to hear that an original
writer has fallen in your way. Originality is the pear| of great
price in literature—the rarest, the most predous claim by
which an author can berecommended. Arenot your publishing
prospects for the coming ssason tolerably rich and satisfactory?
You inquire after' Currer Bell.' It ssamsto me that the absnce
of his name from your list of announcementswill leave no blank,
and that he may at least spare himsdf the disquietude of think-
ing he is wanted when it is certainly not his lot to appear.

" Perhaps Curre Bell has his ssore moan about these
matters;, but if 9, he will keep it to himsdf. It is an affair
about which no words nesd be wasted, for no words can make a
]E:hangec it is between him and his position, his faculties and his

ate."

My hushand and | were anxious that she should pay us avisit
before the winter had s¢ completdly in; and she thus wrote,
dedining our invitation i—

" Nov. 6th.

" If anybody would tempt me from home, you would; but,
just now, from home I musgt not, will not go. | fed greatly
better at presnt than | did three wesks ago.  For a month or
bix wesks about the equinox (autumnal or vernal) isa period of
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the year which, | have noticed, strangely tries me. Sometimes
the strain fals on the mental, sometimes on the physical part of
me; | amill with neuraI?ic headache, or | am ground to the
dust with deep dejection of spirits (not, however, such dejection
but | can keep it tomyself). That weary time has, | think and
trust, got over for thisyear. It was the anniversary of my poor
brother's death, and of my sister's failing health: | need say no
more.

" As to running away from home every time | have a battle
of this sort tofight, it would not do: besides, the' weird ' would
follow. As to shaking it off, that cannot be. | have declined
to go to Mrs——, to Miss Martineau, and now | decline to go
toyou. Butlisten! do not think that | throw your kindness
away; or that it fals of doing the good you desire. On the
contrary, the feelin% expressad In your letter,—proved by your
invitation—goes right home where you would have it to go, and
heds as you would have it to heal.

" Your description of Frederika Bremer tallies exactly with
one | read somewhere, in | know not what book. | laughed out
when | got to the mention of Frederika's specia accomplishment,
given by you with a distinct simplicity that, to my taste, is
what the French would call' unpayable* Where do you find
the foreigner who iswithout somelittle drawback of this descrip-
tion? Itisapity."

A visit from Miss Wooler at this period did Miss Bronte much
good for the time.  She spesks of her guest's company as being
" very pleasant,” " like good wine," both to her father and to
hersdf. But Miss Wooler could not remain with her long; and
then again the monotony of her life returned upon her in all its
force; the only events of her days and weeks consisting in the
small which occasiona letters brought. It must be
remembered that her health was often such as to prevent her
stirring out of the house in inclement or wintry weather. She
was liable to sore throat, and depressing pain at the chest, and
difficulty of breathing, on the least exposure to cold.

A letter from her late visitor touched and gratified her much;
it was simply expressive of gratitude for attention and kindness
shown to her, but it wound up by saying that she had not for
many years experienced so much enjoyment as during the ten
days passed at Ha worth. This little sentence called out a
wholesome sensation of modest pleasure in Miss Bronte's mind;
and she says, " it did me good.”
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| find, in a letter to a distant friend, written about this time,
aretrospect of her visit to London. It istoo ample to be con-
sidered as a mere repetition of what she had said before; and,
besides, it shows that her first impressions of what she saw and
heard were not crude and transitory, but stood the tests of time
and afterthought.

" | spent afew weeks in town last summer, as you have heard;
and was much interested by many things | heard and saw there.
What now chiefly dwels in my memory are Mr. Thackeray's
lectures, Mademoisdlle Rachel's acting, D'Aubignes, Melville's,
and Maurice's preaching, and the Crystal Palace.

" Mr. Thackeray's lectures you will have seen mentioned and
commented on in the papers;, they were very interesting. |
could not adways coincide with the sentiments expressed, or the
opinions broached; but | admired the gentlemanlike eese, the
quiet humour, the taste, the talent, the simplicity, and the
originality of the lecturer.

" Rachd's acting transfixed me with wonder, enchained me
with interest, and thrilled me with horror. The tremendous
force with which she expresses the very worst passions in their
strongest essence forms an exhibition as exciting as the bull
fights of Spain, and the gladitorial combats of old Rome, and
(it seemed to me) not one whit more moral than these poisoned
stimulants to popular ferocity. It is scarcely human nature
that she shows you; it is something wilder and worse; the
fedings and fury of a fiend. The great gift of genius she un-
doubtedly has; but, | fear, she rather abuses it than turns it
to good account.

" With all the three preachers | was greatly pleased. Mel-
ville ssemed to me the most eloguent, Maurice the most in
earnest; had | the choice, it is Maurice whose ministry | should
frequent.

" On the Crystal Palace | need not comment. You must
aready have heard too much of it. It struck me at the first
with only avague sort of wonder and admiration; but having
one day the privilege of going over it in company with an
eminent countryman of yours, Sir David Brewster, and hearing,
in his friendly Scotch accent, his lucid explanation of many
things that had been to me before a seded book, | began alittle
better to comprehend it, or at least a small part of it: whether
itsfinal results will equal expectation, | know not."

Her increasing indispositon subdued her at last, in spite of



Her Increasing lllness 349

all her efforts of reason and will. Shetried to forget oppressive
recollections in writing. Her f)ublishers were importunate for
a new book from her pen. Villette was begun, but she lacked
power to continueit.

"Itisnot at all likely " (she says) " that my book will be
ready at the time you mention. If my health is spared, | shall
get on with it as fast as is consistent with its being done, if not
well, yetaswell as| candoit. Not onewhit faster. When the

leaves me (it has left me now, without vouchsafing so
much as aword or a message when it will return) | put by the
MS. and wait till it comes back again. God knows, | sometimes
have to wait long—very long it ssams to me. Meantime, if |

g?]t make a request to you, it would be this. Please to say
nothing about my book till it is written, and in your hands.
You may not like it. | am not myself elated with it as far as
it |sg?0ne, and authors, you need not be told, are always tenderly
indulgent, even inndIP/ partial to their own. Evenif it should
turn out reasonably well, still | regard it as ruin to the prosperity
of an ephemera book like anovel, to be much talked of before-
hand, as if it were something great. People are apt to con-
ceive, or a least to profess, exaggerated expectation, such as
no performance can realise; then ensue disappointment and the
due revenge, detraction, and failure. If when | write, | wereto
think of the critics who, 1 know, are waiting for Currer Bell,
ready 'to bresk all his bones or ever he comes to the bottom
of the den,” my hand would fall paraysed on my dek. How-
ever, | can but do my best, and then muffle my head in the
mantle of Patience, and sit down at her feet and wait."

The " mood " here spoken of did not go off; it had aphysical
origin. Indigestion, nauses, headache, deeplessness—dl com-
bined to produce miserable depression of spirits. A little event
which occurred about this time, did not tend to cheer her. It
was the death of poor old faithful Keeper, Emily's dog. He
had come to the Parsonage in the fierce strength of his youth.
Sullen and ferocious he had met with his master in theindomit-
able Emily. Like most dogs of his kind, he feared, respected,
and deeply loved her who subdued him. He had mourned her
withthe pathetic fidelity of hisnature, falling into old age after
her death. And now, her surviving sister wrote: " Poor old
Keeper died last Monday morning, after beingill onenight; he
went gently to deep; welaid hisold faithful head in the garden.
Flossy (the 'fat curly-haired dog') is dull, and missss him.
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There was something very sad in losing the old dog; yet | am
glad he met a natural fate. People kept hinting he ought to
be put away, which neither papa nor | liked to think of."

When Miss Bronte wrote this, on December 8th, she was
suffering from a bad cold, and pain in her side. Her illness
increased, and on December 17 th, she—s0 patient, silent, and
enduring of suffering—so afraid of any unselfish taxing of others
—had to call to her friend for help:

" | cannot at present go to s you, but | would be grateful
if you could come and see me, even were it only for afew days.
To spesk truth, | have put on but a poor time of it during this
month past. | kept hoping to be better, but wes at last obliged
to have recourse to amedical man.  Sometimes | have felt very
wesk and low, and longed much for society, but could not per-
suade myself to commit the sdfish act of asking you merely for
my own relief. The doctor spesks encouragingly, but as yet |
get no better.  Astheillness has been coming on for along time,
It cannot, | suppose, be expected to disappear all at once. |
am not confined to bed, but | am weak,—have had no appetite
for about three weeks—and my nights are very bad. | am well
aware myself that extreme and continuous depression of spirits
hes had much to do with the origin of theillness; and | know
alittle cheerful society would do me more good than gallons of
medicine. If you cancome, comeon Friday. Writeto-morrow
and say whether this be possible, and what time you will be
at Keighley, that | may send the gig. | do not ask you to stay
long j afew daysisall | request.”

Of course, her friend went; and a certain amount of benefit
was derived from her society, aways so grateful to Miss Bronte.
But the evil was now too deep-rooted to be more than palliated
for a time by " the little cheerful society " for which she so
touchingly besought.

A relapse came on before long. She was very ill, and the
remedies employed took an unusual effect on her peculiar sensi-
tiveness of constitution. Mr. Bronte was miserably anxious
about the state of his only remaining child, for she was reduced
to the last degree of weakness, as she had been unable to swallow
food for above a week before.  Sherallied, and derived her sole
sugtenance from half-atea-cup of liquid, administered by tea
spoonfuls, in the course of the day. Yet she kept out of bed,
for her father's sake, and struggled in solitary patience through
her worgt hours.
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When she was recovering, her spirits needed support, and then
sheyielded to her friend's entreaty that shewould visit her. All
the time that Miss Bronte's illness had lasted, Miss———had
been desirous of coming to her; but she refused to avail herself
of this kindness, saying, that " it was enough to burden hersdlf;
that it would be misery to annoy another;" and, even at her
worst time, she tells her friend, with humorous glee, how coolly
she had managed to capture one of Miss——'s letters to Mr.
Bronte, which she suspected was of a kind to aggravate his
alarm about his daughter's state, " and at once conjecturing
its tenor, made its contents her own."

_Happil())/og)gall parotci)gs, Mr. Brogtewm Véll?nderfggtlj)§ well this
winter; g ) irits, and an excellent st etite,
all seemed to megrpk g\]/igojlro; and in such a state of heaIt%F,)pChar-
lotte could leave him to spend a weesk with her friend, without
any great anxiety,

She benefited greatly by the kind attentions and cheerful
society of the family with whom she went to stay. They did
not care for her in the least as " Currer Bell," but had known
and loved her for years as Charlotte Bronte. To them her
invalid weskness was only a fresh claim upon their tender regard,
from the solitary woman, whom they had first known as alittle,
motherless school-girl.

Miss Bronte wrote to me about this time, and told me some-
thing of what she had suffered.

Feb. 6th, 1852.

" Certainly, the past winter has been to me a strange time;
had | the prospect before me of living it over again, my prayer
must necessarily be," Let this cup pass from me." That depres-
sion of spirits, which | thought was gone by when | wrote last,
came back again with aheavy recoil; internal congestion ensued,
and then inflammation. | had severe pain in my right side, fre-
quent burning and aching in my chest; *hep almost forsook me,
or would never come, except accompanied by ghastly dreams;
appetite vanished, and dow fever was my continual companion.
It was some time before | could bring myself to have recourse to
medical advice. | thought my lungs were affected, and could
fed no confidence in the power of medicine. When, at last,
however, a doctor was consulted, he declared my lungs and
chest sound, and ascribed all my sufferings to derangement of
the liver, on which organ it seems the inflammation had fallen.
This information was a great relief to my dear father, as well as
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to myself; but | had subsequently rather sharp medical disci-
pline to undergo, and was much reduced.  Though not ?/et well,
It is with deep thankfulness that | can say, | am greatly better.
My deep, appetite, and strength seem all returning.”

It was a great interest to her to be allowed an early reading of
Esmond; and she expressed her thoughts on the subject, In a
criticising letter to Mr. Smith, who had given her this privilege.

" Feb. 14th, 1852

"MY DEAR SIR,—It has been a great delight to me to read
Mr. Thackeray's work; and | so seldom now express my sense of
kindness that, for once, you must permit me, without rebuke, to
thank you for a pleasure so rare and specia. Yet | am not
going to praise either Mr. Thackeray or his book. | have read,
enjoyed, interested, and, after all, fed full as much ire and
sorrow as gratitude and admiration. And still one can never
lay down abook of his without the last two fedings having their
part, be the subject or treatment what it may. In the first half
of the book, what chiefly struck me was the wonderful manner
in which the writer throws himself into the spirit and letters of
the times whereof he treats; the alusions, the illustrations, the
style, all ssem to me so masterly in their exact keeping, their
harmonious consistency, their nice, natural truth, their pure
exemption from exaggeration. No second-rae imitator can
write in that way; no coarse scene-painter can charm us with
an alusion so delicate and perfect. But what bitter satire,
what relentless dissection of diseesed subjects!  Well, and this,
too, is right, or would be ri%ht, if the savage surgeon did not
sem so fiercely pleased with his work. Thackeray likes to
dissect an ulcer or an aneurism; he has pleasure in putting his
cruel knife or probe into quivering, living flesh. Thackeray
would not like all the world to be good; no great satirist would
like society to be perfect.

" As usual, he is unjust to women; quite unjust. Thereis
hardly any punishment he does not deserve for making Lady
Castlewood through a keyhole, listen at a door, and be
jedlous of a boy and amilkmaid. Many other things | noticed
that, for my part, grieved and exasperated me as | read; but
then, again, came passges so true, so deeply thought, so
tenderly felt, one could not help forgiving and admiring.
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But | wish he could betold not to care much for dwelling on the
political or religious intrigues of the times. Thackeray, in his
heart, does not value political or religious intrigues of any age
or date. Helikes to show us human nature at home, as he him-
sdf daily ssssit; his wonderful observant faculty likes to bein
action. In him thisfaculty is asort of captain and leader; and
if ever any Pe&'age in his writings lacks interest, it is when this
master-faculty is for a time thrust into a subordinate position.
I think such Is the case in the former half of the present volume.
Towards the middle, he throws off restraint, becomes himself,
and is strong to the close. Everything now depends on the
second and third volumes. I, in pith and interest, they fall
short of the first, a true sucoess cannot ensue.  If the continua-
tion be an improvement upon the commencement, if the stream
gather force as it rolls, Thackeray will triumph. Some people
have been in the habit of terming him the second writer of the
day; itg’ust depends on himself whether or not these critics shall
be justified in their award. He need not be the second. God
made him second to no man.  If | were he, | would show myself
as | am, not as critics report me; at any rate, | would do my
best. Mr. Thackeray is easy and indolent, and sddom cares to
do his best. Thank you once more; and believe me yours
sincerely, C.BRONTE."

Miss Bronte's health continued such, that she could not apply
hersdf to writing as she wished, for many weeks after the
serious attack from which she had suffered. There was not
very much to cheer her in the few events that touched her
interests during this time. She heard in March of the death of
a friend's relation in the Colonies; and we s something of
what was the corroding dread at her heart.

" The news of E——'s death came to me last wesk in a letter
from M——; a long letter, which wrung my heart so, in its
simple, strong, truthful emotion, | have only ventured to read
it once. It ripped up haf-scarred wounds with terrible force.
The death-bed was just the same—breath failing, etc. She
fears she shall now, in her dreary solitude, become a ' stern,
harsh, sdfish woman.' This fear struck home; again and again
have | felt it for myself, and what is my position to M——'s?
May God help her, as God only can help! "

Again and again, her friend urged her to leave home; nor
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were various invitations wanting to enable her to do this, when
these constitutional acoeses of low %pirits preyed too much upon
her in her solitude. But she would not allow herself any such
indulgence, unless it became absolutely necessary from the state
of her health. She dreaded the perpetual recourse to such
stimulants as change of scene and society, because of the reaction
that was sure to follow. As far as she could ¢ her life was
ordained to be lonely, and she must subdue her nature to her
life, and, if possible, bring the two into harmony. When she
could employ herself in fiction, all was comparatively well.
The characters were her companions in the quiet hours, which
she spent utterly alone, unable often to stir out of doors for many
days together.  The interests of the persons in her novels sup-
plied the lack of interest in her own life; and Memory and
Imagination found their appropriate work, and ceased to prey
upon her vitals. But too frequently she could not write, could
not se her people, nor hear them speak; a great mist of head-
ache had blotted them out; they were non-existent to her.

This was the case all through the present spring; and anxious
as her publishers were for its completion, Villette stood still.
Even her letters to her friend are scarce and brief. Here and
there | find a sentence in them which can be extracted, and
whichisworth preserving.

" M——'s letter is very interesting; it shows a mind one
cannot but truly admire. Compare its serene trusting strength,
with poor—'s  vacillating dependence.  When the | atter was
in her first burst of happiness, | never remember the feeling
finding vent in expressions of gratitude to God. There was
always a continued claim upon your sympathy in the mistrust
and doubt she felt of her own bliss. M——believes; her faith
is grateful and at peace; yet while happy in hersdf, how
thoughtful she is for others! "

" March 23rd, 185a.

" You say, der E——, that you often wish | would chat on
paper, as you do. How can |? Where are my materials? Is
my life fertile in subjects of chat? What callers do | s¢?
WTiat visits do | pay? No, you must chat, and | must listen,
and sy ' Yes' and ' No," and ' Thank youl' for five minutes
recreation.

] ' { ' ' '

"1 am amused at the interest you take in politics. Don't

expect to rouse me; to me, all ministries and all oppositions
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s to be pretty much alike. D'lsraeli was factious as leader
of the Oppostion; Lord John Russl is going to be factious,
now that he has sepped into Disraeli's shoes Lord Derby's
' Chrigtian love and spirit," isworth three half-pence farthing."

To W. S WILLIAMS, ESQ.
" March 25th, 1852.

" MY DEAR SIR,—Mr. Smith intimated a short time snce, that
he had some thoughts of publishing areprint of Shirley. Having
revised the work, | now endosethe errata. | have likewise snt
off to-day, per rail, areturn-box of Cornhill books

" | have lately read with great pleasure, The Two Families.
This wdrk, it seams should have reached me in January; but
owingtoamigake, it wasdetained at the Dead L etter Office and
lay there nearly two months. | liked the commencement very
much; the dose seamed to me scarcdy equal to Rose Douglas. |
thought the authoress committed a mistakein shifting the main
interest from the two personages on whom it firs rests—viz,
Ben Wilson and M ary—to other charactersof quiteinferior con-
ception. Had she made Ben and Mary her hero and heroine,
and continued the development of their fortunes and characters
in the same truthful natural vein in which she commencesit, an
excdlent, even an original, book might have been the reault.
Asfor Liliasand Ronald, they are mereromantic figments, with
nothing of the genuine Scottish peasant about them; they do
not even gesk the Caledonian dialect; they palaver like a fine
lady and gentleman.

" 1 ought long since to have acknowledged the gratification
with which | read Miss Kavanagh's Women of Christianity. Her
charity and (on the whole) her impartiality are very beautiful.
She touches, indeed, with too gentle a hand the theme of Eliza-
beth of Hungary; and, in her own mind, she evidently miscon-
grues the fact of Protestant charities seeming to be fewer than
Cathaolic. She forgets, or does not know, that Protestantism is
a quieter cread than Romanism; asit does not dothe its priest-
hood in scarlet, so neither does it set up its good women for
saints, canonise their names, and proclaim their good works.
In therecords of man, their aimsgiving will not perhaps befound
regisered, but Heaven has its account as well as earth.

" With kind regardsto yoursdf and family, who, | trust, have
all safely weathered the rough winter lately past, as well as the
east winds, which are still nipping our spring in Yorkshire—1
am, my dear Sir, yours sncerdly, G BRONTE"
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" April 3rd, 1852.

" MY DEAR SIR,—'fhe box arrived quite safely, and | very
much thank you for the contents, which are most kindly selected.

" As you wished me to say what | thought of The School for
Fathers, | hastened to read it. The book ssems to me clever,
interesting, very amusing, and likely to please generally. There
isamerit inthe choice of ground, whichisnot yet too hackneyed;
the comparative freshness of subject, character, and epoch give
thetaleacertain attractiveness. Thereisaso, | think, agraphic
rendering of situations, and a lively talent for describing what-
ever isvisible and tangible—what the eye meets on the surface of
things. The humour a%)pears to me such as would answer well
on the stage; most of the somes ssam to demand dramatic
accesries to give them their full effect.  But | think one cannot
with justice bestow higher praise than this. To spesk candidly,
| felt, in reading the tale, a wondrous hollowness in the moral
and sentiment; a strange dillettante shalowness in the purpose
andfeeling. Afterall, ' Jack' is not much better than a' Tony
Lumpkin/ and there is no very great breadth of choice between
the clown he is and the fop his father would have made him.
The grosdy material life of the old English fox-hunter, and the
frivolous existence of the fine gentleman present extremes, each
initsway so repugnant, that one feds half inclined to smile when
called upon to sentimentalise over the lot of a youth forced to
pass from one to the other; torn from the stables, to be ushered
perhaps into the ball-room. Jack dies mournfully indeed, and
you are sorry for the poor fellow's untimely end; but you cannot
forget that, if he had not been thrust into the way of Colone
Penruddock’s weapon, he might possibly have broken his neck
inafox-hunt. The character of Sir Thomas Warren is excellent;
consistent throughout. That of Mr. Addison not bad, but
sketchy, a mere outline—wanting colour and finish. The man's
portrait is there, and his costume, and fragmentary anecdotes
of hislife; but whereis the man's nature—soul and sef? | sy
nothing about the female characters—not one word; only thai
Lydia seams to me like a pretty little actress, prettily dressed,
gracefully appearing and disappearing, and reappearing in a
genteel comedy, assuming the proper sentiments of her pari
with all due tact and naivetet, and—that is all,

" Your description of the model man of busness is true
enough, | doubt not; but we will not fear that society will evel
be brought quite to this standard; human nature (bad as it is)
has, after all, elements that forbid it. But the very tendency
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to such a consummation—the marked tendency, | fear, of the
day—produces, no doubt, cruel suffering. Yet, when the evil
of competition passes a certain limit, must it not in time work
its own cure? | suppose it will, but then through some con-
vulsed crisis, shattering all around it like an earthquake. M< an-
time, for how many is life made astruggle; enjoyment and rest
curtailed; labour terribly enhanced beyond almost what nature
can bear! | often think that this world would be the most
terrible of enigmas, were it not for the firm belief that there is
a world to come, where conscientious effort and patient pain
will meet their reward—Believe me, my dear Sir, sincerely
yours, C.BRONTS."

A letter to her old Brussels schoolfellow gives a short retro-
spect of the dreary winter she had passed through.

' Haworth, April 12th, 1852.

" ... | struggled through the winter, and the early part
of the spring, often with great difficulty. Myfnendstayedwnh
me a few days in the early part of January; she could not be
spared longer. | was better during her visit, but had a relapse
soon after she left me, which reduced my strength very much.
It cannot be denied that the solitude of my position fearfully
aggravated its other evils. Some long stormy days and nights
there were, when | felt such a craving for support and com-
panionship as | cannot express. Sespless | lay awake night
after night, weak and unable to occupy myself. | sat in my
chair day after day, the saddest memories my only company.
It was atime | shall never forget; but God sentit, and it must
have been for the best.

" | am better now; and very grateful do | fed for the restora-
tion of tolerable health; but, asif there was dways to be some
affliction, papa, who enj oyed wonderful health duri ng thewhole
winter, |sa1I|ng with his spring attack of bronchitis. | earnestly
trust it may pess over in the comfoaratlvely ameliorated form in
which it has hitherto shown itself.

"Let me not forget to answer your question about the
cataract. Tell your papa that my father was seventy at the
time he underwent an operation; he was most reluctant to try
the experiment; could not believe that, at his age, and with his
want of robust strength, it would succeed. | was obliged to be
very decided in the matter, and to act entirely on my own
responsibility. Neary six years have now eapsed since the
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cataract was extracted (it was not merey depressed); he has
never once during that time regretted the step, and a day
sddom passs that he does not exqress gratitude and pleasure
at the restoration of that inestimable privilege of vison whose
lossheonceknew.”

| had given Miss Bronte*, in one of my letters, an outline of
the story on which | was then engaged, and in reply she ssys—

" The sketch you give of your work (regpecting which | am,
of course, dumb) ssams to me very noble; and its purpose may
beasusful in practical result asit ishigh and just in theoretical
tendency. Such a book may restore hope and energy to many
who thought they had forfeited their right to both; and open a
dear course for honourable effort to some who desmed that
they and all honour had parted company in this world.

" Yet—hear my protest!

" Why should she die? Why are we to shut up the book
weeping ?

" My heart fails me already at the thought of the pang it will
have to undergo. And yet you must follow the impulse of your
own inspiration. |f that commands the daying of the victim,
no bystander has a right to put out his hand to stay the sacri-
ficial knife: but | hold you a gern priegess in theee matters.”

Asthemilder weather came on, her health improved, and her
power of writing increased. She s&t hersdf with redoubled
vigour to the work before her; and denied hersdf pleasure for
the purpose of seady labour. Hence she writes to her friend —

" May nth.

" DEAR E—— -1 mus adhere to my resolution of neither
visiting nor being visited at presnt. Stay you quietly at B.,
till you goto S, as| shall stay at Haworth; as ancereafare-
well can be taken with the heart as with the lips, and perhaps
less painful. | am glad the weather is changed; the return of
the south-west wind suits me; but | hope you have no cause to
regret the departure of your favourite eas wind. What you
sy about does not surprise me; | have had many little
notes (whereof | answer about one in three) breathing the same
spirit,—sdf and child the sole all-absorbing topics, on which the
changes are rung even to weariness  But | suppose one must
not head it, or think the case singular. Nor, | am afraid, must
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one expect her to improve. | read in a French book lately, a
sntence to this effect, that ' marriage might be defined as the
sate of two-fold sdfishness’ L et the sngle therefore take com-
fort. Thank you for Mary'sletter. She doesseam mos happy;
and | cannot tell you how much more real, lagting, and better-
warranted her happiness ssams than ever 'sdid. | think
s much of it is in hersdf, and her own sereng pure, trusting,
religious nature. 's always gives me the idea of a vacil-
lating, ungteady rapture, entiredy dependent on drcumstances
with all their fluctuations. If Mary lives to be a mother, you
will then s a greater difference

" | wish you, dear E., all health and enjoyment in your visit;
and, as far as one can judge at present, there ssams a fair
prospect of the wish being realissd—Yours sncerdy,

" C. BRONTE."

CHAPTER XXV

T H E reader will remember that Anne Bronte had been interred
in the churchyard of the Old Church at Scarborough. Charlotte
had left directions for a tombstone to be placed over her; but
many a time during the solitude of the past winter, her sad,
anxious thoughts had revisted the sene of that last great
orrow, and she had wondered whether all decent services had
ben rendered to the memory of the dead, until at last she came
to a slent resolution to go and s for hersdf whether the stone
and inscription were in a satisfactory state of preservation.

" Cliffe House, Filey, June 6th, 1852.
" DEAR E—— —1| am at Filey utterly alone. Do not be
angry, the gep is right. | congdered it, and resoved on it
with due ddiberation. Change of air was necessary; there
werereasons why | should not go to the south, and why | should
ocome here. On Friday | went to Scarborough, visted the
churchyard and sone. It must be refaced and relettered;
there are five errors. | gave the necessary directions. That
duty, then, is done; long has it kin heavy on my mind; and
that was a pilgrimage | felt | could only make alone.
“lam in our od lodgings at Mrs. Smith's; not, however,
hi the same rooms, but in less expensive apartments. They
seamed glad to see me, remembered you and me very well, and,
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seamingly, with great good will. The daughter who usad to
wait on us is just married. Filey ssams to me much altered;
more lodging-housss—some of them very handsome—have been
built; the s has all its old grandeur. | walk on the sands a
good deal, and try not to fed desolate and melancholy. How
ordy my heart longs for you, | nesd not say. | have bathed
once it ssamed to do me good. | may, perhaps, stay here a
fortnight. There are as yet sarcdy any vistors. A Lady
Wenlock is staying at the large house of which you used so vigi-
lantly to observe the inmates. One day | st out with intent
to trudge to Filey Bridge, but was frightened back by two cows
| mean to try again some morning. | left papa well. | have
been a good deal troubled with headache, and with some pain in
the dde gnce | came here, but | fed that this has been owing to
the cold wind, for very cold has it been till lately; at present |
fed better. Shall | snd the papers to you as usual ? Write
again directly, and tell me this, and anything and everything
dse that comes into your mind.—Believe me, yours faithfully,

" C. BRONTE."

" Filey, June 16th, 1852.

" DEAR E———Be quite easy about me. | really think |
am better for my day at Filey; that | have derived more benefit
from it than | dared to anticipate. | beieve could | say here
two months, and enjoy something like sodal chearfulness as
well as exerdise and good air, my health would be quite renewed.
This, however, cannot possbly be; but | am mog thankful for
the good received. | stay here another week.

"1 reeurn——"s letter. | am sorry for her: | bdieve dhe
affers but | do not much like her style of expresing her-
of. . . . Grief as wel as joy manifests itsdf in mog different
ways in different people; and | doubt not she is sncere and in
earnes when she talks of her ' predous, sainted father;" but |
could wish she used smpler language”

Soon after her return from Filey, she was alarmed by a very
sarious and sharp attack of illness with which Mr. Bronte was
sized. There was some fear, for a few days, that his sght was
permanently lost, and his spirits sank painfully under this dread.

" This progration of spirits" writes his daughter, " which
accompanies anything like a rdapse is ailmost the mogt difficult
point tomanage. Dear E——, you aretenderly kind in offering
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your society; but rest very tranquil where you are; be fully
asured that it is not now, nor under present circumstances,
that | fed the lack dither of society or occupation; my timeis
pretty wel filled up, and my thoughts appropriated. . I
cannot permit myself to comment much on the chief contents
of your last; advice is not necessary: as far as | can Judga
you ssm hitherto enabled to take these trials in a good and
wise spirit. | can only pray that such combined strength and
resignation may be continued to you. Submission, courage,
exertion, when practicable—these ssem to be the weapons with
which we must fight lifé's long battle."

| suppoe that, during the very time when her thoughts were
thus fully occupied with anxiety for her father, she received
some letter from her publishers making inquiry as to the pro-
ges of the work which they knew she had in hand, as | find
the following letter to Mr. Williams, bearing reference to some
of Mesys Smith and Elder's proposed arrangements.

" To W. S WILLIAMS, ESQ.

" July 28/A, 1852.

" MY DEAR SIR,—Is it in contemplation to publish the new
edition of Shirley soon? Would it not be better to defer it for
atime? In reference to a part of your letter, permit me to
express this wish—and | trust in doing so, | shall not be
regarded as sepping out of my postion as an author, and
encroaching on the arrangements of busnes—viz.. that no
announcement of a new work by the author of Jane Eyre shall
be made till the M S. of such work is actually in my publisher's
hands. Perhaps we are none of us judtified in geaking very
decidedly where the futureis concerned; but for some too much
caution in such calculations can scarcdy be observed: amongst
thisnumber | must dassmysdf. Nor, in doing 0, can | asume
an apologetic tone.  He does right who does his best.

" Last autumn | got on for a time quickly. | ventured to
look forward to spring as the period of publication: my health
gave way; | pased such a winter as, having been once experi-
enced, will never be forgotten. The spring proved little better
than a protraction of trial. The warm weather and a visit to
the sea have done me much good physically; but as yet | have
recovered neither dagticity of animal spirits, nor flow of the
power of compostion. And if it were otherwise, the difference

N318
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would be of no avail; my time and thoughts are at present
taken up with close attendance on my father, whose health is
just now in avery critical state, the heat of the weather having
produced determination of blood to the head.—I| am, yours
sincerely, C.BRONTE."

Before the end of August, Mr. Bronte's convaescence became
quite established, and he was anxious to resume his duties for
some time before his careful daughter would permit him.

On September the 14th the " great duke" died. He had
been, as we have seen, her hero from childhood; but | find no
further reference to him at this time than what is given in the
following extract from aletter to her friend:—

" | do hope and believe the changes you have been having
this summer will do you permanent good, notwithstanding the
pain with which they have been too often mingled. Yet | fed
glad that you are soon coming home; and | really must not
trust myself to say how much | wish the time were come when,
without let or hindrance, | could once more welcome you to
Haworth. But oh! | don't get on; | fed fretted—incapable
—sometimes very low. However, at present, the subject must
not be dwelt upon; it presses me too hardly—nearly—and pain-
fully. Lessthan ever can | taste or know pleasure till this work
iswound up. And yet | often sit up in bed at night, thinking
of and wishing for you. Thank you for the Times; what it said
on the mighty and mournful subject was well said. All at once
the whole nation seams to take a just view of that great char-
acter. There was a review too of an American book, which |
was glad to ¢ Read Uncle Tom's Cabin: probably, though,
you have read it.

"Papa's health continues satisfactory, thank God! As for
me, my wretched Kver has been disordered again of late, but |
hope it is now going to be on better behaviour; it hinders me
in working—depresses both power and tone of feeling. | must
expect this derangement from time to time."

Haworth was in an unhealthy state, as usual; and both Miss
Bronte and Tabby suffered severely from the prevailing epi-
demics. The former was long in shaking off the effects of this
illness. Invain sheresolved against allowing hersdf any society
or change of scere until she had accomplished her labour. She
wastoo ill to write; and with ilmess came on the old heaviness
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of heart, recollections of the past, and anticipations of the future.
At last Mr. Bronte expressed so strong a wish that her friend
should be asked to visit her, and she felt some littl e refreshment
o absolutely necessary, that on October the 9th she begged her
to cometo Haworth, just for a single week.

" thou%ht | would persist in denying myself till | had done
my work, but | find it won't do; the matter refuses to progress,
and this excessve solitude pressss too heavily; so let me s
your dear face, E., just for one reviving week."

But she would only accept of the company of her friend for
the exact time specified. She thus writes to Miss Wooler on
October the 21st:—

"E has only been my companion one little week. |
would not have her any longer, for | am disgusted with myself
and my delays, and consider it was a weak yielding to tempta-
tionin meto send for her at all; butin truth, my spirits were
getting low—prostrate sometimes—and she has done me in-
expressible good. | wonder when | shall s you a Haworth
again; both my father and the servants have again and again
insinuated a distinct wish that you should be requested to come
in the course of the summer and autumn, but | have aways
turned rather a desf ear; ' not yet,’ was my thought, * | want
first to befree;' work first, then pleasure.”

Miss——'s visit had done her much good. Pleasant com-
panionship during the day produced, for the time, the unusual
blessing of calm repose at night; and after her friend's departure
she was well enough to "fall to business" and write away,
almost incessantly, at her story of Villette, now drawing to a
conclusion. The following letter to Mr. Smith, seems to have
accompanied the first part of the MS.

" Oct. 30th, 1852.

"MY DEAR SIR,—You must notify honestly what you think
of Villetie when you haveread it. | can hardly tell you how |
hunger to hear some opinion besides my own, and how | have
sometimes desponded, and almost despaired, because there was
no one to whom to read a line, or of whom to ask a counsdl.
Jane Eyre was not written under such circumstances, nor were
two-thirds of Shirley. | got so miserable about it, | could bear
no allusion to the book. It is not finished yet; but now | hope.
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As to the anonymous publication, | have this to say: If the
withholding of the author's name should tend materially to
injure the publisher's interest, to interfere with booksdllers
orders, etc., | would not press the point; but if no such detri-
ment is contingent, | should be most thankful for the sheltering
shadow of an incognito. | ssem to dread the advertisements—
the large-lettered ' Currer Bell's New Novel,' or ' New Work,
by the Author of Jane Eyre.'! These, however, | fed well
enough, are the transcendentalisms of a retired wretch; so you
must ek frankly. ... | shall be glad to se * Colond
Esmond." My objection to the second volume lay here: |
thought it contained decidedly too much history—too little
story."

In another letter, referring to Esmond, she uses the following
words,—

" The third volume ssemed to me to possess the most sparkle,
impetus, and interest. Of the first and second my judgment
was, that parts of them were admirable; but there was the
fault of containing too much History—too little Story. | hold
that a work of fiction ought to be awork of creation: that the
real should be sparingly introduced in pages dedicated to the
ideal. Plain household bread is a far more wholesome and
necessary thing than cake; yet who would like to sse the brown
loaf placed on the table for dessert? In the second volume,
the author giv& us an ample supply of excellent brown bread;
in his third, only such a portion as gives substance, like the
crumbs of bread in awell-made, not too rich, plum-pudding.”

Her letter to Mr. Smith, containing the alusion to Esmond,
which reminded me of the quotation just given, continues—

" You will s that Villette touches on no matter of public
interest. | cannot write books handling the topics of the day;
it is of no use trying. Nor can | write a book for its moral.
Nor can | take up a philanthropic scheme, though | honour
philanthropy; and voluntarily and sincerely veil my face before
such a mighty subject as that handled in Mrs. Beecher Stowe's
work, Uncle Tom's Cabin. To manage these great matters
rightly, they must be long and practically studied—their bear-
ingsknown intimately, and their evils felt genuinely; they must
not be taken up as a busness matter, and a trading specu-
lation. | doubt not, Mrs. Stowe had felt the iron of davery
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enter into her heart, from childhood upwards, long before she
ever thought of writing books. The fedling throughout her
work is sincere, and not got up. Remember to be an honest
critic of Villette, and tell Mr. Williams to be unsparing: not
that | am likely to alter anything, but | want to know his
impressions and yours."

To G. SMITH, ESQ.
" Nov. 3rd.
"M Y DEAR SIR,—I fed very grateful for your letter; it
relieved me much, for | was a good deal harassed by doubts as
to how Villette might;ﬂ)ear in other eyes than m?/ own. | fed
in some degree authorised to rely on your favourable impressions,
you are quite right where you hint disapprobation.
You have exactly hit two points at least where | was conscious
of defect;—the discrepancy, the want of perfect harmony,
between Graham's boyhood and manhood,—the angular abrupt-
ness of his change of sentiment towards Miss Fanshawe. You
must remember, though, that in secret he had for some time
apﬁreciated that young lady at a somewhat depressed standard
—held her a little lower than the angels. But still the reader
ought to have been better made to fed this preparation towards
a change of mood. As to the publishing arrangement, | leave
them to Cornhill. There is, undoubtedly, a certain force in
what you say about the inexpediency of affecting a mystery
which cannot be sustained; so you must act as you think is for
the best. | submit, aso, to the advertisements in large letters,
but under protest, and with a kind of ostrich-longing for con-
cealment. Most of the third volume is given to the develop-
ment of the ' crabbed Professor's character. Lucy must not
marry Dr. John; he is far too youthful, handsome, bright-
spirited, and sweet-tempered; heisa' curled darling' of Nature
and of Fortune, and must draw a prize in life's lottery. His
wife must be young, rich, pretty; he must be made very happy
indeed. If LucK marries anybody, it must be the Professor—
aman in whom thereis much to forgive, muchto * putupwith.'
But | am not leniently disposed towards Miss Frost: from the
beginning, | never meant to appoint her lines in pleasant Places
The conclusion of this third volume is still a matter of some
anxiety: | can but do my best, however. It would speedily
befinished, could | ward off certain obnoxious headaches, which,
whenever | get into the spirit of my work, are apt to seize and
prostrate me. . . .
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" Colond Henry Esmond is just arrived. He looks very
antique and distinguished in his Queen Anne's garb; the peri-
wig, sword, lace, and ruffles are very well represented by the
old Spectator type."

In reference to a sentence towards the dose of this letter, |
may mention what she told me; that Mr. Bronte was anxious
that her new tale should end well, as he disliked novels which
left a melancholy impression upon the mind; and he requested
her to make her hero and heroine (like the heroes and heroines
in fairy-tales) " marry, and live very happily ever after." But
the idea of M. Paul Emanuel's death at sea was stamped on her
imagination till it assumed the distinct force of reality; and she
could no more alter her fictitious ending than if they had been
facts which she was relating. All she could do in compliance
with her father's wish was so to veil the fate in oracular words,
as to leave it to the character and discernment of her readers to
interpret her meaning.

To W. S WILLIAMS, ESQ.
" Nov. 6th, 1852.

"MY DEAR SIR,—I must not delay thanking you for your
kind letter, with its candid and able commentary on ViUette.
With many of your strictures | concur.  The third volume may,
perhaps, do away with some of the objections; others still re-
maininforce. | do not think the interest culminates anywhere
to the degree you would wish. What climax there is does not
come on till near the conclusion; and even then, | doubt whether
the regular novel-reader will consider the ' agony piled suffi-
ciently high' (as the Americans say), or the colours dashed on to
the canvaswith the proper amount of daring. Still, | fear, they
must be satisfied with what is offered: my palette affords no
brighter tints; were | to attempt to deepen the reds, or burnish
the yellows, | should but botch.

" Unless | am mistaken, the emotion of the book will be
found to be kept throughout in tolerable subjection. As to the
name of the heroine, | can hardly express what subtlety of
thought made me decide upon giving her a cold name; but, at
first, | caled her ' Lucy Snowe' (spelt with an 'e'); which
Snowe | afterwards changed to ' Frost." Subsequently, | rather
regretted the change, and wished i t' Snowe' again. If not too
late, | should like the alteration to be made now throughout
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the MS. A cold name she must have; partly, perhaps, on the
" lucus a non lucendo' principle—partly on that of the ' fitness
of things,' for she has about her an external coldness.

" You sy that she may be thought morbid and weak, unless
the history of her life be more fully given. | consder that she
isboth morbid and wesk at times; her character sets up no pre-
tensions to unmixed strength, and anybody living her lifewould
necessarily become morbid. It was no impetus of heathy
feeling which urged her to the confessiond, for instance; it was
the semi-delirium of solitag?/ grief and sickness. If, however,
the book does not express all this, there must be a great fault
somewhere. | might explain away a few other points, but it
would be too much like drawing a picture and then writin
underneath the name of the object intended to be represented.
We know what sort of a pencil that is which neads an ally in
the pen.

" Thanking you again for the deaness and fulness with
which you have responded to my request for a statement of
impressions, | am, my dear Sir, yours very sincerely,

" C. BRONTE."

" | trust the work will be seenin MS. by no one except Mr.
Smith and yourself."

" Nov. loth, 1852.

" Mv DEAR SIR,—I only wished the publication of Shirley
to be delayed till Villette was nearly ready; o that there can
now be no objection to its being issued whenever you think fit.
About putting the MS. into type, | can only say that, should |
be able to proceed with the third volume at my average rate of
composition, and with no more than the average amount of
interruptions, | should hope to have it ready in about three
weeks. | leave it to you to decide whether it would be better
to delay the printing that space of time, or to commence it
immediately. It would certainly be more satisfactory if you
were to s the third volume before printing the first and the
second; vet, if delay islikely to proveinjurious, | do not think
it is indispensable. | have read the third volume of Esmond.
| found it both entertaining and exciting to me; it seams to
posess an impetus and excitement beyond the other two,—
that movement and brilliancy its predecessors sometimes wanted,
never fails here.  In certain passages, | thought Thackeray used
all his powers; their grand, serious force yielded a profound
satisfaction. ' At last he puts forth his strength/ | could not
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help saying to mysdf. No character in the book srikes me as
more masterly than that of Beatrix; its conception isfresh, and
itsdelineation vivid. Itispeculiar; it hasimpressons of a new
kind—new, at least, to me. Beatrix is not, in hersaf, all bad.
So much does she sometimes reveal of what isgood and great as
to suggest thisfeding—you would think she wasurged by afate.
Y ou would think that some antique doom pressss on her housg
and that once in SO many generations its brightest ornament
was to become its greatest disgrace At times, what is good
in her druggles againg this terrible destiny, but the Fate con-
guers. Beatrix cannot be an hones woman and a good man's
wife. She 'tries, and she cannot* Proud, beautiful, and
aullied, she was born what she becomes a king's midress |
know not whether you have ssn the notice in the Leader; |
read it just after conduding the book. Can | be wrong in
deeming it a notice tame, cald, and inaufficent? With all its
professed friendliness, it produced on me a mog disheartening
impresson. Surely, another sort of justice than this will be
rendered to Esmond from other quarters. One acute remark of
the critic is to the efect that Blanche Amory and Beatrix are
identical—sketched from the same original! To me they are
about as identical as a weazd and a royal tigress of Bengal;
both the latter are quadrupeds—both the former, women.
But | must not takeup either your timeor my own with further
remarks. Beieve me yours Sncerdly,
" C. BRONTE."

On a Saturday, alittlelater in thismonth, Miss Bronteoom
pleted Villette, and sent it off to her publlshers ' | said my
prayers when | had doneit. Whether it iswdl or ill done, |
don't know; D.V., | will now try and wait the issue quietly.
The book, | think, will not be conddered pretentious, nor isit
of a character to excite hodtility."

As her labour was ended, she felt at liberty to allow hersdf
a little change There were several friends anxious to se her
and wdoome her to their homes MissMartineau, Mrs. Smith,
and her own faithful E—. W.ith thelag, in the same letter
as that in which she announced the completion of Villette, she
offered to gpend a week. She began, also, to condder whether
it might not bewd| to avail hersdf of Mrs. Smith'skind invita-
tion, with a view to the convenience of being on the st to
correct the proofs
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The following letter is given, not meredly on account of her
own criticisms on Vitllette, but because it shows how she had
learned to magnify the meaning of trifles, as all do who live a
sdf-contained and solitary life.  Mr. Smith had besn unable to
write by the same pog as that which brought the money for
Vtllette, and she consequently received it without a line.  The
friend with whom she was staying says that she immediately
fancied there was some disappointment about Vtllette, or that
some word or act of hers had given offence and had not the
Sunday intervened, and so allowed time for Mr. Smith's letter
to make its appearance, she would certainly have arossd it on
her way to London.

" Dec. 6th, 1852,

" MY DEAR SIR,—The receipts have reached me safedy. |
received the first on Saturday, endosed in a cover without aline,
and had made up my mind to take the train on Monday, and go
up to London to se what was the matter, and what had stnick
my publisher mute.  On Sunday morning your letter came, and
you have thus been spared the visitation of the unannounced
and unsummoned af)(rarition of Currer Bell in Cornhill. Inex-
plicable ddays should be avoided when possble, for they are apt
to urge those subjected to their harassment to sudden and impul-
dvedeps | must pronounce you right again, in your complaint
of the trandfer of interest in the third volume, from one st of
characters to another. It is not pleasant, and it will probably
be found as unwdcome to the reader, as it was, in a ssnss com-
pulsory upon the writer. The spirit of romance would have
indicated another course far more flowery and inviting; it
would have fashioned a paramount hero, kept faithfully with
him, and made him supremely wor shipful; he should have been
an idol, and not a mute, unresponding idol either; but this
would have ben unlike real life—inconsstent with truth—at
variance with probability. | greatly apprehend, however, that
the weakest character in the book is the one | aimed at making
the mogt beautiful; and, if this be the case the fault liesin its
wanting the germ of the real—in its being purely imaginary. |
felt that this character lacked substance | fear that the reader
will fed the same  Union with it ressmbles too much the fate
of Ixion, who was mated with a cloud. The childhood of
Paulina is, however, | think, pretty wel imagined, but her
. .. " (theremainder of this interesting sentenceistorn off the
letter). " A brief visit to London becomes thus more practicable,
and if your mother will kindly write, when she has time, and

*N 318
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name a day after Chrissmas which will suit her, | shall have
pleasure, papas health permitting, in availing myself of her
Invitation. | wish | could come in time to correct some at
least of the proofs; it would save trouble.”

CHAPTER XXVI

THE difficulty that presented itself most strongly to me, when |
first had the honour of being requested to write this biography,
was how | could show what a noble, true, and tender woman
Charlotte Bronte really was, without mingling up with her life
too much of the persona history of her nearest and most intimate
friends. After much consideration of this point, | came to the
resolution of writing truly, if | wrote at all; of withholding
nothing, though some things, from their very nature, could not
be spoken of so fully as others.

One of the deepest interests of her life centres naturally round
her marriage, and the preceding circumstances, but more than
all other events (because of more recent date, and concerning
another as intimately as hersdlf), it requires delicate handling
on my part, lest | intrude too roughly on what is most sacred to
memory. Yet | have two reasons, which ssem to me good and
valid ones, for giving some particulars of the course of events
which led to her few months of wedded life—that short spell of
exceeding happiness.  The first is my desire to call attention to
the fact that Mr. Nicholls was one who had seen her amost
daily for years, seen her as a daughter, a sister, a mistress and a
friend. Hewasnot aman to be attracted by any kind of literary
fame. | imagine that this, by itself, would rather repel him
when he saw it in the possesson of a woman. He was a grave,
reserved, conscientious man, with a deep sense of religion, and of
his duties as one of its ministers.

In silence he had watched her, and loved her long. The love
of such a ma*—a daily spectator of her manner of life for years
—is a great testimony to her character as a woman.

How desp his affection was | scarcely dare to tell, even if |
could in words. She did not know—she had hardly begun to
suspect—that she was the object of any peculiar regard on his
part, when, in this very December, he came one evening to tea
After tea, she returned from the study to her own sitting-room,
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as was her custom, leaving her father and his curate together.
Presently she heard the study-door open, and expected to hear
the succeeding clash of the front door. Instead, came a tap;
and, " like lightning, it flashed upon me what was coming. He
entered. He stood before me.  What his words were you can
imagine; his manner you can hardly realise, nor can | forgetit.
He made me, for the first time, fed what it costs a man to
declare affection when he doubts response. . . . The spectacle
of one, ordinarily so statue-like, thus trembling, stirred, and
overcome, gave me a strange shock. | could only entreat him
to leave me then, and promise a reply on the morrow. | asked
if he had ?oken to Papa. He sad he dared not. | think |
half led, half put him out of the room."

So deep, so fervent, and so enduring was the affection Miss
Bronte had inspired in the heart of this good manl It is an
honour to her; and, as such, | have thought it my duty to
spesk thus much, and quote thus fully from her letter about it.
And now | pass to my second reason for dwelling on a subject
which may possibly be considered by some, at first sight, of too
private a nature for publication. When Mr. Nicholls had left
her, Charlotte went immediately to her father and told him all.
He aways disapproved of marriages, and constantly talked
against them. But he more than disapproved at this time; he
could not bear the idea of this attachment of Mr. Nicholls to
his daughter. Fearing the consequences of agitation to one so
recently an invalid, she made haste to give her father a promise
that, on the morrow, Mr. Nicholls should have a distinct refusal.
Thus quietly and modestly did she, on whom such hard judg-
ments had been passed by ignorant reviewers, receive this
vehement, passionate declaration of love—thus thoughtfully
for her father, and unsefishly for hersdlf, put aside all considera
tion of how she should reply, excepting as he wished!

The immediate result of Mr. Nicholls' declaration of attach-
ment was, that he sent in his resignation of the curacy of
Haworth; and that Miss Bronte held hersdf simply passive, as
far as words and actions went, while she suffered acute pain
from the strong expressons which her father used in ing
of Mr. Nicholls, and from the too evident distress and failure of
health on the part of the latter. Under these circumstances
she, more gladly than ever, availed hersdf of Mrs. Smith's pro-
posal, that she should again visit them in London; and thither
she accordingly went in the first week of the year 1853.
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From thence | received the following letter. It iswith asad,
proud pleasure | copy her words of friendship now.

" January 12th, 1853.

"It is with you the ball rests. | have not heard from you
snce | wrote last; but | thought | knew the reason of your
silence, viz. appllcailon to work,—and therefore | accept it, not
merely with resignation, but with satisfaction.

" | am now in London, as the date above will show; staying
vgy quietly at my publlshers and correcting proofs etc.
Before receiving yours, | had felt, and expressed to Mr. Smith,
reluctance to come in the way of Ruth; not that | think she
would suffer from contact with Villette—we know not but that
the damage might be the other way; but | have ever held com-
Pansons to be odious, and would fain that neither I nor my

ds should be made subjects for the same.  Mr. Smith pro-
posss, accordingly, to defer the publication of my book till the
24th inst.; he says that will give Ruth the start in the
daily and weekly, and also will leave free to her all the February
maé]azines Should this delay appear to you insufficient, speak!
and it shall be protracted.

" | dare say, arrange as we may, we shall not be able wholly
to prevent comparisons, it is the nature of some critics to be
invidious; but we need not care: we can sat them at defiance;
they shall not make us foes they shall not mingle with our
mutual fedings one taint of Jealouw there is my hand on that;
| know you w1l give clasp for clasp.

" V|Ilettehasmd%d no right to pushitself before Ruth.  There
is a goodness, a philanthropic purpose, a social use in the latter,
to which the former cannot for an instant pretend; nor can it
clam ﬁrecedence on the ground of surpassing power: | think
it much quieter than Jane Eyre.

" | wish to seyou, probably at least as much as you can wish
to see me, and therefore shall consider your invitation for March
as an engagement; about the dose of that month, then, | hope
to pay you a brief visit. With kindest remembrances to Mr.
Gaskell and all your precious circle, | am," etc.

This visit at Mrs. Smith's was passed more quietly than an

ﬁrewous one, and was consequently more in accordance wit
er own tastes.  She saw things rather than persons; and bein
alowed to have her own choice of sights, she sdlected the " r
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in preference to the decorative sde of life." She went over two
prisons—one ancient, the other modern,—Newgate and Penton-
ville; over two hospitals, the Foundling and Bethlehem. She
was do taken, at her own requ]Jesx, to s severa of the great
City sights; the Bank, the Exchange, Rothschild's, etc.

The power of vast yet minute organisation, aways called out
her respect and admiration.  She appreciated it more fully than
most women are able to do. Al that she saw during this last
visit to London impressed her deeply—so much so as to render
her incapable of the immediate expression of her fedlings, or of
reasoning upon her impressions while they were so vivid. |If
she had lived, her deep heart would sooner or later have spoken
out on these things.

What she saw dwelt in her thoughts, and lay heavy on her
spirits. She received the utmost kindness from her hosts, and
had the old, warm, and grateful regard for them. But looking
back, with the knowledge of what was then the future, which
Time has given, one cannot but imagine that there was atoning-
down in preparation for the final farewell to these kind friends,
whom she saw for the last time on a Wednesday morning in
February. She met her friend E at Keighley, on her
return, and the two proceeded to Haworth together.

Villette—which, if less interesting as a mere story than Jane
Eyre, displays yet more of the extraordinary genius of the
author—was received with one burst of acclamation. Out of
so small acircleof characters, dwellingin so dull and monotonous
an aeaasa " pension,” this wonderful tale wes evolved!

See how she receives the good tidings of her succesd

" Feb. 15th, 1853.

" | got a budget of no less than seven papers yesterday and
to-day. The import of all the notices is such as to make my
heart swell with thankfulness to Him, who takes note both of
suffering, and work, and motives. Papa is pleased too. As
to friends in general, | believe | can love them still, without
expecting them to take any large share in this sort of gratifica-
tion. Thelonger | live, the more plainly | see that gentle must
be the strain on fragile human nature; it will not bear much."

| su that the touch of slight disappointment, perceptible
in the last few lines, arose from her great susceptibility to an
opinion she valued much,—that of Miss Martineau, who, boti
in an article on Villette in the Daily News, and in aprivate |etter
to Miss Bronte, wounded her to the quick by expressions of
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censure which she believed to be unjust and unfounded, but
which, if correct and true, went deeper than any merely artistic
fault.  An author may bring himself to believe that he can bear
blame with equanimity, from whatever quarter it comes, but
its force is derived altogether from the character of this. To
the public, one reviewer may be the same i é)ersonal being as
another; but an author has frequently a far deeper significance
to attach to opinions. They are the verdicts of those whom he
respects and admires, or the mere words of those for whose judg-
ment he cares not ajot. It is this knowledge of the individual
worth of the reviewer's opinion, which makes the censures of
some sink so deep, and prey so heavily upon an author's heart.
And thus, in proportion to her true, firm regard for Miss Mar-
tineau, did Miss Bronte suffer under what she considered her
misjudgment not merely of writing, but of character.

She had long before asked Miss Martineau to tell her whether
she considered that any want of womanly delicacy or propriety
was betrayed in Jane Eyre, And on receiving Miss Martineau's
asaurance that she did not, Miss Bronte entreated her to declare
it frankly if she thou fght there was any failure of this description
inany futurework of " Currer Bell's." The promise then given
of faithful truth-speaking, Miss Martineau fulfilled when Villette
appeared. Miss Bronte writhed under what she felt to be
injustice.

This seems a fitting place to state how utterly unconscious
she was of what was, by some, esteemed coarse in her writings.
One day, during that visit at the Briery when | first met her,
the conversation turned upon the subject of women's Wr|t|ng
fiction; and some one remarked on the fact that, in certain
instances, authoresses had much outstepped the line' which men
felt to be ﬁroper in works of this kind. Miss Bronte said she
wondered how far this was a natural conseguence of alowing
the imagination to work too constantly; Sir James and Lady
Kay Shuttleworth and | expressed our belief that such violations
of propriety were atogether unconscious on the part of those
to whom reference had been made. | remember her grave,
earnest way of saying, " | trust God will take from me whatever
B% er of invention or expression | may have, before He lets me

drlne blind to the snse of what is fitting or unfitting to be
sai

Again, she was invariabI%/ shocked and distressed when she
heard of any disapprova of Jane Eyre on the ground above-
mentioned.  Some one said to her in London, " Y ou know, you
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and |, Miss Bronte, have both written naughty books!" She
dwelt much on this; and, asif it weighed on her mind, took an
opportunity to ak Mrs. Smith, as she would have asked a
mother—if she had not been motherless from earliest childhood
—whether, indeed, there was anything so wrong in Jane Eyre,

| do not deny for mysdlf the existence of coarseness here and
there in her works, otherwise so entirely noble. | only ask
those who read them to consider her life,—which has been openly
laid bare before them,—and to say how it could be otherwise.
She saw few men; and among these few were one or two with
whom she had been acquainted since early girlhood,—who had
shown her much friendliness and kindness,—through whose
family she had received many pleasures—for whose intellect
she had a great respect,—but who talked before her, if not to
her, with as little reticence as Rochester talked to Jane Eyre.
Take this in connection with her poor brother's sad life, and the
out-spoken peOPIe among whom <he lived—remember her
strong feeling of the dutﬁ of representing life as it really is, not
as it ought to be—and then do her justice for all that she was,
and all that she would have been (had God spared her), rather
than censure her because circumstances forced her to touch
pitch, as it were, and by it her hand was for a moment defiled.
It was but skin-deep. Every change in her life was purifying
|her;dit hardly could raise her. Again | cry, " If she had but
ived!"

The misunderstanding with Miss Martineau on account of
Villette, was the cause of bitter regret to Miss Bronte. Her
woman's nature had been touched, as she thought, with insulting
misconception; and she had dearly loved the person who had
thus unconsciously wounded her. It was but in the January
just past that she had written as follows, in reply to a friend,
the tenor of whose letter we may guess from this answer:—

"I read attentively all you say about Miss Martineau; the
sincerity and constancy of your solicitude touch me very much;
I should grieve to neglect or oppose your advice, and yet | do
not fed it would be right to give Miss Martineau up entirely.
There is in her nature much that is very noble; hundreds have
forsaken her, more, | fear, in the gpprehension that their fair
names may suffer, if seen in connection with hers, than from
any pure convictions, such as you suggest, of harm consequent
on her fatal tenets. With these fair-weather friends | cannot
bear to rank; and for her sin, is it not one of those of which
God and not man must judge?
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" To ek the truth, my dear Miss——, | bdieve, if you
werein my place, and knew Miss Martineau as| do,—if you had
shared with me the proofs of her genuine kindliness, and had
s how she secretly auffers from abandonment,—you would
be the lagt to give her up; you would separate the snner from
thesin, and fed asif theright lay rather in quietly adhering to
her in her strait, while that adherence is unfashionable and
unpopular, than in turning on her your back when the world
s the example. | bdieve sheis one of thase whom oppostion
and desertion make obstinate in error; while patience and
tolerance touch her deeply and keenly, and incline her to ak
of her own heart whether the course she has been pursuing may
not posshly be a faulty course”

Kindly and faithful words! which MissMartineau never knew
of; to berepaid in words more grand and tender, when Charlotte
lay deaf and cold by her dead ssers In spite of their short,
sorrowful misunderganding, they were a pair of noble women
and faithful friends.

| turn to a pleasanter subject. While she was in London,
Miss Bronte had ssen Lawrences portrait of Mr. Thackeray,
and admired it extremely. Her first words after she had stood
before it some time in dlence, were, " And there came up a
Lion out of Judah! " The likeness was by this time engraved,
and Mr. Smith sent her a copy of it.

To G. SMITH, ESQ.

" Haworth, Feb. 26th, 1853.

" MY DEAR SIR,—At alate hour yesterday evening, | had the
honour of receiving, at Haworth Parsonage a distinguished
guest, none other than W. M. Thackeray, Esq.  Mindful of the
rites of hospitality, | hung him up in state thismorning. He
looks superb in his beautiful, tasteful gilded gibbet. For com-
panion he hasthe Duke of Wellington, (do you remember giving
methat picture?) and for contrast and foil Richmond'sportrait
of an unworthy individual, who, in such society, must be name-
less Thackeray looks away from the latter character with a
grand scorn, edifying to witness. | wonder if the giver of these
gifts will ever se them on the walls where they now hang; it
pleasss me to fancy that one day he may. My father stood for
a quarter of an hour this morning examining the great man's
picture. The condudon of his survey was, that he thought it
a puzzling head; if he had known nothing previoudy of the
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original's character, he could not haveread it in his features. |
wonder at this. To me the broad brow sems to express intel-
lect. Certain lines about the nose and cheek betray the satirist
and cynic; the mouth indicates a child-like Smplicity—perhaps
even a deyee of irresdluteness, incondstency—weskness in
short, but a weakness not unamiable. The engraving ssams to
mevery good. A certain not quite Christian expresson— * not
to put too fine a point upon it'—an expresson of spite, most
vividly marked in the original, is here softened, and perhaps a
little—a very little—of the power has escaped in this ameli-
orating process Did it strike you thus ? "

Miss Bronte was in much better health during this winter of
1852-3, than she had been the year before

" For my part,” (shewrotetomein February) " | have thus
far borne the cold weather well. | have taken long walks on
the crackling snow, and felt the frosty air bracing. This winter
has for me, not ben like last winter. December, January,
February, '51-2, passd like a long stcormy night, consdous of
one painful dream, all solitary grief and sckness The corres
ponding months in '52-3 have gone over my head quietly and
not uncheerfully. Thank God for the change and the repose 1
How wecome it has been He only knows1 My father too has
borne the season well; and my book, and its reception thus far,
have pleased and cheered him."

In March the quiet Parsonage had the honour of receiving a
visit from the then Bishop of Ripon. Heremained one night
with Mr. Bronte. In the evening, some of the neighbouring
dergy wereinvited to meet him at tea and supper; and during
thelatter meal, someof the" curates" began merrily toupbraid
MissBronte* with" puttingthem into abook; " and she shrink-
ing from thushaving her character asauthoress thrust upon her
at her own table, and in the presmce of a sranger, pleasantly
appedled to the bishop as to whether it was quite fair thus to
drive her into a corner. His Lordship, | have bemn told, was
agreeably impressed with the gentle unassuming manners of
his hogess and with the perfect propriety and consstency of
the arrangements in the modest household. So much for the
Bishop's recallection of his visit. Now we will turn to hers.

" March 4th.
" The Bishop has been, and is gone.  Heiis certainly a most
charming Bishop; the mos benignant gentleman that ever put
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" To ek the truth, my dear Miss——, | bdieve, if you
werein my place, and knew MissMartineau as| do,—if you had
shared with me the proofs of her genuine kindliness, and had
s how she secretly auffers from abandonment,—you would
be the lagt to give her up; you would separate the Snner from
thesin, and fed asif theright lay rather in quietly adhering to
he in he srait, while that adherence is unfashionable and
unpopular, than in turning on her your back when the world
s the example. | bdieve sheis one of thase whom oppostion
and desertion make obstinate in error; while patience and
tolerance touch her deeply and keenly, and incline her to ak
of her own heart whether the course she has been pursuing may
not possbly be a faulty course”

Kindly and faithful wordd which MissMartineau never knew
of; to berepaid in words more grand and tender, when Charlotte
lay deaf and cold by her dead sders In spite of their short,
sorrowful misunderstanding, they were a pair of noble women
and faithful friends.

| turn to a pleasanter subject. While she was in London,
Miss Bronte had ssan Lawrence's portrait of Mr. Thackeray,
and admired it extremely. Her firgt words, after she had good
before it some time in dlence were, " And there came up a
Lion out of Judah! " The likeness was by tins time engraved,
and Mr. Smith sent her a copy of it.

To G. SMITH, ESQ.

" Haworth, Feb. 26th, 1833.

" MY DEAR SIR,—At a late hour yesterday evening, | had the
honour of receiving, at Haworth Parsonage a distinguished
guest, none other than W. M. Thackeray, Esq.  Mindful of the
rites of hospitality, | hung him up in state this morning. He
looks superb in his beautiful, tasteful gilded gibbet. For com-
panion he hasthe Duke of Wellington, (do you remember giving
methat picture?) and for contrast and foil Richmond's portrait
of an unworthy individual, who, in such society, must be name-
less Thackeray looks away from the latter character with a
grand scorn, edifying to witness. | wonder if the giver of these
gifts will ever se them on the walls where they now hang; it
pleases me to fancy that one day he may. My father stood for
a quarter of an hour this morning examining the great man's
picture. The conduson of his survey was, that he thought it
a puzzling head; if he had known nothing previoudy of the
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original's character, he could not haveread it in his features. |
wonder at this. To me the broad brow ssams to express intel-
lect. Certain lines about the nose and cheek betray the satirist
and cynic, the mouth indicates a child-like smplicity—per haps
even a degree of irresoluteness incondstency—weakness in
short, but a weskness not unamiable. The engraving ssams to
mevery good. A certain not quite Christian expresson—' not
to put too fine a point upon it'—an expresson of spite, most
vividly marked in the original, is here softened, and perhaps a
little—a very little—of the power has excaped in this améli-
orating process Did it strike you thus ? "

Miss Bronte was in much better health during this winter of
1852-3, than she had been the year before.

" For my part," (shewrotetomein February) " | have thus
far borne the cold weather well. | have taken long walks on
the crackling snow, and felt the frosty air bracing. Thiswinter
has for me, not ben like last winter. December, January,
February, '51-2, passd like a long sormy night, consdous of
one painful dream, all solitary grief and Sckness The corres:
ponding months in '52-3 have gone over my head quietly and
not uncheerfully. Thank God for the change and the reposel
How wdcome it has been He only knows1 My father too has
borne the ssason well; and my book, and its reception thus far,
have pleased and chesred him."

In March the quiet Parsonage had the honour of receiving a
visit from the then Bishop of Ripon. Heremained one night
with Mr. Bronte. In the evening, some of the neighbouring
dergy were invited to meet him at tea and supper; and during
thelatter meal, someof the" curates” began merrily to upbraid
MissBrontewith" putting them into abook;" and she, shrink-
ing from thushaving her character asauthoress thrust upon her
at her own table, and in the presnce of a stranger, pleasantly
appealed to the bishop as to whether it was quite fair thus to
drive her into a corner.  His Lordship, | have bean told, was
agresably impressed with the gentle unassuming manners of
his hogess and with the perfect propriety and condstency of
the arrangements in the modest household. So much for the
Bishop's recallection of his visit. Now we will turn to hers.

" March 4th.

" The Bishop has been, and is gone  He s certainly a most
charming Bishop; the most benignant gentleman that ever put
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on lawn deeves, yet stately too, and quite competent to check
encroachments.  His visit passed capitally well; and at its
dose, as he was going away, he expressed himself thoroughly
gretified with all he had seen.  The Inspector has been dso in
the course of the past week; so that | have had a somewhat
busy time of it. If you could have been at Ha worth to share the

leesures of the company, without having been inconvenienced

?/ the little bustle of the preparation, | should have been very
glad. But the house was agood ded put out of its way, as you
may suppose; all passed, however, orderly, quietly, and well.
Martha waited very nicely, and | had a person tohelp her in
the kitchen. Papa kept up, too, fully as well as | expected,
though | doubt whether he could have borne another day of it.
My penaty came on in a strong headache as soon as the Bishop
was gone: how thankful | was that it had patiently waited his
departure. | continue stupid to-day: of coursg, it is the re-action
consequent on several days of extra exertion and excitement.
Itisvery well to talk of receiving aBishop without trouble, but
you must prepare for him."

By this time, some of the Reviews had began to find fault
with Villette. Miss Bronte made her old request.

To W. S WILLIAMS, ESQ.

"MY DEAR SIR—Were a review to appear, inspired with
treble their animus, pray do not withhold it fromme. | liketo
e the satisfactory notices—especidly | like to carry them to
my father; but | must see such as are unsatisfactory and hostile;
these are for my own especid edification;—it isin these | best
read public feding and opinion. To shun examination into
the dangerous and disagreesble ssams to me cowardly. | long
awaysto know what really is, and am only unnerved when kept
inthedark. . . .

" Asto the character of ' Lucy Snowe,' my intention from the
first wasthat she should not occupy the pedestal to which * Jane
Eyre' wes raised by someinjudicious admirers. Sheiswherel
meant her to be, and where no charge of self-laudation can
touch her.

" The note you sent this morning from Lady Harriette St.
Clair, is precisely to the same purﬁort as Miss Muloch's request,
—an application for exact and authentic information respecting
the fate of M. Paul Emanuel ! You sse how much the ladies
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think of this little man, whom you none of you like. | had a
letter the other day, announcing that a lady of some note, who
had always determined that whenever she married, her hushand
should be the counterpart of * Mr. Knightly' in Miss Augen's
Emma, had now changed her mind, and vowed that she would
ether find the duplicate of Professor Emanuel, or remain for
ever sngle | have smt Lady Harriette an answver so worded
as to leave the matter pretty much where it was Since the
little puzzle amuses the ladies, it would be a pity to spail their
sport by giving them the key."

When Easter, with its duties arisng out of ssmons to be
preached by srange dergymen who had afterwards to be enter-
tained at the Parsonage—with Mechanics Institute Meetings,
and sthod tea-drinkings, was over and gone, she came, at the
dose of April, to visit usin Mancheser. We had a friend, a
young lady, staying with us. Miss Bronte had expected to find
us alone; and although our friend was gentle and sensble after
Miss Bronte's own heart, yet her pressnce was enough to create
a nervous tremour. | was aware that both of our guests were
unusually silent; and | saw alittle shiver run from timeto time
over Miss Brontés frame. | could account for the modest
reserve of the young lady; and the next day Miss Bronte told
me how the unexpected sght of a srange face had affected her.

It was now two or three years since | had witnessed a similar
effect produced on her, in anticipation of a quiet evening at
Fox-How; and dnce then she had ssn many and various
people in London: but the physical snsations produced by
shyness were gill the same and on the following day she
laboured under severe headache | had several opportunities
of perceiving how this nervousness was ingrained in her condtitu-
tion, and how acutdy she suffered in striving to overcome it.
One evening we had, among other guests two sgers who sang
Scottish ballads exquisitely.  Miss Bronte had been sitting quiet
and congrained till they began " The Bonnie House of Airlie,"
but theeffect of that and " CarlideY etts," which followed, wasas
irresigtible asthe playing of the Piper of Hamelin. The beauti-
ful dear light cameinto her eyes, her lipsquivered with emotion;
she forgot hersdf, rose and aosad the room to the piano,
where she asked eagerly for song after song.  The ssers begged
her to come and s them the next morning, when they would
sing as long as ever she liked; and she promised gladly and
thankfully. But on reaching the house her courage failed.
We walked some time up and down the street; she upbraiding
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hersdf all the while for folly, and trying to dwell on the sweet
echoes in her memory rather than on the thought of athird sister
who would have to be faced if we went in. But it was of no
use; and dreading lest this struggle with hersdf might bringon
one of her trying heedaches, | entered at last and made the best
logy | could for her non-appearance. Much of this nervous
read of encountering strangers | ascribed to the idea of her
personal ugliness, which had been strongly impressed upon her
Imagination early in life, and which she exaggerated to hersdlf
in a remarkable manner. " | notice," said she, " that after a
stranger has once looked at my face, heis careful not to let his
eyes wander to that part of the room again! " A more untrue
idea never entered into any one's head. Two gentlemen who
saw her during this visit, without knowing at the time who she
was, were singularly attracted by her appearance; and this
feding of attraction towards a pleasant countenance, Sweet
voice, and gentle timid manners, was so strong in one as to
conquer adislike he had previously entertained to her works.

There was another circumstance that came to my knowledge
at this period which told secrets about the finely-strung frame.
Onenight | was on the point of relating some dismal ghost story,
just before bed-time. She shrank from hearing it, and con-
fesed that she was superstitious, and prone at all times to the
involuntary recurrence of any thoughts of ominous gloom which
might have been suggested to her. She said that on first coming
to us, she had found a letter on her dressing-table from afriend
in Yorkshire, containing a story which had impressed her
vividly ever since;—that it mingled with her dreams at night,
and made her deep redtless and unrefreshing.

One day we asked two gentlemen to meet her at dinner, ex-
pecting that she and they would have a mutual pleasure in
making eech other's acquaintance. To our disappointment,
she drew back with timid reserve from al their advances, reply-
ingtotheir questions and remarksin the briefest manner possible;
till at last they gave up their efforts to draw her into conversation
in despair, and talked to each other and my husband on subjects
of recent local interest. Among these Thackeray's Lectures
(which had |ately been delivered in Manchester) were spoken of,
and that on Fielding especialy dwelt upon. One gentleman
objected to it strongly, as calculated to do moral harm, and
regretted that a man having so great an influence over the tone
of thought of the day, as Thackeray, should not more carefully
weigh his words. The other took the opposite view. He said
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that Thackeray described men from the inside, as it were;
through his strong power of dramatic sympathy, he identified
himself with certain characters, felt their temptations, entered
into their pleasures, etc. This roused Miss Bronte, who threw
hersdf warmly into the discussion; the ice of her reserve was
broken, and from that time she showed her interest in all that
was said, and contributed her share to any conversation that
was going on in the course of the evening.

What she said, and which part she took, in the dispute about
Thackeray'slecture, may be gathered from the following letter,
referring to the same subject:—

" The Lectures arrived safely; | have read them through
twice. They must be studied to be appreciated. | thought
well of them when | heard them delivered, but now | s their
real power, and it is great. The lecture on Swift was new
to me; | thought it almost matchless. Not that by any
means | always agree with Mr. Thackeray's opinions, but his
force, his penetration, his pithy simplicity, his eloguence—his
manly sonorous eloquence—command entire admiration. . . .
Against his errors | protest, were it treason to do 0. | wes
present at the Fielding lecture: the hour spent in listening to it
was a painful hour. That Thackeray was wrong in his way of
treating Fielding's character and vices, my conscience told me.
After reading that lecture, | trebly felt that he was wrong—
dangeroudly wrong. Had Thackeray owned a son, grown, or
growing up, and a son, brilliant but reckless—would he have
spoken in that light way of courses that lead to disgrace and the

rave? He sof it all asif hetheorised; asif he had never
caled on, in the course of his life, to witness the actual
consequences of such failings; as if he had never stood by and
seen the issue, the final result of it all. | believe, if only once
the prospect of a promising life blasted on the outset by wild
ways had cloe under his eyes, he never could have
spoken with such levity of what led to its piteous destruction.
Had | a brother yet Iivin?, | should tremble to let him read
Thackeray's lecture on Fielding. | should hide it away from
him. [If, in spite of precaution, it should fall into his hands, |
should earnestly pray him not to be misled by the voice of the
charmer, let him charm never so wisely. Not that for amoment
| would have had Thackeray to abuse Fielding, or even Pharisai-
cally to condemn his life; but | do most deep%griwe that it
never entered into his heart sadly and nearly to the peril of



382 Life of Charlotte Bronte

such a career, that he might have dedicated some of his great
strength to a potent warning against its adoption by any young
man. | believe temptation often assals the finest manly
natures, as the pecking sparrow or destructive wasp attacks
the sweatest and mellowest fruit, eschewing what is sour and
crude. The true lover of his race ought to devote his vigour to
guard and protect; he should sweep awaK ever%/ lure with a
kind of rage at its treachery.  You will think this far too serious,
| dare say; but the subject is serious, and one cannot help
fedling upon it earnestly.”

CHAPTER XXVII

AFTER her visit to Manchester, she had to return to a re-opening
of the painful circumstances of the previous winter, as the time
drew near for Mr. Nicholl's departure from Haworth. A testi-
monial of respect from the parishioners was presented, at apublic
meeting, to one who had faithfully served them for eight years:
and he left the place, and she saw no chance of hearing a word
about him in the future, unless it was some second-hand scrap
of intdli%;mce, dropped out accidentally by one of the neigh-
bouring clergymen.

| had promised to ﬁay her a visit on my return from London
in June; but, after the day wes fixed, a letter came from Mr.
Bronte, saying that she was suffering from so severe an attack
of influenza, accompanied with such excruciating pain in the
head, that he must re(?uest me to defer my visit until she was
better. While sorry for the cause, | did not regret that m
going was delayed till the season when the moors would be all
glorious with the purple bloom of the heather; and thus present
a soene about which she had often spoken to me. So we agreed
that | should not come to her before August or September.
Meanwhile, | received aletter from which | am tempted to take
an extract, as it shows both her conception of what fictitious
writing ought to be, and her always kindly interest in what |
was doing.

" July 9th, 1853.

" Thank you for your letter; it was as pleasant asaquiet chat,
aswelcomeassprin? showers, asreviving as afriend'svisit; in
short, it was very like a page of Cranford. . . o
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A thought strikes me. Do you, who have so many friends—so
large a circle of acquaintance,—find it easy, when you sit down
to write, to isolate yourself from all those ties, and their sweet
associations, so as to be your own woman, uninfluenced or
swayed by the consciousness of how Kour work may affect other
minds; what blame or what sympathy it may call forth ? Does
no luminous cloud ever come between you and the severe Truth,
as you know it in your own secret and clear-seeing soul? Ina
word, are you never tempted to make your characters more
amiable than the Life, by the inclination to assimilate your
thoughts to the thoughts of those who aways feel kindly, but
sometimes fail to see justly? Don't answer the question; it is
not intended to be answered
Y our account of Mrs. Stowe wes sti mulatmgly interesti ng
long to s you, to get you to say it, and many other things, aII
over again. My father continues better. | am better too;
but to-day | have a headache a{faln which will hardly let me
write coherently. Give my dear loveto M. and M., dear happy
girls as they are. You cannot now transmit my messsge to F.
and J. | prized the little wild-flower,—not that | think the
sender cares for me; she does not, and cannot, for she does not
know me—but no matter. In my reminiscences she is a
son of acertain distinction. | think hers afinelittle nature,
rank and of genuine promise. | often s her, as se appeared,
stepping supreme from the portico towards the carriage, that
evening we went to se Twelfth Night. | believe in J's future;
L Iikfe what spesks in her movements, and what is written upon
er face,"

Towards the latter end of September | went to Haworth.
At the risk of repeating something which | have previously said,
I will copy out parts of aletter which | wrote at the time.

"It was a dull, drizzly Indian-inky day, all the way on the
railroad to Keighley, which is a rising wool-manufacturing town,
lying in ahollow between hills—not a pretty hollow, but more
what the Yorkshire people call a' bottom," or 'botham." |
left Keighley in a car for Haworth, four miles off—four tough,
steep, scrambling miles, the road winding between the wave-
like hills that rose and fell on every side of the horizon, with a
longillimitable sinuous ook, asif they were apart of theline of
the Great Serpent, which the Norse legend says girdles the
world. Theday waslead-coloured; theroad had stonefactories
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alonggde of it,—grey, dull-coloured rows of done cottages
beonging to these factories, and then we came to poor, hungry-
looking fidds—stone fences everywhere, and trees nowhere
Haworth isalong, straggling village: one stesp narrow strest—
0 demp that the flag-stones with which it is paved are placed
end-ways, that the horsss fest may have something to ding to,
and not dip down backwar ds; which if they did, they would soon
reach Keighley. But if the horses had cats feet and claws, they
would do all the better. Well, we (the man, horsg, car, and I)
dambered” up this street, and reached the church dedicated to
St. Autest (who was he?); then weturned off into a lane on the
left, past the curatés lodging at the Sexton's, pas the schod-
house, up to the Parsonage yard-door. | went round the house
to the front door, looking to the church;,—moors everywhere
beyond and above. The crowded grave-yard surrounds the
house and small grass endosure for drying dothes

" | don't know that | ever saw a spot more exquidtely clean;
the mog dainty place for that | ever saw. To be sure, the life
is like clock-work. No one comes to the house nothing dis
turbs the deep repose hardly a voice is heard; you catch the
ticking of the dock in the kitchen, or the buzzing of afly in
the parlour, all over thehouse Miss Bronte dts alone in her
parlour; breakfagting with her father in hisstudy at nine o'dock.
She hdps in the housawork; for one of their servants, Tabby, is
nearly ninety, and the other only a girl. Then | accompanied
her in her walks on the swesping moors. the heather-bloom had
been blighted by a thunder-storm a day or two before, and was
all of alivid brown colour, instead of the blaze of purple glory
it ought to have been. Oh! those high, wild, desolate moors,
up above the whole world, and the very realms of slencel
Home to dinner at two. Mr. Bronte has his dinner sent into
him. All the gnall table arrangements had the same dainty
smplicity about them. Then we rested, and talked over the
clear, bright fire; it isa cold country, and thefireswere a pretty
warm dancing light all over the house The parlour had been
evidently refurnished within the last few years snce Miss
Bronte's suoess has enabled her to have a little more money to
send. Everything fitsinto, and is in harmony with, the idea
of a country parsonage, possessed by people of very moderate
means  The prevailing colour of the room is crimson, to make
awarm sgting for the cold grey landscape without. Thereis
her likeness by Richmond, and an engraving from Lawrence's
pictureof Thackeray; and two recesses on each Sde of the high,
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narrow, old-fashioned mantel-piece, filled with books—books
given to her, books she has bought, and which tell of her indi-
Ividual pursuits and tastes; not standard books.

" She cannot s well, and does little beside knitting. The
way she weskened here?/&sight was this: When she was sixteen
or seventeen, she wanted much to draw; and she copied nimini-
pimini copper-plate engravings out of annuals, ﬁ'stipﬂling,'
don't the artists call it?) every little point putin, till at the end
of six months she had produced an exquisitely faithful copy of
the engraving. She wanted to learn to express her idess by
drawing. After she had tried to draw stories, and not succeeded,
Shetook the better mode of writing; but in so small ahand, that
it is amost impossible to decipher what shewrote at this time.

" But now to return to our quiet hour of rest after dinner. |
soon observed that her habits of order were such that she could
not go on with the conversation, if achair was out of its place;
everything was arranged with delicate regularity. We talked
over the old times of her childhood; of her elder sister's (Maria's)
death,—just like that of Helen Burns in Jane Eyre; of those
strange, starved days at school; of the desire (almost amounting
toillness) of expressing hersalf in some way,—writing or draw-
ing; of her weakened eyesi %ht, which prevented her doing any-
thing for two years, from the age of seventeen to nineteen; of
her being a governess, of her é;oing to Brussdls, whereupon |
said | disliked Lucy Snowe, and we discussed M. Paul Emanuel;
and | told her of——'sadmiration of Shirley, which pleased her,
for the character of Shirley was meant for her sister Emily,
about whom she is never tired of talking, nor | of listening.
Emily must have been a remnant of the Titans,—great-grand-
daughter of the giants who used to inhabit earth. One day,
Miss Bronte brought down arough, common-looking oil-paint-
ing, done by her brother, of hersdf,—alittle, rather prim-lookin
?i rl of eighteen,—and the two other sisters, girls of sixteen an

ourteen, with cropped hair, and sad, dreamg-looking eyes. . . .
Emily had agreat dog,—half mastiff, half bull-dog—so savage,
etc. . .. This dog went to her funeral, walking sde by side
with her father; and then, to the day of its death, it slept at her
room door, snuffing under i t, and whining every morning.

" We have generally had another walk before tea, whichisat
six; at half-past eight, prayers; and by nine, all the household
are in bed, except ourselves. We sit up together till ten, or
past; and after | go, | hear Miss Bronte come down and walk
up and down the room for an hour or so."
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Copying this letter has brought the days of that pleasant
visit very dear before me—very sad in their dearnes We
were 0 happy together; we were so full of interest in each
others subjects  The day ssamed only too short for what we
had to say and to hear. | undersood her life the better for
sing the place where it had been spent—where she had loved
and wuffered. Mr. Bronte was a mod courteous hogt; and
when he was with us—at breakfagt in his sudy, or at tea in
Charlotte's parlour,—he had a sort of grand and stately way of
describing past times, which tallied well with his striking appear-
ance He never ssamed quite to have logt the feding that
Charlotte was a child to be guided and ruled, when she was
present; and she hersdf submitted to this with a quiet docility
that half amused, half asonished me. But when she had to
leave the room, then all his pride in her genius and fame came
out. He eagerly ligened to everything | could tell him of the
high admiration | had at any time heard expresed for her
works. Hewould ask for certain gpesthes over and over again,
asif he desred to impress them on his memory.

| remember two or three subjects of the conversations which she
and | held in the evenings, besdes those alluded to in my letter.

| asked her whether she had ever taken opium, as the descrip-
tion given of its efects in Villette was so0 exactly like what | had
experienced,—vivid and exaggerated presnce of objects of
which the outlines were indistinct, or lost in golden mit, ec.
Shereplied, that she had never, to her knowledge, taken agrain
of it in any shape, but that she had followed the proces she
always adopted when she had to dexcribe anything which had
not fallen within her own experience; she had thought intently
on it for many and many a night before falling to desp,—wonder-
ing what it was like, or how it would be—till at length, some-
times after the progress of her story had been arrested at this
one point for weeks she wakened up in the morning with all
dear before her, asif she had in reality gone through the experi-
encg, and then ocould destribe it, word for word, as it had
happened. | cannot account for this pwchologlcally | only
am re that it was 0, because she said it

She made many inquiries asto Mrs. Sowes personal appear-
ance, and it evidently harmonised well with some theory of
hers, to hear that theauthor of Uncle Tom'sCabin wassmall and
dight. It was another theory of hers that no mixtures of
blood produced such fine characters, mentally and morally, as
the Scottish and English.
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I recollect, too, her saying how acutely she dreaded a charge
of plagiarism, when, after she had written Jane Eyre, she read
the thrilling effect of the mysterious scream at midnight in Mrs.
Mardh's story of the Deformed. She dso said that, when she
read the Nelghbours, she thought every one would fancy that
she must have taken her conception of Jane Eyre's character
from that of " Francesca," the narrator of Miss Bremer's story.
For my own part, | cannot s the slightest resemblance between
the two characters, and so | told her; but she persisted in
saying that Francesca was Jane Eyre married to a good-natured
" Bear " of a Swedish surgeon.

We went, not purposely, but accidentally, to see various poor
people in our distant walks. From one we had borrowed an
umbrella; in the house of another we had taken shelter from
a rough September storm. In all these cottages, her quiet
presence was known. At three miles from her home, the chair
was dusted for her, with akindly " Sit ye down, Miss Bronte; "
and she knew what absent or alling members of the family to
inquire after. Her quiet, gentle words, few though they might
be, were evidently grateful to those Yorkshire ears. Their
welcome to her, though rough and curt, was sincere and hearty.

We talked about the different courses through which life ran.
She said, in her own composed manner, as if she had accepted
the theory as a fact, that she believed some were appointed
beforehand to sorrow and much disappointment; that it did not
fall to the lot of al—as Scripture told us—to have their lines
fall in pleasant places; that it was well for those who had
rougher paths, to perceive that such was God's will concerning
them, and try to moderate their expectations, leaving hope to
those of a different doom, and seeking patience and resignation
as the virtues they were to cultivate. | took a different view:
| thought that human lots were more equal than she imagined;
that to some happiness and sorrow came in strong patches of
light and shadow,aﬁso to speak), while in the lives of others they
were ﬂretty equally blended throughout. She smiled, and
shook her head, and said she was trying to school herself against
ever anticipating any pleasure; that it was better to be brave
and submit faithfully; there was some good reason, which we
should know in time, why sorrow and disappointment were to
be the lot of some on earth. It was better to acknowledge this,
and face out the truthin areligious faith.

In connection with this conversation, she named a little
abortive plan which | had not heard of till then; how, in the
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previous July, she had been tempted to join some friends (a
married couple and their child) in an excurson to Scotland.
They st out joyfully; she with espedia gladness for Scotland
was a land which had its roots degp down in her imaginative
affections, and the glimpse of two days at Edinburgh was all she
had as yet ssn of it. But, at the first dage after Carlide, the
little yearling child was taken with a dight indigposition; the
anxious parents fancied that srange diet disagread with it, and
hurried back to ther Yorkshire home as eagerly as, two or three
days before, they had st their faces northward, in hopes of a
month's pleasant ramble.

We parted with many intentions, on both sdes of renewing
very frequently the pleasure we had had in beng together. We
agreed that when she wanted bustle, or when | wanted quiet,
we were to let each other know, and exchange visits as occason
required.

| was aware that she had a great anxiety on her mind at this
time; and being acquainted with its nature, | could not but
deeply admire the patient docility which she displayed in her
conduct towards her father.

Soon after | left Haworth, she went on a visit to Miss Wooler,
who was then staying at Hornsea.  The time passed quietly and
happily with this friend, whose society was endeared to her by
every year.

To Miss WOOLER
" Dee. 12th, 1853.

" | wonder how you are spending these long winter evenings.
Alone, probably, like me. The thought often aroses me, as |
sit by mysdf, how pleasant it would be if you lived within a
walking.distance, and | could go to you sometimes, or have you
to come and spend a day and night with me.  Yes; | did enjoy
that week at Hornsea, and | look forward to spring as the period
when you will fulfil your promise of coming to visit me. | fear
you must be very solitary at Hornsea. How hard to some
people of the world it would ssam to live your life! how utterly
impossble to live it with a srene spirit and an unsoured dis
postion| It ssams wonderful to me, because you are not, like
Mrs——, phlegmatic and impenetrable, but received from
nature fedings of the very finex edge Such fedings when
they are locked up, sometimes damage the mind and temper.
They don't with you. It mugt be partly principle, partly sdf-
discipline, which kegps you as you are."
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Of course, as | draw nearer to the years so recently closed, it
becomes impossible for me to write with the same fulness of
detail as | have hitherto not felt it wrong to use.  Miss Bronte
pasad the winter of 18534 in a solitary and anxious manner.
But the great conqueror Time was slowly achieving his victory
over strong prejudice and human resolve. By degress Mr.
Bronte became reconciled to the idea of his daughter's marriage.

There is one other letter, addressed to Mr. Dobell, which
developes the intellectual side of her character, before we lose
all thought of the authoress in the timid and conscientious
woman about to become a wife, and in the too short, almost
perfect, happiness of her nine months of wedded life.

" Haworth, near Keighley,
" Feb. 3rd, 1851? ¥

" MY DEAR SIR,—I can hardly tell you how glad | am to have
an opportunity of explaining that taciturnity to which you
allude. Your letter came at a period of danger and care, when
my father was very ill, and | could not leave his bedside. |
answered no letters at that ti me, and yours was one of three 01
four that, when leisure returned to me, and | came to consider
their purport, it seemed to me such that the time was past for
answering them, and | laid them finally aside. If you remember,
you asked me to go to London; it was too late either to go or
to decline. | was sureyou had left London. One circumstance
you mentioned—your wife's illness—which | have thought of
many a time, and wondered whether she is better. In your
Fr%nt note you do not refer to her, but | trust her health has
ong ere now been quite restored.

" Balder arrived safely. | looked at him, before cutting his
leaves with singular pleasure. Remembering well his elder
brother, the potent Roman, it was natural to give acordial wel-
come to a fresh scion of the same house and race. | have read
him. Heimpressed methus: heteemswith power; | foundin
him a wild wedth of life, but | thought his favourite and
favoured child would bring his sire trouble—would make his
heart ache. It seemed to me, that his stren?th and beauty
were not so much those of Joseph the pillar of Jacob's age, as
of the Prodigal Son, who troubled hlsfather though he dways
kept hislove.

" How is it that while the first-born of genius often brings
honour, the second as almost often proves a source of depression
and care? | could almost prophesy that e(}/our third will atone
for any anxiety inflicted by this his immediate predecessor.
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" There is power in that character of ' Balder/ and to me a
certain horror. Did you mean it to embody, aong with force,
any of the specia defects of the artistic character? It ssams
to me that those defects were never thrown out in stronger lines.
| did not and could not think you meant to offer him as your
cherished ideal of the true, great poet; | regarded him as a
vividly-coloured picture of inflated sdf-esteem, amost frantic

iration; of a nature that has made a Moloch of intellect—
offered up, in pagan fires, the natural affections—sacrificed the
heart to the brain. Do we not all know that true greainess is
simple, self-oblivious, prone to unambitious, unselfish attach-
ments? | am certain you fed this truth in your heart of hearts.

" But if the critics err now (as yet | have sen none of their
lucubrations), you shall one day set them right in the second
Bart of Balder. You shal show them that you too know—

etter, perhaps, than they—that the truly great man is too
sincere in his afections to grudge a sacrifice; too much absorbed
in his work to talk loudly about it; too intent onfindingthe
best way to accomplish what he undertakes to think great things
of himself—the instrument.  And if God places seeming impedi-
ments in his way—if his duties sometimes seam to hamper his
powers—he feds keenly, perhaps writhes, under the dow torture
of hindrance and delay; but if there be a true man's heart in
his breast, he can bear, submit, wait patiently.

" Whoever spesks to me of Balder—though | live too retired
a life to come often in the way of comment—shall be answered
according to your suggestion and my own impression.  Equity
demands that you should be your own interpreter. Good-bye
for the present, and believe me,

" Faithfully and gratefully,
" CHARLOTTE BRONTE.

" Sydney Dobell, Esq."

A letter to her Brussds schoolfelow gives an idea of the
external course of things during this winter.

" March 8th,

" | was very glad to s your handwriting again. It is, |
believe, a year since | heard from you. Again and again you
have recurred to my thoughts lately, and | was beginning to
have some sad presages as to the cause of your slence.  Your
letter happily does away with all these; it brings, on the whole,
glad tidings both of your papa, mama, your sisters, and, last
but not least, your dear respected English slf.
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"My dear father has borne the svere winter very well, a
crcumstance for which | fed the more thankful as he had many
weks of very precarious health last summer, following an
attack from which he suffered in June, and which for a few
hours deprived him totally of sight, though neither his mind,
spech, nor even his powers of motion were in the least affected.
| can hardly tell you how thankful | was, when, after that
dreary and almost despairing interval of utter darkness Lome
gleam of daylight became visble to him once more. | had
feared that paralyss had sdzed the optic nerve. A sort of mist
remained for a long time; and, indeed, his vison is not yet
perfectly clear, but he can read, write, and walk about, and he
preachestwice every Sunday, the curateonly reading the prayers.
You can well understand how earnestly | wish and pray that
sight may be spared him to the end; he so dreads the privation
of blindness. His mind is just as strong and active as ever,
and palitics interest him as they do your papa. The Czar, the
war, the alliance between France and England—into all these
things he throws himsdf heart and soul; they sam to carry
him back to his comparatively young days, and to renew the
excitement of the last great European sruggle  Of course my
father's sympathies (and mine too) are all with Jugtice and
Europe againg Tyranny and Russa.

" Circumsgtanced as | have been, you will comprehend that |
have had neither the leésure nor the inclination to go from home
much during the past year. | spent a wesk with Mrs. Gaskell
in the soring, and a fortnight with some other friends more
recently, and that indudes the whole of my visiting snce | saw
you last. My life is, indeed, very uniform and retired—more
s0 than is quite healthful ether for mind or body; yet | find
reason for often-renewed fedings of gratitude, in the sort of
support which still comes and cheers me on from time to time.
My health, though not unbroken, is, | sometimes fancy, rather
gronger on the whole than it was three years ago: headache
and dyspepsa are my worg ailments. Whether | shall come
up to town this season for a few days | do not yet know; but if
| do, | shall hopetocall in P. Place"

In April she communicated the fact of her engagement to
MissWooler.
" Hauaorth, April 12th.
" MY DEAR MissWOOLER,—Thetruly kind interest which you
have always taken in my affairs makes me fed that it is due
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toyou to transmit an early communication on a subject respect-
ing which | have already consulted you morethan once | musgt
tell you then, that dnce | wrate last, papa's mind has gradually
come round to a view very different to that which he once took;
and that after some correspondence, and as the result of a visit
Mr. Nichalls paid here about a week ago, it was agreed that he
was to resume the curacy of Haworth, as soon as papa's present
assgant is provided with a stuation, and in due course of time
he is to be received as an inmate into this house

" It gives me unspeakable content to s that now my father
has once admitted this new view of the casg he dwdls on it
very complacently. In all arrangements, his convenience and
sdugon will be scrupuloudy repected. Mr. Nicholls ssams
deply to fed thewish to comfort and sustain his declining years.
| think from Mr. Nicholls character | may depend on this not
beng a mere transitory impulsve feding, but rather that it
will be accepted steadily as a duty, and discharged tenderly as
an ofice of affection. The destiny which Providence in His
goodness and widom ssms to offer me will not, | am aware,
be generally regarded as brilliant, but | trust | sein it some
gems of real happiness | trust the demands of both feding
and duty will be in some measure reconciled by the step in con-
templation. It is Mr. Nicholls wish that the marriage should
take place this summer; he urges the month of July, but that
sEMSvery soon.

" When you write to me, tell me how you are. ... | have
now decidedly dedined the visit to London; the ensuing three
months will bring me abundance of occupation; | could not
afford to throw away amonth. . . . Papahasjust got a letter
from the good and dear bishop, which has touched and pleassd
usmuch; it expressss so cordial an approbation of Mr. Nicholls
returntoHaworth (respecting which hewas consulted), and such
kind gratification at the domegtic arrangements which are to
enue |t sams his penetration discovered the state of things
when he was here in June 1853."

She expressad herdf in other letters, as thankful to One who
had guided her through much difficulty and much disress and
perplexity of mind; and yet she felt what most thoughtful
women do, who marry when the firg flush of cardess youth is
over, that there was a drange, half-sad feding, in making
announcements of an engagement—for cares and fears came
mingled inextricably with hopes One great reief to her mind
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at this time was derived from the conviction that her father
took a positive pleasure in all the thoughts about and prepara
tions for her wedding. He was anxious that things should
be expedited, and was much interested in every preliminary
arrangement for the reception of Mr. Nicholls into the Parsonage
as his daughter's husband. ~ This step was rendered

Mr. Bronte's great age, and failing sight, which made it a para-
mount obligation on so dutiful a daughter as Charlotte, to
devote as much time and assstance as ever in attending to his
wants. Mr. Nicholls, too, hoped that he might be able to add
some comfort and pleasure y his ready presence, on any
occasion when the old clergyman might need his services.

At the beginning of May, Miss Bronte left home to pay three
visits before her marri?% The first was to us. She only
remained three days, as she had to go to the neighbourhood of
Leeds, there to make such purchases as were required for her
marriage. Her preparations, as she said, could neither be ex-

Sive nor extensive; consisting chiefly in a modest replenish-
ing of her wardrobe, some re-papering and rePamtlng in the
Parsonage; and, above all, converting the small fl
room, hitherto Used only for stores (which was behln her sitting
room), into a study for her husband. On this idea, and plans
for his comfort, as well as her father's, her mind dwelt a good
deal; and we talked them over with the same unwearying
happiness which, | suppose, all women fed in such discussons

—especialy when mone?/ considerations call for that kind of
contrivance which Charles Lamb spegks of in his Essay on Old
China, as forming so great an addition to the pleasure of
obtaini ng athing at last.

" Haworth, May 22nd.

" Since | came home | have been very busy stitching; the
little new room is got into order, and the green and white cur-
tains are up; they exactly suit the papering, and look neat and
clean enough. | had a letter a day or two since, announcing
that Mr. Nicholls comes to-morrow. | fed anxious about him;
more anxious on one Egér]lt than | dare quite express to myself.
It seems he has again suffering sharply from his rheumatic
affection. | hear this not from himsalf, but from another
quarter. He was ill while | was in Manchester and B——.
He uttered no complaint to me; dropped no hint on the subject.
Alas1 he was hoping he had got the better of it, and | know
how this contradiction of his hopes will sadden him. For un-
selfishoreasons he did so earnestly wish this complaint might

318
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not become chronic. | fear—I fear; but if he is doomed to
auffer, so much the more will he nead care and help. Well!
Came what may, God help and srengthen both him and me!
| look forward to to-morrow with a mixture of impatience and
anxiety *'

Mr. Bronte had a dight illness which alarmed her much.
Beddes all the weight of care involved in the housshold pre-
parations presssd on the bride in this cass—nat unpleasantly,
only to the full occupation of her time. She was too busy to
unpack her wedding dressss for several days after they arrived
from Halifax; yet not too busy to think of arrangements by
which Miss Wooler's journey to be present at the marriage
could be facilitated.

"1 write to Miss Wooler to-day. Would it not be better,
dear, if you and she could arrange to come to Haworth on the
same day, arrive at Keighley by the same train; then | could
order the cab to meet you at the station, and bring you on with
your luggage? In this hot weather walking would be quite out
of the question, ether for you or for her; and | know she would
persg in doing it if left to hersdf, and arrive half killed. |
thought it better to mention this arrangement to you first,
and then, if you liked it, you could settle the time, etc., with
Miss Wooler, and let me know. Be sure and giveme timely
information, that 1 may write to the Devonshire Arms about
the cab.

" Mr. Nichdlls is a kind, consderate fdlow. With all his
masculine faults, he enters into my wishes about having the
thing done quietly, in a way that makes me grateful; and if
nobody interferes and spails his arrangements, he will manage
it so that not a soul in Haworth shall be aware of theday. He
is so thoughtful, too, about' the ladies'—that is, you and Miss
Wooler. Anticipating, too, the very arrangements | was going
to propose to him about providing for your departure, etc. He
and Mr. S——come to———the evening before; write me a
note to let me know they are there; precisdy at eight in the
morning they will be in the church, and there we are to meet
them. Mr. and Mrs. Grant are aked to the breakfast, not to
the ceremony.”

It was fixed that the marriage was to take place on the 29th
of June. Her two friends arrived at Haworth Parsonage the
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day before; and the long summer afternoon and evening were
spent by Charlotte in thoughtful arrangements for the morrow,
and for her fathers comfort during her absmnce from home.
When all wasfinished—thetrunk packed, the morning's break-
fag arranged, the wedding-dress laid out,—just at bedtime,
Mr. Bronte announced his intention of sopping at home while
the others went to church. What was to be done? Who was
to give the bride away? There were only to be the officiating
clergyman, the bride and bridegroom, the bridesmaid, and Miss
Wooler present.  The Prayer-book was referred to; and there
it was sen that the Rubric enjoins that the Minister shall
receive " the woman from her father's or friend's hands" and
that nothing is spedfied as to the sex of the " friend." So Miss
Wooler, ever kind in emergency, volunteered to give her old
pupil away.

The news of the wedding had dipt abroad before the little
party came out of church, and many old and humble friends
were there, ssang her look " like a show-drop," as they say
Her dress was white embroidered mudin, with a lace mantle,
and white bonnet trimmed with green leaves, which perhaps
might sugget the ressmblance to the pale wintry flower.

Mr. Nicholls and she went to visit his friends and relations in
Ireland; and made a tour by Killarney, Glengariff, Tarbert,
Tralee, and Cork, seang scenery, of which she says, " some parts
exceeded all | had ever imagined.”. . . "I mus say | like
my new relations. My dear hushand, too, appears in a new
light in his own country. More than once | have had desp
pleasure in hearing his praisss on all ddes  Some of the old
servants and followers of thefamily tell mel am amost fortunate
person; for that | have got one of the best gentlemen in the
country. . . . | trust| fed thankful to God for having enabled
me to make what ssams a right choice and | pray to be enabled
to repay as | ought the affectionate devotion of a truthful,
honourable man."

Henceforward the sacred doors of home are dossd upon her
married life. We, her loving friends, sanding outside, caught
occasonal glimpses of brightness, and pleasant peaceful murmurs
of sound, telling of the gadness within; and we looked at each
other, and gently said, " After a hard and long sruggle—after
many cares and many bitter sorrons—she is tasting happiness
now!"  We thought of the dight asringendes of her character,
and how they would turn to full ripe svedness in that calm
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aunshine of domegtic peace  We remembered her trials, and
were glad in the idea that God had sen fit to wipe away the
tears from her eyes Thoe who saw her, saw an outward
changein her look, telling of inward things. And we thought,
and we hoped, and we prophesed, in our great loveand reverence.

But God's ways are not as our waydl
" Ht(ajar ome of the low murmurs of happiness we, who listened,

eard:—

" | really ssam to have had scarcdy a gpare moment snce
that dim quiet June morning, when you, E—, and mysdf
all walked down to Haworth Church. Not that | have bemn
wearied or oppressed; but the fact is, my time is not my own
now; somebody dse wants a good portion of it, and says
* we mugt do s0 and so/ We do 0 and 0, accordingly; and
it generally ssams the right thing. . . . We have had many
calers from a digance, and latterly some little occupation in
the way of preparing for a small village entertainment. Both
Mr. Nichalls and mysdf wished much to make some response
for the hearty wdcome and general goodwill shown by the
parishioners on his return; accordingly, the Sunday and day
shoars and teachers, the church-ringers sngers eic., to the
number of five hundred, were asked to tea and supper in the
Schodl-room.  They ssemed to enjoy it much, and it was very
pleasant to s their happiness  One of the villagers, in pro-
pasng my hushand's health, described him as a * consistent
Christian and akind genleman.’ | own the words touched me
desply, and | thought (as | know you would have thought had
you been present) that to merit and win such a character was
better than to earn either wealth, or fame, or power. | am
disposad to echo that high but smple eulogium. ... My dear
father was not well when we returned from Ireland. | am,
however, mog thankful to say that heis better now. May God
prexerve him to us yet for some years The wish for his con-
tinued life, together with a certain solicitude for his happiness
and health, ssams | scarcdy know why, even dronger in me
now than before | was married. Papa has taken no duty since
we returned; and each time | sseMr. Nichalls put on gown or
aurplice, | fed comforted to think that this marriage has sscured
papa good aid in his old age"

" September 19th.

" Yesl | am thankful to say my husband is in improved
health and spirits. 1t makes me content and grateful to hear
him from time to time avow his happiness in the brief, plain
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phrase of sncerity. My own life is more occupied than it usd
to be: | have not so much time for thinking: | am obliged to
be more practical, for my dear Arthur is a very practical, as
wdl as a very punctual and methodical man. Every morning
he is in the National Schod by nine o'dock; he gives the
children rdigious ingruction till half-pag ten. Almost every
afternoon he pays vists amongs the poor parishioners Of
course, he often findsa little work for his wife to do, and | hope
dhe is not sorry to hep him. | bdieve it is not bad for me
that his bent should be so wholly towards matters of life and
active usfulness <o little indined to the literary and con-
templative. As to his continued affection and kind attentions,
it does not become me to say much of them; but they neither
change nor diminish."

Her friend and bridesmaid came to pay them a visit in
October. | was to have gone aso, but | alowed some little
obgade to intervene, to my lasting regret.

" | sy nothing about the war; but when | read of its
horrors, | cannot hep thinking that it is one of the greatest
arss that ever fdl upon mankind. | trust it may not last
long, for it really ssams to me that no glory to be gained can
compensate for the sufferings which must be endured. This
may ssm a little ignoble and unpatriotic; but | think that as
we advance towards middle age, nobleness and patriotism have
a different dgnification to us to that which we accept while
young.

" You kindly inquire after Papa. Heis better, and ssamsto
gain grength as the weather gets colder; indeed, of late years
his health has always bean better in winter than in summer. We
areall indeed pretty well; and, for my own part, it is long shce
I have known such comparative immunity from headache, etc.,
asduring the last three months. My lifeis different from what
it used to be May God make me thankful for it! | have a
good, kind, attached husband; and every day my own attach-
ment to him grows stronger.”

Latein the autumn, Sir James Kay Shuttleworth crossed the
border-hillsthat sgparate Lancashirefrom Yorkshire, and soent
two or threedayswith them.

About this time, Mr. Nicholls was offered a living of much
greater value than his curacy at Haworth, and in many ways
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the proposal was a very advantageous one; but he felt himsdf
bound to Haworth aslongasMr. Brontelived. Still, this offer
gave his wife great and true pleasure, as a proof of the respect in
which her hushand was held.

" Nov. 29.

" | intended to have written a line yesterday, but just as |
was sitting down for the purposg, Arthur called to meto takea
walk. We st off, not intending to go far; but, though wild
and cloudy, it was fair in the morning; when we had got about
half a mile on the moors, Arthur suggested the idea of the
waterfall; after the melted show, he said, it would be fine. |
had often wished to se it in its winter power—s we walked
on. It wasfineindeed; a perfect torrent racing over the rocks,
white and beautiful! It began to rain while we were watching
it, and we returned home under a streaming sky. However, |
enjoyed the walk inexpressibly, and would not have missed the
spectacle on any account.”

She did not achieve this walk of seven or eight miles, in such
weather, with impunity. She began to shiver soon after her
return home, in ite of every precaution, and had a bad lingering
scrgtheracj)(at and cold, which hung about her, and made her thin
and wesk.

" Did | tell you that our poor little Flossy is dead? She
drooped for a sngle day, and died quietly in the night without
pain. The loss even of a dog was very saddening; yet, perhaps,
no dog ever had a happier life, or an easer death.”

On Chrigmasday she and her hushand walked to the poor
old woman (whose calf she had been st to sk in former and
less happy days), carrying with them a great spice-cake to make
glad her heart. On Chrigsmasday many a humble meal in
Haworth was made more plentiful by her gifts.

Early in the new year (1855), Mr. and Mrs. Nichalls went to
visit Sir James Kay Shuttleworth at Gawthorpe. They only
remained two or three days, but it so fell out that she increasad
gsr lingering cold, by a long walk over damp ground in thin

0es

Soon after her return, she was attacked by new sensations
of perpetual nausea, and ever-recurring faintness After this
State of things had lasted for some time, she yidded to Mr*
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Nicholls' wish that a doctor should be sent for. He came, and
assigned anatural cause for her miserable indisposition; alittle
patience, and all would go right. She, who was ever patient in
Iliness, tried hard to bear up and bear on. But the dreadful
sickness increased and increased, till the very sight of food
occasoned nausea. " A wren would have starved on what she
ate during those last six weeks," says one. Tabby's health had
suddenly and utterly given Wa%, and she died in this time of
distress and anxiety respecting the last daughter of the house she
had served so long. Martha tenderly waited on her mistress,
and from time to time tried to cheer her with the thought of
the baby that was coming. " | dare say | shall be glad some
time," she would say; " but | am so ill—so weary—" Then
she took to her bed, too wesk to sit up. From that last couch
she wrote two notes—in pencil. The first, which has no date,
is addressed to her own " Dear Nell."

" | must write one line out of my dreary bed. The news of
M——'s probable recovery came like aray of joy tome. | am
not going to talk of my sufferings—it would be usdess and
painful. | want to give you an assurance, which | know will
comfort you—and that is, that | find in my husband the tenderest
nurse, the kindest support, the best earthly comfort that ever
woman had. His patience never fails, and itistried by sad days
and broken nights. Write and tell me about Mrs——'s case;
how long was sheill, and in what way ? Papa—thank God!—is
better. Our poor old Tabby is dead and buried. Give my kind
loveto MissWooler. May God comfort and help you.

" C. B. NICHOLLS."

The othe—aso in faint, faint pencil marks—was to her
Brussdls schoolfellow.

" Feb. 15th.
"A few lines of acknowledgment your letter shall have,
whether well orill. At present | am confined to my bed with

illness, and have been so for three weeks. Up to this period,
since my marriage, | have had excellent health. My husband
and | live at home with my father; of course, | could not leave
him. He s pretty well, better than last suimmer.  No kinder,
better husband than mine, it ssams to me, there can be in the
world. | do not want now for kind companionship in health
and the tenderest nursing in sickness. Deeply | sympathise
in al you tell me about Dr. W. and your excellent mother's
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anxiety. | trust he will not risk another operation. | cannot
write more now; for | am much reduced and very wesk. God
blessyou all.—Y ours affectionately,

" C. B. NICHOLLS."

| do not think she ever wrote a line again. Long days and
longer nights went by; still the same relentless nausea and
faintness, and still borne on in patient trust. About the third
week in March there was a change; alow wandering delirium
came on; and in it she begged constantly for food and even for
stimulants. She swallowed eagerly now; but it was too late.
Wakening for an instant from this stupor of intelligence, she
saw her husband's woe-worn face, and caught the sound of some
murmured words of prayer that God would spare her. " Ohl "
she whispered forth, " | am not going to die, an 1? He will
not separate us, we have been so happy."

Early on Saturday morning, March 31st, the solemn tolling of
Haworth church-bell spoke forth the fact of her death to the
villagers who had known her from a child, and whose hearts
shivered within them as they thought of the two sitting desolate
and alonein the old grey house.

CHAPTER XXVIII

| HAVE always been much struck with a in Mr. Forster*s
Life of Goldsmith. Speaking of the scene after his death, the
writer ssys—

" The gtaircase of Brick Court is said to have beenfilled with
mourners, the reverse of domestic; women without a home,
without domesticity of any kind, with no friend but him they had
come to weep for; outcasts of that great, solitar(}/, wicked city,
to whom he had never forgotten to be kind and charitable."

This came into my mind when | heard of some of the circum-
dances attendant on Charlotte's funeral.

Few beyond that circle of hills knew that she, whom the
nations praised far off, lay dead that Easter morning. Of kith
and kin she had more in the grave to which she was soon to be
borne, than among the living. The two mourners, stunned
with their great ?rief, desired not the sympathy of strangers.
One member out of most of the familiesin the parish was bidden
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to the funeral; and it became an act of self-denial in many a
poor household to give up to another the privilege of paying
their last homage to her; and those who were excluded from
the formal train of mourners thronged the churchyard and
church, to see carried forth, and laid beside her own people, her
whom, not many months ago, they had looked at as a pale white
bride, entering on a new life with trembling happy hope.

Among those humble friends who passionately grieved over
the dead, was a village girl who had been seduced some little
time before, but who had found a holy sister in Charlotte. She
had sheltered her with her help, her counsel, her strengthening
words; had ministered to her needsin her timeof trial. Bitter,
bitter was the grief of this poor young woman, when she heard
that her friend was sick unto death, and deep is her mourning
until this day. A blind girl, living some four miles from
Haworth, loved Mrs. Nicholls so dearly that, with many cries
and entreaties, she implored those about her to lead her along
the roads, and over the moor-paths, that she might hear the last
solemn words, " Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in
sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life, through
our Lord Jesus Christ."

Such were the mourners over Charlotte Bronte's grave,

| have little moreto say. |f my readersfind that | have not
said enough, | have said too much. | cannot measure or judge
of such a character as hers. | cannot map out vices, and
virtues, and debateable land. One who knew her long and weU,
—the" Mary " of this Life—writes thus of her dead friend:—

" She thought much of her duty, and had loftier and clearer
notions of it than most people, and held fast to them with more
success. It was done, it seems to me, with much more difficulty
than people have of stronger nerves, and better fortunes. All
her life was but labour and pain; and she never threw down the
burden for the sake of present pleasure. | don't know what
use you can make of all | have said. | have written it with the
strong desire to obtain appreciation for her. Yet, what does it
matter? She herself appealed to the world's judgment for her
use of some of the faculties she had,—not the best,—but still
the only ones she could turn to strangers benefit. They
heartily, greedily enjoyed the fruits of her labours, and then
found out she was much to be blamed for possessng such
faculties. Why ask for ajudgment on her from such aworld? "

*0 318



402 Life of Charlotte Bronte

But | turn from the critical, unsympathetic public,—inclined
to judge harshly because they have only ssen superficialy and
not thought deeply. | appeal to that larger and more solemn
public, who know how to look with tender humility at faults
and errors; how to admire generoudy extraordinary genius,
and how to reverence with warm, full hearts all noble virtue.
To that Public | commit the memory of Charlotte Bronte.
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" Scatcherd, Miss," in Jane Eyre,
44

School, at Cowan's Bridge. See
Cowan's Br ridge

School for Fathers The, 356

Scoresby, Dr.,

Scotland, 305 34 317

Scott, Sir W., 54, 79, 80, 85, 148

Scott's Kenilworth, 80; Old Mor-
tality, 148; Waverley Novels, 240

Secret, The, facsimile Bage 51

Sedilia, of Whalley Abbey, 29

Shakesp e, 85

Sharp, Archb|shop 18

Sheffield, 193

Shirley, 63, 71, 80, 127,163, 183 ff.
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259,276,277,282,283,285,287,
288,291,292,296,300,303,315,
317,355,363,367,385

" Shootlng at the POpInJ ay,"

Shuttleworth, Lady Kay, 297, 301
302, 309, 310, 374

Shuttleworth, Sir James Kay, 297,
301, 302, 309, 311, 312, 374. 397,
398

Smeon's Life, 246

Smith, Elder, and Co., 222 ff., 226
ff., 235, 247, 312, 361

Smith, Mr. G., of Smith, Elder, and
Co., 222, 225, 226, 248, 249, 288,
289, 297, 305, 316, 328, 352, 355,
363 ff., 367, 369, 372, 376

Smith, Mrs., 302, 338, 368, 371

Smlths Sydneg% Lectures on Moral
Philosophy,

Smythe, Mr. (son of Lord Strang-
ford), 311

Snowe, Lucy %Miss Frost), in Vil-
lette, 366, 378, 385

Somerset House, exhibition at, 335

Sophie, Mademoiselle, 152

Southey, C. C, 102, 103

Southey, Robert, 79, 85, 97, 101,
103 ff., 127, 191 260

Southeys Life of Nelson, 85

Spain, 348

Spectator, The 124, 226 ff., 235

Tspite Hall,'

" Stag, the Wounded 60

Sandard of Freedom, 285

St. Clair, Lady Harriette, 378

Sterne, Laurence, 338

St. Helene, 172

St. John, in Jane Eyre, 113

Stowe, Mrs. Beecher, 364, 383, 386

Stowes(Mrs Beecher) Uncle Tom's
Cabin, 362, 364, 386

St. Paul's, 250

Strangford, Lord, 311

St. Stephen's, Walbrook, 25*

Stuarts, the, 9, 63

Suggestions on Female Education
(Scott's), 299

un, 235

Sunday football,

Switzerland, 333

Tabby (servant), 49, 55, 39, 81, 90,
07, 109, 110, 113, 131, 125, 172,
180, 184, 204, 214, 225, 281, 296,
301, 307, 333, 338 362, 384, 399

Tadmor, 131

Tait*s Edinburgh Magazine, 206

Tantalus, 93

Tarbert, 395

15, 17

Life of Charlotte Bronte

Tartar, in Shirley, 184

Taylor, Life of Sydney, 315

Taylor's Philip Van Arievelde, 322

Temple, Miss, inJaneEyre, 44,45,48

Tenant of Wildfell Hall, The, 14,
246, 247, 325

Tennyson, Alfred, 313, 322

Tennyson's In Memorlam 313

Testament, Old, 9, 157, 158

Thackeray, W. M. 231 241, 243,
286, 287, 290, 298, 302, 304, 328,
335, 344, 342, 344. 348, 353, 367
376, 385

Thackeray sEsmond, 352, 364, 367,
Pendennis, 298; Vanlty Fair, 231,
259, 287

Thackerays Lectures, 380, 381;
Lecture on Fielding, 381

Thomson, James, 85

Thoresby, 17

Thornton, 27

Thornton Church, 27

Three Nuns Inn, 62

Tickler, T|mothy 55

Tighe, Rev. Mr., 21

Times, 206, 287, 288, 300, 362

Titian, 56

Titmarsh, Michael Angelo (Thacke-
ray), 231

Tom Jones, 240

Trafalgar Square, 343

Tralee,

Trench, Mr , 214

Tudors, the, 12

Tunstall Church, 44

Twelfth Night, 383

Ulysse, 173
Universal History,

Vandyke, 56

Vanity Fair, in Pilgrim's Progress, 84

Varney, in Kenilworth,

Victoria, Queen, 180

Villette, 168,170, 251, 328, 335, 349,
ggé 363 ff-, 368, 369, 372 ff., 378,

Vincent de Paul, SoctetS de St., 150

Vison and Death of Moses on
Mount Nebo (French composi-
tion), 157

Warnell, 55

Wedding Anthem, 74

Wellington, Duke of, 35, 54, 55, 56,
58, 67, 83, 86, 175, 176, 304, 307,
308, 362, 376

Wesley Charles, 15

Wesley, John, 28, 80

85
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Wesleyans, 16, 28

West End (London) 251

Westminster Abbey,

Westminster Revtew, 313 344

Westmoreland, 310, 311, 324

West R|d|ng 7ff 18, 27, 32, 40, 62,
72,

WhaIIey Abbeg 29

Wharfedale, 291

Wharfe, River, 1

Wheelhouse, M1, 261

Whitaker, Dr., 4, 16

White's H|story of Sdborne 85

Whitfield, George, 1!

" Who mells wi'
does," 29

Wi ht, IsIe of, 54

Wilberforce, Memoir of, 96

Williams, W. S. (of Smith, Elder,
and Co.), 229, 234, 235, 242. 248,
279, 316, 322, 340, 345, 355, 361,
365, 366, 378

Wllson Mr. , oculist, 210, 211

Wllson Rev William Carus, 39 ff.,

46,
Wlndermere 309, 312
Wiseman, Cardinal, 337
Wolfe's Remains. 85
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Women of Christianity, 353

Women of France, 299

Wood, Mr., Editor of Leeds Intelli-
gencer, 55

Wooler, Miss, 61 ff., 68 ff., 76, 79,
89 ff., 93, 95, 96, 100, 111, 122,
134, 140, 143, 201, 202, 213, 244,
276, 281, 311, 347, 363, 388, 391,
394, 399

Worcestershire, 202

Wordsworth, 79, 85, 98, 102, 124,
126, 200, 314

Wordsworth's Prelude, 314, 322

Worsted manufacture, Bradford, 1

Wuthering He%hts 7, 14, 198, 212.
223, 228, 236, 237, 247, 262, 315,
316, 321, 322, 325

Yeast, 342
York, 4, 270, 271
York and Midland Railway, 202,

282
Yorke, Jesse, in Shirley, 64
Yorke, Rose in Shirley, 65
York Minster, 271
Yorkshire, 1, 6, 9,12, 18, 21, 22, 26,
37, 70, 76, 108, 280, 298, 300, 38¢
Yorkshire dialect, 316
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EVERYMAN'S LIBRARY
By ERNEST RHYS

" A good book is the precious life-blood of a master-spirit.”
MILTON

ICTOR HUGO said a Library was "an act of faith,"

and another writer spoke of one so beautiful, so perfect,

so harmonious in all its parts, that he who made it was
smitten with a passion. In that faith Everyman's Library was
planned out originally on alarge scale; and the ideawas to make
it conform as far as possible to a perfect scheme. However,
perfection is a thing to be aimed at and not to be achieved in
this difficult world; and snce the first volumes gppeared some
years ago, there have been many interruptions, chief among
them the Great War of 1914-18, during which even the City
of Books felt aworld commotion. But the seriesis now getting
back into its old stride and looking forward to complete its
scheme of a Thousand Volumes.

One of the practical expedients in the origina plan was
to divide the volumes into separate sections, as Biography,
Fiction, History, Belles-lettres, Poetry, Philosophy, Romance,
and so forth; with a shdf for Young People Last, and
not least, there was one of Reference Books, in which, beside
the dictionaries and encyclopeedias to be expected, there
was a special st of literary and historical atlases, which have
been revised from time to time, so as to chart the New Europe



and the New World at lar ge, which we hope will preserve Kant's
" Perpetual Peace' under the augpices of the League of Nations
at Geneva

That is only one small item, however, in alibrary list which
isrunning on to thefinal centuries of its Thousand. The largest
dice of this huge provison is, as a matter of coursg, given to the
tyrannous demands of fiction. But in carrying out the scheme,
publishers and editors contrived to kegp in mind that books
like men and women, have their dective affinities.  The presmt
volume, for ingtance, will be found to have its companion books,
both in the same section and just as sgnificantly in other
sections With that ideatoo, novdslike Walter Scott's | vanhoe
and Fortunes of Nigel, Lytton's Harold, and Dickenss Tale of
Two Cities, have been usd as pionears of history and treated as
a sort of holiday history books For in our day history istending
to grow more documentary and lessliterary; and " the historian
who is a stylist," as one of our contributors, the late Thomas
Seccombe, said, " will soon be regarded as a kind of Phoenix."

As for history, Everyman's Library has bemn edectic enough
to chooe its higorians from every schod in turn, induding
Gibbon, Grote, Finlay, Macaulay, Motley, and Prescott, while
among earlier books may be noted the Venerable Bede and the
Anglo-Saxon Chronide. On the dasic shdf too, there is a
Livy in an admirable new trandation by Canon Roberts, and
Caesr, Tacitus, Thucydides, and Herodotus are not forgotten.

"You only, 0 Books" said Richard deBury, "areliberal and
independent; you giveto all who ask." Thevariety of authors
old and new, thewisdom and thewit at the digposal of Everyman
in his own Library may well, at times, ssam to him a little
embarrassng. In the Essays, for ingance he may turn to
Dick Stedein the The Spectator and learn how Cleomira dances,
when the degance of her motion is unimaginable and " her eyes



— 3 -
are chagtized with the simplicity and innocence of her thoughts."
Or he may take A Century of Essays, as a key to the whole
roomful of the English Essayiss from Bacon to Addison,
Elia to Augugtine Birrell. These are the golden gossps of
literature, the writers who have learnt the ddightful art of
talking on paper. Or again, the reader who has the right
spirit and looks on all literature as a great adventure may
dive back into the dasics and in Plato's Phcedrus read how
every soul is divided into three parts (like Caesr's Gaul). The
poes next, and we may turn to the finest critic of Victorian
times, Matthew Arnold, as ther showman, and find in his
essay on Maurice de Guerin a due to the "magical power of
poetry/' as in Shakespeare with his

daffodils

That come before the swallow dares and take
Thewindsof March with beauty.

William Hazlitt's "Table Talk" may hdp again to
show the reationship of one author to another, which is
another form of the Friendship of Books His incomparable
essay, "On Going a Journey," forms a capital prdude to
Coleridges " Biographial iteraria;" and so throughout the long
labyrinth of the Library sheves one can follow the magic due
in prose or verse that leads to the hidden treasury. In that
way every reader becomes his own critic and Doctor of Letters.
In the same way onemay turn to the Byron review in Macaulay's
Essays as a prelude to the three volumes of Byron's own poems,
remembering that the poet whom Europe loved more than Eng-
land did was as Macaulay said: " the beginning, the middle and
theend of all hisown poetry." This brings us to the provoking
reflection that it is the obvious authors and the books most easy
to reprint which have been the sgnal successss out of the many
hundreds in the series, for Everyman is digtinctly proverbial in



histases Helikesbet of all an old author who has worn well
or a comparatively new author who has gained something like
nengpape notoriety. In attempting to lead him on from the
good books that are known to those that are less known, the
publishers may have at times been even too adventurous. But
the dect reader is or ought to be a party to this conspiracy of
books and bookmen. He can make it posshble by his help and
his co-operative zes, to add still some famous old authors like
Burton of the Anatomy of Melancholy, or longer noves like
Richardson's Clarissa Harlowc, a cut-and-come-again book for
a winter firesde, or more modern foreign writers like Heine
whom Havelock Ellis has promised to sponsor. " Infinite
richesin a littleroom," as the saying is, will be the reward of
every citizen who heps year by year to build the City of Books
It was with that bdief in its possbilities that the old Chief
(J. M. Dent) threw himsdf into the enterprise. With the zeal of
a true book-lover, he thought that books might be alive and
productive as dragons teeth, which, being " sown up and down
theland, might chanceto spring up armed men." That isagreat
idea, and it means a fighting campaign in which every recruit,
every new reader who buys a volume, counts.



EVERYMAN'S LIBRARY

A LIST OF THE 97 VOLUMES
ARRANGED UNDER AUTHORS

Anonymous works are given under titles.
Anthologies, Dictionaries, etc. are arranged at the end of the list.

Abbott'sRollo at Work, eto., 275
Addison’8 Spectator, 164-7
Aschylusa rlcal ramas, 62
Msop's and Other Fables,
Aimard'sThe Indian Scout, 428
Alnsworth' sTower ofSL%udon 400
'S,

2.
. Windsol rC le. 709
\ Hook ood, 870
TheAdmlrabIeCrIohton 894
AKemplssImltatlono 484
Aloott'sLittle Women, and ood

Alpine Club Peaks, Pases and
Glaciers, 778
Ander sen' s Falry Tale:
Fa|ry Tales 822
Anglo-Saxon Chromcle
Anson's Voyages, 510
Aristophanés~Acnar nians, eto.. 344

Frogs, eto.
Anstotleleoomacha%n E’thms 547
olitics,

" Poetlcs and Demetrius

etc.
Armour's Fall 0 the Nibelungs,

Gudrun, 880
Arnold s (Fl\>/|atthew Essays. 115
Studé of Celtio Literature,
458

0.,
Aucassin ana Nicolotte, 407 .
Augustine's  (Saint)  Confessions,

201
Aurelius's(Marcus) Meditations, 9.
Austen's Jane)bl sezand Sénsi-
i

. . Pride andyPrejudlce 22
. l\{l(ansfleld 4Par

»  Northanger Abb and

Pergsuason %

Baoon's Essays, 10
N Advancement of Learning,

agehot' sthera Studies, 520, 521
aker's (Sir S. W.) Cast up by the

Beulantyne sCoral Island, 245
M rtln Hattler 246

ava,
BaIzacszI ASCSL §k| 26
Eu enleGrandet 169

Oold Gor 170
Athest's Mass eto., 239
Christ in Flanders eto., 281
The Chaouan
uest of the Absolute 236
at and Raohet, eto., 349
Catherine de MedloI 419
Cousin Pons, 463
The Country Doctor, 530
Rise and Fall of C
Birottean, 59
Lost Illuslons, 656

. The Country Parson 686
., Ursule Mirouet, 733
Barbusse's Under F|re 8 .
Baroas (Mme a de la) Life in
M exico. 664
Batess Naturahst on the Amazon*

Bagégr's (Richard) Autobiography,
Beaumont and Fletcher's Selected
Beaumontg(sM ary) Joan Seaton, 597
Bede's EJocdledadical History. 479
Belt's Naturalist In Nicaragua, 661
Berkeleys (BISh%%) Principles of

uman Knowledge, New Theory

Berlloz Hector) L|fe0f 602
B|nnss ife of’Abraham Lincoln,

Bj ornson sPlays, 625, 696



Blaokmore's Lorna Doone, 304

Springhaven, 350
Blaekwell's ioneer ork
Women,

Blake's, Poems and Prophecies, 792
Boccaccio's Decamer on. 845,
Boehme's The Signature of All
Things, etc., 56!
Bonaventura's The Little Flowers
The Life of St. Francis, etc., 485
Borrow's Wild Wales, 49
» Lavengro 119
., Romany Rye, 120
N Blbleln Spam 151
n Spain, 69T
Boswell' SLI eof John on. 1, 2
Tour to the Hebrides, 887
Boult's Asgard and Norse Heroes,

Boyle's The SceptlcthChymlst 559

for

Y|
Bright's (John eeches,
Bro%tes%A ) hsepTenant of Wild-
fell H and Agnes Grey, 685
Brontt's (0. )Jane yre. 287
Ie%/ 288
Vlllet e, 351

The Professor, 417
Bronte's (IB.) Wuthering Heights,

Brown's (Dr. John) Rab and His
Friends, etc., 116

BrownesJFranoes Grannie's Won-
derful Chair

Brownegs (Sir Thos) Religlo Medio!,
et

Browning's Poems, 11833-44, 1‘11]2
! The Ring and the Book,
Buchanan's Llfe and Adventures
of Audubon,
Bulfinch's The Age of Fable, 472
Legends of Charlemagne,

Bunyan' sPIIgr|m B Progress, 204

. Grace _Aboundin and
Mr . Badman. 81
Burke's Amerlcan eeches and

etters, 34

Reflectlons on the French
Revolution, etc., 460

Burnet'sHistory of HisOwn Times

Burney's Evelina, 352 (85

Burns's Poems and Son(c);s, 94

Burton' sBast Afrlca 0

Burton's 6) Anatomy of
Melanchol

Butler's Anal ogy of Rellglon 90

Butler's (Samuel) Erewhon and

Erewhon Revisited.

Butler'sThe Way of AII Flesh 895

Buxton'sMemoirs, 773

Byron's  Complete Poetlcal
DramaticWorks. 486-8

Omar'sGallicWar, etc., 702
Calderon'sPlays, 819

and

Canton's Chl|d s Book of Saints, 61
nvi8iblePlaymate,etc, 566
Carfyles French Revolution, 31, 32
N Le tters, etc., f Cro
well, 266-8
" Sartor’ Resartus, 278
" Past and Present. 60!
" E$ays 703. 704

es, 875
carroll's (Levv|s) Alice in Wonder-
land, etc., 836
CastlgllonesTheCourt|er 807
Cellini's Autobio raphE/
Cervantes' Don %wxo e, 385, 386
Chauoer's Canterbury Tales, 307
Chesterfield's Letters'to his
Chesterton s Stories, Essays, and
Poems, 913
Chretien de Troyess Arthurian
Romances,
Cibber’ sApoIogy for his Life, 668
Clcero's Seleot” Letters and Ora-

345
Clarkes Tales from Chaucer, 537
akespeare's Heroines, 109-11
Cobbetts Rural Rides, 638 639
Colerld e's Blogkaphla

en Book of Poetry, 43
Lectur% on eare, 162
CoUInss Woman |nW ite, 464

Collodl's Pinocchlo,
Converse's Long W|II 328
Cook S (C_lptaln) Voyages, 99
Cooper's The Deerslayer, 77
N he Pathfinder,
" Last of the Mohlcans 79
. ThePioneer, 171
The Prairie, 172
Cowper's Letters. 774
Poems 872
Cox's Tales of Ancient Greeoe, 721
Cralk's Manual of Engllsh Litera-

ture, 3.
Cralk Mrst) SesMulocl
Creasy's Fifteen De<:|5|ve Battles,

aim
Creveooeur's Lettersfrom an Amer-
ican Farm
CurtlssPrueand I, and Lotus, 418
Dana's Two VYears Before the
Mast, 588
Dante's Divine Comedy. 308
Darwin's Origin of Spécies, 811
Voyage of the Beagle, 104
Dasent's Stor%/ of Burnt NJal, 558
Daudet’s Tartarln of Tarascon, 42J
Defoe's Robinson Crusoe, 59
»  Captain Singleton
w Memoirsof aCavaller 283
Journal of Plague, 289
N Tour throu h ngland and

Wales, 820. 82
Moll FIanders 837
De_ 'JolnviUe's  Memoirs of the
Crusades, 333
Demosthenes Seleot Orations, 546



Denniss Cities and Cemeteries of
Etrarla, 183,184
De Quinoey's Lake Poets, 183
" Opium-Eater, 223
N English Mail Coach,

C..

De Ret* (Cardinal), Memoirs of,
735. 736

Descartes Discourse on Method,

570
Dickens's Barnaby Rudge, 76

B Tale of Two Citles, 102
Old Curiosity Shop, 173
Qliver Twist, 233

” Great Expectations, 234

N Pickwick Papers. 235

N Bleak House, 236

", Sketches by Boz, 237

N Nicholas Nickleby, 238

" Christmas Books; 239

. Dombey and Son, 240

N Martin” Chuzzlewit, 241

N David Copperfleld, 242

" American Notes,
Child's History of Eng-

and,
, Hard Times. 292
Little Dorrit, 293
N Our Mutual Friend. 294
N Christmas Stories. 414
N Uncommercial Traveller,

536
%dwm tDrdO%tli, 725744
o eprinted Pleoes,
Disraeli's Cor?mg_sb{, 535
Dodge's Hans Brinker, 620
Donne's Poems, 867 .
Dostoevsky's Crime and Punish-
ment, 501
» The House of the Dead, 533
,, Letters from the Underworld,

eto., 654
, The Idiot. 682
. Poor Folk, and the Gambler,
,. The Brothers Karamazov, 802,
803

, Thepossessed, 861. 862
Dowden's Lite of R. BrownmqJJ 701
Dryden's Dramatic Essays, 568

. oems, : )
Dufferin's Letters from High Lati-

tudes, 499
Dumas’ The Three Musketeers, 81

» TheBlack TuI|R

» Twenty Years After, 175

, Margueritede Valois, 326
" Thgggount of Monte Oristo,

. TheForty-Five, 420
Chicot the Jester, 421
Vioomte de Bragelonne, 593 -5
, Le Chevalier "de Maison
‘Rouge, 614 863
DuMaurier'g r|IbE, 863
Duruy's Her0es of England
"“History of Franoe.

471
737, 738

Edgar's Gr and Poictieri, 17
9 Ruer?ﬁ/ymede and Linooln

Fair, 320
Ed le(«)/vorth's Castle Raokrent, etc.,

Eighteenth-Century Plays, 813
Eliot's Adam Bed€, 27
Silas Marner, 121
Romola, 231
»  Mill on the Floss, 325
Felix Holt, 353 .
Scenes of Clerical Life, 468
» Middlemarch, 2 vols., 854-5
Elyot's Gouernour, 227
Ermerson's Essays, 12
. Representative Men, 279
Niézuzre, Conduct of Life, eto.,
» Society and Solitude, eto., 567
,,. Poems, )
Epictetus's Moral Discourses, 404
Erckmann-Chatrian's The Con-
script and Water-
loo, 354
N Story of a Peasant
. 706. 707
Euclid’'s Elements, 891
Eurrpfdes'Plaés, 63, 271
Evans's Holy Graal, 445
Evelyn's Diary. 220, 2
Everyman and other ~ Interludes,

Swing's (Mrs.) Mrs. Overtheway't
Remembrances, etc., 730
Jackanapes, Daddy Darwlin't
Dovecot, and The Story of a

Short Life. 731

Faraday's Experimental Researohei

in Electricity, 576
Ferrier's (Susan) Marr|a3%e 816
Fielding's T om Jones, 355,
Amelia, 2 vols.. 852-3

¢ ndrews, 467
Jonathan Wild and the
Journal of aVoyage to
Lisbon, 877
Finlay'f %yzantlne Empire, 33

" reece under the Romans,

"

"

185
Flaubert's Madame Bovary, 808
, Salammbo, 869
Fletcher's 6Beaumont and) Selected
Plays, 506

Ford'g Gatherings from Spain. 152
Forster's Life of Dickens, 781. 782
Fox's (George) Journal, 754

Fox's = (Charles James) Selected

eeches, 759 )

Fr?n)mss(Salnt),ThethtIeFIowers,
etc 485

Franklin's Journey to the Polar

Freeman's Old_ English History
for Children, 540

French Mediaeval Romances, 557
Froissart's Chronicles, 57



Fronde's Short Studies, 1S. 705

Henry VIII. 371-4

Edward VI, 375

Mary Tudor, 477 .

History of Queen Eliza-
_beth’s Reign, 583-7

Life of Benjamin Disraeli,
Lord Beaconsfleld, 666

G%%vorthy's The Country House,

Halt's Annals of the Parish, 427
Gal ton 's Inquiries into Human
Faculty, 263
Gaakell's Cranford, 83
» L|f§180f Charlotte Bronte*,

N lvia's Lovers, 524
; ary Barton, 598
N Cousin Phillis, etc., 615
,._North and South, 68!
Gattrs Parables from Nature. 158
Geoffrey of Monmouth's Histories
of the Kings of Britain, 677
George's Progress and Poverty, 560
Gibbon's Roman Empire, 434-6,

474-6
N Autobiography, 511
Gilflllan's Literary Portraits, 348
Giraldus, Cambrensis, Wales, 272
Gleig's Life of Wellington, 341
.. The Subaltern, 708
Goethe's Faust, 335 ]
" Conversationswith Ecker-
mann.
. Wilhelm Melster, 599, 600
Gogol's Dead Souls, 726
. . TarasBulba, 740
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield, 295
N Poems and Plays, 415
" Cltlzenggf the World,

C.,
Goncharov's Oblomov, 878
Gorki's Through Russia, 741
Goztthelf's Ulrio the Farm Servant,

28
Gray's Poems and Letters, 628
Green's Short History of the Eng-
The clo
iti 1 AH other
editions are in 1 vol.
Grettir Saga, 699
Grimm's Fairy Tales, 56
Grote's History of Greeoe, 186-197
Guest's (Lady) Mabinogion, 97

Hahnemann's The Organon of the
Rational Art of Healing, 663
Hakluyt's Voyages, 264, 265, 313,
314,°338, 339, 388, 389 .
H%Ilzalngs Constitutional History,
Hamilton's The Federalist. 519
Harte'g Luck of R_oarm? Camp, 681
Harvey's Circulation of Blood, 262

Hawthorne's Wonder Book, 5
The Scarlet Letter, 122

Hawthorne s House of Seven Gables,

The Marble Faun, 424

. Twice Told Tales, 631
. Blithedale Romance, 692

Hazlitt'sCharacter sof Shakespeare's

ays, 65
, TableTalk, 321
, Lectures 411
» Spirit of the Age and Leo*
‘tlures on English Poets,

, Plain Speaker, 814
Hebbellés'm?ys'tﬁ%m f 717
eimskringla: the Olaf as,
g as ofstaﬁe Norse
. |ntgs, 847
Heine's Prose and Pof'try, 911
Hekljps' Sir Arthur) Lifé of Colum-

us,

Herbert's Temple, 309

Herodotus, 405, 406

Herrick's Hesperidee, 310

Jlobbes's Leviathan, 691

Holinshed's Chronicle, 800

Holmes's Life of Mozart, 564

Holmes's (O. W.) Autocrat, 61
" Professor, 67

. Poet, 68

Homer's |liad, 453

N , 454
Ho%(zer's Ecgf(?;%ystical Polity, 201,
Horace's Complete Poetical Works,

»

Houghton's Life and Letters of
eats,
H%v%/ard’s (E.) Rattlin the Reefer,
Howard's 8éJohn) State of the
Prisons, 835
Hughes's Tom Brown's Schooldays,
Hugo's (Victor) LesMlserables,363,
364

" Notre Dame, 422
" Toilers of the Sea, 509
Hume's Treatise of Human Nature,

etc.. ,
Hunt's (Leigh) Selected Essays, 829
Hutchinson's "(Col.) Memoirs, 317
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