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Serene will be our days and bright,

And happy will our nature be,

‘When love is an unerring light,

And joy its own security.

And they a blissful course may hold

‘Even now, who, not unwisely bold,

Live in the spirit of this creed;

Yet seck thy firm support, according to their need.
WorpsworTH: Ode to Duty.

(AL rights reserved)






PREFACE

A xomsER of family letters (originally in the possession of
my aunt, Miss Elizabeth Wedgwood) were found amongst
my mother’s papers, and were placed in my hands by
her executors, my brothers William and George Darwin.
Broadly speaking, these letters cover the period during which
my grandfather, Josiah Wedgwood, lived at Maer Hall in
Staffordshire, and I shall speak of them as the “Maer
letters.”

After my mother’s death I thought that some record of
her life and character would be of value to her grandchildren,
and with this view began to put down all that I could
remember. Whilst reading these old letters in order to get
light on her youth and early middle life, I became much
interested in the personalities of the writers, and it seemed
best to include such of them as are of interest in them-
selves, as well as those that bear on my mother. The letters
written by the Allens (Mrs Josiah Wedgwood and her
sisters) fill most of the first volume, and there are but few
of my mother’s until the second.

The whole mass of letters, on which the early part of
this family record is founded, were given to me in a state
of absolute confusion. It was the habit of the family to
send letters to and from London in boxes of goods des-
patched from the pottery works at Etruria, hence there is
often no postmark ; and the writers frequently give only the
day of the week or month. During the enforced leisure of
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viii Preface

a long illness my husband arranged, dated, and annotated
the whole series, a task which required the same sort of
minute care and endless patience as the piecing out of a
gigantic puzzle.

He read aloud to me every one of the hundreds of letters,
and we discussed together what was worth preserving.
In the earlier chapters most of the notes are written by
him. Some of these may appear superfluous, but it should
be remembered that his object was to make the book
interesting to the younger members of the Darwin family.

Many omissions are made without putting any sign that
this has been done, and neither the punctuation nor the
spelling has been rigidly followed.

The pedigrees of the Allen, Wedgwood, and Darwin
families, and a list of the principal characters, are given for
convenience of reference at the beginning of each volume.

I have received valuable help, criticism, and eneourage-
ment from various friends, and especially from Professor
A. V. Dicey, Miss M. J. Shaen, my brother Francis, and my
niece Mrs F. M. Cornford. To the late Sir John Simon I
owe the first idea of this book. Up to the day of his
death, in July, 1904, he never ceased to interest himself in
its progress. He read the whole in the typewritten copy
and followed the proofs as they came from the press.

1 wish to thank Mr John Murray for kindly allowing me
to give several of the illustrations from More Letters of
Charles Darwin; Messrs Elliott and Fry for their permis-
sion to make use of the fine portrait of my father in the
second volume of that work, and Messrs Barraud for the
same permission with regard to their portrait of my
mother; Messrs Maull and Fox for allowing me to reproduce
an early photograph of my mother; and Mr Prescott Row,
the Editor of the Homeland Handbook Association, and Mr
G. W. Smith for their kind permission to make use of
Mr Smith's photograph of Down Village.







ERASMUS DARWIN
Bonx Drcexnn 7, 1881, Krunep 15 AcTioN Arain 24, 1016,

. mﬁhbonkwuﬂnuhedElmnulemn a grandson of
Charles and Emma Darwin, has been killed in action. He
‘only thirty-three years old, and his life was cut short
mndlmlnommeoouldbeiulﬂund but he had already
mw a man of such rare abilities and so fine and
a character that it has been felt that some account

of him should be put on record. At the request of his aunt,
Mrs, Litohifield, I therefore add to her book this little tribute
to his memory. I have made use of a notice already pub-
lished in The Times, and have supplemented it from letters
written by the Commanding Officer and some of the men of
Erasmus’s battalion, and by those of his friends who can
speak of a side of his life of which I have no direct knowledge.
o wus was the eldest child and only son of Horace and
Ida Darwin, and a grandson on his mother’s side of the first
Lord Farrer. He was born on December 7, 1881, at Cam-
‘bridge, which was throughout his life the home of his father
and mother. He was in Cotton House at Marlborough, and
gained an exhibition for mathematics at Trinity College,
Cambridge. He came up to Trinity in October, 1901, and
took the Mathematical Tripos in his second year, being
among the Senior Optimes. Afterwards he took the
Sciences Tripos, and was placed in the second

in 1905. On leaving Cambridge, he went through the
‘8hops at Messrs. Mather and Platt's at Manchester. After
this ho worked for some little while with the Cambridge
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Scientific Instrument Company, of which he was a director,
and then became assistant secretary of Bolckow, Vaughan
and Company, Ltd., at Middlesbrough. Here he stayed for
seven years, and at the outbreak of war occupied the position
of secretary to the company.

As soon as the war broke out, Erasmus decided to join the
army, and in September, 1914, he was gazetted a Second-
Lieutenant, in the 4th Battalion (Territorial) of Al d
Princess of Wales’s Own Yorkshire Regiment. The Com-
manding Officer, Colonel Bell, and many of the other officers
were among his personal friends at Middlesbrough. The
battalion crossed to France, as part of the Northumbrian
Division, on April 17, 1915, and was almost imimediately
called upon to take part in very severe fighting in the neigh-
bourhood of Ypres. It is impossible to give any very accu-
rate or detailed account of the action, but to their honour
be it said that these Territorial troops, fresh from home and
tried at the very outset almost as highly as men could be
tried, played a worthy part in the battle which has earned
such undying glory for the soldiers of Canada. They be-
haved with a steadiness and coolness which guned for them
the dations of the G it
their Division and their Army Corps. Early in the n.fwr
noon of April 24 the regiment had lined some trenches.
Later, at about three o’clock, they were withdrawn from
the trenches and ordered to attack. This attack they suc-
cessfully carried out, and drove the enemy back for a
mile or more before being ordered to retire about dusk. ' It
was during this advance that Erasmus fell, killed instan-
taneously. The Royal Irish Fusiliers recovered his body,
together with that of his friend, Captain John Nancarrow,
and the two lie buried in one grave, with a little cross over
it, by a farmhouse near St. Julien.

I cannot do better than quote a letter written to Erasmus’s
mother by Corporal Wearmouth, who was in his platoon:

“I am a section leader in his platoon, and when we got
the order to advance he proved himself a hero. He nursed
us men; in fact, the comment was, ‘ You would say we were
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on a field-day.” We had got to within twenty yards of our
halting-place when he turned to our platoon to say some-
thing. As he turned he fell, and I am sure he never spoke.
'As soon as I could I went to him, but he was beyond human
aid. Our platoon sadly miss him, as he could not do enough
for us, and we are all extremely sorry for you in your great
loss.”

To this extract should be added one from a letter written
by Private Wood to a friend in Middlesbrough:

“ I expect you would know poor Mr. Darwin. . . . Iwas
in his platoon, and I can tell you he died a hero. He led us
absolutely regardless of the bullets from the German Maxim
guns and snipers that whistled all round him.”

Finally, Colonel Bell, his Commanding Officer, writes of

“ Loyalty, courage, and devotion to duty—he had them
all, . . . He died in an attack which gained many compli-
ments to the Battalion. He was right in front. It was a
man’s death.”

No soldier could wish a better epitaph. Yet something
remains to be said, because soldiering was for Erasmus only
a brief and splendid episode. Corporal Wearmouth’s letter
bears witness not only to his gallantry in the supreme hour
of his life, but also to a quality that had been conspicuous
throughout its whole previous course, without mention of
which no account of him could be complete. He had the
most genuine sympathy with and affection for working men,
and never tired of trying to help them. And this quality
which made him love his work at Middlesbrough brought
him the keenest pleasure when soldiering came to him as a
wholly new and unl f peri He delighted in
his men, and especially enjoyed long expeditions across the
moors, often at night-time, with his Scouts. And the men
quickly appreciated his feeling, and responded to it. *“ The
Battalion loved him,” says Colonel Bell, ““ and called him
Uncle.” It would be hard to find anything more eloquent
than that one simple statement.

This gift of sympathy was only one of many that made




iv Postscript

his life at Middlesh h a singularly happy and
one. He had all the attributes of a. good man of business
in the best and widest sense. Il:wuimpolmb!ntomoeth)m
without realizing that he bined with real intell
power a calm, sound, and practical judgment and a general
capacity for doing things well and thoroughly. No one who
knew him even slightly could be surprised to hear that his
associates in business conceived the highest opinion of him,
and that not only on account of his acuteness and adminis-
trative ability, but of his fine and high-minded nature.
Many words full of praise and affection have been written
of this side of his life, and I am sorry that I cannot quote
them all. Mr. Storr, who was his predecessor as secretary
of Bolckow, Vaughan and Co., writes of him:

““I admired his great abilities as I loved his character. . . .
I (in j jion with the Chai of the C )
selected him as my successor, trained him for the pocmon.
worked for years in the closest contact and friendship with
him, and when I retired did so with the fullest confidence
that he had a long and successful career before him, and that
the Company could not have chosen a better man.”

Dr. J. E. Stead, the distinguished metallurgist of Middles-
brough, who had been his companion on a business tour in
America, says:

“ During our American tour I got to know him well and
find out what he really was. Before that, however, I had
learnt: that he had ability and intelligence of the highest
order. . . . It was impossible to be with him long without
gaining for him a most affectionate regard, and I looked
forward and anticipated for him a splendid record of useful-
ness.”

To these two striking pieces of testimony I should like to
add one more, not from Middlesbrough, but from London.
Mr. E. F. Turner, for many years the friend and solicitor of the
Darwin family, who has occupied a distinguished place in his
profession and enjoyed a peculiarly wide commercial experi-
ence, writes of Erasmus in these terms:

“ Looking back on my closed professional experience, he
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~ gtands out as the ablest man of his generation that I have
ver come across, and his modesty was as great as his mental
wers.”

A very dear friend of Erasmus, Charles Tennant, who was
Killed in action only a fortnight later, wrote of him: “ There
. never was, that I ever met, a man so strong and yet so

gentle.” All who knew him would agree, as they would about

another of his qualities, namely, a ienti that was
ly sane and wide-minded, and -
ing. No one in the world was more certain to do what he

‘believed to be right. Just before he left England, when his

Battalion was under orders for the front, he was summoned

to the War Office and offered a Staff appointment at home

in connection with munitions of war. This would have
given great scope to his capabilities. * It would have been
interesting and important work,” he wrote, ““ but of course

there are plenty of older men who can do it just as well as I

can.” He felt that at that moment his place should be with

his regiment, and made, in the words of one present at the
interview, a “ fine appeal " to be allowed to go with his men.

It was granted, and he went gladly and with no looking

back.

It was, I think, more than anything else this intense feeling
for duty that made him so deeply respected, and gained for
him in Middlesbrough a very particular position and influ-
ence. *‘ There was no one else in his surroundings,” writes
one of his friends there, ““ who had the sort of influence he
had.” T am almost afraid to emphasize this point, lest a
wrong impression be given and affection be cast unduly in
the shade. He had many devoted friendships, and possessed,
a8 his friend and tutor at Trinity, Dr. Parry, has said, “an
unwavering loyalty of affection.” Some of his friends of
Cambridge days he was only able to see at long intervals,
but his feeling for them and theirs for him remained as fresh
and warm as ever. He was always simple and natural, and
1o one could be more wholly delightful and light-hearted
than he was when in a holiday mood. He loved the open
air and the country, more especially the north country, and
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Yorkshire best of all. Fishing had been a source of the very
keenest pleasure to him ever since he was a boy. Some
will have memories of long days of walking in the Lakes;
others of the jolly times of the May week at Cambridge—of
dances and early morning rides and expeditions up the river
in Canadian canoes. Whether we think of him at work or
at play, we cannot remember a word or an action that does
not make us proud of him. He is only one of many as to
whom it may be said that they would have done much; but
whatever he might have achieved, he never could have left
a memory more lovable or more honourable.

BERNARD DARWIN.

May 19, 1915,
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(1836—1893) issue five ohildren



* Charles LaNaTON

b
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1863

wite

(sec WEDGWO0D pedigree)

(1801—1

d. 8. p.

(1831—1908)
dos.p.
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A CENTURY OF FAMILY LETTERS

CHAPTER I
1792—1800

Emma WOWM—-TI.\B An&u of —8ir Jlmu

.. —The ed‘woodl % muﬁ_ln'g:
—A ball at lnmtu—'l‘om Wadgwood: ill-health—
Wedgwoods at Gun

meoovsv'lln born (lx‘n May 2, laosﬁllnde lgfu} H$

Staffordshire. e was the chi osi:

« of Maer, and his Wny:, lizabeth, the eldest

of John Bartlett Allen, of Cresselly, Peml]

he first oi thu !nmly consists of letters col-
b: gwood’s mother, Mrs Josiah Wedg-

‘wood o]lﬁcr) Lwer on follow the life and letters of

‘mma We , first as a girl and afterwards as the wife
cousin, Charles Darwin. As these three families of

Wedgwooda and Darwins will be found constantly

ng through the book, I have found it convenient to

ith a short account of their origin, and especially of

embers of the group who most often ap

Allens came orij ly from the north of Treland, and

in Pembrol in about 1600. The estate of

1 uired by the iage of Jolm Allen with

of Cressell

Qum lnml his 4 daon found that he was
L . perlies d, and was told that

in t]
_wﬁ'ﬂupenmnwondarfulmm" He had a large

‘ ‘l-wﬂdwntmn.mumm-. collected, will be called
& Lsmn" Their unmucha mrd daughter of Emma
ho married Charles D

1
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family, eleven of whom lived to grow up. His melancholy
dinpocmonmdubm-nrywmpermadethehomemhuold

‘80&' James Mgchntouh who married Ctthmne, the second
danghia, thus described the life at Cresselly in a letter to
osiah We (November 9, 1800): “ We la{t the ‘2
mudans all forlorn at the House that Jack built * in tolerable
good spirits considering the ﬁloomy solitude to which they
are condemned. We have heard from %ood little Emma
[Allen] (she really is the best girl in the worl d), and are hap) tsy
to hear that the Squire has been pleased
more cordial and gracious to his two poor pnsonm than he
ever was before, so ﬂut bating m absolute want of amuse-
ment and a perp ion they may be
pretty Mme de ll of her
situation with Louis XIV, *‘ Quelle triste occupation de
ranimer une me éteinte, et d’amuser un homme qui n’est
plus amusable I’
I remember my father’s telling how Mr Allen used to
thum%lus fist on the table, and order his daughters to talk
wished to be entertained after dinner. Theywero
a8 a fact remarkably good talkers, and Dr Darwin, of
Shrewsbury, thought this was partly owing to their drastic
training at home. They formed an interesting group of
women, handsome, spirited, clever, and deeply d to

eac] A

Elinbet.h Allen, the eldest of the family, had both charm
and beauty. She was the centre to whom her sisters turned
secure of love and sympathy. Her practical wisdom and
delicacy of feeling are revealed in the long series of letters of
which only a fraction can here be van Bnt above all she
had the ¢ of a radiant c! and of a singular
sweetness in voice and manner. Thm is much in her
character which reminds me of my mother. In both there
wuthanmednhghbm;imgmd&hasmeunfnhngm—
sideration for the nyﬂ

Catharine Allen (Kitty

as ahe was slw-gu u[ladﬂ)n

able woman, agreeable in conversation, and with a alhll‘-
acter in many respects. Shevugrud interested in all
uestions of humanity, and was, I believe, one of tha

? unders of the Society for the Prevention of
Animals. In 1798 she married James (afterwards Sir uml)
lbohnwsh She suffered greatly from the debt and diffi-
culty in which he gradun]li became involved, but her own
economy, especially as to her dress, was rigorous, and she
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entirely high-minded in all questions relating to mone;
w Smnh gvl:robe the iollow?ng npgreomt:;:go! Mwhx}x'
a h, when he
” ‘materials for the hfe of his father:
Curran, the Master of the Rolls, said to Mr Grattan:
would be the greatest man of your age, Grattan, if you
5& buy

a few of red tape, and tie up your bills and
papers.’ This wyme fault g: the m:sfgrgu.ne of your
it father; he never knew the use of red tape, and was
wnuﬁt for the common business of life. That a guinea
Wwd a qn&nutﬂoi shillings, and that it would barter
a qmmy of cloth, he was well aware; but the accurate
baser coin, or the just measuremem, of the

mhctm'ed article, to which he was entitled for his gold,
could never lea.rn, and it was impossible to teach him.
?@nhhou life was offten an exultlmpha ?iflﬂtih\‘:l ancm?t and
wlgne sh-uggle o us with tl culties of exist-
o y A hmmﬂSuJumesMachnmshwasm
And unal aumd philanthropy. He did not make the
ement of the great mass of mankind an engine of
ity, or a stepg::g—stone to power, but he had a
pppiness. Whatever might assuage

i)yy w‘E»;.l';:mns, and arrange the conflicting interests of
could promote peace, increase knowledge,

crime, and encourage industry ;
Vel conld exalc human character, and could enlarge
understandings, struck at once at the heart of your
and roused hm faculties. I have seen him in a

kintosh: “ If 1 were a kmg 1 should make an office for
which it should be his duty to talk to me two or three
aday. . . . He should fill my head with all sorts of
dge, but out of the great love I should bear towards
jecta 1 would resolve never to take his advice about

father used to tell us that of all the great talkers he
ever kng lyle, Mwauh.y, Hu ey, and others
held Mackintosh to be the ves
1 e Allen married Ed Drawe, a Devonshire
n, brother of the Squire of Grange, near Honiton.
Edward Drewe died early, and she was for many years

* Sydney Smith, by G. W. E. Russell, p. 184,
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s widow. Her daughters, Harriet, Lady Gifford, and
le Alderson, mother of the late Marchioness of
pear in the later letters.
be- of h %ixl (Bl'Bemy&y. uMkJ:?; oht e Lo ‘bl?
wut; the SpO] er incomparable
ol ess, and said: “ With her the sun alwa 3
and she seems to trip rather than slide down the hill of life.”
My mother told us that the warmth and of her
aunt Jane’s welcome was quite uni ne xn its charm. She
married John, the eldest son of ah Wedgwood of
Etruria, who soon after his father’s denth became a pmnnt
in Davison and Co.s bank in Pall Mall. The Bank
failed in 1816, and afm tluc nm ho had no profession.
He should b d as of the
Society. “ On the 7th March, 1804, there met at his sug-
gestion in Hatchard’s nhoy a little gatbm:mg of whom the
most d.mmgulnhed was Sir Joseph Banks, and from their
discussion a societ; in 1809, Lord
Dartmouth the first Pre-dent sl
Harriet Allen the fifth dnughur was ““ very pretty and
very tiny,”* and was of a gentle unassuming nature. Her
marriage to Matthew Surtees Rector of North Cerney in
Wiltshire, mmoltu.uhappy It was made, as her sister
Jessie said, with ““ an almost culpable want ﬂf affection,”
and only in order to escape from the unhappiness of her
home. The family ly disliked Mr Surtees, and he
:pgeua'.o have been;edn\m ill-tempered, mdﬁynnnimL
Allen, who married Sismondi the historian, was,
with the exception of Bessy, the most beloved by l“ her
sisters. She was the favourite of her nephews and nieces,
and had an especial love for Emma Wedgvood the uub
of this book. Jeule must have been a delightful com;
full of vivacit; iety, and with the power of mtuue
devotion to t! oee she loved. She was handsome, with
brilliant co\onrmg. large gre; y eyes, and hair. Her
sister Bessy’s letters to her ™ dearest of the dear,” as she
calls her, show a peculiar warmth. In one she wrotle: *“ My
silence has nothing to do mth forgetfulness. Those who
love you, my Jess, are not liable to that accident.”
Octavia Allen died at the of twenty-one, and only
appears once or twice in the earlier letters.
The two youngest sisters, Emma and Fanny Allen, who

‘Liflﬁ!JMW b F. Julia Wedgwood.
Smith ot Baltil Memoirs of a Highland Lady, thus
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never married, were important members of the group.
Allen was the only plain woman among the sisters.
mgpoke of her ‘ half-formed face,” and was quite aware
‘how much more Jessie and the p)qmmt Fanny were sought

e m But she had no doubt of her welcome at Maer. She
b3 m 1803 to her sister Bessy (sixteen years older than
““1 have a very earnest desire to have some other

oommam tion than letter writing with my dear Bessy,
' whom it is now four years since I have seen. 1 do long to
you very much, and your children, and I am determined
{ou  visit soon after Christmas or at least before I

ome to Cresselly. It has always been a subject of

m to me to have spent so little of my life with you,
I 50 dearly love and admire more b{tm anybody in

Fumg] “Allen was more like a sister than an aunt to her
elder nieces. She was very pretty, vivacious, and clever,
with some s| mess in her marked character and great
charm—a pet of Sir James Mackintosh, and a fierce Whig
and devoted admirer of Napoleon. I remember her in her

as a delightful cumpanion, full of life, and still as

it as a dart.

the two brothers it is not necessary to say much, as
are no letters to or from them in the Maer collection.
John Hensleigh Allen became the Squire of Cresselly after
his father’s death. He had a sunny, happy disposition, and
was, like his own son Harry, a good raconteur. Lancelot
ﬁw Baugh, was Master of Dulwich College, where
his often visited him.

 The first record of the Wedgwoods is in 1299, as villeins of
Mﬁ Audley in the Manor of Tunstall. Afterwards they
n farmers at Blackwood-in-Horton.  Before
!Uﬂot beesme the Squires of Harmcles * The ancestors
of Etruria d from the senior
brmh ‘about 1600, and became absorbed in the business of
s;mrmg Josiah Wedgwood (1730—1795) founded the town
Etruria in Staffordshire, where he carried on his re-
nowned pottery works. His daughter, Susannah, married
Dr Robert Waring Darwin of Shrewsbury, and was the
‘mother of Charles Darwin.
- The Darwins came originally from Lincolnshire, William

18/ The Wedgwoods of Harracles possessed some portion of thess
m‘"‘"&n e middle or end of the eighteenth century, when they
ex
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Darwin of Marton, who died ante 1542, being the first known
Darwin. They were yeomen in Lincolnshire for about
100 yesn,mdthenminrmk William Darwin

(b. 1620) served as Captain Lieutenant in Sir W. Pelham’s
troopoihone,lndioughtfortlukmg His son William
Darwin (b. 1655) married Anne Waring, the heiress of the

Manor of Elston, Notts, which is still in the posses-

nnnnﬂhoaldubrmhoﬂheDmly His grandson
was the well-known &od Darwin

of Lichfield, father of Dr. Robert Waring Darwin and grand-

father of Charles Darwin.

The first intimation of intercourse between the Wedgwoods

.ndAl]ensllthefoUﬂmgletwﬂmmehWedgwod the
second son of Josiah Wedgwood of Etruria:

Josiah Wedgwood the younger to his father.

Deas 818, Texsy, August 20, 1792.

You will have heard by a letter of mine to Tom that
we have had a very gay week at Haverfordwest Assizes. I
have not been at Cresselly since, but as I left them all very
well I hope to find them so to-morrow. The family at Cres-
selly is altogether the most charming one I have ever been
introduced to, and their society makes no small addition to
the pleasure I have received from this excursion. Iam very
happy to perceive that their spirits are not much affected by
their Father’s marriage? Our pleasures here are very
simple, riding, walking, bathing, with a little dance twice &
week.

You are so kind as to say that you shall be glad to see me
and my sister, but I hope you have no objection to me stay-
ing a while longer, as much on my sister’s account as my own,
for I am afraid she has little chance of bringing Miss Allen
back with her.

am,
Your affectionate and dutiful son,
Jostar ' WEDGWOOD.

His marriago o the daughter of & coal.miner. She was not
Beongn o Gty i R



1792-1800)  Josiah Wedgwood of Maer Hall 7

Whether Josiah and his sister succeeded in persuading
‘Miss Allen to return with them to Staffordshire is not known.
his wooing was successful, for his marriage took place
ﬁ“ ber, 1792, when he was twenty-three, and she was
y-aght; years old. Josiah, the younger, was always

Jos, and by this name he will be known here. There
mmmmm from him in the Maer collection, and he had

a5 well as respect. His wife, u.lbhough deeply devoted
to him, was not qmte at ease with him, and a little afraid of
annoying and vexing him*  But this was not judging him
mﬂ::ly, for though he was silent and grave, he had no

Eem?er 1 have a dim impression of being told
that Bessy d men as who must
behumoured. Probably her early life at Cresselly had shaken
‘her nerves and left her with impressions that she never got
. over. Alittlespeech of Sydney ith’s, quoted to me by my
wha' interesting: ** Wi ood’s an excellent man—it is

a8 yhah&teshmb’lemis His nieces the Darwins were, as
afraid of him, and I have been told that they were
‘astounded at their brother Charles talking to him freely as if
M was a common mortal, and that this trust on Charles’
Eﬁ made his uncle fond of him. My father says of him in
Autobiography : * He was silent and reserved, so as to be
arather awful man; but he sometimes talked openly with me.
‘, was the very typs of an upright man, with the clearest
mt 1 do not believe that any power on earth could
wve made h:m swerve an inch from what he considered the

course.”
Dnzmg the first fow years of their married life Jos and
lived at Little Etruria, a house near Etruria Hall, which
een built for Benf.ley, his father’s partner. Ktruria
iu then quite a rural spot. To those who know what it is
with collieries, iron-works, and pottery kilns belching out
smoke with dying trees in the fields, and blackened
’s cottages, it is strange to read Emma Allen’s
. iption written about 1800: * I spent Saturday morning

He must have been very indulgent to his wife's wishes, for I
ilvcbun told that no cows were kept at Maer, as the moaning of
cows when their calves were taken away distressed her.
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in walking with John [Wedgwood] over the works, which
Mﬂedmeverymneh Ithink Etruria [Hall]all her a
:xnioeplme much too good for its present inhabitants,
s Ifel:anburuted::do:n o Iuwthmmdlh'a
ocen n ! 2 W com-
fombl? it ml’;!{o then have Med%::ods gate i
iromonobomtotheothor,whiohl heard so much of
from those I caught my ion.”
After his fnther'a death in 1795 Jos and Bessy were more
or less wanderers for some years. They lived at Stoke
d’Abernon, in Snmy and from 1800—1805 at Guaville, in
ire. He appeared to have trusted the management
of the potteries almost entirely to his partner and cousin
Mr Byerley, only himself paying occasional visits to Etruria.
Thmmbut(evlacmum ive in these old days—none
of any interest till 1798. In that year Kitty Harriet
Allen had both married. Caroline and Jenny Allen had
been married for some , 80 that there were four sisters

two sisters, Jessie and Ocuvu, with the Mmhnwalwn nt

. It must have been the first time she had seen
Kitty since her marriage to Mackintosh in April of the same
year. Bessy mukmgooreolOcnm,wowuthreub-
ened with oonnmpemn

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
BROADSTAIRS, 17th Oct. [1798].

-+ We found Kitty very well and in good spirits as
usual. She visits hardly anybody here, which is very
prudent. Mr M. still continues the fondest and the best- ~
humoured husband I ever saw. The children® are very
manageable and the least troublesome of any I ever saw,
and what will give you pleasure, 1 think she makes a very
kind and attentive stepmother. Jessie and I have a snug
little lodging twenty yards from theirs; we board with Kitty,
and Ocky sleeps in the house with her to avoid the incon-
venience of going out of nights. This is our present estab-

! His three dnnghhn, Maitland, Mary, and Catherine, by his first
wife Catherin 4
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lishment, which we find very comfortable. . . . We have
been at two balls, one at Margate, the other at Ramsgate,
the last was a very genteel one, where we saw a multitude
of pretty women, the first was infinitely vulgar. At Margate,
Ocky danced with an Officer who looked very like her friend
Capt. Scourfield at a distance, but fell very short when he
came near, having but one eye. Some relations of Mr
Mackintosh’s introduced us all to partners, such as they were,
but it must be confessed they were but very so-so. When
we went to Ramsgate, the Master of the Ceremonies asked
us all to dance, but Jessie and I were too delicate or too
to like to commission him to solicit the hand of
anybody, and chose to sit still. Kitty and Ocky’s love of
dancing was stronger than their delicate feelings on this
subject, and he brought up a couple of partners to them.
Ocky’s was tolerably genteel, but Kitty’s not quite so much
50, being rather more upon the establishment of & boy than
suits her taste. Ocky’s partner, however, had like to have
paid dear for the pleasure of dancing with her, for when we
came to tea, she undertook to make it, and the urn being
what we call very tripless,! she pulled it over and scalded
her poor beau’s leg; however, I don’t believe he was very
hurt, as he danced two or three dances afterwards, and
Ocky recovered of her fright enough to dance another set
with him. We came away in very good time, and T don’t
think she is at all the worse for it this morning. There is to
be a very grand Ball at Guildford on account of Nelson’s
victory, the 25th [Oct.), and we are all going? . . .

Jessie Allen appears to have spent a whole year away
from Cresselly, passing many nl:::chs with the Josiah
Wedgwoods. On her return to Cresselly she wrote to her
sister Bessy (June 10, 1799): “ One thing I do entreat,
'Mnh u that dyou take the greatest possible care of your dear
self. you can of some of the superabundant
Iﬂﬂhon and feelmg you have for your own family. At

1 “Tripless,” according to the English owct Dicti is a
y el otd mdxmum unft‘znd kety. I

* When they return, that is, m Stoke  Abernon. ‘The Battle of
the Nilo was on Angm 1st this ye
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t 1 am sure you have too much either for your own

th or happiness; chmmmmdummmudndvmonmy
part, for vh.t on earth do I love more or E:”
your affection for us ¥ She gave gi;tm‘e
nervous dread at returning to "Ennau
thnthayonngermmnmlhadnotwmm her:
““ Now she is safe, and I am where I ought to have been
ago. I cannot tell you how much I dreaded my first arri
hmmdmymrvuummgottosuohn t as almost
amounted to misery.”
Thnfoﬂnwmgumnndateddnftoilletwfromky

to her youngest sister Fanny, seventeen years her junior.
It must certainly have been written whilst Fanny was quite
ﬂl' Frobobly about 1800. Nothing is known as to what

or Bessy’s reproof.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.

My pEAR FANNY, Rervmsy Sy,

It is not with very pleasant feelings that I consider
that there is but one day between this and the end of your
visit, and as I fear I shall not have an opportunity or feel
icmmypowermuyllllwuhvhen'epu& 1 chuse this
way of ing to you my d ‘wishes for your
happiness. Iomnot forbear telling you how amiable your
conduct has appeared to me ever since our conversation in
the Garden. Your silence left me rather in doubt whether
you did not either think me unjust, or feel angry with me
for what might appear impertinent. I saw I had given
you great pain, and I felt very sorry for it. But your kind
and obliging manner to me ever since has completely done
away every apprehension of that sort, and I see and appre-
ciate as it deserves the delicacy of your conduct. Not only
have I never observed in a single instance what I had men-
tioned to you, but you have taken care by the most affec-
tionate and attentive behaviour to let me see that you were
not angry. Continue, my dear Fanny, to watch over your
own character, with a sincere desire of perfecting it as much
as is in your power, and you will make the happiness of all
belonging to you. You have very little to do, for God has
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| you an excellent temper, and a very good under-
Do not therefore content yourself with a medioc-
of goodness. You are now at a happy time of life when
everything is in your own power, and your character
be said to be in your own hands, to make or mar it for
If you humbly look into yourself, you are a better
of your failings than any other person can be, but do
 seek to palliate or veil them from your own heart. Your
Mﬂ will value you for your excellences.

Josiah W of Etruria had a third son, Thomas
ﬁdgwood ! who has not hltherto been mentioned. He was
A kable man in many di the friend and bene-
factor of Coleridge, n.nd pra.ctxcally the first discoverer of
w‘p , although he was unable to “ fix * his pictures.

e ended in 1805, when he was thirty-four years
after years of terrible suffering from some mysterious

which was never explained.
_Thre is much evidence hhat his personality was impres-
ﬂ‘a. Allen tells of “ the effect that his appearance
{sd on Mackintosh’s ‘ set,’ as they were called.”
Smlth was almost awed ”; and she narrates how at
my assembled to see a picture by Da Vinci of the head of
Dugald Stewart? said: ou are looking at that
hpd—l cannot keep my eyes from the head of Mr Wedg-
(who was loogng mtently down at the picture), it is
I ever saw.” Wordsworth, too, describes his
mﬁm: “ His calm and dignified manner, united with
person and beautiful face, produced in me an impres-
sublimity beyond what I ever experienced from the

of any other human being.” His brother Jos
devoted, almost passionate, love for him.

Wedgwood spent a great of his life wanderin,
in umh of health, . When 8t h‘ﬁ? he chiefly lived with
Jos and Bessy, and interested himself much in the education
' HHI little nephews and nieces. His doctrinaire views
on Rousseau must have been trying to his sister-in-
holtn lc;.;f.dlwr ways, too, the smm?on must have needed

er { to make the
home happy.

i, See Tom W
Wedgwood, the First Photographer, by R. B. Litchfield.
"mntmmouthel% presentative of philosophic

in England. He held the Chair of Moral Philosophy at
Mfu;h from 1785 to 1820.
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ThnfoﬂovmgleturhomJumTommwntm
the brothers had just pa t Falmouth, whence Tom had
sailed for the West. s The voyage was undertaken for
the sake of his health.

Josiah Wedgwood to his brother Tom.

My pEaR Ton, GunviLLE, Feb. 28, 1800.
I cannot resist the temptation of employing my first

moment of leisure to unburden my heart i in wnhng to you.
The distance that sep us, the
under which we parted, our former inseparable life and
perfect friendship, unite to deepen the emotion with which
1 think of you, and give an importance and solemnity that
is new to my communication with you. I did not know till
now how dearly I love you, nor do you know with what deep
regret I forebore to accompany you. It was a subject I
could not talk to you upon, though I was perpetually
desirous to make you acquainted with all my feelings upon
it. I would not without necessity leave my wife and
children, and I believed that I ought not; yet my resolution
was not taken without a mixture of self-reproach. But I
repeat the promise I made you at Falmouth.

I have not yet been able to think of you with dry eyes,
but a little time will harden me. It is not so necessary for
me to see you, as to know that you are well and happy.
Nothing could be more disinterested than the love I bear
you. I know that my wife and children would alone render
me hnppy, but I seo, mth the moct lmutfalt concern, that

your eff 1 for
your happiness, and your funs, by your mmenhle health.
But I have a full iction that your i

is strong

and elastic, and that your present experiment bids fair to

remove the derangement of your machine. I look forward

with hope and joy to our meeting again, and I am sure that

seeing you again, well and vigorous, will be a moment of the
purest happiness I can feel.

Perhaps this may be the last time that I shall write to



TOM WEDGWOOD

To face p. 13, Vol. 1
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in this strain. If it should for a time revive your
, it cannot long injure your tranquillity, to be told
1 love you, esteem you, and admire you truly and

5 took possession of this place this morning with very
A ﬁ—mtbehnp(romthoeelshnﬂd have had if we had
. I have made up my mind to-day not to
,‘ﬁl anything to the buildings until I shall have become
acquainted with the place. On looking more closely
ihe stables I see that 15 or 20 pounds laid out will enable
to serve a year or two, and I shall not be in a hurry to

dﬁ more.

The last waggon-load from Upcott came about an hour
after me, with all the live stock in good condition. I was
wvery well pleased to be saluted by a neigh from the gig-
‘horse the moment she heard my voice—Dido is so like Donna
that I thought it was she recovered.—I find the aloes were
not quite so good a bargain as we thought, for they were
killed by the frost when they were brought.

1 shall be here en famille in about 10 days, and possibly

‘my mother and sister with us, but I do not know. In the
hﬁlnm;otApnlwegowmwnmd there stay to the end
of May. Whether we shall then go to Cresselly or Etruria
~—1I do not know.

1 Bave written to Gregory Watt! to send me a copying
‘machine, that I may send duplicates by another packet, a
precantion you must not forget. I will send you more
copying paper. 1 shall curse the French with great sin-
cerity if they take the packet bearing your first letter.
How anxiously will it be expected, and with what emotion
will it be opened and read! You will hear from us in a
‘month, or less, afmyouamvﬂ,nndwemmnotexpece
‘0 hear &vm you in less than four months from your

s Very few of the letters I write afford me any
Mbﬂtlfmnwtplmmmmgwyou

all that comes, and just as it comes. There is a pleasure in

& Son of James Watt, and an intimate friend of the Wedgwood
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tender regret for the absence and misfortunes of a person
one loves, and corresponding with that person is the com-
plete fruition of it. I feel like Zneas clasping the shade of
Creusa; I call up your image but it is not substantial.
Farewell, dear Tom.

The following letters were written after Tom’s return
from the West Indies, the e: ition having proved a com-
plete failure as regarded his health. The Wedgwoods were
not yet settled in Gunville, and Bessy was visiting her
father and sisters at Cresselly.

Josiah Wedgwood to his wife at Cresselly.
CHRISTCHURCH, July 31, 1800.

T am just returned from a very pleasant evening walk with
B. and Jos! T find they recollect many things about
Etruria that surprised me, particularly in Jos. Our last
half-hour was by moonlight on the sea-shore, the waves
pouring gently at our feet. The delightful scenery and the
innocent prattle of the children have disposed me to write
to you, rather than to complete the task I had set myself for
this evening of casting up a part of my building accounts.
I think it was well imagined of two lovers or friends, separ-
ated from each other, to fix the days and hours of writing to
each other, that they might be sure that each was occupied
about the other at one moment. I hope this invention was
of two lovers; if it had been told me of two women, or two
men, I should call it romantic affectation. I never in my
most philosophical days agreed with the opinion of the
P ibers of i and upholders of uni concu-
binage—the ion is as detestable as the idi d
T cannot conceive that any but a corrupt libertine can be
sincere in approving it. Who that had felt in himself the
tranquil, but penetrating charm of an intimate and long-
continued union with a woman sensible to his pains and his
» * Elizabeth and Josiah, the two eldest children, aged seven and

ive.




should have been an affectionate husband, and is now
ender father to his wife’s and his own child. I sm and
‘be your affectionate husband, and we are and will be
parents to our dear children. I have no pleasures
compare with those I derive from you and from
m. Your idea fills me, and I clasp you as the heroes of
ry elasp the shades of the departed.

rs went to look at Chettle on Sunday, and were
m with it. . . . My mother speaks of you as her
She says she does not know enough of Dorset-
prejudiced for or against it, but she shall be very
» near Tom and me and her dear Bessy, and the
| her has a deeper meaning than with some who
er. She is not demonstrative, but sheuuﬂso—

al hands to work at Gunville, and I do not yet
of Tom and me getting in by the 1st Sept., and
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its being ready for you by the time your furlough will
axpin,bowlmh,byehabye,lhvpeyonmllmnformlih
a good soldier. . . . Ourmpd-m‘hmumlenblyendm-
able. Weseld maeuorﬁva inutes

then with eating, drinking, mdhelpingtheclnldm.vo
manage to pass an hour with a few remarks. I believe if
we were to live twenty years together we should make no
further progress in intimacy. However, she does exceed-
ingly well in her situation; she did not come here to amuse
me. I do not see any signs of melancholy about her. I
fancy my sister’s visit has cheered her for a while.

Irely on your discretion to keep my letters to yourself;
they may do between you and me, but your quizzing sisters
would be tremendous. vabmylovotozhemal.l and
believe me with heartfel your
husband,

Jostar WEDGWOOD.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.
CresseLLY, Aug. 28th, 1800,
1 have felt my heart very heavy with the idea that you
would be angry with me for prolonging my stay after my
repeated promises that I would not, but I really found it
impossible to resist. I am not sure that it would have
beennghﬂoh-vedonaw Ifmy Father’s account of his
own si was inly would have been
blrbmnammnottobsnltud,mduhﬂlmhltlo,
the effect would be much the same on his feelings. But I
am sure I am not just to you in doubting for an instant
that you will enter into my feelings. I am sure 1 suffer
more in the delay than it is possible you can, because it is
more my own doing. I am persuaded your next letter will
do away all my present feelings, but the comfort of meeting
you will be more than I can express.
Farewell, dear Jos, love to the Children and Miss Dennis.

* With Miss Dennis, the]governess.
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Josiah Wedguwood to his wife at Cresselly.
¢

b LA Crmistonuron, August 28, 1800.
-‘"w. . You cannot refuse your father a few days, as he
a point of your staying longer than the time you

passed ab Cresselly. I will not affect to say that
 this difficulty thrown in the way of your return is not dis-
wbh to me, but you need not apprehend that there is
of anger in the sentiment. I should be more
with your apprehension of anger, if I did not
w that the atmosphere you have lately breathed
inspires fear. I am truly sorry that your visit has turned
little to your satisfaction, and sorry that you will set
_‘irqﬂmdonlohngllohtuywnmy . I hope
are assured that shooting would not.mtedem with any
for meeting you. Shooting is a pleasant thing, and I
ive active exercise, but its pleasures are subordinate

ed to those in which the affections are engaged. And
i8 not on my own account that I am now at all eager
ut it. You know how much Tom has set his heart and
3 upon it, and I am certain you have too much
ﬁrhmﬁogmdgechemﬁuo{pmofmytma
I have been sometimes afraid you might
from you to give to him, but I have never
_Myoudid,mditil.mmofuinmmpﬁ-
to me, and increases my esteem for you, to know
u are without jealousy on the subject, and that you
sincere affection he bears for you. ‘
lad you have not executed either of yont schemes.
0! T have no objection to but as taking up room,
»Fm"omotup-n. As to the poor little
should have been very sorry if you had put your
With respect to her in practice. I do not know that

mmmmwmmu Allen, and “littl
" beoause she was ** hali-starv 15 o
2
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she is a fit companion for children. If filled, as I suppose,
with the notions common with uneducated Welsh persons,
I am sure she is not. She would have been a fish out of
water, and you would not have known what to do with her.
Above all things preserve the agreeableness of your home. . . .
1 wish to heaven I could make you chear up. I owe you
a spite for being cast down for nothing. My love to all your
party, and I am and ever shall be, your affectionate J. W.
" I go to Gunville to-morrow for good.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.

My pEAR Jos, CrESSELLY, Sept. ls, 1800.

Contrary to your calculation, I received your letter
of the 28th this evening, and it has made me very happy.
1 now hasten to write you my last dispatch from Cresselly,
but I must make it short, as it is late, and I have taken a
long walk which has tired me. I have been a fool to make
myself at all uneasy upon the subject, when I knew at the
same time that you would not be angry with me, but I don’t
know how it was, 1 thought you might feel uncomfortable,
and indeed I felt so myself at the thoughts of our meeting
being deferred. I have always written to you from the
feelings of the moment, and perhaps I have sometimes given
you a stronger impression of my being out of spirits than
was just. John Allen and Mackintosh have enlivened our
society very much, and I think my Father begins to relish
society more than he did. I fancied he was a little afraid
of Mackintosh at first, but he has now found out that he is
" by no means overbearing, and he finds himself comfortable
in his company.

I am very glad I did not pursue my two schemes with
relation to M. Allen and M. Ridgway, and I think you are
perfectly right in what you say. I had no notion that our
house was in so backward a state when I thought of Harriet
(Surtees) paying us a visit, but if I find it inconvenient when
we get to Gunville it will be very easy to put them off.






CHAPTER 11
1804—1807

John Buulﬂgb Allen inherits Cressell
toshes for l.ndh—A p% 'om W
—Return of the m Staffoz
‘Wedgwood and

Mr ArreN died in 1803. His son John Hensleigh Allen
inherited Cresselly, and after this date lived there with his
three unmarried sisters, sze, Emma, and Fanny. Thn
following letter from F Allen was wrm,en whilst stayi

in London with the Mw toshes. kintosh had
}mde Recorder of Bombay, and was hughted befm leaving
for India.

Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
Dover StrEET, January 11th [1804].

. . . I am glad to tell you that Kitty’s spirits are pretty
well recovered since parting with you. The day you left
us she was terribly depressed. You know Mackintosh
asked Dr DsVy,‘thBSydmySmithnund Horner* to dine

t Brother of Sir Hum)

2 Francis Horner (177 sm mtelm::,bﬁmltEdhblrlb.

;vnnPono of t.hee up of yonn‘ ‘men who started s
‘arliament he ¢ authority on finance, Lord
Cook] Judge, ﬂum hun', ** possessed of

g
g
§
i

ublic influence than any other pri His
b -eight wun.unt mbff' “Ium." md;dyyﬂnq!mi&h.
“saw anyone w] ‘M‘ wuch talent, and
warmth of hur&. OM of §; Bmith'- letters has a
sentence about him: ** Horner Owuduindlo amusing
books. Upen searching his lp he lud ldn.

books. numtto-wworko! n
omplete Guide.” tion yaetn
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~ here and, before the evening was over, I think they were of
- great service to her spirits. . . .

We had a very grand dinner at Erskine’s,' and, what
not expect, I found it very pleasant. The whole
of Kemble was there (with the exception of John
Nat Bond, a Mr Morrice Lawrence, Sharp, Bod-
and ourselves. Erskine was not as lively as he
. was day he dined here; he was quite absorbed in
Mrs Siddons and to my mind much in Jove with her. She
Jooked uncommonly handsome, but was much too dignified
to be pleasant in conversation. I was very much gratified
by seeing her and hearing her talk on acting which she did
e.,}u.mudjy 1 must not forget to tell you she admired
my gown exceedingly. She said she thought it one of the
prettiest dresses she ever saw. . . . Mrs Erskine asked
Harrington to introduce Kitty, and if she goes she
has promised to doso. Otherwise she has given in
to the Lady-in-waiting, and I believe has mentioned
) the Queen Kitty's desire of being introduced. Miss
has promised us places to see her if she goes. The
dined here on BSaturday last; Kitty asked the
. Smiths, Charles Warren,® Horner and Sharp® to meet
. We had one of the pleasantest and merriest days
passed for a long time. Mrs Nares looked un-
nly handsome and was in very good spirits, and I
joyed her day very much. Sydney Smith was in
st spirits, and pleased me particularly by talking
Erskine (1750—1828), the famous advocate, became
lor and & about two after this.

1823), lino engraver and active member
had a great reputation as an illustrator

called * Conversation
the time.

Kin Roy Wordsworth, C:
Like Cazapbel the post, ho ey
friends. Mackintosh called him the keenest eritic
He had made money as a merchant, and as a London hatter.
= g O A
ite meet -place for en( n was
in his West gdhn business.
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of my sisters in the way I wish to hear them talked of, as
the very first of women. I cannot tell you,” he told me,
“ how much I admire and like all your sisters; they have a
warmth and friendliness of manner that is delightful, but T
think that Mrs Jos Wedgwood surpasses you all.”

I think I have given you a very exact account of our-
selves since you left us, and answered all your questions
with the exception of the one about our friend B., which
1 really don’t know how to answer. I think we are just in
the same state as when you left us, not advanced and I
don’t think gone back, and most probably in the same place
we shall ever be. He goes with us I believe to the play on
Friday to see Mrs Siddons in Desdemona. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.
GuNvILLE, Sunday (15th or 22nd January, 1804].

... Iam glad you were too honest a girl to coquet or
disqualify about B.}! and I depend upon your telling me
the whole truth and nothing but the truth. . . .

We are going on very harmoniously. Surtees is in
high good humour, but so fidgetty that I don’t wonder
that Harriet is so thin; she looks very well, but T think
she is flat. I cannot join Jessie in thinking she is anything
like a happy woman. Her spirits are not low, but there
is no spring, no liveliness or self-enjoyment at all. I don’t
know whether she was naturally so grave, or whether it
is acquired of late years, but we have had no sort of
épanchement de coeur. I have not ventured upon any
leading conversation, nor has she led to anything of that
sort; and I daresay we shall not. She seems rather pleased
at the thoughts of this ball at Blandford, and desires you
will not forget to send her clothes off in time. In looking
over the account of the birthday the first person that struck
my eye was Lady Mackintosh. I take for granted you were
in the presence chamber with Miss Stewart, a parcel of
shabby plebeians, looking on the honours that had fallen upon

1 It is not known who B. was, nor whether he ever proposed.
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 ¢he family; and I desire you will give me & more particular

“account of Kitty’s P and ap
I am, however, more anxious to hear of many other things
ting to poor dear Kitty, and which T hope I shall in a day
‘or two either from herself or one of you. . . .
1 believe, , my little Fanny, T owe a little of your flattering
of what Sydney Smith said of me to your good
m You thought it a pity I should not come in for a
Jittle of what F'. B. used to call *“ the delicious essence,” and so
you very kindly sent me a little. However I am much obliged
‘to you for your kind intention in refreshing my memory
‘with the sound of a compliment, which I must confess has
still some power to charm, vain mortals as we are. . . -

- Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
ArsEMARLE STREET, Saturday (Jan. 28th, 1804].

. . . Kitty and Mackintosh left town this morning, and
have left me one of the heaviest hearts I have ever had. I
can scarcely bear to think on their kindness to me at present.
The whole week has been uncommonly painful, what with
the hurry of packing and the uncertainty and expectation
of going every day. It was some comfort for me to see
that Kitty’s spirits kept up very tolerably to the last. [ did
“lu!m' this morning, but I hear she was pretty cheerful.

was rather low, but I trust they will both feel

the quitting England but trifiing. I should not be much
mdﬁthaymdoumdumku Ryde; in that case
ﬂ!p, Horner, and perhaps Sydney Smith, will go down
pass the time with them. That will be very desirable
them, and I cannot but say I should envy them very
hat is to say the visitors. I don’t know and I
‘Mfmyou have not heard from any of us since Kitty’s
presentation at Court. Miss Stewart drest her uncommonly
‘well and prettily, and she eut an exceeding good figure; the
‘Queen talked very graciously to her, and she met with very
great civility from a gxem many people on the occasion,
rti ly from Lady H: who asked her to come
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to her evening party on Sunday last. On the whole I was
very glad Kitty went to Court. It was something for herto
think of, and above all there is nothing like a little vanity to
buoy up the spirits.

By the way you did me very great injustice in supposing
I added to S. Smith’s speech concerning you, for I will not
call it a compliment. I never think a compliment worth
repeating that I am obliged to add to. As a punishment
for your unbelief, I have a great mind not to tell you that,
instead of adding, I kept back part of the good things he
said of you. Mackintosh, Kitty and I dined with the
Smiths on Sunday last, and I have scarcely ever passed a
pleasanter or merrier day. The company as usual were
Sharp, Rogers, Horner and Boddington. We remained
there till twelve, and you will accuse me, I suppose, of
gross flattery, if I were to tell you, you were again the sub-
ject of a very warm eulogium from more of the gentlemen
than Sydney Smith. It was a very humorous dispute and
amused me very much. I will not detail it you, because
of your unbelief. But Sydney put an end to that part of it
which treated of the different degrees of dependence they
could place in you and my other sisters in case of any
emergency, by declaring he would rely on your kindness to
nurse him during a fever, and Jenny's only in a toothache—
this was unanswerable and unanswered. They have asked
me to spend a few days with them this next week, which I
think I shall do. T expect Sydney almost every minute to
fix theday. Iam happy to have it in my power to cultivate
a friendship with them both; I have met with no people in
London that I like o much as I do them, or who have showed
me more unremitting kindness. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.
GunviLLe, Sunday Morning, May 5th [1805).
My pEAR Jos,
The only thing that has occurred since I wrote last
has been the taking of poor Job Harding by the Press-gang,
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which has excited a great sensation in the village, and for
which T am truly concerned. The night before last they
‘hoohd at the door and told the Hardings to get up, as the
ang were at Hinton and were coming to take them.

J‘ob got up and went down stairs, but they had broke open
the door and seized him and carried him off, without
giving him time to tie his garters or to put on his coat. The
other brother Jem was very ill from a chill, but the Lieut.
went up and satisfied himself as to the truth of it, and he
had humanity enough to leave him behind, though he said
they should come for him very soon. They then went to
. Collin’s, but he would not open the door or answer
when they called, but prepared to stand on the defensive,
for which purpose he broke the child’s crib to have the stick
as a weapon of defence. The crew hearing the crash, thought
e had broke through to the next house and made his escape;
and so they went off, and he escaped for this time, but T
am afraid they will get him and Jem Harding. The poor
‘wife of Job (unlike her namesake in the Bible) is gone off
this morning to comfort her husband and to take him some
necessaries, and I suppose the pay she received last night,
which amounted to 16s., to which Tom added some articles
from his wardrobe,and I a guinea ; and A. Harding’s wife went
with her out of friendship (a walk of 40 miles to and from
Poole). A good many others of the women went to send her.
1saw a letter to-day from him to his wife, written in such a
simple honest style, that it interested me very much in his
fayour. The other two men are frightened to death at the
thought of their turn commg next; and they don’t lie at
home. But what a sad life it is to be feeling the torments of
fear, and skulking like a felon, and that for such a length of
time as they probably will. Our waggoner coming from
Poole yesterday met poor Harding escorted by three men
‘armed, and himself pinioned. T declare this circumstance
almost made a Bethlen Gabor® of me.

1 Bethlen Gabori (1580—1629) was of a noble Protestant family

Hungary, .nd Tose gloriously in defence of the civil rights oi the
Bohemians. He was introduced by Godwin into his novel 8t. Leon.
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B.! had a letter from my Joe yesterday. He asks whether
Papa does not mean to come and see him before the holidays,
as many of the boy’s fathers are coming to see their sons. He
says the holidays will begin next Wednesday six weeks, and
if we fetch him a week before, the five weeks will soon run
out; and I wish you would write to Mr Coleridge to mention
the matter of his coming home a week before they break up,
and then I can tell my Joe of it, which will make him very
happy. I had nearly resolved upon setting off to see him
to-morrow, but I have thought better of it. The journey so
long, the time of being with him so short, and the pain of part-
ing considered, I think it will be as well not to think of seeing
him before the holidays.

Tom W ood died at Eastbury, near Gunville, where
he h'ved with his mother, on 10th July, 1805, after much

“wrote to her sisters (July, 1805): “Indeed the
more Iytlunk of him the more his character rises in my
opinion; he really was too good for this world. Such a
crowd of feelings and remembrances fill my mind while I am
recalling all his kindnesses to me and mine, and to all his
acquaintances, that I feel m; quite unfit to make his
panegyric, but I trust my cl will ever remember him
with veneration as an honour to the family to which he

“ Easth was always rather gloomy in my eyes,
now it loo“g the picture of Melancholy, and poory ’1‘0y
empty rooms I cannot look ngan without a 1 serre-
ment de ceeur, like himself, hid behind the laurels,
melancholy and retired. His forsaken windows remind
me continually of himself, and I can gmwbau expect-
ing to see him walking out in his way, throwing one foot
before the other in a d manner as if he did not care
whether the other ever ollowed He was laid in the Vault
here on Tuesday se’ennight

After Tom Wed, s daath the Josiah We oods left
Dorset. Maer Hall was bought about 1805, but they did not
inhabit it fully till 1807. In 1812 they seem to have moved
for a time to Etruria, probably for the sake of economy.

1 Elizabeth, the eldest child. Joe, now aged ten, was at ulxool lt
Ottery St Mary with Mr Geor?e Coler[dge, hm&her of the
was a deln:a ittle boy, and I think it was his first year at !u!lool
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- All trade with the Continent was crippled owing to the war,
_u{" ,.’dﬁlsmeomeimm the Works had gone down ; the income-
iv':uaﬂmn 25. in the pound. They came back finally

181
S Wedgwood, the writer of the following letter, was
e mngm sister of Jos. She never married, although

Sarah Wedgwood to Jessie Allen.

DARLASTON [STAFFORD , Sept. &
r)lugr ngoam] opt.

My DEAR JESSIE,

It is a long time since I have written a letter from
an inclination to do so. Since the humour is now
nnlvillmdulgelt tho’ it is late; all the world is gone to

and my writing tackle is miserable. .
‘Your conjecture that Buxton might Dosome & pet place
‘me has not been realised. Nothing ever was much
5 ; the ccompany during the whole fortnight I was there
W in the same insipid way they set out, neither
y mdwhk sensible, nor anything but good-
Ch and civil; you cannot think how few exceptions
3 were. We went out but once while I staid; that was
ﬂ’h play on Saturday to see Elliston in the Honeymoon
and the Hunter of the Alps. I was very much entertained—
MM (don’t tell) than I was at any play in London.
but Elliston were execrable actors, but the play itself
,ﬁmm he acts charmingly; but the farce, there
IWhmygloryl crying at a farce ! (the last time I had
‘before was at Astley’s). Before I proceed, I must say
credit’s sake what I know to be true, that the farce is
of the poorest things that ever was seen—that granted,

1 proceed to say how delighted I was with it. There were
two of the dearest little children in the world acting in it.

. ‘general 1 am quite of the opinion of the person whom
[Allen] quotes as admiring Herod on these occa-

) *I!l, but I must rejoice that these two were spared; one
- Was not the least affected in the world, the other only the
v
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least in the world; they were like two children saying the
thing in earnest, and Elliston, dear delightful Elliston, never
in my life did I see anything so sweet and pretty as his way
of acting with them. The mixture of tenderness and fun in
his manner to them was bewitching. 1 wish you had seen
one of the dear little things telling him not to be frightened
when he turned round suddenly and saw him, and Elliston’s
sweet comical look in return. But charming as this was
(and how superb it must appear in description!) it was
nothing to a scene afterwards where he divided a cake
between the two little things who were starving. What
an idiot you must think me ! I don’t care, I did enjoy it
beyond measure: I was so delighted that I was obliged to
make little Sally! my confidante when 1 got home, there
being nobody else at hand. It is well for you you were
not there, you would have been well tired of my raptures.®

Jos and Bessy and Kitty [Wedgwood] went to a féte
at Crewe Hall on Saturday morning. The chief amuse-
ments were to have been out of doors, but owing to the
badness of the day they could not go out, and had not
much to do within. There were about a hundred people
there, and five rooms open; they had a luncheon at three
o'clock, coffee and ices afterwards and a dance, some very
nice singing too by Miss Crewe and some other ladies.
Lady Crewe was so much distressed by the badness of
the day that she was not like herself, but very civil and
attentive. Miss Crewe they all thought charming. They
knew a good many people there, and did not feel at all
like lost sheep. They came away at six o'clock. Jos
danced away—the ladies did not—but Kitty was engaged
to dance with Mr Ricketts when they came away. I would
not have gone for the world, as society by daylight is my
aversion.

! Her niece, Sarah Elizabeth, John Wedgwood’s eldest child, later

2 They are justified to ulbyﬂumku.ynolclnﬂ-hnb
*To the Bh‘da of Elliston,” b
spirits,”” and “ Ellistoniana.’ bdﬁﬂnntuﬂ.dhm“ﬂub‘t
lover on the stage.”
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We are going to have a grand dinner-party here on
Tuesday. We shall be sixteen, the Tollets with several
friends, Whalleys with ditto, and W. Sneyds. In a moment
of insanity we had invited the Meaforditest too; happily
they were engaged or I don’t know what would have
‘become of us; we are now two more than our dinner-table
will hold with all possible squeezing, and we have calculated
that seven must sit on the drawing-room sofa. We must
Thope for a cool day.

1 have read nothing lately, and as to my thoughts 1
have never once found pleasure or profit in their company
sinoe I left London. I was not quite well before I went to
Buxton, and I hope that was what made me so disagree-
able; if I am to be subject to these devildum humours
I had rather my body should be to blame than my mind:
I am well now, and I hope come to my senses a little, but.
not come to my Fenton state of perfection yet. You don’t
tell me whether you have recovered your spirits; have
you? Pray let me know if W. K. makes his proposals
in due form; you would make such a popular dame that
it will be a thousand pities if you refuse him and miss your

y WG went to look at Maer the other day; it is wonder-
fully improved, and will be one of the pleasantest places in
the country. It does not seem to be nearly ready, but the

is finished and the papering nearly; the walk
round the pool, if they make it, will be delightful; the new
toad is a prodigious improvement. . . .

" 1 The Jervises, Lord St Vincent's family.
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CHAPTER III
1813—1814
John Allen’s marriage—Jessio, Emma, and Allen at Dulwich

—The Mackintoshes in GmG -An esca of
the Duke of Bmluwmk—[andon pnrﬁu lhd.tmo
Ix 1812 John Hensleigh Allen, of married Ger-

Cresselly,
trude, daughter of Lord Robert Se; pymour. His three sisters
hAdhvedmthhlmnnnehuMhﬂldﬂthmlma,nndﬁhse
years were often looked back on as a time of peculiar
engpmmwnﬂ Their home at Cresselly now came to an
and they went first to the Josiah Wed and there
ah.yed t months. This long visit the foundation
of the lif friendship between the am.zuaml their nieces.

him the Allen sisters had taken lodgi ﬂ.Dulmh but
were often at Great George Street. the follo Tetter
“little Fan ” is Fanny Mackintosh, their niece, about
thirteen, and Kitty their sister Lady Mackintosh.

Emma Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

DuLwics, July 2nd [1813].

. The next day, Saturday, which you know was fixed
for my going down here, Kitty was just enough to provoke
a saint, and made me feel as if 1 was enchanted in her
house. At breakfast I talked of my going, and told her I
wished to go by the 4 o’clock coach; to this she
and made me understand she would bid John take places
at that time, and our dinner was ordered before three.
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Kitty however placed herself at her writing, and would
dnmmnﬁﬁmtorymwar, but bid me not disturb her

A now and then when I questioned her what she had

~ done. At four, she sent John to ask what time the coach

* went over the bridge, and he found the Dulwich coach just
“'-p,uwlthelutoowh would not go till 10, which was
“too Iate. Then she had many schemes afloat about our
| going in the Sydenham coach, or in fact going into any
‘coach we could find that would take us near the park; for
she was resolved I should go down somehow. Sometimes
she would in the intervals of her writing propose that she,
Jessie, and I should walk down, then with a “Don’t disturb
me now, child,” she went on with her letter till 6. When
that was finished and dispatched, all her schemes for me
ended by her sending for a hackney-coach, into which we
 four sisters got and little Fanny, and went altogether to

- Duly drank tea with Baugh, where I and little Fan

_ zemained, and the rest departed. The evening was beauti-

| and the country in high perfection, and we all enjoyed

s drive in our old hack, and Kitty was so agreeable and

such high spirits that I quite forgave her for being such

Worry till 6. It gave me however rather a distaste

‘George Street, so that I feel no desire to return to it,

perfectly satisfied with my lodgings and enjoy the

 and regularity of them. If I had had an idea I

have made myself as comfortable in them as I now

I am, I should like to have settled here in time for

to have wi d it; for I am inced we shall not

reelves derive more isfaction from the iction of
own comfort than you will, so tender an interest have
taken about us, and so largely have you contributed

ne time so unreasonably acutely the loss of John [Allen)’s

| in his marriage, that I thought I would not for any

‘reward repass the period of it; now however I feel I would,

- if it was to be followed by so much kindness and affection

85 we found in Staffordshire. The feeling of that remains
a lasting satisfaction. . . .
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Jessie Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
GrEAT GEORGE STREET, July 5 [1813].

.. . I have wanted to write to you for several days but
have been too busy. We began the job of arranging the
books' on Tuesday, and found it so much a heavier task
than we expected, that it kept us hard at work till Saturday
night, not finding leisure even for a walk, and is not
finished at last; and what is, so ill done that I am sure
Mackintosh will not let it stand. Our labours have been
something like the Spanish war, constantly at work but for
no useful or happy purpose.

In the last happy eight months I have passed with you,
dearest Bessy, 1 have so much to thank you for that I
know not where to begin or end. I must take refuge in
seeming ungrateful, and saying nothing tho’ I have felt
it at my heart’s core. After you left us Kitty gave me
your present for flowers. I have chosen some of the most
beautiful that ever was seen. I used to hate myself d la
Flore ; if T become fantastic the sin is yours. Certainly I
never admired myself 8o much as when I wore your chaplet
on Wednesday at Mrs Philipps’s party. Lady Romilly
told me she could not take her eyes from my head the
whole evening, my flowers were so beautiful.

Mme de Staél dined with the Phillipps’s, and went off from
table to dress herself and daughter for the Prince’s féte.
She was to have a private presentation to the Queen at
nine o’clock, unluckily for us, as that hurried her away
sooner than she otherwise would have gone. We had
however a very agreeable evening, conversing a great deal
with Mr Wishaw and Charles Grant* more quietly and
longer than one generally does at a rout. The former told
us he had dined the preceding Sunday at Mr Pigou's, where
Mme de Staél made several of her most eloquent harangues,
and he had never been a more delighted listener. It is her

' Mrs Godirey Wi ood, Sir James Mackintosh’s grand-

daughter, says these books were three deop in their shelves.
2 Afterwards Lord Glenelg.
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favourite and best mode of showing herself. In common
conversing, he told us, she appeared like any other clever
‘woman, but in one of these harangues there is such a burst
of feeling, such eloguent lnng\mge. and such deep thought,
and so much action, that it is the most extraordinary and
interesting thing he has ever witnessed. Her subjects, he
said, were invective against Buonaparte, praise of Berna-
m the state of Europe, and above all the happiness of
Englishmen. Her daughter was there and seemed a sen-
gible, modest, plain girl. She said she was come to England
to give her children a rehgwus education. Her book on
suicide i8 just coming out, and is dedicated to Bernadotte,
who she says is exceedingly beloved by the Swedes, whom
he renders happy as it is possible. She complains heavily
of the London hours and large parties. I hope it will not
drive her from London before next June. . . .

. Emma Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
GRrEAT GEORGE STREET, July 28 [1813).

. The next day Tuesday was the Vauxhall day,' and
*t«ﬁms a one it was, and the circumstances of it were
Whﬂ 80 vexatious, that 1 do not know whether I shall
have patience to tell you about it. In the first place Kitty’s
head was in a gale of wind all day—forgot to order her
horses, borrowed the Bosanquet's, whose cross coachman
was from quarter before ten till half after one driving us
M all which time being stewed four in a chaise, and
near a mile afterwards to walk through a frightiul
80 exhausted our spirits that we found none to
‘the spectacle on first entering; yet 1 must allow it
Was very striking. Fanny was the only one of us
vhpaked up a beau, and she shared our old friend Hare?
for an hour with Lydia White. His coxcombical powers
1 Féte at v.uxh.u Gardens to celebrate the victory of Vittoria in
Al m(or Hare-Naylor), b. 1753, d. 1815, father of Arch-
deacon Julius Hare, and his brothers Franois, Augustus, and Marcus.
ium much in Italy, and was one of the first to give commissions

the soulptor when a youth in Rome.
vm. L 3
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have eat out his agrecable ones. After we had walked till
‘we were tired, which was not long, we got into a room near
the garden gates to watch for the drawing up of the
carriage, and there we had to wait till six in the morning,
when we had almost the whole time Lord Hertford’s* com-
pany, who looked tired like any dog. He heard Kitty
abuse this party to her heart’s content. She was very
clamorous for something to eat. It was wonderful how
good her spirits continued throughout the whole of it; the
most agreeable part of the time was when we got into the
carriage and drove home without obstruction. When
there, found Mackintosh in bed, and that we had gone to
Vauxhall a quarter too soon, or a great many quarters too
late, for Mackintosh and Mr Rogers, with whom M. had
that day dined, came here at ten for us, and they in their
hack made their way so well that they got to the gardens
in less than an hour, and were home here again by two,
after seeing and knowing all the best company. This was
too provoking a miss for us. Since, we have only been at
Mr Boddington's party, which was thought by everyone a
remarkably agreeable one; I found it much too short, for
1 had hardly time to look about me before I was taken
away; for M.’s sleeping at Holland House obliged Kitty
to leave sooner, for the purpose of setting him down first.
Both Fanny and I were that night introduced to Madame
de Staél, but that night 1 wanted courage to get near
enough to hear her, the room was too light. l{.udx.my
were delighted with their dinner party. It chiefly consisted
of Sir Samuel® and Lady Romilly, Tierney® and Ward, and

’lell uis of Hertford was uncle of Mrs Allen of .

ly believed tn have been the original of Thacks '8

i MArqnh of Steynb." as also of Disraeli’s ** Lord Monmouth.”
colleotion ai& mdmhummaumh
queathed to nation by the widow of his son, Sir ‘Wallace,
was formed by him.

2 He is now best remembered as the man whose persistent efforts
wt about a mitigation of the then terribly severe eriminal lll,

ich some two hundred different offences were
fhnt.h The Miss Romilly who married BmghAl\-lm)m'u

¥ *Noted Whig politician (b. 1761, d. 1880).
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Mme de Staél and her son. Sir Samnel awed Madame from
her usual into very ion, and
he was by all hands allowed to have been very charming.
‘Mr Tierney said he never saw Mackintosh more agreeable,
and Mac said much the same of him, so Lord Holland said
he was convinced it must have been a most agreeable day.
‘Mackintosh generally shews himself among us some part
of the day, and gives us an account of all he sees and hears
at Holland House and elsewhere, He is in very good spirits
and appears to enjoy himself very much. The other day
he witnessed a scene there between the Marquis Wellesley®
and Mume de Staél that he said he shall never forget. At
dinner she attacked him for his speech on the Swedish
‘Treaty, which he repelled with so much address that he
- was the admiration of the whole table. His sarcasm was
80 tempered with humour and politeness, keeping it strictly
‘to answering her and never attacking her, tho’ everyone
saw she was entirely in his power, that he could not fail to
. delight the whole company, while he did not in the least
M her once. Mack thought she looked as if she
mhd the slmle c)m hs passing over the face of the
B and d her i of that kind of
m by turning to Mackintosh and saying, “ Ah! il est
“chclla de m’attraper.” After dinner she stood up and
for half-an-hour against peace in the style of
M“ Regicide Peace.” This was so entirely against the
sentiments of every one present that Lord Holland did not
) it so pleasant a reception as the M.uqms did her
. attack upon him, but gravely declared his opinions were
 entirely contrary tc hers on that subject. When she went
he declared she was the most presumptuous woman
h“ ever met with. .
e
B e ot e &“‘5:.1‘.’5,‘3"“‘"“““..1‘“& {oiia (Lo 1500)

during the critical time ol the Mahratta war, and had since been our
Ambassador at Madrid snd Foreign Minister.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Jessie Allen.

My pEAR Juss, PARKFIELDS,! July 25 [1818].

1 think Mme de Staél is not only witty herself but
the cause of wit in others, for I have just seen two of the
pleasantest letters imaginable from you and Fanny
about her. I have heard that Lady Davy said that before
she knew la de Staél she was only an ordinary woman, and
to her she owed all her elevation. Far be it from me to
insinuate, Ladies, that you are only ordinary women, but
certainly the accounts you have given of her are in your
very best stile, and have amused and interested us very
much. You have all been so good to us country folks since
1 left you, that you beggar thanks. . . .

As to Fanny’s going to Mrs Cliffiord’s, she must not go
unless she has a mind to have William Clifford. If she goes
to Perrystone and afterwards refuses W. C., I will say of her
that she is the greatest coquet in England.

I came here last night with Jos, who is gone by this
morning’s mail to Exeter and from thence to Cornwall.
He thinks of spending one day with Tom Poole? at Stowey,
but I dare say he is gone to see his friend Mme de Staél.
Kitty [Wedgwood] and Miss Morgan are on their tour; I
saw two letters from K. highly expressive of their enjoy-
ment. It was from Capel Curig, which they had made
their head-quarters for a week, making riding excursions
from thence. Kitty's enjoyment of these sort of things
seems to make her quite & new creature. Her letters from
these little inns among the mountains are full of life, spirit,
and humour. . . .

Etruria, Sunday night. I heard a story at Parkfields
that has made a great sensation at Shrewsbury, but so much
care has been taken to keep it out of the papers that you
will not see it there.

1 Parkfields, where Mrs Josiah Wedgwood, senior, now lived
with her daughters Kitty and Sarah.

* Tom Poole, tanner, farmer and land- t, of Nether Sw:dasy

in Somersetshire, was an attached friend o?g’lu':m and Josiah We
wood. It was through him that they became known to Coleridge.















1813-1814] The Duke of Brunswick 37

A gent® came to the Talbot Inn and ordered a chaise
and four to take him on the Oswestry road, ordering the
drivers to stop where they met a chaise with a lady in it.
About ten miles off a chaise and four with a lady made
its appearance. The Gent” got out of his own chaise into
hers, and ordered the Post boys to drive back to Shrewsbury
to the Lion. The Master of the Talbot was so highly
offended at this, that he went in to a set of Gent" who were
drinking in his house, and communicated his suspicions,
and that this gent?, who called himself Capt. Brown, was a
Frenchman making his escape. Away went the whole
party to the other Inn in pursuit of this Frenchman, and
began their questions—his name, Capt. Brown, his profes-
sion, the Army. They shewed him the Army List. His
name was not there. He then said he was the Duke of
Brunswick.! This they scouted and asked him why he
‘was not on his own territories. He got into such a passion
that he knocked one of them down with a chair, and forcing
his way out made his escape. However that would not
do; they halloed “ Stop thief ”’ after him, and brought him
back, and he was locked up in a room with his fair com-
panion all night, with a couple of sentinels at the door.
The next morning, which was Friday, they sent to Mr Cecil
Forrester to identify the man. He said he did not know
the Duke of Brunswick personally, and began to cross-
examine him. * Were you at the Prince’s Féte ?"—* Yes.”
—“Who led out the Princess Charlotte ?”"—* Myself.”
Mr Forrester became staggered ; he said he could not venture
to release him upon his own authority, but he shewed his
belief in the truth of his story by sending him fruit, fish,
ete.; but still they were both in prison. An express was
gqn sent off to Lord Liverpool [Prime Minister] and Mr
Jenki came down, identified the Duke, and he was
5,;hmgdi&w1y set at liberty, after having been in durance

;\ Thursday till Sunday. He was in a violent passion,
not, he said, so much on his own account as the Lady’s,

! Brother of Queen Caroline, born 1771. Killed two years later
at Quatre Bras.
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whose character he feared would not be mended by this
little exploit. He offered to tell Mr J. who she was but he
declined knowing. He wanted very much to punish his

tors, and Mr J. had some difficulty in persuading
him that could not be done in England, as he ought to have
had his passport. This anecdote will not help the respect
in which John Bull considers sovereign Princes at present. . . .

Jessie Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedguood.
Duzwicn, July 3lst [1813].

Many boxes' have gone to Etruria since I received
your letter, my own Elizabeth, and in many have I promised
to put in my answer, and my thanks; but I have been
very dissipated and consequently very idle. I have found
out that taking one’s pleasure, usually called idleness, is
the busiest thing in the world. After next Tuesday, when
we mean to exhibit in a grand breakfast, much against my
own inclination, we shall lay up in Dulwich quietly for the
remainder of the summer.

On Thursday I went to K.ltty [Mackintosh]'s, to be
ready for her evening party, which did not turn out as
pleasant as might have been expected from the excellent
company assembled there; indeed I thought it very dull,
but publish not this in Gath, neither proclaim it in the
streets of Askalon, for behold la Baronne de Staél was
there, Lord Byron, the poet Rogers, wicked Ward,® his
enemy who reviewed him in the Quarterly, and whom he
hates most cordially, and divers others of inferior nom
This was the first of Mackintosh’s Staéli
and it was a complete failure. Mme de Staél came mto
the room very much out of spirits, and as she was the
principal person, it of course threw a damp over the listeners;

1
e g e o v e

2 William Ward, third Viscount Dudley. It was upon him that
Rogers made the epigram:

Ho Tos € harbne gt e opsoobe oy T
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"«ﬁ hardly said anything at first, and Mack’s efforts to
{ £ X her to her noble self were excellent, but almost
v;g from the silence with which they were received.
* de Staél would not, as before, it still and converse
Mackintosh, but was pursuing Lord Byron, who was
mmnlly escaping from her; and then she had recourse
i, 'ﬁ&ﬁ ‘Ward, but still standing or walking about like one
~ uneasy. The Swedish Ambassador, the Count de Palema,
Md-u there, with whom she talked a httle but nothing
| worth ding except a ch speech of
i Lord Byron’s. He said he was going to Athens, and from
/he to Persia and India, and asked Mack for letters to
* Rich? at Bagdad. Mme de Staél affected to believe he was
Mh earnest, that he could not seriously mean to leave
~ England, and proposed to him the misery of “ finding him-
self alone, abandoned and dying in a distant land.” * One
 sufficiently fatigned with one’s friends during life, I
uld find it hard to be bored with them in death also.”
iy Ah ! my Lord, you are happy, you have felt the happiness
; ‘w entouré, moi je crains d’étre abandonnée.”” The con-
'Mm was in French and her answer sounded more
A \mmlmmkoh T wish I was a better French
W Lord Byron is an interesting looking person, pale
d strong lines. When he speaks, contrary to other
ple’s, his countenance takes a much severer expression;
 does not look ill-natured till he speaks. Mr Rogers was
humour at meeting Ward, and went off almost imme-
, and Ward was sneering at everybody and every-
8 munpt others at Campbell’s “ Pleasures of Hope.”
. was to have been there but was prevented by a
d’s visit. Mme de Stadl brought her daughter to
’s, which is reckoned a great mark of distinction. She
© s rather pretty, very modest, and very silent. I en-
~ deavoured to make her talk, but did not succeed very
‘capitally. The party broke up at half-past twelve, and the
general feeling must have been that it was a dull one.

! Claudius Rich, a remarkable orientalist, married Mary, Mackin-
tosl’s second daughter by his first wife.
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You will be surprised to hear that I have quite a dread
of Tuesday, and heartily wish it over. Mackintosh invited
all these people to breakfast with us without consulting us,
and without considering that we have not room for half of
those he has asked. On my return from Letitia [Knox]'s
I found I had to provide room and a breakfast for Mme de
Stadl, her son and daughter, Campbell and his wife, Mrs
Graham, Sharp, Mack and his wife, George Newnham and
Baugh, the only two I have invited. We shall be altogether
a party of fourteen, our little room only holds eight. 1 was
therefore obliged to borrow Baugh's room at the College.
Mackintosh us an i pleasure, and I dare
not tell him how very far from one it is to me, or he would
accuse me of a brutal disregard of genius. The fact is, 1
have very little pleasure in their company; after all, they
put forth their best in writing. 1 would much rather read
their works; that is surer than their society, which fails in
giving one pleasure at least 6 times for once that it succeeds,
and then is seldom equal to one’s expectation. Oh! how
far preferable a friendly visit would be. If a detachment
from Etruria only were coming, with what a far happier,
lighter heart I should prepare for them! I foresee that
Talleyrand will not be the only one “si fatigué d’esprit.”
There are a few already that venture to laugh, one or two
that acknowledge she tires them, and some that prophesy
that in the long run Mme de Staél would be tiresome; so
that I think she will be likely to visit Athens sooner than
she intended.

When I was at Letitia’s I went with her to call on
Catalani,' and was excessively pleased with her. She had
ﬁmelndonos:ﬂled u”’—lm&'. rld has ever seen. Ehhis
LT TR PRI e e

treble line. She was & sim)

gave -w:{: great of w] ﬂ:m«l. Itis mﬁoood M

il u ooo !h in England 805 to

1813, u\d .psn M; h\ubmd‘l mother
b C‘ hen  singing

aﬂeo hhnl
"God save tbe lﬂng" at & Festival in
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visit from a set of Custom-House officers, informa-
been laid that she had contraband goods, and
o 80 animated an account of the whole scene that it
ite a beautiful piece of acting. There is something
quite charming about her, so much sensibility and a
té s0 unafiected.

 glad the rides about Etruria are so much prettier
What tho’ it is not so delightful a place
; dear Maer, 1 have no doubt you will be as happy
happiness is like heaven, more a state than a
we. 1 have given you such a dose as to completely tire
, which I do not fear doing you.
my dear Elizabeth, I am ever her affectionate
JEsSIE ALLEN.

e Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
Durwich, November 22 [1813].

ol mlhape,hawexulhntymgﬁmm,wd
we were, but I must repeat it for my own
You shock me, tho’, by paying the carriage.
your presents extravagant to yourself, and what
after all they would be to us and leave their
on their heads. We are going to feast on your
to-day. . . . I suppose you have heard the gener-
active kindness of the Warden' towards Baugh
nndauﬁnginhhabsenue,thnphnotmhllng
mn’ymdretunhuplueutthe(}olkge
1 Ann(lﬂl—lu!).wﬂlhlon conmeetion with
1o relation to
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Sara came here on Friday to dinner, having spent a
day in George Street in her way, one of the few luckily
that Mackintosh was at home. She is to see Mme de Staél
either next Saturday or Sunday at Mackintosh’s. He
gave her so kind a reception and was so agreeable as to
send her to us in high spirits. I wish her visit may turn
out well for her, but I think we were bold to ask her, yet if
she can see Mme de Staél once or twice she would put up
with much.

Fanny [Allen] ought to have written to you. She has
been staying a fortnight lately at the seat of intellect, but
she has brought us home very little. Mackintosh does not
seem much better, and I am afraid will not be well enough
to cut a figure in Paliament this Session, or do anything
but chat with the old Dowagers. Lady Holland and
Mme de Staél bave entered the lists together and divide the
prize, and terribly does he lose his precious time between
them. I wish the latter had remained longer with the
Crown Prince.! Fanny went to a party at her house but
heard more music than conversation, but Mme de Staél
talked to her, and seemed at last to know her, and said
she was very pretty.

T have just been reading Anne Caldwell’s? play and am
delighted with it. It has infinitely surpassed my expecta-
tions. She is a person of extraordinary genius I think.
The poetry is really beautiful. I hardly ever read anything
that filled my mind with more poetic images; the scenery
is exquisite, and there is a warmth, a purity and delicacy
in the sentiment I have scarcely ever met with, and that is
very delightful. The songs are excessively pretty. I want
to read again Miss Baillie’s® “ Hope,” which I thought the
prettiest of her compositions, yet, from memory, I doubt if
Anne’s is not a more delightful thing. This would rank
Anne very high in genius, as Miss Baillie was ranked by
Mackintosh, when in Tndia, as the third greatest living

1 Bemadotto became Crown Prince of Sweden in 1810,

ards Mrs Marsh, author of Two Old Men's Tdﬂ ete.

e Baille, who had then a great reputation, best known by

her Plays on the Passions.
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genius. Mme de Scael and Goethe the German were the
two others. Extr 'y, that in a classi ion of this
“gort by such a judge as Mack, two of the three should
have been women. I shall, T think, let Campbell see
Anne’s play if I find it succeeds with Mackintosh. Fan
read it aloud on Sunday evening, and Baugh was as much
delighted with it as I am. Dr Holland' has not yet
yecovered from the effects of his Icelandic tour to have
been so cold about it. Will men never be just to women ?
If they have dabbled themselves in ink the least in the
world, the thing is impossible. . . .

Myrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.

‘Mx DEAR Euvma, ParkrFrerps, Nov. 27 (18131
Nothing can be more delightful than the present

course of events, public and private, a post is quite flat now
ﬂhdﬂaﬂ not bring news of a revolution.2
~ Give my kind love to Sarah and thank her for her letter.
Ib the pleasing uncertainty in which her mind was when
she wrote to me, I cannot guess whether she will be glad
U sorry to hear that we have left the Church-going Clause
our Articles,® but so it is, and I make no doubt but she
be resigned either way. Tell her also that we like all
her alterations exceedingly and think all she has done
hﬁm‘ms, and what is more, Miss Morgan thinks so too.

must feel very happy after all her trouble to be out

bother of the Club just now.
® are all come here (dovelies* also) to stay till Tuesday.

Holland, mentioned ﬂetﬁmmﬂy in these letters was a second
n of the W ither was Poter
surgeon, of Knm‘.sford (the * Cranford F “of Mrs, Gaskell's
). Dr Holland, afterwards Sir Henry Holland, became a
ar London doctor, and was made Phiumun to Queen Victoria.
first Emma Caldwell, of the Linley Wood family, and
ards Saba, daughter of Sydney Smith.
Wemnponu army entered France 7 Oct., 1813, and the battle
d‘ldpwwuio sht; m.hwl th Oct.
Referring to ‘:ﬁ Prudent Man’s Friend Society,” see
w‘The lnruly name for the two little girls Fanny and Emmn
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On Thursday we go to Linley to stay till Saturday and I
have issued cards for a grand dinner on the 7th.

Jessie’s praise of Anne Caldwell’s play is a very striking
contrast to Dr Holland’s frigid approbation. I have not
read it yet, but I shall feel much interest to know what the
judges with you say of it. . ..

Jessie Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
GREAT GEORGE STREET, WEDNESDAY [29 Dec. 1813].

. . . On Monday Mackintosh, Fanny [Allen] and T dined
with the Bosanquets. We had a pleasant day, but owing
to Mackintosh, whom I never saw more excellent. He
happened to be well and in good spirits. There was no one
particular to excite him; Mr Hallam® was the best man
after himself, but was better in what he drew from M. than
what he produced himself. For once the conversation was
general at that house, and well it was for me, as Mr Puller
would have been my mate, had Mrs Bos, as is usual with
her, made it a St Valentine’s Day. The fog was so thick
we were almost obliged to feel our way home. Tt took us
above an hour to make the transit, but Mackintosh was as
agreeable as it was possible to be, amidst the variety of
cautions he was giving John to take care of us.

Yesterday, Tuesday, we dined at the George Freres,
and had a pleasant day amidst a party we did not know,
and of no note, but more men than women Iuckily, and for
the most part sensible and unpretending. Mackintosh
dined with Ward. We took him up in our way back and
passed another very agreeable hour or two in the streets
with him, the fog worse than before. He had a most
brilliant party at Ward’s, but the conversation was not

1 The Caldwells’ house, Linley Wood near Talk o’ th’ Hill.

H Hallam (1777~l§69), known as a scholar and
Edmben;{ Reviewer. - He had not yet bronght oul: ﬂo book which
hmhmeuan s Ages. His

histo the I
son was the “ A. H. H.” of In Memoriam, through whom the name
must live, whatever posterity may think of the father's books.
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to the company; he was not well and did not himself
t, and it was evident the [Bosanquet dinner] had
‘more agreeable to him, tho’ he would never own it.
16 de Staél, Brougham, Lord Byron, Sharp, and some
e ofnotverymfermr note were thapuby Mack
ized almost affecti , and the
Mmedesmélweminrbetterfnendsthmware
d. They talked chiefly to each other so that
m, I suppose, is entirely softened to her. He and
stand almost alone in not admiring her book.!
e two powerful oppositions, but I do not believe the
n w it gains much in numbers.
kintosh went y y to the Stafford:
nd, with the Staéls. Hedoea not return till to-
He received a very kind and approving letter from
Lord G. writes immediately

y pleases Mackintosh. He felt a good deal the
’s attack on Sunday in the critique on Grattan,
b nothing could be better timed than Lord Grey’s
How unfit for public life M. is. His unresenting
lays him open to every coward. I wish he had the
of Diogenes to lay about him a little. Brougham
nented him on his speech and expressed sorrow,
some feeling, on his illness. Mackintosh is convinced
not the writer of those parliamentary critiques in the
iner, and is much pleased to believe he is not; it is
good a writer is not known. Mackintosh goes to

Holland has sent him two invitations since yester-

he dines I believe to-day with the Duchess of Devon-

. T cannot endure that thesé old Jesabels should make
‘a property of him. How he wastes his strength and

ﬁlﬁmangnthm!

1 De I'Allemagne.
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Mme de Staél loses some considerable property in the
Ttalian funds; she says that peace is her death-warrant,
but she is reconciled that it should be for the sake of Europe.
She will, I imagine, find it difficult to live in London even
tho’ her income did not diminish. M. found her in tears
on Tuesday on account of her pecuniary losses. Have you
heard that old Edgeworth is enraged with the reception
that Mme de Staél receives, and says it renders valueless
what the “ pure Maria Edgeworth ” received ? 1f Mme de
Staél hears this she will not, as she intended, go to Edge-
worthstown in her tour through Ireland; and that she will
hear it, there is no doubt, as she has very ready ears. . . .

Emma Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

DEAREST BEssy, Duvrwics, Febry. 10th [1814].
In spite of my most earnest entreaty that you would
spare your eyes and time and not spend them, most precious
uthaym,mmym,hmmﬂwgown‘amvedmd
such a beauty. I thought I should never cease to admire
it. You have so far surpassed Fanny’s in taste and ele-
gance that I may avoid wearing it the same time, in mercy
to hers, for she agrees with me in admiring it far beyond
her own, and hers is a taste you do not despise. What
pains it must have cost you ! I had no idea you could have
made it so beautiful. However they have not been spent
only in making me smart, for I feel there is something
delightful in possessing the work of a loved hand.

Fanny had one delightful day at George Street. Sharp
and Wishaw dined there and Mme de Staél, and Miss Berry*
came in the evening. Madame talked of herself and her
works in the most open way and the whole party declared

* Readers of one sex may care to know that it was black, with
umwphg“r;ork

green leaves.
ey
H. called m ivs; cfibradl & i ary,

settled them
.l Little Stnwbml{m in order to have r.lnm always near, and left
‘Thouse M~000 apiece.
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ad never seen her more delightful. She said she
never write another novel because she could never
the passion of love, and it was necessary for her
foel the passion she described. There was one thing
IloQooplyrepentodhvhgwmmn that on divorce
On Saturday the Staéls again dined with the
es and Payne-Knight! Both Jessie and Fanny
n present, but they were far from enjoying it, the
such a curious scene of blunder of the servants,
nagement and under-directions from Kitty, who
much occupied with her bad dinner to promote
ation or have any time for it. Theovenmgolﬂuﬁ

the time-being there was not much pleasure in the
They were however much taken with Lady Lans-
Mmymuhmcmummm,mdmwt
0 very agreeable in spite of his bad countenance

sketch what she has been seeing and will soon
o you.
osh is going on with his month’s confinement
ing parties out of his own house, and he thinks
‘the better for it. Kitty is coming down here
and has invited me to return with her to be
t & party at Mrs Warren’s on Saturday, but I do
1 shall go; it is not worth the trouble. Since I
half my pleasure in Mackintosh’s company I feel
disposed to go to George Street without Jessie’s
support, for he is always so glad to see them
with them secures me a kind welcome also; but
es think I am perhaps doing foolishly in not
ociety which is often o excellent, and, which when
ontoﬂhanyoi.lmyugnt
the prospect for our going abroad appears so

hﬂbegunmhmnlpmtlhlhn,hutulmw
famous olassical archmologist, collector of gems, eto.




48 A Century of Family Letlers [cmar. 1
unfortunately slow in everything, I am afraid if I dissipate
myself with going often to town I shall never accomplish
my task.

It is almost a week since I have seen Baugh. He left my
precious gown here yesterday but we were out when he
called. Nothing can be more brisk than the correspond-
ence between him and Mrs W.! He has sometimes letters
from her twice a week; such mad rhapsody about Mme de
Staél I never read, but it is design not feeling that pro-
duces it. She puts engines to work to get intimate with
Madame, and I have no doubt she will succeed. I believe
Baugh’s gossip to her has been the cause of bringing
Mackintosh and Longman into a scrape with Mme D’Arblay.
She wrote a hurt and angry letter to her bookseller for
having shewn the proof-sheets of her book to Mackintosh
and Mme de Staél. That he had done so she had had

from undoubted authority. That authority I suspect was
Mrs Waddington’s, derived from Baugh, but I hope Mack
will not know what a gossip he is. . . .

Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
Durwics, March 11 [1814].
. I am afraid Anne [Caldwell] has now no chance or a
very little one of receiving a note from the Baroness. .
Mackintosh is so good-natured, that I have no doubt lf we
were to suggest it to him again, he would get Mme de Staél
to write a note again, or more properly compleat her inten-
tion, but I doubt if it is wise for Anne’s sake; I have never
known any good from thus laying trains for pruse or
li ; it turns show or other to i
the end. Mme de Staél’s compliment will be in return lor
Anne’s praise, and she will think no more about her, as she
has heard nothing of Anne to interest her except that she
is her adorer, and Mack told her she was a clever girl in

ldd.l?”n, Madame dArhhy 's “ beautiful l{lll Port.“
fnd -niece Baroness d¢

Delaney and mother of Frances,
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‘to make the praise more palatable. If Mme de S.
‘write her a little billet from her own impulse it
_be invaluable, but when it is prompted it is nothing
‘would rather not receive it—it is like the Magician
 Arabisn Nights’ Entertainments who paid for what
in beautiful new coin, but when it was looked at
was leaves clipped round in the shape of money

‘went last Friday with Kitty to one of Mme de
grand parties, it was very full, and more Stars there
ou have had any night this fortnight. Jessie met

mdthaboﬁono!thnbbudﬂmynpmhlk
but this is nonsense. Lord Glenbervie told Miss
‘that he saw Lady Mackintosh at Mme de Staél’s
Mhlmmhum ‘This suffices to show

leofmvaubhbohduleds

Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Dunwics, March 24th [1814).

see. I am delighted it bas given her so much
and that it should come at a time when it was so
lpot. He lived for some time at or near Dulwich.

nuu, a Italian officer, whose
Stadl had mads some years before.

known after
forty-five

‘was not
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acceptable. She says: “ You would have been pleased if
you had seen the ray of pleasure that Mme de Staél’s note
threw upon yesterday’s gloomy evening—I had the delight
of reading it to my father.” T wish there was any chance
of her being in town this spring. She would then be
introduced to her Goddess and Mack would remind Mme
de Staél to say something to the clever Miss Caldwell
which would place Anne in heaven. I had the note from
Mack a week ago, but I did not like to send it imme-
diately on the account of Genl. Skerritt’s being wounded.
I am rejoiced it arrived at such an d propos time as it seems
to have done.

Baugh'’s affairs are, I am afraid, going on very ill, that
is to say there is very little chance of success. Everybody
seemed to be too sanguine at first. I wish they may have
fallen into the contrary extreme. Lady Holland will be as
much vexed as Baugh almost, at the failure, as it may
prevent Dr Allen’s attending her abroad next winter. She
asked Kitty with great anxiety if Baugh meant to marry in
case of the Bill not passing and then asked a very strange
question, whether it was an engagement from affection ?—
this to me sounds very impertinent. The Wanderer* is to
be out on Monday. It is the most interesting novel I
ever read. That Arch Jezebel Lady Holland has stood in
our way to-day again, in having the 5 vols. Mackintosh
sent it there before Kitty could lay hands on it. We have
not heard anything of Lord Byron’s match which you
mention from Staffordshire. He called at M.’s yesterday.
You have heard that it was Mackintosh who wrote that
letter in his favour in the Morning Chronicle.® Lord Byron
knows from whence it came and is so thankful, he does not
know how sufficiently to express his thanks. This is a
secret, as ’tis called. . . .

‘ By MldlmB d’Axbl h
i a ﬁ’;n line, writion m ;g;mpm i wﬁ s
on the inability of t.he Whlgn to form a Clblnat prs sl B

e lines were the cause of vehement attacks in the Government
papers.
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CHAPTER 1V
MAER
h olﬂdt-ldlonﬁwd‘wood— picnic at Trentham
Caldwell's picture of life at Maer—Emma Darwin's
seventy-two years later—Emma’s childhood.

h.nthemﬂxuhfamwhwhtbamnpotAﬂsm
ofEmmn
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quite iled by mines and manufactories. My father
mﬁoum Autobiography : ““ In the summer the whole

of reminiscence, as recalled past, and told how
nothing else was ever like it—what good talk there was,
not the mere personal gossip which such family talk is apt
to become, and how delightfully Charlotte sang, the elder
cousin for whom he had a boy’s adoration.

The household at Maer was kept up without any display,
but there was every comfort that an ordinary squire’s
household would have at the time. The garden was the
special province of Elizabeth, the eldest daughter. A
number of horses were kept, chiefly for riding. These
:;:ommedou:;lo inthas;nmmeru:fdukmnpl;

y were wanted, but apparently ¢ no_pair of
mgehmhthu&uﬁmp,ﬂwbmthehrge




From drawing by Charlotte Wedgwood
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s sister, was a long day’s ride of some twenty miles,
g the visits between the two houses were frequent.

brother-in-law. Mrs Darwin died i in 1817, and is seldom
‘mentioned. Emma Allen wrote, *“Mrs Darwin remains
ua few days longer. I like her exceedingly but not
children [aged 5 and 3], who are more rude and dis-

than any I ever knew, u.nd yet they are better

ﬂun ﬁlmy were at Shreweh he Caldwells of
appear wntmually on the scene. Anne

v hhe eldest daughter, became well known in

i life as the author of Two Old Men’s Tales, and other

putnre of Maer given in the old letters makes one
that few homes could have been happier, or better
m develop a fine character. There was no idleness,
no bustle or hurry, and an atmosphere of peace and
ity. The family were all readers, and they all loved
and its beauty.
wing is an account by Anne Caldwell of one of
Smith’s visits to Maer: “ It was his custom to stroll
the room in which we were sitting, and which was
‘with books, ﬁnkmg down one lot after another, some-
reading or quoting aloud, sometimes discussing any
ot that arose. He took down a sort of record of those
who had hved to a great age. ‘A record of little
‘as to live lmger than other
p omhard.lybe the desire of any one.’ ‘It is not so
;"‘ the longevity,’ he answered, ‘ that is valued as the
 origin build and constitution, that condition of health
ne habit of life which not only leads to L'mgevmy, but
1 enjoyable while it lasts, thnt renders the subject
worth enquiry.’” ‘You must preach, Mr
nud Mrs Wedgwood (it was Sutmdny) ‘We
go and try the pulpit then,’ said he, ‘to see if it
me.’ So to the church we walked, and how he
us by his droll way of ‘trying the pulpit’ as he
d it.”
he famxly were zea-lons in all efforts to help their poorer
b ﬁ)«:ml being often spoken of as
0 kmghersel(byu shed‘;diorthem Emma Allen,
saying that she should not be afraid of taking charge
her other nieces and making them happy, wrote to Bessy
19, 1814), “ About a child of yours I could not hn.ve

1 A Group of Englishmen, by Miss Meteyard, p. 388.
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the same feelings, because, dearly as I love them, I should
dread to take them from the home they are blessed with,
happy creatures !’

When they were oontem tmg moving to BEtruria
from motives of economy, Elizabeth wrote to her father
(Sept. 1812): “ Mamma does not at all, I think, let the
thoughts of leaving Maer harass her; she is in excellent
spirits; and as for us, you and mamma make us so happy
t twhemwehvewﬂlmgmfyveryhmaf.o us.”

The children of Josiah Wedgwood inherited their share
of the good gualiﬁes of thairfnther and mother, and especi-
ally a y of Elizabeth Wedg-
wood, the eldest child, was one of the most unselfish women
that ever lived. She suffered from a curvature of the spine,!
but in spite of this disability was vigorous, healthy, and
full of energy till extreme old age. She had many tastes
and pursuits, but was above &ll active in works of kmdness
and help.

Josmh the eldest son, often called Joe to dis him

from his father, w&s considered to be like his uncle Tom in
face. He had wit fenaml h:owledge, but he m]mnt.ed
his father’s silence and gravity. His mother wrote (A )3
1821) of his behaviour at a London dinner-party:
Joe was looking very genteel and complacent, but: 1 hmd
no sound.” He lived at Maer and was his father’s partner,
riding in regularly to the Pottery Works at Etruria. He
was not a keen sportsman, but was a bold rider to hounds.

Jessie Allen wrote in 1815, when he was abroad with their
party: “I trust you will have no occasion for any uneasiness
in your Joe, he seems quite recovered. You should not
yourself watch him with more anxious tenderness than I
will on the journey, and I think an Italian winter will be of
great service to him. That he has not a strong constitution
is the only drawback you have to the most entire satisfac-
tion in him. Not only I, but John and Mrs Allen, and all
our party, think him matchless as o young man; such good
taste, natural gentility, grace, good sense, and sweet tem;
we have never before seen combined in one person. He
reminds us exceedingly of his uncle Tom, without his fas-
tidiousness. His manners I think are quite charming, and
so does Lady Davy. Mackintosh says he sees no fault in
him whatever but being too spiritless for youth.”

1 T have heen told that one remedy tried was whipping her back
with nettles. i
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X ﬂhk%uhhh mother [Oct. 30, lsrl:ll: ‘;MI,

n mowgntlfymgmmfomew 1]
yaugveolmy.!oe,mdwbuuﬁ!nllydnwntoo
Iread it er, and sat up after the rest had gone
ltlgﬂn, feltth:htwuomofthoweetdrcpu
of one's children when it is

e, and baving “always bem afraid ‘marring
by any admonition on that subject,
while that it is the manners that excite

Fielding, of whom she took lessons.
voice of great flexibility, and my
ing her na shake was. i She
clear soprano, sang duets
“Ihad a sion of compli-

ing , eno| last them for the
:"‘E;',% By

wrote from Paris
thk,lndllsm—

hins

catalogue which he decidedly ht to buy. “Tut,
nidthodootor “butvbatui'. *“ Why a *ditto
d,’ for you know how much you hate writing

wmolhmbnuc‘mbﬁd@ The
n College posted

bllovnngnnﬁoa “The classical lectures for the current
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term will be on the EalynofJnvenAl Harry put up the
fullawmgu.n erneat]
Satyr of old was a Satyr of note,
Withﬂwhudof. an and the nflGolt,

Bntmsaeyr Jesus does these
‘With the Shmhd.shupmdmmolmm

He published a delightful child’s story illustrated by
hmnel}) The Bird-Talisman. In her old my mother had
1trupnpcedwuwpremvextfmbh9 ly, where it is

woredsundilyuthsl’obtenashllqm&oddlgc
He was as absolutely unselfoccupied as man could be,

stoical in its simplicity.

Hensleigh was a high Wrangler and Fellow of Christ’s.
He was well known as a philologist and was author of the
Dictionary of English Etymology and other works.

At the end of this large family of brothers and sisters
came two little girls, Frances, born 1806, and Emma, born
May 2nd, 1808, when her mother was 44 years old.
$wo children formed an inseparable pair, and were tha
of the family. The “ Doveleys” is th name by wi
they are known in many of the letters. Their mother wmte
from Creuellg 25 Aug., 1812, “ I am glad that the Doveleys

are good and agreeable. Theirs are the only pretensions
Ilike.” Anhedahoitheiollowmgleﬁerl‘annymd]immn
were seven and five years

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood ta her sister Emma Allen.
Ernumnia, July 15th, 1813,
.. ..Iam so deeply in debt to you all, dear girls, for
your agreeable letters and pleasant details of all you have
done, are doing, and are going to do, that I don’t know
where to begin, but I hnvemuln.begmnmgmmtolhcw
1 Mr Tuckwell in his Recollections ford has erroneously
History.

attributed this ekit to Dr Nares, Oxford g«%; oi Modern
On hdﬁmi, an unpopular examiner, Harry wro

say that men pluck in B‘hd.!ord Fen,
Bntyherz we see & SE mfm ‘men.”
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}:-"goodwﬂl,thnnwiﬁhmyexpemﬁonotﬁniﬂ\ingmy
letter for to-night’s post, being now waiting for the carriage
‘to take myself and my eight children to pay a visit to the
‘amiable Griffin,' who was rash enough last Sunday to
- ask us and even to insist upon having the Doveleys of the
_" . We are now going to set out as many as we can
- cram in the Gimerack, and the boys upon the ponies.

. Friday.—We went according to promise, and were
 particularly lucky in having the finest day that ever was
seen. Joe was treacherous and did not go, but I went
‘with my eight children. It always makes a scheme so flat
‘when any of the guests secede that I did not go with any
- very lively expectations, and these were still further quelled

~ when I saw our party. The Miss Griffins, utter strangers,
~ aml Mr Ralph Sneyd of Keel, who I thought would be
, Wh too fine to bear the company of an old mother and

ght children. However I must do the latter the justice
say, he bore it very well, and he seemed to partake so
of the good humour of our host, that the party
off extremely well. The two sisters were conversable,
. rather agreeable; we sat down to an excellent cold
~ dinner at two, and a dessert of the best grapes and a pro-
 fusion of strawberries and cream which were much relished.
Y on after dinner we went into Trentham Park, where we
C a very good boat moored, into which we all went,
nd Mr Sneyd and R. Griffin rowed us while Joe steered.

amused ourselves on the water and in the grounds ill
was time to return to tea. We had a good deal of literary

{ ion, as Mr Sneyd has a very pretty smattering of
topics and a good deal of taste, though a little
oted, and Griffin has great aspirations after the same.
‘e made some attempts at singing, which was the worst
of the entertainment, as my girls are so stupid they
~ cannot sing without music, and after making two or three
- abortive attempts were forced to give it up. The two little

girls were in silent enjoyment, very grave, and very demure
all day, but they were very happy while running about the
1 A Mr. Griffinhoof, living near Trentham Park.
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park. We came away about 8 o’clock, Harry and Frank
riding the ponies driving and tearing all the way,and the
rest of us in the landelet.

We spent Sunday at Maer, taking cold meat, and 1
never saw it look so pretty. There was a profusion of
roses in blow and there was a wildness about it that I
thought was very delightful. We drank tea with Mrs Har-
ding, which I had rather not have done as I wanted to
spend more time at Maer, but she was so pressing we could
not resist. We liked our Sunday so much that we think of

going again next Sunday.

Jessie Allen, commenting on this account, sends  a very
tender kiss to the Doveleys, the tenderest to Emma, but do
not tell her so. How much I should have liked to see her
little prim face on the water.”

Fanny Allen wrote to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood
(Oct. 11, 1813): ““Sarah gives an excellent report of the
poetical taste of little Emma. T hope this will grow on her.
1Is she not the first of you that has read through Paradise
Lost? You must not let this be a reproach to you any
longer now Emma has set you the example.” My mother
told us how when she was only five, she Paradjse
Lost, but soon asked her mother to finish it for her, and how
nice it was of her mother not to refuse.

Little more is to be gleaned of her early childhood.
In January, 1816, when she was nearly eight years old, her
mother told how the two little girls were to pay a visit
alone, “ at which they are much pleased, and the more so
because they are to go by themselves as we can’t
Mary, and they bridle not a little at the idea of dressing
and doing for th lves.” Sarah dgwood wrote to
Jessie Allen (Feb. 26, 1817): “ Little Emma continues to
be the sweetest little girl in the world. The whooping-
cough makes her more sweet and gentle than ever. T find
that she retains that first that she has ever held in that
part of my affections which are devoted to children. As
Mr Wordsworth divides his poems into * poems referring to
the period of childhood,’ ditto to old age, etc., why may not
1 my affections ?*

A pleasant account of the Maer family life three years
later, when Emma was eleven years old, is given in a journal
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by Emma Caldwell. My mother’s comment is added,
n seventy-two years later to her niece Julia Wedg-
(always called “Snow’).

Jrom a Journal of Emma Caldwell, afterwards
Mrs Henry Holland.

ly 7, 1819.—My Aunt took me to Maer.
Emma Allen, Charlotte, with Caroline [Darwin] came

pleasant ride indeed. Harry agreeable—I do like
1 eagy to talk to for my own pleasure, even though

7 may not be as agreeable as another could be if
out what is treasured up.!—Sailed and rowed in the

Mr Wicksted® and Ellen Tollet called. We had
isk gale and gallant sail round the pool.
abeth, Harry, Emma and I rode to Hanchurch
Swinnerton Park. Delightful day, and very
Mama fetched me home.
r saw anything pleasanter than the ways of going
this family, and one reason is the freedom of speech
every subject; there is no difference in politics or

upon any subject where they feel inclined. As
are said from party or prejudice, there is no
in discussing opinions. T believe this could not
case if there was a decided difference of party prin-
e in the members of a family. It is greatly desirable

of the intell (B most imp d by
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pre-eminent quality. It is one of the most important, and
in the end will promote more of their own and others
happiness than any other quahty The moral quality
most d by their ed )! which
combined with good sense, gives nll that education can
give. The two little girls ate happy, gay, amiable, sensible,
and though not particularly energetic in learning, yet will
acquire all that is necessary by their steady perseverance.
They have ﬁ-oedom in their actions in this house as well as
in their principl Doors and winds stand open, you
are nowhere in oonﬁnemant you may do as you like; you
are swrrounded by books that all look most tempting to
read; you will always find some pleasant topic of conver-
sation, or may start one, as all things are talked of in the
general family. All this sounds and is delightful.

Emma Darwin to her wiece Julia Wedgwood.

My pEAR SNow, Autumn, 1891,

I cannot tell you what vivid pleasure this [journal]
has given me, if only in putting me in mind of that ride;
which was a great honour to a little girl, of course. I
remember my wonder at Emma [Caldwell] being able to
force herself (she was very tall and not slender) into Eliz’s
habit, and I wonder what Eliz herself could have worn,
some make-shift I suppose. I remember Harry’s high
spirits and the short gallops we took up the little pitches of
the pretty wood we were skirting. It is clear that Jos
excited some interest in her mind.

I doubt whether common sense can be learnt by educa-
tion; no doubt it may be improved. There would be no
liberty at Linley Wood while Mr Caldwell was in the room.
He was a high Tory, and I have no doubt those clever
daughters had all sorts of Liberal crotchets. Mrs Caldwell
was genial and delightful. There was the same want of
liberty at Shrewsbury whenever Dr Darwin was in the
room; but then he was genial and sympathetic, only nobody
must go on about their own talk.



JOSIAH WEDGWOOD

of Maer Hall, Staffordshire






age is the
a mpmductmn is ngen),
ge, but it was not

uehﬂdhood must have been a most happy one
the gentle, wise rule of her mother. Elizabeth and

er told me they had a hnie ine til
1 think, and then nothing n.tn]lhzdniorﬂ:emﬁ
the day, no preparations or work of any kind! T often
how different this training is from that of the modern

% This does not quite agree with their aunt Emma Allen’s account
in 1819, but it is my distinet memory of what my mother said.
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child; and judged by results it does not lose in comparison.
l-houlddlomugme that this freedom for hours every day
—to read, to think, andmnmmhma\!—mmhvagxuuy
added to the of Emma’
and way of thinking. Itmoertunl the fact that all the
sisters wue well aduuted women. udm‘lg any modern
standard. Ttalian, and
i ”"‘%"3".?“" x'Zf.Z'Tn“’.ﬁ’ e
luve been m uire a of i
should add '.hntl qmenn such ulhww as one

vonlderpocbwﬁndmacn!nv- kept
ymeo!boohreod and the umoutedNow
(now in my p their industry.

Emma’s lwriting, which did not change much in all
her eighty-eight years of life, was, e % , calm,
tly She did not write quickly, but
withdmm;wadypmwhinsgegotomlbgmtmmf
eisurely waj was caj e

o 1 archer; and she

rode, d.lnoed and skated. Shodnw a lime thangh she said
S plape dshehtutty on the pane Ul the sty end o hee

e e] on o e very er
maphsged “smas fine touch and played always
with intelligence an dmphdty But she could endure
nothing ® were ocea~
sionally under her m.tment aomewht too “allagm
There was always vigour and apint but not passion—in
fact her ehm shewed itself in he tﬂ.’:f She was
;e;xeeﬂmtnnderofmudc,x:m o o:ﬂhofm

over new things, aj some, but not all,

more modern kin Sig lessons from Moscheles and
a few from Chapm‘ Bntlhetold me she did not think
she had ever practised more than an hour a
whole life. Unless, however, she was ill, she
n.dAy withoutphyhxgﬂm‘ her own entertainment, if it was
only for ten minutes. It is remarkable, however, that she
should have attained such excellence with so small an
expenditure of trouble.

1 uymhuomnummnwmmhn«lhmmoutml
translating & lnnhnoe lur him in German, a non-scientific German
would generally also

5
g
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CHAPTER V
18141815

hoarded up in it. It was a joint concern and
ensleigh for what purpose. I don’t like to tell.”
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‘boys will think, that we wish to coax him.” “I don’t think
any way of spending your money can be more proper than
shewing your gratitude, therefore if you will trust me with
the guinea I will execute the commission for you.” We
had then a consultation about the taste of the writing
master, and it was agreed that as he was fond of poetry,
unless we found something better, which would not be very
easy, we were to get a volume of Lord Byron’s poems. If
this is twaddling pray excuse it.

And now to tell yon my opinion of the Corsair. I think
it beautiful beyond all his other works. The last canto
is full of beauties. What a genius he is! Like Shake-
spear, the commonest stories become gold under his hands,
but I don’t like the dedication, it is very affected. I don’t
believe the pretence he makes of not caring for the opinions
of those who are unknown to him, and 1 should think
worse of him if T did. Who can sincerely despise the
opinions of his fellow-men ? and what affectation to pretend
to do so if he does not, and this from a man, too, who was
driven half mad by the castigation of the Edinburgh
Review.

1 received dear Emma [Allen]'s letter when I was at
Parkfields, and I am charmed to hear she liked the black
gown. T thought myself the chenille was a bright thought
to enliven the insupportable monotony of my green leaves.
As for the trimming of the body, it is in the hands of fate
and Charlotte, so T have no responsibility about it.

They have had a ball at Caroline [Drewe]’s, where among
a number of pretty girls, Emma Caldwell was pronounced
the fairest. Sally has got half a lover, but a great beauty
has got the other half, so except upon musical evenings
Sally is ill off, but then she is altogether triumphant, and
then the beauty is in despair. Joe writes very pleasant
letters from Edinburgh. He mixes quite as much in society
as he wishes, and in very agreeable society. Dr Holland is
very highly spoken of there. He is going to town very soon

1 Sarah Elizabeth, eldest daughter of John Wedgwood, afterwards
called Eliza.
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he would much like to be introduced to Mack-
but I don’t think we shall give him one, for fear of
1y to the importunes that beset him.
Il send you by this post the Bristol newspaper
o there is the first report of the “ Prudent Man’s
Society.” It is drawn up by Miss Morgan and I think
?ﬂ! done. You will see what good she has done in
1f ghe can but follow it up, I do sincerely think
ill unk with the first philanthropists of the age. Tf
e an opportunity I should like you to shew it to
nquet, because T think those two sisters mistake

you know that T abnllnotbemrpmedx!AnntJm

a visit. T have written to ask her. She seemed

n at Creswell that T thought T owed it to my father’s

r to do it. Not but what John and Mrs Allen are very
i1

[1s Josiah Wedgwood to her daughter Elizabeth, at the
John Wedgwoods, Baring Place, Exeter.

ETRURIA.  [21 June, 1815.]

. Last night brought me your letter, my Elizabeth,

was very glad to find youhadmpleasmtb;ompy

second dny we thought would be delayed with rain,

e seat was therefore much more than we expected.
recollect a syllable of what you allude to about
at Maer, so you are quite right in saying you dared
had forgotten it; therefore, my dear girl, if you
er it with any unpleasant feeling I hope you will
nolonger. If you had stept a pace back in my
(which is not the case, as I cannot recollect the

stance) you would have stept a hundred forward by
Knnkhaaﬂnd candour with which you speak of it.
upright heart will never suffer you to go far astray
you judge your own faults with so much severity,
I 5
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and I, on my part, hope I shall ever continue to be
grateful, as I am now, to Heaven, for having given you
tome....

Here is a very pleasant letter from Sally to you, which
we thought it was a pity should go for nothing, and so we
opened it, and so we read it. We are in a very reading
humour at present, having done the same thing by Jenny
[Wedgwood]s to Fanny [Allen). We were very glad to
have both, as they gave us late intelligence from Baring
Place, and as you are now at the fountain-head it would be
no use to send them to you, but Jenny’s is gone into the
fire and Sally’s is just going.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen, at Baring
Place, Bxeter.

[Tae MounT], SHREWSBURY, June 28, 1815,

What a flood of good news, my dearest Emma. I feel
quite overwhelmed with it. I am obliged to Elizabeth
and you for two most welcome letters, but yours has the
prior claim. We are particularly grateful for the good
news of Tom, which we received with the most heartfelt
pleasure. Oh how much do I sympathize with our dear
Jenny upon what she must feel, at not only hearing that
her little hero is safe, but that he has behaved so well in
this most severe engagement [Waterloo, 18th June], and
not the least of her pleasure (I ought to use a much
stronger word) must be the consideration, the thought he
shewed of writing from the field of battle to allay the fears
of his family, and lastly his modesty, after all that he has
gone through. We should be very glad to see his letter,
which perhaps you could send us through London by a
frank. It will be a feather in his cap as long as he lives
to have been in this battle, perhaps the most glorious
England ever fought. What they must have suffered in
being 48 hours without food, and fighting all the time! Tell
Jenny (and John if he is returned) that we congratulate
them with all our hearts. Yesterday we were put upon
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dubyh-dnghthomthnthmm.
rt that Bu d ! and not i

”hopn-hla,y&bdngpm.ded&anmmbe
good news, we waited the arrival of the mail with
impatience; and when we heard it was coming by,
 all flew to the gates, like Caroline to see the Duchess
pell-mell, servants, children, and all. We
gratification to see it come up dressed all over with
and favours, and as it dropt Dr Darwin's bag at
te you may guess our trepidation in opening our
Jos had sent me a Courier which contained all the

best I have heard. Who will now be King of
o1 If England keeps to her declaration she must
erfere, but I suspect the Bourbons will at least have

mnever be able to keep his seat upon such a tripless
rone. We shall be almost as impatient for to-night’s
a8 we were for the last. Jos talks of leaving town
rrow, but I don’t know whether he will go home or

again,
16 bells are ringing and the guns firing away at a great

Ve came here on Monday evening, dining and spend-
} two or three hours at Hawkestone in our way. We
it the two ponies here, and Charlotte and I rode
ey in turns. The day was very pleasant, and I liked
8 great deal better than going all the way in a post-chaise.
are here in the middle of the hay-harvest, and the
wer-garden looks beautiful. 1 find myself very comfort-
’m o Coptain Maitland of the Bellerophon did not
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able here; there is everything to make me so, and I always
enjoy the society of Mrs Darwin, and I am pleased to see
the young things enjoy themselves so well. There is an
evening riding party of three every day (Joe being the
constant escort), which is a very popular thing. The Dr as
usual is very much engaged. He was out all yesterday.

Tom, son of John Wedgwood, who wrote the letter
alluded to above, was a boy of seventeen, and was ensign
in the Scots Fusilier Guards. His first letter is written
the day after Waterloo. The fighting of the 16th must be
that oi Q\ntre m The house and garden which he

ked by the French on the
18th, is evxdently the Chateau of Hougonmont and he
seems to have been in the memorable charge which ended
the day.

Tom Wedgwood to his mother Mrs John Wedgwood.

My pEaR MorHER, Niverres, June 19th, 1815.

1 take the earliest opportunity to tell you that
we have had some very hard fighting, but that we have
gained a most complete victory, and also that I am quite
well and safe and have escaped unhurt. We removed
from our quarters last week at Herri and
went to a village called Petit Roux, where we remained
some time in quiet, but on Friday morning the 16th, at
2 o'clock, we were turned out and ordered to be under
arms and ready to march at a moment’s notice. Accord-
ingly we marched at 5 o'clock to Braine-le-Comte and
then waited for a few hours for other troops to come up,
then marched and took up a position close to this town
and about five leagues from our original quarters. We
had just begun to pitch our tents when we had another
order to march on immediately against the French, who
had attacked the Prussins in great force, three leagues
farther on, near a village called Jenappe. We arrived
there about five o’clock. The lst Regiment and Cold-
streams attacked the French with the bayonet and drove
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back. We were kept as a reserve on the top of a
where we lay down in order to avoid the shots and
, which were playing on us in great abundance. At
both parties ceased for want of light, but the
h were driven back about half a league. The lst
rds suffered much—had about 10 officers killed or
: and among the latter was an; anell. but
alightly. Two very

They were charging a regiment of meh, who
a parley and said they would come over to us, but
only a trick to wait for some cavalry which were
ing on. They both attacked the lst Guards together
repulsed them with a great loss. After that they met
French regiment who were cloaked in red, and did

quence were repulsed a second time. We only lost a
men from the shells, and we lay all night in the field
0 tmy cover in consequence of our baggage being

momngonrregmentwuum.mmnwoodw
mish. We had a little fighting. About 5 o’clock we
obliged to retreat in consequence of the French having
n back the left wing, where the Prussians were placed.
ent back and took up a position on the heights of
Mmtthgnnbmk The French returned in
and cannonaded us till dark. We all slept on
hnpvund with nothing either above or beneath us,
o of the most rainy nights possible, and before morning
ground on which we were was ankle-deep in mud.
the French retired early in the morning, but came about
0 o'clock again in immense force. It is said they had
000 men, and we had at first 60,000 men, chiefly
1 excepting & few Dutch and Belgic, the chief part
ran away at the first attack. The action com-

utewkodnwnodonourdghe,ontheshmat
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which there was a house, surrounded with a small wall, in
which were placed the light infantry companies of the
Coldstream Guards and our regiment, with orders to defend
it to the last. The French were driven back, but advanced
again with a fresh force, and succeeded in gaining entrance
into the wood. They then sent fire-balls upon the house
and set a barn and all the out-houses on fire. After being
exposed to a heavy fire of shot and grape and shells for two
hours and a half, in which we had 3 officers wounded be-
sides a number of men, the right wing of our regiment and
my company went, to the assistance of the Coldstreams in
the wood, in which there was a very heavy fire of musquetry.
The French were during the whole of this [time firing] at
the house into which my company and another entered,
nearly one hundred men having now been consumed in the
flames. The French forced the gates 3 times, and 3 times
were driven back with immense loss, for we were firing at
one another at about 5 yards distance. There was a large
garden to the house which was surrounded by a wall on
2 sides, the house on the 3rd, and on the remaining side a
hedge. We had another company brought into it, and a
few Dutch who lined the garden wall, in which they made
port-holes and annoyed the French very much. About
5 o’clock the French gained ground very much and made
the English retire from the position on the heights, but
were again driven back by a strong column consisting of
cavalry and the 2nd and 3rd Battalions of the st Guards,
and the remaining part of our’s, and after a hard struggle
were obliged to give ground and retreat through the wood.
They attacked the house again with renewed force and
vigour, but could not force it. The house had a great deal
of the walls down with their cannon, but they could not
gain admittance. We afterwards received a fresh reinforce-
ment of Guards into the house, and my company was sent
out to skirmish. About 8 o’clock the first Guards and a
part of ours charged the French with the bayonet and
drove them entirely from the house. About that time a
body of about 3000 Prussians came up, and the French
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ly retreated at a great pace, all our cavalry
¢ them, with our regiments, drove them back double

and dispersed them entirely.

- regiment had lost 16 officers killed and wounded,
g Lieut.-Col. Sir A. Gordon, and Canning of my
, who were among the number of killed. Capt.
of my company is also killed. The Duke of
gton told us that he never saw soldiers behave so
the Guards. The French have lost about 90 pieces
non and an immense number of killed and wounded.

my baggage horse is either killed or stolen; but I do
now yet, as we have not seen the baggage since the 15th,
all M time we have been lying on the ground, without

some, and I believe our baggage is to come up
. Another [trouble]is, that it is with the greatest
we can get water, and what we did was horribly
1 am now writing from the field in which we are to
ouac to-night, and therefore you must excuse the con-
e dthulmumd[unmtmmymppu

Tom Wedgwood to his mother Mrs John Wedguwood.
FRANCE, ENCAMPED NEAR

June 24th, 1815,

+ - We had the post of honor and were the first to begin

attack. At the affair of the 16th I was rather nervous

; first, for we came quite unawares to the field after an
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amazing long march, and I had not time to get collected
but soon got right again. On the 18th I did not feel at all
in the same way, as we expected the action, and I was
prepared. I trusted in God and He has been pleased to
spare me, for which I hope I am as thankful as I ought.
The most disagreeable part was when we were on the top
of our position, lying down doing nothing, with the shells
and shot coming over like hailstones, and every now and
then seeing 1 or 2 men killed. We had 2 officers wounded
in that way. It was a very mournful sight next morning
when I was on parade to see but little more than one-half
the number of men that there were the morning before,
and not quite one-half the officers. The Duke of Wellington
was very much pleased with us, but I do not believe he
was so much so with the cavalry, as they did not do what
was expected of them. . . . We were five days without
any baggage tents or anything else, and you have no idea
of what we underwent during that time, sleeping in the
fields without even a hedge to cover us, generally raining
the whole night and the ground ankle-deep in mud. I was
48 hours without eating anything, even a bit of biscuit, and
having very often to send above a mile for water, but now
we have got our baggage and tents and are much better off.
We are now about 8 leagues from the frontier, and are, I
believe, to march straight for Paris. Most of the villages
we pass through have the white flag hanging out, and vive
le roi written on the houses. As yet we have found the
people very civil, and they say they are very glad to see us.
The Belgic troops behaved excessively bad, both in action
and out, plundering and illtreating the inhabitants. I wish
they would send them back to their own country, I think
they will do us more harm than good. We have had two
actions and they have run away both times. At the first
action the Duke of Wellington was slightly wounded, and
was saved being taken prisoner by the 92nd Regiment, who
formed a square round him and by that means saved
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Tom Wedgwood to his father John Wedgwood.

Parts, July 15, 1815.
All the Emperors and Kings are now in Paris. I
guard at the Emperor of Russia’s on the 13th. He
d us very generously. The guard consisted of 100
; he gave them 150 Ibs. of meat, 200 Ibs. of bread,
bottles of very good wine, and vegetables. The officers
excellent dinner and might call at any time for
About the middle of dinner Platoff came
m. with us for a couple of hours and talked with us
iliarly. He said he enjoyed his visit to England
anything in his life, and that he liked the English
better than any others, and when he went out he
us by the hand most heartily. . . .
b the French are the most impertinent and most
people in the world. As a proof of the latter, I was on
d at one of the gates of Paris and had black crape
nd my arm. A gentleman with two women came up
e in a very civil way and beseeched to know what was
meaning of the crape round my arm. I told them, but
was not sufficient for they asked who for, which made
, however I told them and walked away. .
a weeks’ campaigning has only affected me in one

again on my feet, and when I got them off at last, I
not get them on again without cutting the leather half

h I cannot account for in the least. My face is quite
tracted on one side; and when I smile my mouth gets
be to the left side of my face, and when I eat my upper
does not come exactly on my under one, and I cannot
one of my eyes without the other, which I could do
o; however I do not feel it quite so much as before. . . .

face never entirely recovered from the paralysis
on by exposure and want of food.
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In 1815 the John Wedgwoods were living at Exeter,
where were also Mrs Drewe and her family. Emma and
Fanny Allen spent part of their homeless years there with
their sisters, Caroline Drewe and Jane Wi . Emma
Allen thus describes her sister’s house (G\;IX 22, 1815):
“Jenny is one of the sweetest creatures ever made,
and I thank Him ten thousand times that I have you and
her for sisters. I am sure it would be worth going many
hundred miles for the sake of a reception from either of you.
The furniture in this house is so good; it abounds so with
flowers and there is such an air of elegance about it, that
you cannot feel that its lovely mistress is mi in it.”

Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

BarNg Prace, ExeTer, August 2nd, [1815).

My prAR BEssy,

I congratulate you on having your boys with you,
on having seen Miss O'Neil and on John [Allen]s having
another son, but I do not congratulate you on Buonaparte’s
being in England, or the state of affairs in France, which
I think detestable. I hope Davoust will preserve the
army of the Loire, and defend France successfully against
the Allies. Caroline [Drewe] and I have made a compact
that we are not to talk politics, or I believe it would be
more just if I were to say that I am never to say a word
about politics either to her or before her, and this she says
is all for my good. I have not one on my side, therefore it
is as well to be silent. I hope I shall find you all stout
‘Whigs on our return, to recompense me for the pain I have
suffered to hear such atrocious sentiments expressed about
France as I have done since I have been in the sweet county
of Devonshire. I wish Joe would chaperon us this autumn
to Italy, by the way of Germany. I would rather not see
Paris in its present state. . . .

Your letter to Emma [Allen] is just come in and it is
refreshing to me to hear a fitmane sentiment respecting
Bi P John Wedgwood has a strong inclination to
go to Paris, and, if he meets with anyone who is going that
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I have no doubt that he will go. Paris will be
r disagreeable now I should think. I see the Louvre is
to all but the military, which is preparatory to the
] being moved I suppose. Lewis deserves to be
aand and foot, and thrown out of France. . . .

was ab the Assize ball and danced with Abram Moore,
ho was so drunk that almost everyone was smiling as
it down the room. We have been at a play since
ft: us, and had Dr Miller for a beau, as Kitty would
he performed his duty well, as he walked home
us afterwards. . . . Kitty and Mackintosh are still
mmwvn,undlmnlnldt.harmmmot
Maer will end this year as it did last. Kitty holds
and imperial silence to us, so we know nothing
‘movements, not even whether she has been to call on
of Wellington. . . .

Josiah Wedgquood to her daughter Elizabeth (who is
staying with the John Wedgwoods at Exeter).
Etnuria, Aug. 13t, 1815.
. Joe has no intention of putting a foot in France.
d Bathurst told Mrs Sneyd that it would be madness
Englishman doing it further than Paris. I fully
ot another explosion in France, and then what shall
ive got by our battle of Waterloo, what, for our
lives and a hundred million of money ? As for
e, he is suffering retribution certainly, but it may
good lesson to the world, and it certainly is a mild
ibution for the murder of the Duke D'Enghien, Wright,
Palm the bookseller. As to right, all war is a violation
ht, and I don’t know what we could have done with
innevamedsomuhd.lymthemntnﬂ It

is banishment, and he will not be worse off than the
of the Regiments who guard him: not but I feel
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some emotions of pity towards him too, but I don’t know
what else can be done with him. . . .

We have had very gay races, not that we went to the
course any day, but there was more nobility than usual,
inasmuch as the [Chetwodes] were there in full force. It
was Miss Louisa’s débud, and Lady Harriet I was told was
in the greatest fuss about their dress that could be; but I
am sure it was fuss thrown away, as it generally is, for
nobody seemed to observe how they were dressed. Charlotte
was very well off in partners, as she danced with the
steward, Stim, Dr Belcombe, and a Capt. Vincent. There
were but four sets danced. Joe danced with Eliza Cald-
well, Fanny Crewe, and Anne Caldwell. Joe is much
improved in his dancing. I can’t say much for my Hal in
that way, but I was surprised he went at all. As for me, I
yawned in company with Mrs Caldwell till about 5 in the
morning, but I think I was rather in request toot, as I was
asked three times to dance. The handsomest girl there
was a Miss Evans, the innkeeper of Wolverhampton's
daughter, whose beauty did not redeem her parentage from
many a sneer, and “ Do you know who she is ?”* soon passed
from one end of the room to the other. . . .

1 She was fifty-one this year.



CHAPTER VI
1815—1816
Mﬂ' abroad—Paris after Waterloo—]

‘v ‘autumn of 1815 the three sisters Jessie, Emma, an
Allen went abroad for three years. Jessie was 38,
w&?m?"”ﬂ“c‘o:‘”’“‘“'
tinent
travellers after the Peace,
Louvre was being dismantled

- Emma Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
HoTEL DE Tlem, 1;; Ii.g).lgllz ‘Vicromres,
ARIS, 3

' DEAR ELIZABETH,

! ‘Hmlmnprmntmamtemmunhhpp:et
n when I parted from you that I have longed to write

of the beloved ones at Etruria, for I know how glad

be to hear that, instead of repenting, I rejoice in

the scheme that I became every hour happier that T
in town, and so many of those I love going with me
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some trees and fell in with an English soldier, who told us
he was quartered at a French Count’s, whose name he did
not know, but who, he said, was a very good gentleman, and
very kind to him and three more soldiers that were quartered
in his house, and if there was any news always came and
told them of it. He invited us to look at the Chateau.
We did so, and while we were standing at the gates the
Countess saw us and sent her servant to invite us in. We
declined it because of our incapability of conversing in
French, with the excuse of want of time, but the Countess
with three other ladies joined us before we could get back
to the carriage, and asked a thousand impertinent questions
with the most gracious manners in the world; where we
came from, what part of England we lived in, whether
Jessie was married or not, what relation we were to
John Wedgwood, &c., &c. This was the only thing like
an adventure we met with during our journey from Dieppe
to Paris. I thought Malmaison a charming residence. An
English soldier was keeping the gates, and there my Lord
Combermere has taken up his quarters. I understand he
is the only Englishman who has followed Blucher’s example
and lives at free quarters at the inns. The women always
spoke well of the English and otherwise of the Prussians,
who they said took everything “a point de Pépée.” We
met a great number of them on our road. Once they
greeted us with “ God save the King!” In return they had
nothing from Fanny but abhorrence; you may guess how
the sight of them made her blood boil. Since she has arrived
here she has heard that the evil they have done has been
much exaggerated, and this from a quarter she generally
gives credit to. T don’t know that what she has heard in
their favour has softened her to them, but she is now too
well pleased with her present situation to be very angry at
anything. Our first entrance to Paris far surpassed our
expectations, I think nothing can be finer than the entrance
along the Avenue de Neuilly, from which we passed to the
Champs Elysées, where all the British are encamped. It
was & most beautiful and extraordinary sight, far, far sur-
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anything I had fancied. The buildings are beautiful,
d as far surpass those of London, as London does Paris
tpnmoftheamaets Those of Paris are more

ble than I even d, from all I had
to find them. These lodgings are handsome ones
them much, but we pay much for them, 250 livres

gallery of the Louvre is beautiful beyond expres-
1 were to mention one thing beyond the others that
charmed me it would be the Apollo. There is a beauty
at which the most ignorant eye must see, beyond all
tion. It is a pity Jenny [Mrs. John Wedgwood] did
- with us, there is much here that would please her.

of our acquaintances since we came to Paris, not
six in the first day; and this gave us a very English
l The Cawdors were the first, and their accost was
e affectionate than I ever knew it. They continued
us as long as Lady Cawdor could remain, and after he

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

[Parus], Sept. 25th, 1815.

. I cannot tell you with what affection I look on your
Charlotte’s remembrance of me. I almost grudge
out a needle or displace the thread, it looks like
g your work. . .. We spent yesterday at Versailles
Cloud. T believe I am singular in my opinion; but
lles rather disappointed me, or I should say did not
p to my expectation. The féte at St Cloud was very
It was a complete fair with pretty-looking
and fireworks; it was so completely French that
‘worth seeing by all the English. At Mme Catalani’s
the other night I had very tender love made me by
officer, moustached and painted up to his eyes.
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He chose well considering my hatred. He asked me if it
was my mother that was with me; I cannot guess whether
this was Jessie or Emma. He begged to know what hotel
1 was at, said he should carry remembrances away with him,
and asked me whether I should not also—he tried me in all
languages, and then said, “ You know the language of love.”
T tell you this that you may know how a Russian makes
love. ... W. Clifford makes a good comparison in the way
of opposition to G. [an i who had
not called], overflowing with kindness and affection. He
has been all over Paris endeavouring to get us a Shakespeare,
and what is remarkable in such a place, in vain. He was
too late by one day for a copy. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen
(at Geneva).

ETRURIA, Oct. 30th, 1815,

1 feel the want of your society, dearest Fanny, too much
not to be a little sad at sitting down to write to you at
such a distance, but I shall mend of that as I go on, and
you will be looking out for another letter by this time.

Sir Samuel Romilly, T hear, reports that you must waltz
yourselves into society at Geneva, and that if he had
stayed there, he should have been obliged to waltz himself.
So I suppose you are all pocketing your prudery as fast as
you can. We have received Joe’s, giving an account of his
having placed my Hal. The place seems promising, but
the salary is high, not that I wonder at or blame a man
‘who gets himself well paid for the company of a raw boy.

1 wish I may be the first to tell you of Harriet Drewe’s
conquest. Last Sunday I had a letter from Caroline
[Drewe], the beginning of which was written in very low
spirits. She had had a conversation with Mr William?! in
which he seemed to have no intention of continuing to her

A Mr William Drewe, brother of Caroline’s late husband, the
v. E. Dre:e, was thegaly .Gownaroftha Grange Estate, to which

her son E ucceeded. The family is now extinct
in the male line, md the Grange is sold.
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60 from the Grange Estate, though he promised her

an. to educate Frank when he was 14. She had
that with all her economy she could not live
r, and she had half finished this dismal letter

feet. You may guess the tone of the remainder
letter, for besides being one of the cleverest and
. agreeable men going, he makes by his profession
between 2000 and 3000 per an., and has realized
Harriet was so frightened that she was near faint-
~ He is now admitted as a declared lover, but nothing
t settled and we have not heard again. Charlotte
i8 now as you may suppose very impatient to join
s and I like her the better for it. She has a great
affection about her, and her manners are simple.
her temper upon one occasion, in which she took
said to her so well that T am convinced of her good
, for though it was only a question of manner it is a
thing to find fault with. Mary Havard is married,
come with her husband to take possession of the
d at Burslem. Their master parted with them very
y and made her a present of one guinea, and to
, who had lived with him twenty years and had
him in the capacity of butler, valet, and keeper, he
wo pounds. See how good servants are rewarded
n they happen to meet with generous masters! What
e of W. Clifford, my dear Fanny ! I mean his
, not his heart, for if our friends are all right you
latter safe enough. The question I would ask is
you have been equally generous to him? and if so,
't know that there is anything to be said against it,
ded the income would not be too small. Tell me
ou spend your time, and how you find the society,
e all whether you think you shall make out yonr
s or not, and how you get on in oonvemtion

otte Drewe was visiting at Maer. and Frank and
Drewe all dled in_early yauﬂa (1817 ls) Mr Gifford, after-
8 Lord Gifford, married Harriet D3

6
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¥ Allen, in answer, wrote this dignified expression
of h:?zeling for Mr Clifford. She was thirty-four years
old, and it was the romance of her life. 1t must be remem-
bered that her sister Bessy to whom this letter was written
was almost like a mother to her.

GENEvA, Dee. 31, 1815,

. . . We have received a little note from W. Clifiord a
few hours before he left Paris, telling us of his immediate
journey to England and begging to hear from us how we
go on. 1 have left myself too little room to dilate on any-
thing, but my inmost heart is yours at command. I think
all my friends were out in their opinion respecting his
sentiments. He feels a very tender friendship for me, but
1 do not think it is love. If he had given me his heart he
should have had mine; there is no man out of my own
family 1 love so much. He still talks of meeting us in
Switzerland or Italy in the summer, but I do not think he
hlshe&lﬂxorapiriuiorthe journey. This is only for you,
Jos, and the two gir is loath to acknowledge the
rudmeumpveonessﬁechonwhenmhnnotbwnuhd

William Clifford, owner of a smal.l but buuhﬁ:l property

in Herefordshire, Perristone by very dear
friend of the Allen family. He dmd in 1sso about 70.
He must have been strikingly handsome, from a

gorrtmb of him in his old age by Watts, of my mother
ad an engraving. It shews him with sad-loo] dark
eyes, thick, waved white hair, and clear-cut,
‘marked features. Honavurmamnd ughhawumnnh
attracted by other members of the bmily in later da;

A little packet of his letters exists in the Maer
They are to Jessie and Bessy, mﬁbnﬁmanyAﬂan
As 1 rudthmlamu nearminﬂnvourinhuohmm

i of Edward Fi ; the thought

kept cothantly mnmmcﬁﬁol&l life, too, was in
mma respects similar- existence, great power
of winning and keeping friends, the same sense of failure,
and a playful charm
and sense of humour. He once said he had never taken
any step hehndnntugmﬁd and this hesitation seems to
have been all that p ‘which
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have added even more to his happiness than to hers.
‘was, however, a
en them which lasted till his death. He was an
te friend of the Chevalier de Bunsen. There is a
of his saying: “ Bunsen always holds my hand when
‘meet and puts it next his heart. ltininwnvenimt
n lﬂnp;mu.e the soup, as it generally does.

e letter gives an account of a
Thgw yoonnnwdoersmquewemx
e of h dsugbm the John We
od (sisters of Josiah of
with daughter Charlotte. The Allens were now
neva, and had made friends with Sismondi.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.

ETRURIA, Jan. 3rd, 1816,
1 am agreeably surprised to see how quick the
tion is between us. Jessie will by this time
e received my last from Bath, in which we all disclaimed
ng an opinion worth having about your going into
with Sismondi. The more I think of it, the less I see
y objection to it, always supposing that he is not a
,whﬂlmhudlynppm. If he is, and Jess is
e hnn.ﬁrmghtembmu-bu and perhaps
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more i There is fresh
in her hilarity, and she is so wﬂhng md able to contribute
her share to enrich society, that I think her very nearly the
most agreeable woman I know. Yet I should rank her
character under Jenny’s. She has not her tenderness.
There is more locality in her feelings, and she is more taken
up with her own views and concerns, but she is more agree-

able where both are so agreeable.
I enjoyed my fortnight at Bath very much. Kitty
[Wedgwood] was our h P and a busy time she

had with us, for we were a pretty round party when we
were joined by the Darwins. The more you can penetrate
through the reserve of Kitty’s character, the more you will
see the beauty of it. Poor Sarah' was a good deal un-
hinged by Henry Swinney’s appearance among us, but
now her troubles are at an end, I think she is enjoying
herself very much. I was exceedingly taken with Henry
Swinney, there was something so good-natured, and simple,
and unaffected that I felt that it would be easy to love him,
if T saw much of him. He dined twice with us, and went
to every public place with the party whenever he could.
1 advised Sarah to consider the matter well before she
rejected him, as she certainly is not happy in her present
situation, and nothing can alter that for the better except,
it might be, marriage. That I could see no objection to
him but his youth, and that was for her to consider. Kitty
told her the same thing, but her answer was that she had
no hesitation whatever, her mind was made up that they
were every way unsuitable. Last night 1 had a letter
from her wherein she tells me that she had had a letter
from him which enabled her to put an end to the whole
affair, and she seems much more comfortable. She was
very nervous while this was in agitation. She slept inside
Caroline [Drewe’s] and my room, and we used to curl our
hair together over the fire, and discuss Mr Swinney. She
was very much pleased we liked him so much, for she was
continually oscillating between her wish to be kind to him
1 Sarah Wedgwood was then thirty-nine years of age.
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Vhrhrddﬂnghhnﬂnhapesbylodomg But I
you will have a much fuller account of these

Mrs Darwin asked Charlotte to remain
and as 1 thought she would like it, and the little
y she sees here would make it desirable in point of
ement to her, I consented, so she is now taking
of Miss Sharpe in singing and other lessons, draw-
nd dancing, and & high favourite she is with everybody.
 begins now to talk very agreeably in company. All T
afraid is her present peace and repose being injured by
g out that she is admired. There is at present such
) mpulbleupoeeinhersppnnnoo,mtxtwanldbe
a thousand pities it should be disturbed.

y's last letter' was dated November 10th tell him,
T am very glad to find by it that his hard studies do
seem to have abated his spirits, and as to his whiskers,
"ﬁe‘ghewinnocbeunmyabanttham.ubohuiwnd
it that he may use burnt cork. I had rather hear that
 head was upright on his shoulders than that his whiskers
a yard long.

to return to my journey. I took the Oxford mail
Bath to Cirencester, and got to North Cerney to
1 was received very civilly by Mr Surtees; as to
her spirits seem to me so quelled that there was no
expression of pleasure, though I firmly believe she
as glad to see me as she could be. But I never saw
bhing so different as her manner is to that of my other
She speaks so low and so slow, that she gives me
e the impression of a person labouring under some
te calamity, and yet I don’t think these are her
, and we had some very comfortable conversation
You all are the grand subjects that interest her,
Imnkhw‘uemwbaﬁeoﬂywmfmdhrm
the seeing her friends has so much alloy with it, that T
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doubt whether it gives her much pleasure. I have promised
to send her any letters of yours that will do for circulation.
Surtees was really as civil to me as he could be, yet I
think him the most incomparably disagreeable man I ever
saw, and we used to sit so long after dinner that I used to
be ready to die of sleep. Neither sitting upright nor look-
ing in the fire would keep me awake. On Monday I left
them, and p ing my journey, i in the public
coaches and sometimes in hack chaises, T got home long
before dinner. I had rather go in a public coach a great
deal, than in a hack chaise by myself, it is so cold and
dismal; and one sometimes meets very odd characters in
the coach, but one constantly runs the risk of having one’s
feelings jarred by incivility, which I think is the most
disagreeable part of that mode of travelling. I found it
very dismal travelling alone, lying down in my clothes
because I was to be called at 5 next morning and knew
nobody would be up to help me, getting up and sitting by
the kitchen fire till it was time to go. All this with a
companion would be matter of amusement, but alone it is
rather dreary. I found my Elizabeth and her father quite
well and glad to see me home again, and my little boys
well and in excellent spirits, but they seem to me hardly
grown at all. Erasmus Darwin is spending his holidays here.
He is an inoffensive lad. Jos is very busy about schools,
infirmaries, and those sort of things. Harry says you have
got a new lover. Give my love to him and to my dear Jess
and Emma. Farewell, my very dear Fanny, believe me
Ever affectionately yours,
E.

Emma Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
GENEVA, Jan. 14th [1816].

« . . T congratulate you and all your party on the return
of your blessed sun among you,! tho’ there was no gloom
in its absence T can fully feel the joy of its return, and
rejoice with you in it with my whole heart.

1 Bessy’s return from Bath and North Cerney.
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rs Greathead gave a very pretty little ball last week

~was thought very agreeable by all the dames, but
- myself I thought it rather too long, as I generally do in
y quiescent state, if my non-dancing English men fail me,
h they did very much that night. Think of my luck
e foot way. I resolved on learning to waltz, took my
Jesson on Xmas Eve, and that very day hurt the
 of my foot which has kept me here ever since; and I
> not been able to walk beyond church, and often with
culty there. So ends my prospect of becoming a

r, and to tell you a secret I am afraid there is some
pect of gout before me, but for the world I must not
er that ugly name or the dream of our tender years
vanish. I wish you had seen the Countess Zoutofi’s
manner when she found we were without parents.
passion for Jessie is nearly as strong as ever, but Jessie
n two weeks ago to find it a bore, and now heartily
she would take herself off to Russia, and all inclina-
to be her companion is gone. . . . On Jessie’s and
y’s return last night a little after 9 they found Sis-
awaiting them with Madame Coutouly. Sismondi
d us so strongly to give him an answer whether we
go with him or not next month into Ttaly that we
d to make up our minds by the following Saturday.
letters we received from England rather encouraged
going, and one from Joe from Naples marked so

ondi our guide and protector from imposition in Italy,
to which, Mrs Weld’s seeing not the least impropriety
n our accepting his protection, as we were three, had
ly decided us on going, but we thought first we might
ell ask Madame Constant’s opinion, which T found

iamin Constant (born of a French Huguenot family at
224, 1830) waa a French -.uﬂm and politician of

@ had studied at Oxford in his youth. Like Mme de

, he was banished from France for denouncing Napoleon's
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came here with his opinion, which was so far against our
going that we wrote immediately to Sismondi to give it up.
Madame Constant is the only charming woman we first
found here who has retained her charms, and in my eyes
they are very much increased by the sweet manner in
which she entered into this business of ours, so delicate and
80 full of feeling. Both Jessie and 1 felt the giving up the
Ttalian scheme a very great disappointment. As to Fanny
one of her wayward dégoiits was on her, and I believe she
1oundnnreheivhenthepmspwtolbnng-hutupwhh
Sismondi for a fortnight in a carriage was rvnmvod but
Jessie felt the di i of this, her f; scheme,
wmnohthltttﬂntlmdupoudtohdnmmh!orhar
in being obliged to give it up as for him. However, by good
fortune, she was engaged that night to a ball and supper
. where she had more dancing and merrier dancing than any
she has had before at Geneva, and Sismondi and the Italian
scheme was quite forgotten till the next morning, when
he came with the hope of changing our purpose, but in
vain. Now Jessie has discovered the report of her going
to marry him is strong enough to make her dislike the
idea of going with him, and now she is a little afraid he
will manage to get some married lady to join our party
and we shall have no excuse for not going with him. He
is the kindest, best, tenderest friend in the world, but for a
lover, heaven defend him from thinking of it. I hardly
ever saw anyone less calculated to excite the tender passion
than himself. To do him justice, however, he is far from
professing the lover; indeed his professions are all against
it, but I often doubt whether his feelings are. His anxiety
for our going with him may be all the want of society,
which he feels particularly at Pescia and therefore is eager
to get us there to help him out with his nine months’ visit
to his mother. An Englishman with half his store of mind
would feel himself tolerably independent of society, but
despotio acts, and travelled with her in Germany and Italy.
party

Afurtb}tﬁmeheboomlo‘duo!nhs
in the ch Chamber,
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him it is & want that he is wretched without; he goes
it, is looked cold on, or fancies he is looked cold on,
ns home in & miserable state of dejection, but still

st week, and have two or three invitations before us
ek; they are more than I am disposed to accept,
e enough to prevent the suspicion of neglect;
g we give nothing in return, I think great favour

burg’s ball, which is to take place on
day, the 28th; eight hundred people are asked, to
he is to give a supper, and his father requests him
e no expense in the business. Young Monod is one
teachers and to him I fancy we owe our invitation.

Notwiths nding all you have heard of the charming
p e here, there is not one who will make me regret
so much as our Hal! He is almost as kind and
e to us as you could be yourself, and we shall

not room to tell you now how much the agreeable
of his character are improved, he is so sociable and
that he’s sure of being a favourite through life. . . .

EtRURIA, Jan. 21st [1816].
not yet thanked you individually, dearest Emma,
interesting letter I got from you whilst I was at
ham. It was very well it came there, for we wanted
ent cruelly there, and did not find it so easy to get
society there as you have done at Geneva. Not but
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Henry Swinney at Bath and how much 1 liked him.
When I left Bath he had not declared himself, but he did
so the day after by letter, and Sarah’s answer was as
decisive and as kind as she could make it. T think she was
very wise to reject him on the score of age, if she had no
other objection, for ten years is a fearful difference on the
wrong side. I don’t know whether Fanny [Allen] is right
in her estimate of William Clifford’s sentiments with respect
to herself, but if he is the man to make her happy, most
ardently should T desire the connection. How charming
the frank-hearted manner in which she speaks of him in
her last. There is something very delightful in the vrai of
her character. A word of affection or commendation from
her is pure gold, for which reason T am so pleased at the
favourable report she makes of my Hal's improvements.
T know she would not say so ‘ because she thought it
would please me,” as the poor Collier did to my father, but
if she could not commend, she would say nothing. T
intreat you, among the pefites morales, to make him hold
up his head, or else it must be terribly in the way of his
waltzing partner. We have been so quiet since I came
“ home that I have few annals to give you. We have indeed
been asked out six or seven times, but I began by refusing,
because I would not leave my boys for the remainder of
the holidays, and 1 was very gh.d of being under the neces-
sity of keeping up my y. We are exp
the Cid' and family on Wednesday to stay two or three
days. 1 wrote to ask the Macks to meet them, but the
Knight is at Dropmore, and Kitty cannot yet give me a
decisive answer, whether she can come or not. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.
January 30th [1816].

. T am glad you have decided against going to Ttaly
with Sismondi, not because I see any impropriety in it, but
because I should not have liked your being so much farther

1 Sydney Smith. T
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But if M. Constant is against it, it is decisive, as men
ys better judges than women, and he is besides (as
tell me) a very sensible man. The Smiths came
on Wednesday to dinner from Mr Philipps’s of Man-
. Mrs Sydney, Saba, Emily, Douglas, and a sweet:
of two years old, called Windham, in their own chaise,
good-looking affair that Sydney bought last year in
for £70. The Cid himself came in the coach. We
company to meet them on Wednesday, but on
iy I asked the three girl Caldwells, who stayed with
ill Sunday, and very much they enjoyed their visit.
mhe surprised to hear how little literary our con-
was. I don’t think we talked of any book but
hich is a novel by Miss Jackson, very good, but
I thought the Cid overpraised. He was in very
fooling every day but the last, when, whether he was
flat by the departure of his three great admirers,
er he was vexed by some letters he received 1
 know, but he was silent and walking up and down
room a great part of the evening. We got him to
prayers and a sermon in the afternoon. The sermon
one he had preached at Sedgeley, it was against envy,
very good. He recovered his spirits next morning
Elizabeth and I walked to Newcastle and saw him
in a Birmingham coach. They go to Bath to see
father. Mrs Sydney and her children stay there two
8, Sydney I suppose as short a time as his filial piety
allow, as he hates Bath mortally, and loves London
y. I thought the Cid looked better than when I
‘him last, but he gets fat. Mrs Sydney is both younger
handsomer than she was when here last. More good-
wed she could not be. Saba is grown a very genteel
‘and seems perfectly good-humoured and amiable, but,
> Fanny Waddington,' is so educated that all nature is
5 snswermg every word you say with a sweet undis-
g smile that says nothing. She must be clever
but it is impossible to find it out through

1 Afterwards Mme de Bunsen.
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all the teaching she has had. Douglas is to go to school in
about two years, but it is high time he was there already.
He is too much brought forward and grows conceited and
arrogant. Emily is a very pleasing little girl and very
clever. We had not much politics either. Sydney seems
to think the Whigs’ case hopeless, and speaks very gaily of
his narrow circumstances; but he will never be distressed.
He has too strong a mind not to act up to circumstances,
and he is too wise to poison the happiness in his power by
outrunning his income. It is easy to see that he is a rational
and strict economist. He takes things very quietly. He
does not like the Bourbons, but he thinks it is better they
should be on the throne of France than Buonaparte, and he
thinks the sending Buonaparte to St Helena the best thing
that could have been done. To have kept him safely in
England would have been impossible and he would have
made disturt This week Parl opens, and the
opposition intend to divide against the minister. Mackin-
tosh’s furniture is sold, but not the house. 1 expect some
of his great friends will give him an invitation to their houses
in town, but Sydney says no,—now that it would be a real
accommodation it would be against all rule. Kitty, 1
expect here, mdl hnpenhnwxllmylnngmnghwmkc
it an ‘which by sh g up Weedon Lodge
it might be. 1 shall be very sorry to miss Mackintosh but 1
don't expect he will ever come here.

There has been a very great sensation here from the
failure of Roscoe’s Bank at Liverpool and Mr Eyton's at
Shrewsbury. The county is certainly very much distressed
at this time. The farmers are ruined, and they have not
taken advantage of the years of plenty they have had, but
have lived upon the fat of the land, and they have scarcely
any of them made any provision for this pressure. England
will pay dear enough for putting Louis upon the throne of
France in the end.

1 am sorry to think that my little boys will leave us on
the 10th. They have been so amiable these holidays that
they will make us regret their loss very much, not a single
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 each other has occurred, Andltnltﬂmrumpm
be as excellent as some of their

tomn,mydumtmy,wuthopmio(
nce you gave me in your last. I should hardly
y good enough for you, but from your and
and Emma’s opinion I think higher of William
‘than almost anybody else, and should rejoice, if he
' man, to hear of his crossing the Alps. Poor Sis-
though if he finds any married lady as you seem to
will do, I cannot think why you cannot then go

Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
EtRunia, Feb. 24th [1816).

. Kitty [Mnokintub] and her two girls came here on
se’nnight and very comfortable we have been to-

tosh stays in town, and that T suppose will be for
Hewn‘uvayomwmﬁymdhmlecm

to his house and he is now there. 1 suppose you
Lord Holland is in Bobus's' house in Savile Row.
that it is impossible to know how amiable Lord H.
out being in the house with him. M. seems to com-
in a good deal of nervousness. He seems to keep his

ts, and eats his chicken alone whenever he is not
0 to join the party. He goes to bed at 12 and
finds a supper laid for him at an early hour, though

" (Robert) Smith, 8; n elder brother: his child-name
o him at Eton and through
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they do not go to bed till three or four o’clock. Every
evening there is a collection of distinguished men and agree-
able women to be found there after the play and opera, and T
think it must be the pleasantest house to visit at in London.
Mackintosh has spoken once upon the subject of the treaties,
but the debate was long, and the Morning Chronicle gave
scarcely any report of it. He was not however satisfied with
it himself, but he is too fastidious, as well to himself as to
everyone else. Horner’s speech on the same side seems to
have gained great applause. I don’t suppose the history
goes on at present, but Fanny [Mackintosh] is copying some
of the original letters of Prince Eugene from the Marlborough
Papers, and Kitty and she are’ very busy every morning
hing for Mackintosh. Kitty’s spirits and

health are excellent, and there is so much life and origin-
ality in her conversation that her society is a great pleasure
to us. Wesit together all the evening, and the mornings I
am not sorry to have at my own disposal. She has got a
very decent manservant here and her little horses. She says
they do very well for saddle-horses, but we have not been
tempted by the weather to try them yet; I shall, however,
soon. Meantime we make them pay for their keep by using
them instead of hiring posters when we want to go out. I
never saw two such grave girls as the two Mackintoshes, but
I think them both clever. Fanny [Mackintosh, aged 16]
seems to have a very clear head and a great deal of informa-
tion very clearly arranged. Bhe is a furious politician, as is
likely, but I am not clear whether she is aware of the dis-
tinction that everybody ought to feel between patriotism
and party spirit. Kitty is very kind and indulgent to them,
but she has not accustomed them to prompt obedience. . . .
1 don’t wonder at your feeling so much the departure of
the good and amiable Sismondi. It is not possible to with-
hold one’s affection from such a man as that, if he were as
ugly as the Beast in the old tale. You have already had so
many agreeable results from your determination, that you
have good reasons to trust to this, and go on cheerfully down
the stream of life plucking all the flowers that lie in your
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‘without being anxious to know whether you have fallen
the most favourable current. . . .

Quartio Nazioxi, FLorexce, March 19th [18186).

. You will be almost as much surprised by the date of
as1 am to find myself here. 1t appears to be very
a dream, buklmnnwllyuuhuwnemwpus

and with feelings
ir about ever accomplishing our journey into Italy,
st during the year he was there, we put our names
voiturier for company into Italy this spring.
oh sooner than we expected a voiturier, by name Populus,
oh recommended to us for the care he took of ladies,

to convey us to Florence with a Mr Cunningham, a

yung man about your Joe's age, of very respectable char~

good manners, who also took an old servant with
might be of service to us, as he spoke all the

‘We consulted our friends, the Welds, on this
d they thought it too good an opportunity for us not
advantage of. We were therefore introduced to our
on de voyage, whom we found out to be a nephew

Duqddsuvw.rt‘lmdblotherdl‘dyAshbumhm
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us on our way, tho’ he had a walk of 2 miles back to take
through the rain. His sociableness and frankness are two
of his qualities that I delight in. I wish it could have been
consistent, with his education for him to have taken this
journey with us; how he would have enjoyed it. I shall
not attempt to describe to you the beauties of towns and
countries that we have seen on our way, because you do not,
delight in description nor I in describing, suffice it theref
to say that we three and our handsome young gentleman
took the route of Mount Cenis, which we crossed on the 5th
day after leaving Geneva. Buonaparte's road over it is a
capital one, so little steep that horses might trot down any
part of it, yet it winds you by the side of the most tremen-
dous precipices and over the tops of some of the highest
mountains. But for yours and my distaste for description,
1 could give you a beautiful one of this country from Susa
to Turin. That capital a.ppured very handsome to us on
ﬁnt entering, but its excessive regularity at last became

We ined from till Tuesday, which
time we employed in running about to see the churches,
palaces, &c.; and here was the first place we discovered what
a beauty we were travelling with, for every man and woman
turned round to look at him, and his conscious and shy look
amused me very much. At the Cathedral, where the royal
family were at Mass, we heard the finest music possible; the
King looked good-natured and foolish, is not popular, but
the first thing he did was to abolish torture. At Milan we
found a most delightful letter from Sismondi welcoming our
coming into Italy, which assured us of finding such friends
in it in himself, his mother and sister, and expressed so much
joy at the thoughts of again meeting us, that this friendly
letter rejoiced us all. In the world we could hardly have
loundnmomthonghﬁnl,khdmdmtmmdmhhn
been to us.

Modena is a very striking town on first entering, from its
handsome gateway, broad streets, and gaily painted houses,
but nothing looks gay or alive in the streets of Italian towns;
the men you see there look so shabby, and women, you
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whole the most remarkable town we have seen yet.
 rested two days; sent a letter to a M. Mezzofanti,!
at the University, who came to us and gave us a
the things worth seeing and his company, which was
great deal. Of Florence I cannot tell you muuh

, gave us a general invitation to her mother’s for

ing, and & i one to introduce us to the
the Russian ambassador, and to as much of the
society as we pleased. Albertine had no longer
on saucy manners but they were simple and she
it kind to us. The next evening Jessie and Fanny
to her house, and she took them with her fo the
ambassador’s and introduced them to a great
of foreign nobility, as well as English, with which
e is at this time filled, Lord Burghersh, the English
, Lord A. Hamilton and several others. Fanny
d away with great spirit with two Italian noblemen.

on the arm of Madame de Stadl. I make my first
nce in the Florentine world to-morrow at Madame
i By that time T hope Sismondi will be arrived.
ety about us made him write two of the kindest
\in the world to prevent our feeling forlorn on first
here. You may guess, as we did, that Madame de
 active attentions to us have been owing to him, he

s to give us what he considers the best thing in
d, society. He and his mother and sister have been

ti_(born 1774, M 1840). afterwards Cardinal and
J onuvm tor
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should like at Pescia, but they will not decide till we arrive,
but he appears to insist that we should put ourselves under
their direction. This is not exactly the year to come out of
England for cheapness. He tells us at Pescia, and we heard
the same on the road, that all the articles of life in them are
double their usual price. A bad harvest and Murat’s armies
were the causes assigned. Sismondi comes here immedi-
ately and remains about ten days with Madame de Staél,
then takes us back with him to Pescia. . . .



CHAPTER VII
1816

¥ ; ‘%l in Davison's Bank—Its failure averted—The loss of the
John Wedgwoods' fortune—Their move to Betley.

e summer of 1816 a crisis occurred in the fortunes
john Wedgwoods. Davison’s Bank, in which he was

T Mlypamnﬂybeenm anunso!mdshceforsome

5, and there was danger

sunk nearly the whole of his prq;eﬂ:y in the concern.

Mrs John Wedgwood to her brother-in-law Josiah
f Wedguwood.

DEAR JoS, [LoNDoN], August 14 [1816].
I bave no doubt that John has thanked you for

letter of the 10th, but I am anxious to add my thanks

for what was indeed a type of yourself, in its wisdom

ver (but which you will not think trifling), in the assur-
that poor John has found considerable relief in acting

e it as 1 could have wished them, with entire resignation
blow does fall on us, and with renewed tenderness to
father and myself. Tom I mention particularly,
wuse he has hitherto seen life more in its holiday dress
n the rest, but who, I am convinced, will concur without
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a moment’s h in every lation of it
may be necessary to adopt. How poor John has been able
to endure as well as he has, what has been his lot for' the
last few months, I cannot tell, but I have the comfort of
thinking that his health is not hurt by it, and for the future,
whatever may betide us, I am sure his load will be the
lighter for our participation. If reserve were not incurable,
1 shonld hope he would lose the habit of being so from
his late sufferings, and the relief I am sure he has had from
opening his mind; at the same time I must bear testimony
to the beauty of his temper, which with such a load on his
heart has never for an instant been betrayed into the
slightest imitation, nor indeed has it made him withdraw
from general sympathy in what was happening round him.

Yesterday was a day of dreadful anxiety to us, but
towards the evening money, in the course of business,
flowed in, and when they shut shop their spirits were a
good deal revived. This however is only temporary, and
I will keep this open to tell you the result of to-day: if we
are at last to fall, I grieve over these delays, but I am
anxious to assure you, and my dear and anxious Bessy,
that all our spirits are suffering much less than you may
imagine them to do. Theidea of ruin has so often been
present to my mind, that it comes at last without a shock.
Indeed & chance call from Mr Parke yesterday presented
us with schemes as a resource for our future life, if the worst
befalls us. His daughter is now at Boulogne, where the
houses and articles of life are so cheap that I don’t know
that we could do better than in going there. One of its
greatest advantages is the ease and cheapness of getting
there. It is not so far as Exeter from hence, and then, my
dear Jos, I should not feel as if I was going to quit you for
ever, as I am sure our best friends would not fail to seek us
out. Sometimes the society of my friends is dearer to me
“ than gold, yea, than much fine gold,” therefore, I will not
if T can help it, go beyond their reach. Till post-time
farewell.

To-morrow will seal our doom either for good or for bad.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sisters.
[Loxpox] 22 August, 1816
w ‘am now at liberty, my dear girls, to tell you the true
! ‘ofmyomngnpmtownmthmwolmthnrry
y longer necessary, as last night the whole

& most desirable arrangement to this house, which
otherwise have stopt. Your balance and everybody
's is now at Coutts’s, and everybody must be very glad

have stopt this week, though they had property
h to pay 40s. in the pound, but there was no time.
therefore laid their whole accounts open to Coutts’s
s, who verified everything with the most scrupulous
and this whole week has been passed in the
negotiations, and in a state of anxiety on our
difficult to describe. The definitive deeds were not
till 4 o’clock this morning, and the partners of both
8 were here up all night; and several times during the
gation they were neu'ly off. Thank God however m

udlouneuphathd&ymmghtuponbemng
\t the Bank could not go on another day. We travelled
ly all night and got here to breakfast. Our design
to bring Jenny and her children all down to Etruria.
found them, all but John, very much distressed, and he
very firm. We had no hope, and 1 was only here to

. Paston’s bank, who declined. It was then offered to
u , who from their being above all fear of a run were
nduced to take it, and they suppose they will get 3 or 4000
year by it. We have been like drowning persons rescued
n death. The Bank now finishes in an honourable way
‘at least, and all the horrors of bankruptcy are escaped.
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This was the thing that affected Jenny and Sally most, and
they feel themselves quite in high spirits to-day, at having
escaped ; and for my own part I feel just the same. I will
enter upon another sheet because I think you had so much
rather pay a little more than have this interesting subject
curtailed. We were obliged to be very cautious all the
week for if a breath of suspicion had gone out while it was

, there would have been a run, and all would have
been ovur Happily dear Jenny’s health has stood it
wonderfully. The circular letters all go out to-morrow,
and we are going to dine upon a haunch of venison from
Dr Darwin, and on Tuesday we all go out of town in our
gimerack for Etruria, and I trust we never shall spend so
anxious and unhappy & week as the last. I took Jenny out
to Hampton Court yesterday, as well to be out of the way

as to see the Phili We had a deli drive, and
dear Jenny's elastic spirits rose to a very pleasant pitch.
It is derful to see the P with which they all

bear the wreck of their fortunes, now they are secure of
not being in the Gazette. That evil appeared so enormous,
that everything else is thought light in the comparison.
They will now stay with us till some arrangement can be
made as to their future plans. . . .

John was hdpedmhud:ﬁmllhu by his brother
Joe, his sistes and his brother-in-law,
Dr Darwin. Icwumndurﬂnl time that their friend

Mr Tollet let them have a small house at Betley at a low
rent, for the pleasure of their loawty, and also to be of

mmcamchemmthe:rchngadlo . Bessy mentions
hi) ;&rLlelnt de : 0 .‘mu‘:;

wors ‘ollet,” wrote nrnngemm

for a)ggt years, I think the ongen they ever stayed in

one house. Thlawuaplunn th families and a great

delight to Bessy to have her ved sister so near her.
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CHAPTER VIII
1817
Allen ssters ot Pisa—Caroline Drewe and her fanily—Sis-
b Wedgwood 420 Jomts Allon s GuldwelFs marrnge.

folln letter gives an account of a family gathering
Pi “l:r‘;Druw?u two children, ankanrl.o

Emma Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Pisa, Jan. 166k [1817].
Dear William Clifford has been with us during the last.

England. You know how highly T always thought of
understanding and character. Now they are consider-
raised in my opinion. His judgment is excellent on
y point, and I know no one whom it is so satisfactory
discuss a subject with as him, he is always so right and
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80 gentle. He enters into all our feelings so ardently that
1 do feel him a very precious friend, and I wish to God his
better health would make me feel more secure of him. He
was so unhappy when he thought of leaving us about a
fortnight ago by himself, that we proposed going over with
him to Pescia, to see if Sismondi was inclined to travel
with him to Rome. Sismondi was very glad of the offer,
but it was no sooner accepted than William Clifford ap-
peared to suffer so much from shyness, that I think he
repented he had made it.

‘We hoped the last day of his stay with us should have
been a snug one, and to our family dinner only Major
Langton, Sismondi, and W. Clifford were invited. But we
had not risen from it before two professors and a friend of
theirs were announced. One was a decent man, Santi by
name, who was satisfied with a visit of an hour long. But
the other two remained till 12, during which time the Italian
and patience of the whole party was spent. Sismondi went
up to the mad professor and told him, as it was very difficult
for the ladies longer to support a conversation in a strange
language, they must introduce some plays to amuse them.
He would not take this as a hint to be gone, tho’ it appeared
to us broad enough, but entered with great spirit into
magical music and blind-man’s-buff, which caused our
provoked feelings to vent themselves in some hearty fits of
laughter. To see our mad and melancholy men so seriously
engaged to catch the young ladies made a most ludicrous
scene. From Major Langton’s' long arms it was almost
impossible to escape, and the priest made such an inhuman
growl that when he came near me, it had something of the
effect of horror and fascination. He is now looking over my
shoulder, and if he could read what I am writing, he would.
This dreadful man promises to visit us every day for the
next three months, and Jessie and Fanny will not agree to
shut the doors against him, because of the help he may give
them in Italian.

! Major Langton was so tall that when he was in a crowd in

St. Peter's the Gendarmes ordered him to get down, thinking he
must be standing on something.
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Langton has now been en pension during the last
his spirits are so improved that he has grown in
with the whole party. 1 think he is attached to
nne,! but I am not sure; it is however at present an

the Church or getting a consulship. If he could realize
o schemes, or rather one of them, I think Marianne
not be cruel. His affection to her and her sisters,
vetendmwtheinv%mutmthy

wtwonfterthemmngo{habn&hn but always
by ten, at which hour Francis Horner goes to bed.
a very good voice and sings very agreeably with
rls, or the Scotch songs by himself.

following letter is from Sarah, Josiah W 's

sister. Her nature was & difficult one. was
udhvamdvaryngd and had st; views on all sub-
especially on conduct—her own as well as other people’s.

Sarah Wedgwood to Jessie Allen.

DEAR JESSIE, ETRURIA, Feb. 26 [1817].
Reading some old letters of yours the other day
me an inclination to write to you. On the other hand
‘never since I was born had less to say to you; the
four months have passed more entirely without incident
kind than I could have thought it possible for so
& space of time to do, and the four to come seem likely
as little variegated. -

I need say nothing to the chief part of the contents of
ur letter, as you have heard that John [Wedgwood] and
have given up the thoughts of going abroad, and are
to place themselves where you had placed them in

“:'lm. Bhom l?:lxm':: Nr&h.h o!e ;hm‘l.
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your wishes. The Betley scheme is in all our opinions
a very excellent one, and it is very agreeable to their own
feelings; if you saw the cheerfulness of all that family you
would set your mind very much at ease about them. We
are in great hopes that their income will not be much
diminished by the late change, and then certainly it will be
a most happy thing for John and Jane to be rid of an
anxiety which has embittered their life for many years,
particularly John’s. He seems a much happier person than
he was, even now before his affairs are fully settled; so
don’t torment yourself any more on their account.

You used me very cruelly in saying you had a great deal
that was interesting to tell me, and then not saying a word
on any subject that was interesting, except about Mr W.
Clifford. On that subject I hardly know myself what
1 wish; yes I do, I wish that that might be which you say
will not; but if wishes had any power in these no-fairy
days, I should be very much afraid to wish this; for,
charming as Mr W. C. is, I think the happiness of his wife
would always be a very doubtful thing. I feel much less
doubt about the chance that M. Sismondi’s wife would have
of being happy, and I do hope you have not been influenced
in refusing so to be, by any reasons but wise ones. By
unwise reasons, I mean the fear of John Allen’s expressive
eye when you present his brother-in-law to him, and such
little feelings, which I know you would find it difficult to
shake off, and which it would be a thousand pities that you
should attend to, if for them you give up the greatest
happiness this world can give—that of spending your life
with a person who suits you, who loves you, and whom you
love. For such a destiny I would run the gauntlet of all
the quizzing that this quizzing age could shoot at me. If
you find that you have done wrong, and that you are not
happy, don’t be ashamed to own that you have changed
your mind to one, who would perhaps give his right hand
to hear it.

I cannot take your advice in the regulation of my
feelings about my friends. Friendship is to me a much
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hout happiness. I do not mean or be unhappy,”
o I have found more than once that by changing
from a feeling to a thinking being, I can go on
well, but I am unfortunately subject to relapses.
nfnendloonldmheoncoftwoofmme Iroonld

b creature would condescend to be my friend, I should

1 had found such a treasure as the world never saw.

t the gods are as likely to annihilate space and time to

te two lovers happy, as to work the miracle that I desire
hands.

nne has been spending some time with me lately, and

% ive had a great deal of writing intercourse with her
8. The result of a more thorough knowledge of her
been an increased love and admiration of her. I don’t
people in general are aware of the very great superi-
y of her understanding; I know you are, so I am not
d of saying to you what I think of her. Besides her
ding, T have a great admiration of her wisdom.
't mean that she is able always to act wisely herself,
she has a great deal of wisdom when she is not led astray
her feelings, or nerves, or anything of that sort. One
g that T value very particularly in her as a companion,
that T have never any thought or feeling de trop in my
course with her. With almost everybody one feels,
part of my heart and mind and soul finds an answering
t, mind and soul in this person, but there is another
o, S cont of i Veanoi Gaton. A 6 g b

nmischief-maker, and one of her relations
hnlbunthe means of

, and contradicted in

ards became a most virtuous,
She wrote on the “ Theory of Beauty,”
d on the “ Hmnryn:;mn oyal.”
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part of me which is of no use in this friendship, that part
1 must reserve for such another person,” but with Anne no
part need wait. Whatever mood I am in, I find something
in her that suits that mood; and I never have to keep back
any thought or feeling from the consideration that some
other person will be more likely to enter into it. This is
partly owing to the richness and fulness of her mind, and
the strength of her feelings, and partly to our ways of think-
ing and feeling being alike. I think you will be surprised
after all I have said in Anne’s praise, that I should not be
perfectly satisfied and have no longings for this compound
friend composed * of every creature’s best ”: you will per-
hpl,sﬁﬂlthinkmveryfoolinhwhenlhnvuupldud
myself, but that is a thing I never minded with you, and
thumrmmmalyforyourmeye Itumym!dortnne
to be not of an tho il
almost the only thing in the world that T value; 1 dont
know why I should be ashamed to own what I cannot
possibly help, an extreme fastidiousness about charm and
agreeable qualities; there are very few persons in the world
who are agreeable and charming enough in appearance,
manner, and conversation to give me a lively pleasure, and
1 seem as if I could not feel affection enough to satisfy me
without that. It is partly owing I suppose to my so seldom
feeling a lively affection, that I feel its sweetness so very
sensibly when I can catch it, and that I seem almost as if T
could not bear to be without it.

1 have been hesitating whether I would send you this
strange letter begun yesterday. I think I will venture, as
we had the satisfaction of hearing a better account from
Pisa last night, so that I hope you will be in a humour to
be indulgent to one of the épanchements de ceur, which T
seem impelled now and then to offer to your mercy.

1 think T have never written to you since I read Glenarvon.'

1 Lady Caroline Lamb (wife of Willian Lamb, afterwards Lord
lldbome) was an eocentric, fascinating, inordinately vain woman.
Glenarvon owed hbﬂdmmmmﬁmmdhﬁ

Byron, with whom she had fallen;

love. Byron
““As for the likeness, the picture can't be good l did not dt hnx
enough.”
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with you in admiring it exceedingly in some respects,
I said you must have been absolutely crazy when
said it was not against Lady Caroline Lamb to have
en and published it. T do think that was one of the
t shameless acts that a woman was ever guilty of. 1
surprised that so little was said of the beauty of the
I did not think the moral feeling of the London
had been so strong, as to prevent them from seeing
the power of fine writing. T almost think that
picture of the feelings, Glenarvon is superior to any work
er read; if I did not feel sure that the author described
‘own feelings, I should think her a woman of great genius.
it is, T am very much inclined to think her, in that
cular department of representing feeling, superior to
ne de Stadl, for she too, I believe, can only paint what
has felt or seen. If the eloquence, energy, and beauty
mnywenegm@lmmhadbeenbesfnwedona]m
nable subject, what an admirable work it would have
. That is not quite true neither, for she could never
tolerable story. I have a particular taste for Lady
s humour, as well as her passionné writing. T think
easy and ini It must be owing

’th same seyere morality which surprised me about Glen~

makes people insensible to beautiful poetry because
‘writer behaved ill to his wife, but I can’t find it in my-
and T admire some of his late poems very much. We
ave been reading the new edition of Wordsworth’s poetry,
 which there are several new things. T like some of them
y much, yet I don’t know if we (meaning by * we > the
Allens and myself) have not admired Wordsworth
above his merits. My present notion is (how sur-
he would be to hear that any human being could have
a notion) that he has not understanding enough to be
very fine poet. 1 have been reading a pamphlet by Mr
‘which he calls “The Statesman’s Manual, a Lay
* Tt would quite have killed us if it had come out
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some years ago, when we were fighting in his cause against
his despisers and haters. I do think I never did read such
stuff as the sermon, such an affectation of the most sublime
and important meaning and so much no-meaning in reality.
1 can’t see how any human being could possibly learn any-
thing either about their duties, or anything else, by the
whole sermon. The notes I like much better, but he has
the vilest way of writing that ever man had; he is as insolent
as his brother-Lakers, takes the same high ground, no mortal
can tell why, except that it pleases them to think that their
proper place is on & throne, and he writes more unintelligibly,
more bombastically than any of them. . . .

Considering that T began with nothing to say, T think 1
have travelled over a good deal of paper, I hope what I have
heard is true about the cheapness of postage at Pisa. Tell
me what you pay for this great packet of—I don’t know
what. Give my kind love and best wishes to Mrs Drewe
and all your party. Farewell, my dear Jessie, ever yours
affectionately, S. W.

The letter just given shews, as might have been foreseen,
that Sismondi had fallen in love with Jessie Allen, and had
proposed to her, meeting at first with a refusal. The Allens
left Pisa in the spring, after the death of Frank and Louisa
Drewe, and went to Frascati.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
ETRURIA, Aug. 25, 1817

.. . I am very sorry you have lost some of your friends,
and very glad you have lost others. We shall now be
looking out for your dispatches by the inconceivable Mrs
Waddington. I hope you have not been indiscreet in what
you have sent by her. What is become of our Jess that she
issoidle at her pen ?  Great are the lamentations upon that
subject. Sarah [Wedgwood] says she has not heard from
her since Jany; T have not for the last six months, and Baugh
says he has not heard from either of you for the last nine
months. . . «
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rah has been unwell and out of spirits, but she is reviving
but T don’t think she ever will be happy at Parkfields.
re is not enough to do. She is incomparably benevolent,

e has not patience to enter sufficiently into the details
_produce occupation. For instance, she gave a very
sum to the poor of this parish to be distributed in
but she gave it to the overseer, in consequence of
it was done at a stroke. It only saved the poor
, and when she had given the money, there was nothing
to be done. Had she managed it herself it would have
occupation, besides the more immediate exertion of
benevolent feelings. I dare say you have heard of
b lndSuthlmmﬁoentpmntwthedmmdpom

in the House of Commons, which made a great
The Chancellor of the Exchequer sent him 50
dhhpmnfapmwnmthm Kitty and Sarah
b him 200.

Caldwells are exceedingly pleased with this match of
and I like him? very well. She is I believe now
y attached to him. Nobody ever took more pains to
love than she did, but she has succeeded, and will, I

ll me a little of yournteofhving for now that your
are about to be in part redeemed, I am like old
ha, as Kitty calls me, troubled lest your income should
short. I hope you will not stay long enough away to
e me cry, like Mrs Evans of Panty-trendy, “ to see you
At any rate, do not stay long enough to
you a feeling of estrangement when you come among us.
have framed my Fanny's beautiful portrait, and it
ds on the drawing-room chimney-piece, and is admired
Lord Robert Seymour of Taliarris, father-in-law of John Allen

!hmhmlmh.nnolthlmiorpﬂmh&MBmko!Km
Sibbald and Co,
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by everyone, even the fastidious Jos says it is excellent.
T have got John Allen’s as a companion to it, which puts me
in a passion, but having no better I am forced to take up
with that. I mean to frame Caroline also. Can you get
me a good one of yourself and Jessie? I should be very
glad to pay for them, of about the size of Fanny’s. I should
delight to have them. A thousand loves to you all, my
dear sisters and nieces, E. W,
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CHAPTER IX
1818
Paris—The Collos Col

¢ Josiah Wedgwoods in usins—William
i rd—Dancing lewmn—hhdme Cahhm-—Emm s first
and houseks m Pu-u—any and Emma

r school—A letter from ﬂmr ol

18 Josiah Wedgwood, his wife, and his four da;
ed to Paris, and stayed there some months.

was 24, Charlotte 21, Fanny nearly 12, and Emma

3 0 s old. Yannﬁona she was, Emma vividly

to the end of her long life the impression of this

landing in France. eoftenapoketonsafﬁheen—
i ltnugeneuoflc&ll,ﬁhefmexgnupmt of Calais,

of William_Clifford added s:eatly to the

; stay in Paris. All four daughters were

or less in love with him, even Emma at ten years old.

ars to have been especially attracted by Charlotte,

in the first bloom oi{ herdr:auty, and felt the charm of
. ‘He

Allen of Cresselly, -.nd tl
Monmem' %ollos, h::k husband, was t;’el
© was en Pﬂml' in
in 1787. Mxs Allen of
the marched into
keundnhubupm e churches, as there was no
tq ka]d. them. When m!naed on parole, Monsieur
0 usic lessons, us became acquainted with
hture mﬁe In 1818 he hved in the Rue de la Grande
lerie in Paris, and was then a fishmonger by trade.
8
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Charlotte Wedgwood to her brother Henry Allen Wedgwood.

My pEAR HARRY, Panis, March 19 [1818].
We arrived here last Saturday, after being from
Wednesday morning on the road. We found a letter from
Madame Collos at the Barrier, directing us where to go, and
we found very pleasant lodgings at 'Hétel du Mont Blanc,
rue de la Paix; it is a very gay situation. . . . Yesterday
we drank tea with Mme Collos, and after tea went to see
the scholars of the dancing-master who teaches the children
to dance. I was very much amused with little Louis, who
pressed me and the little girls very much to dance, and
when at last he prevailed on Fanny, he made her an elegant
bow and kissed her hand with as good a grace as Sir Charles
Grandison could, which had a very ridiculous effect, as the
little gentleman is but seven years old and very little for his
age; and when we got up to go to the dancing-school, he
took out Emma, gave her his arm, and led her off. Friday 20.
Yesterday was the grand procession of Longehamps, which
we made part of; it was the gayest sight T ever saw, the
day was beautiful and there were such crowds of people that
it appeared as if Paris must have emptied itself. They
were all dressed in the gnyest colouts, and some of the
were most 1! the Duke of
Wellmgton 's, which was the finest of all. We got into the
line of carriages and were more than two hours before we
got home. Sismondi drank tea with us, he talked a great
deal; he is not near so ugly as he has always been represented
to us. I should like to see more of him. We have a maid
named Aglaé who gives us some amusement from being so
exceedingly French; she makes a good contrast with our
valet de place, who is the stupidest German that ever was
seen, and she makes heavy complaints of his stupidity;
when first he came, and she found that his name was Paul,
““ Ah monsieur,” she said, “ c’est dommage que je ne suis
pas Virginie.”
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her brother Harry Wedguwood.

Horer pu MonT BLANC, RUE DE LA Paix,
April 8, 1818.

. . We are grown very grand people, we have been in

ompany with a Queen, sitting quite at our ease as if we

or us to see her and offered to present Mamma, but she
uld not accept the honour. The Queen is a very plain
tle woman, in a large bonnet and shawl. Mamma sat by
 very merry lady who has taken a fancy to her and is coming
o visit her. M. Sismondi was there, M. Benjamin Constant,
Chateauvieux, so we were quite among the literati. A
ery chatty gentleman who talked English fell to the share
Aunt Kitty and me, and went over now and then to Char-
te and would make her talk French, which she hates

It.hmkl’nruu-mnnhmrebuuhfnlmyﬂmnlandnn,
ough there is not that appearance of solid wealth as in the
ny well-built streets of London; but we have nothing to
e with the Place Louis Quinze for elegance. The
ess too is so delightful.
Our great stay and support here is Mr Clifford, who comes
at all hours, and we see him at least twice a day. We
e been doing our utmost to make him buy a new hat,
T expect him to come in presently to shew his trans-
ﬁmbynl"rvnuhhau The girls [Fanny and Emma]
} dpnttmgﬁhemwll"unnhwhoolwhobthy
;Nhrﬂkeththoughmd to my surprise. Mme Gautier
promised to get us if she can to some French balls, and
rdingly we are taking some lessons of a Mulatto man in
Mvu:ﬁi&wb;wm -one. For
ikl mumum’ She lived till 1 I
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a black night-cap and iron-heel boots, who we hope will
make us accomplished dancers. But it is a secret, as we
think ourselves too old to learn and are ashamed of it.

‘We are going to-night to a soirée at Mme Catalani’s. We
dined there the other day and had rather an odd day. There
were two Italian ladies there, sister-in-law and niece of
Catalani, and a very vulgar Frenchwoman, who all talked
as fast and loud as possible. After dinner Catalani called
Charlotte over to her, whisked off her handkerchief, pulled
down her shoulders, pinched her stays together, and declared
she held herself like a grand-papa. You would have laughed
to see Charlotte in the hands of two or three foreigners
pulling her about so, and paying her plenty of compliments
into the bargain. She submitted to it all wonderfully well
considering. We are getting quite dissipated, invitations
are coming in so fast. And now, my dear Harry, I shall
finish this letter to Frank, because the poor man has scalded
his leg and is laid up. So you must send him this letter,
and do not let it be a week on your window first. So good-
bye.

My poor dear Frank, How come you not to have left off
your old trick of killing and maiming yourself, do you like
it still ? I think you are quite right about Gil Blas, and
therefore it is not a book that T care whether I read or not.
Mamma and Charlotte and I dined the other day at Mr
Newnham’s, where we met the great traveller Baron Hum-
boldt,! who is the most amusing man I have seen a long
time, and talks faster than anybedy but Dr Darwin, but so
clear that you can hear all he says. He was talking a great
deal about the Northern expedition that Hensleigh’s friends
know so much about. He said that beyond a certain
northern latitude the Aurora Borealis is never seen. . . .

1 Alexander von Humboldt (1769—1856), the great naturalist,
whoo travels in 5. Americs bud made him famous. Those travels
ith desori Personal
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Emma Wedgquood to her brother Frank.

My pEAR FRANK,

.~ We have got such numbers of masters. Two belong
Charlotte and two to us. I like the Coloes very except
» youngest Louis who bothers one very much. At the
g school there is a little dance every Friday and we
and dance very often they are going this moment to put
the post-office yours Emma Wedgwood.

This little letter is, I believe, the only scrap that has been

erved of Emma’s writing when a child. The look of it

El m.tlllproghdmofhmwnﬁngmnfurhfe The words

in a very tipsy fashion across the page and seem as if
formed with much labour.

‘Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.
Paris, Rue CAvumArTIN, No. 19, 15 May, 1818
. Nothing can be more comfortably settled than

ves, in the genteelest part of the town. The girls
dancing-lesson every morning, Italian, French, sing-
and music three times a week; so it is not our fault if
are not very accomplished, but I am afraid we may
forget to read. Nothing can exceed the kindness or the
~ agreeableness of your two friends, but alas! Mr Clifford
‘goes to England on Monday, and you must direct to him

Mrs Bosanquet’s. The Caldwells are here and are as
busy as possible, but I am afraid they lose some enjoyment
Jnt.hdto‘gcnamnotmminmy‘ Mr Clifford took them a

little in dudgeon at first, as he feared they would interfere
with the snugness of this place, but he went with us yester-
~ day to Hotel Tamise, rue de la Paix, where they are to
~ drink tea, and liked them very much.
- I should have a thousand affectionate messages to you
I could spare paper, but that I cannot. T am obliged to
‘make free with the top of Mr Clifford’s letter, as it is, and
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a visit to Madame Récamier on Sunday and to return by
Sceaux. Mrs Collos we see pretty often, though I am
afraid not quite so often as she wishes. It is natural for

her to wish it, but the i of that
makes me feel uneasy in not doing Mo, but I cannot, find
time or inclinati: She is very and full of

zeal in our service, but I think you had better give her no
commissions before you come here of any sort. . . .

William Clifford to Fanny Allen.

My DEAR,

It is all the fault of that irreproachable Mrs Wedg-
wood that I did not write to you long ago, for I have been
bursting with affection ever since I received your kind
letter and not known what to do with it. I began a letter
yesterday, but I got bothered with Mrs Collos’s English
(as she is pleased to think it), and now here is the same
hashed up again. I go on liking the house of Wedgwood
wvastly, but it is now nearly over, for I am leaving Paris
next week and I am not so extravagant as to keep up an
establishment of useless friends out of reach. Your Mr
Sismondi is in high bloom, and very constant to you, not-
withstanding a great deal else to do or to enjoy. I mow
and then try to tease him into some sort of a kindness
towards me but he seems to have made up his mind on that
point. . . .

Your sentence on me that I am never to be in love is
rather disheartening, and I got another letter at the same
time to the same effect; and it will perhaps set me about
trying one of these days, but I suspect with you that it is
not my vocation. I have nothing more to say without
looking for it, which would be as bad for you as me. Re-
member me most kindly to Mrs Drewe, Misses Marianne
and Georgina, and let all my old friends believe me
ever very sincerely theirs,

WiLLiam CLIFFORD.

Which do I like best of Misses Elizabeth or Charlotte ?
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her father in England.
Rue CavMarTIN, May 24, 1818.
.. We had a day at Montmorenci last week with
Clifford and the Caldwells which I enjoyed very much,
‘weather was delicious, we mounted our asses and went
o the woods, which are the prettiest things now you can
ine, fine chestnut, trees over grass, and a great deal of

'mnymvaryhppymthurmea,uﬂthdnwxd—
ingly. Last night we had our soirée which Mr Clifford
before you went. It did as well as a collection of
A peqﬂe,hwofwham knew one another, could do. There

‘was a whist party for the Baronne de Barbier, who is a fat,
happy-looking woman. Sismondi and Mr Newnham had
& political discussion; John Blunt had the Caldwells to
hkm,mdmstmnhgﬂgnvurdmpwmhovu—y
.~ fine voice indeed but not near so well as we heard her
at her own house.

‘We had a dutiful day with the Truanderie last week.
They came and drank tea as well as the Caldwells. Mme
Collos refused an invitation to our soirée, which I was glad
of I confess. Mamma was very tolerably satisfied with our

last night, and with flowers and a lustre the
room looked very pretty.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.
SATURDAY, June 6, 1818.

I must answer your letter this moment, my dear Jos,
while the impression of its kindness is warm in my heart.
You cannot guess half the pleasure it gave me, valuing
your approbation and your affection more than anything
in this world. I am very glad one cause of my uneasiness
is removed in the generous resolution you have taken, and
another still more important in the improving state of
Jenny’s health. Poor Caroline’s' hard fate still presses
heavily on my heart. . . .

‘We are all much pleased at the improving prospect of
our Swiss tour, though we had made up our minds to come
home with a very good grace if it could not have been
accomplished.

Mr Clifford is really gone. He went with Mr Clive®
early yesterday morning. He spent the day preceding
with us, and he seemed quite low at parting. He gave
us all three a very pretty fan apiece as a parting gage
d’amitié, but Charlotte is decidedly his favourite, and with
any other person in the world I should say it was love,
but he persists in saying he shall never see any of us again.
Mr Sismondi and Mr Gallois were very agreeable and
suitable to each other the day they dined here. They
were amusing themselves a little with Madame Récamier’s
establishment at Val de Grace, the place we visited her at,
though they did not speak of it as if it was at all against
her reputation. They said that she and M. Montmorenci
had hired the house of M. de Chateaubriand, as a joint
concern, but it was so smaﬂ that there was no room either
for Madame de M or M. de Ri ier, and that
she had consulted her friends and they had told her there
was nothing odd in the scheme. They like the place so
much that they talk of purchasing it between them.

1 Mrs mee,who wm -em:n! with her dsughters Mariann

and Geory was fatally ill in Enghnl
¥ Edmgmﬂanlton Chve of W'h:tﬁeld. sometime M.P. for Hereford.
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 Récamier returns to Paris every evening. 1 did not
‘what Madame de Montmorenci does.

restorateur’s bill comes to a little more than 5 Na-
ns & week, finding our own bread. Our washing
2 Napoleons, our bread about 17 francs. Butter,

v lhomldnotbmhmn Louis. Shewondmed at her
’s leaving two such little gulx alone in Paris. In
ber the whole family returned to Maer.

M. Jones (their former nurse) to Fanny and Emma
Wedgwood.

| My pEAR Lmie FRrmsos, NI G

/s 1 have neglected you very long after your desiring
an answer, but I thought I shonld meet, with an opertunity
~and so I have. I was very happy you may be sure to se
lmnﬁomthouwhomllmmdmheuofsvrybody
got quite well and I think Tritton your little Dog
must be a Treasure to you to go about with. I wish I

very happy now with my aunt and Mrs Robberts two
old whomen for companions now not little Doveleys—
- Mrs Robberts is 84 years of age and my aunt is 74 both
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morning till night. . . . You did not tell me how you liked
being left in Parris when all the party left you to go into
Swisserland. I dair say you thought it was for the best
and was very orderly about it. I dair say your cubboard
waré you put your clothes is very tiday you can find your
things in the dark Hannah says you are very tiday I hope
she is good-natured to you and then I know you will be to
her. . . . Now with evry warm wish for your Health and
H: T am yours i 3}

M. Jongs.

Please to remember me kindly to Peeter and Molly.



123

CHAPTER X
1819
. and Sismondi—An i B
il S i o e b
ing across France.
' the autumn of 1818 Jessie, Emma, and F: Allen
back after three years’ absence on the Continent.

As has to Jessie in 1816,
althoughhebndbeenmfusedheoonhnuedhnm
following letter shows her frame of mind. She was
g at Cresselly with her brother John and his wife.

Jessie Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
CrEsSELLY, Dec. 2 [1818].

lted with you, but I should have had no comfort in writing
forget that all this is algebra to you, but I left Geneva

4 gland I found my heart steadily rejected him. Itdid not,
~ even while I persisted in refusing him. I did not intend
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he should find that out, nevertheless; but he did in our
many féte-a-tétes at Chamouny, and above all I betrayed
myself when we came to part. This occasioned his renew-
ing his offer, with an affection and a warmth of feeling
that might have made me happy if half-a-hundred other
affections had not drawn me another way, and shame and
irresolution and timidity had not frightened me, and made
me uncertain of myself, and doubtful whether 1 should
have courage to answer the hopes I had raised. He ex-
pressed himself with a vehemence that frightened me while
these doubts tormented me, and I wrote coldly, and to
remind him of the terms on which we parted, which were,
that we were each to try if we could live happy separately.
We were each to use our best efforts to do so, and only take
the remedy of marriage if we found we failed, using the
utmost openness and frankness one with the other, After
we parted I found he loved me too well to be placed on such
terms, and that indecision was the worst state in the world
to have thrown a nature so impetuous, so naturally decisive
as his. My letter, which I only intended to prepare him for
what I could not answer would not be, hurt him inexpres-
sibly; this grieved me, and I wrote to him again soothingly
and tenderly, but in the meantime I received three letters
that appeared to me harsh, and that gave me an idea that the
fortnight I had allowed my cold letters to operate on him
had cooled his affection, that the mischief to him was done
and could not be undone, and therefore the best thing I
oonld do now was to hurt no others, and to finish with

di. Under thisi 1 wrote to him yesterday,
but just as I had finished my letter came one from him in
answer to my kind one, by which I perceive I was de-
ceived, that he loves me as tenderly as ever; and this
effort has shewn me also more of my own heart than I
knew. I love him more than I would allow even to
myself, and I began to think I cannot be happy separate
for ever from him. I did not send that letter, and thus I
now stand, md thus pﬁnhﬂy have I paned the last month,
mixed less with pleasure
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ihnk:nduymmeu,whunomhmmebnt
will sympathise with me. These joys tho’, only
my situation and my choice more difficult. At first
d saying nothing to John [Allen] or to anyone till
‘mind was made up. I knew they would tell me to
my own feelings only. But I found secrecy from
was intolerable, as it would be from you and Jane
ood] if I held any intercourse with you. I there-
trembling, bathed in dew, cheeks burning and mouth
opened my case to him. Anything was better
reserve with one so tender, so considerate of my
comfort, that his mind seemed solely occupied with
ns for us, so that every word he uttered, every look was
reproach to me. I was much happier after having
spoken to him. I never will have mystery with those I
John wag not more vexed than I might have
He said indeed it was the greatest blow he
d have received; his cherished hope had been that we
d have passed the close of our day together; that my
ge would be to him the samé as if I took the veil
distant country, but that after all I must consult only
r own heart. He would rather not see me at all than
me unhappy. That he thought the wisest way was
' me to consider, not whether I could be happy with
ondi, but whether I should be unhappy without him,

And indeed that is true. When I think on all 1
to give up, I question how it is possible. I appear to
elf unaccountable that I should have arrived in a
tion to place it in doubt; but when 1 take the pen to
an end to it, I am panic-struck, and so much tender-
ess in spite of myself is expressed, that my letter, when I
y no, only tells how painful it is to me and how many
ets must follow. I must however finally decide in a
or two. I cannot wait even your answer. I have
n horribly diffuse, intending to be very concise. I
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doubt also if I have been clear, I am sure I have been very
candid. I believe I have shown you the utmost of my
feelings on both sides. I long to know your opinion, or
feelings rather, tho’ they can be of no use. Dearest Bessy,
it is very hard to act in opposition to the opinion and
feelings of all we have ever loved. I want you to comfort
me. We have had here the most delightful mephon tlmt
could be given. It is i ible to be more

our comfort than Mrs Allen, or more tender than my own
Jack. The way he has taught his children to love us
before they knew us, tells his own affection. They are the
finest children I ever saw; Harry! is I think a beauty, they
are not so much spoiled as I expected, but too much so, to
be as engaging as they would be naturally. They are the
most affectionate children I have ever met with, and that
their little faces express, but I perceive no symptom of
genius in either. . . . Give our tender love to my dear Jenny,
Jos, and all T love, which you will find out from all you love
yourself, and God for ever bless my own own.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Jessie Allen.
SEREWSBURY, Dec. 6 [1818].

My being at this place, dearest Jessie, has occasioned a
delay of two or three days in my getting your letter, which
I did not do till last night, otherwise I could not have let it
remain a day unanswered. How little did I think of the
painful struggles you were going through, at the time when
1 imagined you giving and receiving unalloyed pleasure,
and how sorry I am that the very circumstances that are
so gratifying in other cases, the extreme love of your friends,
only serve to add to your difficulties. But this is not now
to be considered. You would not yourself wish them to be
insensible to your value, to be insensible to your, I will not
call it loss, but absence. Your own happiness, my dearest
Jessie, is the point upon which we must all fix our eyes, and
I pray God to direct you for the best. I cannot read the

1 H. G. Allen (1815—1908), Q.C. and M.P.
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5 and candid picture you have given me of your own
 without being persuaded that you will be unhappy
up Sismondi, and which of us would not a thousand
 rather see you happy with him, than have your
, if you yourself are to be the vietim of your too
nature ¢ We have all made our election without
to you, and you have a full right to do the same.
iparing your situation and ours, we don't stand at
n the same ground. We risk the loss of a very great
ure, but you risk the happiness of your life; therefore
dnrJue,hymdaevcymﬂdmhmmtmn
ent your seeing what that is, and be assured we all love
) mdurlywrvpma if happiness should be the result,
er way you decide. Perhaps the die will be cast
e this reaches you, and if it is, I am anxious that you
d feel no misgivings to torment you. To be united to
n you so entirely love and approve, is worth some
es; and you must let it balance whatever there is of
abroad, you are a better judge of the life you are likely
lead than most women who follow their husbands to a
nt country, and very few women have had the oppor-
of knowing the character of the man they marry
you have. I think you cannot be happy in giving
the man you love, and 1 see no reason to doubt your
happy with him. I don't touch upon income, because
0 doubt you have not let that go without some considera-
Iuynm.hmgoimyownopmmofhm because T

e intheamocﬁ

Ymmnzdtheohﬂdxwhdnhghﬁul,mdlmm—
ed from what you say that it is a good thing to teach
dren to be affectionate, and it is not so likely to do
Mszlundmfur)gvabhm;ﬂmutohmthm
~ with the real feeling.
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Jessie’s e ement to Sismondi took place, and the
following is ifford’s congratulatory letter:

William Clifford to Jessie Allen.

My pEAR FrIEND, [1819).

1 cannot help writing direct to yourself, though with
the risk of being somewhat in the way, to tell you my most
earnest wishes for your happiness. You have chosen a very
able, a most excellent man, who loves you very ardently—
at least 1 believe all this, but Mrs Wedgwood sneers so at
my penetration that I am afraid of putting it on paper.
You must make it a marriage article that M. Sismondi is
to be no longer my enemy. I expect to find in him an
affectionate friend-in-law. You know I was always mag-
nanimous, and did justice to his 1001 fine qualities, in spite
of his perverse dislike to my poor self, and I do not grudge
him the best wife in the world.

I long to be among you, but I should have been terribly
in the way during all this secret concoction, and T had a
lucky escape of it.

God bless you, my dear friend. When you see M. Sis-
mondi will you remember to make him my warmest congratu-
lations, and for the life of you let there be no change in
your kindness to your own G.—a name, however, so little
respectful that I cannot reconcile myself to writing it,
though truly glad to hear it once again.

Saturday, WHITFIELD.

Jessie married Sismondi in April, 1819. He was then 46
and she was 42. The plunge, when taken, proved at first
more than she could endure, and she was wretched at leaving
he.r msfers and Engla;xdhu gut she gradun]ly heosme mured

e di
hm pumonnte devotion to her made her oomplm‘.ely Py

Jean Charles Léonard Simon de Sismondlg f gum

Y

. his full name), born in 1773, came of an Italian ‘which
had been settled in Geneva for two or more generations, and
bore the name Simond. He called hi de Sismondi,









nse is de
mnﬂbonhmPohhmlEeom
od tooth and nail the fundamental pnndplesofths
Some of his oioom-
on.mwhinurym uunndmotthem
M

advocated what we now know as * “ profit-

that he was

ipon he
wm&thuwldlmuthsylttuhdzhndoorofm

’&G@W thll in a letter

-hhd.'nhu‘nunm m&sﬁon
8t Beuve refers to Michelet’s IHulwy w‘hiahislt

ory o ‘most nastily improper
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g'“:hon, but was knocked down by a blow from a musket.
he Syndw gave himself up, was marched off the premises,

In 1838 Louis Napoleon (afterwards Napoleon In)wu
m Geneva. Louis Philippe’s government protemd

his being allowed to live there plotting against the oh
monarchy. At this Switzerland was wroth, and Gene-

pretence,
historical facts baving made all Buonapartes irrevocably
Frenchmen. This attitude made him terribly unpopular,
and his friends feared the populace would set his house on
fire. The incident shewed his political foresight as well u
hlww:ge,iorﬂthnIamanolmnmth
merely a pour rire. Sis
the man had capacities, and forces at his back, which were
not to be d

A little anecdote is told illustrating his kindly nature.
He employed for many years a locksmith who was l wretch-
edly bad workman and did eve wrong. A friend
uked “ But why do you keep him on " The answer was:
“I am his last customer.”

Sismondi had affectations and small vanities which were
distasteful to English ideas. I remember my mother’s
describing how he would say “ petite Emma,” as she was
coming into the room, in an affectedly caressing way. But
in all essentials he was worthy of Jessie, and he was bound-
lessly hospitable and kind to all his English connections.
His sister-in-law Fanny, in spite of her real regard for him,
behaved like a spoilt child, refusing to out on the dde
of the carriage w. he stood for fear having to take
hand. That he made her welcome to his house for months
at a time shews true magnanimity of nature, and illustrates
his proiuund devotion to his wife.

hs wm mn husband. No com-
plete hfe of Slumnﬁ?v L . 72 of

m!oﬂ%Boviu m)mntdnlnh an munﬁngmonnt
oflno:: and Edm ﬂ‘sahcuf mm‘&o-ﬂnmuuum
(hdudmla'lo)hnmm-mtummd Geneva-Coppet
taruxpenylco!thﬂﬁm Virgile Rossel, in his Histoire Litéraire
Romande, says of Madame Sismondi: ““ Sa femme, une

ticisme paresseux & une foi trés active, non it & Ia foi litérale,
:?mhmione traditionelle, mais & une gion de devoir et
"amour.”
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2 her
'!*“ mymyb:-dtbeglvenhm,wdthuﬁni the picture

Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

Ontye, 31 May, 1821
- . When we drove up here Sismondi was in a transport,

given me great satisfaction. He has been as busy as
bee to get the house in order for her; it is made very com-
ortable, and so clean that it is a luxury after the inns of
The library downstairs is a nice room, entirely
with books, the drawing-room, where we are now
will when it is carpeted be comfortable also, it is
up with red and gold-colour calico, which looks warm.
there are two sofas, and when there is a large table,
it gets the look of habitation it will be a nice room.
bedroom is large and commodious, a light yellow paper
white beds. Sismondi has papered nearly all the rooms

d & cow; he is very fond and proud of his purchases. He
hehndlmdeﬂiobyhmlmm He bore the dis-
ointment of Jessie’s failure! unoommonly well, though

fl French History. Jessie found her burean filled with
_ money, both for her allowance and for the business of the
Sismondi appears to me to hit the right middle of

about her, and 1 am sure

had attempted to arrange for the publication
ncnmhdnno(hhhilhry made by her.
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it will give you pleasure. You know we expected to find
the poor beast gasping in the garden but Beauty has had
better luck in reality than in the tale. . . .

Emma_ Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CuiNE, June 1, 1821,

. . . I never saw such rapture as his to meet Jessie, or
such a state of happiness ever since we arrived. Jessie
also appears gay and happy, and amuses herself in talking
nonsense to puzzle him. She is much pleased with the
alterations he has made in the house. There are two very
agreeable summer sitting-rooms, in winter I suppose there
will be a difficulty in keeping them warm. At present, and
particularly when the weather gets hot, we shall find the
coolness and space of this house quite the thing.

T have not cared to repeat the account of our journey
because I wrote it yesterday to Baugh [Allen], but for fear
you should desire to know it, I must tell you that our
departure from London was upon the whole far less sad
than I expected it.

To avoid Paris we took the upper route, but to shorten
it, were directed at Calais not to go as far as Cambray, in
following which direction we fell into the most detestable
roads that ever were, and we got frightened and tired, ex-
pecting the carriage to break to pieces, and were obliged
to walk for near two posts. Thursday was a very heavy
day on us. After toiling all day till six in the evening,
among bad roads which made us tremble for our carriage
after we had got out of it, when we arrived at the post,
the one before St Quentin, they assured us we should have
a charming road on; but unluckily we soon found that we
had to contend with roads infinitely worse than what we
had passed in the morning, and it became so deep and
narrow, that before the carriage stuck fast, we felt assured
the foolish boy who was driving us had mistook his way.
When it did we scrambled out as we could. Jessie stood
guard on the carriage while Fanny and 1 ran different ways
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& great wide ploughed plain, almost at the extent of
ch I observed a farm-house. However before I reached
I fell in with some waggoners, and they and their horses
a time helped us out of the rut; then we took one of
n as & guide to the Saint Quentin road, for we were, as
expected, in some cross one in which, they told us, if
e had gone much further we must inevitably have been
2 ed. We had to walk full two hours following our
ppy-looking carriage, appearing every five minutes as
was going to be plunged [word torn off]. The villages
passed through were like Jeffrestone, quite as full of
], and darkness was coming on so fast, I wonder we
swallowed up in it. It was quite dark when
ltrlvedonthemé and never was I more glad in my life
0 arrive at any place; and we arrived at St Quentin between
and eleven, tired and out of humour, which a dirty inn
lid not improve. The next day we had still to contend
ith bad roads, but fatigue made us take them as gently
possible, and as our carriage had escaped the day before
nnmomdnm-gethmdxmhmpmed we began

g 1

l.mlehmsomnnhfnhgnedldhu After, or rather
fore we arrived at Dijon, and from thence on to this place,
journey was entirely agreeable, the travelling in and view
om the Jura finer than I ever thought it before. The
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CHAPTER XI
18191823

Emma Allen at Maer—Fa; and Emma Wedgwood—A tio
e!ueso—ﬂmea and Race-Balls—A singing party at the ount.
hrewsbury—Dr Darwin and his dsughters—Fanny and Emma.
ac school in Lonﬂon—S\mday-lnh at Maer—The Sismondis

at Geneva.

1In 1819 the Wedgwoods left Etruria, and from now onwards
lived at Maer. Whilst the house was being painted the
family went to Cresselly, leaving Fanny and Emma, then
13 and 11 years old, under the charge of their aunt

Allen at Maer.

Emma Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

Mazr Harz, Nov. 15th, 1819.

. . . Emma says you are all so good about writing from
Cresselly, that she thinks once a week will not be good
enough for us to reply to you. In compliance with her
opinion I advance my time for writing to you. . . . Now
for an account of the home department, which is just as
flourishing as it can be. I marvel at the strength of the
girls’ spirits as much as I do at the perfection of their
tempers. Ifeelnow very sure that not only not a cross word
ever passes between them, but that an irritable feeling never
arises. Fanny, to be sure, is calmness itself, but the vivacity
of Emma’s feelings, without perfectly knowing her, would
make me expect that Fanny’s reproofs, which she often
gives with an elder sister air, would ruffle her a little; but
1 have never seen that expressive face take the shadow of
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angry look, and I do think her love for Fanny is the
thing I ever saw. But I am observing to you what

at these little creatures have filled my mind more than any
other subject lately, so I like to let a little of it out to you.
ascribe much of Emma’s joyous nature to have been
seoured, if not caused, by Fanny’s yielding disposition;
the other met with a cross or an opposing sister there
every chance that with her ardent feelings, her temper
become irritable. Now she is made the happiest being
ever was looked on, and so much affection in her nature
a4 will secure her from selfi and T believe it is accordin,
Sarah’s theory that plant and weed do not grow together.
am almost afraid to tell you how active we are, for fear
gmnhnuldaxpwtmoreﬁnitsfmmitthmwenhﬂlhonbls
luce. We get up all three of us now every d‘y by

when I left them for Betley. In general we find
employment till 1, and then find an hour for music
we come in at 3 or half after. I believe I told you
y that they declared their resolution of taking an
“additional half-hour to their music. I believe they have
~ not missed doing so for one day since, between dinner and
*h. ‘The drawing has rather fallen, through mending
talking nonsense, and playing with kitten. I

do not know what their father will say at such a show of
‘cats, but 3 is now our number except at schooltime, and
then kitten is expelled, for I found she made me idle as
uch as either of them; there is something very irresistible

‘comfortable and tolerably tidy; it is what I labour most at.
Their father’s coming down to-morrow will, I hope, stimulate
them to fresh exertions, as I assure them he approves of
tidiness. The worst news I have to tell you is that I fear
~ Triton is lost. He would frequent Lightfoot’s, and it is

. supposed a soldier enticed him away; he has not been heard
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of since this day week, when the girls and I first missed him

in our morning walk. Good night, dear Elizabeth, I am

very tired, so I wonder why I wrote so much to you.
Affectionately yours E. A.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
[MazR], March 23, 1820.

. Your Parmesan cheese and the noble basket of figs
are arrived safe, and the size and beauty of the cheese has
been the wonder of Maer. Mr and Mrs Harding came over
to see it, and pronounced it the most beautiful cheese that
ever was seen, and I got them the receipt from Jenny
[Wedgwood’s] letter and they are determined to try it this
summer. We were obliged to saw it, and we lived upon the
sawdust for some days. A thousand thanks for that and
the figs. I hope you will taste them both with us, and see
how excellent they are, though you will not have the endear-
ing sentiment that gives them such an increased value to
us. 1 have sent a piece to Parkfields, Betley, and London,
and I have got one for Mardocks when Kitty [Mackintosh]
goes, and I have got such a quantity besides; it is indeed a
magnificent cheese. You ask, my Jess, what the carriage
was, and in compliance with your wishes T must tell you
that it was somewhere about £3, so that it does not reach
the value of it, as you fancied it might, as I believe Parmesan
cheese sells at 1s. 6d. a pound, and this I believe does not
come to 6d.

Kitty M. has written to desire me to send the horses for
her on Saturday. She also encloses us a letter from Mr
Leslie! to Mackintosh, pressing him exceedingly to offer
himself for the vacant chair at Edinburgh, assuring him that
for some years it will be worth £1500 per ann., and saying

1 John Leslie (1766-—1832), son of a Scottish ter, wn at thlp
time Professor of Natural Mlm hy at Edmburgh.
known to_the W
Wedgwood, wlm Fock b fetlans  at Edmbm-gh_ nnd S

had to him an annuity of £150 a to enable him to work
a6 Physioal Seience.  (See Tom Wedguood the Firet Photographer.)
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he thinks if he proposes himself there will be no oppo-
tion to him, and that he may attend Parliament, as he will
be ab liberty from March till November. 1 wish exceedingly

selfish motives no doubt; for those people who fare
y every day have no idea that anybody is ever
tufldmncr and when full gorged themselves have
e to speculate at their ease upon the conduct of their
er neighbours. Lady Holland had the face the other
to ask Baugh [Allen] to put off his marriage for a year !
only motive, to keep the Warden? a little longer in her
, and this is the way she balances her own slightest

es with the happiness of others. . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondsi.

Maxr, May 16, 1820.
Kitty Mackintosh and her daughters went on Wed-
and her visit here was entirely agreeable from
to end. She was kind and affectionate to me
d good-humoured and agreeable to everybody. I think
may say with truth that no cloud ever interrupted the
e I had in her society. Her girls seem very happy
her, and though she gives them multitudes of direc-
ons, as she neither insists upon obedience, nor goes out of
nour when she is not obeyed, it does not interrupt the
1 harmony. It had only this bad effect that Fanny
¢ intosh] constantly mounts the opposition coach and
‘. it with the most uninterrupted composure.

 Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismonds.
Marr, July 3lst, 1820.

Bl Havmggvenyoualmlempita it is time, dearest
7 eilludcu to begin again. .

1 Dr John Allen succeeded to the Mastership when this was
~ vacated on Baugh Allen’s marriage.
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The Races began yesterday, and by accident we have
had the smartest set-out we ever had, as our carriage is new,
and being so many we were obliged to have four horses;
and the post-boys had been stimulated by a rival inn to
sport new blue jackets and silver-laced hats, so we went to
the Course glorionsly. Eliza, Caroline, Tom and Bob Wedg-
wood! are with us, and T find it much more comfortable not
to have any outlyers. To-day however we have the Sneyd-
Kynnerslys, who dine and go to the ball. Eliza Wedgwood
is Lady Patroness, but she is looking very ill, and she has
no vanity to gratify. I can’t think what is the reason, she
seems to have no disorder, but she is just like a fading flower.
Charlotte had a new pink spencer and bonnet, and I never
saw her look so handsome in my life. (N.B. You need not
answer any of these sort of remarks.) Sarah lent us her
phaeton, and I put in it little Pepper and Mustard, alias
Fanny and Emma, to go to the Course, but that might have
been a serious matter, as the horse took fright, and over-
turned them and their driver; but luckily without the
smallest injury to any of them. After the Course we went
to Dr Belcombe's to tea, and then to the Play.

Friday. The Races are over, and we are once more quiet
and a little dull, not that the excitement has been great.
We have had one very good ball, and one abortion of one
last night that T had the misfortune of being prime agent in,
and at which there were not more than 20 people.
are not like our old Haverford meetings, when we could
dance six nights together. . . .

v

Thuerwumdm&bnﬂ.nmmhvaphyedlhtgn

meountryh!e by their
wm(mo) “We races,
vhichlmuyedthemmt it was the

race I ever saw. Ih&vﬂznmnngamumu
‘my passion is horse- raung
Susannah, the osiah Wedgwood, and wife of Dr
Robert Darwin, had died in 1817, when Marianne, the
eldortdoughter, was 19, and Caroline 17 years old.

1 Children of the John Wedgwoods.
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Marianne and Caroline took charge of the household on
the death of their mother, and Caroline taught her little
wmm Charles and Catharine, whowmolght

seven

nblnlhwinglntmh]hofngnhmngo! to take
jn‘lmuoom at Dr Darwms. the Mount, bnry.
The Owens of W in the following
mebhedanghma!nshopshmuthmiw me

nd-

from Shrewsbury. father kept up a warm
ﬁm‘ Sarah, the eldest Bgu en (afterwards Mrs Hali-
), and wywem the ntorwswe heard about his visits

to Woodhouse.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Fanny Allen.
MY DEAR FANNY, SurEwsBURY, 30 Nov., 1820.
When we came here we found the Dr at Berwick
where Lady Hill is very ill after her confinement, so we had
& quiet dinner with nobody but Erasmus. The next day
Caroline was very busy scrattling! and making a gown
which was to be done in one day, and having her hair cut
and the rooms arranged. Sunday we dined at half-past
one, drest afterwards, and sat about 3 hours expecting the
tide to come in about dark, and rather stiff and awful the
evening was. I now like Mrs Owen very much, but her
manners are at first very grave and cold. Miss Owen is a
very little girl of 16, a most prodigious friend of Susan’s,
and Mr Sor is constantly making fun of their friendship, for
which Susan hates him heartily, but Miss Owen does not
mind. They sit by one another, and then Mr Sor quizzes
them, then they sit asunder, but all in vain; he says such
entertaining things with such amusing looks that it is im-
possible not to laugh. Miss Owen began the Mysteries of
Udolpho when first she came, but Mrs Owen thought it
would take her up so much that she would not be able to
attend to her singing, so she first tried to reason her out of
th; ;Bm‘lmb." l‘{mﬁ'ﬂl country word. It means, ll \ued b
pod s ot b g Ui b



140 A Century of Family Letters  [omar.Xt

it, and when that had not much effect, she gave her a shilling
to put off reading it till she went home, and gave her Guy
Mannering and the Romance of the Forest to read meanwhile;
but she says she would like to have the book again and give
back the shilling. We dine at 6 and the whole morning is
taken up with the lessons, except about half an hour given
Mr Sor to run on the gravel walks. Then after tea till bed-
time Mr Sor sits at the pianoforte and plays and sings
different things from memory, sometimes roars a whole
chorus till he is quite red in the face, or plays the guitar.
Then all we young ladies perform our different perform-
ances. Charlotte and I always sing a trio with Mr Sor,
which is perfectly delightful, he sings so ifully. I
should like to spend our whole lessons singing with him
instead of learning. Last night he made us laugh till we
cried with taking off the whole French opera, Lais, who
roars in the depths of his stomach, and Madame Somebody
who shakes her two arms at once.

There is just come in a heap of new music and everybody is
rushing to examine it, so I shall go after the rest. . . .

The life at Maer, with its careless freedom and absence of
restraint, was a great contrast to that at the Mount. There
all was orderly and correct, and everyone must conform to
the Doctor’s views of what was right. He was extremely
kind, and my mother was athchl:g to him, but she never
felt quite at ease in his presence. No one must speak so
that he did not hear, and she would describe how he would
say, “ Hm, hm, what is Emma saying ?” I remember her
telling us that a boy was ‘:113
Doctor. He was cautious, even til as to bod:ly dmgm
though with great moral fearl
ness and untidiness of a boy were eqnu.ﬂy distasteful to
him. No son however could have been more devoted and
more reverent than our father. Indeed, when he said, “ My
father thought or did so and so,” we all knew that in his
mind there could then be no further question in the matter;
what his father did or thought was for him absolutely true,
right, and wise.

Caroline and Susan Darwin both had high spirits, abound-
ing life, and deep feeling.
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Mammm hwbomab::dbusppe.n::;

very effective; nt colouring,

Btk hiaic growing low on hiee wide fosaleosd,  * Sho soked
" her cousin

arrying.
In January, 1822, Fanny and Emma Wodiwood (then
nearly 16 and 14) were taken up by their mother
London to be placed at school at Greville House, on
gton Green. Paddington was then a semi-rural

B oliici waa deocrited by Beemy s & copifoetable old

, and yer, the mistress, as a -humoured,

.~ motherly sort of woman, but “ not strikingly genteel,” and
she added, “ Fanny and Emma went very cheerfully, but
ed a few tears at parting.” The i this school
have been very enlightened. In French history

never got beyond Charlemagne, as with every new

e class began again at the beginning with Clovis.

was one of the show performers on the piano, and

one day sent for to play to George IVth’s Mrs

to and from the girls were read by Mrs Mayer,
t:ﬁ-huh Sismondi that she should not let the
to her, il us

TR
giif

£
it

to perceive from their mention of

to their cousing that they have hearts alive to

when it is shewn them. It mends our hearts to

mwurdsﬁhmth‘tnhr:'ki::dwu,mdﬂ;.inl

never to forget ind your aunts have

i and do not forget a message now and
towards them.”

or l.ﬂoetxmm A
told them how was izes for quiet
viour at the Sunday-school at mgwmu taught
3 family and held in the laundry. There wasno week-
8 3 father told me that anything in coat and trousers from 6
[ ,unx{n eighty wnm!:ir gﬁm.:eo Susan. e
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day school, and this Sunday-school, containing 60 children,
gave whatever education they received. Emma, when she
left school, also taught there. She composed four delightful
little stories written in simple words and just suited for a
child’s mind. These she had printed in large type for the
use of the school. We, her own children, were taught to
read out of this little book, and were fond of these stories,
whmh are mong some of our earliest recollections. We
s{u:)nmg as we t-honght it, of the
word e plumb in a story ut a *“ plumb-pie.”
and Emma spent only one year at Mrs Mayer’s,
th %mmn was barely 15 at the end of the time. After
this d d under the supervision of
her nmters Ehznbeﬂ: and Charlotte, with occasional masters
when opportunities occurred.

Mrs Josiak Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen
at Geneva.

{Loxpox] Jan. 22, 1822,
.. . At dinner we had Mr Whishaw and Mr Vizard, a very
pleasant day, but the best part of the whole was that Mr
Whishaw took me for you, my Fanny, all dinner time. T
have not been so pleased a great while. I had anew cap on.
I will always put it on when I mean to be charming. Now
when I have so long been pitying myself for growing old!
and ugly to be taken for my Fan! I thought he attended
to me more than usual at dinner, but I only set it down to
my being particularly agreeable.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
MaEr, April 8th, 1822.

T have now two delightful letters to thank my Jessie for,
and T can send this for nothing by Edward Holland, which
is a great encourager to begin a long letter. I shall send
you the two last Edinburgh Reviews by him, indeed, I should
have done so before if I had not imagined you had them in
some other way. Blackwood’s Magazine is always running

1 She was fifty-eight, and Fanny Allen forty-one years old.
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‘at the E. Review and at all the authors with a malignity that
I don’t know how to account for. A number is regularly
ent to Mackintosh at Brooks’, he does not know from
, and it generally contains some abuse of himself. Tt
astonishing the ill-will he excites, and I do believe it is
g but his ill manners, for as to political animosity, he
not excite that, one would think, being the most moderate
the whole set. .
A ﬁﬂnkyouuedl"nnny[mkn]vuryﬂl not to let her seo
er lover. I see you keep up your old ways of
and Emma. Was there ever such a saucy way of
ecting a poor lovier ? . . .
beg, my Jessie, you will not say anything to take off
the pleasure 1 have in being Scott purveyor to your
ess. I think Mr Sharp undervalues Scott. The five
he ventured to compare to him were, Mrs Radcliffe,
e d’Arblay, Miss Edgeworth, Miss Austen, and Mrs
Brunton,—the latter surely very inferior. It is very odd,
' true, but I am assured Miss Austen’s works do not sell
and Mackintosh rates her above them all, even Scott
elf I think. Miss Edgeworth is now in lodgings in
ondon, shewing the world her sisters, and her sisters to the
She has been spinning out visits to all her acquaint-
and she has the credit of wanting to marry up the
0 ones; but Fanny is delicate, and I should think it
y likely she might go off as so many of her family have
e. Eliza [Wedgwood] met them at a dinner Mrs Holland*
e them in Russell Square the other day; but it was alto-
er a great mess, they came three-quarters of an hour
the dinner-hour, and went off before tea to two other
es. Her chief topic was dress, and the true Parisian
t of a gown. Surely this is affectation.

If.hinkllhnﬂnotridomnch any more;?

The Swinton Holland family, who: Wedgwoods visited
n ln!.mndnn meﬁthmhhnmAnyum
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I am grown timid, and my arm continues weak. I don’t
think however, as it is not the bridle hand, that it would
hinder me if my spirit was better. However when I have
got my Shandredan I shall not want to ride.

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

GENEVA, Dee. 19, 1822.
... We are made very happy by the good account you
give of yourself. You have occupied my thoughts and
feelings very much since my presentiment gave me the first
alarm; more than I liked to say while you were still unwell;
it seems the same thoughts and prayers occupied us at the
same time. I believe I am a little superstitious in my loves
and friendships, and I like to encourage it contrary to my
ding, because it is ble to my feelings to give
as it were a little sacredness to them. You would think me
a fool if you knew what notice I take of periods, coinci-
dences, similarities, and the whole train of accidents that
i the lighter superstitis 1 often think if I were
you, how fearless I should feel of death. Perhaps it is our
duty to aspire to the highest degree of perfection we are
capable of in this life, but my aspirations, my hopes, my
prayers even, do not go beyond what you are; and oh that
1 may one day reach that, so as to be inseparably united to
you. A very warm devotional feeling is more a great enjoy-
ment to oneself than necessary to our salvation, I should
hope, from its depending so much on the physical constitu-
tion of our nature. The mother of a family can never hang
80 loose on life as one whose cares and hopes terminate in
her own generation. I should feel ever ready to quit life if
T had but reached your standard, and this is one of my con-
solations for never having known the highest class of feelings

granted us.

I have been interrupted no less than three times in this
little scrap of a letter; I do not know now what I was going
to say and I see what I have already said is broken out of
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time and tune. I hate having the chain of my thoughts

n—we shall see how that will be to-morrow. 1 was
Il of nothing but you and myself when I began, but now
accounts of the ménage (as we Genevoises call it), a

maker and a little talkmg Irishwoman, have put
other things in my head. Farewell to you and me for
'y

~ 20th. This goes, though it is a pity to shew what a goose
I am, but I do not mind it to you, who have love enough
‘and to spare for me to shew myself under what colours T
My boast of “ hanging loose on life " needs some
nation, lest you may think it arises from a sad feeling,
‘want of happiness, which is by no means the case. I

am afraid of its being an audacious feeling, till I am what
_you are, and therefore dunntngo:tﬂlﬂw eneomgement
d with it that 1

inthmwnrld,t.htis,mpponnglbgdummbgwd
if luck it might be called, as you have had, lest it
bind me too much to life. You are not to imagine
1 have any discontent with my present existence,
e I do not feel more bound to it. I am not sure T
mfaolﬁwnmevhenlmtholm[A]hn] at

Alsoonul am worthy 1 should be glad to escape
yet my daily life is almost as happy and as gay as
) in my best days, 1 believe, and will be so as long as I

p in sight all I love—alas, it is but mentalsight. But if
settled in England I could not have lived with all,

ch homhm,howmuuhhelmmnndwhomﬂafay
VOL. L.
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by me to the end, and whom I love to a degree that makes
me often forget all I have lost. Who is there in life that has
not to weigh the good and evil? and it often happens to me
that the evil kicks the beam. I have only to keep my
thonghts from the past and the future, the present is calm,
comfortable, happy, and frequently from animal spirits
joyous. I do not pretend that Sis is the most agreeable
man that lives, but to me he is a choice companion. I have
more thoughts and feelings in common with him than 1 have
even with the sisters I have most lived with; and then such
tenderness, such indulgence as 1 had never imagined or
hoped for, and a firmness to resist me when I am a fool, for
which I love him all the better, though he thwarts me; but
there are times I like being thwarted. As for the material
of life, I have never at any period felt so completely easy.
lhlvenowubungraﬁﬁad Ihvomypockmgamﬂyhﬂ
and a year’s income in advance. I do not exaggerate when
1 say all this happiness that I have been displaying to you
is gone when you are ailing.

We luckily came into the town the day before the first
snow, and find ourselves very comfortable. We have not
yet gone out much, but in the fortnight that we have been
already housed, we have had three of our reading soirées
which have been very agreeable, and I have given one little
talking one, which went off with great success.

I find here I am very apt to make friendships with bad
women, by some means or other I have great attraction for
them. There is a Russian here, daughter to one of the
Russian ministers, a Prince Lapaukyne, that has taken a
great fancy to me, and has deputed me sometimes to
chuperon her daughter, a fair eluver girl who they say is
really a daughter of the E: der, and whom her
mpumdfnthnvﬂlmynymﬂnsoneofﬂmmwhw-
esses in Europe. Her mother is very handsome and very
elegant and modest in her manner. She is also very clever,
and as agreeable company as a person can be, whose char-
acter does not keep pace with her other attractions. 1am
not myself sure she is out of the course, but she is out of




" Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismonds.

Maxr, Jan. 30, 1823.
+ .. I am going to begin a letter to you, my beloved Jessie,
- without knowing when it will be finished; for I am going
~ presently to spend a couple of days at Betley Hall. . . .
But I will not fall into egotism before I have told the very
great pleasure your last gave me, by entering so fully into
_your own situation and feelings, and by giving me such an
 entire conviotion of your happiness. Dearest Jessie, how
xluhlmobhgedtoyonforw What could console us
‘tyonrduunu but the knowing this ? and how very much
does it increase my affection (shall T call it %) for Sismondi.
“He would be an odd person if he did not value such a wife,
Lhthnwmmyoddonnmtheremthewoﬂdioromsw
" mondi. @ive him therefore my love with more than usual
~warmth.
~ Sunday.—I took this to Betley on Thursday thinking T
- might find some odds or ends of time to finish it, but they

arty to meet us. I enjoyed my visit very much, liking Mrs
t and the girls so much as I do. We had a great deal of
‘working, talking, and singing. Mrs Tollet is exceedingly

out guile. . .
lmverymnchoumplmﬁodonmylmpmved]mh
Moalyoonvmeeamehovﬂllbohdbdom. With




148 A Century of Family Letters  [cmar.x1

ation and compare it with myself; but still I love the affec-
tion that does so misrepresent me and would not lose it for
worlds.

I have been reading a good deal about the doctrine of
original sin and the being born again, and I am puzzled. If
we are incapable of the least effort of ourselves, and must
owe every good thought to the inspiration of God, it seems
to put good and evil out of our own power. Is this Calvin-
ism ? This is Mrs Tollet’s doctrine, and I believe that of
most of the evangelical clergy. . . .
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CHAPTER XII
1823—1824

| Bessy’s lessening strength—A Wedgwood-Darwin party at Scar-

-A visit to ydney Bnu at Foston waory—A memor-
able debate—An averted duel—Emma_confirmed—Revels and
flirtations—XKitty Wedgwovd'n death—Sarah Wedgwood builds
on Maer Heath.

Brssy was now 59 years old, and her sensitive temperament
~ often caused her to suffer, as age told upon her health.
She wrote (1823): “ When I consult my feelings they are
 often so lively that I am obliged to watch my expressions

for fear of their appearing to want truth. » And again to
. her sister Fanny : * 1 feel a great desire to refresh my oldness
‘with a new scene. . . . Some causes of anxiety I have had,

and they do not pass lightly by me.” Perhaps for the sake
~ of Bessy’s health hheJosmK edgwoods pedavmtm

Secarborough. Bessy wrote (June 13th, 1823): “ We travel
in the phaeton, holding four, and a stmhnpe for two. This

~ will make us longer on the road, but as our object is to see

the country it is rather an advantage, and I expect great
hnpl:voment in mty&v’:: h;slth from the moderate way in
‘which we propose ourney.”

mexrno Marianne Susan Darwin were to meet
~ the party at Scarboro grently to the satisfaction of both
mdes The following gives an account of a visit
made whilst staying f.bem to Sydney Smith at his parson-
age, Foston-] le—({s- e had been his own architect, and
it was there that he bought an ancient green chariot
(christened the “ Immortal”) to be drawn by his cart-
horses; had his furnjture made by the village carpenter, and
- found a “little gu.rden gxrl shaped like a milestone,” nick-
named her “ Bunch,” and trained her to become “the best
butler in the county.” Tt is said that the gardens he pro-
wvided for his parishioners, at & nominal rent, are still called
*“ Sydney’s orchards.”

* Seo Reid’s Zife of Sydney Smith.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismonds.
ScaRBORO’, August 30ih, 1823.

. .. I have been waiting for something very agreeable
to season my letter with before I wrote to my ever dear
Jessie, but we are much too quiet to give me any hope, and
T cannot rest any longer without telling you how very much
1 like my precious ring that Fanny [Allen] brought me from
you. I think it very pretty, but it is of more value to me
than if it were of rubies, coming from the dear hand that
sent it. It also puts me constantly in mind of you, not
only because you were the giver, but because you yourself
wore one of the same kind when I last saw you, and I never
look down upon my hands without thinking of you; and it
is never off but when I go to bed.

You will delight to hear that our Fanny looks and
is in high health; her complexion is much finer than when
we parted, and she looks not a day older, and in my opinion
prettier. She is also in excellent spirits and adds very
much to the pleasure of our domicile.

It is curious to see how much quieter we are here than
even at Maer, for we don’t know a single person here, though
the town is full of very smart-looking people and very gay
equipages. Au reste it is a pleasant place, but the beach
very, very inferior to Tenby. We went to the first ball, and
the attendance was so thin that it quite discouraged the girls,
and though I tried to persuade them to try again I could
not succeed. The poor master of the ceremonies looked so
melancholy that he excited my tenderest sympathy. I
think public balls are getting quite out of fashion. At the
Jast York Race ball, which used to be a place where all the
grandees of this very opulent county used to delight in
shewing themselves, there were only seven couple. I think-
it is your stately quadrilles that have made the balls so
dismal, because the English ladies now dance them as if they
were at a funeral and dancing the dance of death. There
are a very good company of strolling players here, but they



; and yet they gave us wax candles last night and were
rewarded by an unusually good house, but it seemed an
'~ extraordinary piece of good fortume. Last week Fanny
Allen, our two eldest and I, paid a visit at Sydney
nith’s about 30 miles from here, and were rewarded by
ar of the merriest days I ever spent. Theyhnnbniltu
| \very pretty and furnished it very
~ without being oxpenmve I never saw such a maj
i\ frs. Smith. Everything is so well done without bustle
ﬁnﬁ T can’t think how she contrives it. They have a large
,vhichheuylhemnageabeﬂuf.hmanykrmnrm
‘Yorhlﬂm the effect of it is however an air of plenty in
every d that is very ble. They see a great
 deal of oomplny, and in the most agreeable way of friends
coming from & distance to spend some days, and not stiff
dinner visits. 1 like the daughters too very much; Saba is
not handsome, but has a very elegant figure. Emily is in
my opinion very much so, she has a most beautiful figure,
wvery tall, very brown, bright black eyes, and fine teeth.
ﬂwueomnguntlortheﬁmmsttheappmmhng

I ¢

therefor. We saw two of the dresses which were to make
\ figure there, mtormhwusenzdownbylﬁn!‘oxmd

m-lloerhmlymamnnhbpppietmdmamdennhle
~ situation than as they were in London. . . .

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
GENEVA, January 28, 1824,
It is a long time, dearest Bessy, since you have had the
pleasure of paying for a letter from me, though you have
had news of us recently enough; it is to be sure of little con-
sequence to whom the letter is addressed in a circle where
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all are beloved, but I have a great pleasure in giving and
receiving the endearing terms from you. I have great
hopes that this will be one of my golden years, who knows,
perhaps your dear face may shine upon me ? I do not see
why I may not see you at Chéne. Ilike to think it probable,
and the little improvements we are making give me so much
the more pleasure because I think it possible you may look
in upon them. For my own part I feel vexed to have lost
so entirely all taste for travelling. A journey weighs upon
my mind as & penance more than a pleasure, and though I
remain alone, I am glad not to have to go to Paris with
Sismondi this April; thus pleasures drop from us like leaves,
one by one, till we arrive to feeling that repose is the greatest
of all pleasures. Poor Emma [Allen]is confined with broken
chilblains. It is not for want of fires that she has them, for
I endeavour to keep up a continual blaze, and our winter
rooms are very warm. What could John mean by keeping
himself and his friends without fire such an October as we
have had ? How I detest the economy of the rich, always
falling meanly on the necessaries of life. You shall want
bread and fire in a house where you may be gorged with
dainties. I remember feeling hungry all through the day
at Dunster Castle till 6 o’clock, when a glutton’s dinner was
put before one of two dozen dishes. . . .

1saw a letter the other day from Mr Mallet to Mrs Marcet,
which said Mackintosh’s history was in great forwardness,
that he had this winter read parts of the first volume to
Lord Holland, who liked it very much, and it would be
published in the spring. How much I wish the news were
true.

My Thursday evenings are in great repute, so that I even
receive solicitations of admittance, but this more embarrasses
than pleases me, because it is ill-natured, pedantic, and a
thousand evil things to refuse, yet their convenience and

bl is pls d d by admitting num-
bers. It is a great fashion and a great pride to admit as
many men as possible in the soirées and T am the only one
who exclude or rather limit them, and it is one of the great
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that my soirées are more agreeable, because the
ersation being general, the women take a part. Besides
poor little gentle Marcette, who does very well to give
& to a dozen people, would be ramfuzled to give to forty.
r8 Marcet ! is inclined, I think, to manage me, and I do not
cel inclined to resist becanse she likes mo and flatters me.

:nded this year to save giving a large party by admitting
little and little into the Thursday evenings all to whom
any civility. Accordingly I began with Sis’s sacred
de dimanche, and took Mme de Candolle to begin.
Marcet, who observe is self-invited, said to me the
day, ““ Oh, I hope you mean to ask Mme de Candolle
she enjoyed it so much.” “Indeed, I do not know,
Wve a great many to ask; it is not so easy to me to give
very week large parties, I have no men-servants. Itis only
| many as the maid can serve tea to that it is convenient
have.” “ But you may always hire a man here, it is so
; they are always to be had for 3 francs.” The dialogue
but thought I to myself I shall say no more but
ertainly take my own way. Our parties are not at all
more agreeable for having Mrs Marcet; she adds very
ttle to society and very often interrupts conversation by
ting a double one, in which she speaks so loud as to
h by annihilating a better one. There is, however, a
naturalness in her and good sense that makes me
hummpmy,avmtho@nhawmmuhrenmeby

n where the musick is really very pretty, our sub-
ption 30 florins (A florin is something less than 6d.), for

& vast circulation. H Uommﬂw
Bmwwuhnbewknnwnwnrk,mdw-wnmﬂypnind

3 ludmgowno
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which there were ten concerts, an amusement not too ex-
pensive. Last Wednesday the first singer from Vienna
stopt and sang to us in her way to Milan. She is very
young, her voice magnificent, little inferior to Catalani. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her daughter Elizabeth at
Russell Square.

Suxpay Nieur (7 March, 1824].

. . . I have missed you and Fanny very much, and that
makes me think that if any of you marry I shall feel very
dismal without you. However, I hope you will enjoy your
lark as much as possible. I am glad Emma [Holland] has
shewn her old cordiality to you, and I daresay Anne [Marsh]
will do the same. Let me advise you by no means to stand
upon your points with any of your friends. I am sure it is
not the way to be happy or wise either. Don't lose any
opportunity of calling when it comes in your way without
mmdmg whether you owe them a visit, for a volunteer at a

season may imes spare you a long walk at
an inconvenient one. . . .

Addition by Charlotte Wedgwood on the same sheet.

My pear ErizaserH,

You left word with me to send a bottle of physick
to Llewis’s child without mentioning what physick it was
to be. There is come a bottle from Mr Turner’s which, as
nobody owns, I conclude to be the one, and I shall venture
to send it if T hear from Mr Turner that it is made from a
prescription that is in your drawer. . . .

In the le%t:‘r: there are m:h ﬂlnsion:nb; Elizabeth’s
doctoring of the poor le ildren, it is im,
nblehz help thinking tm i

and
a sore mouth m was ntop And Ehnbeth wrote to her
sister Fanny (March 20, 182'7) “Little George Phillips has
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Emma Wedgwood to her sister Elizabeth.

(MaxER, March, 1824.]

. Will you get four fine cambrick pocket handkerchiefs
eight common ones for everyday ? Then a common
rinted cotton gown. I do not wish to give more than 10s.
it. I should like a blue, pink, or buff one. If you
ppen to be in a ribbon shop, will you get 3 yds. of not
y handsome ribbon for a turned straw bonnet. I am
nite indifferent about the colour, except not straw colour.

not give yourself any trouble about the rib, for T can
b it very well here.

AyurmtwohuntmEmmwhotookalmgaofhsr
and appearance. RElizabeth and Chu'—
Lmdlﬂmt on the subj

lulw-wmted money for lndt
The mt.herwrmwbuhulbtnd mm,
nhﬂwgn]agoon;walln -
‘mistrust because wa; (mtbeprm-
we{rmgmhe nemttomadmluyisbl?:l:em“
with her clever hands, mhnr—dmmhtha

& grey hairin it. It wasabundant
oould sit on ha'l but Charlotte’s beautiful
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Th deb.uducnbedmthfoﬂwmgm and
's speech, formed anepoch in the history
che st.m e fm- the abolition of slavery. Smith was a
clergyman in the West Indies. The planters
Meuned him of having excited the discontent of the negroes
amongst whom he had worked, and of having incited them
to rise against the whites. After an ouf ual unfair
trial he was convicted and sentenced to be hutlus
execntion was adjourned until the views of the home
Government could be known. Mecnwlnle he died £ lmm the
an

effects o in

denounced the trial as a ‘‘ monstrous vxohhom of justice in
form as well as substance,” and moved a vote of censure on
the Demerara Government.

Fanny Allen to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

9, Kiva SteEwr, SUNDAY [13 June, 1824].

. . . The House was in a great bustle as we got in, owing
to Gourley’s attack on Brougham! 1 was very much
alarmed at first, fearing our principal performer would be
prevented from appearing on the boards that night, but I
was relieved on seeing him in his place, and hearing him
get up and give an account of the assault. The debate on
Smith began almost immediately, and 1 certainly never had
such a treat in my life. Lushington’s® speech was sensible,
but his manner was too theatrical and his voice pompous.
Tindal answered him. It was his début, and his taste was
strange in chusing so odions a subjeet to begin his House of
Commons career. It did not appear to me a good speech,
though some said it was. Williams’ speech was very good
indeed. Copley’s, the best on his side of the House, I think.
Wilberforce’s feeble, and no attention was given to him,
‘which was very bad, or as Mackintosh said brutal. Canning’s

o e 1ad been v-mhnﬂy assaulted in the lobby of the House by a

ing las
ton, s«udam Am'bingur), became famous
Jndpl' Copley, then Attorney-General, was afterwards ynd-
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'was not a very good one; he had a bad cause and he
ed to feel the weight of it. Denman spoke very well,
Brougham’s speech was delightful. He spoke for an
and 10 or 20 minutes, and it was the most incomparable
g I ever heard. I could have screamed or jumped with
He handled Scarlett and Canning to my soul’s
tent—tossed them about like a cat a couple of mice from

paw to another, teased them and threw them into the
‘with equal grace and strength. Copley and Tindal had
share. The cheers of the house was like a dram to one.
said that Brougham’s speech gained 3 votes, one a
6 Indian, and bad sent off 8 from the House without
The Ayes and Noes sounded so equally numerous,
the division was a very interesting moment, and the
‘were glorious on the numbers being told. I saw Mr
pick up his papers very much crestfallen and walk
i very slowly. He kept his head down all the time of
ugham’s speech, and Mack said Peel looked extremely
‘bed at it, visibly so. John [Allen] and M. came up
 the ventilator® in a great state of excitation; the former
d it was the best speech he had ever heard in debate. I
not forget to tell you our pretty history in the venti-

Mr Money brought up Mr Inglis® to us. He staid to
a little, and our Cerberus came in and sent him off.
Littleton and Lady Georgina Bathurst came late, only
‘hear Canning’s speech, and as soon as Brougham was up
told their gentlemen they were ready to go and went
111 Mr Horton Wilmot was not forgotten in Brougham’s
; he threw a pebble and felled him to the ground.
‘e found broad daylight below stairs, and the faithful
‘Wright in the Coffee house. We all walked together up

The ventilator was the then Ladies’ Gallery. The old Arh--

h ies sat, loo] do —1
on one side, opposition on the other. One heard there better
han anywhere in the mua
4 Afterwards Sir Robert Inglis, the well-known Tory M.P.
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‘Whitehall, Mackintosh in great spirits and London looking
still and free from smoke. I never saw it in such beauty.
We took leave of John just as we got into a hackney coach,
which I was sorry for, as I liked the walk better, and the
red eastern sky looked beautiful. It was after 4 before we
got to bed; and I slept soundly till eleven, when I got up,
with only the penalty of a headache, which I will gladly
pay again for such another night. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismond:.

Cresserry, Aug. 6th, 1224,

I will readily come into your compact, dearest of the dear.
It gives me so much pleasure to think that you would like
to hear oftener from me, that I shall resume my old custom
of sending you a letter the beginning of each month, and this
for the first. . . .

I have been round the wood to-day on Johnny’s Donkey,
with Jos and the three boys; this is the way I like children’s
oompmy Bob was on hxs pony, the other two on foot

t bilberries, in no
as you may very well remamber, but affording as much
pleasure in the pursuit as if they were, and presenting them
to me with real good will.

We travelled down in the Phaeton so we were a good while
on the road, because we paid a visit to Mr Clifford on our
way. When we were at Perrystone John and Jane drove
over in their little carriage md spent the day with oy She
was looking bright and bl g to quite an
degree.! Mr Surtees and Harriet had been spending fout
days with them to consult Dr Baron and Jane invited them
to their house, thinking she should get a little of Harriet’s
company by it, [but] she and Jenny had only one walk
together the whole time. The whole family were on the
alert running up and downstairs all day to answer the bell

1 In 1829 Bessy wrote: ** Jenny’s youth and is the admira-

tion of al tho world, and ahe was hiought the other day to be
enough to be [her daughter] Eliza’s daughi ;b it i
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d John fetching the doctor two or three times a day, I
lieve, and yet he did not seem the least sensible of any of
ttention. Harriet is positively very much attached

incredible as it may seem, but her gentle nature
d not see a person so dependent on herself for any

rt without becoming so. ~Au reste, as you French say,
hbdymgw,butm&mnhhnhhwmhnldont
winter. . . . The same dull things he used to say
t.y years ago he says now, the same spiteful hits at

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CrESSELLY, Sept. 14th [1824].
. Yesterday brought to a happy conclusion a dis-
jree b)e business between John [Allen] and Sir John X.
“must tell you that Mr Adams and John, as joint trustees
Mzr Phillips, thought it right to lay out a certain sum of
, left in Lord Milford’s will for the purpose, in the
hase of land ; and bought a valuable lot, at the valuation
a man of business near to Sir John’s property. Both
John and Lady X. have been very violent sbancdnl
d have pretended it was done in enmity against him.
wrote to him last week saying that he hoped that
her he nor Mr X. would abstain from shooting over the
jate just purchased, that he should scarcely have taken
o liberty of mentioning this, if it had not been told him
t they bad considered the object of their buying this
state as hostile to him, which was very far from being the
ase. In answer to this civil letter, John received on Friday
st & most insolent one from Sir John, saying that he should
ever accept any obligation from those who were so little
friends, and that he should consider it neither honourable
(something else, I forget what) to buy an estate in
opposition to the wishes of a gentleman, the next neighbour.
‘ou will observe that these are not the words of the letter
but only the purport of it.
John was of course very much annoyed at receiving this,
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and the following morning went to Pembroke, pretending
on money business, but really to look for some person to
carry a message to Sir John. General Adams, whom he
had fixed on, he found gone to Haverford-west. . . . Yes-
terday morning he wrote to Lord Cawdor to beg he would
meet him at eleven o'clock at Pembroke. He was almost
driven to despair for some one to carry his message. He felt
he had scarcely a right to ask Ld. Cawdor; he was therefore
very much pleased when Lord Cawdor undertook the busi-
ness with great kindness. [Ld. C.] rode off immediately to
see Sir John, who at first denied himself, but on receiving a
note from him, came running out and brought him back.
Lord Cawdor said he talked a great deal of nonsense, about
the injury of buying contiguous lands. Lord Cawdor en-
deavoured to set him right, and told him that according to
his principle there must be an end of auctions altogether,
and that he also should be glad to buy an estate of Sir
William Paxton’s which lay close to him, if he could keep
off all bidders, and get it cheap. Sir John said, “ Oh! he
did not mean that, he did not want to get it cheap.” After
some difficulty to keep him to his point, Lord C. got him to
say that he had no meaning in using the word  honorable
but to round his sentence, * honorable ” was “liberal,”
“ gentlemanly,” etc. Lord Cawdor wrote a definition of
Sir John’s offensive sentence according to his new mode;
and with this paper rode off, and was back again with John
soon after two at Pembroke. This affair is another proof
of the imprudence of making anything that looks like an
apology for what you have done, that bears an unpleasing
aspect. An apology ought never to be made but when you
are absolutely in the wrong, and are willing to be considered
800 v

Emma, now 16 years old, was confirmed in the autumn of
1824, Her mother wrote to Elizabeth: *“ As the confirma-
tion will soon take 1 think it will be right in Emma to
be confirmed, and t T hope she will feel no objection.
You and Fanny had better go with Emma, and if your aunt
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Sarah’s horses and carriage are disengaged, I advise to
ask her to lend them to you, that youlgmay make Qhey‘:oet
respectable appearance you can.” She then goes on to say
that Emma had better read a little on the subject, *“ but do
not let her be alarmed at that, it will be but little and the
subject is simple; . . . perhaps one ought not to press it,
any more than as an opinion that it is better done than
i as it is better to conform to the ceremonies of our
urch than to omit them, and one does not know that in
omitting them we are not liable to sin.” This strikes one as
very eighteenth-century way of viewing one of the most
solemn ceremonies of her Church, with no concealment of
- the fact that anxiety as to the carriage and respectability of
was prominently in her mind. Emma’s dmxx
a s that she was confirmed on September 17th, 1824.
days later there was a large party of cousins at Maer,
and these entries in her diary follow :
30th Sept. Susan, Catherine, and Robert came: “ wicked
fimes.” Ist Oct. Revels; 2nd, Revels; 4th, Revels; 5th,
- Acted some of Merry Wives; 6th Oct., quiet evening !

MaER, Oct. 6th, 1824.

+ . . I have been wanting to write to you, my ever dear
Fanny, some time, but these young things have kept me in
‘such a whirl of noise, and ins and outs, that I have not
found any leisure. I may say to you under the rose, and
without the smallest disrespect to the company, that a little
‘calm will be very agreeable, and on Saturday I expect it;
‘and if the weakness of human nature forces me to expect it,
~ without pain, it is not my fault. Susan and Catherine Dar-
win came here by the back carriage, when their sisters went
away, and the Tag Rag company, led on by Harry, is again
set up. As for Harry, heis in the highest state of excitation
 just now you can conceive; (private) very much in love, and

not very cruelly treated by his mistress. You must not drop
. a word of this to anyone but Emma [Allen], as T should get
~ into a horrid scrape with him if he knew that I spoke of if,
and I only tell you to divert you in your solitude. The fact
| is that he certainly is épris au dernier point with Jessio
VOL. L. 1
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[Wedgwood]. Whether it will last after she is gone is
another thing, but I think it is very well she is going. (Now
do remember, my dear Fan, not to speak of and not to leave
my letter about. This by way of parenthesis, and now I
shall go on.) They have been dancing every night and last
night acting besides. Sheis looking very pretty, very merry,
sitting always by him, and very much taken up with
him. Whether she sees her power and is pleased by
exerting it, or whether she is unconscious I don’t know,
but as I said before I am glad she is going. At the same
time I like her very much, and if he and she could afford to
marry, I should desire no better. After all he may forget
when she is gone, but I am sure there is danger in their
being together, and I don’t much like mounting guard every
evening till it pleases them to go to bed, or watching them
talking nonsense and playing “ beggar my neighbour ” or
other such lover-like pastimes. Susan Darwin comes in
second best, and I was in hopes would have caused a diver-
sion, but she has no chance. In short we are just now very
flirtish, very noisy, very merry, and very foolish. Last
night they performed some scenes in the * Merry Wives of
Windsor ” without Falstaff, for Jos’s and my amusement,
for they had no other audience. The parts were thus cast:
Mrs Page, Susan; Mrs Anne Page, Jessie (both looked un-
commonly pretty in long waists); Mrs Quickly, Elizabeth,
excellently acted; Dr Caius, Harry; and Slender, Frank,
very well acted ; Sir Hugh Evans, Hensleigh, and Mine Host,
Joe, very indifferent; Master Shallow, Emma, very good;
Mr Fenton and Simple, Fanny; and Mr Page, Catherine
Darwin, very fair; the other characters were left out. If
they had known their parts more perfect, it would have gone
off very well, but Charlotte, who was prompter, was obliged
to lift up her voice so often that it had a very deadening
effect, and the want of audience too is very flat. After the
play there was a ball.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen.

SHREWSBURY, TUESDAY NrIGHT,
Dec. 15th, 1824.

+ . . We came here from Stych on Saturday. I went as
chaperon to the Drayton Assembly [from Stych] with Miss
. Clive, Susan Darwin, Charlotte and Fanny, with Joe and
William and Edward Clive, but it was a bad and very thin
ball and double the number of ladies to the gentlemen. I
like the two young men very much. Edward set up a grand
~ flirtation with Susan, who is the only one of the family who
 has the least talents that way, and like my dear Caroline
- [Drewe] I could not help fancying that William was a good
‘deal pleased with Charlotte. We staid the following day
. there pleasantly enough. ... Charlotte came on here
with me, but she has paid for her whistle in having caught
such a cold that she had till to-day entirely lost her voice.
1 find myself very comfortable here, the Dr is very kind
and T am always very fond of Caroline. I wish I could
inspire Joe with my sentiments, for I should like her for
my daughter more than anybody I know. I have been
with her to-day at her infant school, and I could scarcely
refrain from tears, but not tears of sorrow, at seeing the little
~ creatures, all at the word of command, drop down on their
knees and say the Lord’s Prayer. They sung two hymns
very tolerably, and a whole set of them, none more than four
years old, seemed to me quite perfect in their multiplication
~ table. I was quite surprized at their proficiency; not that
they were all quite under command, for some of the new
comers were toddling about the room without knowing what
| they were about, and others were lying down upon a bed
that was placed in a corner of a room for that purpose. Caro-
line means to send you down the report, if she can get it
ready for Lady Bath, as we think it will show at once the
necessary expenses, and all that she may want to know.
At the same time the reality is not so picturesque as the
description, which a person who wishes to put it in practice
must be prepared for. She must not expect to see rosy
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little cherubs in white frocks and pink sashes, but on the
contrary perhaps, for the most part, pale, sickly, and dirty
little children; but this will enhance the virtue of those who
seck them out. I admire Caroline’s animation about it, her
perseverance, her gentleness to the children, and I thought
all the time how happy the man who should call her his wife,
and how much I should like my Joe to be that man.

Are you not surprized at Sarah’s going to build on Maer
Heath ¢ I am very glad of it, for I think it will give her
interest and occupation. You can’t think how happy she
seems in making her plan and settling the site of her new
abode, and she says she is quite amazed at herself that she
should ever build a house with a south aspect, a cross light,
and a bow window ! all of which she now meditates.

Kitty the eldest sister of Josiah
Wadgwood.ﬂaw had died in 1823. Shammh.‘vebem
a woman of striking though character. Dr Darwin

morduwhvnnmlber
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CHAPTER XIII
1825—1826

and Emma Allen return to Cresselly—The death of Caroline
‘edgwood—' TMG.nndTournlhthodahWn%'ood.—M
‘Wedgwood at Maer—Their return home—Allen Wedgwood Vicar
of Maer—The anti-slavery agitation.
11)825 tcbmgewokpluemchehvmofEmmmd
Alﬁ Their brother John's wife died after a
i 1I.Imu and they returned to live at Cresselly to take
care of his four children—Seymour Phﬂhps [C Bob),
B‘rry Johnny, and Isabella. Fann s t was Johnny,
Aiyt.;-‘“ old; Emmn devoted herself e little Inballn

old with . . . . Isabella is become, perhaps from

of Jo y,mrlyufondo(meuhauomeny
Burbvunnupheemnowonm lap. She is so volatile that
dneny this taste of hers lwt. last, but it aj 80

herself. She u\d of hor brother in 1818,
¥ ohnl.mnureahewsmamonuﬁeenanthanheoverdxd

5 i years
later: “ We shall miss her very much. If I did not love and
vdnnhmuldo,lnhonldiedlhebmpmﬂmoeofhu
contented spirit and tranquil soul.””

second daughter of the John Wed d

Caroline, the
died earl, in 1825, This death affected her famxly dee
They hufhaiom been inclined to belong to the Eva: l.l
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party in the Church of England, and this loss made them
adopt a rigid form of that creed which seemed narrow to the
Josiah Wedgwoods.

In the autumn of 1824 a scheme had begun to mature for
the Maer family making a long tour to Switzerland and Italy.
Many preparations for the journey were discussed in the
letters to and from Geneva, and one perceives how serious
an affair it then was to take a large party abroad. Amongst
other arrangements two carriages had to be bought. Bessy
wrote to Jessie Sismondi asking her to get evening gowns
for the girls, which she appeared to think could be made by
simply giving the length of their skirts, with a remark that
they are not fond of having their things tight. But Eliza-
beth more practically added: “ Unless your mantua maker is
a witch, it is impossible she should make our bodies, so do
not trouble her about the size.”

They went by Paris to Geneva. Bessy gave up an evening
to visiting Madame Collos. In a former letter in speaking of &
proposed visit of the Sismondis to Paris, Bessy wrote to Jessie
(April 8, 1822): “ When you go to Paris how will you get
off from the Grande Truanderie ? It will be something of a
bore, though my heart smites me while I write it. It would
not however be necessary for you to do so much duty as it
would be for me, if I were at Paris. 1 sometimes think it
would be difficult to do, as Kitty [Mackintosh] says she
always does, ‘ exactly the right thing.’” This reminds me
of my mother who never neglected any humble friend or
relation, especially if their society was not found generally
lmlmsing, yet never took an exacting view of the duties of
others.

It was decided that Bessy’s health would not allow her to
join in the Italian tour, so after the whole party had been
five weeks at Geneva, Jos and the four cf:ught/en, with
Henri the Courier, set off on the 8th of March to cross Mont
Cenis, Bessy staying behind with the Sismondis. Elizabeth
wrote to her mother from Aix to express her. *‘ longing
desire ”’ that she could have been of the party, and said ‘it
has felt to-day like anything but a party of pleasure.”

The Sismondis, after the departure of the Italian party,
made their annual move to their little campagne two or three
miles out of Geneva.
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Fanny Allen at
Kingscote.

GENEVA, 4p. 21, 1825.
Jessie is gone to Chéne with Sismondi to hang up her
curtains and to scrattle about, as we go there to-morrow,
and she piques herself upon my finding it very comfortable.

~ I have been waiting for a little pause in her correspondence

to thank you, dearest of Fannys, for yours of the 6th of last
month. But another from my ever dear Jenny [Wedgwood]
has made my gratitude to you both overflow, and I am
enjoying being “ by myself,” that I may write to you quite
at my ease in this little drawing-room, with a good fire, and
just at Emma [Allen]'s own end of the table where she used
to study. I pretend to study French, but in a very dawd-
ling manner. Indeed we dawdle a good deal over every-
thing, and can with some difficulty breakfast before 10
o’clock, do no work, and scarcely read at all. I hope we
shall mend our manners when we get to Chéne.

1 felt a little low-spirited when they all went, but I trust
my Jessie did not perceive it, and I am now extremely com-
fortable. Who could be otherwise with such a kind, such
an affectionate and such an agreeable hostess ¢ Yet to give

" up sweet Italy and noble Rome, never again to have a
_ chance of seeing them ! T did it willingly, but it was some-

thing like putting on a blister, it made me smart.
Jessie gave a grand Soirée last night, which, she insists

.upon it, has offended all her company. I saw no signs of it,

but she says that many of the second set gave out signs of

| dissatisfaction at being so grouped, and a few of the aristo-

crats would think themselves encanaillés. She asked about
60, but more than 20 sent excuses, and those of the best,
and the Tag Rags sat all one side of the room, not moving
from their seats and doing nothing. The gentlemen having
no seats were obliged to stand. Poor Madame Piscara and
Madame Rossi sat as usual, almost by themselves, and it is
no small proof of the pride and ill-nature of this place, the
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manner in which these two harmless women are treated. 1
never saw such a place for taking huff. Madame Soret has
taken me so much en grippe that she will hardly speak to
me, and I can’t guess how I have offended her. I thought
her very tiresome at Mr Simond’s party the first time we
met, bntl don’t recollect 1 ever said so to anybody. But
to return to Jessie’s party—I played cards with Madame
Butiné, Mr Viesseux whom 1 liked very well, and young
Spencer son of the Poet,' beau comme Uamour, but too
sensible of it. Jessie did not ask any of her select acquaint-
ance, Madame Constant, de Candolle, and half a score others
who she said would think themselves afironted to be asked
to such a party—did you ever hear the like ? T feel asif I
were walking upon eggs among them. Yet I like a great
many of them, but I don’t much enjoy the feeling of being
8o much on sufferance with my bad French among them,
and I am discouraged in getting the better of it from seeing
what little progress Jessie has made. T doubt our modest
Harriet's being entirely happy here if ever it is her fate to
settle here. Jessie is in fact everything to her, but will
Jessie be enough ? Jessie had a letter from her yesterday
written in such gay spirits that it was quite delightful to
see, yot Surtees seems very ill. She speaks in another place
so prettily upon sisterly afiection that I must guote her.
““ Could she know the infinite blessing of sisterly affection,
and the happiness it can give when there is little other
source from whence to draw it, she would foster and nourish
the holy flame with a vestal’s care "—1I have spoiled it by
taking it out of its place, but it shews you the source of her
own happiness.

Jessie grumbles exceedingly at going so soon to Chéne, but
1 like it. T never saw such an universal favourite as she is
among the men. T have been speculating upon the reason,
and I think I have discovered it to be a little degree of
ooqwtrythntnhemixennpinhnmmwihntmﬁuher

1 W. R. Spencer (1769—1834), a minor poet who had a certain
mwb.:c; o appears in Rejocted ; ** Sobriety céase to
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jo attractive. Mr Pictet! is I think in love with her, and

acquaintance usually use. The whole town is in
g and grief for Professor Pictet who is to be buried
I don’t like Madame Simond, but am much
ed with Madame de Candolle, Bossi, Dumont, and
vre.?  We scarcely ever fall in with any young girls as
are all with their Societies. I suppose there were a
'n young men here last night and only two young women.
night is the select Thursday evening—we expect Mme
stant and Mme de Candolle. God bless you all now at
cote. My dearly beloveds’, E. W.

\ Be-{nr:eaived many letters from her husband and the
tls w) on their Italian joumer)‘r. These contain less
ession of enjoyment than might have been e:

.~ travelling affords, to be besieged by crowds of hideous men,
: fvoms‘:, and children keggmg importunately every time we
‘_‘?heir aunt Jessie had been anxious about the girls’ dress

appearance. [Elizabeth wrote to her mother after a
at Florence (Ap. 1825): “ Emma acquitted herself

‘fm}'
* Adolpho Pistet (1799—1875), Ethnologist. Professor Marous
ngusto Piotet (b. 1752), whose death is mentioned above, was a

9 These four names aj constantly in the Geneva letters. De
Candolle £l775—l 841), the famous Botanist, was Professor of Natural
there from 1816 to his death. Bossi is mentioned by Edouard
a8 one of the literary Genav»(}o&:eﬁ cirole.
- one of Sismondi's best friends and one of the foremo:
iety of Geneva. . Rossel, in his Histoire
i savant actif et



170 A Century of Family Letters [cnar. xm

varywd]mthﬁhenhohdymﬂ:ewh and tell Jessie we
dressed our hair as we thought in lﬁh 1 do not
h""‘““"m"“‘m told
thywmphnh!nﬂy at, (mvml:nglinh—!ooh:ﬁ
glrll with fresh complexions cheeks and
with spectacles. At Sorrento she the courier locked
them up in their room to ensure their safety from insult
when they were left alone for a little.

Bessy meanwhile joined in the social Jife of Geneva and
Chlne m‘;‘:imoyedndl. A young think

) became much to her and
R ceior Bt
us| uneasiness at o y
cards on S y, out of civility, wvl\mh bemwmedp
March, 1825): * One word 4l out your

dny,uyondonotﬁhmkiﬁmngtotfom, whylhonld
you ob)ecttol'yonr ]Gtmlme or Jane knowing that
you did ? T am rather afraid of Evangelicism
amongst us, though I have some confidence in the genuine
oodnnseoftheMmteaiorkeeymngt,ord must
come for having the disease in a very mild form.

Hlizabeth Wedgwood to her mother (at Chéne).
Prazza BersEmiNT, RomE, April 14, 1825.

- - « We look upon ourselves as the very luckiest people
that ever were, to have a second illumination of St Peter’s
and fireworks on purpose for us as it were. We were rather
in a puzzle as to our dress, as the invitation to Torlonia’s
theatre was to spend the evening, and we should have to
sit in an open gallery over the river. We consulted Mrs
Bunsen, who told us to go full dressed; so to prevent
catching cold Charlotte and I put pink handkerchiefs on
our heads, and our black satins, which are the most com-
fortable gowns in the world. At half-past 6 we set out to
take our station in the Place of St Peter, which, the way we
went, is two miles off. By the time we got there the paper
lanthorns were lighted, and we saw the men sticking to the
outside of the dome, and climbing up the cross. As it grew
dark the illumination became more and more beautiful, and
when the clock struck eight, the whole church looked alive
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torches, and in half a minute the entire church and
¢ 8 became the most brilliant scene 1 ever saw.

~ Sunday. 1 am sorry you have taken at all to heart Papa’s
nile for himself. I think he enjoys what he sees here as
uch or more than any of us. He has not so much pleasure
the travelling itself, but he liked that better when he had
dlm\xhlemdanxwtyoﬁhislhouldmbygomg

at supper by a society of ladies and gentlemen, Princesses
Cardinals. We went very luckily without Papa, who
d have been heartily tired as it turned out, but we had
amusing evening. We knocked at the door and were
ounced as four foreign ladies, and found ourselves in a
hall with tables with lamps and writing things, and a
men in red gowns laughing and talking and bustling
vards and forwards. There we stood helpless some
, not knowing where to go; till at last the old man in
d who let us in, after a quantity of gabbling and gesticu-
g which we could make nothing of, fairly put us out
the street again and shut the door on us. By this time
carriage was gone, so there we staid in the dirt and the
'k, till the door was opened again to let in some more
and we pushed in after them and followed them thro’
e hall and several more places, full of bustle and pilgrims
soldiers, till we got upstairs to where the women pilgrims
e to sup. There we found two very long well lighted
ns with tables down each side, and I should think some
eds of ladies without their bonnets and most of them
in white aprons to serve. There was a middle room besides,
where there was a set of women with towels on their heads,
listening to a sermon from a man in red. After this they
‘went on their knees, and said such a number of Ave Marias
that I was tired waiting to see the end, and they must have
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other young Princesses Ruspoli, who looked as if they were
carrying about the trays for fun. We were almost the only
strangers there, as the Princess had given orders that none
should be let in that night, as she was expecting the King
and Queen of Naples. However nobody looked sour on us,
and indeed I never knew such civil people. One good-
humoured talking lady staid with us great part of the time;
another took me about and told me who the people were;
another genteel young lady who was serving talked English
to us, and at last said she and her mother and sister
would be happy to visit us; and if we were fond of music,
she played the harp and her sister the piano. So we ex-
changed directions and we were to call on her to-morrow.
She was pleasing and natural. Another lady began a con-
versation in English with me with * Are you an English-
man " and was very civil. The King and Queen with the
Duke of Lucca in a red gown and various other great people
came in, and at last we came away, guided by our good-
natured first friend, whom we set down with a fat friend of
hers; and at parting she also gave us her direction and
desired us to call, so that even you could not have wished
a more productive evening in the way of society. By the
way | must say how friendly Mrs Bunsen is—she is i

from an appearance of great modesty and gentleness, but
she still runs on in the same monotonous way she used to do.

Charlotte Wedgwood to her mother.
[Roxz), April 29, 1825,

.. We like Rome so much that all Jessie’s scoldings can-
not, persuade us to be sorry we left Florence so soon. Now
that we are within a week of the end of our month here, 1
grudge every day that passes. I scarcely know why I like
it so much. 1 think it suits Papa too very well. All his
time that is not occupied in seeing sights, he employs, as it
appears very much to his satisfaction, in looking out of the
window and watching the idle groups of common people
that this square is constantly filled with. They are so
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and I think that they afford con-
jant amusement. We want nothing, my dear Mama, but
your strength would have permitted you to come with
; but when we are resting from our travels our life is much
fatiguing than on the journey, which would never
ive done for you; even Papa has sometimes been quite
ued at the end of the day. The English are leaving
e very fast. Last Sunday there was a very thin con-
gation, and the Vatican, which the first day we went to
was like a gay promenade with the numbers of English, is
left to the Pilgrims and ourselves. We always meet
s of them, and their simple staring mahogany faces
d the gay dresses of the women make a great part of the
musement; of going there. They seem to take very much

Elizabeth, having applied to her several times for any

rmation they wanted, and she has had long conversa~

i ~ On Thursday we were to take the Persianis to Villa
~ Borghese, but it rained and we could only bring them here.
t we found not the least difficulty in entertaining them,
we had only the two girls, whom I like very much. Giuli-
seems to me to have some very heretical notions, at
there are many points of their church rules that she
e not the least scruple to disapprove very much, and
e said the priests were selfish and thought of nobody but

selves. And her opinion of Convents and Nuns seems
ery bad; she gave us an account of the dreadful life they
. lead at the two strictest of the convents. I cannot con-
/ﬂve how such horrible places have existed so long. They
'ﬂ‘ eslled Vivi sepolti, and no name could be so descriptive

Frank Wedgwood to his sister Fanny.

DR FANNY, Marr, WEDNESDAY, April 27 [1825).

I mean to write you a very long letter all about
Maer. . . . Peggy is banished to the Moss for biting the
~ hedges, and somebody has built her a snug little hut of
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stumps out of a hedge that has been grubbed up, hurdles
and so forth. I think Squib pined when I was at Edin-
burgh, for I left him fat and found him lean; yet he will not
go to Etruria with me, and if he does not see Jos set out to
come back, he had rather stay all night there than come
home with me. . . .

T have had the school two Sundays. I take them in the
servants’ hall, which is better than the laundry, there are
fewer things for them to spoil, particularly now there is some
wet plastering in the washhouse. I got on pretty well with
them, particularly the second time; I follow Elizabeth’s
plan of giving them each a ticket and one for the cleanest
hands. When service is in the afternoon, I get all the
school over at once and the subject of going to church is not
mentioned between us; I have stuck up a notice in school
that I will punish them if they behave ill there. I am very
busy pruning oak trees, and as soon as Mester Dabbs has set
th’ taties, I shall take one of the men into my service and do
great execution amongst boughs and snags. I am so busy
now that I have not time to read over the pottery Gazette;
indeed if you saw us dispatch our dinner you would think
that we had hardly time for that.

‘We have had some turns out in the potteries, chiefly T
believe because the masters, in their eagerness to undersell
one another, keep increasing the sizes of their ware without
increasing the prices of making; they have had some meet-
ings at Newcastle and Hanley to try to bring all the sizes to
a common standard, in which I should think that they will
not succeed. Last week the colliers turned out, so that
many of the works stopped for want of coals. I do hope
they will not frighten the parliament into re-enacting the
combination laws. As Jos and I do not spend much of our
time in chattering, and to be even with you, we have agreed
to keep journals too. I will give you an extract from mine:
Monday. Went to Etruria as usual; rained a little; thought
at one time of putting on my greatcoat, however it went
off; caulifiowers boiled crisp. Tuesday. Squib went rather
farther than usual with me, viz., to Maer field-gate.
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‘Barbara would not drink. Wednesday. Got wet. Thurs-
. Ditto. Friday. Ditto twice. Saturday. Counted 21
going to market; the fire went out; told the boy to
it again, which he did; thought the damsons tasted
; Jos said *“ No, it was fancy.” Jos’s journal I have not
, but I believe it is conciser than mine. Apropos to
it would save you much trouble if you were to
e a family journal, for they must all be exactly the same;
not let me find * excessively ’ more than once a day
it.

My love to all of you,

Your affectionate brother, F. W.

Josiah Wedgquood to his wife (at Chéne).
SormexTo, May 24, 1825.

.+« . All these boasted places only confirm my preference
England and of Maer. I am quite surprised at the
ent of your sisters to Rome, especially as I suppose
had not a carriage constantly, for the filthy habits oy
people and the total neglect of the police as to clean-
make the town very disagreeable even for a man to
about in, and intolerable I should have supposed for
women. As one instance, towards evening you
now and then hear vessels emptied of water, or some
tents, from the winds of the houses,

out notice; and as far as I could ever perceive without
‘pﬂee&nﬁnn of looking whether the street was clear. . . .
1 believe 1 shall quit this country without any desire ever
return to it, but if possible with a deeper detestation of
he principles which cause its degradation, and a more
elt approbation of the contrary ones which are in
ion in our own happy country, and of the men who
e supporting them. I don’t know whether the Italians
are subject to the same annoyance, or whether, if subject,
become insensible to it, but the mere importunity of
miserable beggars that you meet with at every step,
d who ask for alms with loud cries and as much earnest-
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a Ted

ness as if their on ding in each
instance, makes a walk a aoene of persecution. In short
thmeountryhassommyodmnsorpmnfnlmmumtmoes
which move one’s
powerfully that the charms of scenery md oi climate can-
not have their proper effect. In short I remain at least
as good a John Bull as I came out. You must not think
however that I have looked only at one side. I have had
much pleasure, and I have satisfied a wish almost as old as
my memory, and I must not expect to escape the lot of
human nature that there is disappointment in the grati-
fication of all desires. “ Man never is but always to be
blest.” I heartily wish you could have partaken of my
pleasures or disappointments, but many, I believe most,
of the pleasures would have been fatigues to you. I trust
however that this first long separation will be our last. I
turned my face northward from Paestum with the feeling
of being on my way to meet you. . . .

1f you do not contrive to meet us at Milan for the purpose
of going with us to Venice, I rather think we shall not be
unlikely to give up Venice altogether. I suspect that by
that time we shall think the sight of Venice will scarcely
repay us for lengthening our route so much. We think
that Canaletto and the Panorama have made us familiar
with the appearance of Venice, and besides the appear-
ance, there is not much for such cursory travellers as we
are, except some pictures. After my lamentations in my
last for the want of the boasted blue sky of Italy, you will
be sorry to hear that the sky has been obstinately grey
and the atmosphere hazy; and I am satisfied that we have
scarcely ever in England so many days together so un-
favourable for showing scenery as we have had here. I
am afraid you will think me a very smell-fungus, but I
believe there has been more humbug about Italy than any
other country in the world, and travellers have affected
raptures that they have not felt. Whatever I may express,
T shall certainly feel very great delight at seeing & certain
chien de visage again, a feeling in which my companions
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I ﬁmlhmforﬂwylovayvuduﬂy I am, my dear Bess,

&R‘m most affectionate J. W.

¢

- Thetour to Venice was gman up, and the family returned
1 in two months spent at Chéne, in-
'hhdmsnhoﬂ:mcmchmumx The tour in all had lasted

. nine months. T arrived at Maer on October 1st, 1825.
In spite of any drawbacks which may have arisen from

their want of ent bhutourmmimmanmldvm-

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
(Créxz], FRIDAY, Sept. 9 [1825].
« « . Dearest Bessy, how long have I been accustomed to
sweet face as my inmate; you seem by this visit to
mng doubly to me, and how do you think I can live with-
out it now ¢ T never felt a parting so much and so long
Nore there is no describing the desolation of the house—

hey have been expatiating to M. Hermes on the Angels
hey have had to serve, from whom I have had it again in
: guage that you would all laugh at as exaggerated, but
‘which suits me exactly. I long for a letter, and shall go

by and by to the town in spite of the rain to see if I have the
d luck of a word from, it seems to me now, the only
ple T love in the world. I hate everybody here. I
| eve it is very true that women know how to love only
‘,hy contrast. I am unwilling to think that it is a fault
eculiarly my own, I must correct it if iti is; when faults
mﬂwommmldomhonbh my head about
succeeded

dmymgona it is ten momldld not destroy with
'11; some great charm. Munier gave us a beautiful sermon;
VOL. L. 12
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it was yesterday the great national fast, a day set apart
for an examination of the blessings of heaven on this
land, and the faults of the people. It follows the Great
Communion, and is a day more sacredly and universally
kept than any Sunday, in wmmamomhmg the blessings,

i andgew&\‘ ppi of Swi He con-
trasted it with the misery and sufferings of the Greeks,
with very great eloquence but very shortly, and asked our
prayars as fellow Christians of aChmmm people engaged in

ive war against ion, whose ings were
beyond description. It was impossible to say a few words
with greater beauty and feeling and piety. How I wished
for you ! but when and where do I not wish for you ? Yester-
day evening above all. I never wanted the girls so much,
having a set of young Englishmen to entertain, and only
the little Princess and my triste self to amuse them. There
were Dr Holland, and Capt. Elton, Mr Allen, the two Pré-
vosts, and Bonstetten.? They all sat round the dining-table
to tea, but 1 am afraid it looked a #riste shop. Feeling out
of spirits I had invited no one, but on Wednesday poured
in the above English recommandés, and made me feel sorry
I had not endeavoured to amuse them better. Captain
Elton is the brother of Mrs Hallam, a jolly naval Captain
full of gaiety and high spirits, finding his own amusement
like a jolly tar. I am not sure even he had not taken too
much champagne—he was easily pleased, only “ hoped to
God I would not make him talk French aloud, he did not

* Karl von Bonstetten (1745—-1832), a constant figure in the

Sismondi circle, was a Swiss nnblimlt European repute, and had
been in middle life a politician. He was an author of some note,
writing on (inier alia) the Laws of the lmlpnltmn and on Climate
as affecting human character. He had studied in his youth at Cam-

bridge, Leyden, and Paris.. A% Cambridge ho became sxtrematy
intimate with the poet, Gray. For three months he spent ove

evening with Gray, arriving at five o’clock and
night. - Gray mmld not get over the wonder of nonmmu ardour
and vitality: * Our breed is not made on this mod.al . He g:vu

me too much pleasure and at least an equal share of inqy

God bleas hiny 1 T ant \uishle 0 (A1k 40 u about anything else
Shink " Gray wrote o Tia friend Ni cholls, " Bossal ccrbn Bo;-
stet 's ol a8 “ une ongne rajeunissement.’ " Gray,
Gosse, Eﬂgluh‘%lm\ of Letters. " i
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- dislike talking it apart with some pretty woman’’ and
accordingly stole round behind Princess Pietra Santa’s

sopha and looked very well pleased as long as he could de-
tain her. I felt all my love of the navy character awake
within me. How I did wish for my angelic voices to delight
- him; they still sing in my ears, and I know would have

ity

Xnnidbymynelfonﬂondayﬁllnmao'ebckbeforel
could be in trim enough even for Sis. . . . We tried to read
- German together but it would not do. * Grand Dieu, que

l; j'néféﬁourmmﬁmula)uupulumxdéhmmdem

. enfants, et les airs enchantants qu'elles ont chantés hier.

) “ ~ Est-il possible que je ne les entendrai plus ?” 1 can never
lpuktondadyanaughforﬂm.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
Cuavoxs, Sept. 9, 1825.
I can hardly reconcile myself to having lost you—to you
- I could venture to lay open my most foolish feelings, cer-
tain of your gentle sympathy. You have inly the
happiest mixture in the world of tenderness and gaiety, and
you make everybody happy who lives with you as I have
- done for the last six months.

BEmma Wedgquood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

My DEAREST AUNT JESSIE, Mazz, Oct. 7, 1825,
J 1 am very glad to have this little bit to tell you
what longings I have to see you again since we
lmverywrryyouhaypmodwmtmhorndlmmof
- Jos’s. We meant to have kept it a profound secret from

" you, the Canal meeting being put off. It gave us such a

pang as soon as we heard of it ; but never mind for we
" will come and see you again. You can’t think with what
pleasure 1 think of it, but I am afraid it will be a long time
first. Charlotte is at the Derby music meeting or she
would thank you very much for your letter, and dear
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M. Sismondi for his nice affectionate little note. I am
sure I thank him with all my heart for my share of it.
I enjoy being at home very much, though it looks rather
rainy and stormy at preient. 1 do hope that you will
quite have got over our going away by the time you get
this. I cannot bear to think of you as being melancholy.
Everybody compliments Mamma on her good looks, and
says she looks much better than when she went away. You
and my uncle and our charming visit at Chéne are never
very long out of my mind. I think it is the happiest time
1 ever spent, and that is saying a great deal. I will enjoy
it again some time.

Good-bye, my own aunt Jessie, Exya W.

Jessie wrote to Bessy (13 Nov. 1825): *“ I answered your
last lovely letter to Emma because her postserij tm{:m-
sistible. I love to encourage the tenderness of children I
love as if they were my own, and who will, I hope, from time
to time supply to me the place of them. It is a tie the
tenderer between us if you will let me partici; in the
choicest blessing you have, or any mother ever as t!
tell me here. I am so little dis to question it that
would they were my own.” The natural i of a

i woman can more than once be traced in Jessie's
Mm::‘ and appear in her attitude vaudnwhubnioou. She
was py in winning a warm response to the passionate
love ..hle’ f{lt for them. My cousin, Julia Wi , told
me that the romance of Elizabeth’s life was her love for her
aunt Jessie, and Emma’s was equally warm. She was from
early days her aunt’s pet child, and the relation only became
closer all through her girlhood. Although after her marriage
the cares of husband and children prevented frequent
intercourse, their love lasted through life.

The only event to be chronicled, in the following winter
1825-6 is the coming of Allen, eldest son of John Wedgwood,
to take possession of the little living at Maer. He was still
lame from a long illness. In a letter from Kingscote (the
John Wedgwoods), in May, 1825, his aunt Fanny Allen
wrote:

Allen is still going about on his crutches. He appears
feeble, and I should be afraid would never be any better
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than an invalid. He has invalid habits also, which I am
not at all sure is a bad thing for him, as it gives him thought
and occupation. Last week I was amazed at his watching
the clock to have his tea precisely as the clock was at half-
past eight. Eliza had had the tea in for our whole party
~ at eight or perhaps a little before on Jane’s account. The
. general tea was finished at quarter-past eight, and he sat
watching the clock till the right minute to order in the tea-
 kettle. He puts Jane and Hliza something beside their
patience, so it is well that he will have an establishment of
~ his own, and arrange his meals according to his own fancy.

This is exactly as I remember him 40 years later. But
he had a kindly simple nature, and, like his father, was de-

voted to flowers and gardening. When he came to Maer,
- Bessy in her abounding hospitality said to him, “ Allen,
remember we shall always be glad to see you any and every
time.” This speech was taken literally, and I believe for
years he came up once in the morning to see what letters had
come, once in the afternoon, T suppose to see what they were
ﬁu;lg to do, whilstin the evening when they came out from

inner he was settled in the one armchair. His uncle Jos

& ootk

ed of rep to him that they some-
times wanted to be alone, but was too kind-hearted ever
to carry out his intention. However by 1833 these visits
" had come to an end, I think through some representation
~ of his brother Robert. Emma Wedgwood wrote in that
5),, year: “ Nothing can be more modest than he is; indeed I
~ wish he would come in sometimes without being asked.
~ He is so thoroughly amiable that one gets fond of him.”
i One constant interest of the Maer family during these
years was the anti-slavery agitation. Bessy wrote (March
13, 1826): “ We are dingly i d in the aboliti
~ of slavery. Jos has exerted himself wonderfully for a man
of his retired habits in getting up a County Petition, and has
succeeded and it has been presented. We have also got up
a local one from the four neighbouring parishes h
and I hope shall never let the matter rest. There is cer-
tainly a great stir in England at this moment. The Clergy
and the Methodists have taken it up very warmly, and now
that England is awakened I trust in this enormity will
cease.”” And two years later: “ Sarah [Wedgwood] is ab-
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sorbed very much by her interest in favour of the Blacks.
She spends a great deal in the circulation of anti-slavery
publications, and she has herself written or compiled a little
pamphlet for the benefit of those who are not sufficiently
interested in the subject to seek for information among the
many hooks that are written. We have established a
Ladies’ Society at Newcastle, but we don’t meet with much
success among the higher gentry. The set below them (our
Rue Basse) is much more impressible.” A quaint evidence
of the family’s interest in the cause is shown by the fact
of various little manuscript books of journals and collections
of prayers, amongst the Maer records, being bound in the
disused covers of Anti-slavery pamphlets.
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CHAPTER XIV
1826—1827

in England—] and her dmgl\mr Charlotte at

—Fauny and e Wedgwood st Geneva_Sarah
tﬁ—’l‘ho Prince of Denmltk—Edwlld

Dmnl lnvo-nﬂnrr odcwood on

Fanny and Emma return home—Lady Byron at Gmn.

Ix the spring of 1826 the Sismondis came over to England.
I ﬁlan wrote of Jessie (May 25, 1826), ** her counte-
X moe is as charming as ever, which ‘makes her better worth
Iookmg at than any beauty I know.” Harry Wedgwood
WS a8 dous: “ heand I salute

one another in the style of the frontispiece to Les Précieuses

% he ong‘l;b to hAva married good Mistress

essie.”

\ After visiting the Mackintoshes in London they went,
~ towards the end of June, to Maer. Bessy wrote: ““He is
. such an entire lover of musio that the evenings are com-
pletely filled up with it.” “Jennyuépmuvélmmument
‘un plaisir égal a celui que me donnait ‘Un palpito atroce
‘0 notte soave,’” Sismondi told Elizabeth, writing fmm
Paris, where he went at the end of August, leaving Jessie
lop. hammw(}eueﬂymdahewhuedm Jessie was

wed to see Mrs Surtees, her poor imprisoned * Sad,”
nlhnodlodheu- Thuwuthnonlyb!nt onhermyoi
many months in

i Aat.huevmhdrewmsclmo,lknydecidedtownd
. Fanny and Emma back with Jessie to spend eight months
i at Geneva. It was an effort to with them, but she

he parting for
also had hnr hew Edward Drewe,
to “xmvuy out. He left Oxford, but he

or any ion, being the heis
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of Grange, the Devonshire estate, then in the posseasion
of an uncle 79 years old. Bessy was a little afraid her sister
Mrs Drewe might think she had views on him for Fanny
or Emma, as he was prospectively a good match.

Bessy went to London to see Jessie and the girls off.
She described the parting to her husband, writing from

Ampthill, a house lent to Sir James Mackmtosh (Nov. 19,

1826): “ Our little girls shed a few tears at parting with me
yesterday but they went off very stoutly and not at all

repenting. I am surprized at my own trnnqmlhty st f,he
thoughts of losing them for so long a time; when T
that they are su.fe on the other side of the Chsnnel 14 sha.ll
be quite

Tn one of her first letters to them abroad she wrote these
few words of advice: ““ I am sure you will make it your duty
and your pleasure to enliven your Aunt Jessie’s winter by
your cheerfulness as much as she will yours by her gaiety.
Shew yourselves pleased with what she does for you, and do
not be afraid of making the gratitude that you must feel
goth for her and Sismondi apparent in your manners to

oth.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.

AwerEiiL PARE, Nov. 24 [1826].

. We are very comfortable here, and not so cold as
we were at first. Charlotte and I smuggle an hour’s con-
versation with Sir James every evening after dinner, by
remaining in the eating room while Kitty [Lady Mackintosh]
goes to her darling and Fanny [Macki ]
takes the opportunity of gomg to the pianoforte. At
these times he seems to enjoy conversation, and he is so
wise and luminous in all his views, that I feel that I have
made a step towards wisdom in listening to him. I am sure
he has great feeling; he spoke with such tenderness of his
daughter [Mrs Turnbull] the other night, and with such grati-
tude of Dr Darling for his attentions to her that he filled
my eyes with tears.

Kitty is writing to Sarah [Wedgwood] upon the Cruelty
subject. She has been getting a man convicted of cruelty
to his ass, and he is sent to prison, but Kitty has been
visiting his wife and supplying her with money and blankets
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he is away, and Kitty told me that the wife seemed
displeased that the man was gone.

join me, if she were alive, in love to you and your
companions, not forgetting Tony. Hoping at no
sonable distance to see that chien de visage,
1 remain, my dear Jos,

Your affectionate E. W.

The four travellers, Mme Sismondi, Fanny and Emma
Wedgwood, and Edward Drewe, reached Calais on 25th
1826. Emma wrote that day to her mother: * Aunt
o told us that she did not know how she could have
 leaving if we had not gone with her, but now
did not mind. Edward is very happy running about
at carriages and seeing about passports. Luckil
body here speaks English. . . . We came over wit!
-a-dozen smugglers who teased us very much to wear
g for them, as they said they would
them from us but they would from them, but we
not, as you may suppose.’

Their mother wrote many little instructions to the two
jirls at Geneva. She begs them to pay regularly for their
ers and to be exact in their accounts, ** this is more for
of you than the other, your consciences will tell you
hich,” and it is easy to guess that the exact Fanny needed
h reminder. ‘Also, ““ I wish you would generally or
ways say something to or of your aunt Sarah in your
0 ; she always enquires very kindly of ﬁm, and 1 should

e to have something to say from you to her.”

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband.

My pEAR Jos, AwpraiLs PAark, Nov. 28 [1826]. {

I write to rejoice with you over the safe arrival of
our dear children and their companions on the other side
he water. It is so pleasant to receive the letter before one
had begun to expect it. Now I am quite easy about them,
‘and feel very glad that their company has been such a
pport to Jessie.
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Charlotte and I have great pleasure in our evening’s
conversation with Sir James. He perceives her good
understanding and seems to take a pleasure in talking to
her. After tea he reads to us aloud some German stories
translated by Gillies, which being short and full of wild
incident, are just the things for reading aloud, and he reads
admirably. His spirits are pretty fair, which I wonder at
considering how full his thoughts are of “fair occasions
gone for ever by.” He is now, he says, obliged to toil like
a labourer because he would not work when he was so
much better able to do it, but if he can but live to get his
history through the press, of which he now seems to doubt,
he will compound for all the rest. He is working very
hard, and at the same time takes as much care as he can of
his health, but he looks ill, and I never saw any one’s hand
shake as his does. . . .

The following is a fragment of a letter from Marianne
Thornton! to Hannah More. It records the beginning of a
devoted friendship between Fanny Mackintosh and Miss
Thornton, which played a large part in both their lives.

Marianne Thornton to Hannah More.

™ THE MANOR Bo’v;n,l%hxur, Beps.
I found my sisters here setting up a warm friendship
with a new country neighb Miss Mackintosh
of the Sir James, who has Ampthill Park here, a plme of
Lord Holland’s, which his lordship has lent Sir James
while he writes his history. Miss Mackintosh is everything
his daughter should be—and more, much more than anyone
would expect her to be—very clever, full of information, yet
loving fun as well as any child, and abounding in life and
spirits. Yet as pious and devoted as if she had been a Miss
Wilberforce, and most anxious to do good in the wretched
3
samly'of hraions i tht ate ey Thorsion of it

son Rise, and their mother both died in 1816, Mariamae, the el
daughter, was only 18 at the time.




. 1826-1827) Emma at Geneva 187

e, which under the Holland influence you will guess
hnd little done for it. She canters here on any cart- or

her hthe'r s religious opinions, bnl; seems 0 exmsxvely
d of him, and he of her, that I think her father and Robert

Emma Wedgwood to her sister Elizabeth.

i GENEVA, Thursday, 4 Jan. [1827].
This week has been very quief. except Monday, when
was a ball at the Theatre in commemoration of the
ration of the Republic, where everybody may come
that pays 6 fr. The whole Theatre was quite full and it
ked very pretty. We were to dance with whoever asked
The first man I danced with was very disagreeable and
W, which put me rather in despair for the rest of the
; however the rest of my partners were very tidy,
‘io I hked it very well. I had the good luck to dance with
.~ one or two English 1 was quite ised to see the
. shopkeepers here look so much worse than any English
. shopkeepers. I had much rather dance even with Mr
~ Timmis than with most of the people there. When I was
fraid any particularly horrid-looking man was going to
me to dance I began such a very earnest conversation
ith Fanny that they could not interrupt me. The room
ked very gay from having a great many people in uni-
il 5 aapems.ﬂy the Pmme of Denmnrk and his three
| was very with the be-
ﬁhvmnr of some English young ladies sitting by us, who,
‘when anybody asked them to dance that they were not
~ acquainted with, looked very glum and answered, “ Je ne

pas.”

1 have had a music-master for more than a fortnight now.
‘He is a German and despises every music but German very
 much. He takes great pains about playing with expres-
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sion, but I think he plays with so much expression himself
that it is as if he was mad. . . .

The Prince [of Denmark] gives a ball on the 18th at his
house in the country to which we are to go, and we are to
go to the Redoute this day (Saturday) week. These are
our only balls at present. I have made great progress
in hair-dressing, and I make both our heads look very

Sismondi and we get on very well together, and we
talk very well and listen very tolerably. He is more
affectionate than ever, which I am very grateful for. Iam
afraid he will never leave off kissing our hands. I was in
hopes he would after we had been here sometime, but
he is more constant than ever. I am sorry Tony is become
so fat, T do not know what he will do without me to whip
him and starve him.

Sunday. Yesterday we went to Mme Pictet Menet’s
and had a very comfortable evening, which finished by
dancing, to my great joy, for I had the fidgets of wanting
to dance ever since the ball at the Theatre. T get on in
waltzing very well.

Is the school as full as it was when we left home ? You
must tell us everything in the world that you have been
doing, and all about that charming place, Maer. One feels
interest about the most insignificant things from being
such an immense way off. Mme Beaumont and Edward
sung last night, but I assure you nobody sings as well as
you and Charlotte. We are going to have a comfortable
evening at home to-night without Sismondi. You must
not think me wicked for putting that. T like him much
better than T did.

1 heard that Aunt Sarah has not got into her new house
yet. Will you give her my best love ?

Her words about the expressive playing of her master
“ag if he was mad” are delightfully characteristic. She
talwy,ys kept the same horror of any exaggeration of
el
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
Maxg, January 16 [1827].
- Sarah dined here the other day in very good spirits,
A gh the troubles and complaints of her small establish-
ment are beginning to come in, and she has done too much
or their dation not to be d to do more.
Imuponthemb,eecois;nh 1 cannot resist
g you that she subscribed £200 to the di
wfacturers at the general Committee under an anony-
signature. 1 do believe she has given away near £1000
t year in different acts of benevolence. Who can say
hat a woman is not as capable of managing a large fortune
@ man, or that a single woman has not as many oppor-
iities of doing good as a married one ? I wish I could
reach singularity among my poor neighbours 1 know; for
do believe that if nobody would marry who could not
maintain a family till they were thirty years old, there
- would be no poor in England. The distress all round us
i es this now more apparent than ever, and yet in the
n of Newcastle there was never known so many poor
ges as this year. Many young couples under twenty
e been married, who had not a single article of furniture
begin the world with and have been obliged to go back
their parents with the prospect of an increase of

My two little girls seem very happy at Geneva and will
a much gayer winter than they would have had at
1 1 wish they may also reap the benefit of being with
wo such minds (for T must say that Sis. possesses also a
+ one, however one may owe him a grudge) and
Jessie’s is beyond discussion. I hope they will open their
es wide to what is excellent and then they must be the
r for it. . . .
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Fanny Wedgwood to her mother.

January 21st, Tuesday (18271

... On Thursday the Prince of Denmark gave a grand
ball at the Casino (the place where the Redoutes are given),
to which we went. It was a very pretty sight. In the
middle of the ball they danced a cotillion which I should
think lasted upwards of an hour, which cut a great many
people off from dancing. The Prince danced almost all
evening with Mrs Lambton, and after we were gone people
say there was a scene between them, some say that he
threw himself at her feet, others that he gave her his feather;
what did happen I don’t know, but Edward [Drewe] looks
and talks very mysteriously about it and all Geneva is
very busy talking her over. T suppose she has been very
imprudent, but 1 think they judge her very harshly, for if
she did flirt a good deal with the Prince, he is only a boy
of 18, so she might think there was no great harm in it.
But whatever has happened people seem to cut her now,
for she is going to give a ball on Tuesday week, and T am
afraid many people will send her excuses, for several have
said to Aunt Jessie, “ You don’t mean to go of course.”
However, Aunt Jessie means to stick by her and go to the
ball if we are the only people there, so she does not en-
courage Edward to tell anything against her. . . .

Dear Mamma, you need not be afraid, though we are
very happy and comfortable here, that we shall be sorry to
come back to you. I love Maer much too well not to be
glad always when I come home.

1 am surprised to see all the old men come to the balls
here. I should have thought they would much rather have
stayed away. Sismondi looks very unhappy at them, I
never saw such an anxious-looking man as he is.



1827] Sismondi's Affection for his Nieces 191

- Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.

! GENEVA, 27 Jan. [1827).
What a dear letter I have left so long unnoticed, my
ed Bessy ! Do not think from that, that I have been
e e to its merit, or have loved one bit less its dear
er; on the contrary my love for you burns daily and
ever sleeps but when I sleep myself, and not always then,
or 1 dream much of you. It burns daily by means of
our two children, who are a delight to me every instant
f the day; otherwise I do not know that you would have
than your share, but I cannot help your being upper-
when T hourly feel the benefit of your love and confi-

_ We are all gay and happy, and Sismondi far from being
least so. He loves Emma and Fanny and enters into
I their little interests of vanity with greater warmth
n I do, because he does not understand as well as I do
completely without vanity they are. If they are not
tely taken out to dance he swears, and can hardly

y in the room. If they dance he can look on unwearied,
nd support all the ennui of a ball-room, which he never
bear since he had himself left off dancing. They
s even my hopes of giving him pleasure; he enjoys
moment at home, and has a greater interest when we
o out. He thinks them very pretty, and will tell them so,
in spite of all my injunctions and threats that T will tell
They do not however seem to give him the least
edit, and the other day Emma laughed in his face when
said on occasion of our admiring the beauty of Emma
that he would not glve one of his own little Emma
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I hope the girls had dancing enough on Saturday, they
could hardly stand when they came in. They are remark-
ably well, and look so blooming that I receive endless
compliments on their fraicheur. Dearest Bessy, I could
not help laughing at your charge that they should keep an
exact account of little items, letters, bills, ete.; they seem
to me as exact as you could be yourself. Sis and I find
daily something in the quiet qualities to love them the
better for, but Sis wishes exceedingly to inspire them with
some more showy ones. He tries to persuade them of
the solid virtue of benevolence in the art and love of con-
versing; that they may by that power divert the real sorrow
they may also cheer and console; in short he finds very
pretty arguments in favour of a little coquetry. But do
not fear, T do not think you will find them one bit more
coquettes than when you trusted them to us. The firmest
conviction of the advantages of a quality will never teach
it us, and they would prove very sturdy pupils against even
the approaches of what they conceived evil. If he succeeds
in convincing them of the virtue of not giving way to a
disposition of silence, that casts almost imperceptibly a
gloom around them, he will do them a great service; and I
do not fear at all the coquetry that might ensue from his
doctrine. You will I am afraid, from what I have said,
think they are more silent than their ne:ghbours, I ha.ve ex-
pressed myself so . Not at all; re-
proaches me more than he does them. Conversation is an
art learnt by foreigners from the moment they can speak,
and to which I cannot as I have told him aspire, nor is it
so much needed in our dear untalking land. There is a
pretty gaiety about Emma, always ready to answer to any
liveliness and sometimes to throw it out herself, that will
cheer everybody that lives with or approaches her. There
is some disposition to silence in Fanny, which I am glad to
see Sismondi perseveringly combat, and I think no one
can be so persevering as he is. He says always he thinks
Emma the prettiest, but he acts as if he thought Fanny
was, he says there is something particularly pleasing to his




s8] Caroline Darwin 103
! ,‘ taste in her countenance. I am very glad of it; the world

| soon shows which is really the prettiest, and when two go
80 much together, it is difficult that the one not preferred
. should not be mortified. Fanny looks remarkably well in
~ & ball-room; she holds herself well, is most radiant in her
~ person and brilliant in her colouring; so that it is never

known we perceive the difference. How I do wish they
‘were my own children, from whom I should never be separ-
ited, with whom I might play what pranks I pleased. Sis
thinks Edward all the fools on earth not to be in love with
~ Emma, he cannot imagine how it can be avoided. Edward
~ goes out now almost every evening, he is much liked from
- his gaiety, his good breeding, and his charmante figure. But
e comes to us morning and evening whenever he can. For
- my own part I love him very tenderly; I have never met with
 such docility in any human being, or hardly more affection,
- and always such perfect good and gentle breeding, that in
 living a long life with him one is sure of being secure from the
- smallest rudeness, even roughness. Not so with his sisters:
he has all their sweet temper. I am convinced Caroline
has done the wisest thing she could in sending him here.
The fashion of the place is strict morality; he will always go
in the extreme of the fashion. . . .

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Fanny.
MazR, Saturday, Feb. 17 [1827;

. . . Caroline Darwin left us yesterday—we could not
get her to stay any longer, tho’ we assured her she would
not find herself the least wanted when she got home. She
says she has been in a foolish talking humour so long that
she is quite tired, and is gone home hoping Susan will let
her be serious. . . .

She had a very pleasant letter from Charles [Darwin]
while she was here, begging to know whether Wilcox [the
gamekeeper] was still Lord p here, and if she could
find out without much trouble, he should like particularly
VOL. 1. 13

{



194 A Century of Family Letters [omap.x1v

to know how many head of game have been killed. He and
Erasmus are quite troublesome in being so fond of letters
from home. . . .

Emma Wedgwood to her mother.
GENEVA, 25 March, 18217.

1 see you, as well as we, are thinking about our coming
home. I hope you will settle about the time. Tt will be
much pleasanter with respect to aunt Jessie that she should
not think us wanting to go away. Aunt Jessie was thinking
of our making a little tour with Frank. I know we should
enjoy it very much, but we have already had so much
pleasure and been so long from home, that if you and Papa
had rather we came home sooner, we shall be perfectly
satisfied. T assure you I do not wish anything about it.
And you are always so ready to give us pleasure that I am
sure you will, if you have not some good objection or
wish. . . .

Aunt Jessie has just given me leave to tell you of Edward’s
love affair, which I have been longing to do all thro’ this
letter. However you must keep it a secret till you hear of
it from aunt Drewe. He has fallen in love and proposed
to Adéle Prévost and she has accepted him, to our great
surprise, as she is 24 [Edward being 21]. Aunt Jessie
wrote a fortnight ago to aunt D. about it. For my part I
think she will make a very nice wife for him. She is rather
pretty but very old looking. Adéle’s father gives a reluc-
tant consent in case aunt D. has no objection. The court-
ship was very short; I don’t think he met her 10 times
before he proposed and was accepted. T think you saw her
when you were here. She has the most sober, steady
manners, and not at all the sort of person to fall desper-
ately in love. What a pity I did not begin this delightful
subject before; now I have no more room. It amuses me
very much, but aunt Jessie is vexed about it. Good bye
dearest Mamma. Your affectionate Exma W.
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The ohnnlynowoommdnimlm'e Edward,
and his two sisters, Harriet, Lady Gifford, and

Mrs (afterwards Lady) Alderson. Hmmno,MmAl&emm
Langton, had died in 1822, lu one son. Lady Gifford
was now a widow with seven cl , Lord G\Eurd havi

suddenly died in the midst of his brilliant career.

Drewe’s love affair caused a great commotion m the
family, and it was apropos of this that Harry Wedgwood
c:z:lpoled the quatrain often quoted in the Wedgwood
© o

Wrno, write, write a letter |
Good advice will make us better,
Sisters, Bmt.hun. Father, l(oﬂlar,
Let us all advise each other

Emma Wedgwood to her mother.
GENEVA, Ap. 24 [1827]).

« « « I was rather surprised to find you did not expect to
see us home before July. I shall be very sorry to leave
aunt Jessie whenever it happens, but then I shall be so
glad to come home and see you all that I don’t mean to
trouble my head about anything, but let things take
their course according to aunt Jessie’s maxim. Sometimes
1 take a violent longing to go home, but it goes off in
5 minutes. . . .

My m;rther ofw:h ae%oyhi of this stay at (ienevn as ‘;’fwhd

it enjoyment, think owing to the society er
ﬁ. umt Jessie, but also to the balls and sociabilit;

1 remember her saying that after dancing th{

ymn it was de rigueur not to say one word to him but

to be brought straight back to your chaperon.

Charlotte Wedgqwood (staying with her cousin
Mrs Alderson) to her sister Emma.
GrEAT Russell Srtreet, May 6th [1827).
.« . I came here on Tuesday night by the mail, under
Harry's escort. We were under the hard necessity of getting
up at three o’clock and then driving to Stone, expecting all
the way to be too late for the mail. Our fat phaeton mare
was never so hurried in her life, for unlike dear Duchess,
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there is scarcely any persuading her even with the whip to
get on. We arrived in time, however, and had a very
beautiful day and good journey, and arrived near eleven
without being at all tired. There is no travelling that
fatigues one so little as the mail. I could not help grudging
to leave the country at this beautiful time of year, and
particularly the garden, for the time is just coming on when
I expected to see the effect of all my arranging of the flowers,
that 1 took such pains with last year; and the peonies
were just coming out. We had been working very hard
for the last ten days for the bazaar for the Spanish and
Italian refugees; I, in drawing chiefly, and Elizabeth and
Mamma embroidering work-bags and making pen-wipers

Mr Alderson is a pleasant host. He puts one so com-
pletely at ease, which is seldom the case with the master of
a house. He is sociable and rather merry and talks a good
deal and very agreeably.

Sunday 13th. Yesterday the Aldersons gave a dinner-
party. Dr and Mrs Maltby, Chief Justice Littledale, the
Andersons and the Lockharts were the party. Mrs Lock-
hart? is particularly pleasing, she is so simple, natural, and
modest Mr Lockhart is remarkably handsome, and I think,

ding my prejudi would be "ithe

would come out more, but he seems reserved.
managed for me to sit next him at dinner. Mr A. and
Georgina are obstinate about making me sing, which I had
much rather avoid. G. never sings herself, which leaves me
the only musician, and except people are particularly fond
of music, it is the most dullifying thing that can be to a
party. One feels it rather hard to be obliged either to bore
the party or be disobligi Fanny [Mackintosh] and I
went to hear Chalmers? on Friday at the openingof the
new Scotch church. He has a very bad voice, but is cer-
lb‘:;m&n mﬁé‘-ﬁgg—xﬁm preacher, uul

“a

‘whose elnqmsnm h capable of producing an effect so strong und
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tainly a very fine preacher. If he had but Mr Irving's!
beautiful voice he would be perfect. Mr Irving gave a
prayer of an hour’s length, which is I think more than twice
too long. Moreover his praying is so theatrical as to be dis-
agreeable,—a much worse fault in praying than in preach-
ing. There was an immense crowd, and quite a riot at one
time made by the people outside breaking in.

1 never knew such a bustle as T have been in. That and
the trouble of one’s clothes are the disadvantages of London.
I feel as if I had time for nothing. Every minute that I
have is required for drawing that my lessons may not be
thrown away upon me. I have had two, and like Mr Copley
Fielding very much.

Early in 1827 Harriet Surtees’s long servitude ended with
the duth of her husband. She had not any settled place of
abode d the first years of her widowhood, but stayed
much with the Sumom‘f'a The following letter from Harry
(now a barrister in London), was written to his mother just

a visit to Mrs Surtees, and while she was with the John
‘Wedgwoods at Kingscote.

Harry Wedgwood to his mother.

5, EssEx CourT, TEMPLE,
Thursday [24 May, 1827)
My pEAR MOTHER,

1 congratulate you on your change of quarters from
Cheltenham to Kingscote, though my own goiit paysager is
noenomonguit.medtobe,ur my taste for London is

(1792—1834), divine and !mmdl! of the Irvingite
or Holy Cnholm postolic Church. The m amm is remembered
in connection with outhm of articulate but totally unint blu
expression, called ‘ speaking with unknown eo * which
place about this time. The mm ives a8 tbs

‘mere channel of some divine 08, himself never spoke
o *wrknown to ” but was exceedingly indignant with * the
Hedless sons of Belial ” who mainained that it was mero gibberish,

protested wanted whose native
o A Tiakh 1 lt-va'r‘;’ m of powerful . Mary Campbell,
who first had ?ft ttle farmhouse at the head of the Gair-
loch, conjectured for unknown of
elew Islanders. lrvlng was a lover of Jane Welsh (Mrs yle)
“If I had married , we should have heard uothing of
tongues,” Mrs Carlyle wrof lon; afterwards.
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stronger. London is full of dirt and ugliness and vulgarity,
but London is London after all, and it is something to have
the freshest news and the freshest fish, and to see everybody
and everything. Here am I, a Staffordshire man, 150 miles
from home, and yet of Staffordshire people alone I have
seen and heard of I don’t know how many. Is m nothing
to have Mr and Mrs Tomli and Miss T of
whom Jos himself said that she was no worse than other
young ladies ? What greater advantages should I enjoy
at Hanley or Cowbridge or Burslem or Tunstall ? The
country is a very good place to see good company in, but
is very blank by itself, and so I daresay Jos and Allen have
found it by this time. What brilliant evenings they must
be spending together, what a flow of soul! I pity even
Squib when I think of it. 'We have all been stirring about
here in town, plenty of dinners, plays, and operas, but all
in the iaxmly way as Matthews says, which I think a very

Mrs Ald does at this time).
It must be confessed Mrs Holland’s family dinner was tant
soit peu emnuyeux. Nobody shall persuade me that Dr
H. is either the most agreeable or the cleverest man
in London. If he was he would not have shocked Charles
Darwin by saying that a whale has cold blood, or the uni-
verse by eating with his knife, or me by the patronising
manner in which he mentioned what he had done with
Ministers in favour of Sir J. Mackintosh. He said Lord
Lyndhurst had asked him as to Sir J.’s health and capa-
bilities, of which he had made as favourable a report as he
could; and Ld. L. had also, 1 think, said something about
making him a Baron of the Exchequer; but that is out of
the question, for though the work in London is nothing,
and therefore he might easily do that, neither his health nor
his legal knowledge can be fit for circuit.

Fanny Mackintosh, Charlotte and I went with Mrs Swin-
ton Holland and her two daughters to [Rossini’s] Semira-
mide, for reports of which I refer you to Charlotte, only it
was a sort of music in which I could have whistled a part all
through, so that it cannot be very original. Mlle Pasta’s
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acting was very fine, and worth 10 nights of Miss M. Tree’s
“ Home sweet Home ** work, or Miss O'Neill’s pulling away
at the pocket handkerchief which hung at the small of her
back. There was no ballet. On Monday I went with, or
rather after, Caroline Darwin, Charlotte and Frank to the
French play, where I was confirmed in my opinion of the
-upeﬁontyol]‘mmhphyuandnmmovetEnghah In the

iselle & Marier, the demoiselle comes jumping in in her
‘morning gown, and boasting of what a breakfast she has
eaten, and what a walk she is going to take, when she is
packed off by her maman to put on her best gown to receive
amfm Thnhornﬁesher,forshﬁmmmlhcuhdlhvew

frightened as possible. She is bid to hold up her head and
say something, and is sent to fetch her drawing of the téte de
Romulus, but to her great relief the visitor is so disgusted
with all this exhibition that he declares off. However he
stays to dinner, and Mademoiselle takes off her fine gown,
and is so happy and pleasant at being released that she and
the gentleman fall in love and it is all settled. An English
actress would have been hoydenish when she was not
affected, and vulgar all through, but this French one never
seemed to think of the audience, or of her dress or attitudes,
but was just as if she acted for her amusement. Charlotte
and I both remarked that in all these French petites pidces
all the characters are made extremely good-natured, and
that makes another contrast with English afterpieces. A
third contrast is in the women’s dresses, which 1 think are
not only infinitely better but much cleaner at the French
Theatre.

Having gone through my dissipations it is time I should
inform you that I have won Uncle Allen’s uuae ior him,
that is with the assi of the A | and
Taunton. It was tried the day before yelwdny before
Littledale. I was in a horrid fright, for 1 was responsible
to Uncle Allen in three several capacities of Pleader, Counsel,
and nephew, and he chose to come and sit in court to quiet
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my nerves. However the other side did not take the only
objection I was afraid of, and we got a verdict for the sum
awarded. I had nothing to do but to open the pleadings
and ask one question and so I earned six guineas. The
Attorney-General was very civil, and was i pleased
to enquire whether my father was John or Jos, and hoped
he should be often “ with me ” at Westminster.

You will probably have heard from Charlotte how the
first day’s bazaar [for the Greeks] went off. She and Hens-
leigh were there. There was an immense crowd and every-
thing sold very dear. The Burmese screens went directly,
and so did Charlotte’s pictures; the best at 30s. and so
downwards. 1 should not wonder if I might have sold a
goose trap if I had sent one. I had a brilliant idea for
something which would have fetched any money, but
it did not occur soon enough, and so it must wait till the
next blnu', but it certainly will be the prettiest toy ever
invented. .

At the end of May Jos, accompanied by Caroline and
Charles Darwin, set out to fetch the two gltls home from
Geneva. Charles was only to go as fu as Paris and then
return. This was the only time he ever set foot on the
Continent.

Josiah Wedgwood to his daughters Fanny and Emma
at Geneva.

Pamis, Saturday, 26 May, 1827.
My DEAR LITTLE GIRLS,

... I am very glad that I induced Car. D. to come
with me. I need not tell you how agreeable a companion
she is, and she has so much taste for beauty that it is a
pleasure to travel with her. She has not seen Jessio [Sis-
mondi], I believe, since she married, but unless I am much
mistaken Jessie will like her much and Jessie’s husband too,
at least I expect and hope it. To return to our journey
and voyages; 1 went to bed the moment I got on board at
1 o'clock, and lay till we got into Dieppe at 11. Caroline
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was ill, but took not the least harm, and Charles, though
not quite well, made a very hearty dinner on roast beef.
‘We should have been tempted to stay a day at Rouen, if
 the weather had been good, but it has been detestable ever
 since we landed till this afternoon. (P.S.—Rain again.) I
am glad you have got the great Henri, but my mind mis-

lected to mention to you as a necessary requisite. N’importe
—his great qualities will make up for the trifling circum-
. stance of not one of the party speaking the language of the

Tell my dear Jessie that her addition to your former letter
~ to your mother was not thrown away upon me. Nobody
- can do kind things with so much grace as she does. . . .

Caroline Darwin to Fanny and Emma Wedgwood.

My pEAR FANNY AND Enma, 26 May, 1827.

(I know you like being classed together, and as

 Charlotte and Eliz. to this day speak of you both as if you

were but one, I shall follow their example.) Many thanks

for being so glad that I joined this delightful excursion.

It was very good-natured of Uncle Jos to think of me, but

there never was a kinder person and the pleasantest travel-

ling companion. I am quite losing all my former fear, and

" Ohn'hl,wlwomenthmufuuhns,jomsmmu
i dmm of admiration whenever he leaves the room.

Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Wedgwood.

Crixe, Sunday, lst July (1827].
. ...My dearest children, if I was to say I did not miss
you, that the house was not very empty, very silent, and
very desolate, I should not say what was true. But you will,
I know, be glad to hear that I think more on my good
fortune in having you so long, having had so much more of
 my own Jos than I expected, and seeing and renewing my
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affection for Caroline Darwin, than on the loss I have sus-
tained, which I endeavour to think as little of as possible.
And for that I drive the image of my little idiot for the
present out of mind as much as I am able, but it is an ob-
stinate little toad that holds its place very tenaciously.

1f you are like me, you will like to have a very minute
account of our days since you left us. Soon after quitting
a place I like to know the disposition of every moment if
it were possible, so here is a little journal for you. Sismondi
and T sat down to our #éte-a-téte dinner for the first time
since the 17th of May, 1826, 13 months and 10 days exactly.
1 cannot say that either of us enjoyed it. It was soon inter-
rupted by the return of Edward before we had risen from
the table, his manner gentle and affectionate as one that was
to supply a loss. We all walked to the distant field and sat
down on the hay, very silent and not very rejoicing.

Tuesday, 3rd. We have this morning had Suriotes to
breakfast; he was one of the Greek deputies in London,
through whose hand our poor loan slipped, Lord knows how,
for I am sure he does not; he is a clever man and his conversa-
tion was very agreeable. He is on his road to Greece; he
seems to think that Greece is lost as far as fighting goes—
a remnant might still be saved by negotiation, but he
seemed discouraged more than he was hopeful. We have
just too had a visit from Lady Cawdor,! looking very fine
and handsome, and she was agreeable too, but for the little
laugh that accompanies all the sensible things she says.
She told us she had just received a letter from Lord Carlisle
that the Corn Bill had passed the second reading in the House
of Lords, so that is well finished. She said Lord Lansdowne
had given great trouble by his indecision and weakness, but
that she believed he would take office presently. He would
have Ld. Dudley’s place, who only held it temporarily out
of friendship to Canning, and she always thought Mackintosh
would come in with him. I wish he may, but I dwelt a good
deal on the hardship of overlooking him, in hopes she may

i Lady Cawdor, daughter of the second Marquis of Bath, and one
of the great ladies of Pembrokeshire, was an old friend of the Allens.
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report it to her brother and he to Canning. She said it
was perfectly true that the King was very angry with the
ex-ministers, above all with the Duke of Wellington. He
said Canning had in the first instance been forced on him,
and then they wanted to force him to send him out, but this
time he should be his own master.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Fanny Wedgwood.

Crine, July 10 [1827].

. . . The house still feels very empty without you, very
silent, very triste, above all of an evening, and Thursday I
thought it odious. To be rid of this evening melancholy we
' go out in the char pretty regularly as soon as the sun is
sufficiently low. My spirits have not sunk at all, and T have
escaped a great evil. For when I am low no one is so pros-
trate as T am, no one so disagreeable, as your Aunt Sara used
to say, and she was right. The truth is from the beginning
of your stay I have had my feelings in training to meet
with courage the termination which T knew must too
speedily come. 1 was determined Sismondi should have no
reason to regret the visits of those I love, but that he should
feel they permanently benefited me. I am happy to tell
you he was quite as low as I was myself, and that our feelings
never were in more perfect unison. Since my letter to
Emma I have read again Medwin’s conversations of Byron,
and going one evening to town for the second vol. I received
a letter from Lady Byron saying she was at Sécheron; so
putting the vol. in my pocket I went and paid her a visit.
1 sat with her till T fancied I saw symptoms of thinking our
visit long enough, or I should have liked to have stayed
longer, though Sismondi thought her intolerable. She
talked more than I expected, and her manner was less cold.
She talked like a sensible and good woman. She looks thin,
pale, and old for her age, there is a stiffness in her features,
and she has a mouth that could never admit her to be very
pretty. She speaks in the low and languid tone that Sis-
mondi thinks so insupportable. She was sitting apparently
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writing at a table on which lay open a manuscript book
that looked very like a journal. Her husband in Don Juan
acouses her with some impatience of writing journals; at
another table sat a young man reading who took little notice
of us or our visit, and spoke only to question Lady Byron
on something she said, in a manner not quite civil. Ada,
a ohild of ten or twelve, went out as we came in, and so
rapidly that I could not see her; but luckily she returned
before we went, with her face all illuminated, in spite of
some expression of timidity, to bid her mother look at the
Mont Blanc red with the setting sun. I never saw a finer
child; brilliant with health, a gay, open, sweet-tempered
expression, but no regular lines of beauty; yet she may turn
out a great beauty; and nobody can say what her childish,
unformed features might turn out, and her mouth and eyes
are very fine. She is fair, and has not the least resemblance
to Lord Byron. We invited Lady Byron to tea the Thurs-
day, but she was going to Chamouny and declined, but
promised me a visit from Ouchy, where she is going to stay
some time.

On giving Edward his allowance the 1st of July we found
80 far from having saved anything he had spent more than
his allowance; I could think of no better plan (that he would
follow, that is to say), than to persuade him to go to St
Gervais, where he can live for five francs a day and can have
nothing to buy, there being no shops of any kind, and an
almost impossible thing to get anything from Geneva. He
is gone this morning in the diligence, another triumph I
gained; he wanting to take a char and to prove to me it was
the cheapest way. 1 was obliged to call Adéle to my
assistance to make him go. She came to breakfast with me
last Friday, and I entertained her by relating Edward’s
extravagance. He flew into a passion with me, which I
repaid him with interest. After my telling him he was too
stupid to understand the meaning of words, and that I
would rather beat my head against a stone wall than talk
to him, he had the humility to throw his arms around my
neck and ask my pardon, as if I, too, had not sinned. To
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:on Saturday. She refused both invitations, which gave me
X pleuunbnt.lﬂdnhnwnnkimutmonﬂundlyn

lhwwmkhmthokvuyuhﬁom,h«bmultﬂl
N ‘smooth and polished as at 20.

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
CovoaE, Friday, July 20 [1827).

. . . Fanny found your letter here. I must say you write
’ﬁnph-nmtlctw-int.hewoﬂd because you tell your
~ own feelings and that is what one is most interested about.
- I shall leave to Fanny to tell you about our delightful
i journey from Mayence here, because she has much more
-.hmhmbunﬁ-dnnmﬂamlhn. I am sorry
‘hEdnl\'lltGurnh but T have no doubt he will make
,‘mybmmmmd-innahorthm,uhodny-dou 1
i mlmbunbymmmm-uuhlpm you naughty

_ After arriving at Maer, Emma wrote (31 July, 1827) that
.ha felt it quite natural to be nt home, and that she was very
&y ﬂmc e (ﬂk min l::idm 1 e
A n for us in your _suppose
she thuught Moulton’s compliments will not ruin us for
life. Those clmm.ng old men know that anything about
~ vos8 aimables niéces will go down with you.”
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CHAPTER XV
1827—1830
The llukmfmhu at Maer—A bazaar at Newcastle—Bessy on the
ivost affair—The

Fasxy and Emma found a large party at Maer on their
return from Geneva. The aunts Caroline Drewe and
Harriet Surtees were there, as well as the Mackintoshes. It
was soon after the death of Mr Surtees, and Emma wrote as
if before this visit she had scarcely seen her aunt Harriet,
‘whom she thought more like her mother than any of her other
aunts. The Mackintoshes had come for a stay of six mom,hs
Book-shelves and writing-tables had been specially prepared
for Sir James to work at his History. Emma wrote, “ Sir
James shook hands with me, to my great gl;nzsnne. He is
very pleasant and talkative.” Bessy desm his beamng
the bitter disappointment of ¥emn thing in Canning’s
Cabinet? with calmness and fortitude, nnd several times
mentioned with pleasure that no shade of disagreement
had ever mterfered vnth her en]oyment of her sister Kitty’s
society. other
s to xefurm Smithfield cattle ‘market, and some very
%_ letters by her on this subject appeared in the
mes.
‘ Canet of 1827 was com] of 'ories,
e pmed ‘Whigs and T

Canning w: rised that Huhnmh
wu nof m&]ropoud as one of his. oolleagnu
was sh nndn vy Oolmmﬂor, DAt sootas thac 2
had nnt mnde a sufficie ractioal politician, or was re-
too infirm in hulth to beﬂt for nnxy important office. His
[th hnd suffered ndian

1t of November, 1830 he was made a Commissioner
itrol. § L

‘Whig Governmen
of the Board of Con
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismonds.

Mazrr, Monday, Aug. 27, 1821.

Mackintosh is come home after attending poor Canning’s
- funeral. Alas! what a loss he is to all Europe. There were
many at the funeral (M. said), who could not control their
h . M. had a long conversation with Dr Holland

1 ;bout Canning’s illness. It was his misfortune, and every-
- body’s misfortune, that he was so pressed by circumstances,
~ that he had not time to be ill. When Dr Holland came to
him the first day, Canning said to him, “ Dr, I have been
struggling with illness these three months, and it has now
conquered me.” He had had shivering fits for four days,
during which he had been giving dinners, and attending to
‘his business. Dr Holland had no hope of him from the
: ﬂmtdxy On one of these days when he was so ill, he had
~ his Secretary with him at his bedmde for three hmmz over

D hlg at Por’.ug ”  “No, sir,” said che Secretary, “you
.~ have done enough, you must take repose,” and he took his
~ advice and fell asleep.

. Mackintosh is in very agreeable spirits. I think he finds
Q ‘himself comfortable here, and he is a great acquisition to us
| in point of society. He generally sits a good while con-
Avcrsng after breakfast, then he goes up to his room for the
. morning, and we don’t see him till dinner. He has his horse
\ here, and rides every day before dinner. He has his own
~books, and he is established in the middle room upstairs for
 his study, and he sleeps in the next. In the evening he joins
'~ us at tea, and if we have no other company he is very
 obliging in reading anything we like to us, and he reads so
well that it is a great treat. Kitty is also very comfortable;
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1 think you will wish to know how I like my two little girls
now that I look with a fresh eye upon them. I think you
and my kind Sismondi have done them good, but I don’t
perceive any marks of spoilation that I rather expected
from both your kindness. 1 perceive that they converse
with much more ease than they did, and are quite as un-
Aﬂwfad Emmilnlmlebmnud but Fanny is one degree

than she was; but I hope she will never
mhthemimkeoithmhngmtnhompmty 1 must
give you the same caution that you did to me when they
were with you, which was, not to notice any of my remarks
upon themselves; for they would think it hard to be debarred
from any part of your letters, and you know how remarks
get strength by repetition.

Harriet’s [Surtees] income will be too small to allow her
to keep house comfortably, but her gentle, cheerful and
accommodating disposition will always make her company
precious to us all. She has only to chuse where she will be.
Her modest docility is so striking that it almost makes one
afraid to propose anything to her, for fear of her doing
what she would rather not do.

Sir James Mackintosh to his brother-in-law
John Allen.
Amprnin PaRk, 3 Dee., 1827,

1 passed three months at Maer most agreeably in all that
depended on the Rulers. Before I went I sometimes sus-
pected that you had all exaggerated the Excellencies of your
eldest sister, without going quite so far as to suppose that
she was a graven image whom you had set up to fall down
before and worship; but I now adopt your Worship. I
never saw any other person whose acts of civility or friend-
ship depended so little on Rule or Habit, and were so con-
stantly refreshed from the Wellhead of Kindness with the
Infusions of which they seemed to sparkle. Her benignity
is indeed most graceful. T used to rally her on the gentlest
mistress in England having the noisiest household. Both
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i
_ the elder girls' are excellent, and the second is charming,

- The rest of the Family are more good than agreeable. I
~ excopt Hensleigh, who is, I fear, doomed to ill-health.

. John Allen and his sister Fanny were at Geneva in the
~ autumn of 1827 en route for Rome. In Madame de
. Bunsen’s Journal to her mother she wrote: :

Rome, 20 Nov. 18272

~ The company of Mr Allen is a real pleasure to me. I
~ am more than ever aware of all that is good and excellent
. and respectable about him, but his foibles have grown old
ik viﬂxhxmuweuuhisgoodquhhes,mdhemufond
3 u ever of repea&mg anecdotes of Brooks’s: he has how-

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen at
Crresselly.
MAER, Oct. 31st, 1827,
~ Haying just put your letter in the fire, unread by any
~ save Elizabeth and myself, I proceed to answer it, my ever
dear Emma.

It is not like my dear gentle John [Allen] to speak as
_he does of the Prévost family. We are all accused of a
‘clannish feeling with respect to each other that has a
tendency to make us inconsiderate to other people, and
- I think John’s feelings for Carcline [Drewe] blind him, and
 make him unjust. I was very much amused by a bon mot
‘of Mr. Alderson’s, apropos to this subject, which Harriet
Glﬂo!ﬂ told me. Speaking (I believe a little too roughly)
~ on the sort of exclusive feeling that all Caroline’s sisters
“have for her, ““ I declare,” said he, ** if I were to break both

my legs Mrs Drewe’s sisters would only say ‘ Poor Caroline.””
1 Blizabeth and Charlotte are the two elder girls. Jos, ka.
b o , and Emma would be those who are * more good than

2 Life and Letters of Frances, Baroness Bunsen, vol. i., p. 204,
VOL. I 14
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One word more of our clan—my dear Emma, I would
not upon any account press Jessie to return with John
[Allen]. It would be very unfair to Sismondi, and the
opportunity is not a reason strong enough to make him so
unhappy as I think her coming would do. . . .

Kitty [Mackintosh] is very busy about a number of
good things, and she has been in correspondence with
numbers of people. Mackintosh has had one or two fits of
giddiness but they did not last a minute, but it has very
much interrupted the history, which goes on so slowly that
I am quite in despair about it. He can’t do much at a
time now for fear of his head; he will do nothing after
dinner, and he generally takes two walks and a ride in the
morning, so that when he is best able there is not much
time for it. His spirits are cheerful enough, but the
mortification’ has sunk deep, and will not now be cured
by anything that is likely to occur. He is in a very amiable
humour, and so friendly to me that I have begun to love
him. We play a rubber every night, which he enjoys very
much, and considering he is a genius, he plays very decently.
The Darwins go on Monday. I like them very much, but 1
shall not be sorry to have our party lessened. There is very
little pleasure in what the young ones call a row. Hensleigh
is gone, and him we all regret. He and Fanny Mack are
great friends and cronies.

All this autumn Maer must have been full to overflowing.
Susan and Catherine Darwin came for a month, and Harry
appears to have filled up some spare time in ﬂutmg with
Susan, although his real love was his cousin Jessie, daughter
of John Wedgwood
Emma Wedgwood, now nineteen, was leading a happy,
girlish life, taking what ies, balls md archery meetings
u&me in her way. Charlotte and Elizabeth were only too
Y!py to retire from all gaieties in favour of the younger
g:i My mother used to tell us that at these balls they
white soup and pikelets for refreshments, and she said
it was a work of danger to eat slippery bnttery pikelets in
ball costume.

1 The mortification of not being given office in Canning’s Cabiunet.
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Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
Maze, Sunday [April, 1828].

My pEsREST AUNT JESSIE,

Mamma sent us down your letter some time ago,
and we were rejoiced indeed to see your dear handwriting.
~ We did not hear of your illness till we heard you were
_ recovering, but that was not enough to prevent our feeling
very uneasy about you. . . .

We have been making a great many things for this
Bazaar, which is for building fever wards to the Infirmary,
and our heads have been so full of it, that if I don’t take care
1 shall write about nothing else.

Friday. On Tuesday Charlotte, Fanny, and I went to
Newcastle to arrange our table. . . . It looked very nice
with some pink calico on the wall behind us, pinned all
over with skreens and bags. On Wednesday morning aunt
Sarah took two of us in her carriage, very smart in those
white hats you are acquainted with, which were of great
use. All the world was there, smart people and common
people, and the room was so crowded one could hardly stir
about. It was very amusing selling, and we sold nearly all
our things the fust day. Charlotte’s drawings came to
great honour. . . . The proceeds of the first day was £700.
Our table got £59, of which £34 was our own making.
now we don’t mean to mention the name of a bazaar for the
next three years. . . . I am very glad Edward [Drewe] is
going to be married in May, I am sure it is much the best
thing for him. 1f I was his mother I should be very glad to
have him off my hands. I am going to finish your stool for
Edward to take over. The top is the same as the one you
have got but the sides are different, which I hope you won’t
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mind. Be sure you don’t say when you get it, * Well it’s
a wonder such a little idiot could make a decent stool.”

I think a great deal of the delightful winter we spent
with you. The part which gives me by far most pleasure
to think of is your affection for us, and your and my dear
uncle’s sympathizing with us in all our pleasures. My
dearest aunt Jessie I hope you know how tenderly I love
you, but it is no use telling it to you for you will believe it
without. Your affectionate,

Eana W.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Wedgwood.
Cugws, May 21si [1828].

1 have received by Edward your pretty stool, my dear
little Emma. You cannot imagine the pleasure it gives
me, since I have done nothing but lament my folly in
having given away the other to a person who cares nothing
about me. 1 confess this you have sent me is still prettier
and admirably worked, and I am at last consoled for the
loss of the other, thonghyouunpnmmwmohtmn
for being a fool.

Ononlmy-hh.hhtnmmﬂx those one loves, 1 felt
1 loved you enough and you me to need no assurances of
form between us, and put by writing to you as a pleasant
task that awaited my leisure. While John and Fanny
[Allen] were with me I gave myself a complete holyday.
Alas ! it was but for one short eight days, but it was more
than 1 had expected, and I felt very grateful and satisfied
and enjoyed the week extremely. The good spirits they
gave me gave me also strength, and I walked with them
sometimes near a mile, tho’ I had hardly mounted the
staircase without help before they came. Both were pleased
with their journey, and John spoke in the highest terms of
the incomparable companion he found in Fanny. And well
he might, for independent of the attention she pays him and
all the care she takes of his health and pleasure, she never
gives herself any holyday in her efforts to entertain him.
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- I should not call it effort, for her conversation is rich,

. flowing, spirited, without the least effort; only T mean if
. he is tired of reading she is always ready to refresh him,
* and often puts down her book when she would rather read,
or walks with him when she would rather sit still. This
constant exercise of her understanding keeps it in great
~ force, and I have no doubt she will preserve its power later
than any other person, as well as accomplish herself in
~ being the first companion in the world, and by that be the
best consoler in sorrow, and the best comforter in sickness.
I bore the parting from them better than I could have
hoped. I saw the carriage drive out, with the empty place
~ I once hoped to fill, without flinching. But in this T had

~ no merit, I felt I was not strong enough to travel, and I
never long for what I cannot do.

The spring has been beautiful; we have greatly enlarged
our garden, we have built a new kitchen, we have made a
poultry court. M. Pasteur has given me six fine hens that
give us fresh eggs every day. 1 have fifteen merry little
chickens, and 1 spend a great deal of time among them, so
that I have changed my mode of living. I have a much
more material existence, and perhaps shall find better health
in it. My long sickness has retarded my flower-garden, but
T mean henceforward to direct the kitchen-garden also, and
l now that I have a decent kitchen I shall often be head cook.
The misfortune is that Sis is no gourmand; he will not thank
me for my dainties, or know them as such, and I shall have
little encouragement.

b

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.

MAER, June 1st, 1828.
.. . T do love your Sis with all my heart for his kind-
ness in pressing you to invite Edward to your house. Poor
lad, I felt very sorry for him during the squally visit T had
at Rochampton.! . . . Caroline [Drewe] bothered herself

! Lady Gifford, Edward Drewe’s sister, lived at Roehampton,
and Mrs Drewe was often there.
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by asking advice! after she had acted. 1 do believe as a
general maxim it is far better not to ask advice on most
occasions. I am afraid we made her a little angry (certainly
we disappointed her) by not being able to see M. Prévost’s
offer, of taking the young ones in, and making them an
allowance, in a very odious point of view; as it seems to us
(that is to Jos, Elizabeth, and me) a very natural offer,
where money was the obstacle, to remove it if possible; and
whatever you may please to think, my Jess, as to her being
in love, I dare say her father thinks her éperdument. When
1 put myself in their place, I cannot feel that I should think
much of pleasing the Drewes.

Jos went to London to-day about selling his house in
York Street.2 He has long been thinking of doing so, as it
has not answered for some years, but the procrastination
natural to an uncertain step has hitherto stopt him. 1don’t
know whether it is a prudent thing or not, for I really am
in entire ignorance of Jos's finances, nor do I believe he
knows his own income, but he says the produce of the
works was deficient in a very large sum last year. Still he
is so perfectly at his ease that I am not afraid. T don't
believe we are in any danger, and I believe if we were to
be much poorer than we are, it would take very little from
the happiness of any of us. My poor Hal is the one I feel
most anxious about. I begin to despair of his making
anything like a competence at the bar, and I believe he has
set his heart upon his cousin [Jessie Wedgwood], as many
others have done before him in vain. Hensleigh is I think
very heart whole, but he is much more likely to succeed in
his profession. He has two or three years more in store
and he is more industrious; I believe also he has more
talent. It is a great thing for us that with four grown-up
sons they are none of them extravagant. What should we
do if they were ? Frank is an excellent fellow, he is right-

1 Ag to her son Edward’s immediate marriage without waiting
ti|1 he came into hi‘ estate.

2 The London It was on th ide of the so1

uthern
end of the street md afterwards became a chapel. Mr Stnyiurﬂ
Brooke preached there for many years. Tt'was told for £16,000.
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minded, steady, and just what an English merchant (if you
can call him such) ought to be, exact to punctilio in all his
dealings, active and industrious. My daughters are also
excellent. As I conceal nothing from you, I may confess
~ that my hopes of seeing them happily settled in life diminish
- every year, and are now grown very flat. But these are
- worldly views, and I hope they will also every year give
way to something better, and if we cannot turn the tide of
prosperity our own way, I hope we may learn to be content
without it. All this is under the rose. They are all too
greedy after any letters of yours to let me easily keep them
to myself; therefore take no notice. You will I daresay
have heard from Jenny [Mrs John Wedgwood] from Havre.
I am very sorry they are gone abroad, because I fear the
expense for them and they do not know how to do upon a
little. I am a little vexed and mortified that they have
given up all thoughts of settling in Staffordshire. Jenny
and I have lived many years in close neighbourhood without
the shadow of disagreement or coolness, and T should like to
have tried once more and finished our lives so. Many loves
from here to you and Sis, and pray give my love to poor
Ned. Ever yours, dearest of the dear, E. W.

The John Wedgwoods were a much-wandering family.
In the summer of this year they were at Honfleur in Nor-
‘mandy, and by the autumn in Geneva, where thay remained,
either with or near the Sismondis, for about t months.
In hhe summer of 1829 they were in Italy, and on getting

En‘g land settled themselves for a time in a house,
“'I'Iw Hill,” near Abergavenny.

Tn June 1828 the Drewe-Prévost engagement ended by
the lovers marrying. Bessy, m bhe many dmculllonu on
this subject, was ch calm as with
the impetuous Jessie. After their marriage the breeze
calmed down, so far at least as the letters show, and Adéle
'was warmly welcomed by her mother-in-law when they came

to 4

The Mackintoshes had now made a home at Clapham
near their friends the Thorntons. Harriet Surtees, who
visited all her sisters in her widowhood, was described as
having recovered her health and beauty. Kitty Mackintosh
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p-unaddbﬂwh“oﬂhcvidov'luyudcwlhlhm
again. Bessy wrote (Dec. 4, 1828): ““ Mr Henry Thornton
is her great admirer, and says she has the sweetest expression
wbonuhaxpuhnndmﬂuth.theavuuw,nndngwﬂc-
ness and timidity of manner that is very charming.”

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.

MazR, Oct. 6, 1828.

We have had John [Allen] with us for a fortnight, and
he was as cheerful and as agreeable as ever I saw him;
there are three of our family that never grow old, and he is
one! It happened, as usual, that we had the house full
of cousins, but I contrived to get a little driving and a little
riding with John, very much to my satisfaction, and in the
evening he always seemed pleased with the girls’ music.
My own anxious heart sometimes played its usual tricks
in damping my own enjoyment, under my fears of not
making it agreeable to him, but this is a malady of my own
which I believe will never leave me.

Jos makes a very fortable report of the il b
house at Clapham, and I think it is the best hit they have
made at all. I am particularly pleased that Fanny [Mack-
intosh] is fallen into friendship with the Thorntons and
Inglises, as they are very good people. She writes here
very often and her letters are particularly agreeable. I may
well be interested about her, for I think she and Hensleigh
will never help falling in love with each other, so much as
they are together.

Emma is going down with Miss Morgan to pay a visit to
the Miss Aclands at Clifton. Her manners are in her favour,
and she is more popular than any of my girls. Her manners
to men are very much to my taste, for they are easy and
undesigning without coquetry. Charlotte is too distant,
and Fanny a little stiff. Elizabeth is very agreeable in my
eyes, but she wants personal attraction, and she and Char-

1 Meaning, I believe, besides her brother, Jane Wedgwood and
Jessie Sismondi.
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- lotte give way to the two young ones in amusements and
going out. . . .

A'l:u:t thé:, visit g; ];Imnlln’;.to Clifton, oo %tharine Darwin

wrote (28 Sept., 1828), ve no doubt your going to

Cl.lf'ml‘ mﬂm v:i:y you, as you hna a0 nn!ymgne\; passion

or gaiety my 0]

$ ‘h:v‘g":gr’ of 182{8—9 the howmhf for the first
a of urnlge rses, which was a great

4 gﬁummBesa%‘ind ‘Wrote to her aunt Jessie that

i mother will “ tire the roads driving about.” Tt seems
strange that living with so much comfort and exercising so
much hospitality this luxury should not have been hers till
she was 64 years old.

In March lﬂzﬂBewyvenf. up to London with her husband,
staying a night at his lodgings in Palace Yard, and going
on the next day to visit Lady Mackintosh at Clapham.
Hensleigh came to act the part of a daughter to her, lnd
do her little errands. His mother wrote: “ Dear Hensleigh

1 don’t wonder some people like him, he is so social lo

t. He has just been huymg me & sash and
N .wuohrlbbontouvametbe going out, which I never
- like to do in London except in my coach.”
Aiutthnvmtwchphm,l?euymttohermmwy
Gifford at Roehampton. While there she had a m;
seizure from which it was feared at first she woul not. re-
- cover. The anxiety about her illness continued for some
hml::theymthmkfulumnulhewunhlew

Harry Wedguwood to his sister Emma.

My pEAR EMMA, 19th June [1829].

+« . Jos will carry you this, having taken his dose of dissi-
pation with the rest of the world, I don’t think he has
seen much, certainly not when compared with the never-
enough-to-be-sufficiently-fatigued Darwins and even they
have not seen the first of all London sights, Greenwich. I
had the melancholy task of seeing them out of London and
though Susan had hypocritically dressed herself in black, a
merrier parting never took place—the young ladies were all
in roars of laughter as they came downstairs and we drove
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off for Islington in a coronetted Jarvey; as we came through
Oxford Street I saw a chariot with better horses (ours were
miserable) so I tumbled them both out into the street with
their bags &c. in their hands and trans-shipped them—the
Jarvey must have thought it a manceuvre to puzzle pursuers.
At Islington we drank tea in a lively apartment looking
down five different roads and there I washed my hands of
them. Edward Holland did not come back from Gloster-
shire till the next day, when he was pleased to express his
Wﬂﬁ at not having returned before their departure in very

handsome terms. Neither of them will ever be mistress of
Dumbleton, nor you nor I either. I am sure that he will
make an alliance in Glostershire. As to his two sisters T
have seen more of them lately than ever and I have made
up my mind that if Mrs Holland should object to let me
have both of them—but this is premature. Last Thursday
I went to the uproar [opera] with a party which would have
been a very pleasant one but in came Miss Defil and she
played the devil with the party for a more odious little
piece of clockwork I never saw; she neither smiled nor
sneezed nor ““ asked if our tea was to our liking,” and I will
lay 10 to a little, that when they come to cut her up under
the new anatomy bill they will find that her heart beats
with a horizontal escapement. Malibran was Susannah and
Sontag the Countess. Hensleigh and one of the Mr Defils
came up from the Pit (where Devils are generally supposed
to come from); this one seems to me to think Charlotte
Holland worth cultivating, which pleases her; the worst
thing about him is that he says ve'y cu'ious if you know
what that means, but perhaps that may be only his spring
voice for Greenwood tells me that all the men who come to
town in the spring leave their country voices behind them
with their velveteen jackets. Conclusion: I hate all male and
female cockneys and, as Goldsmith says, “ my heart un-
metropolized fondly turns to ” my country cousins. There
never was any one so improved as Catherine [Darwin].
Even in looks, as well as internal matters, she stands very
high in my list. I always thought Cuthbert Romilly an ass
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but his saying that young ladies are worth nothing after 18
shows that he is the grandfather of stupidity himself. . . .
I envy you two things at this season the peonies and the
aunts. I am afraid they will both be out of season and gone
when I get home, which I mean to do on the 7th July for a
bankruptcy meeting. Give my love to all. I have ordered
skulls,! do you want any brains ? Your affectionate brother
H. A W.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Wedgwood.
Cutng, July 9th, 1829,
At last T have time to thank you, dearest little Emma,
for your sweet letter. It gave me great pleasure in many
ways. First and foremost that your affection to me is so
vivid that you need the expressing of it now and then. Be
certain that you excite my gratitude and warm my love to
you whenever I see your handwriting, and read your affec-
tionate expressions. We returned last Sunday evening from
““sending " the John Wedgwoods, if you know the Cresselly
jon, as far as Interlak I enjoyed the journey
w)nle with them exceedingly, in spite of much bad weather.
The return I was more than melancholy, so that the rain,
which poured on us for the greatest part of the way, was
indifferent to me. After I had got back to Thun, I found I
might have finished the day with my beloveds without pro-
longing our stay from home, and without increasing our
I was in despair and odiously disagreeable to Sis
for the greatest part of the way back. My spirits began to
cheer at Bulle, and from Chéteau St Denis to Vevay I was
again in great enjoyment. But that was Saturday after-
noon, and I had been odious since Wednesday one o’clock,
when I parted from the dear ones who had made the last
8 months so happy, and who had cured me of all my ails.
On Sunday we returned from Vevay in the steamboat,
having been absent ten days and spent sixteen napoleons.
My good health gives me now such strong spirits that little
* Probably soulls for the boats on Maer Pool.
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makes me gay and nothing long sad. Lady Davy® came a
few hours after our return. I suffered her to go away to
her inn without inviting her to return to us. I fancied I
saw that she was disappointed; it is painful to disappoint
people’s expectation of you, and I felt uneasy ; and yesterday
when we dined with her at her inn and saw that she was
melancholy, solitary, nervous, I prest her to retwrn to us,
and she comes on Saturday to breakfast. If the weather
permits we are going another little tour with her.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
MaER, Sept. 8rd, 1829.

. Jessie [Wedgwood] is I think prettier than I ever saw
her, and she really is uncommonly pretty. She went with
us to the Archery on Thursday last, and was very much
admired ; and what is more, she got the first prize, a beautiful
pair of earrings. 1 had the three prizes in my possession at
setting out, in right of my office of Lady Patroness, and T
narrowly escaped bringing them all back again as I did
before, but luckily by a little juggling between Fanny and
Emma, they contrived to let Mrs Meeke in for the last prize.
Fanny was entitled to the two first prizes, but it being a law
that they were not to go to the same person, Fanny made
her election for the second prize, which gave Jessie the first.
It is comical enough that even a visitor at Maer should be so
successful, as in the case of both Jessie and Miss Acland.
As for Fanny and Emma, they are quite dragonesses, but
nothing pleased me so much in their success, as the sincerity
with which they tried to waive their glories in favour of the

! Lady Davy had been a widow a few months. Her late husband,
Sir Hmnp D , the famous chemist, was an_early friend of
Josiah and Tom 0od, who made his acquaintance in 1797,
when he was onl; octor’s boy at Penzance, and he afterwards

Tom in his yhnwguym work. Lady Davy s dever

brilliant woman and made a ﬁgm ndon_socief
wu A branette of bnmettel. and Sydne nuth. one of her
to say she was “as bro sry Faraday said of

her, her temper el it ofientimie'y go wrong mth me, witl
and with Sir Humphry.” She died in 1855.



1827-1830]  Jessie the Victim of her Feelings 221

other competitors; and nothing pleased my little Emma so
much as losing the second prize which was so near being
judged in her favour. Perhaps they carried their scruples
further than necessary, but there was a delicacy in the feeling
that I could not but feel pleased with. Miss Acland is gone,
very much to my satisfaction, but don’t tell Harry I said so.
Flirting girls are dreadful bad company, and make every-
body that comes within their influence very bad company
also. . . . Jenny received a letter from Jessie last week,
in which she describes her sufferings at not having heard
from any of us in almost frantic terms; and it has put
me on the stool of repentance for my part of the neglect.
Her feelings turned upon not hearing from Harriet for
twenty days after the Ist of August, when she said she
was positively to begin her journey. Jessie was con-
vinced that she was either dead, or too ill to begin her
journey. I am really very sorry that our Jessie is so
much the victim of her feelings, and these feelings are
unreasonable, for if either of these two misfortunes had
happened she must have heard. She said that when the
first letter (after 7 weeks) came from Jenny, she tore it
all to pieces in her nervous efforts to open it; and for
some time she could not read it for tears. I take blame to
myself for having been so long in writing, but then I had no
conception but that she was hearing within the usual intervals
from some one or other of us. She now proposes that we
should all write at stated times, and she has allotted me the
15th, or from that to the 20th of each month, and I intend
to follow that suggestion and begin from this present
month. . . .

Madame Sismondi to Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CrtNE, October 16 [1829].
You have p seen in the spapers what a loss
Geneva and we have had in the death of Dumont.! The
loss is irreparable and we are in despair. The body was
1 See note, p. 169.

babl
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embalmed and brought here and buried on Tuesday, the
whole town following as mourners. I never knew a mind
s0 rich, a conversation so inexhaustible, a person so full of
anecdote, of which he never repeated, not indeed enough
to please my taste. I like a twice-told tale very much.
The ranks of those I love thin most rapidly here, and there
are none rising to fill their places: We are in great anxiety
for Mme de Staél’s' little one; it is dangerously ill. I saw
her a short time before she set ont for Broglie, hanging so
fondly over it, saying it was more than life to her, laying
before us all her plans for his education and happiness. She
appeared to me so amiable, so sensible, I envied her for
Caroline [Drewe] since she had come so near her for her
daughter-in-law. The child had fallen downstairs and
though he was not hurt at all, she had been long unwell
from terror. 1 feel so interested for her 1 cannot help
mingling her in my prayers for those I love, in this cruel
trial. Harriet [Surtees] received a letter from Fanny Mac-
kintosh from Broglie. I admire Fanny M.’s letters very
much, I;hey are simple, very sensible, very affectionate, and

le from a of good and right
feeling in them. She and har father were also without
letters from Kitty,? so that I cannot guess what is become
of her. I think she must be on the road. . . .

I think Harriet much improved in looks since she has
been here, her oldness begins to wear off a little. It might
perhaps have been a good deal owing to the journey, for
nothing gives so worn a look as travelling. During my ill
health, it was often a pleasure to me to feel myself the
weakest part of the chain. I have lost that pleasure now,
but in revenge I have such a feeling of well-being, of gaiety,
youth, health, &c. I cannot regret it: I can regret nothing.
1 have not had such feelings since long before I left Cresselly
for the first time. Harriet is so associated with the merri-

* The danghterin-law of the famous Mime do Stasl. Edvard
Drewe had been af a8 Mlle Vernet before her mar-
nl,ge dmﬂu e mym éanen (1826-7).

Z was much out of heJth and was coming to
stay with Mme de Sismondi.
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ment, folly, nonsense of my childhood, that she has brought
it all back to me; and a wise person would sometimes think
us drunk, ﬁthayhmrdd]hhpnomlm‘lhn&hﬂwa
give way to. Si di looks ish founded, tho’
pleased, and asks the meaning of things to which there is
none. That passes his comprehension, but he laughs never-
theless from our merriment. Dearest little Sad, she is not
a bit afraid of him, and I trust will recover her nerves
entirely in such perfect repose as she will find here from all
that can agitate her. She has no dislike at all to our soirées,
she makes tea for me sometimes, and looks tranquil and at
her ease at them. We begin now to be solitary, and 1
expectnoeompnnyforthamxtthree months. 1t is a time
of year I enjoy exceedingly. .

In November Harry Wedgwood’s long courtship of his
cousin, Jessie Wedgwood, was crowned :l'lﬂl success.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen.
26 Nov. 1829.

. . . Harry will now have a stronger motive than ever
he had before to apply, and I am sure he will be content
with a little if he can make her happy, which I hope to God
he will do. . .

My little Emma is gone up with Harry to pay Fanny
Mackintosh a visit, and I have only just heard of her arrival

she drove into the court, and the Historian himself in full
discourse (as she saw through the window) with a party
of gentlemen. Emma, however, desired to be shown up
to Mrs Rich’s room [Fanny’s step-sister], where she had
a very comfortable cup of tea and dish of chat with her.
Fanny came up to ask Emma whether she would come
down and see Mr Wilberforce and Mr Whishaw and Mr R.
Grant, all which she declined, and I dare say Mackintosh
thought her a great fool for doing so. . . .
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Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
Maz, Feb. 15, 1830.

. Jos is gone to London but he did not leave a very
flourishing house behind, most of the family being more or
less teased with colds. Charlotte’s is the worst, having
been confined a fortnight, and she is now sitting up on the
sopha in her Night-Cap and Bed-gown, looking the goodest
person you ever saw, and reading Lovers’ Vows' for the
improvement of her mind.

Harry very often comes over to see us, and seems very
content in making his preparations there? at a snail’s pace.
T wish he may succeed in making it comfortable for Jessie,
but one of his last performances has been buying a new
hearth-rug for the dining-room, black and white, and by
his own account it looks like a pall—I think T must take
it off his hands. I am reading Madame de Maintenon’s
letters, and though I have neither respect nor admiration
for her character, I find so many sentiments and feelings
that I have myself experienced, that I find a good deal of
enjoyment in running through them.

I have the greatest love and admiration of Eliza’s char-
acter, yet I own it has not been raised by the manner in
which she has seemed to feel her sister’s marriage, because
it seems to me so unreasonable. If two sisters live to-
gether one must marry first, or both must remain single for
the other’s sake, which would be a preposterous suppo-
sition. . . .

The following letter is undated but may be put at about
1830. In that year Catherine Darwin was 20 and Susan
27 years old. The Owens of Woodhouse, as has been said,
‘were intimate friends of the Darwins.

The Tover's Vous is the play acted in Mansfield Park. Do
ot " myﬁnng improper, my dear, Sir Thomas would not like it.
Fanny, ring the bell; X must have my dinaer,” said Lady Bertram,
Whan s meh wider

AL Bt Tl miee “they were to live, shutting up what
rooms they did not neod.  They married in Ootober, 1
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Catherine Darwin to her cousin Emma Wedgwood.

My pEaR Eana, SHREWSBURY, Saturday.
Susan and I are just returned from our rackety
week, and my head is in a most rackety state. As my frank
is for to-morrow,! it will be very pleasant to send you a
true and sober account of it all. Tuesday, I took Susan to
‘Woodhouse and then went on to Tedesmere,? where I found
but a small party, as they had had various disappoint-
ments. I was so comfortably at my ease from being the
only young lady, and it was so little formal, that I rather
enjoyed it. I had a most delightful ball and danced every
dance as long as I was there. I found the Woodhouse
immense party great comforts, and not at all formidable.
Certainly an.Oswestry ball is far better than the Shrews-
bury ones. It is a little room and nobody is formal, no
grandees, and always plenty of gentlemen, that first of
all considerations. The next morning I was delighted to
change the Baron’s abode for Woodhouse. The Owens
- sent their pony carriage over for me. There was an
immense party there. We had all kinds of games and
dancing till 12, when Mr Owen instantly dissolved the
party. They were all rather tired after the ball, and
I did not myself think it half so delightful as it de-
soribes, and I suspect nothing ever is so pleasant in
reality as it is in description. 1t is hardly possible for
common mortals in my opinion to wind up their spirits
to the Woodhouse pitch; more than half the gentlemen
indeed were a little too much stimulated. I enjoyed a
great deal of it however very much, and there was a great
deal of laughing and fun. There was the most immense
party at dinner on Friday. There were a number of
people invited to dinner, under the belief that the former
party in the house would be gone by that time, but when
1 A member of Parliament !xlnking a letter was bound to write
on it tho date (in words), and the name of the addressee, and the
as good for wm dato oaly.
e Bulkeley Ow
VOL. I 15
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Friday morning came the Owens pressed the Leightons
and us so much to stay that we did till to-day. It wasa
grand puzzle how in the world to dine 29; it was at last
settled to have two side-tables, each of 6; 2 gentlemen,
a President and Vice-President, and 4 ladies. We drew
louloronrphoeu,mdmhhndnﬁnm;mﬁvdﬁdo-
tables betted who could make most noise. Of course each
party stand up for themselves; we certainly had famous fun
this evening. There were quantities of waltzing, dancing,
games, &c. till about 1, when the Leightons drove home to
Shrewsbury. The whole party I should think must be
pretty well fagged to-day, as this has gone on for nearly a
week. Fanny Owen was the belle. 1 do not wonder, for I
never saw such a charming girl altogether as she is. Susan
was in her glory and in violent spirits. She would call this
a most unfair account of things if she was to see it, and
would send you a far more flaming description. I should
think that I enjoyed it about half as much as she did. At
last my journal is come to an end. I have just heard from
Charles to say that he comes home on Monday, and I am
80 glad to find that he likes the Foxes as much as I did, as
he says, “ that they are all perfect.” 1 am afraid you will
hear as much about them from him, as you did from me.
Good-bye, dear Emma, my best love to my dear old Fan.

Ever yours, E. C. DARWIN.

1 have just been talking to Susan over our gay doings
and she has just said “ what a delightful visit T have had.
I never enjoyed anything like it—so gay—we never talked
a word of common sense all day.” Guaranteed by me.
Susan gives leave for this anecdote.

My father told many stories of all that went on at Wood-
house. He was very fond of all the Owens, and he had
evidently been greatly attracted by Fanny Owen. He told
meoneehowehammgahelookedwhenshemmtedonﬁrmg
off one of their guns, and showed no sign of pain though the
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kick made her shoulder black and blue. I was then only a
child, but I can still remember the ression of his face,
and the very place where he stood in Stonyfield at Down.
He was a great fayourite with Mr Owen, a peppery and
:l:?oﬁc squire of the old school.* The houaahaldpwa@ large

not always very orderly. Mr Owen used to hear,
or imagined he heard, people walking about late at night;
80 he determined to trap them and piled up a mass of
crockery at the top of the stairs. Hearing a noise late at
night, he went out to catch the offender and be ready for
the crash, but forgetting exactly where his trap was laid,
himself sent all the crockery flying down the stairs, caus-
ing Mrs Owen to laugh so much that he went into a
furious passion. Another of my father’s stories was of how
Mr Owen heard a noise of some sort in the middle of the
night, and got up and looked out of his window. There he
saw a woman sitting on some s leading into the garden.
So he went off to call one of his sons known as a fleet
runner, and told him to go and catch this unknown woman.
As soon as they approached the window, off set the woman
and off set young Mr Owen after her. But as he got near,
he perceived it was one of the under-servants, and i
her to run for her life, he promised he would not catch her,
knowing that she would be dismissed on the spot if he
brought her back. Great, as may be imagined, was Mr
Owen’s wrath and scorn when his son came back alone,
much blown, and saying he hadn’t been able to catch the
girl. Her story was that she had come home too late and
was sitting outside till the morning. The truth was never
revealed to Mr Owen.

following letter i the i d luxury in

our habits of living. It must be remembered that Dr
Darwin was earning at this time a large income.

Catherine Darwin to her cousin Fanny Wedgwood.
SHREWSBURY, Thursday Evening [Dec., 1830].

. . . There is a spell in this house against my being ever
really and deliciously quiet. T cannot help being all day
long in a fidget and a bustle and making myself a great
many little things to think of. 1 am sure you will feel the

1 I was told that he once thrashed one of his grown-up sons so
severely that his son was in bed for a fortnight.
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full delight for me of what Papa has very good-naturedly
given me leave to have; a fire for the morning in his
upstairs, which I have made very snug. 1 have only had

my Boudoir one morning, and then did enjoy it supremely.
I folmd the Dining Room quite unbearable, so desolate—
and this scheme is not quite so extravagant as it sounds,
as I hope there will not be a fire in the Dining Room, when
we are quite alone, till dinner time. I feel myself bound to
make all apologies for such a piece of indulgence. . . .
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CHAPTER XVI
1830—1831
Lady Muhnuuh 's death—Sir James Mackintosh a member of the
Board of Control—Hensleigh Wedgwoo to Fanny
Elizabeth nd of bha

Be(om Bill—-A meeh hutwaen Wordlworth n‘lld eﬂmy—d
Adéle Drewo—Fear ai alw]st»—lln Patterson and Countess
Guiceioli.

Lapy MackinrosH had left home in the autumn of 1829,
and after staying in Paris for a time, went to Chéne to be
with her sister Jessie. She died there on the 6th Mx.y, 1830,
from what appeared to have been a paralytic seizure.

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
[CuexE), May 25th, 1830.
[After speaking of Lady Mackintosh’s illness.]

She was, too, so little demonstrative herself that one
could never shew her the little caressing tendernesses that
others are continually exciting and which she seemed to
disdain, tho’ I have reason to think she did not in reality,
but would have been cheered and comforted in accepting.
One evening that we had been sitting up together very
late. . . . Harriet [Surtees)] affected to leave her by herself
at that hour, threw her arms round her neck and kissed
her as she wished her good night. She never answered,
never returned it, never looked at her. Yet the next
morning she told me she had felt it tenderly. Her faults
of temperament were redeemed by many great and noble
virtues, and I cannot but think her death, thus sudden and
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without suffering, is a most merciful dispensation. She
could neither make herself nor others happy, and I dreaded
the future (which must necessarily have darkened more
and more on her as she advanced) so much, that it seems
to me as if a great evil was withdrawn from me, in its being
denied to her. If she could have got Fanny [her daughter]
out to her I think she had some vague notion of never re-
turning. The suspicion of this, that the pains in her limbs
were exaggerated for this purpose, made me slow to per-
ceive her real ails and hardened my feelings towards her.
The event has shown how unjust I was in my suspicions,
and I now believe she made very light of the fore-running
symptoms of her terrible disorder. Here, dearest Bessy,
is my remorse, and that is really my sorrow for her, and not
that she has escaped from a life her many virtues and her
great means of happiness failed of making happy to her.
The disorder had been stealing on all the winter and was
clearly no one stroke. . . .

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
Mazr, 17 June, 1830.
.« « I feel exactly as you do. I go back to think over
what I could have done to have made her happier, and 1
am sad when I think that she was less cordial to me the last
year, and that T might have done more for her. But for
you, my beloved, it is the hardest thing in the world that
you should suffer from these feelings. 1f any suspicion
crossed your thoughts that there was more perverseness
than malady in our poor sister’s state, it must have been
involuntary, and if you never gave it vent to herself, it
cannot be a matter of reproach to you. I am witness that
as far as one could judge from her letters she was perfectly
satisfied with everything at your house, and I grieve now
at having burnt her last letter, becaunse it was written in
80 cheerful a mood that I should now derive comfort in
reading it, perfectly coll and ing but one regret
that Fanny had not joined her. . . .
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In November, 1830, Sir Jl‘;l;ﬂe Mackintosh, after being

passed over, was off Lord Grey an a mtment.
u member of the Board of Control*—a thZe P

ht unworthy of his hlanh Charles Gmﬂle wrote
b 1f he had not been a man * whom no sense of wrongs could
move to venqeonee he would have flung the India Board
in Lord Grey’s face when he was insulted with the offer of
it.”® And Jessie Sismondi wrote (5 Feb., 1831): “I felt
bitterly the place his friends had found for him, and shed
tears, not of a soft nature for him, but of rage against his
lm-dmnlﬁ friends. Hihn has been a life sown thick wntll:
mortifications, notwithstanding that he was gifted hig
enough to have bid defiance at least to that feeling.”

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Madame Sismondi.
s Khegaveny]  Hos B 1630,

I am coming now into order, my dearest Jessie, and this
is very near my old days for writing, but I have left your
last letter in my desk at home, so that if any part of it
requires an answer, it must stand over to next month.
Meantime I shall begin telling. We are all agog about
the late extraordinary change of Ministry® it was such a
surprize that I don’t think anyone on either side expected
it the least, nor I suppose would it have happened if his
Highness’s troops had been sufficiently upon guard, as in
that case they would not have been in a minority. I shall
run the risk of tiring you by repetition in naming the new
Ministry as they now are, but nobody can guess how long
it may stand. Fanny [Allen] had a letter from Mackintosh
last night, and T will copy what he says for your informa-
tion, he is now in little lodgings in Madox Street:

1 The home government of the East India (Iomrm.lyal consisted of

the Court of Pmln'hwn, the Court of Directors, and Board of
Control. The President of the Board of Control it be called

TR ey
ess, buf n col for assistance.
3 Gmﬂh'lD\ov\u,yVol lli.,;pg 'l

3 The !el?nt Wdﬂn;to ‘ory Ministry,
16 Nov., and the (ormlﬁnn o( m ‘Whig Ministry undsrlmd Grey,
which ultimately carried the great Reform Aot. Lord Grey became
Prime Minister 17 Nov.
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“ Never was there an event so singular as the overthrow
of the Duke by the first resolution® of a H. of C. chosen under
his reign. It is probable that if he and his accomplices
had done their worst, they might have delayed it. But
ﬁomdupumgdmmthmnhmht‘lpﬂnfulmh
it is likely that they were wearied into submission.
oltheminoneymnctnpdnnottohs;mdthe
consequence of their votes to their friends in power.
Brougham has in the last 18 days shown his strength and
his lunacy. He had a dreadful scene with Lord Grey the
exact object of which I could not make out. But after
an altercation so violent, and such language of disregard
towards the new ministers in the H. of C. by B, it was
thought impossible that he should now join them. At ten
o'clock last night I received a note from Lady Holland
closing with these words, marked as I ank them.
Brougham is Chancellor ! !! of the
GmeSoﬂhn,ImmldbyDrﬂoﬂmd produced the
most intense alarm among lawyers and parsons. With him
he brings rashness and odium, but without him in either
house there could not have been a fortnight’s administra-
tion. Lord Melbourne, a lazy and singular man, will be a
bad secretary in the Home department. . Every hnng
aoulth:nhdntl‘yndhumwouldhwbmnmdd

So far Mackintosh's letter, which T have copied thinking
it would at once let you into the state of things, and as I
suppose it is confidential you may perhaps aveid quoting
M.’s name to any English or foreigners who would repeat
him over again. I must add that M. himself has the ap-
pointment of a seat in the Board of Control under Charles
Grant, who is President. This last is not quite as we
could have wished for him, but it is £1,500 per an., and it
would be senseless to grumble at getting the £10,000 prize
in the Lottery because we do not get the £20,000; and he
will have solid comfort, and leisure in his present appoint-

'mmodonwskﬂwyl’mﬂlnn&hﬁvﬂ which was

Murrlod 9@-‘"‘ dmn-‘ lininry on 15 Nov.. h&: qumy
George IV. whilst Wellington was
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ment. They now talk of taking a furnished house for a year,
and 1 hope they will not launch out too much at first, as
considering the “alacrity in sinking  that the Whigs pos-
sess, another turn of the wheel may again put them at
the bottom.

My coming here was a start of my own. Caroline [Drewe]
is in good spirits for her. She has been much gratified by
Edward’s affectionate and really proper behaviour on many
occasions, and I am sure it will be a very great increase to
her happiness to have him and his children and Adéle at
Grange. Edward is quite adored (Car. says) in the neigh-
bourhood by all his poor tenants and neighbours, from his
gracious manners, shaking hands with them after Church,
&c. 1In short he seems to have done all he had to do in the
best possible way. . . .

He had recently inherited the Grange estate. Apropos
to some trouble he got into from following his brotgal\in-
law Baron Alderson’s advice, Bessy wrote (27 Dec., 1830):
“hlm}nlva more tl;:;onoe observed ﬂm:,. advice dneubg:in-
chief, 1 suppose use the adviser feels no responsibilif

uﬂ‘i;uniom lh:bby feelings operate without the dmvbn:i

of i

In 1831 He igh became formally engaged to his cousin
Fanny Mackintosh. The following letter from Elizabeth
wag written durini‘: visit to the Mackintoshes. Mrs Rich,
a daughter of Mackintosh by his first wife, was now a widow
and lived with him. Her husband had died at Shiriz, and
Mrs Rich’s hair went snowy white, it was said, the night
after his death.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

14, GREAT CUMBERLAND STREET,
My DEAR JESSIE, March 27, 1831
1 have been here enjoying myself very much these
last five weeks. It has been a most interesting time to be
at head quarters, and very pleasant quarters they are.
Sir James, in spite of being up almost every night till near
4 o’clock, looks quite a different man from what he was
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last year, and says himself that he has not felt so well for
six years.
The two nights of the struggle on the second reading
of the Reform Bill, Fanny [Mackintosh] went down to
Mrs Robert Grant’s, which is in George Street just by the
House of Commons, to be at hand to hear the result, and
to receive bulletins from the Th in the il

It was amusing to see how interested even Mrs R. G.’s
servants were—the housemaid coming in “if you please
ma'am John has just been over, and Lord Mahon was
speaking against.” I sat up for them at home as long as
1 could, but could not last till 4 in the morning; but even
at that hour there was a crowd about the House of Com-
mons who cheered the reform members as they came out.
1 have never seen near so much of Mrs Rich before and I
like her very much. She must once, I am sure, have been
a very lively person, and now is one of the most agreeable
people in a téte-d-téte 1 ever saw. She is quite cheerful
and talks more before her father than she used to do. She
has her own line of acquaintance among whom she is very
much engaged. She has taken me four Fridays to hear Mr
Scott' (whom she delights in) preach in Miss Farrer's®
drawing room. I now despair of much liking him, which
1 should like to be able to do as much as she does; but he
seems to me to try too much to put things in an uncommon
point of view, and to get into regions that we can know
nothing about. He prays, and reads a chapter and then
speaks his discourse, which is certainly a very striking piece
of oratory. Another little society of five or six ladies that
Mrs Rich belongs to meet once a week to read the Bible

1 Alexander John Scott (1806—1806) had been a minister o{
thswmhbhnmh mdl one time n-hhnto(EdwndI

B A\mto{ﬁlanntlmdi’
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and pray together; in short I think it is growing into a
very religious world. The only thing I think is a pity is
the number of people who believe in the Scotch miracles
[Edward Irving], and the number of people who perform
them. There are at least half a dozen other people, some
maid servants and some ladies, who speak with tongues,
besides the Port Glasgow people, and when Mrs Rich gives
one the accounts with the solemnity of perfect belief in
them herself, one is almost infected by it oneself.

Fanny had a grand dinner yesterday, Bishop Copleston,!
Sir T. Denman (whom I admire very much—he has all the
dignity of virtue in his look and manner), Jefirey, Lord
Nugent, and Sheil, and for ladies Lady Gifford and Miss
Thornton. There was a party in the evening too which
‘was made memorable by bringing Wordsworth and Jefirey
together. When Sir James proposed to Mr Wordsworth to
introduce them to one another he did not agree to it: *“ We
are fire and water,” he said, *“ and if we meet we shall only
hiss—besides he has been doing his utmost to destroy me.”
“ But he has not succeeded,”? Sir James said, * and he really

grand dinner was as follows: Bishop Copleston (of Llandaf),
17761849, adh strong Tory, famous for his bodily strength and
activity. He wrote a parody on the early numbers of the Bdin.

il of the finest oy  Sir Thomas Denman (17

1854), Attorney-general, afterwards Lord Chief Justice. He 5

“gitted with a handsoms tace, & winning, though shy, manzer, an
exquisite_ vo and acti ho well-known
Francis Ja{fmy (1773-‘850), fo\lmie!‘ uf Edm Rev., and then
Lord Advocate in Lord Grey’s ministry. Lord Nugent (1759—
1850), youuger son of the inet  Margquis of Buokingham, P, ¢
Aylesbury, an extreme whig and supporter of Cuo].me.
Richard Lalor Sheil (1791—1951), dramatist and Triah po
The ladies were s tinguistied, Lady Gifford, the e
the me meu. ‘and Marianne Thornton, a woman of
remarkable mm-mer, otnt;ot e wall known Thoratons of Claphai,

an

ot ol o sacel LR ot Jeﬂrey u the man who
had done all that oritioal authority could do fo bring fo nanght
o work of bis life, It may b said that .Yeﬂ’my is now best To.
membered by never do!” with which (aeventeen

years before e e the 2 i Review had saluted tho

oo of tlie Hecursion. | He had Heaped Hks oontempt ot the two
little volumes of 1807 wherein the world had Tead for the first time
e Odo to Duty, the Song of the Feast of Brougham Cale, and. the
0Ode on Intimations of Immortality.
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is one of your greatest admirers,” and upon that he took
Mr Wordsworth by the shoulders and turned him round to
Jefirey and left them together. They immediately began
talking, and Sir James came very proud to tell us what he
had done, and to fetch us to see them; and Mr Wordsworth
locked very happy and complacent. Mr Lockhart said it
was the best thing he ever saw done. The two enemies
liked one another’s company so much, that when the rest
of the party broke up at past 11, they remained talking
together with Sir James, discussing poets, orators, and
novelists, till one o’clock, with Mr Sheil listening with all
his ears, and Mr Empson' and Fanny and Uncle Baugh as
audience. I, alas! was obliged to carry my head to bed.
Sir James enjoyed his two hours’ talk very much.

My father is attending the Canal meetings in New Palace
Yard. He has got his little mare with him, which makes
him take it very patiently and prevents his falling sick.
He is going down to Maer and his Water-works the end of
this week, but I mean to let him go without me. Now I
am in this bustle 1 like to stay and see a little more of it.
But the thing T am most anxious to hear is the debate on
Tuesday on Slavery. Macaulay’s speech on the reform bill
almost made me cry with admiration, and 1 expect his
speech on so much more interesting a subject to be the
finest thing that ever was heard. It is most unfortunate
for this question that it should come on now. Who has
leisure to listen to the still small voice of justice in the
midst of such a turmoil ! And what ought this nation to
expect at the hand of God but calamities and disgraces as
long as we will not hear it, and suffer those daily murders
to go on? Fanny has just been reading a little of one of
Jefirey’s reviews of Wordsworth, and W. really shewed no
small degree of placability in his good fellowship with him
last night. . . .

1 William Empson (1791—1852), Editor of the B Review
from 1847 and successor to Mackintosh as Professor of ** Polity and
Lhal.lwl of Enghnd "M Haileybury. Brougham called him a bad
imitation of Maca
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. In the spring of 1831 Josiah Wedgwood stood for New-
castle-under-Lyme.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her sister Emma Allen. (At Mrs
Holland’s, New Norfolk St., Park Lane.)
Mazr, May 11, 1831

. T thank you very much, my dear sisters, for the

l; warmth with which you have taken up our cause. I am
not less warm on yours and if you [John Allen] had come

in at Pembroke, I should have been consoled for being
thrown out at Newcastle. As it is, I think Jos is very little
~ disappointed; it is not a pleasant situation to be baffled,
~ but it was so much on public grounds that he stood, that
his personal feeling is not much, and I believe what he
has belongs to the gentlemen who have brought him in.
However the election was carried on with no unnecessary
. expense, as it seemed by mutual understanding, as there
‘was no treating, and the out-voters were not brought in;
8o that I hope there has not been much money thrown
away. . . . 1 fully expect that we shall be members for
Stoke upon Trent,! i.e. the Potteries, and if we are it will be

a much pleasanter seat. Jos had not before this quite made

~ up his mind to accept it if it should be offered him, but
what has lately passed has settled that part of the question;
and, if I live so long, I shall like to be obliged to spend
some part of every year in London. But I have great
misgivings that I may not, and though it does not in any
degree lower my spirits, it gives me a degree of uncertainty
as to worldly matters that flattens hope. If it would please

. God to give me brighter hopes instead, 1 should be happy,
and that I hope will come nearer and nearer as I approach
the confines. One of my dearest earthly hopes is now to
see Jessie [Sismondi] and my castle is to meet her at Paris,
or to return with her if she comes to England which 1 hope

1 The expectation was that in the Reform Bill the Potteries would
bogiven a seat and that Josiah Wedgwood would be the first member

—_—

o 5

Lo
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she will do. . . . T feel a little flat this week after the ex-
citement of the last, but ¢a ira. Farewell, my dear Emma,
with warmest love to you all.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her daughiers Fanny
and Emma.

My pEAR GIRLS, Mazr, May 20th, 1831.

. .. 1 feel very grateful to Mrs Holland for the pleasant
visit you have had with her, and to her good-natured
daughters for promoting your pleasure so much as they
have done. We have now pretty well done with our New-
castle bustles, as they were yesterday finished by a dinner
given to your father by the Mayor and Burgesses, from
which they did not come home till near 12 o’clock. There
dined about 90, and they were drinking toasts and cheering
all the evening. Harry and Frank dined there, and had
their healths drunk and returned thanks in neat speeches,
&e. Frank had one compliment paid him, for his can-
vassing accomplishments, which I did not expect, viz. that
he was so good a canvasser that the gentleman who spoke
believed that if it had been for himself, he would have been
returned—voild /

We have beautiful summer weather now, which I men-
tion for the honour of Stafiordshire, as it sometimes lies
under a bad name for weather. I have had a delightful
letter from your aunt Caroline [Drewe] giving a glorious
account of Edward’s entry into his own country, and of
the delight given and received by Adéle on the occasion,
who looked, she said, quite lovely when she was introduced
to his tenants, and received them charmingly.

Mr Hulme comes here regularly every Sunday, and
dines after evening service. His conversation is too like
Blackwood’s Magazine, but he is cheerful and we don’t
mind him. Gipums is getting larger, and I am beginning
to sigh over the puppies who are so soon to meet a watery
grave, mais que faire? . . .
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After this the Edward Drewes appear no more in these

pages, although there are casual allusions in various letters

their prosperous and happy life, and one in i
speaks of their paying a visit to the Pembrokeshire relations,
travelling there with four horses in great style.

The girls were brought home from London by their
father, and Bessy wrote that “ they have had their fill of
. amusements and going about, and to crown all are very
glad to come home.”

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
CHENE, Oct. 20 [1831].
+ . . Sis now looks forward to the visit [to Cresselly] with
pleasure, I with delight. My poor little Sad perhaps yet
does not know of it, for yesterday when 1 almost expected

| to see her, her six weeks being terminated, came a letter

| with the postmark Conegliano. Judge if I was not in a

| passion; Miss Smith,'! my evil genius, had lost her pass-

. port—delayed to send back to Venice for a new one—then
she is oftener ill than well, sets off at 11 in the morning

. instead of 8, as she promises over night, or 6, as any reason-
~ able voiturier traveller would do. I feel as I do sometimes

in my sleep when I cannot put my cloaths on. ... We must
_ travel woiturier, which among many conveniences and
. suitablenesses has its plagues for an impatient spirit. We
. shall be at Paris about the 13th, stay three or four days
. there . . . [reaching] Cresselly, my beloved Cresselly, about
.~ Ist Dec. 'This is giving as short delays as we can with such
“ slow going. We pass all Dec. there, and then, alas, begins
our long journey back. Will you not, beloved Bessy, with
. Elizabeth and Charlotte return with us to Paris 2 We will
. cherish you as the apple of our eye, take such care of you,
~ go as slow as you please in vetturino, which is no fatigue.
~ 1live in hopes all this may be done, and I am as happy as
a princess, and think no more about the cholera, or tumults,

. or war, of which two last, to say the truth, I had never

1 Miss Patty Smith, eldest dlu%m of William Smith, M.P. for
Norwich, who was travelling with Harriet Surtees.
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any fear. I am making my preparations, and heaven
grant us a happy meeting. If you expect I can write
sense to-day you are very much mistaken, my own dear
Bessy, I can do no such thing for thinking of your sweet
sweet face and your dear dear voice, and & thousand other
things which all finish in a prayer for our happy meeting.
I told John I should write no more to anyone, for I can
write no more than a fool when the prospect of, seeing
them is close before my nose ; so I might as well have
spared your purse to-day, but your letter gave me an
ecstacy so you must take its consequences.

We have had, after a dropping summer, the most
beautiful autumn I ever remember to have seen. 1 do not
exaggerate when I say I never stirred out without an
ecstacy. The warm golden colours at home, the gilded
snow and blue in the distance, gave such a view that every
walk became a prayer. But Harriet in Italy has not had
this weather. She had little sun even at Venice. We have
besides had that phenomenal light after sunset which no
one has explained, and which has been so bright in Italy
as to give superstitious awe and fear to the people. Here
it has only been very lovely, very transparent, very deep
red, or orange that has remained long after the moon was
up, and almost tamed its brightness. In the west was the
golden light the other evening, and in the east the silver as
we returned home between 6 and 7.

We had two and twenty carriages in our little courtyard
last night and more [guests] than I could reckon in our salon,
in which were [people] of all nations, but of Englishmen only
two, Jos’s friend Mr Chetwynd and his friend Mr Lamb,
whom we saw act the other night very well and in a very
pretty, indeed more than pretty, theatre. Mr Chetwynd was
Henry IVth superbly dressed. We had several Polonais
last night. We had some perfectly delicious singing from
the Prince Belgiojoso—how I wished for Elizabeth and
Charlotte! He wanted so much some ladies or men to
sing beside himself to keep him in counténance. He will
never come now the same evening with the Countess
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Ghuiccioli for fear of being made to sing with her, which,
altho’ she has a superb voice, he cannot bear to do. If you
will be a good girl and come to Paris, you shall hear him
t00. The preceding Wednesday I had the hard little Mrs
Patterson too.! Guiccioli, who had been very intimate with
her at Florence, seeing one person in a room full of strangers,
crossed it eagerly to speak to her; the hard little woman
turned her back on her eager accost, with a rudeness re-
marked by everybody in such a little room, and the Guiccioli
was 80 overcome, not being well before, that I thought she
would have fainted. Her hand was bathed in a cold sweat.
1 gave her some wine and water, pretending that it was the
terror of singing. I sent a young Frenchman to scold her
[Mrs Patterson], and ask her why she did such a thing.
~ She said “Oh it is not for her conduct with Lord Byron,

that I have nothing to do with—but she is such a hard

little cold dry-hearted woman, I could give you a thousand

 little odious traits of her”!! Who ever knows them-
\‘ selves ? .

E 1 Elizabeth Patterson, dmgbtar of a merchant in ahnnnre, ex-
" wife of Jerome Bonaj The marriage was declared null by

onaparte.
Napoleon, and Jerome was “forced to marry Cat.henna, daughter of
the King of Wiirtemberg. !lsh
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CHAPTER XVIT
1831—1832

¥ round the vﬂd—ﬂauldgh Wod.wood
ot B e S e o e o
M

Hollay—chndnm at i‘nnny Wed.wnod s dm\‘.h.

IN December, 1831, Charles Darwin sailed for his five years’
voyage round the "world. Captain Fitzroy had offered to
give up part of his own cabin to any young man who would
go as naturalist on the Beagk My (Mher in his Autobiog-
raphy wrote: “1 was instan '.ho offer,
but my father strongly objwbod. lort\mnte
for me, ‘if youunﬁnd-nym wmmonsemewhn
advises you to go I will give my consent.” So I wrote that
evening and refused the offer. On the next morning I
went to Maer . . . and whilst out shooting, my uncle sent
forma,aﬂmngtodnvamomwsmnburymdhlk
with my father, as my uncle thought it would be wise in me
to accept the offer. My father always maintained that
uncle] was one of the most sensib] mnninthewoﬂd,
mgheltomoonmntedhthphndutmm
een rather extravagant at Cambri e,undtomole my
hthu said * thabluhouldbedan to spend more
than my allowance on board Bmh' but he answered
with a smile, ‘ But they tell me you are very clever.” "
Fanny Wedgwood wrote: “ Charles Darwin sails to-morrow,
ho writes in nmfm“ spmm, more charmed than ever with the
he to expect that will go
mnnrlthavoﬂd uheuyl einn,i;'mmomonhe iralty

were all as leased.
H ',w&hewldaﬁghtofcvuyonelndllw
1 Life and Letters of Charles Darwin, p. 59.
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many hopes and fears, was appointed to a Police Magistrac;
at the of 1831. Thummnnmhumnmngemldnoz
prudently take place.

Emma Wedgwood to Fanny Mackintosh.

My pmArmsT FANNY, Dog. 0ih, 1831,
You may think how pleased I was at your note.
Hensleigh's last letter was so low that I had almost given
up all hopes, and the first line of your letter struck me in the
contrary sense from what you meant. It was delightful
indeed when I found out how it was. How nice it is my
dear old wife. Now don’t be long a marrying. . . .

It was d that leigh and Fanny d, d
were to make a joint household with Sir Junes and his son
Robert. This was necessary, as neither Sir James nor
Fanny would consent to leave each other.

It was at this time that Charlotte Wedgwood first saw

les Langton,! and after only a fortnight’s acquaintance

became engaged to him. He had been tutor in Lord
Craven’s family. Fann Wedgvoodwmwinherl)iﬁ
on the 12th Jan., happiest day of my life.

Langton proposed to Charlotte and we were all in a perfect
ecstacy.”

Emma Wedguwood to her sister Elizabeth.
[LoxNpox], Jan. 27, 1832,

Fanny is very pleasant and open in telling one how happy
she is, and in showing her fondness for Hensleigh, which
she does in a nice playful manner. . . . After luncheon
Harriet [Gifford] and Charlotte went to Howell and James’
to get Charlotte’s clothes. She got a green silk pelisse and
a virtuous coloured silk gown, which will touch your heart
and which we all highly approve of, and for the evening, a
blukuhnmdunapnentcolonmdn!k and a pink muslinish

1 Algernon Langton, 's uncle, hld married Marianne
Drewe, sister of l.ﬂmd d Lady Alderson. Pmb-bl this
connection brought les Langton into the Wedgwood .
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sort of thing for commoner occasions, and that is all she
means to get, except a white muslin.

When they came back they found Dr Holland drinking
tea here, and he paid his congratulations to Charlotte with
great tendresse. He looked wearied at Sir James, who was
certainly very tiresome to him, and never would listen to
him or let him finish what he was saying.

In the morning Mr Langton had taken Charlotte to
Howell and James’ and made her choose presents for him to
give us, a beautiful gold pencil-case for Fanny, and a very
pretty ring for me; so Charlotte knew our different weak-
nesses very well. Mrs Rich and Miss Cardale were going
to the Ventilator, and as there was a spare place I went
with them. We arrived unluckily too late to hear Spencer
Percival’s furious speech for a general fast.! We came in
for the tail of Lord Althorp’s, which we could not hear.
Several people were coughed down who supported Mr
Percival, and there was a good deal of impatience during
his second speech, which made Mrs Rich think the whole
house in such a dreadful state of impiety and rebellion
against God that she was crying bitterly most of the time.
As soon as Mr Percival had withdrawn his motion he came
up to his wife who was in the Ventilator and talked to Mrs
Rich, and I was very much pleased with the good-humour
and mildness of his manner just after hearing such a violent
speech from him. I heard him saying that he had been
very well listened to, but that he felt so completely that the
whole House was against him that it was as if he was talking
against a stone wall.

After we had put Miss Cardale home Mrs Rich talked
to me about the tongues. The youngest Miss Cardale is
often heard in her own room talking the tongues and making
religious exclamations.? She is got to look very much worn

* The general fast was to be for the cholera, which was then

't was the first appearance of the in England.
s religious exclamations, and the mpem.wm spa'kcn nl in
the next lsttet, were much associated wi

known tongues,” and were in both cases mugm S o e diseot
result of some divine influence.
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and depressed, and would wish very much not to have any
more manifestations. Poor thing, I should think she would
become quite mad soon. . . .

The following letter tells of Frank Wedgwood’s engage-
ment to Fanny Mosley, daughter of the rector of Rolleston.
This makes the fourth Fanny in the Maer circle. To avoid
confusion the wives of Hensleigh and Frank will be dis-
tinguished as Fanny Hensleigh and Fanny Frank.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Durwich, March 1, 1832.

. . . You are all as busy as possible now I suppose with
your two brides and arrangements for my dear Lotty’s
wedding. I think she pays your judgments or tastes too
great a compliment in getting a white bonnet. Caroline
[Drewe] who has just left us, talked of the fashion being
to be married in a veil. This is certainly the prettiest
costume and it would save the carriage of a bonnet, which
1 am now thinking is a great evil, so that you would have
had something more to do with me, had I been in Charlotte’s
place, before you would have got me to send for a white
bonnet, having bought a straw one. I have a pleasing
impression of Miss Mosley, from what you have all said,
and I rejoice very much at it for Frank’s and your sakes. . . .
I do not know whether Fanny [Hensleigh] mentioned my
going with Mrs Rich to Mr Irving’s early prayer meeting
last week. I repeated it again, yesterday, and I am come
out of my experiences more unbelieving than I was before—
indeed I think I hnd a little belief. I expected I am sure
at least that I could
not account for, and thare was nothing out of the common
way, except indeed the extravagance of minds not quite
sane. It was perfectly dark when we got to the church,
which was very faintly lighted by two small globe lights on
a table under the reading-desk, where Mr Irving sat like a
magician. There were the usual prayers and two psalms
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sung, and a chapter in the Bible from Kings, of Elijah
destroying the prophets of Baal, which he likened in his
(Irving’s) prayer afterwards to the ministry of our Church
generally, and said that the ministry of Christ’s Church had
fallen to them who had the gifts of the Spirit given to them.
After Mr Irving had finished he lay back in his chair, and
gifted Mr Backster from Doncaster came forward. He read
the 1st of Acts and during the eourse of his reading he raved
like a maniac ; repeating the same word or phrase six or seven
times over, and mixing up finally the chapter in Kings, the
1st of Acts, and all the Revelations together, and raving
with as small a portion of the Spirit, I should have thought,
if they had not said otherwise, as any teacher ever had.
He continually returned to the prophets of Baal. On
walking home afterwards with Mrs Rich, T told her that 1
should have thought Mr Backster insane if left to my own
judgment; she told me she thought every repetition that
he had used commanded by the Spirit, and quoted the verse
“line upon line,” &c. as the authority. The last day I was
there it was pretty nearly the same thing again, except
that Mr Irving had a more affected manner and his tone
was lower, as also Mr Backster, who did not rave, but spoke
in a sepulchral tone of the probable persecutions they
would undergo, and a recommendation to behave as Christ
did. He began “ Oh that he would rend the Heavens and
come down,” this he repeated several times, and also *“ the
Enemy is amongst us " ; then another man prayed in a crying
tone; then Miss Emily Cardale repeated much of what Mrs
Rich writes, in a shrill tone and in an unvarying note, with
her figure perfectly still: *“ Oh you do not know Christ ” six
times over; then * Christ is love,” and so on in texts of
Seripture for about 10 minutes I should think; and then
Mr Irving thanked God in prayer for the messages sent us
by the Spirit, and we were out at 10 minutes after 8. Mrs
Rich appeared much affected during the whole eourse of the
service, so I made no observation on our way back, and
listened to her and a friend whom we picked up on the way,
talking of these wonderful things.
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Sismondis, mpanied by Fanny Allen, left
Englmd in Mn'eh The q\u.nnhma mentioned ba!ow was
on account of the cholera in England.

Fanny Allen to her brother-in-law Sir James Mackintosh.

Horer Rivour, Rue Rivorr,

My DEAR MACKINTOSH, Mareh 13, 1832.

« « . Sismondi told you of our bad passage and how
we fared in the Quarantine Station. The first, to be sure,
was as bad as possible, but it did not do either Jessie or me
a8 much mischief as your chicken-bone! 1 do not know
whether I am indebted to the strength of my constitution
or to the merits of sea-water for my escape from cold or
fever after sitting 14 hours in clothes drenched through by
the waves. The Q ine was not di ble; it was
rather more an odd position than a disagreeable one. I do
not consider the three days there as lost days; our com-
pany were more French than English, and I was amused
at observing their different manner and character. We did
not suffer from cold in our station, though it was a mere
wooden shed, divided into three parts for the men, women,
and our common sitting-room. The beds were excellent,
and our eating not bad, so that we were not to be pitied;
though I must add we enjoyed Dessin’s Inn very much
when we were let out of our Quarantine. Sismondi bought
a French travelling carriage which took us and all our
luggage, very comfortably and moderately, my share for the
whole expenses of the journey from Calais being only 6
Napoleons. . . .

Sismondi made a course of visits yesterday morning to
his friends. He reports the impression he received was,
that among the ministerialists, when they talked of and
rather expected the downfall of our ministry, they seemed
to him to look with something of satisfaction to the return
of Sir R. Peel and the Duke. Sismondi called on Madame

1
mdmml:‘:dd:be.hﬂmidant a splinter lodged in his throat
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de Broglie! yesterday and saw her. She looked ill, and
very low, but she talked with great calmness of the illness
and death of her daughter, who suffered, poor child, very
much before her death. The economy of the Citizen King
is talked of, which is as it should be. A brother of Copley
Fielding, the water-colour painter, gives lessons to the royal
family, and he says the King bargains for a sheet of drawing-
paper. Paris looks very handsome and we have a bright
sun for some hours in the day; on our way here we paid a
visit at St Denis to all Sismondi’s old friends, Dagobert and
Pepin le Bref. It is an interesting walk among the dead.
1 know nothing more of Paris, except that the ladies’
bonnets are very small; they wear feathers in them. I feel
very anxious respecting the Reform question and all that
hangs to it in England, also of the cholera. I trust that
we shall hear from one of you, it would be a great treat to
have a few lines from yourself; but you have too much to do
for me to ask it, and sometimes, when I am very disinter-
ested, even to wish it. God bless you, and preserve your
health.
Yours, dear Mackintosh, affectionately,
F. Auiew.

Mackintosh died on May 30th, 1832, having never
recovered from the effects of the accident mentioned in the
previous letter. A year before Jessie Sismondi had written
of him to her sister Bessy (5th Feb., 1831):

1 think of his life which I now look on as almost finished
with the greatest pity; not without blame, it is true, but it
is almost lost in pity. He bad an understanding to compre-
hend all the beauties of the high moral feelings and those of
affection, but not the heart ever to feel them, so that he
knew their heaven, sighed for it, yet, as if a curse was on
him, could never put his foot into it. He loved passionately
and fondly only one person [his wife] in the world, and she

* Albertine, the daughter of Madame de Staél, married to the

Duo de Broglie. She was distinguished by her beauty in youth, and
in her maturity by a deep and somewhat evangelical type of religion.
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never could love him, though he was the only person in the
world that truly loved her.

Years ago Coleridge wrote of him to Tom Wedgwood,
“1 never donbted that he means to fulfil his engagements
with you; but he is one of those weak-moraled men, WIth
whom the meaning to do a thing means nothing.
promises with his whole Heart, but there is always a lm,le
speck of cold felt at the core that transubstantiates t;ha
whole resolve into a Lie, even in his own consciousness.”
His daughter Fanny was deeply attached to him, and the
short time spent with her after her happy marriage, must
have been a ray of sunshine ending his troubled career.

Charlotte Wedgwood was married on 22nd March, 1832,
and Frank Wedgwood on 26th April. Catherine Darwin,
writing to Fanny Wedgwood of Charlotte, says, * Your
account of her sounds charming and just what she so amply
deserves. It is very nice that a perfect person should be
enjoying perfect happiness.” The Langtons an their
married life at Ripley in Surrey, where they lived for about
a year.

Charlotte Langton to her sister Fanny Wedgwood.
Riproy, WEDNESDAY [August 6, 1832].

. Very fortunately we have had the most beautiful
weather since my aunts came, so that with the help of our
dear little ponies who are getting great pets, I have not
found the least difficulty in entertaining them. . . .

I do not think that we shall bring our ponies to Maer.
Besides crowding the stables there, the three-year old must
be too young for a journey one would think, tho’ he drew
us four no very light ones 24 miles the other day, and
came back as fresh as possible, pushing on whenever the
reins were slackened. 'The only thing that makes Charles
think of it is the danger of their being stolen, and I
believe we shall have them taken up every night to secure
them.

Charles Langton’s caution was a marked element in his
character. Much later in life the Langtons wished to settle
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near us at Down, and my father faklluhowom uncle
Charles wonld not buy Baston, & ch house on Hayes
Common, because he saw ome rough-looking man on the
Common, and thongl;m:t would not be safe for his wife and
little boy to walk

This summer Emma losc her beloved sister Fanny, from
whom she had never been parted for more than a week or
two. Sho died on August 20th, 1832, aged 26, after a
few days’ illness from some inﬂ;mmntury attack. Her
sister rlotte wrote to Emma, I feel with you, dear

oo s gl by &
'anny are m an itter or

She was so gentle th{tnhmhw d hardly ever have
been addressed to her, and her wishes and ions for

herself were so unpretending that it made her life one of much
calm hlpklnm and very free from disappointments and
anxieties.

Amor my mof.hun pers there is a short record
of her feelings on the first that ever came
redlyﬁclose to her. It is evidently written entirely for

“At 9 came on the fatal attack and in 5 minutes we
lost our tle, sweet Fanny, the most without selfishness
of anybody I ever saw, and her loss has left a blank which
will never be filled up. Oh, Lord, help me to become more
like her, and ntﬁhntlmy;omhsrmﬁh'l’heewvuw
part again. trust that my Fanny’s sweet image will
never pass from my mind. me always keep it in my
mind as a motive for holiness. What exquisite happiness
it will be to be with her again, to tell her how I loved her
whohhi:sbem]omdmthmmdmonuvuymwymtd
my life.”

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.

MY DEAREST AUNT JESSIE, Maxx, Sept. 15 [1832].
How grateful I feel to you, my dear aunts, for the
love and sympathy you have for us. Mamma and Elizabeth
set off on a little tour in North Wales last Monday with
uncle Baugh. 1 have great hopes it will do Mamma a great
deal of good. She has found it more difficult to recover her
cheerfulness than we have, but change and travelling always
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act upon her spirits very much. T do not like that you
should be thinking of us as more unhappy than we are.
I think we all feel cheerful and susceptible of happiness. I
do not expect or wish to miss our Fanny less than we do
now. The remembrance of her is so sweet and unmixed
with any bitter feeling that it is a pleasure to be put in
mind of her in every way. I feel as if it was a very long
time since we had lost her, though it is only a month next
Monday. I suppose it was from having thought of little
besides since then. Tn looking over her desk, I have found
many little journals of happy visits and journeys that we
have been together, which are a great comfort and bring
them so close to my memory. Sometimes I feel a sad
blank at the thoughts of having lost my sweet, gentle com-
panion who has been so closely joined with me ever since
we were born, but I try to keep my mind fixed upon the
hope of being with her again, never to part again. Such a
separation as this seems to make the next world feel such
a reality—it seems to bring it so much nearer to one’s mind
and gives one such a desire to be found worthy of being
with her. Hers has been a gentle, happy life and T think
her spirits were weak, and she would not have borne up so
well as the rest of us in the sorrows she must have gone
through had she remained here. I feel a great pleasure in
telling you how faultless she was, tho’ I think you know it
a8 well as 1 do. I remember so many things when she was
quite a little girl, which shewed how completely without
selfishness she was even then, and she was always ready to
give up little things or great ones. 1 am sure Papa misses
his little secretary as he used to call her. She suited him so
well.

I am very sorry you feel so anxious about the cholera.
1t has been mild at Newcastle and I hope is abating, much
more than half recover. There is no fear of it here, as it
has not even spread to the Potteries, which are so much
nearer. It has been dreadfully bad at Bilston, an iron
place not much larger than Newcastle, and hundreds have
died in a month. There has been a large subscription for
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them; there are said to be 300 orphan families to be pro-
vided for. T believe it is a wretched place and the people
very low. Thank my dear aunt Fanny for her anxiety
that we should take care of our healths. There is no need
to mind me, as I am very strong and have very little to do,
but I do want Elizabeth to take great care of herself, and
I try to save her going about among the cottages whenever
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CHAPTER XVIIL
1832—1834

Josiah Wedﬁaod elected for Stoke-upon.Trent—Bessy’s serious
ons t Onibury—Miss Martineau and Mrs
ood’s foruples as to a
oot Wita SlToret Shrvado-A fors o Saitserione s e
to Queen Hortense at Constance.

Ar the end of 1832 Josiah Wedgwood was elected in the
first, reformed Parli for Stoke-upon-Trent.

Emma Wedgwood to Madame Sismondi.

MY DEAREST AUNT JESSIE, 16 Dec. 1832.

Mamma has been saying she meant to write to you
every day since the election, but T think our news will be
quite flat if we leave it any longer, and now I am afraid
we slml! not be the ﬁmt to tell you that Papa was elected
by a hand: ity. The bers were Wedgwood
822, Davenport 625 Hea.thcote 588, Mason 240. Mr
Mason is a thorough-going Radical, so we were all very glad
at his being so low on the poll. Papa and all of us were
very much pleased at his coming in so grandly, especially
as he is become too Tory for these Radical times. We
were very secure after the first day’s poll. Jessie [Wedg-
wood] and 1 went to Hanley to see the candidates going
to Stoke to be nominated. Papa went first with his sons
and some more gentlemen, his proposer and seconder, in
the carriage open with 4 horses; a few carriages followed,
and then the tag-rag and bobtail in gigs, carts and phaetons.
Then came Davenport, who looked much more numerous,
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which made us rather low: I suppose we should have been
still lower if we had gone to the nomination, for Papa was
received with silence, Mr Davenport with hisses and
hootings, Mr Heathcote with some applause, and Mr Mason
with rapture, which shews how little a nomination shews
one of how matters will turn out. Papa’s speech looks well
in the newspapers. He was listened to without applause, as
he says, tho’ the newspaper is more obliging and gives him
a good many cheers. The next two days the voting took
place, and what a pleasant short affair it is now to what it
used to be. There was some rioting and some who voted
for Davenport had all their windows broke. . . .

Charles Langton and Charlotte are still with us. He
has offered himself for a visit at Lord Craven’s and Char-
lotte will stay here the while. It is very nice of him not
getting impatient to be at home again. We are all very
fond of him. His manners to Mamma are quite charming,
80 playful and attentive. He has not a spark of the natural
enmity that most people have for their mothers-in-law.
Mamma enjoyed her little trip to see their living very much.
The country about Onibury! is very pmtty, and the poor
people well off and a very small parish.

As to her husband’s going into Parliament Bessy wrote
to Jessie Sismondi (22 Dec. 1832), that she is not only
gratified at seeing his character rated as it deserves, but
that she cannot help thinking it will eﬁmitehildms
lift in point of station, “a worldly Im
but one I find myself not able to conte with.“ In the
same letter she speaks of her listlessness and languor making
it painful for her to write; and it is evident now that her
health had seriously failed. In March, 1833, she promises
Jessie not to be solong again without writing, and speaks of
lymgnwakespmytg‘mm;ir;lmndnql But she men-

Bor 1

ild, G (the
mafhmi],mdhow-he-oonm odfrey
bumau in his “ little snub face.” The letter endn You

are par excellence the best beloved of all the mwhood.
and what is more you are not envied on that account.

! Charles Las w’s li to which he had just been a) ted,
between Church trntton“::d Ludlow. A Who
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O‘About this mmy mﬁmmived io:;:l 'ng:o
marriage, a passed ent ut an;
love affair. Shnmdg;rmoonce“wegot Za nflty
and then described how one of the rej "{{mm:ﬁ
curate, walked Elizabeth round and round t.ha l, b
nr{x:g, and asking what Emma found to object to in him.
t-he spri W her dnnghm-s pud long vmu

; Haulmgh Beemg both ber childnm 80 hn
seems to havec:%\‘.hed her anxious mind. She also Pug
other relations settled in or near London. Whilst staying
at Lady Gifford’s, she had a fall, followed by a serious
illness. This must have been a seizure of an epileptic
nature, for, from now onwards until her death in 1848, she
suffered from attacks of this malady. In this fall she
§ bmke some bone, and wu never able town.lklngnin These
y long years of helplessness are sad to think of, but
the nnmma which had wmghad on her qm'.e left her, and
the bri and of her nature made
it a pleasure to be with her, especially to Elizabeth. My
. mother felt more and more, as time went on, the sadness
of her increasingly impaired mind.

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.
Aug. 5, 1833,

Tt is such a pleasure to send you such a good account,
for T am sure nobody will feel more (or so much) joy than
you at my dear Mamma’s recovery. We feel impatient to
be able to see the time when we can return home, but we
must not think of it yet, and it is very lucky Mamma does
not feel at all impatient to move. Fanny and Hensleigh
have been coming constantly, and she is the nicest nurse
possible, and endeared herself very much to us by her
affectionate feelings for Mamma and joy at her recovery.
Papa is not able to come as often as he wishes, as he is on
a Liverpool Committee and the Slavery Bill in the evenings;
8o he is only able to come on Saturdays and stay till Monday.

Harriet [Gifford] and I went to the Ventilator to hear
O’Connell’s quarrel with the Reporters, whom he accuses of

porting his speeches falsely, whereupon they say now
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they will not report a word more of his; so now he declares
they shall not report at all, and he had the gallery cleared
of all the and the rep them yester-
day. It was a most foolish passionate thing to do as the
Reporters are sure to gain the day in the end.

Aunt Emma is in much better heart about Isabella now than
she was at the beginning of the holidays, but she is entirely
dissatisfied with the school. It is a pity Aunt Emma is so
easily cast down about her, as girls are sure to turn out well,
and high spirits and troublesomeness seems to be 1.’s faults,
which are sure to mend.

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

MaxRr, Thursday [10 Oct. 1833).
MY DEAREST AUNT JESSIE,

. . Papa and Eliz. came home on Tuesday after
spending a week at Onibury. They took a walk every
morning though they had very middling weather to see the
pretty country in. Mr Langton used to be rather afraid
of Papa, but T think he has quite got over that, and they
talked away together very well, Eliz. says. I think he is
never quite at his ease when any of our men are there,
at least he is not near so merry as when there is nobody by
but Mamma, or one of us. Papa has persuaded them to
come here for all the winter months, as though this is not a
very warm house, it is much warmer than theirs. He was
going to have a curate any how for the winter, so he may
just as well come here, and it will be very pleasant for us
having them for so long a visit. I was there the week
boiom with aunt Sarah, and saw a good many of their

Charlotte was rather unhappy at the outside
o!hnbomhungwunﬁdywhenwmamnpwpleulbd
but Charles takes everything easy and Charlotte has a
decided turn against scrattling, so that their tidying
wnuvadwpm,lndudzeymﬁohvaﬁephce,g’m
have no inclination to do much. Susan Darwin says they
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had much better have her for a week to set them to rights,
and I am sure she would do more than C. in a month.

The other day Miss Martineau' dined at Clapham with
Mrs Marsh, and she made Fanny feel very awkward by
saying, “ I was much distressed to hear from several quarters
that you were disgusted at my conversation some time ago.”
1 don’t know what answer Fanny made, but it was true
that we were all rather shocked at some of her opinions on
matrimony, and we had been talking about it to Mrs Marsh,
and I have no doubt that was the way it came round to her
in some of their arguments on that subject. Miss M. took
such a fancy to Fanny that I am sorry she found out she
had not pleased her, and it showed great good nature her
mentioning it in that open way to her. We were all rather
contrite at having said anything about her opinions to
Mrs Marsh and Dr Holland; and it was partly our fault, as
we drove her on to say that she thought marriage ought

~ to be dissoluble for any cause however slight. It is a pity
~ her being so open, as it will excite a great prejudice against
~ her and make people consider her, though very unjustly, as

~ if she was not a moral person. She is so happy, good-

humoured and conceited that she will not much mind what
people say of her. I scorn to spin out a letter, so I will
wish you good-bye, my dearest.

The following letter relates to the proposed resignation by
Hensleigh of his Police Magistracy, on account of his scruples
oaths. He put off the

Josiah Wedgwood to Monsieur and Madame Sismondi.

MY DEAR JuSSIE AND Sismoxpr, MAER, Dec. 21, 1833.

1 received your affectionate and most gratifying
letter only last night, and T must not lose a day to send you
my cordial thanks for it You will have heard that Hens-

1 Harriet Martinean (at years old), was be-

©0) a lif lion ﬂlm tho success nf her Political
B i S e
VOL. L 1”7
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leigh did not send in his resignation and that, for the present
at least, he does not intend to do it. The resolution was
most hasty and rash, and I don’t pretend either to justify
or account for it, but I ive that the overwhelmi
interest that he has in retaining his office had the effect
which would be natural with some minds, that it alarmed
him and made him distrust all the suggestions of his under-
standing in favour of retaining his post, that he was, in
short, fascinated, and ended the struggle like the little bird
who jumps into the open mouth of the glaring snake.
Having now got over the first impression, I am in hopes
that the arguments for retaining his office will have their
due weight with him, and especially as his mind is now
turned to exertion for the removal of unnecessary oaths,
in which he must see that his situation as an acting magis-
trate will give him a weight which would be lost by giving
up his office. If after taking sufficient time to restore the
equilibrium of his mind, after giving the subject ample and
deliberate consideration, taking all means of informing
himself and profiting by the learning and judgment of
others, he should form a solid conviction that administration
of oaths by a Magistrate is forbidden by the gospel, there
can be no doubt that it will be his duty to resign; and how-
ever great may be one’s concern one cannot blame him,
though even then he cannot expect to be supported by
much of the sympathy, respect, and admiration, which are
given to great sacrifices for objects which all men feel to
interest human nature.

Your kind solicitude induces me to say of myself that T
am quite well, and T suppose even my looks are better than
on the occasion when they created Jessie’s compassion. I
was rather surprised at Jessie’s pity for my lot in life,
having always thought myself a fortunate man. Tt is true
I have suffered some losses in which my affections were
much concerned, and some misfortunes; the chief of which,
my dear Bessy’s state, is hghhmed and almost removed by
the 1 it with which she
bears her lot, and with wlnch her delightful nature shines
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out to the last. . . . Our whole family are now assembled,
except Hensleigh, all well; and I often think that if they
have all taken the quiet path of life, they have none of them
made us ashamed or sorry. Of some of them I might say
much more without your dissent.
Believe me, my dear brother and sister,
Affectionately yours,
Josan WEDGWOOD.

William Clifford, of Perristone in Herefordshire, will no
doubt be remembered in the letters of 1815, and also of
1818, when the Wedgwood family were in Paris. Two
orphan nieces now lived with him, and the following letters
‘were written whilst he was on the Continent, where, as he
wrote to Mrs Wedgwood, * it is thought proper that I should
g0 to complete my young ladies. I suppose Paris is the
place, and once in motion, my inertness is not likely soon
to stop. I hate the thoughts of it, and shall contrast it all
bitterly with our merry days there. My first look out shall
be for Aglaé' who In:{ne say after your excellent lecture
has turned out incomparable. You talk of growing old,

but you will never know anything about the matter—for
myself, I feel older than anybody ever was before, and the
everlasting hills themselves are quite as fit to move.”

From William Olifford to Madame Sismondi.

My DEAR MaDAM, [Paxis, July, 1833].

1 have just this moment got the most cordial letter
ever written, even from the Principality. But it was not
very logical, for I do love you very much yet I won’t
drive straight to your most hospitable house with my
tribe, but I will give you every moment of my time at the
risk of making poor M. Sismondi ill, to see how I spend my
day, but you shall hide it from him as much as you ecan,
or persuade him I am doing something all the while. I
know he will do his best to like me for your sake, and I will
1st s)‘n- Wedgwood’s naughty maid, when they were in Paris in
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like him for his own very sincerely, though he was in a
oruel hurry to part us all when we were once together again.
You know I love the longest letter and read it over and over
again. I began two or three to you about Christmas time,
wishing you a merry Christmas. Then I thought spring
might draw you to Paris. Thank you for all you say of
my dear nephew. I can promise he is the better liked, the
more he is known, and my nieces too are very well in their
way, but I am pretty well worn out and very much tired of it
all—and it is all very much tired of me.
Still very faithfully yours, WirrLiam CLIFFORD.

Now I have had one letter from you, I long for another.
Do.

William Clifford to Madame Sismondi.

GENoA, October, 1833.

. . . A letter from my dear Miss Fanny [Allen] got here
at last, and she is on the whole reconciled to Mrs Wedg-
wood’s state as better than she expected—particularly in the
main point—* her memory quite good, the same truth of
observation, the same gentleness and kindness of character,”
and “ a cheerfulness that so liarly bel d to her about
her still.  She suffers little or no pain.” All this you know
already, and is great comfort, but they seem to have little
hope of her getting better than she is. Tt is happy for
Mrs Langton that she is married.

Thank you for all you say of my girls, but you do not
know much about them. All fine you say of me is likely
to be true, for you have known me off and on 36 years, but
there is no reason I should triumph over M. Sismondi. On
the contrary, tell him, T am his obliged and faithful servant,
W. CLiFFoRD.

In the journal Baroness Bunsen wrote for her mother,
Mrs Waddington, thereis the following mention of Mr Clifiord
during his stay in Rome, where he spent the winter 1833-4:

Dec. 4, 1833. In the evening, if we are at home and have
not too many visitors, I finish up my sketehes. For this I
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had a bit of praise from Mr Clifford which greatly pleased
me. The day after he had seen me thus employed he said,
“How 1 like that making the most of odd times ! it is what
everybody ought to do, and what I never do! and thus T
have done nothing, and learnt nothing in my life.” Mr
Clifford’s being here is a great pleasure to us: he is really a
delightful person, entering into everything and enjoying
everything like a child.!

William Clifford to Madame Sismondi.
[RoME], May 4th [1834].

.+ .« My two nieces have had anything but a pleasant
winter. Emily had not been three days in Rome before she
caught small-pox. The effects of it lasted till we were
about departure, and then by way of finale she caught
scarlet fever, but now she is got pretty well and ready to
catch something else. This threw us sadly out of the great
occupation of society. You may suppose we were not very
popular, having nothing to give people but contagion. But
we did not much care for them, not having M. Sis. to fight
for us. Ld. and Ly. James Hay were very civil and we
fancied them much, but they were very much occupied so
we did not often meet. The girl is just what you say, so
sunny and cheerful, and certainly made after the old receipt
of making your hay when the sun shines. They are gone
and everybody else also. We are always the survivors.
Ly. Davy is on the brink of departure. I have never yet
told her of your kindness to cows and keeping a neighbour
by way of company to your own, which I hope will atone
for your cruelty to horses. Miss Mackenzie to say the truth
is uncommonly agreeable, and makes me waste a great deal
of time in scolding her horrid uncomfortable ways. Your
family are good for nothing about writing, so T know none of
their adventures. I was at a wedding yesterday (Palazzo
Cafferalli), which brought many a tear to my eye, foolish

3 Zife and Letters of Frances, Baroness Bunsen, vol. i., p. 404
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enough in this world of chance and change. Meanwhile let.
those that remain in it try to like and cherish one another,
and write soon. Direct to Perristone near Ross, where we
mean to return, slowly, slowly. I have given all my hurry
to my nephew, which he calls dispatch, and will run as un-
mercifully as you would have done poor Lady Davy’s pair
of horses. And do tell me a great deal of news—I won’t
begin again, so good-bye.

Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Wedgwood.
Cuine, July 29, 1834,
... We found all well on our return last Wednesday,
and I thank Heaven no ill news from England in the many
letters that lay waiting for me on the tables, and which I
opened with a beating heart. I so enjoyed the first part
of our tour; all the little circumstances and incidents were
always so much in our favour that I superstitiously began
to fear some ill luck at the end. At Vevay I met poor Mrs
Marcet: for the first time since her loss.* She was overcome
almost to fainting at first, but attributed it to heat and
fatigue, said she would lie down and return to us in half-
an-hour, which she did, talking on indifferent subjects and
no allusion was made on either side to what, it was but too
visible, both our hearts were full of. She intended to return
with us in the steamboat the next day, but when the morning
came she had not courage. I am nearly sure it was because
we were in the boat—she would suffer less with strangers.
We, that is Sismondi and I and our portmanteau, left
Schinznach on the 9th of this month in a nice little one-
horse cabriolet, that stole softly and quietly over the ground,
and quick too, directing our course north-eastward. We
" saw the baths of Baden, Zurich, . . . Constance, St Gall,
the pretty Lake of Wallenstadt, where I read your name
with your father’s in the inn book which vividly brought
back the time you so sweetly alluded to, my Emma, which
1 The death of her husband.
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can never return for either of us—but whatever returns as
before? It is our wisdom to separate and treasure up only
those remembrances that soothe. . . . We saw Glarus, . . .
Lucerne, Berne, Fribourg, and Vevay—this took us exactly
a fortnight, and the expense as nearly as possible to a
Napoleon & day each, and travel as economically in Switzer-
land as you please you cannot spend less. At Constance
we spent a day with the Queen Hortense,! and it was the
most interesting of our journey. She is become fat, and
does not look as if she had ever been handsome, but she
has a very pleasing expression of sweet temper and great
kindness in manner. We arrived about 2 o’clock and did
not leave till 8, and the whole six hours were passed in
causerie, with the exception of a dinner of one course quickly
despatched, and I found it much too short for all she had to
tell and shew us. I felt much as if I was playing at Kings
and Queens, in addressing her as “ Majesty,” but a better
feeling than courtesy forbids us take away the title from the
unprosperous unless they have themselves the good sense
to drop it. She spesks of All her wrongs without the least

with a p 1 that would indicate
lhgbatundmhndmgthlnlmpectahepow but it
is only suspicion, for she might be very clever for anything
1 know to the contrary. She talked very openly of her
past life, regretted she had not been earlier aware of the

and of the i please to let the
word pass—of it, that she might have taken daily notes of
it. It seemed to her at the time the natural course of life,
and she passed through heedlessly. She read us part of her
journal or memoir that had reference to her mother’s
divorce. It evinced the sternness of purpose that is always
given to Buonaparte, but it shewed also tenderness and
strength of affection in the bitter tears even to sobs which
he sometimes gave way to in carrying it through. She
shewed us in her cabinet a cast of Bnonnpanenkmnﬁu
3 1 Ex-an of Holland, daughter of Beauharnais an

and mother of Louis N: (Ansnurd.n Em 3
now & ynnﬁh of twenty-five. She was spm from her husban
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his death. It looked affecting from an expression of deep
yet quiet suffering. Near this cast she had preserved the
portrait of his second wife and child, on which his dying
eyes were fixed, and which always hung at St Helena before
his little camp bed. Over these was hung the Cashmere
sash he wore at the battle of the Pyramids, blackened with
gunpowder. He had given it to her to wrap round her head
one day that she had taken cold. She shewed us also the
scapulaire of Charlemagne; it was taken from his tomb at
Aix-la-Chapelle and given by the town to her mother when
she visited it as Empress. There was in it a bit of the true
cross enchased in crystal as big as a turkey egg, set in jewels,
and a bit of gold chain that fastened it round his neck.
She had several interesting portraits, and is herself no con-
temptible artist. She takes strong likenesses and finishes
them very prettily. Her Chateau of Ehrenberg is beauti-
fully situated on the steep side of a mountain covered with
the richest ion, the most ifi k and walnut
trees, looking down directly into the Lake of Constance;
it is furnished as the most elegant and most comfortable
boudoir of Paris would be. It was delicious to take shelter
in it from the scorching sun. She has two dames d’honneur,
an Italian physician, and a French artist living with her
besides her son the Prince Louis. She told us she believed
she would come this winter to Geneva, for the sake of
making her son live in a way more consonant to his age
than with her at Constance. She gave us a book she has
just published, and that I am sure would interest you very
much—Memoirs of her son’s escape from Italy after the
last Revolution, and after her eldest son’s death.

1 have just received my dear Mackintosh’s History of
the Revolution, and your letter has lain by in consequence.
I cannot read it with quiet nerves. The Memoir’ prefixed
does not so sorely vex me as it does Fanny [Allen], tho'
done by no friendly hand. There is no malignity, which
1 feared, and he has quoted so largely and so judiciously
e Uairocs Goat, Sl & et pootosd o7 & M Waliacer
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from Mackintosh’s early writing and late speeches, that it
must raise M. in the opinion of everyone who reads; and
then when M. speaks so well of himself what signifies the
opinion and judgment of the foolish writer ¢ It can do
him no harm. This should be a warning to Robert not to
cut out anything but what is absolutely necessary of his
father's writing, whether journal or letters. I am rather
afraid of Robert’s over-delicacy of home subjects; yet those
will shew M. in the brightest light, and they are those after
all that make known the true character. . . .,



CHAPTER XIX
1835—1837
Home life at Maer—Mrs Marsh as list—E: dgwood

visits Cmeﬂymun John Wsdgwond'n mddm death—Emma
‘edgwood at musical festivals—Charles Darwin returns home
—Emma at Edinburgh—C. D. on marriage.

TaE home life at Maer had by now become much changed.

Emma had lost through the death of Fanny the com-

of a sister of her own age, and the failure of

their motll;et ’s health made it necessary that either Elizabeth

or Emma should always be at home. It is as nurse and care-

taker that she now appears, and also as aunt to the next
generation, which numbered four.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her mother,
Cuapmam, Tuesday, 3 March [1835].

. Saturday we dined at [the Marshes]. . . . Anne
was very pleasant, and when we got round the fire after
dinner she talked a great deal with an openness that was
very engaging about her book [Two Old Men's Tales] and
her feelings. I was in hopes that her being known as the
aunthor would have saved her from hearing disagreeable
things; but she told us of some things that had been said
that she would have given a thousand pounds rather than
they should have been said. I cannot think who could tell
her. She was very much amused when she dined at Lady
Milman’s to find Mr Murray paying court to her as if she
was somebody. I think the vexation of being known has
more than counterbalanced the pleasure of her success, but the
pleasure of the writing itself seems to be very great. (I can
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hardly write for Snow [just two years old] who is romancing
on, and acting, and speechifying, but what it is all about 1
have not an idea, but “ jingle, jingle,” comes in very often
in the discourse. I have just made out “a large wind blew
the little wind down,” with a very important shake of the
head.) There is wind enough to-day to blow many things
down besides little winds. . . .

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
Minr, Friday, Ap. 11 [18365).

« . . We have had visits here from Susan Darwin, and the
Hollands, so that I have not been at all solitary. I think
Susan quite won Allen [Wedg T's heart by her
She was missed one day and nobody could find her any-
where, when at last she was discovered sitting very com-
fortably with Allen, with a bottle of cowslip wine and some
sweetmeats before them. She says Allen coloured up very
much when the Colonel’s face was seen prying in at the
window but she was quite hardened herself. I think she
is the happiest person I know, such constant gay spirits
and such little things give her so much enjoyment. . . .

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma W edgwood.

May 3, 1835,
.+ . I think Anne’s T'ales particularly interesting; they both
robbed me of some of those precious tears I am so chary of
shedding. I prefer the first, there is greater purity and far
greater truth. The Admiral’s Daughter is deficient in both
these qualities, and interesting as it is, I can hardly forgive
its immorality. ~Nevertheless I should like to read more
by the same author, and shall be sorry if indeed she is, as
she now feels, exhausted. I have received the last Edin-
burgh too, and have again and again to thank my beloved
Bessy. If she is one-tenth part as prodigal to others as
she is to me, she will not reserve for herself enough even
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for “a ha'porth of snuff, God bless her,” as Montagu®
would say, but 1 say it with more fervour and less
affectation.

Like you I do not know whereabouts you are in our
history, so forgive me if I radote. Harriet [Surtees] wrote
lately to your aunt Sara, and doubtless told her of our plan
of going into Italy in August for a twelvemonth. For my
own part, I quit my dear little Chéne and all its dumb in-
habitants with great pain. I hate moving, I hate travel-
ling, and already I have been crying over the warning I
have given all the servants who have been crying too.

We are going this evening to take leave of our great
friend Lady Osborne, who goes to Ireland soon, and I
take to her a cadeau for my dear old friend Mrs Dillon.
1t is the first handsome present I ever made (that is to say
handsome for my purse), and you cannot think how much
happiness it gives me to make it—I am only afraid it will
never reach her. It is a chain of gold enamel, nearly £15,
and it is astonishingly cheap, I have seldom seen g0 hand-
some a one. My generous Sis. insists upon paying for it,
but then I should not feel it my gift, so he shall not have
that pleasure.

In the autumn of this year Emma was three months away
from home, paying visits to Cresselly and elsewhere.

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.
MAzr, Nov. 29 [1835).
... Aunt Fanny was in ck ing spirits and
which was a fresh pleasure to me every day, especially in
our walks, and she used to curl her hair with me. I liked
renewing my recollections of Tenby, and it looked as bright
and pretty as it used to when I was a child.
A Miss X. of this country is making a great noise in the
Basil 110— 851),
Ath Enl u‘%nhxu 1851), n.mmm John Montagu,

Mackintosh, ete.

od‘wood. it was Al @) posed
fm- har money. bne at what date does not appear. i
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world. She has been in love with her father’s coachman for
10 years and is now quite resolved to marry him. Her
father is in despair about it, and says he will shoot himself
if she does, and he and the other sisters are so ill that they
think they will die of it. The coachman is drunken and a
bad man, and engaged to the cook, but Miss X. remains
quite steady in her purpose and as she is 25 nobody can stop
her. . . &

Fanny Allen wrote to Emma (March 2, 1836): “Did T
tell you wlmt success your beasts met with at the school ?
1 have been my hand at a lion, but it looks like nothing
at all. I wish you would do me a bear and a lion, good-
sized, any leisure time of yours, and let them be by you for
any opportunity that may happen in the next 5 or 6 months.
The beasts your acquaintance here are all well. Clio wins
her way with everyone. John’s parhonlar love to you.
You have won his heart completely.”

These “ beasts ” were cut out in paper, for which art
my mother had a particular talent, though I remember
pigs as being her cheja &’ wuvre.

ane, Mrs J Wedgwood, who had never had good
health, died qlute sndde-nly at Shrewsbury, where she had
gone to consult Dr D:

Fanny Allen to her niece BEmma Wedgwood.

My puag Eaona, CrEssELLY, Ap. 25, 1836.
We were totally unprepared for the intelligence
from Shrewsbury yesterday, it seems yet to me like a
painful dream that makes me restless. One’s under-
standing as well as one’s eyes are holden sometimes with
regard to the illness of those dear to one; and it has been
80 in this instance more than in any other case I ever
remember. Almost every word and action of hers during
the past winter is before me, and I can think and speak of
nothing else; and my own foolish blindness is before me
: o to say, Miss X. was believed to be happy in her married

life. She ved according to her husband’s position and brought uy
her children in the same ran] 5 i
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too. There never was such ardent and unbounded affection
as in her; it seemed as if her religious feelings had given her
a power of loving unknown to less pious characters. The
last ten months have carried away with them a treasure of
affection, of tenderness, and of religious example to us. I
trust the prayers of these two dear sisters' for us may be
heard, and that we may join them in a very few years.

Several letters of my mother to Fanny Hensleigh Wi
wood, written in 1836 and 1837, have been preserv
Therynmind me of her later attam they are written in the

casual, careless style, often giving a picture of the
hﬁgg life in a few words with a h:ﬁ)y touch, but are inter-
with little details which would now be of no interest.

Emma went to the Manchester Festival this year and
heard Malibran, who made an undying impression on her.

he
especially of her possessing the full beauty of a soprano and
oontralmy voice. pslm also went to the Fe:tyrvn.l at Worcester,
staying with her cousin Charlotte Isaac (neé Holland), at
Henwick. There she heard Clara Novello.

Emma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.

Clara has such a simple dawdling little voice and way of
speaking, one feels quite surprised that such sounds can
come out of her.? There is something quite tragical in poor
Malibran’s death (23 Sept., 1836] especially after having
seen her singing away so few days before. Mrs Novello,
who is an acquaintance of Charlotte’s, told her that as soon
as ever Malibran was dead, de Beriot (her husband) set off
to Brussels without even leaving a servant with the body.®
1t is hardly possible that he should not have cared for her.
1 have been wishing to have you for a companion at these
concerts so much. . . .
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These festivals were an immense joy to her all through
her youth, And!nthuwnyuhehuwl: ood deal of the best
music. She was calm over music, deeply as she enjoyed it.
But one of the very few times in my life that T saw her lose
her self-control was when Clara Novello sang the solo verse
n{GodBamlch\wmlttheopenmg of the Crystal Palace.
My mother bmke dnwn then and lobbed audibly. The
scene was crowd,
the Queen and Prince Albanpmnt,lndﬂmwnndaﬁﬂ
’v:lll’uma of tix]; rich wpmng voice, mtemod and round and

returned from wylgvmnndthmld

Charles
in October, 1836.

Charles Darwin to his uncle Josiah Wedgwood.
My prar UsoLs, (SurewsBURY, Oct. 5th, 1836).
The Beagle arrived on Sund.ly evening and I reached
home late last night. My head is quite confused with so
much delight, but I cannot allow my sisters to tell you first
how happy I am to see all my dear friends again.

I am obliged to return in three or four days to London
when the Beagle will be paid off, and then I shall pay
Shrewsbury a longer visit. I am most anxious once again
to see Maer and all its inhabitants, so that in the course
of two or three weeks I hope in person to thank you, as
being my First Lord of the Admiralty.! I am so very happy
1 hardly know what I am writing.

Believe me,
Your most affectionate nephew,
Cras. DARWIN.

Remember me most kindly to aunt Bessy and all at
dear Maer.

Caroline Darwin added on the same sheet:

My pear ELIZABETH,

Charles is come home so little altered in looks from
vmhewuﬁveym;gomdnoe-biechmgedinhh

* It was, as before said, his uncle’s influence which had induced
whtwhmmlwmjvmuthew
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own dear self. He had landed at Falmouth on Sunday
evening, and travelled night and day till he came to
Shrewsbury late last night. We heard nothing of him till
this morning, when he walked in just before breakfast.
We have had the very happiest morning—Charles so full
of affection and delight at seeing my father looking so
well and being with us all again.

He is looking very thin but well—he was so much pleased
by finding your and Charlotte’s kind notes ready to re-
ceive him. I shall indeed enjoy, my dear Eliz., going to
Maer with him. How happy he will be to see you all again.
‘When I began this letter I did not know he would feel
tranquil enough to write himself, but he said he must be
the first to tell uncle Jos of his arrival. He feels so very
grateful to uncle Jos and you all, and has been asking about
every one of you.

Now we have him really again at home I intend to
begin to be glad he went this expedition, and now I can
allow he has gained happiness and interest for the rest of
his life. Good-bye, dear Eliz. It is pleasant to write to
those who sympathise so entirely with us.

Bima Wediwood to her eister-in-laso Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.

Maxr, Monday [Oct. 1836].

. .. We are getting impatient for Charles’s arrival.
We all ought to get up a little knowledge for him. I
have taken to no deeper study than Capt. Head’s gallop!
which I have never read before. I am afraid it won't
instruct me much. Charles seems to have been much
struck with the sight of Hensleigh walking up the street
with a bandbox in one hand and a child in the other. He
seems to have nearly settled in favour of living at Cam-
bridge, which is a pity for Erasmus’s sake; but I should
feel sure that Charles would like Cambridge best, as he has
a particular spite to London I believe. . . .

1 Sir Francis Head's Rapid Journey the Pampas,
in 1828,
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I took to gardening at a great rate. I think one enjoys
being alive more in that sort of late autumn fine weather
than at any other time of the year. Good-bye, my dear F.

Emma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.
Mazxg, Monday [Nov. 21, 1836].

+ » . We enjoyed Charles’s visit uncommonly. We had
been very handsome in inviting all the outlyers of the
family to meet him, and the last morning the chaise from
Tern Hill' did not come, and we persuaded them to stay,
and had just made ourselves comfortable and planned a
walk when the chaise arrived. However we got them to
let us send it off, though Caroline felt it to be rather naughty,
and we had a very nice snug day of them to ourselves.
Charles talked away most pleasantly all the time; we plied
him with questions without any mercy. Harry and Frank
made the most of him and enjoyed him thoroughly. Caroline
looks so happy and proud of him it is delightful to see her.
We had her a whole month,and I never enjoyed a visit of
hers so much; she was so very nice and settled herself more
at home here than usual.

Charles was quite angry with Charlotte’s picture. He
studied it many times to see if he could find any likeness
and said: ““ I hope to fate she is not like that picture.” I
suppose he has rather a poetical idea of her, for the picture
is certainly very like.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.

MY DEAR JESSIE, MAER, Dec 14. [1836%

1 received your dear letter while our pleasant guests
were with us. * I never saw uncle Allen looking better nor in
better spirits in my life. His perpetual pleasant and sweet
looks and merry laugh were quite delightful to see and hear.

* Tern Hill, on the road to Shrewsbury.
VOL. I 18
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He enjoyed very much seeing my mother so well and gay,
and she was exhilarated by his company in a manner that
lhevouldnothvebeeno.pabledtwwﬂnuyunugo
They had a merry battle at whist every night, in which
numbetleuoklmpaohongunudtooometmhfmmm

store-houses of both their memories, and
enquiries about people so long gone by, that the wonder was
how they even recollected their names. . . .

Emma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
W edgwood.

Mazr, Saturday, 17th Dec., 1836.

.+ . We are in such a dissipated humour that we have
actually invited the Mainwarings and Mrs Moreton for next
Wednesday, and then we shall be clear of the world for a
year to come.

Catherine tells me they are very anxious to have your
and Hensleigh’s real opinion of Charles's journal. I am
convinced Dr Holland is mistaken if he thinks it not
worth publishing. I don’t believe he is any judge as to
what is amusing or interesting. Cath. does not approve of
its being mixed up with Capt. Fitzroy's, and wants it to be
put altogether by iteelf in an Appendix.*

1 envy you Mr Scott’s lectures. If he makes you under-
stand the Epistle to the Romans I shall think him a great
genius. We had a very nice visit from Godfrey* It was
pleasant to see how fond he is of his little maid, he always
saved some dessert or asked for some for her. His only
bon mot was enquiring what papa’s overalls were and saying,
“ Are they to prevent his hurting his knees when he tumbles

2 The Journal was originally published i 1880 as vol. il of tho

Narrative lhﬂm'yw .z.
M‘M’(g‘ ";‘bmﬂo Olun ;e - llhmto
bbﬂ;hy Letters, i. p. m

of literary child always tickles vlmtyu-'thn
Mn{uvofvr;yoﬂbﬁhmh Yo

was now just upon four years old; Amy
his sister was soventeen months. | © 3
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down ?” I began teaching him to read, which he did not
much like but never rebelled. . . .

Emma, accompanied by her brother Jos, went to Edin-
burgh this winter to pay a visit of about two months to her
cousin Lady Gifford, who was then living there.

Emma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.

1, ArmoLr CRESCENT, EDINBURGH,
Tuesday [Jan. 24, 1837].

. . . We found Harriet [Gifford] blazing with gas in a
handsome house, and she gave us a very pleasant, cordial
reception. We are quite surprized at the wonderful civility
of all Harriet’s friends, calling upon us and inviting us out
just as if we were somebody, and I think their manners are
so much more civil and cordial than English people’s. We
have the Celtic ball on Friday and that is all our gaiety
at present. We found all the family here just recovering
from the influenza and looking ill.

Godfrey’s picture turned out very successful; Mr Holmes!
has carried him off and means to put him in the Suffolk St.
exhibition. It is much more beautifully painted than Mr
Richmond,but T don’t believe he has so much talent. Indeed
he is such a perfect little idiot that one can’t imagine how he
has sense enough to do anything. He used to say, “I'm
just a going to walk round your beautiful river ” [meaning
the pool], till one day Shot fell upon him and tore his cheek,
and he would not venture out again. We were very sorry
for the poor little man, for the fright put him quite out of
apmts,n.ndldnntthmkhewﬂlevervmtm'e to face a dog
again, as he seems to think they have a particular spite to
him. And I think it must be so, or what could have pos-
sessed Shot ? Lord Gifford is coming next week, which T
am sorry for, as I hate a boy of that age [19], one has nothing
to say to them. I don’t think I shall want any clothes but

¢ James Holmos (1777.—-1800), water.colour and miniature painter.
Ho had mény distinguished eitbars, amongst others Lord Byton.
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a bonnet, which I have got, as I don’t expect many balls;
and I have a new muslin which will do for two or three.

anquhmtnmhnhwpu? thncshewuuldbe
"nmm enough ” for her gaieties. fear of this kind
cree nmtmmthsnonsenmns;:;haoounnhood Cer-

no one thought less of in her middle life,

;l!wh in my msmoriydsha was always suitably yet nmply
But in her ol its importance,
and 1 remember her sa; t.hnt, she felt it dismal that her
sister Charlotte took so little interest in making orseli
look nice; in 1883 d:o wrote: “ The two B.s are gone to
church, one of them what Bernard thinks quite too swell;
and 1 think her hat too much so. Butnpcmnuamch
happier in my opinion for being fond of dress.”

In the fol ovn.ng letter Emma alludes to a rumour of
Charles Darwin becoming to a Miss ——. There
used also to be jokes about kK us and Miss Martineau,
against whom his father had a great prejudice.

Emma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgqwood.
Mazw (May 23, 1837

. Disputes run very high here upon the subject of
leot 1 Some of the party are quite convinced it is written
by a woman and have some suspicions it is Mrs Marsh.
She acted very well when she was here if it is hers, and did
not show the least interest on the subject. I think it is
much too clever for the author of the two last old men [0ld
Men’s Tales]. Aunt Fanny [Allen] is in a rapture with
Sartor and feels quite convinced that Teufelsdrockh is meant
for Coleridge, and we want to know from Erasmus whether
Mr Carlyle was a friend of Coleridge’s. She thinks all the con-
versations and thoughts are so exactly like Coleridge. For
my part it is such very hard reading that I think I m\utglve
it up.

Godifrey’s dislike to reading continues quite alarming,
and I am obliged to coax down his lesson with a French
plum or something of that nature. I shall be very curious

1 Violot la danseuse, a pathetic novel that had a great success.
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to know whether Susan and Catherine [Darwin] really like
Miss Martineau—I expect they will. They seem to take
very kindly to their other sister.

We find Pickwick not at all too low for our taste, and
it reads aloud much better than to oneself.

My mother had always a good opinion of a little bril
for getting over small ciﬂdi‘idiﬂiculn’es. Even when tm
was no difficulty she sometimes resorted to it. I remember
ing gingerbread as a bribe to her little grandson
Bernard, then about four years old, to induce him to stop
dnwinﬁ the house from the lawn at Down. He had sat
there all the morning and she was wearied at his pertinacity.
Charles Darwin was now settled in London. Some rough
notes of his which were kept by my mother and endorsed by
her “C.D. on iage,” show that ideas on this subject
mﬂuhngdmmﬁ is mind. They are undated but were
robably written 1837. They were roughly, almost
&egﬂ:ly, jotted down on scraps of paper and parlmps hardly
written in earnest. Among the advantages are: ““ Children
(if it please God)—constant companion (& friend in old
)—charms of music & female chit-chat.” Among the
&untagu: “Terrible loss of time, if many cl n
forced to gain gne’- b“i:d: fighting about no sogiety." But

en to the old, except relatives ?” And his conclusion
is: “ My God, it is intolerable to think of spending one’s
whole life like a neuter bee, working, working, and nothing
after all.—No, no won't do.—Imagine all one’s days
solitarily in smoky, dirty London hou: mly picture to
!:d smﬁtﬂﬁmumiauwﬂhgmd&zuéd::h
music_per] mpare this vision wit e dingy
Yality of Gt Marlboro' St-
Marry, marry, marry. Q. E. .
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CHAPTER XX
1837—1838
Josiah Wedgwood's en, agemmtw(}nrohnﬁ!) arwin—The Sismondis
at Peseia—A tour gm Apennines—] Nomn at Cressell;

—E; at Shrewshb: id Onibury—Hensleigh resij ‘i

Pise Magorrasy A tonly psstng o Bac rvo's W |
TaE following letter was written just after the engagement
of Josiah Wedgwood to his cousin Caroline Darwin. He
was 42, and she was 37 years old. His mother had longed
for this to happen thirteen years ago.

Emma Wedgwood to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood,
at Onibury.

My pEAR Evtz., Mazr, Sunday [1st July, 1837).

On Friday I went directly after breakfast on the
pony to tell aunt Sarah the good news, and took a nice little
note of Jos’s to her, which was rapturous enough to please
her very much. Later in the day I went to Seabridge [the
Harry Wedgwoods] time enough to have a talk with them
before dinner. Jos had called in his way to Etruria to tell
them, which bad pleased them. He was so agitated he
could hardly tell them. They were very much surprised, and
1 was wrong in my notion that it had come into their heads.
They were very full of joy and sympathy. I should have
been dreadfully put to to help telling the Tollets, but luckily
Harry saved me that agony by telling himself. Eliza and
Jessie [Wedgwood] thought of a delightful little scheme
for me, which I am going to put in practice by their kind
help in coming to take care of Mamma, viz. to go to Shrews-
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bury for a few days. Tt will be so very nice to see them
while it is so fresh. They pressed me so warmly to go that
1 do not believe they feel the least uneasiness about being
with Mamma.

Jos is in an agony of impatience, and said to me yester-
day: “I have sent another hurrying letter to Frank, but
whether he comes or not, I shall go and leave the Works
to themselves, for I cannot bear to stay any longer.” He
had your letter in his hand, and said something half finished
with great feeling, about not having said half enough in his
letter to you, I understood. I asked to see your letter,
which he showed me, tearing off the beginning; which
makes me long to see what he wrote to you, as I guess what
it was. It is delightful to see how much attached he is to
her. Whenever I have talked to him alone he has burst
out, in & way as if he could not contain himself, about her
exquisite charm. What did she say to him ? T shall die
if I never know. I tried to make him tell me, but he was
too cute for that. I long to talk it over with dear Charlotte.
If T have the goodness in me I shall return home on Thurs-
day, but as I can hear every day by the coach now the
railroad is open, I might possibly stay three nights. Tell
me if you think I had the least better not, as two days will
quite satisfy me. 1 shall so enjoy seeing them. I think
dear Caroline will be pleased with some things I can tell
her.

The Sismondis were now at Pescia, making the long stay
in ltlly H:kan of in the last chapter. Harriet Surtees and
with them.

Emma Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

VavrcHIusA [Prscia], July 1[1837].

. . . Jessie’s great deafness prevents conversation being
half so agreeable and gay with her as it used to be; but
tho' she is not merry as she used to be, it is a great point
that she is not melancholy. She is calm and sweet as ever,



280 A Century of Family Leiters [cmAP. XX

and ever will be one of the sweetest beings the sun ever
shone on. . .. I suspect it is with no small pleasure
Sismondi anticipates having his wife to himself this autumn
and winter; it is a treat that he has been very long without,
and I feel it has been hard on him to have seen so much
of people he could never get a taste for, no more than they
could for him. But it is a great comfort for me to observe
how perfect Jessie’s affection is for him. He is quite
sufficient for her happiness, and she adopts with such
admirable grace all his tastes and even his whims. I believe
there is one thing keeps me out of his favour, which is I
cannot read up to what he writes. I cannot admire or
approve of all his notions, and he is too sensitive for me
to dare to criticise them. He appears to me the most
conservative man I know, as far as cherishing old ways,
or what I should call old abuses, and opposing all improve-
ment. Not even infant schools and savings-banks escape
his condemnation, while beggary meets with his strenuous
support. Of course the present state of distress in the
trading world confirms him in his system,! and I fancy his
pen is going full tilt on the subject. But he has such an
intemperate horror of cotton manufacture that he could
not bear my saying it had added to the comfort of our poor
in giving them sheets in their beds, which in my youth few
of them knew. . . .

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma W edgwood.
Pesoia, 16 July, 1837,
.+« Dear Joe, how heartily I wish him health and long
life to enjoy the happiness his wise choice has insured.
His excessive modesty has always kept him ignorant how
tenderly he was loved. I dare say he does not know that
he has always been the dearest of my nephews, that I have
still by me the few long and affectionate letters he ever wrote
to me, and that in 35, I read over what he had written in

* Soe p. 129 for his views on Political Economy.
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’15. 1 beg too you will give my love to dear Caroline
Darwin. May she be rewarded for her acceptance of our
Joe by being the fondest loved and happiest wife on earth.

Monday 11. 1 am a little quieter to-day though just as
glad, but I can proceed to other matters, and to begin 1
will tell you that last week the thermometer here was 90
and above. We (not one of us as you know very youthy)
had the courage to undertake a riding excursion in the
mountains, which answered entirely. . . . Our first sanc-
tuary, Vallombrosa, was beyond my expectations beautiful.
1 give you no description for that’s a bore, but the water
there was clear and delicious, better than champagne; the
dinner most excellent, and the fragrant hay scenting the

At Camaldoli we were received much in the same way
as at Vallombrosa. Our guide said the monks were there
more “‘ amorosi,” and so indeed we found them. Sismondi
found a friend under his white cowl, a Pesciatino, a clever
and “enlightened ” man. The white monks seemed the
aristocracy of the monkish orders, we were struck with
the personal beauty of many. They were all fat and
blooming; 1 guess not much given to rigid fasting. At
Vallombrosa they were in black, at La Verna in ragged
brown, and dirty and poor looking, as if the servants of the
two other orders. These last are supported entirely by
begging; yet about 200 persons are daily fed at the convent.
It is rather costly to go from convent to convent, but it is
a delightful tour to make, for they are always placed in
Ttaly high and beautifully.

Charles Darwin to his cousin Elizabeth Wedgwood.
‘MONDAY [GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET,

28 Aug. 1837].
My pEAR ELIZABETH,

I am very much obliged to you for thinking of so
pleasant a party as the Music Meeting would have been to
me. It would have been like the never-to-be-forgotten
[one] many years ago. But I find I cannot leave London:
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consider the infinite importance to a young author of his first
proof-sheets. You will say I am utterly unworthy, when
I tell you that I think I would sooner pay Maer a quiet
visit, than hear all the drums and fiddles in the world to-
gether. . .. To write a book I do not doubt is & very grand
thing, but there ought to be a deal of satisfaction from
some source to repay one for all one loses. What a waste
of life to stop all summer in this ugly Marlborough Street,
and see nothing but the same odious house on the opposite
side, as often as one looks out. I long to pay Shrewsbury
a visit, and pray recollect 1 have put your most good
natured invitation a little further back in the autumn when
I will be quite free. Give my love to all at Maer and
believe me, dear Elizabeth,
Yours affectionately,
CuaRLES DARWIN.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CrESSELLY, Sept. 28th [1837).

You will not guess whom we are expecting here to-day,
80 I may as well tell you. You know we are not fastidious
in the morals of our lady friends from the example of the
Countess Guiccioli, and Mrs Norton is our expected guest.
Charles Brinsley Sheridan comes with her, and a Mrs Barton,
who has been staying at Tenby this summer. John [Allen]
met this party at Baugh’s two days ago, and asked them
here, after seeing the dock-yard and launch to day—Baugh
of course is master of the ceremonies. Lady Cawdor has
been staying here these last two days; she is just gone, but
she said she should have had no objection to meeting
Mrs Norton at all. Though the trial' revealed a mode of
going on that was rather strange and not altogether re-

1 The trial was a year before this. She was acoused of an
vrlth Lord Melbourne. The mnlf. entirely vind.iubsd het
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wbh, her guilt or innocence she put out of the ques-

Our ladies are gone, and I have been a good deal amused
on the whole. Mrs Norton is a very fine actress, scarcely
inferior to Grisi, I think. Her manner is very striking,
so perfectly still; which was strongly contrasted by her
companion Mrs Barton, who had all the flutter and un-
quietness of vanity, that most restless of all feelings.
Mrs N. is very beautiful—the countenance of a Sybil. She
sang several songs to us, some of her own composition, and
Moore's, and others; her voice and manner of singing are
quite perfect. 1 have not enjoyed anything so much for a
Jong time as when she sat at the instrument. Mr Sheridan
is a sensible man, but he talks little, and leaves the stage
clear for his niece, who does her part incomparably, neither
talking too much nor too little. Everything she does or
says is so perfectly sensible and in good taste, and yet I
should say she is not attractive. Mrs Barton sails for
Ireland to-night, but I should not be surprised if we were
to see Mrs Norton and Mr Sheridan here again; they stay
a fortnight longer at Tenby.

Baugh is in very good spirits and is fully occupied ad-
ministering advice and comfort to Mrs Norton, who has
carried away the hearts of Harry and Johnny [Fanny
Allen’s nephews). They are wild with enthusiasm. Her
singing carried all before it. . . .

Bmma Wedgwood to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedguood

My pEAR FaNNY, OxisuRY, Friday (3 Nov., 1837).

T set out on my travels last Tuesday week and got
to Shrewsbury. Susan was at Woodhouse, but I had
plenty of pleasant talk with Catherine, and Susan came
home on Friday. She had been to the birth-day at
Wynnstay, which is the grandest thing that can be seen;
more than 200 people sitting down to a magnificent dinner
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upon plate and a ball and supper afterwards. The pole of
their carriage was broken in coming to the door, so they
were rather in a quandary. Everybody went away but
those who were staying in the house, when young Sir
Watkin, who was very tipsy, offered them his chariot, which
they thankfully accepted. It was rather a squeeze and
Susan came home sitting at the bottom of the carriage. . . .
1 find a week long enough at Shrewsbury, as one gets rather
fatigued by the Dr’s talk, especially the two whole hours
just before dinner. It is best to be there in the middle of
summer, as one has more sitting out with the girls. The
Dr has been as pleasant as possible, and I never saw [him
enjoy] anything so much as Susan’s account of all her
gaieties. . . . The days have been passing very snugly
nneeleamn to Onibury. I quite enjoy the novelty of
reading a good deal, and have the luck of finding Scott’s
life here and several books I wanted to read. Charles
[Langton]’s hands are very full of business, what with the
organ, ntmgupabnthmhmdnumgmmthhlpnunt

of his own for ing up hot water, altering the
kitchen grate and all the other grates in the house, with
another patent invention to avoid draughts, the cow being
confined &c., he is very busy, and has only time to study a
little of Pickwick between whiles. Charlotte is getting a
proper degree of interest about the cows, and is very
dutifully gone this morning to see the new-born calf.
A dinner-party is gradually brewing here, but it takes so
much screwing up of their courage that it will not happen in
my time.

Poor [Harriet] Martineau seems going down the hill
with Hensleigh and Erasmus, so 1 hope you will stick by
her. The Dr read the first article in the Westminster Review!
before he knew it was not hers, and wasted a great deal of
good indignation, and even now he can hardly believe it
is not hers. I am sorry to say I wish to read the Vicar of

1

m.‘{ﬁgnhnmmuﬂ mmwmﬁ?imm
the Ballot. e had faith in the Ballot, even without the Reforia
Bill. We had no faith in the Reform Bill without the Ballot.”
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Wrezhill. 1 it so bad that one would be ashamed to own
to having read it ? for my morality extends no further than
that. Hensleigh's letter was sent on here and you may be
sure we made much of it, as it was a day of incessant rain,
so that I had a little too much leisure time for my studies.
Good-bye, my dear Fanny, send me some children-talk.

Hensleigh had followed his father’s wishes and had not
thrown up his Police Magistracy in 1834; but he now felt
that he could no longer constrain his conscience. The loss of
the income was a most serious one to him and his family,
and meant their being reduced to live on £400 a year.
Fanny showed gont magnanimity in the way she bore the
loss of fortune for a scruple that she did not share.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My pEAR ErmzABETH, CresseLLY, Dec. 17, 1837.

1 have received a sweet letter from Fanny, telling
us of Hensleigh’s decision. He has done his part nobly,
for I cannot doubt that this pause of four years has been a
sacrifice made to his wife and family, and a compleat trial
of the truth of his inward guide. It is also an assurance,
as it seems to me, that his first decision was not a hasty one.
He must have looked at the subject ten thousand times
for once that any other person less interested could have
done; and though I am very sorry that his conscience
demands the saerifice, 1 feel when I think of him alone,
that I am glad his struggle is over. Fanny is the wife one
would wish him, and she does her part as well as he does his;
and they will be rewarded, though it most probably may
not be in pounds, shillings and pence. I rejoice to hear from
Fanny also that your father, who is the next person to be
considered, takes it so well. I should expect it from him,
for Hensleigh has been taught by his parents. It is the
first instance I have known of a great sacrifice made to a
Christian principle; 1 endeavour to check and keep down the
expectation or hope of reward, but it will come, and I cannot
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help it. I was very glad to hear John [Allen] say, after
reading Fanny's letter, which touched him a good deal:
“With these feelings Hensleigh could do no otherwise than
he has done.” He has commonly more worldly feelings
than I like to see in him and he sometimes from want of
thought gives them out before his children; but though he is

dingly sorry for Hensleigh’s decision he iders it a
a thing sealed and apart from argument. When they get
into your happy and peaceful harbour, I trust all the painful
or painfullest part of their trial will be over. . . .

Do not fail to give my affectionate love to Joe and
Caroline when you see them. How does your mother take
it * Ever dearest Elizabeth and Emma,

Yours entirely,
F.

1 think you will all have a delightful winter together.

At the end of the Sismondis’ long stay in Italy, before
sott] sg;m at Chéne they went to Paris, where was a

Emma Wedgwood to her mother.

My DEAR MamMa, BouroGNE, May 15, 1838, Sunday.
Here we are safe and sound after a most excellent
passage. This morning we have had our breakfast inter-
rupted only by running to the window to look at the dili-
gences going by.

1 will now go back to the beginning of our adventures.
We had a very pleasant drive to Birmingham, Harry in a
rapture with the green meadows full of yellow flowers all
the way. We set off by the railway at 9 next morning,
arrived at Rugby at 114, and got into a coach without the
least bustle. We found our four hours in the coach so far
more fatiguing than the rest of the journey that we advise
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aunt Harriet to come by the railroad after all.! . . . The
bensvohntmﬂdlm;mwbhurzh.twem;ﬂygotwm
Lady of Lyons. 1t was very pretty and charming, and Ma-~
cready managed to make himself look quite young and lovely.
It was a great piece of good fortune and one duly appre-
ciated by me. . . .

Emma Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
[Maxz], July 21, 1838.

1 assure you I found myself rather flat and dull after
all my dissipation and pleasure, but we have had such a
sober quiet fortnight to ourselves that I am sobered now,
and can read my book. The beginning of my stay in
London was very pleasant till poor Bro fell ill. Robert
Mackintosh was very bright and pleasant, and dined with
us or came in the evening every day, and Charles [Darwin]
used to come from next door, 80 we were a very pleasant,
merry party. Robert is working very hard writing at his
office, whatever that may be, for nobody but Harry ventures
to ask him; and T was amused to see what a quantity of
pumping it took to get a strait amswer from him. The
Hensleighs and I went on the Sunday to Woolwich, which
1 enjoyed particularly. Not entirely Mr Scott’s merit, but
it was a beautiful day, and such a pretty place and a nice
drive, but I did like Mr Scott’s sermon very much. Mr
Carlyle dined with us in Marlborough St. which you won't
care about. 1 did not hear much of what he said,
but his look is quite remarkably pleasant, and he has
the most straitforward manner in the world and talks
the broadest Scotch.... Then poor Bro fell ill, and we
thought of little else. I never saw such self-command as
Fanny’s, managing to look cheerful almost all day except
early in the morning, when she was overdone with the
night’s watching. She looked very miserable the morning

1 This was probably Emma's first experience of a railway. The
RiRgBAL 13 gty & 1eatuny ok don dous a 43 o5 50 mpnates.
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1 came away, sitting on the bed watching his poor little
miserable face, which was enough to make anybody cry to
look at. It was the only time I saw her crying. The day
we almost expected to hear of his death, a letter came to
say he had rallied and taken to food and had laughed.
You may fancy how happy we were. Your letter came in
that happy morning too.

1 have been meeting Monsieur Sismondi’s name very
often lately in Wilberforce's Life with expressions of great
respect. I am disappointed in the Life. His dull sons
have put in such a quantity of repetition that one is quite
weary of the same religious sentiment repeated 50 times
over in nearly the same words. And they have been very
spiteful about poor old Clarkson, who is blind and 80 years
old, which I think might have made them careful not to
hurt him, and one feels very sure their father never would.
Wilberforce’s letters, I think, are not very agreeable or clever,
but very sweet (in a good sense).

Elizabeth’s smart gown is much admired and just the
becoming colour. She has worn it twice which shews she
is getting extravagant. The first time, I must own, I was
obliged to be rather smct with her tA) make her put it on.
1 have been perp g & i ]oka with Elizabeth’s
help, the first we were ever guilty of in our lives. We
have been writing a letter from d’Etchégoyen to Uncle
Allen propoemg a visit to Cresselly. There were some

in it d from a real letter of
his to Harry which arrived not long ago. 1 am not sure
that it will come very apropos if Uncle Allen is not quite
recovered from the gout.

Emma Wedqwood to hsv aunt Madame Sismondsi.

Mazg, Nov. 1, 1838.
How happy you must feel that all fear of war is over.!
1 don’t at all understand the merits of the case, but I admire

1 See p. 130,
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the spirit of so small a state as Geneva standing up against
great big France. . . . ¥

1 have been gadding again. I went with Miss Morgan to
Bristol to visit Mrs Harrison, who was Ellen Acland. I
thought as T had a comfortable escort both ways I would do
a piece of friendship once in a way, and it answered very
well. 1 enjoyed some rides on those beautiful downs.
Certainly riding is a different thing there to what it is here
along the roads and between the hedges.

1 met with a great misfortune to-day in my nice new
Parisian merino gown, which I was wearing almost for the
first time. I was carrying a great can of treacle-posset
to an old woman and turned it over upon my flounce. Icame
home rather sticky and dejected, but I find it will wash out
and be none the worse. I tell you this interesting event
because I know you hate slopping your gowns so much.
Our pretty neighbour Miss Mainwaring is going to be married
to a Mr Coyney. It is pleasant the Mainwarings being so
unsociable. They never ask us to dinner but once a year
and hardly ever call, which is very comfortable. Our last
neighbours there used to invite us much too often. . . .

END OF FIRST VOLUME
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Serene will be our days and bright,

And happy will our nature be,

‘When love is an unerring light,

And joy its own security.

And they a blissful course may hold

Even now, who, not unwisely bold,

Live in the spirit of this creed;

Yet seck thy firm support, according to their need.
‘WorpsworTH: Ode to Duty.

(AN righte reserved)
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A CENTURY OF FAMILY LETTERS

CHAPTER I
1838—1839

Charles and Emma engaged—Dr. Darwin’s delight—Suburbs versus

Inndon——-A letter from Slmonﬁl—l!owhmmg
I'r seems to have heen in the summer of 1838 that my

father determined to ask Emma to be his wife. He was
however far from hopeful, partly because of his looks, for
be had the strange idea that his delightful face, so full of

Anduveemeas was_repellently plain. He went to
mtonN 8, and on Nov. 11 “{'he day of days,” is
written in his dnry The letters which follow show how
the engagement was received by friends and
relatives alike.

é

Charles Darwin to Charles Lyell.

SHREWSBURY,

R Ty, Monday [12 November, 1838).
1 suppose you will be in Hart St. to-morrow, the
‘14th. I write because I cannot avoid wishing to be the
person to tell Mrs Lyell and yourself that I have the
very good, and shortly since very unexpected fortune, of
2 to be married. The lady is my cousin, Miss Emma
the sister of Hensleigh Wedgwood, and of the
t brother who married my sister, 50 we are connected
by manifold ties, besides on my part by the most sincere
love and hearty gratitude to her for accepting such a one

88 myself.

1 determined when last at Maer to try my clnnoe, but
VOL. 1.
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I hardly expected such good fortune would turn up for
me. I shall be in town in the middle or latter end of the
ensuing week. I fear you will say T might very well have
left my story untold till we met. But I deeply feel your
kindness and friendship towards me, which in truth, I may
say, has been one chief source of happiness to me ever
since my return to England: o you must excuse me. Iam
well sure, that Mrs Lyell, who has sympathy for everyone
near her, will give me her hearty congratulations.
Believe me my dear Lyell,
Yours most truly obliged,
CHas. DARWIN.

Dr Darwin to Josiah Wedgwood.
Dear WEDGWOOD, SHREWSBURY, 13 Nov. 1838.
Emma having accepted Charles gives me as great
happiness as Jos having married Caroline, and 1 cannot
say more.

On that marriage Bessy said she should not have had
more pleasure if it had been Victoria, and you may assure
her I feel as grateful to her for Emma, as if it had been
Martineau herself that Charles had obtained. Pray give
my love to Elizabeth, I fear I ought to condole with her, as
the loss will be very great.

Ever, dear Wedgwood, your affectionate Brother,

R. W. Darwix.

Josiah Wedgwood to Dr Darwin.

My pEAR DOCTOR, MAER, 16 Nov., 1838,
A good, chearful, and affectionate daughter is the
greatest blessing a man can have, after a good wife—if
1 could have given such a wife to Charles without parting
with a daughter there would be no drawback from my
entire satisfaction in bestowing Emma upon him. You
lately gave up a daughter—it is my turn now. At our
time of life our happiness must be in a great measure re-
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mem our families, and I think there are few fathers

~ who have on the whole more cause to be satisfied with the
conduct and present circumstances and future prospects of
our families. I could have parted with Emma to no one
for whom I would so soon and so entirely feel as a father,
and I am happy in believing that Charles entertains the
kindest feelings for his uncle-father.

I propose to do for Emma what I did for Charlotte and
for three of my sons, give a bond for £5,000, and to allow
her £400 a year, as long as my income will supply it,
which I have no reason for thinking will not be as long as
1 live.

Give my love to your fireside and believe me,
Affectionately yours,
Josiarn WEDGWOOD-

My pear UNoLE,

I have begged a bit of Papa's letter to thank you
from my heart for the delightful way in which you have
received me into your family, and to thank my dear Marianne
and Susan for their affectionate notes, which gave me the
greatest pleasure. One of the things that gave me most
happiness is Charles’s thorough affection and value for
Papa. I am, my dear uncle, yours affectionately,

Exyva W.

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

My pEar Exva, i oo xsaa].x s

Marianne and Susan will have told you what ]oy
and lupprmms ehe news gave all here. We have had in-
J ; and the one lusion I exult in is
Mthvvumvermyoneuolnckyulhsvebem or so
2ood as you. Indeed I can assure you, many times since
leaving Maer, I have thought how little I expressed how
much I owe to you; and as often as I think this, I vow to
try to make myself good enough somewhat to deserve you.
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I hope you have taken deep thought about the sundry
knotty points you will have to decide on. We must have a
great deal of talk together when I come back on Saturday.
Do have a fire in the Library—it is such a good place to have
some quiet talk together. The question of houses, suburbs
versus central London—rages violently around each fire-
place in this house. Suburbs have rather the advantage at
present; and this, of course, rather inclines one to seek out
the arguments on the other side. The Governor gives much
good advice to live, wherever it may be, the first year
prudently and quietly. My chief fear is, that you will find,
after living all your life with such large and agreeable parties
as Maer only can boast of, our quiet evenings dull. You
must bear in mind, as some young lady said, * all men are
brutes,” and that I take the line of being a solitary brute,
80 you must listen with much suspicion to all arguments
in favour of retired places. I am so selfish, that I feel to
have you to myself is having you so much more completely
that I am not to be trusted. Like a child that has something
it loves beyond measure, I long to dwell on the words my
owndear Emma. As Iam writing just as things come upper-
most in my mind, I beg of you not to read my letters to
anyone, for then I can fancy T am sitting by the side of my
own dear future wife, and to her own self I do not care
what nonsense I talk—so let me have my way, and scribble,
without caring whether it be sense or nonsense, . . .

My father echoes and re-echoes uncle Jos’s words, * You
have drawn a prize!” Certainly no man could by possi-
bility receive a more cordial welcome than I did from
every one at Maer on Monday morning, My life has been
very happy and very fortunate, and many of my pleasantest
remembrances are mingled up with scenes at Maer, and now
it is crowned. My own dear Emma, I kiss the hands with
all humbleness and gratitude, which haveso filled up for me
the cup of happiness—It is my most earnest wish I may
make myself worthy of you. Good-bye.

Most affectionately yours,
CHas. DARWIN.
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1 would tear this letter up, and write it again, for it is a
very silly one, but I can’t write a better one.
Since writing the former part the post has brought in
own dear note to Katty. You tell me to be a good
boy, and so I must be, but let me earnestly beg of you
not to make up your mind in a hurry : you say truly Elizabeth
never thinks of herself, but there is another person who never
thinks of herself, but now she has to think of two people,
and I am, thank Heaven for it, that other person. You must
be absolute arbitress, but do, dear Emma, remember life
is short, and two months is the sixth part of the year, and
that year, the first, from which for my part, things shall
hereafter date. Whatever you do will be right, but it
will be too good to be unselfish for me until T am part of von
—Dearest Emma, good-bye.

| Emma Wedgwood to Madame Sismondi.

My pEAR AUNT JESSIE, MaxR, Nov. 15th [1838].

Nothing is pleasanter than writing good news, and
1 am sure you will be pleased with what I have to tell you.
When you asked me about Charles Darwin, I did not tell
you half the good I thought of him for fear you should
suspect something, and though I knew how much I liked
him, I was not the least sure of his feelings, as he is so
affectionate, and so fond of Maer and all of us, and demon-
strative in his manners, that I did not think it meant any-
thing, and the week I spent in London on my return from
Paris, 1 felt sure he did not care about me, only that he
was very unwell at the time. He came to see us in the
month of August, was in very high spirits and 1 was very
happy in his company, and had the feeling that if he saw
more of me, he would really like me. He came down again
last, Thursday with aunt Fanny, and on Sunday he spoke
to me, which was quite a surprise, as I thought we might
80 on in the sort of friendship we were in for years, and
very likely nothing come of it after all. I was too much
bewildered all day to feel my happiness and there was a
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large party in the house, so we did not tell anybody except
Papa and Elizabeth and Catherine. Dear Papa, I wish
you could have seen his tears of joy, for he has always
had a great regard for Charles, and Charles looks up to
him with the greatest reverence and affection. I believe
we both looked very dismal (as he had a bad headache)
for when aunt Fanny and Jessie [Wedgwood] went to bed
they were wondering what was the matter and almost
thought something quite the reverse had happened. Fanny
Hensleigh was ’cuter, and knew quite well what had hap-
pened. I went into their rooms at night, and we had a
large party talking it over till very late, when I was seized
with hunger, and Hensleigh went down to forage in the
kitchen and found a loaf and 2 Ib. butter and a carving
knife, which made us an elegant refection. Catherine was
delighted, indeed I was so glad to find that all of them
had been wishing for it and settling it. It is a match that
every soul has been making for us, so we could not have
helped it if we had not liked it ourselves. He and Catherine
went off to Shrewsbury on Monday, so that I had not much
to do with him, but we had time for some satisfactory little
talks which made us feel at ease.

I must now tell you what I think of him, first premising
that Eliz. thinks pretty nearly the same, as my opinion
may not go for much with you. He is the most open,
transparent man I ever” ) and gvery word expresses his
real though Heis p i and very nice
to his father and mt.em, and perfectly sweet tempered,
and possesses some minor qualities that add particularly to
one’s happiness, such as not being fastidious, and being
humane to animals. We shall live in London, where he is
fully occupied with being Secretary to the Geological
Society and conducting a publication upon the animals of
Australia® I am so glad he is a busy man. Dear Eliz.
rejoices most sweetly with me and forgets herself entirely,
as, without meaning a compliment to myself, I am afraid
she must miss me very much. 1 am sure I could not have

1 The Zoology of the Voyage of the “ Beagle.”
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 prought myself to rejoice in her marrying. Mamma takes

it very comfortably and amuses herself a good deal with
lanning about houses, and wedding-cake, which
last we were in hopes she would not have thought of, as
it is a useless trouble and expense. I bless the railroad
every day of my life, and Charles is so fond of Maer that
1 am sure he will always be ready to steam down whenever
he can, so that we shall always be within reach of home.
1 think I have egotized nearly enough, but I feel sure that
you and my dear uncle will enter entirely into my happiness.
Catherine and Charles’s return home made a great sen-
sation, for she had written word that they were not coming
till Tuesday. Susan says the Dr looked very much pleased
when he heard the cause of their return. Aunt Sarah was
delighted ; she told Eliz. she had quite given it up in despair.
‘We are going to dine with her to-day, when we shall do a
considerable quantity of talking. I don't think it of as
much consequence as she does that Charles drinks no wine,
but I think it & pleasant thing. The real crook in my lot
I have withheld from you, but I must own it to you sooner
or later. It is that he has a great dislike to going to the
play, so that I am afraid we shall have some domestic dis-
sensions on that head. On the other hand he stands concerts
very well. He told me he should have spoken to me in
August but was afraid, and I was pleased to find that he
Wwas not very sure of his answer this time. It was certainly
& very 'y fear. Charlotte d home before he
came, which was very vexatious, and I am afraid she is too
good a wife to leave her husband again so soon. I have
been writing a good many letters so I will wish you good
bye, my dearest. Give my tenderest of loves to M. Sis-
mondi. I now rejoice more than ever in having met you at
Paris. Your affectionate

Em. W.

I went strait into the Sunday School after the important
interview, but found I was turning into an idiot and so
came away.
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Monsi i i to Hmma W 8

Cuire EMMA, CriNg, 23 Novembre, 1838,

Cest moi qui prens la plume avant ma femme,
parceque jo veux étre le premier & embrasser, au moins,
en idée, ma jolie niéce, & la féliciter du bonheur que je vois
commencer pour elle, ou si elle est trop fisre pour le
permettre, & me féliciter du moins moi-méme de ce que
cette charmante personne, si faite pour le mariage, si faite
pour répandre du bonheur autour d’elle, va enfin accomplir
sa destinée. Tout ce qu’on peut désirer dans un époux me
semble réuni dans celui & qui vous donnez la main, je mets
au premier rang de ses qualités le bon golt de vous avoir
choisie et d’avoir su vous plaire, mais il a tenu déja beau-
coup de place dans leslettres de toute votre famille quoique
aucune ne m’eut préparé a ce qu'il en devint partie, et toutes
donnoient I'envie de le connoitre et de l'aimer. Cette envie
est redoublée & présent que ma gentille niéce fait avec
lui la plus grosse de ses aloueltes comme elle les appelle;
j'espére et je compte que vous lui ferez voir notre Suisse, et
que vous nous le ferez voir.

Il & un grand ouvrage & publier, tant mieux; c'est une
garantie de bonheur pour la femme autant que pour le
mari, qu'une occupation sédentaire, mais il y aura un tems
de relache, et pendant cette intermission du travail, je
P'espére, vous viendrez nous voir pendant que nous durons
encore. . . .

Chére Emma, dites & votre pére, je vous prie, combien
je prens part & sa joie. Nous disons ici que I'amitié a
besoin de communications reguliéres, je les regrette bien ~
vivement avec Iui; je voudrois de tems en tems renouveler
des sentiments, des pensées, des témoignages et son souvenir,
mais an moins il me fait éprouver que votre maniére anglaise
d’étre mort I'un pour P'autre dés qu’on est séparé, n’ébranle
point 'amitié, car je sens pour lui la méme vivacité d’affec-
tion, le méme respect pour son caractére, la méme joie dans
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e, que i je I'avois vu encore hier. Rappelez-moi avec
sincére amitié & tout les vétres, préparez votre époux
wouloir un peu de bien, et aimez-moi—adien.

J. C. L. pB SisMONDL

W Madome Sismonds 1o her nisce Emma Wedguood.

Sismondi has taken the first place on my sheet of paper
scause he would not be limited in space, for the expression
' his sympathy in your happiness. Dearest Emma, I
aeeive no greater happiness this side heaven than that
ﬁum at this moment enjoying. Everything I have
ever heard of C. Darwin I have particularly liked, and
have long wished for what has now taken place, that he
would woo and win you. I love him all the better that
ho unites to all his other qualifications that most rare
one of knowing how well to chuse a wife, a friend, com-
mother of his children, all of which men in general
think of. I am glad you bring Elizabeth as voucher
of the pretty character you have given of him, T might per-
haps not have believed all on your word only, but I should
have believed you thought so, and have enjoyed with you
‘the exquisite happiness you must ily feel in saying,
such is my protector, guide, friend, companion for the rest
% and God grant you a long and happy one together.
Pé some of your larks may bring you out to us before
] cares and business make you prisoners. I know I
shall love him. I knew you would be a Mrs Darwin from
your hands! . . . Now that your person will belong to
another as well as yourself, I beg you not to go to Cran-
‘bourne Alley to cloathe it, nor even to the Palais Royal.
;‘dq not believe in the economy of it; a substantially good
thing is never to be found in such places. I will answer
for Jessie's Paris hat, lasting ot least two of yours. But
be that as it will, if you do pay a little more, be always
in good taste; do not despise those little cares

! Palmistry. Madame Sismondi loved the minor superstitions.
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which give everyone more pleasing looks, because you
know you have married a man who is above caring for
such little things. No man is above caring for them, for
they feel the effect imperceptibly to themselves. 1 have
seen it even in my half-blind husband. The taste of
men m almoet universally good in all that relxtes to
dress and They are th

little aware of it, because they are seldom called to judge
of it, but let them choose and it is always simple and
handsome, so let those be your piédestals. You have given
me no intimation when the wedding is to take place, if
I had & mind to go to it. Yet that is always the first
question put after an information of that sort.

A match here which had set everybody talking, has
just been broken off in a way which has set them talking
still more, and which I, worldly as I am, find quite sublime.
One of our oldest English baronets, with a show place for
beauty in England, with £30,000 per ann., fell in love with
a daughter of one of our pasteurs, with whom the baronet
had been en pension. He had neither father nor mother to
consult, but Mons. Eymer, the girl’s father, refused his
consent for two years, saying his daughter was too young.
This autumn Sir J. Tlmseul ufaruleanmahonttbe

name p d by a forei h to
claim his promise tmd his bride, preceded by a magnificent
suite of di ds and other i gifts. The day

was fixed, but Mlle. Eymer, only 17, became more and
more sad. At last she told her father, “I have been
dazzled by the offer, but I do not love him; I have never
known a happy moment since 1 accepted him. I feel all
my happiness remains in my own country and my own
family. I therefore retract my promise and will not go
with him.” Her father represented to her that she must
never hope to marry another, that affairs between them
had gone too far, she had been too long considered the
wife of another for any Genevais ever to think of her, but
to do as she pleased. She said she was quite aware of the
truth of what he said, but if she never quitted the parental
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roof she would not leave it then, and for a man she did
not love: so packed up her diamonds and other gifts, and
returned them to the baronet with his congé. He is on his
road to England, sick of love and disappointment, and she
js making a little tour with her mother while the wonder
lasts. She tried on her diamonds before returning them,
and shewing herself in them to her mother, ** Regarde-moi
bien Maman, car trés assurément tu ne me verras jamais
plus en diamans.” Her decision taken, she was gay with
joy, and had hardly once smiled when her greatness hung
over her. Now do not judge this after your 3 or 400 pr.
ann. or your father’s comfortable establishment, but after
‘a Swiss pasteur’s daughter, a dowerless girl, one who will
probably be obliged to have recourse to some occupation
to aid even her simple way of living, and tell me if it is
not sublime at 17 to know so well where and how to fix
her happiness.
‘What angelic love is that of sisters! Dear Elizabeth’s
joicings in your happi are a proof. That
men are the greatest fools that walk the earth is proved
in her being still to be asked for. May God bless her,
and you all indeed, and give you, my dearest Emma, all
the happiness you anticipate and I fervently wish you.
J. 8.

Her two earliest friends Georgina and Ellen Tollet wrote
as follows. Their friendship in after life included my father,
and was only ended by death. I inherited my share and
have the happiest memories of these two able and delightful
‘women.

Georgina Tollet to Emma Wedgwood.

My DEAR, DEAR Eania, [13 or 14 Nov., 1838.]
T hope I am as glad as I ought to be at the thing
happening that I have been longing for, but you ought to
be gratified at my selfish sorrow when I think of losing my
earliest friend. It is seldom one thinks two people so
enviable as we think you and Charles; we think you as lucky
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as you could possibly wish, but we must allow that we have
still better reason to know that he is indeed a blessed man.
I certainly was surprised at its coming so soon; it was very
handsome in him to fancy he doubted. It is very like a
marriage of Miss Austen’s, can I say more! Those greedy
girls Ellen and Carry are crying out to write. You must
come any day before Friday in the week. I don't give
Catherine Darwin any credit for what you call her good
nature. 1 shall write to her soon and tell her what I think
of her Juck.
Heaven bless you, Your loving friend,
G. ToLLeT.

Ellen. Tollet to Emma Wedgwood.

. You two will be quite too happy together, and I hope
you will have a chimney that smokes, or something of that
sort to prevent your being quite intoxicated. It will be
quite enchanting to come and see you, but you will be an
untold loss. You are the only single girl of our own age in
this country worth caring much for—but life is short and
one ought to be cheerful as long as one is neither cold nor
hungry, I am both just now.

Chs-lefe ﬁru, as hk‘f Iaztgu shew, very fnfrQ lt.h; mbaz
rmgatooowqum mma appears wve felt doul
umlu Ebub{n done,tgnhfethstmmoof
tehing nursing. Her father was now in broken
hulth and was troubled with & shaking palsy. Her mother
long been a complete invalid.

No letters from my mother to my father have been pre-
served, either before or after marriage. Whether she
destroyed them on his death, or whether he did not keep
them, I do not know, but he had not the habit of keegl:g
Jetters except those of scientific interest. A selection from
those he wrote to her di the engagement, all of which
she carefully treasured, are given.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
[Postmark, 23 Nov., 1838], Aranx mv, Tuesday Night.

.. . I positively can do nothing, and have done nothing
this whole week, but think of you and our future life.—You
may then well imagine how I enjoy seeing your hand-
writing. 1 should have written yesterday but waited for
your letter: pray do not talk of my waiting till I have time
for writing or inclination to do so.—It is a very high en-
joyment to me, as I cannot talk to you, and feel your pres-
ence by having your own dear hand within mine. I will now
relate my annals: On Saturday I dined with the Lyells, and
spent one of the pleasantest evenings I ever did in my life.
Lyell grew qmte xmdacmus at the thoughta of having a
married and prop gomg to dine
at the Athenszum together and leaving our wives at home.
Poor man, he would as soon “ eat his head > as do such an
action, whilst I feel as yet as bold as a lion. We had much
geological and economical talk, the latter very profitable.
By the way if you will take my advice, you will not think
of reading [Lyell’s] Elements [of Geology], for depend upon
it you will hereafter have plenty of geology. On Sunday
evening Erasmus took me to drink tea with the Carlyles;
it was my first visit. One must always like Thomas, and I
felt particularly well towards him, as Erasmus had told me
be had propounded that a certain lady was one of the
nicest girls he had ever seen. Jenny [Mrs Carlyle] sent
some civil messages to you, but which, from the effects of
‘an hysterical sort of giggle, were not very intelligible. It
is high treason, but I cannot think that Jenny is either quite
natural or lady-like. . . .

And now for the great question of houses. Erasmus
and myself have taken several very long walks; and the
difficulties are really frightful. Houses are very scarce and
the landlords are all gone mad, they ask such prices.
Erasmus takes it to heart even more than I do, and de-
clares I ought to end all my letters to you “ yours incon-
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solably.” This day I have given up to deep cogitations
regarding the future, in as far as houses are concerned.
It would take up too much paper to give all the pros and
cons : but I feel sure that a central house would be best for
both of us, for two or three years. I am tied to London,
for rather more than that period; and whilst this is the
case, I do not doubt it is wisest to reap all the advantages
of London life: more especially as every reason will urge
us to pay frequent visits to real country, which the suburbs
never afford. After the two or three years are out, we then
might decide whether to go on living in the same house, or
suburb, supposing I should be tied for a little longer to
London, and ultimately to decide, whether the pleasures of
retirement and country (gardens, walks, &c.) are preferable
to society, &c., &c. It is no use thinking of this question
at present. I repeat, I do not doubt your first decision
was right: let us make the most of London, whilst we are
compelled to be there; the case would be different if we
were deciding for life, for then we might wish to possess
the advantages both of country and town, though both in
& lesser degree, in the suburbs.

After much deliberate talk (especially with the Liyells)
1 have no doubt that our best plan will be to furnish slowly
a house for ourselves—it will be far more economical both
in money and time; but not in comfort just at first.—Will you
rough it a little at first ?

I clearly see we shall be obliged to give at least £120 for
our house, if not a little more. . . . 1 will steadily go on
looking and pondering: I believe I have good reason for the
points I have spoken on; but I wish much to hear all sug-
gestions from you. . . .

Until yesterday I intended to have paid Maer a visit
on Thursday week, the day after the Geolog. Soc., but
yesterday I heard of the death of the mother of Mr Owen,
who was to write the next number of the Government
work, which now he will not probably be able to do, and T
am put to my wit’s end to get some other number ready.
How long this will delay me I can hardly yet tell. I hope
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most earnestly not long, for I am impatient to see you
B Tt is most provoking I cannot settle down to work
in earnest, just at the very time I most want to do so.
There is the appendix of the Journal and half-a-dozen
things besides this unlucky number, all waiting my good

svery night I make vows and break them in the
morning. I do long to be seated beside you again, in the
Library ; one can then almost feel in anticipation the happi-
ness to come. I have just read your letter over again for
the fifth time. My own dear Emma, I feel as if I had
been guilty of some very selfish action in obtaining such a
good dear wife with no sacrifice at all on my part. . . .

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

[30 November, 1838], Friday Evening.
[After many details on house hunting and domestic affairs.]

Powers of sentimentality forgive me for sending such a
letter: it surely ought to have been written on foolscap
paper, and closed with a wafer. I told you I should write
to you as if you really were my own dear, dear wife, and
have not I kept my word most stoutly ? My excuse must
be, I have seen no one for these two days: and what can
a man have to say, who works all morning in describing
hawks and owls, and then rushes out and walks in a be-
wildered manner up one street and down another, looking
out for the words “To let.” I called, however, to-day on
the Lyells. I cannot tell you how particularly pleasant
and cordial Lyell’s manner has been to me: I am sure he
will be a steady and sure friend to both of us. He told me
he heard from his sister (whom I know) in Seotland this
morning, and she says, “So Mr Darwin is going to be
married: I suppose he will be buried in the country, and
lost to geology.” She little knows what a good, strict wife
I am going to be married to, who will send me to my
lossons and make me better, I trust, in every respect, as



gave me a very long and solemn lecture on the extreme im-
pormoo for our fature comfort during our whole London
lives, of choosing llowly and delibenuly our. vinm

every
i must, ufromm lati mdnd
M(Mhﬁm“ﬁwegivonpmwhhﬁmw

the truth of his words before we have lived a year in London.
How provokingly small the paper is, my own very dear
Emma.

Good-night, C. D.

Emma Wedguwood to Monsieur and Madame Sismondsi.

My pEar Uscue, Max, Fridoy, Dec. 28, 1838.

I have been a long time without thanking you for
your kind, affectionate letter, which gave me the greatest
pleasure, but I have been away to London with Fanny
and Hensleigh to help Charles to look for a house. I
thought we should only have to walk out into the street
and take one, but we found it very difficult, and after a
fortnight’s hard work I came home without having taken
any, but I heard yesterday that Charles had succeeded in
taking one that we had very much set our hearts upon
in Gower Street, so that is very pleasantly settled.

How I should enjoy coming to see you and my dear
sunt Jessie; and I have some hopes that we shall accom-
plish it some day or other, as Charles has the most lively
wish to see Switzerland and the Alps, and then I should
send him off to geologise at Chamounix by himself, and I
should stay with you. But I am afraid it cannot be this
year or next either, he is too busy. I quite agree with you
in the happiness of having plenty to do. You don’t seem
nnﬂsﬁudo(mﬂngmvmmwhﬁymny,hutw
1 don’t think you will give me any worse feeling than
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gratitude and affection in return for yours. Iam

to write about dress and all sorts of frivolity to aunt

as I think it will suit her better than you, so I will

wish you goodbye, my very dear uncle, and believe me, yours
affectionately, Exma W. Papa wishes to speak for him-

'ﬂunk you, my dear aunt Jeme, for your warm con-
and with my h I was very
‘lﬂ‘hmm home last Saturday, as I grudge every day
away from home now. Fanny and Hensleigh look so com-
fortable in their nice little house that I feel quite sorry
to think how soon they must give it up. We had a fly
every day and used to go into town to look at houses and
[buy] my clothes, and I think I have obeyed your orders,
for though I have not bought many things, they are all
very dear and the milliner’s bill would do your heart good
to see. I have bought a sort of greenish-grey rich silk for
the wedding, which I expect papa to approve of entirely,
and a remarkably lovely white chip bonnet trimmed with
blonde and flowers. Harriet has given me a very hand-
some plaid satin, a dark one, which is very gorgeous, hand-
somely made up with black lace; and that and my blue
Paris gown, which I have only worn once, and the other
blue and white sort of thing will set me up for the present.
Jessie and Susan gave Fanny strict orders not to let me be
shabby. (And a grand velvet shawl too.) Our gaieties
were first going to the play, which Charles actually proposed
0 do himself but I am afraid it was only a little shewing
off. It was the Tempest, and we all thought it very tire-
some (I shall like plays I know still, notwithstanding).
We also went to a party at Sir Robert Inglis’s, who is the
kindest of men and shook me by the hand * till our hearts
‘were like to break,” and I did not know when we could leave
off again.

Another day we dined at the Aldersons and met a family
of Sam Hoares. I thought I knew the young ladies’ faces
very well, and soon discovered that they had come over in
Wﬁﬂ: us. They all looked full of happmeu

13
Y
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Andgoodnm.uwellu-hmﬂwronhurl.-ymohrgy
man. The presence of so much made Georgina
feel very good too, for she was in the happiest state of
affectation I ever saw.

I admire your little pasteur’s daughter extremely, but
1 think she should have been a little more sorry for the
baronet, though he was rich.

Mama is quite well. I must tell yon what sort of a house
ours is that you may fancy me. A front drawing-room with
three windows, and a back one, rather smaller, with a cheer-
ful look-out on a set of little gardens, which will be of great
value to us in summer to take a mouthful of fresh air; and
that will be our sitting-room for quietness’ sake. It is
furnished, but rather ugly. Goodbye, my dearest, no more
room.

It was evident that in choosing their house neither
msave a thought to its looks. That it should be
have the requisite number of rooms and be in &
where they wished to live were the sole

oonddanmom

This house, 12, Upper Ga'er Streoe (afterwards 110,

Gomaemt),nmvm 's premises. 1 well
lemombulwwm'i ofunhnjhedovartheuglmnloi
ture with which they began life. * Macaw Cot-

furnit
ﬁa” he christened the house in allusion to the gaudy
lours of the walls and furniture.

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

Saturday Afternoon (29 December, 1838
My pEAR EMma,

I am tired with having been all day at business
work, but T cannot let a post go by without writing to tell
you Gower Street is ours, yellow curtains and all. I have
to-day paid some advance money, signed an agreement, and
had the key given over to me, and the old woman informed
me I was her master henceforth. . . . I long for the day
wlwnvelhdlenmthehauuwgstlm"howmlt
will Le to see you seated by the fire of our own house. Oh,
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M it, were the 14th instead of the 24th. Good-bye, my own
~ dear Emma.

I find 1 must wait in town till the latter end of next
week, on account of the lease and paying the money, and
guspect I must attend the Geolog. Soc. on the 9th, so my
plans are hampered. But what does anything signify to
the possessor of Macaw Cottage ?

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

Jan. 1, 1839. 1! 12, Urrer GOWER STREET !!
My pEAR Emna,

Many thanks for your two most kind, dear, and
affectionate letters, which I received this morning. I will
finish this letter to-morrow. I sit down just to date and
begin it, that I may enjoy the infinite satisfaction of writing
to my own dear wife that is to be, the very first evening of

entering our house. After writing to you on Saturday
evening I thought much of the happy future, and in conse-
quence did not close my eyes till long past 2 o’clock, awoke
at 5 md could not, go to sleep—got up and set to work with
the goo 1 of ding a quiet day—about 11
’olook found that would never do, so rang for Conington
and said, “ I am very sorry to spoil your Sunday, but begin
‘packing up I must, as I cannot rest.” * Pack up Sir, what
for 2 said Mr Conington with his eyes open with astonish-
ment, as if it was the first notice he had received of my
flitting,  So we arranged some of the specimens of Natural
History, but did no real packing up. I, however, sorted a
multitude of papers. This morning however we began
early and in earnest, and I may be allowed to boast, when I
say that by half-past three we had two large vans full of
goods, well and carefully packed. By six o'clock we had
them all safely here. There is nothing left but some few
dozen drawers of shells, which must be carried by hand. I
was astounded, and so was Erasmus, at the bulk of my
luggage, and the pomn were even more s0 at the weight
of those my C p There never
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was 5o good a house for me, and I devoutly trust you will
approve of it equally. The little garden is worth its weight
in gold. About 8 o’clock the old lady here cooked me some
eggs and bacon (as I had no dinner) and with some tea I
felt supremely comfortable. How I wish my own dear lady
had been here. My room is so quiet, that the contrast to
Marlborough [Street] is as remarkable as it is delightful.
Tt is now near 9, and I will write no more, as I am thoroughly
tired in the legs, but wish you a good night, my own good
dear Emma, C.D.

Tuesday morning. Once more I must thank you for
your letters, which I have just read. I have been busy at
work all morning, and have made my own room quite
charming, so comfortable. The only difficulty is that T
have not things enough /! to put in all the drawers and

I can neither write nor think about anything but
the house, I am in such spirits at our good fortune.
Erasmus & Co. used to be always talking of the immense
advantage of Chester Square being so near the Park. Would
you believe it I find by the compasses we are as near, within
100 yards of Regent’s Park as Chester Square is to Green
Park. 1 quite agree with you that this houseis far pleasanter
than Gordon Square. In two more days I shall be quite
settled, and this change from mental [to] bodily work, will
I do not doubt rest me, so that I trust to be able to finish
my Glenroy Paper and enjoy my country Holiday with a
clear conscience.

Charles Darwin lo Emma Wedgwood.
Wednesday Evening, ATaEN 20 [2 Jan., 1839],
My pEAR Emma,

After a good day’s work, here am I sitting very
comfortably, and feeling just that degree of lassitude
which a man enjoys after a day’s shooting terminated by
an excellent dinner. All my goods are in their proper
places, and one of the front attics (henceforward to be
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*called the Museum) is quite filled, but holds everything very

‘well. I walked for half-an-hour in the garden to-day and
‘much enjoyed the advantage of so easily getting a mouthful
of air. Erasmus’s dinner yesterday was a very pleasant
one: Carlyle was in high force, and talked away most
steadily; to my mind Carlyle is the best worth listening to of
‘any man I know. The Hensleighs were there and were very
pleasant also. Such society, 1 think, is worth all other
and more brilliant kinds many times over. I find I cannot
by any exertion get up the due amount of admiration for
Mrs Carlyle: 1 do not know whether you find it so; but T
am not able to understand half the words she speaks, from
her Scotch pronunciation. She certainly is very far from
natural; or to use the expression Hensleigh so often quotes,
she is not an unconscious
I long for the hour of mduotmg yon into the glory, I

dare not say comfort, of Gower Street. 1 wish I could
make the drawing. look as ble as my own
studio: but I daresay a fire will temporarily make things
better, but the day of some signal reform must come, other-
Wise our taste in harmonious colours will assuredly be
spoilt for the rest of our lives. . . .

Charles Darwin to BEmma Wedgwood.

8t Night, 12, UrPER GOWER STREET,
My pEAR Ewya, ey T T 530

I have just returned from my little dinner at the
Lyells’ in which I did some geology and some scrattle about
coal and coal-merchants. You will say it was high time, for
vhmlmemmdbegpnwpontheﬁm Margaret said,
*“You must take care, Sir, there is only one lump left for
to-night and to-morrow morning. .

You will say that the hnmmmgood when you hear
that T have lost all wish of going beyond the limits of tho
spacious and beautiful garden. To-day, however, it rained
0 heavily that I had my walk in the drawing-room. With
a little judgment we shall make the room comfortable, I
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cansee. Ihave been trying the plan of workmg for an hour
before breakf and find it ly. 1 jump
up (following Sir W. Scott’s rule, for, as he says, once turn
on your side and all is over), at 8, and breakfast at 10, so
that I get rather more than an hour, and begin again at'11
quite fresh. You see I quote Sir W. Scott. I am reading
in the evenings at the Athenzum his life, and am in the
sixth volume. I never read anything so interesting as his
diary, and yet somehow I do not feel much reverence, or
even affection towards him, excepting to be sure, when he
is talking about Johnnie, his grandson. I am well off for
books, for I have a second in hand there almost more in-
teresting, and that is poor Mungo Park’s travels, which I
never read before. It is enough to make one angry to
think that having escaped once, he would return again:
and yet to a man possessing the coolness under danger
which Park had, I can fancy nothing so intensely inter-
esting as exploring such a wonderful country: it is a strange
mixture our love of excitement and tranquillity. . . .

I wish the awful day was over. I am not very tranquil
when I think of the procession: it is very awesome. By
the bye, I am glad to say the 24th is on a Thursday, so we
shall not be married on an unlucky day. I have been very
extravagant and ordered a great many new clothes. Mr
Stewart wanted me to have a blue coat and white trousers,
but I vowed I would only put on clothes in which I could
travel away decently. I want you very much to come and
take charge of the purse strings as I have already bought
several things which I do not much want. . . .

You tell me to mention when I received your last letter:
it came on Friday, the day after it was written.—Good mght
and good-bye, my dearest.

Monday morning. Fanny has just called. She has made
enquiries about the cook, whom Sarah recommended, and
has decided she is the best, and therefore has agreed to take
her at £14. 14. 0. per year with tea and sugar.

The Hensleighs have strongly urged me to send the odious
yellow curtains to the dyers at once, and have them stained
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 yery pale drab, slate, or grey colour: Now will you send me

- word by return of post whether you would like me to do so

and choose to trust to my taste and that of the Dyers, or
whether you choose to wait till after our marriage. . . .

The marriage was fixed for January 20th, 1839, at Maer-
made one hurried visit there in the middle of
January, and on his return to Gower Street, wrote:

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
Sunday Night, Aty zum [20 Jan., 1839],

. . . I cannot tell you how much I enjoyed my Maer
visit, I felt in anticipation my future tranquil life: how I
do hope you may be as happy as I know I shall be: but
it frightens me, as often as I think of what a family you
have been one of. T was thinking this morning how it
came that I, who am fond of talking and am scarcely ever
out of spirits, should so entirely rest my notions of happi-
ness on quietness and a good deal of solitude. But I believe
the explanation is very simple. It is that during the five
years of my voyage (and indeed I may add these two last),
which from the active manner in which they have been
passed may be said to be the commencement of my real
life, the whole of my pleasure was derived from what passed
in my mind while admiring views by myself, travelling
across the wild deserts or glorious forests, or pacing the deck
of the poor little Beagle at night. Excuse this much egotism,
1 give it you because I think you will humanize me, and soon
teach me there is greater happiness than building theories
and accumulating facts in silence and solitude. My own
dearest Emma, I earnestly pray you may never regret
the great, and I will add very good deed, you are to per-
form on the Tuesday. My own dear future wife, God bless

you.

I will not be solemn any more, but will tell you of an
addition to our plate-room, which is to astonish all Gower
Street. My good old friend Herbert, sent me a very nice
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little note, with a massive silver weapon, which he called
a Forficula (the Latin for an earwig) and which I thought
was to catch hold of soles and flounders, but Erasmus tells
me, is for asparagus—so that two dishes are settled for our
first dinner, namely soup and asparagus, .

The Lyells called on me to-day after o]mmh, as Lyell
was so full of Geology he was obliged to disgorge; and I
dine there on Tuesday for an especial conference. I was
quite ashamed of myself to-day, for we talked for half-an-
hour unsophisticated Geology, with poor Mrs Lyell sitting
by, a monument of patience. I want practice in ill-treating
the female sex. I did not observe Lyell had any com-
punction; T hope to harden my conscience in time; few
husbands seem to find it difficult to effect this. ¥

Since my return I have taken several looks, as you will
readily believe, into the drawing-room. I suppose my
taste in harmonious colours is already deteriorated, for I
declare the room begins to look less ugly. 1 take so much
pleasure in the house, I declare I am just like a great over-
grown child with a new toy; but then, not like a real child,
1 long to have a co-partner and possessor.

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
Baturday, SHREWSBURY [26 Jan., 1839].

. . . The house is in such & bustle, that 1 do not know
what I write. I have got the ring, which is the most im-
portant piece of news I have to tell. My two last days in
London, when I wanted to have most leisure, were rendered
very uncomfortable by a bad headdche, which continued
two days and two nights, so that I doubted whether it ever
meant to go and allow me to be married. The railroad
yesterday, however, quite cured me. Before I came to
Maer last time, I was eager in my mind for the advantage
of going straight home after the awful ceremony. You,
however, made me just as determined on the advantages
of not going straight home, and now your last letter (for
which I return you thanks, for being so good a girl as to
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m) has just put me half way between the two plans.
will give you hopes of my being a very docile husband,
to have become twice an absolute convert to your
c . I settled the matter by telling the housemaid to
have fires lighted on Tuesday, and if we did not come then
to have them Wednesday, so that you may decide precisely
as you please at any moment you please. 1 went as near
a falsehood as any honest man could do, by pretending to
deliberate and saying in a very hesitating voice, ““ You need
not have a fire on Monday,” by which anyone would sup-
pose we were to be married on that morning. Whether I
took them in I do not know. . . .
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CHAPTERJIT
1839

The wedding at Maer—Caroline’s baby dies—Life at Gower Street
Bnsleigh  bosomen: Ragiateas. ot Cabw— Elissheth gives up

{he Sunday. i

Their chil

CrarLEs DARWIN and Emma Wedgwood were married on
Tuesday, the 29th January, 1839, at Maer Church. The
wedding was perfectly quiet, and they went at once to
Upper Gower Street.

-sehool—Charles and Emma’s first visit to Maer—
born Dee. 27, 1839—My mother’s character.

Bmma Darwin to her mother.

Gower StrerT, Thursday [Jan. 31, 1839].
My DEAR Mamwma,

It was quite a relief to me to find on coming out
of Church on Tuesday that you were still asleep, which
spared you and me the pain of parting, though it is only
for a short time. So now we have only the pleasure of
looking forward to our next meeting. We ate our sand-
wiches with grateful hearts for all the care that was taken
of us, and the bottle of water was the greatest comfort.
The house here was blazing with fires and looked very
comfortable and we are getting to think the furniture quite
tasteful. Yesterday we went in a fly to buy an arm-chair,
but it was so slippery and snowy we did not do much.
We picked up some novels at the library. To-day I sus-
pect we shall not go out as it is snowing at a great rate.
1 have been facing the Cook in her own region to-day, and
found fault with the boiling of the potatoes, which I thought
would make a good beginning and set me up a little. On
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i y or Tuesday we are going to give our first dinner-

party to the Hensleighs and Erasmus. T hope the H.’s will
‘gleep here, we shall see them so much more comfortably.
1 came away full of love and gratitude to all the dear
‘affectionate faces I left behind me. They are too many to
particulatize. Tell my dear Eliz. I long to hear from her.
Nothing can be too minute from dear home. I was very

to leave Caroline so uneasy and looking so unwell. I
am impatient to hear of her and the baby. I don’t know
how to express affection enough to my dear, kind Papa. but
he will take it upon trust.

Good-bye, my dearest Mamma,

Your affectionate and very happy daughter,
E.D.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Fanny Allen.

My DEAR FaNNY, MAzR, Friday, Feb. 1, 1839.

1 have no heart to write you an account of the
wedding, it has had such a sad sequel. Yesterday Caroline
lost: her poor baby ... She is as miserable as anyone
can be, but she exerts herself very much, and I think the
best thing to counterbalance her own grief will be her
anxiety about Jos. Of course the chief part of his feeling
is for her, but he often cannot command himself when he
i8 gitting with her, and is obliged to leave the room. She
came into my mother’s room to see us two hours after its
death, which T took exceedingly kindly of her, and came
into the drawing-room this evening to see my mother again
and Charles [Langton] whom she had not seen. She does
her utmost not to yield, but she is very unwell and T never
felt greater pity for anyone in my life. It is quite affecting
to see poor dear Jos’s face and hear his depressed voice.
The Dr [Dr Darwin] came yesterday at 5, and C. had a
good deal of comfort in talking over everything with him,
the more so, I have no doubt, from the exceeding interest
he has always taken in the poor little thing. The funeral
i8 to be to-morrow—Susan and Charlotte, as well as my
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father, will attend. They will go to Fenton in the evening
and Susan will go there on Monday, which I am as glad of
for Jos’s sake (who seems to find her the greatest comfort)
as for 0.’s. It will make him not so unwilling to go as usual
to his employment—but what poor Caroline will find to do
T cannot think; for the last so many months the thoughts
of this precious child and the preparations for it have
occupied her in an intense way that I never saw in anyone
else. But 1 will write no more on this sad subject.

We had such a happy and sweet little letter from Emma
to-day that neither my father nor mother could read it
without tears. . . . The ceremony was got through very
stout-heartedly, and then there was not much more time
but for Em. to change her clothes and pack her wedding
bonnet and sit a little by the dining-room fire with Char-
lotte and me before she set off, and I did not much mind
anything but just the last. It is no small happiness to
have had such a companion of my life for so long; since
the time she could speak, T have never had one moment’s
pain [from) her, and a share of daily pleasure such as fow
people have it in their power to shed around them. I am
more afraid of my father’s missing her than my mother.
They had not to be sure a great deal of talk together, but
her sunny face will leave a vacancy. . . .

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.

Gower StREET, Saturday (2 Feb., 1839].
MY pEAR ELIZABETH,

Your letter was indeed a shock, and one quite un-
expected by me, though not so much so for Charles, as
Susan had told him how much alarmed she was at the
baby’s looks. Poor dear Caroline what fortitude she has.
To-day they are returning home and a miserable return it
will be. I could not believe what was coming when 1 read
your letter.

My dear sweet Elizabeth, how I do thank you for your
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for me. I have been wishing to tell you that though
“own selfish happiness filled my thoughts s much, I
er forgot what your dear affectionate heart would feel
losing me, and I am afraid there are many little troubles
‘Mmﬁm that I helped a little to lighten to you. In
? case 1 never could have behaved as you did; and

m think I'am complimenting myself, for I am sure you

~would miss a sister very much, if she only loved you half

q well as I do you. The time will fly very quick before

‘our Maer visit.

" On Thursday, Charles and I did some shopping, which
professes rather to like, and I bought my moming gown,
of clarety-brown satin turque, very unobjectionable.
1 then we went slopping through the melted snow to
‘Broadwood’s, where we tried the pianoforte which had Mr
1 name written in it, and it sounded beautiful as
far a8 we could judge. If you were virtuous perhaps you
would write a note to Mr Stevens to say that I like it par-
tioularly in every way, and never heard a P. F. I admired
more. We hope to have it home to-day. Yesterday we
trudged out again, and half-ruined ourselves at the plate
, and in the evening we actually went to the play,
thinks will look very well in the eyes of the

]
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, though you and Char. may keep this to
thero is not so affectionate an individual
question to be found anywhere else. After
and impartial opinion I say no more. 1 am
my dear Mama was comfortable all about the
. Give her my best love and to Papa and Charlotte.
I had Fortunatus's cap to come and curl my hair
dear old fire with you and Charlotte. I did so
walks and talks with Charlotte Good-bye, my
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Eux. D.

. Thomas Stevens, founder and first Warden of Bradfield
married Caroline Tollet.
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The piano mentioned Ahmewuhuht.hasprumtto

her. T mmember it well in m handsome mahogany case;

it kept its beauty of tone r than any later pilmo
For tge sake of quiet they 11\73° grand piano and all, in

room’ looking on the garden, which

-moky though it was, was a great boon to their country

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her daughter Emma Darwin.

Maxr, February 4 (1839).

A thousand thanks to you, dearest Emma, for your de-
lightful letter which from the cheerful happy tone of it
drew tears of pleasure from my old eyes. I am truly
thankful to find you so happy, and still more so that you
are sensible of it, and 1 pray heaven that this may only be
the beginning of a life full of peace and tranquillity. My
affection for Charles is much increased by considering him
a8 the author of all your comfort, and I enjoy the thoughts
of your tasty curtains and your arm-chairs, hoping your
Piano js by this time added to them. Mr Stevens is now
below, strumming away upon our old affair, and 1 hope the
girls have told him that you like the one he has fixed upon
for you. . . .

1 have had excellent nights, and have escaped my morn-
ing sicknesses for a good many days. These are among my
present blessings for which I am very thankful. 1 can
write no more except tender love to Charles and to the
Hensleighs and thanks for your letter to Elizabeth. 1 hope
to have another happy letter from you soon. God bless
you, my ever dear, you will have no difficulty in believing
me your affectionate *“ Mum,” E. WEDpewooD.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Marr, Monday Night, February 4 (1830].
My pEarEsT EmMa,
I can hardly tell you how your affectionate ex-
pressions go to my heart. I have felt them too sacred
to read them to anybody but Charlotte, and only part to
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tho’ she is very and very

Wlndpnvmtmelmﬁndwmwwyonm
)w'mdnuveymnoomp\umnt for it was only
! 1 minded much beforehand the thoughts
M m'addingvuamotthmgdvlyl
Whmcomlnmtwn 1 have minded the
Ewmlmu but that will not last, and I

doubly enjoy the piece of your society I shall get,

T shall not have it all. T shall be obliged to practise
wwﬂoiehuuurnowlhvemtyoumhglpm
everything great and small. I have always felt
of the compliments in the letters to my unselfish-
for what mother ever was not rejoiced at a daughter’s
a happy marriage, and people look on it as a thing
3”. And so it is, though there are not many daughters
o gisters have so many qualities for making those they
live with happy. I think indeed Susan runs you hard.
She is gone to-day to Fenton, where she will stay all the
'*“M,Anduhemﬂbeo(hhegmwcomlortw

any

% h-nludymn-dmner-p:ny to-day and I dare say
Charles looked very proud to have you at the head of his
table. I found Mary, the night before last, sitting by my
Wanoemohehdmtoubof&hpcw,"m
Bride's farewell to her Parents,” dated the 20th of January
There really were many pretty thoughts in it.

father says he should like to have a drawing of you,
which T am very glad of. Is Mr Richmond come back ?
I don’t know whether Mr Holmes is better than him or
not, I rather think he is tho'.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Gowsr StrEsT, Tuesday, February 5 [1839).
lrunm.nnm.
I can’t remember what we did on Saturday, except
about a good deal and meeting a pianoforte van in
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Gower Street, to which Charles shouted to know whether it,
was coming to No. 12, and learnt to our great satisfaction
that it was. Besides its own merits, it makes the room
look so much more comfortable, and we expect Hensleigh
and Fanny to be struck dumb to-day at our beautiful
appearance. I have given Charles a large dose of music
every evening.

To-day we feel much excited with the thoughts of our
firs dinner-party, turkey and “ vitings * if you wish to know.
The blue wall looks much better now we have a few prints
and drawings hung up. . . .

I long for some news of poor Caroline. Write quite
openly, for I shall keep your letters to myself, and only
read aloud parts. I hope Charlotte will write to me one of
these days. Give my best love to my dear Mamma and
Papa. 1 hope some of you have complimented Allen on
the way he did the service.

Good-bye, my dear Eliz.

Emma Darwin to her mother.

Gowsr STREEY, Thursday [8th Feb., 1839].
My DEAREST Mamma,

T cannot tell you how pleased I was to see your dear
handwriting and how much I thank you for writing me
such a nice long letter. I shall always preserve it with
great care. I was very glad to find you have had such
comfortable nights. I will now go back to my annals. On
Tuesday . . . Hensleigh came in, quite agitated with happi-
ness at ha.ving obtained this registrarship’ It is such a
wonderful pwca of good fortune I could hardly believe it;
lnd it is g'tven hm m snuh a grtmfymg way, without any

or of anybody. I should like to

know whether it is all Lord John Russe!l L} dm.ng, or whether

Lady Holland has had any hand in it. She has been very

civil lately and sent them 2 dozen apples, &c. Hensleigh

1 ol of rtance
mwm Wﬂ:, ‘:: ﬂee l lou emolument and impor
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not think it will be at all a hard place. He will be
from 10 till 4, about four days a week. Fanny's

She is about the size of Betty Slaney, so I hope
A ot their minds at ease on that point. Our dinner
‘off very well, though Erasmus tells us it was a base
of the Marlborough Street dinners, and certainly
was very striking. But when the plum-
appeared he knocked under, and confessed himself
C very humbly. And then Edward is such a
perfect Adonis in his best livery that he is quite a
sight. Fanny and Hensleigh slept here, and Hensleigh
‘went the next morning to the office. Catherine has very
considerately sent us a 'y paper that we may
800 ourselves in print, and as she drew us up she has all an
author's feelings on the subject. Charles is not quite used
‘to my honours yet, as he took up a letter to me the other
day and could not: conceive who Mrs C. Darwin could mean.
He has set to his work in good earnest now. The Lyells
have called and we were rather sorry to miss them. Yester-
ﬂpy'n settled to sit up in state till four o’clock, to see all
_erowds who should come, but there only came two

. We then walked in the Regent’s Park and were

y in the rain, which agitated us both a good deal for
ar of spoiling my best bonnet. It however was none the
worse. I am very much pleased that Papa wants a draw-
ing of me. I don’t know whether Mr Richmond is come
‘mx will go and get it done when you have seftled who

ik

Charles desires his best love to you. Will you tell Mary,
with my love, that I forgot to tell her about Pitman’s Lec-
tures, which I wish her to have as a Keepsake from me,
and Elizabeth is to get it bound for her.

My mother told me that when they came to London it
Was considered impossible not to keep a man-servant, though
they ":mld have been much happier with only women-

VOL, 1L, 8
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Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood to Mrs Marsh at Boulogne.
4, CurroN TERRACE, NoTTING HILL,
February 13th [1839].

. . . Your New Year’s wishes and hopes do indeed seem
now like prophetic anticipations, my dear Ammne. ... I
must tell you how surprised we have been at this proof of
Ld. John’s good sense and discrimination, and we hear
from Lady Holland that he mentioned his intentions of
offering it as soon as the vacancy was known to him, and
since has written a very pretty letter to Hensleigh to that
effect. It is only to be £500 a year, so we shall not be
extremely rich, and my year’s practice in economy will be
very useful. . . .

You will hear from Mr Marsh that Emma is established
in her new home; and most comfortable and snug they
looked the only day we have as yet broke in on them.
Yesterday they dined here for the first time. Emma is
looking very pretty and unanxious, and I suppose there are
not many two people happier than she and Charles. I want
to know and hear what effect she makes in the London world,
if the word can be applied to such simplicity and trans-
parency, and {to one] who has so little notion of making
an effect. They made their first appearance in the world
at Dr Holland’s, where they had a very pleasant day,
Hibberts, Coltmans, &c. We have been unusually dis-
sipated also of late in the evening party line, and Mr Rogers
has been taking us up, I can’t think why, inviting us to
breakfast and a party, and coming out here to present me
with a lovely copy of his poems. We met a little collection
of blue ladies, H. Martineau, Mrs Austin,! Mrs Marcet, &e.,
which is I believe quite a new line for him. Mrs Austin
is much found fault with for being too aristocratic; since
she has gone to Mayfair they say she only frequents parties
of the highest distinction. . . .

1 Wife of John Austin, philosophical jurist. She was one of the

Taylors of Norwiah, transiator au nnﬂmrof various works, a beauty,
mother of the beantiful Lady Duff Gordon.
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Blizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Masg, Sunday Morning [3;March, 1839).
My pEAR Emma,

It is really quite luxurious of a Sunday morning to
find myself with nothing to do! T am beginning this letter
to you purely to say how pleasant it is. I feel so idle I can
hardly sit to anything else. How much obliged I am to
the beggars for their singular and generous forbearance in
not coming near one of a Sunday, for I cannot imagine
any other motive but kind consideration for me in that
piece of self-denial of theirs, which s clearly so much against
their own interest. About five-and-twenty years I have
had the unsatisfactory bother of that school, and I hope
1 have done with it for life. The other school is not likely
to be very orderly; but I think the children learn, and I mean
to try what some switching of fingers, steadily administered
to Tommy and Billy Philips will do. Tf it does not succeed
they must be turned out. The only time I miss you much
is in my room at night. 1 keep on my fire, and have got a
table full of books, but it will feel at present that you are
gone. Very soon, I hope, it will begin to feel that you are
coming. Good-bye, my dear Em. It is the greatest pleasure
that can be, your letters.

1 well remember my aunt Elizabeth teaching in the
little school she set up close to her Sussex home where she
moved after her parents’ death. There she went regularly
waﬁ.moming for an hour or two. Her delight in giving
1 Maer school makes one appreciate more what the

ort and self-sacrifice must have been in this later work.
The mention of beggars brings up a sad part of her life.
She let herself be preyed upon by all kinds of worthless
people and impostors, and must have done harm, as well
as much good.

i Elizaboti sppeats to have given up teaching the Sunday.school
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Charlotte Langton to her sister Emma Darwin.
My pEar Eamma, [Ox1BURY, March, 1839].

T think it will be a very good plan for your and
Elizth.’s letters to be made to do double duty, and save
you both a good deal of repetition; and it will serve my
purpose very well too, for I sometimes feel it absolutely
necessary to give a sign of life when I have not wherewithal
to fill a sheet or half a sheet, and on those occasions it will
be a great relief to me to have a letter to hook on to. Eliza-
beth seems to enjoy her Sundays very much. Her pity is
thrown away upon me, our Sunday-School is so short.

ion and virtue is all that T mean to teach, other things
being taught at the day school. But as at the end of half-
an-hour I find those topics totally exhausted, I am obliged
to resort to a little reading, and a great relief it is. . . .

Fanny Allen to Mrs Marsh at Boulogne.
MY DEAR ANNE, Texsy, March 5ih [1830].

Your letter has been with me, as a companion, for
nearly six weeks, watching for a quiet couple of hours that
I might tell you what pleasure your warm and affectionate
measure of me gives me. I feel myself of greater value
from your opinion of me. I believe praise, after the age of
vanity, is of great use to character, by raising your own
standard, for it must be a natural feeling not to betray the
opinion those whom you value greatly have formed of you.
Continue to love me, dear Anne, and I will try not to lose
an affection so dear to me. Since I wrote last, indeed
since you wrote, how much the Wedgwoods have enjoyed
and suffered ! Poor Caroline’s sorrow is I am afraid yet

Elizth. bas suffered from the loss of Emma more than
she expected I fancy—her joy at Emma’s happy prospects,
while 1 was there, kept her from falling back on herself and
thinking of her loss, but that time must have come.
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Emma is as happy as possible, as she has always been—
there never was a person born under a happier star than
 ghe, her feclings are the most healthful possible; joy and
sorrow are felt by her in their due proportions, nothing
robs her of the enjoyment that happy circumstances would
paturally give. Her account of her life with Charles Darwin
and in her new ménage is very pleasant.

~ 1 have been long convinced that it is for the happiness
of children that they should not have amusements or

too readily or they become none; a healthful
Wty is the atmosphere of both a good education and
happiness for children. Two of the happiest families I
know are those whose amusements could not be purchased
if they would—there is a curse on all that is bought in that
way. My two examples enjoyed more real pleasure than
those whom I knew had what they coveted unmadntely,
they were always devouring the amusements of the age in
advance, and at 16 and 17 they were ennuied and blasé. 1
have heard many people regret [the want of] riches for their
children’s sake, when I felt the conviction that a blessing
‘attended the want. You are a very happy mother, and I
have no doubt you are a more affectionate mother by being
from circumstances brought in closer contact with your
 children; and they again must gain immensely by this, so
whatever your loss is, they have gained, I am convinced,
by your fall in fortune.*

I did not see Sydney Smith while I was in town, so I
llﬂlhlvaexprmdmyul!ﬂ] but what pleued me as &
token of his was iving an
little note from him, hearing I was at the Aldersons. You
have seen his little pamphlet against the ballot, he says
everything that can be said against it, but T am not of his
opinion, and he does not touch the moral part of it. 1f you
give & political right to poor people you should secure that

1
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the use of it does not injure them, otherwise do not give
it them. Macaulay is our great man, I believe; the article
you mention of his is an excellent one. 1 am reading
Sismondi’s French History and I am glad to find it very
interesting and pleasant reading; he is an honest writer,
that loves the mass of mankind, and you see his character
in every page. I am so glad to like what he writes, and to
like himself, indeed, so much better than I ever expected
to do at one time. This is probably owing to both our
characters being mitigated. He has as great a dislike and
fear of radicalism as you have—this is a change in him.
In this country the radicals, as they call them, maintain in
politics the moral questions, and while that is the case, T
cannot help being of their opinion. [Does your brother
Stamford] mean to settle at Linley ? If he lives there he
must marry and re-people it again, or the shades of the
past will make it a too painful residence. How pretty the
little wood was covered with blue-bells in Spring ! but then
you and your sisters lighted the place up with a glory that I
shall not soon see again.

Adieu, my dear Anne, you never gave me cause to forgive
you for any neglect. From a busy person, such as you
are, with children that required your constant time, I could
not and did not expect answers to my letters. I found you
always the same when I saw you, and it was by that I took
the measure of your affection. Give my kind love to all
your girls, .
Ever yours most tenderly,

F. ALLEN.

Emma Darwin to her sister Charlotte Langton.

Gowzr StreeT, Friday [15 March, 1839].
My Charles has been very unwell since Sunday. We
went to church at King’s College and found the church not
‘warmed, and not more than half-a-dozen people in it, and
he was so very cold that T believe it was that which has
made him so unwell. We had Ellen Tollet to dine with us
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y and go to the play, and I think it has cured
Charles; at least he is much better to-day, and he was very
much interested and clapped and applauded with all his
heart. It was the new play of Richelieu, and it was a
pleasant sight to see the pit crammed full of people listening
with all their ears. It is an interesting play and very well
acted, but Macready tottered and made himself too old;
and it was quite ridiculous when he was called for at the
end of the play he came tottering on, though not so much
as when he was acting.

T must tell you of our domestic troubles. I have a great
desire to part with the cook, and yet have no fault to find
with her but a general feeling that she is too cute, and is
rather making the most of us. I particularly wish not to
find out any dishonesty, that I may be able to give her a
character, and so T shall take courage to-morrow and tell
her she does not suit, and I hope she will take it: quietly
and not require any explanation. Susan has heard of some-
body she thinks will do, and it will be quite refreshing to
have a countrified woman. I have rather a desire to send
off the housemaid too, but I have really no fault to find
with her but being vulgar and plain, and as she is really a
very good servant, it would be foolish, for a whim I suppose.

T expect Charles to get quite fond of the theatre, but as to
dinners and parties he gets worse I think, and T don’t care
how few dinners we go to either. Drinking wine disagrees
with him, and it is so tiresome not drinking that he can’t
resist one glass. Next week we dine at Dulwich and go to
Blagrove’s concert, which I am afraid will be a great deal
too deep for Charles.

BEmma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
GowER STREET, Good-Friday [20 March, 1839].

« + . Thank you for your letter which came to-day. I
forgot to mention the basket. All the poultry was quite
fresh and Fanny says the turkey was excellent, and Maer
tongues are quite as superior as Hartfield pork. On Thursday
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Mr Sedgwick® called and was very pleasant; there is some-
thing remarkably fresh and odd about him. The Hens-
lows? come on Monday, and Charles is much more alarmed
at the thought of them than I am. On Monday the Lyells
dine with us; Tuesday we shall leave open for any public
amusement they may like to go to; Wednesday they dine
at the Lyells; and Thursday we all dine at Dr Fitton’s, if
they stay so long, so we have plenty of things cut out for
them. The cook is pretty good so T am not afraid about
the dinners.

Snow was rather naughty one day here, so after they
were gone to bed and she had been repentant, Fanny heard
her say to Bro., “ Oh Bro., I can’t bear it, turn your face
towards me, kiss me, Bro.” So Bro. cautiously asked, *“Is
your face wet with tears ¥’ However he turned and kissed
her which seemed to give her great comfort.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
UrrEr GOWER STREET, Tuesday, April 2, 1839,

\
. I must tell you how our learned party went off
yesterday. Mr and Mrs Henslow came at four o’clock and
she, like a discreet woman, went up to her room till dinner.
The rest of the company consisted of Mr and Mrs Lyell and
Leonora Horner, Dr Fitton and Mr Robert Brown.®? We
had some time to wait before dinner for Dr Fitton, which
is always awful, and, in my opinion, Mr Lyell is enough to
flatten a party, as he never speaks above his breath, so
that everybody keeps lowering their tome to his. Mr
;

R e st e, o,

how ick sent him to make independent observations, and
adds: T have little doubt he did this for my good, as I was too
ignorant to have aided him,
2 The Rev. John Stevens Henslow (1706—1861), Professor of
Botany at Cambridge. My father, who was one of his favourite
pupils, tells how, as an undergraduate, he was awestruck at the

an
W. H. Fitton (1780‘1801), physician and geologist. Bobm
Brown (1773—1358 botanist.
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Brown, whom Humboldt calls *“ the glory of Great Britain,”
Jooks so shy, as if he longed to shrink into himself and dis-
appear entirely; however, notwithstanding those two dead
weights, viz., the greatest botanist and the greatest geologist
in Europe, we did very well and had no pauses. Mrs Hens-
Jow has a good, loud, sharp voice which was a great com-
fort, and Mrs Lyell has a very constant supply of talk. Mr
‘Henslow was very glad to meet Mr Brown, as the two great

~ botanists had a great deal to say to each other. Charles
was dreadfully exhausted when it was over, and is only as
well as can be expected to-day. There never were easier
guests than the Henslows, as he has taken himself off all
day, and she is gone out in a fly to pay calls, and Charles
and I have been walking in the garden. He is rather
‘ashamed of himself for finding his dear friends such a
burden. My Henslow is so very nice and comfortable that
it is & pleasure to look at him. It is said of him that he
mever wishes to eat, but always eats everything offered to
him. The dinner was very good. . . .

EBlizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Mazr, Tuesday Night [11 April, 1839].

.+« To-morrow month you will be here which will soon
be here; and the fortnight, alas ! soon gone, but then there
will be your visit in August to look forward to next, and
my run up to you sometime.

1 went and had a good batch of gardening after the Hollands
‘Were gone, planting a great patch of crocuses, in imitation of
Shrewsbury, in the grass, and sowing seeds; till at last a
feeling took me by surprise that I was doing it all alone and
for nobody else to take any interest in, and I took a fit of
sadness, which, however, will not come again, for one really
does take interest in the plants for their own sakes, and
one likes gardening like any other art for its own sake.
Moreover the little Spring bed is very gay and pretty. It
has been a real bright day to-day though with an east wind
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
MAER, Wednesday, 5 June [1839].

. . . I have been enjoying three weeks of Emma’s com-
pany. She and Charles stayed a fortnight here, and I went
on with them to Shrewsbury, Eliza [Wedgwood] kindly
taking my place here meanwhile; and the feeling that she
was procuring me a great pleasure, and the retirement,
made her, I think, quite enjoy her week. It was agreed by
all the members of the colony that Emma’s time was so
short she could not be spared to divide any of it amongst
them away from Maer, and that they would all come and
see her here, so that we had the whole of her visit. It was
rather spoilt by Charles being so unwell almost the whole
time of his stay in the country, and Emma not very well
herself. Charles got some of his father’s good doctoring
and is much better again, but I suppose he is feeling
the effect of too much exertion in every way during his
voyage and must be careful not to work his head too hard
now. His journal is come out at last along with two other
thick volumes of Capt. Fitzroy and Capt. King of the same
voyage, but I have not had time to read it yet. It isa great
pleasure to see Emma so entirely happy in her lot, with the
most affectionate husband possible, upon whom none of her
pleasant qualities are thrown away, who delights in her
music, and admires her dress. I quite agreed with all your
good advice to her on that head, and I even mean to dress
well myself, now the credit of the family rests on me.

You do give me some very nice doses of poison, dearest
Jessie, if 1 believed anything about them except that you
love me—but of the rest of what you say so beautifully, I
hope I do feel most gratefully the truth. There cannot be
a happier or easier task than making the lives comfortable
of my father and mother. There never were people who
gave so much and required so little. Indeed it often makes
me ashamed and touches me very tenderly to see my father
get up to pay me some little kind attention that would
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come so much more appropriately from me to him. We
have very seldom been only our own selves since Emma
went. Now I have had these three weeks of her company,
1 feel satisfied and think no more of her loss, and have got
rid of the fits of sadness that would take me sometimes un-~
awares. The Hensleighs are coming down the end of this
month, and Hensleigh will return to town after bringing
them down, and I then mean to run up with him and see
Emma in her own house for ten days or so. The Hensleighs
have just taken a house four doors only from Emma, which
Emma very much likes. She will find it a great comfort,
for they are neither of them idle people to fall into the error
of running in and out at all hours. Charles goes to his own
room to work after breakfast till two o’clock, so that Emma
has a good deal of time to herself in the mornings, which I
should think very comfortable.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband in
Gower Street.

My pEAR Jos, MaER, Wednesday, Dec. 11th, 1839,

I need not I am sure tell you how glad I was to
receive your letter yesterday, giving so good a report of
your journey and of the outlyers in London.

‘We have not rejoiced in your absence nor ‘ rode Towzer,”
because you are away, and the only visitors I have had
have been my little birds, who have found out my store of
suet. The principal is one Greater Titmouse, who had
nearly usurped the whole bracket and is so pugnacious that
he presents arms whenever one of the other little birds
presumes to show himself on the bracket. Jessie [Wedg-
Wwood] is a most welcome as well as agreeable third; she
came on Saturday, bringing with her the kind offering of a
little pig and T hope she will stay till we are tired of her.
Elizabeth gave me a fright last night by taking a hot bottle
to bed, lest it should burst and scald her, but I got reassured
by hearing that you used one almost every night without
injury, and I slept my usual good night.
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I have two commissions for you, the first to buy some
Dutch beef for grating; the second, a Magic Lantern to
make my court to the darlings here. You may bring these
two articles with you or send them by Elizabeth.

Ever yours, my dear Jos,
E.

Elizabeth went up to be with Emma for the birth of her
first child, which took place on Dec. 27th, 1839. Their
mother wrote:

My pEAR Erizaserh, Maer Harr, December 28, 1839,

1 received your letter of good news yesterday with
great joy. It cost me a good cry, but such tears are precious
and I was very happy while shedding them. Remember
my love and blessing to both parents of the welcome
stranger, who will, T hope, be as great a comfort to them as
their predecessors have been to us. We have been guessing
at his name and have guessed Robert. So no more from
your affectionate mother, as Fanny has been so kind as to
promise a little gossip of her own in addition to this. Ever
yours, my dearest Elizabeth,

E. Wepewoop.

This is the last of Bessy’s letters in the Maer collection.
The handwriting is so changed from the beautiful penman-
ship of the earlier letters, that no one would know they were
by the same hand.

William Erasmus was an immense joy to both his parents.
My father took an unusual delight in his babies, and we
have all a vivid memory of him as the most inspiriting of
playfellows. Emma, as mother, was all that was tender
and comfortable. Her sympathy, and the serenity of her
temper, made her children feel absolutely at their ease with
her, and sure of comfort in every trouble great or small,
whilst her unselfishness made them know that she would
never find anything a burden, and that they could go to
her with all the many little needs of a child for help or
explanation. Our elder cousin, Julia Wedgwood, said that
in our house the only place where you might be sure of
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not a child, was the nursery. Many a time, even
during my father’s working hours, was a sick child tucked
up on his sofs, to be quiet, and safe, and soothed by his

My ‘mother had ten children and sufiered much from ill-
health and discomforts during those years. Many of her
children were delicate and difficult to rear, and three died.
My father was often seriously ill and always suffering, so
that her life was full of care, anxiety, and hard work. But

m‘ggoned by her perfect union with him, and by
the t she made every minute of every weary hour
more bearable to him. And though her life could not but
be anxious and laborious, I think it will be seen by her
letters that it was happy as well as blessed.

1 give here, at the outset of her married life, the best
ﬁnﬁlm T have been able to draw of her character. It
must, however, be kept in mind that I am thinking of a
much later time, as my memories of her are naturally more
vivid in her later-middle and old age.

These old letters speak of her as gay and merry, and [
have been told by old friends of hers that she had the
charm of abounding life and high spirits. When I re-

her as she was in my childhood, it is as serene but
somewhat grave. The jokes and the merriment would all
come from my father. One can realise how heavy was the
‘burden of anxiety borne by her so calmly, from seeing what
deep effect it produced on her character.

l{ charm is difficult to describe, but all who knew her
'aﬂ. felt its power.

mmunderstood what she wns, a.nd felt awed,
30115 by a certain reserved gravity in her ex-

one thing I am sure,—that she was naturally

Eﬂd 1 mean that I have known thoso who i impress one as
lving conquered their evil tendencies, but with her there
seemed no evil to conquer. Therefore, though she was the
most muelﬁsh person I have ever known, there was no
trace in h If. which is often
found in those who hava had to struggle for unselfishness.
Her tastes, her dislikes, her whims even, were all vivid and
g"“ : and her did not proceed

m any want of a strong personality. Everything about
her was' wholesome nndnga.mal and it was impossible to
imagine having an unkind or vain thought, nor can I
ever remember her making a harsh judgment.

licated characters, with a certain introspective self-
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consciousness, are generally thought to be the most in-
teresting, and hers was neither, yet intercourse with her was
always all of interest. Her judgment was good, and there
was about her a bright aliveness, and a many-sided interest
in the world in books, and in tht.ws Her utter sincerity
gave a ini and there were
dehghtfnl surprises in her way of taking things. She had,
too, a happy enjoyment of i\m or humour. Jessie Sis-
mondi s&lg of her that she would “lark it through life,”
and this remained true in one sense. To the very end of
her eighty-eight years she kept an extraordinary youthful-
%mmd 1t was, I think, almost her most remuknble
qlmh She never sﬁﬁmed, ‘and continued to understand
and Aympathme with the joys, the pains, and the needs of
youth. Any little \mexgectad change in her daily habits
remained a pleasure to her, instead of becoming a pain as
it does to most old people. This youthfulness of nature
showed itself in all her enjoyments—in her delight at the
first taste of spring, and in her warm welcome of anyone she
cared for. She would hurry to the front door at Down,
eager for the first moment of greeting, or in summer weather
she would be on the little mound which overlooks the
entrance road, waiting to wave a welcome as the carriage
drove up. The contrast of this outspringing warmth with
her usual calm demeanour, made every arrival a kind of
?peoml festival and fresh delightt which I shall never
orget.
She always made the most of the little pleasures of life.
1 recollect once calling ber to the wmdow to look at
two blue titmice, who d to be
way. They were playing lesp frog over each other 's backs
on the lawn, we supposed each trying to get first at some-
thing good to eat, and flashing blue in the spring sunshine.
1 remember &hxnkmg how nice it was to show her little
things, and that she would laugh and look with the kind of
enjoyment one calls girlish.
ut her dignity of character was as remarkable as her
t-heartedness. It would be impossible to imagine any-
ono taking a liberty with her, or that she should let herself
be put in a false position. = As I have said, people were some-
times afraid of her at ﬁratr——to my gxea sm-pnse—for no one
really was more or less in judg-
ment. Itistrue that she was easily wearied with tediousness
in people, and would flash out against their tedium, though
never to themselves. But there was no malice nor shade of
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indness in these little outk ; and how the super-
ficial contrast with her real nature, her essential tolerance
and undemanding unselfishness, made this unpamence
characteristic and entertaining. She was also impatient
of tedium in books and in seeing sights. I remember her
:gng in fun that she could see a cathedral in five

utes.

Ammhu' side of this impatience was the fact that she was
a little inclined to jump to conclusions, and did not always
thoroughly weigh all sides of a question. Also it was an
analogous quality that made her courage, of which she had
plenty, sometimes degenerate into rashness.

Nothing was ever a trouble or a burden to her, and she
never made much of difficulties. It was remarkable how she
infused this spirit into the household and made the servants
ready to co-operate with her, often even at great inconveni-
ence s thammlves Sha had a dahghtfully ready

h H and were
fo\muum that never, ran dry, and if only a little alleviation
uhny trouble was possible, she always did that little, instead

as one is often tempted to do, that it is not
wmh while. She was very sensitive, although her reserved
nature did not always let her show what she was feel-
ing. Bhe told me once that she was troubled in the night
by remembering instances where she thought she had failed
in co to someone. I have often thought over this
with ler, a8 1 can never remember anything in her
behlvmu! but perfect tact and consideration for the feelings

Shah;d no sympathy with any i lity or over-
of i , even bareness of

manner, was more to her taste. But she rejoiced in the
expressions of my father’s love, though such expressions
would have been impossible to her self-contained nature.
There was about her a certain inability to cope with
, which was marked in the whole Wedgwood

group, notably in her sister Charlotte, but appearing more
or less in all.  The warm expressiveness of the Allens and
Dlmns thawed the silence and reserve of the Wedgwoods,
whilst, they leant on the Wedgwoods’ sincerity and strong
common-sense. Their natures were complementary an
ﬂm their many ties of affection were founded on an enduring

Hy mother’s calm strength made her the most restful
Person to be with I ever knew. To the very last it was



48 A Century of Family Letters  [cmar 1

always my imj to out every trouble to her, sure
thxtylsshtynld lgnve syml;‘tll:y, oomig:t,y and helpful counsel.
She was a perfect nurse in illness. Her self-command never
gave way and she was like a rock to lean on, always devoted
and unwearied in devising expedients to give relief, and neat-

handed and clever in carrying them out.

She did not laugh much, but when she did her laugh had
a frank enjoyment delightful to hear. Her voice too was
sympathetic and p]emnt and she re&d Aloud nlwly and

well. The k d. She
hved with her chx]dmn md gra.ndchxldren in every detail
of their lives. But she was never a doting mother. She
knew what, we were and never imagined we were perfect or
interesting to the outer world. I remember one little
speech—not true but still characteristic—‘ I do not feel my
sons are my sons, only young men with whom I happen to
be intimate.” It expresses one fact which lay at the root
of her happy relations with her children, grandchildren, and
ne h:hws and nieces, her profound respect for their indi-

ualit;

But I think her most remarkable characteristic was her
::soluze amg‘;]nty In hmgltln?gs and grea t.hmg; it was

e same. © Was incapable o a or g
a feeling. The little hhm,gsp of life ies{lnlﬁnsm hhlselgol;mm
great things we are many of us sincere. For instance, in
answer to some visitor who remarked how interesting it
must be to watch my father’s experiments, she told the
xim e truth—that to her it was not interesting. She once

to my sister that when she married she had resolved

to enter into my father’s tastes and thought she would be
able, but found it im; ible. He used to tell how during
some lecture at the British Association he said to her, [
am afraid this is very wearisome to you,” to which’ she
quietly answered, ‘“ Not more than all the rest.” He often
l‘\:oted this wn;h delight. She was also quite incapable of

e weakness of pretending to care for things because it was
correct to do so. Few people would venture to say as she
did when speaking of Tennyson’s Queen Mary, 1t is not
nearly so tiresome as Shakespere.” It is fair to add that
some plays of Shakes, had given her great euure
Her favourite was Much Ado about Noﬂ»ng, but
spoke of the charm of Imogen and Viola.

She had no strong taste for poetry, and though she read
much and wuiely, poetry filled but a small place.
there is a little book in which she copied out poems that
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CHAPTER IIT
1840—1842

The ill health of Charles Darwin-—The Sismondis at Gower Strost
Miss Edgeworth on Emma Darwin—Anne Elizabeth Darwin,
T o M T o Dudﬂy at
Shrewsbury—Sismond?s fatal ot Tha hirth of Bdmund

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

12, UrPER GOWER STREET, Feb. 7 [1840].

My DEAR AUNT JESSIE,

It seems very odd to me that I should have been all
this time without writing to you, but I have been so helpless
and unable to do anything that I never had the energy to
write, though I was often thinking of it. Now I am quite
well and strong and able to enjoy the use of my legs and my
baby, and a very nice looking one it is, I assure you. He
has very dark blue eyes and a pretty, small mouth, his nose
I will not boast of, but it is very harmless as long as he is a
baby. Elizabeth went away a week too soon while he was
a poor little wretch before he began to improve. She was
very fond of him then, and I expect she will admire him as
much as I do in the summer at Maer. He is a sort of grand-
child of hers. . . .

Charles and I were both very much pleased at having a
visit from Papa, and he looked comfortable in his arm-
chair by the fire, and told us that Gower St. was the quietest
place he had ever been at in his life; and Elizabeth finds it
very quiet after Maer, though she had a little private dissi-
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‘pation of her own, dining and going to parties, but she has
@ different sort of bustle at Maer.

I was delighted to hear by your letter that your coming
to England was positively fixed, and I hope to catch you
here and at Maer. Charles and I had been planning to
get you to come straight to us when you came to town,
and I cannot tell you what a pleasure it would be to receive
you both in my own house and show you my own dear
‘husband and child, but T have been telling him this morning
that while his health continues in such a very uncomfortable
state, it would neither do for him nor you. He has cer-
tainly been worse for the last six weeks, and has been
pretty constantly in a state of languor that is very dis-
tressing, and his being obliged to be idle is very painful to
him. He is consulting Dr Holland, but without much
good effect.

Feb. 10. Here is & gap in my letter, but I can find
time for nothing, as nursing and looking after the baby
fills up any number of hours. Charles has been better
again these three days, and I hope he has made a turn and
will continue mending, and that I shall have the happiness
of having you and my dear M. Sismondi with us. I should
see 8o much more of you in the mornings and at odd times,
and perhaps he would be going out more than you would
like, and then I should catch you. I have not forgotten
my happy stay at Paris, and the precious bits of talk I had
with you. Tt was a bright, happy time.

It is a pleasure in writing to you that one’s letter is
only seen by two; and one may say whatever comes upper-
most, and so I will be as egotistical as ever I please. It is
@ great happiness to me when Charles is most unwell that
he continues just as sociable as ever, and is not like the
rest of the Darwins, who will not say how they really are;
but he always tells me how he feels and never wants to be
alone, but continues just as warmly affectionate as ever,
80 that I feel I am a comfort to him. And to you I may
say that he is the most affectionate person possible, as
muhlnnyour own 8is, and I am sure I could say no
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more for him. It is a great advantage to have the power of
expressing affection, and I am sure he will make his children
very fond of him. I have been pretty well coaxed and
spoilt all my life but I am more than ever now, so I hope
it does one no harm, but I don’t think it does.

I have no doubt it will be a painful moment to you
when you see Papa and Mamma at first, but I think you
will find that Mamma’s affections are much more alive than
when you saw her last, though I suppose her mind is cer-
tainly much weaker. She lights up occasionally very much
into her old self. Mr Clifford was very charming and nice
to her, and I think his visit at Maer was a satisfaction to
him. I was very glad to catch him, as I had been longing
o see him again these 20 years, and he was very much his
old self, only grown very old. I am glad you like Charles
Langton. It is a pretty part of his character his fondness
for Mamma. Charlotte told me that he seemed to see
through her into what she had been, more than she should
have thought possible in a person who had not known her
before. I am going this evening to take Fanny [Hensleigh]
and the children to see the illuminations for the Queen’s
marriage. 1 am sorry the rabblement have such & rainy
day for seeing the fun.

1 have been reading Carlyle, like all the rest of the world.
He fascinates one and puts one out of patience. He has
been writing a sort of pamphlet on the state of England
called “ Chartism.” It is full of compassion and good
feeling but utterly unreasonable. Charles keeps on reading
and abusing him. He is very pleasant to talk to anyhow,
he is so very natural, and I don’t think his writings at all
so. Write to me soon like a good soul, and I never will
be so long again. Goodbye, my dearest. My best of loves
to M. Sis. The baby performed his first smile to-day, a
great event.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

.I! pEAR Exar,  Sunday, Sumewsnury (5 Apri, 1840].
W You are a good old soul for having written to me
80 soon. I,hhunothngoodoldwnl.wdlgvayoum
wdm di from the beginni At the
I met Sir F. Knowles, but was fortunate enough to
 into a separate carriage from that chatterbox. In my
there was rather an elegant female, like a thin
Lady Alderson, but so virtuous that I did not venture to
oopen my mouth to her. She came with some female friend,
ahllldy and talked at the door of the carriage in so
w a voice that we all listened with silent admiration.
It was chiefly about family prayers, and how she always had
them at half-past 10 not to keep the servants up. She
then charged her friend to write to her either on Saturday
night or Monday morning, Sunday being omitted in the
most marked manner. Our companion answered in the
‘most pious tone, * Yes, Eliza, I will write either on Saturday
wumlomhy morning.”” As soon as we started our
virtuous female pulled out of her pocket a religious tract
and a very thick pencil. She then took off her gloves and
- commenced reading with great earnestness, and marking
the best passages with the aforesaid thick lead-pencil.
Her next neighbour was an old gentleman with a porten-
tously purple nose, who was studying a number of the
Christian Herald, and his next neighbour was the primmest
rwh I have ever scen. Was not I in good company 2
opened my mouth and therefore enjoyed my journey.
Birmingham 1 was kept standing in the office three-
qfun-ut an hour in doubt whether I could have a place,
and I was 80 tired that 1 regretted much that I took one.
However to my surprise the journey rested me and I arrived
very brisk at Shrewsbury. In the office at Birmingham I
Was aghast to see Mr J. H., an indomitable proser, taking
his place. He did not know me, as I found by his addressing
a chance remark to me, and T was instantly resolved on the
desperate attempt of travelling the whole way incognito.
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My hopes were soon cut off by the appearance of Mrs H.
with whom I shook hands with vast surprise and interest,
and opened my eyes with astonishment at Mr H., as if he
had dropped from the skies. Our fourth in the coach was
Mr Parr of Lyth, an old, miserly squire. Mr H. opened his
battery of conversation. I stood fire well at first and then
pretended to become very sleepy, the proser became really
80, 0 we had the most tranquil journey. Old Parr, the
miser, was sadly misused at the Lion, for he had ordered a
fly to take him home, and there was only one; and Mark
persuaded the man to take me up first, and gave a hint to
the porters to take a wonderful time in getting old Parr’s
things off the coach, so that the poor old gentleman must
have thought the porters and flymen all gone mad together,
s0 slowly no doubt they did everything, whilst I was driving
up with the most surprising alacrity. My father is appear-
ing very well. I have begun to extract wisdom from him
which I will not now write. . . .

I enjoy my visit and have been surprisingly well. I
suspect the journey and change will do me good. I have
begun like a true old Arthur Gride, making a small collec-
tioa, and have picked up several nice little things, and have
got some receipts for puddings, etc., and laid down some
strong effectual hints about jams, and now you may send
the empty jars whenever you please.

Susan is very flourishing. Be sure you give Mr Hoddy
Doddy [the baby] a kiss for me. . . .

The following letter shows that my father was not well

enough for my mother to have the happiness of receiving
the Sismondis in Gower 8t., but the house was lent to them.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.
TexNBY, June 26 [1840].
.« . Your roof, my Emma, brought us good luck while
there, everything went to our hearts’ content; be it observed
that Parslow! is the most amiable, obliging, active, service-

b l(adlme Smmondu hopu that Parslow would never leave us
were fulfille He ed fill he was past work, and then lived on
as an old ﬁ'luld lnd penauonet at Down, where Te died in 1898.
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able servant that ever breathed. I hope you will never part
with him. Our good luck took leave of us almost the
‘moment we left. At the station, where confusion was worse
* onfounded, 150 persons running from one coach to another
as if they were mad, Sismondi and T among the runners, we
got our pockets picked and were left pennyless for the rest
of our journey, but for Fanny. At Reading® we very nearly
lost Fanny, and Sismondi by a trick detained the coach,
| he could not get down, and the coachman swear-
ing he must drive off, and I with my head out of the window
soreaming *‘ Fanny.” . . . We began our voyage most agree-
ably, sitting causy in the carriage, till we arrived at the
great sea, when oh ! what a change!! waves washing over
us and pouring into the carriage in spite of the windows
up—wind, rain, horrors indescribable below, whither I was
soon driven. And then what groans and cries, not a sopha
or chair vacant. I lay upon the ground groaning too, and
that for nearly 16 hours. You may imagine the delight of
arriving.  About one o’clock we heard, * We are off Tenby,”
and in half-an-hour we were in Sad’s [Harriet Surtees]
delicious room—a fire (for it was very cold), fruit, flowers
and tea. None of us could sleep for joy, and every day since
1 have been in an ecstasy. I do little but look out of the
window at the coming and going sea, the bathers, the
walkers, the merry dogs, riders, and ass riders that cover
the shore. We are terribly becousined, there never was a
_greater crowd collected together, and we have visits from
immediately after breakfast till dinner at 5 o'clock, so that
it is hardly possible to do anything or to gossip among our-
selves till night. Harriet and I sleep in the same room and

- are often found talking till 1 o’clock.
~ Give my love to your husband and my grateful thanks
Afor his munificent reception of us, even when not there to
do the honours. 1 hope his silver will not suffer. I found
he had left out wine also, in short I never saw such a recep-
* tion, invisible as it was. It was like having entered an
! The railway stopped at Reading. It was continued to Bristol

in 1841, Presumably they went by coach from Reading to Bristol
804 there took ship, sitting i theis own carriags,
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enchanted castle, everything was there before one wanted
it; you inspired your servants too I think. When I asked
for the washing bills, they said they had orders not to send
the linen to the wash till after we were gone. Is not this
your very mother ? and is it not conspiring against your
husband’s purse %

1 have just been down to ask 8. if he had any commands.
I found him in an ecstasy over your husband’s book! He
said it was the most attractive reading he had met with;
that notwithstanding his ignorance of natural history he
found the greatest interest in it, that it was written with so
much feeling, so good, so right a heart. . . .

In Maria Edgeworth’s published letters there is the fol-
lowing description of my mother. There had been a friend-

went to Mrs Debrizey’s, Mrs Darwin’s,

Romilly’s. Mrs Darwin is the youngest daughter of Jos
Wedgwood, and is worthy of both father and mother;
affectionate and unaff , and, oungushem,hllof
old times. She has her mother’s radiantly cheerful counte-
nance, even now, debarred from all London gaieties and all
gaiet; bn&hhatuihcownmmdbyohustﬁmdmmha
sick husband.”

The life of watching m which was to be m;
mother’s for so long, hnd now cut her off from the
London was no longer suitable for either of my parents and
they were beginning to think of moving to the country.

Madame Sismondi lo her niece Emma Darwin.
CuiNE, Jan. 26, 1841.
.« . If 1 had written to you ten days ago I should have
told you Sismondi was much better,* but within that time
his hiccup has returned as violent as ever, and lasts the
whole day. He continues to work in spite of it all the

1 A Naluralist's Ve round the World.
» maondi'-hnli‘m’g. 88 began during their stay in England in 1840.
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mmdhmﬂwﬂko\n,buthawﬂlmtmmym
if he can help it. .

hﬂyBIlmwﬂl not let go her correspondence with
& He bears it with Christian patience. If he was to
publish his letters they would make a good quarto in the
year, his journal makes another, and he has completed a
thick vol. of his history since his return. I am interrupted
“m by a letter from Patty Smith. She uy-har

le is near neighb to Ld.

‘who regards Napier as a [second] Nelmn That notwith-
standing the great successes with which he [Palmerston]
will meet Parliament, anxiety has aged him ten years in
these last ten months.!

Give our united love to your husband and a kiss to your
child. Remember me kindly to Parslow. God bless you,
my dear little Emma.

It may be mentioned that the epithet *little” which
‘Sismondi often uses in writing to my mother does
not seem to me characteristic. My mother was not little

physically, llm‘lud!hsthekmdofh 1 or a ing
wl:mmmm“ ression um&b{fu R
“;l:unminlnld Anne Elizabeth, was born on March 2nd,

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.

12, Urper GowEr StrEET, May 9, 1841.
. We are thinking of going to Maer on the Ist June.
be ddlghcful to find ourselves there but I rather
the journey for Charles. I wish he would let me
and the babbies and nurses go by ourselves and he by

‘himself, but he says it would look so bad he can’t consent
to that plan.

i

Ea

Admiral Sir Charles Napier had distinguished himself
%m. in the war botween the Porto and Mehemet Ali
the Sultan against his vassal, at tho risk of a war with
was Palmerston's polioy, which he had carried through with
great , against the views of the Court urt and of some of his
own colleagues in the Melbourne cabinet.
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1 have taken to playing a little on the piano and enjoy
the feeling of health and being able to play with the little
boy and walk about and do what I like, without always
thinking about oneself which is very tiresome. Before my
confinement I could take so little notice of the little boy
that he got not to care a pin for me and it used to make
me rather dismal sometimes, but he likes nobody so well as
Charles and me now, but I think C. is the prime favourite.

I must tell you a nice thing of Erasmus as you used
not to like him, but it is a profound secret so you must not
tell anybody. The other day he wrote to Miss Martineau,
thinking that owing to her long illness she might be in want
of money, to ask if he could help her. He carried about his
letter in his pocket for some days without having courage
to send it; but he did at last and poor Miss M. was very
much gratified by it, though she would not let him help her.
She refused very nicely by openly entering on her affairs
with him and telling him exactly what she had, to show
him that she was not in want. She has nothing but what
she has earned. I am afraid she has little chance of recovery,
which I am very sorry for. Life was of great value to her,
though she seems resigned to quit it. She told him she
would let him know if she was in any distress. Goodbye,
my dearest aunt J. My best love to my dear uncle.

During part of their stay at Maer my f&ther went to
Shrewsbury leaving my mother and the baby at Maer.
Willy (called Doddy) must have gone to Shrewsbury first.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin at Maer Hall.

[SHREWSBURY, 1st July, 1841.]

I will give you categorical account, and first for my own
beggarly self. I was pretty brisk at first, but about four
became bad and shivery. I was very desolate and forlorn
and missed you cruelly. But to-day I am pretty brisk and
enjoy myself. I think my father looking rather altered and
aged, though he and the two old chicks appear very well
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and charmingly affectionate to me. Doddy’s reception of
me was quite affecting. He sat on my knee for nearly a
quarter of an hour, gave me some sweet kisses and snig-

and looked at my face and pointing told everyone
1 was pappa. Everybody seems to like him, they say he
is so meek and good. When I had had him for about five
minutes I asked him where was Mama, and he repeated

name twice in so low and plaintive a tone, I declare
it almost made me burst out crying. He is full of admira-
tion at this new house and is friends with everyone and
sits on grandpapa’s knees. He shows me the different
things in the house—dear old Doddy, one could write for
ever about him. I am grieved to hear my father, who
is kindness itself to him, thinks he looks a very delicate
child. T felt quite ashamed at finding out, what I pre-
sume you did not, know any more than I, that he has had
half a cup of cream every morning, which my father (who
seemed rather annoyed) says he believes is one of the most
injurious things we could have given him. When we are
at home we shall be able to look more after him. Only
conceive, Susan found him when he started in the carriage
with his stockings and shoes half wet through; my father
says getting his feet wet on the grass, when afterwards
changed, is rather a good than a bad thing, but to allow
him to start on a journey in that state was risking his
health. Last night Susan went into Doddy’s room and
found no water by his bedside. I tell you all these dis-
agreeablenesses that you may feel the same necessity that
I do of our own selves looking and not trusting anything
about our children to others.

I hope and suppose I shall hear to-morrow about your-
self and little Kitty Kumplings [Annie, 4 months old], who,
as I have several times remarked to myself, is not so bad
@ girl as might be expected of Doddy’s rival. Give my
kindest love to Elizabeth and to Uncle Jos and Aunt, Bessy.
Good-bye, my dear. Right glad I shall be to see you on
Tuesday.

Your affectionate, C. D.
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lm’:gt my father’s middle age, his frame,

eyes, and brown out-of-door ing com-
phm so deceived many of his friends that they were
ltwbehavohnllhulthwbemore than real.
The following letter proves that even a keen doctor’s eye
might have been at fault.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin, at Maer Hall.

[SarewsBURY, July 3, 1841.]

. .. It seems natural to write you a scrap, though I
have not to thank you for one. Rather severe I guess.
I was very well yesterday, and to-day am looking so well
that my father owned he should not have known, if I had
been a new face, there was anything the matter with me.

To-day at breakfast there was much scrattle talk, as the
annual account was wound up, which amounted to £1380,
£10 less than last year. Is not this marvellous, considering
my father's personal expenses and presents, and everything
except his children’s allowances, are included in this ? A
thunderstorm is preparing to break on your head, which has
already deluged me, about Bessy not having a cap, “looks
dirty ”—* like grocer’s maid-servant,” and my father with
much wrath added, ““the men will take liberties with her,
if she is dressed differently from every other lady’s maid.”
I generously took half the blame, and never betrayed that
1 had beseeched you several times on that score. If they
open on you, pray do not defend yourself, for they are very
hot on the subject. . . . My father scems to like having me
here: and he and the girls are very merry all day long.
I have partly talked over the Doctor about my buying a
house without living in the neighbourhood half-a-dozen
‘years first. You never saw how the girls dote on Doddy,
they say he is the most charming of all the children. A frog
jumped near him and he danced and screamed with horror
at the dangerous monster, and 1 had a [bout] of kissing
at his open, bellowing mouth to comfort him. He threw my
stick over Terrace wall, looked at it as it went, and cried
Tatta with the greatest sang froid and walked away. . . .
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Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.
[CrtxE, Sept. 17th, 1841.]

My nephew and niece Isa’! and her husband, passed
ten or twelve days with us before they left Geneva and 1
enjoyed their visit. . . . We both like his honest, warm,
Welsh heart, Tory as it is, and I found Isab®. even more
than affectionate, she was tender, considerate, both of the
inconveniences of a small establishment as well as of Sis-
mondi’s unwellness. . . . They were but one day or two
at an inn here, yet in that day they invited Edward Allen?
to dinner and took him with them to Ferney, while Edward
and Adéle [Drewe], in a whole fortnight or three weeks,
never found one day to offer him a kindness, even a dish of
tea. It might be the difference of English and Welsh hospi-
tality, but that had its difference in warm and cold hearts.
I give you these little anecdotes to help my opinion for
which I know you will have no respect, “ Oh this is Aunt
'l’esy—mmsy," that is the way she is wild after the last person

Iiow ghd I am C. Darwin continues to mend, tho’ it is
butsoslowly. The illness of one destroys all companionship
when there are but two, and my way of life is become very
solifary. I hope as the autumn gives us cool weather I
may prevail on 8. to walk a little, which he does not now
at all. Iam very glad indeed Erasmus is better, which is
very generous of me, for I am not fond of him, yet more
shame to me, for he is an excellent man, and I love much
your proofs of it. Miss Martineau was hyperheroic to refuse
& pension; not one in the nation would have been a sou the

¢ deseribes i: mimn' who appmnﬂy invented this
tend that Bi “enthusiasm *
© emmmnn{ucombmahon of lightness, haste,
fervour with which he would pitch out that si
word from his lips, acco with a gesture to correspond,
really set before yuu 1B adn:unble b (then)
passages of stage dialo;
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poorer and many would be the better for every little she
had, I take it. I forgot till now that S. asked for a bit of
my paper, s0 God bless thee, my little darling as well as
your Charles. by

Why shame on my wife, if she thinks that is the place
T asked her to write, in less than a full page it is impossible
to me to put together my ideas. I may take a kiss from
you and send a God bless him to your husband, and that
is all, but Jessie has given you with her writing much more
pleasure than I could have done.

Charles Langton had found that he could not conscien-
tiously continue in the Chlzrch and he and Charlotte came

to live at Maer. He was that Charlotte
should help Elizabeth in the care o(y h:mhntgu and mother.

Jessie Sismondi wrote of him, ‘Mr. Lnngmnuindnad-
moﬁ. in-l His to my own
was the protheat thing I ever saw.” Their only

child, Edmund, was born on November 22nd, 1841.
Charlotte Langton to Emma Darwin, Fanny and Jessie
Wedguwood.

MaER, Tuesday [30 Nov. 1841].
I think I may venture without any harm to indulge the
longing I have to tell my dearest Emma, Fanny and Jessie
bnwlthnkthemlﬂmdwhfrmmyhmluthur
warm p ion in my happi: and tender
of it in all their letters. It is more than I deserve when I
recollect how utterly unfeeling I have always been about
young babies, and felt inclined to think it hard on the
mothers that they should not be prettier and more attrac-
tive. . . . Charles’s disappointment in its not being a girl
was completely swallowed up in other feelings, and I should
be most ungrateful if 1 had the smallest room left for a
regret about it. . . . I have not had a drawback or an
anxiety about the baby or myself, with the exception of a
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two days lest I should not be able to nurse;



CHAPTER 1V
1842
A Revolution at Geneva—Taking children to the tomime—
Baron Charles visits lizabeth with

Emma at Gower Street—Emma at Maer—The death of

Sismondi—Jessie moves to Tenby.
S1sMoNDI was now seriously ill and Jessie’s life was full of
sadness anxiety. Her deafness interfered with her
enjoyment of society, and she and Sismondi were miserable
at the revolution which broke out in Geneva. Finding he
could neither guide nor stem it, he was arranging to leave
Geneva and return to Pescia.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

Cuins, January 11th [1842].

. . . Public events have come nearer me and disturbed
me more than ever they did before. The storm is passed,
but no one yet can tell the ravages it will have made. The
Constituante continues its sittings daily, but Sismondi has
given up attending them and I imagine will be dismissed
if he does not dismiss himself. The Radicals are now
attacking the national Church, and the Methodists and
Catholics unite with them, so that there is little hope but
that it will fall with the Constitution, and the Academy
after that, in short everything of the old Geneva will be
effaced from the earth. There are no concerts, balls, or
soirées among the Genevoises, one meets no one in the
streets or shops. It is exactly as if half the town were
dead and the other half in mourning. The evil they have
done me individually, and after all one’s patriotism,
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‘humanity, general good, &c., is nothing in comparison, is
to up-root me from hence, and send me to Pescia, and I
ghudder to think how unhappy it will make me. My eye
has rested so long with such intense admiration on these
_mountains and lake, they have become friends, family, and
.T.fmiry to me. I have formed here valuable friendships,
and from time to time I see my loved country-people and
‘sometimes my family; in short, I have built here my poor
Jittle remnants of happiness and wish I may not break my
“heart in leaving.

‘We are going to dine by and by with the Gr. Duchess®
—but how that will agree with Sismondi is a doubt that
prevents my enjoying anything in the outing line, and then
there is not much to enjoy except a little variety. To
seduce 8. out, he is always promised that he shall meet no
one or but one. This does not suit me at all, as I can do
nothing and hear nothing in general conversation, but
thrown by numbers into a iéle-a-téte 1 can still bear my
part as well as another.

You ask me for a list of French books. While S. was
writing Louis XIV I went through memoirs and letters of
those times innumerable. There is a new edition of Mme

12 octavo vols. of which I read every one, and
with delight, but the greater part of those you have read
too often. Mme de Simiane’s letters are worth reading,
but in hers one perceives the contrast of the bel esprit of
the Province and one of the Capital. It shows what Mack.
used to say, the necessity of position to letter writing. . . .

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
[1st Feb. 1842.]

« « . Iwent in with the Hensleighs to the pantomime for
the fun of seeing the children’s pleasure. The first thing
Was the most dreadful blood and murder thing with a gibbet
on the stage, and I thought it would be very bad for Bro’s
dreams, however, he stood it, and even the pistols going

* Grand Duchess of Wiirtemberg, sister of the Czar Nicholas I.

VOL. 11, 5
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off very well. Poor Erny put his head down on my lap
whenever he expected any firing, or whenever the chief
comic character, a beadle with a very red face, was on the
stage, whom he seemed to think quite as alarming as any
of the murderers. The second piece was more cheerful and
when we came to the pantomime Snow and Bro were in
extasies and so sorry when it ended at near 12 o’clock. I
was surprised at the extreme innocence of even Snow’s
questions.  “ Whether they were really killed % (I forget
tho’ whether that was Bro or not) “ whether the wicked
Squire was really a bad man ?” and many discussions as
to whether Mrs Sanders, the waxwork woman, was nice or
not, and they thought all the women so beautiful. If you
will have dissipation for children, they certainly enjoy a
play ten times more than anything else. The first play
ended by the military coming over a wall and shooting
almost all the characters dead, to our great relief. It was
at the Tottenham theatre, very low.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.
12, UrpER GOWER STREET, Feb. 8th [1842].

. . . I came up the other day from Maer by myself and
minded it no more than a drive to Newcastle. Everybody
was civil and gentlemanlike and the policemen at the
stations are very obliging. I enjoyed my week at Maer
heartily. Charlotte was very much occupied with her baby,
and Charles still more so I think; indeed Eliz. says she thinks
she never saw a woman so fond of a baby as he is. I wish it
had been a girl for I think Charlotte’s gravity and want of
looking at the hopeful side (just like my father) will make
her too anxious about a boy. I often fret my soul about
our little boy, which is a great waste of fretting, for I dare-
say he will be a very good boy, but all men go through an
awful ordeal at school and college. It is only wonderful
what good souls they turn out after all. At any rate I had
better put off my fret for 10 or 15 years.
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Last night Charles was at the Athenzum Club to give his
vote for Eras, who was to be balloted for and who came in
triumphantly without one black ball. They have soirées
every Monday evening, and as all the literary and scientific
men in London are in the Club they must be very pleasant,
and I hope C. will soon be able to join them, but he is quite
knocked up to-day.

The London air has a very bad effect upon our little
boy's v's and w’s, hesayahmname]a “VﬂlyDuvm”a.nd
“Vipe Doddy’s (which is his pet name) own tears away,”
&e.

1 am rather alarmed about America going to war with
us, but if it is about the right of search, or not giving up
the slave in the “ Creole,” it will be in a good cause at any
rate. That wicked Thiers seems trying to do all he can in
the way of mischief too, about the right of search. Charles
went to meet Baron Humboldt at breakfast at Mr Murchi-
gon’s, which he was very anxious to do, as he admires him
80 very much. He paid C. some tremendous compliments,
and talked without a.ny sort of stop for three hours, so that
he is not agreeable. .

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
SurewsBURY, Tuesday [March 1st or 8th, 1842].

« « « I have been telling all about Doddy and Annie,
and they like hearing everything. Catherine gives me up
altogether as a moral teacher, after I have told her of my
pitting Doddy to shew fight to Johnny! and after my
trying whether Doddy or J. should have last blow. Katty
declares she shall always say I was onco a good father.
They think I probably misuse you very much, otherwise
Yyou never could be quiet; while I teach my son such pranks.

« I enjoy the looks of cleanliness and freshness of every-
thing, and I wish you were here to enjoy them. The
‘crocuses are looking quite brilliant. Tell me all about the

1 The Harry Wedgwoods® eldest boy.
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chickens, if you are well enough to scribble a bit. Give
my best love to Elizabeth and tell her I expect to see her
when 1 return. She must not leave you a desolate widow.

Good-bye, my dearest.
C. D.

I was quite right in saying your scratched out passage
would give them plenty of work. Catherine, after having
drawn a chair to the window, cried out (as Susan says):
“ Here is my work for the morning.” She first ascertained
which were false tails and which real; she then found that
many false Hs had been introduced, which made her suspect
some word beginning with H. wunnporhn% and then on
the principle of she d d “corn law
rhymn”mdlogueuedthwhnb mnmmmuby
return of post in a transport of curiosity to know what it
meant. No doubt she well knew that the perseverance of
Shrewsbury was not to be baffled.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

Sunday [SHREWSBURY] [probably 13 March, 1842).

My pEAR EmMa,

I must go on complimenting you on your letters; it
makes me quite proud, reading them (with skippibus) to
my Father and Co. . . . I know well you are rather a
naughty girl, and do not pipe enough about your good
old self. The other day my Father and all of us united
in chorus how much pleasanter the piping strain was than
the heroic—remember that, though I wish 7 could remember
it less.

Ilmwbegnnmy lewer nther hw,nl and Caroline
have been which
nemunhb-thnlm'mﬁpdod I will give a short
journal: on Friday I walked beyond Skelton Rough, to-
‘wards Ross Hall—an immense walk for me. The day was

very boisterous, with great black clouds, and gleams of
tht,undlfdtlmnhmo!dahghtwhohlhudlyaver
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to experience again. There certainly is great

in the country even in winter. This walk was

fi too much for me, and I was dull till whist, which

1 enjoyed beyond measure. We sat up talking till } past

30i..

I ﬂunk 1 have picked up some notions by our education-

; Caroline is enthusiastic about M. Guizot, and says she

in all his directions. . . . T have just re-read yester-

ﬁj’s Ietter: your account o your economy in fires and

; amused us much. A nice item the new taxes

will be—1I calculate about £30 per annum; I have half read

Sir R. Peel’s great speech, it strikes me as very good, and

it is very interesting. 1 am sure I have sent you a dull
enough letter to-day, so good-bye, my pattern wiisAC 2

The income-tax, now imposed for the first time since the
t war, was 7d. in the pound. £30 at this rate would
the tax on an income of £1,030.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
12, Urenr Gowsr StrEET [April 2, 1842].

MY prarEsT AUNT JESSIE,

1 should not have left your charming long letter so
long unanswered if I had been brisker and not so stupid.
I sympathize with all your painful feelings at breaking up
«all your establishment, and not the least painful one to me
would be leaving your little cat. But I trust that your
chief comfort will be to find that a complete change will be
of the greatest service to M. Sis. . . . My little Annie has
taken to walking and talking for the last fortnight. She
is 13 months old and very healthy, fat and round, but no
beauty. Willy is very much impressed with his own
generosity and goodness to her. . . .

We don’t mean to move this summer, which you will
think a good thing—my inclination for the country does
not diminish though. Charles is very busy finishing his
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book on Coral islands, which he says no human being will
ever read, but there is such a rage for geology that I hope
better things. Will you give my kindest love to my Uncle
Sis. 2 God bless you, my dearest Aunt J.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin (at Maer).

Monday Morning [ May, 1842).

. On Saturday I went in the City and did a deal of
printing business. I came back gloomy and tired; the
government money has gone much quicker than I thought,
and the expenses of the Coral volume are greater, being from
£130 to £140. I am be-blue-deviled. I am daily growing
very old, very very cold and I daresay very sly I will
give you statistics of time spent on my Coral volume, not

| including all the work on board the Beagle. 1 commenced

it 3 years and 7 months ago, and have done scarcely any-
thing besides. I have actually spent 20 months out of this
period on it ! and nearly all the remainder sickness and
visiting ! 1! Catty stops till Saturday; notwithstanding
all my boasting of not: caring for solitude, I believe I should
have been dreary without her. . . . Yesterday I went at
2 o'clock and [had] an hour’s hard talk with Horner on
affairs of Geolog. Soc., and it quite knocked me up, and this
makes my letter rather blue in its early stages. After long
watching the postman your letter has at last arrived. You
cannot tell how much I enjoy hearing about you all. How
astonishing your walking round Birth Hill; I believe now
the country will do you good. What a nice account you
give of Charlotte’s tranquil maternity. I wish the Baby
was livelier, for liveliness is an extreme charm in bab-chicks.
Good-bye—I long to kiss Annie.
C.D.

1 An allusion to one of Harry Wedgwood's verses—an epitaph on

Susan Darwin,

Here the bones of Susan lie,
She was old and cold and sly.
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Madame Sismondi to her wicce Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Cuine, 8th June [1842].

. . . Sis has corrected 4 sheets of his last Vol. 29th, and
written a conclusion which I think wise, and very touching
—exousing himself from going as far as he had promised,
by declaring his inability from suffering, and describing the
hard struggle he has made to make his work complete.
He judges himself modestly, yet conscious of his merits;
he speaks of his unflinching truth, his strict morality, his
impartiality, his scorn to flatter any nation at the expense
of those virtues, but declares that he has not worked
20 years for a people without becoming attached to them,
that he loves the French (I think that is visible enough
without his saying it), but it is not sufficient for their grasp-
ing vanity. The prize Gaubert was refused him on the
ground of his enmity to the French and to the Catholic
religion. It is the fashion now in France to be very
Catholic without a spark of religion. I think S. never
wrote anything better than those few pages of conclusion.
There is hing profoundl; ly in the simul-
taneous disappearance of all, who for these last 20 years,
have worked together at that history., The author himself
driven from his labour in sight of the goal, only one Vol.
more and his task was done, his bookseller and faithful
friend, Mons. Wustz, who read over and made his observa~

* tion on every sheet sent to him for printing, died this week
unexpectedly; his printer, Mons. Crapelet, a friend too,
and who has worked for him 30 years, correcting himself
the proof-sheets before sending them to S., retired from
business just at the same time from broken health, and
without, having made his fortune after 30 years’ indefatigable
labour.  He too goes into Italy to recover, if that is pos-
sible, but when physicians send away it is but the knell
of death, the avowal they can do nothing. He talks, poor
fellow, of meeting us there. . . .
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stmond.x died June 25, 1842, at Geneva. Fanny Allen
wrote: “There seems a greater destruction of the living
pnnm;)la in Sismondi than in that of any person I ever
knew ”’; and many years later: “Iam still reading with
continued interest and pleasure Sis’s letters, bnt they
bring me a painful reproach that T did not value him
as he deserved living; but this, alas! I might say of
everyone almost whom I have lost. I find my life one long
regret when I look back on it.” She had not always be-
haved well to him in old days, so that it is fair to show
that after his death she came to a juster estimate of his
character.

/

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.

Cuing, Sept. 10 [1842].
. Nothing you could say would give me pain, dearest
Emma. You have no allayed feeling to awaken up; my
sorrow never slumbers but when I sleep myself. I am
astonished 1 can, but I do, and eat and am well, and %e
gone whom I thought I never could survive. He so filled
every instant of my life, that now my feeling of desolation
passes all description, but that must necessarily be. If I
can but keep off the monster despair, which at times ap-
proaches so near it makes me tremble, I shall learn to
bear my own deprivation, and if at my age it weans me
entirely from this world and makes me pant for that other,
there is no harm done. If I could but have Mrs Rich’s
fum faith that he has only passed from the visible to the
invisible world, and already lives and is waiting for me, oh
what happiness it would be. With what impatience I
should endeavour to make ready.

T am told you have bought & place in the country where
you mean to lie in. You must not think of writing to me
in your present infirm state, but I long to know you like
it, and will be happy in the change. You know that I
have agreed to return with Harriet and Eliza next month.



1842] Jessie at Tenby 73

1 carry with me too sick a heart and too wearisome a deaf-

~ ness to repay their affectionate reception, and would rather
hide myself from my friends, as a poor dying dog does,
than show myself to them. But to my purpose in writing.
1 am always flying off to my complaints, and T am most
‘ungrateful to murmur, for I have many mercies from
heaven to be grateful for. My very grief is precious to me,
and I would not change it. Like Ld. Southampton of his
gon, “I would not change my dead husband against any
living one,” then why complain ?

Sismondi wished you to have his Miltons, that his dear
Mr Jos, as he used to call your father, gave him, and he
said, “I would give my Camoens to Mr C. Darwin if T
found any way of sending them to England.” Now I shall
send off a box of books for myself, tell me if I shall put in
any other books for you ? I have all the English classics,
which your father gave me, is there any of them wanting in
your library ? God bless my dearest niece.

Jessie came to England after winding up Sismondi's
affairs in Geneva and decided to live with Harriet Surtees
at Tenby. Fanny Allen wrote (Feb. 8, 1843):

““It was a satisfactory visit which T paid to Jessie and
Harriet. T am convinced the former is as happy and

as it is ble to expect she could be

within a year of the loss of a person who loved her so
entirely and passionately as Sismondi did. She told me
that she was surprised herself how calm she was. She had
suffering and perhaps a violent burst of grief in the course
of a few days, but that in the intervals she is frequently
cheerful without effort. She is very much engaged every
ming, reading and taking out or copying things from
his journals that might serve Sir F'. Palgrave for his work,!
or which must be erased from his journals, as they are to
be at Pescia with the Desideris. T think Jessie is
ing an idol of him now; it is her nature to do so. It
odd to me that when she was mentioning circum-
stances which required an indulgent feeling for his weak-

* An article on Sismondi by Sir Francis Palgrave, the historian,
VL. 72, Quarterly Review, 1845. g
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nesses and prejudices, Jessie was quoting them almost as
oracles of undxs uted truth.

Emma Allen ibes how much Jessie suffers from the
“ humiliation ” of her deafness, but adds, “‘I would advise
all who love her not to be afraid of coming near her, she has
such a power of loving and of exciting love that some way
or other I always find it good to be near her,”
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CHAPTER V
DOWN

Down—The dangerous illness of Josiah Wedgwood—The death of
’s third ohild—A visit from Snow, Bro, and Emy—The
children get lost in the Big Woods.

For some time my parents had felt a growing wish to live
in the country. Their health made London undesirable in
many ways and they both preferred the freedom and quiet
of a country life. They decided to buy a country-house,
but out of prudence resolved upon not going beyond a
moderate price; and, as they also wished to be near London,
there was a weary search before they found anything at
all suitable. In my mother’s diary under the date
fnllldy 22nd, 1842, there is the entry, “ Went to Down,”
this must have been her fist sight of her future home.
It was bought for them by Dr Darwin for about £2,200,
and the purchase was quickly completed, for they moved
in on September the 14th.
Down was then ten miles from a station, and the whole
m};owhood, though only sixteen miles from London
, was entirely rural. To the south there were miles
of copse, now cultivated as fruit grounds. My father was
ted with the varied hedges and many flowers of a
district, and this charm, which would be slight in
fan.mrof some, helped to decide the purchase of Down
ouse.

The house was square and unpretending, built of shabby
B Wlich ‘wore, aftorwards stmosood, snd with 8 slate
Toof. Tt faced south-west, and stood in about 18 acres of
land. Tt was of moderate size when bon%ht, but was
gradually added to, and became in time capable of holding
a lﬂl‘gﬂ party. The rooms were pleasant to live in, both
drawing-room and dining-room large and roomy, but en-
tirely unpretentious, and with sashed windows down to the
ground. Tts principal charm was a row of fine lime-trees
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struck loudly against the ground, producing a rhythmical
zkvhhhu'dthd]ofnllverydu et recollection.”?
oinommaquamrofnmxlsmthenorth

It was a pleasant littlo village of one street.
The church was built of flints with s roof and spire,
and with fine old yews growing in the churchyard. I quote
these passages from an account of Down written by

. 1843. May 15th.—The first peculiarity which strikes a

% unaceustomed to a hilly chalk country is the valleys,

nteep rounded bottoms, not furrowed with the

Their sides near the summits gener-

dly b.oome mddmly more abrupt, and are fringed with

narrow strips, or, as they are here called, “ shaws " of wood,
merely b rows run wild.

In most ca\mmus the roads and footpaths “ascend along

the boﬁom of valleys, but here this is scarcely ever the

All the villages and most of the ancient houses are

on the platform or narrow strips of flat land between the

valleys. Is this owing to the summits having

existed from the most ancient times as open downs and the

valleys having been filled up with brushwood ¢! I have no

evidence of this, but it is eertam that most of the farm-

%

4

houses on the flat land are ancient.
lﬂtl\ehnduplo anduofunhftfnllow,
'Hli theeonn&rylnakad.mdlook,ornutunﬁe—

‘white, from a covering of chalk laid on by the
. Nobody seems at all aware on what principle fresh
laid on land abounding with lime does it any good.
‘however, umdwhhvebeenhheprwhceofthewuntry
ever since t) the period of the Romans, and at present the
ﬁﬁh pits on the hill sides, which so frequently
ue contrast with the overhanging yew-
%ﬂl all quarried for this purpose.
number of different hndn of bushes in the hedge-
Tows, entwined by traveller’s joy and the bryonies, is con-
with the hedges of the northern counties.
[1844 ?]. The first period of vegetation, and
hn.h are clothed with pale-blue violets to an extent
Illnmmrsem ualled, and with primroses. A few
later some of’!}w copeee were beaunfuliiﬂenhvened

z a white
Again, mbquently, lnrga areas were brilliantly
1 w. and Letters of Charles Darwin, pp. 109, 115.
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blue with blue-bells. The flowers are here very beautiful,
and the number of flowers; the darkness of the blue of the
common little Polygala almost M:ﬁlus.ls it to an alpine gentian.
There are large tracts of woodland, [cut down]about once
every ten s; some of these enclosures seem to be very
ancient. gn the south side of Cudham Wood a beech hedge
has grown to Brob gian sw.e, with several of the huge
branches crossing each other and firmly grafted together.

Larks abound here, and their songs sound most agreeably
on all sides; mghtmga!as are common. Judging from an
odd cooing note, something like the purring of a cat, doves
are very common in the woods.

The move to Down was made on the 14th Sept., and my
mother’s third child, Mary Eleanor, was born there on the
23rd Sept., 1842, and died on the 16th Oct.

Emma Darwin to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.

Dowx, Wednesday [20 Oct. 1842].

Thank you, my dearest Fanny, for your sweet, feeling
note. Our sorrow is nothing to what it would have been
if she had lived longer and suffered more. Charles is well
to-day and the funeral over, which he dreaded very much. .. .
I think I regret her more from the likeness to Mamma,
which I had often pleased myself with fancying might run
through her mind as well as face. T keep very well and
strong and am come down-stairs to-day.

‘With our two other dear little things you need not fear
that our sorrow will last long, though it will be long indeed
hefore we either of us forget that poor little face. Every
word you say is true and comforting.

1 think this letter, so simple and sincere, reveals her
nature—at any rate it recalls her to me, just as she was,
in a way I cannot describe.

Josiah Wedgwood, after a long failure in health, had a
dangerous illness this autumn.
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Blizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Sept. 23, 1842.

. . « My father took me for you just now and smiled and
gaid, *“ Why how did you get leave to come down ?” I
‘don’t think I have seen him smile twice this two months.
1If he can but regain a small portion of strength and be free

~ from that terrible shaking and restlessness, what happiness
it will be to see him. Hensleigh came down last night by
the 9 o’clock train. Jos is here and I have no doubt will
stay. He could not keep from tears at one time seeing my
father. I feel very anxious to hear that the Dr [Dr Darwin]
has not suffered. Nothing could possibly be kinder than
he was, and said he would come again at any time, but I
hope and trust there will be no need. He was quite affected
more than once. I feel very grateful to him for such an
exertion. Good-bye my dear Emma. We all feel almost
joyous to-day.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CressELLY, Nov. 19 [1842).

. There is such hopefulness in your letter, my own
Elinbwh that even when in sorrow yourself, they cheer
the soul. Do not let go this virtue for it is a great one.
I do not wonder it is placed among the cardinal ones
though it might well be thought more a gift than virtue.
1t has been granted you to be such a comfort, support, nurse,
help, to him you love. In the busy part of serving so much
of thought and suffering is saved, there is something so
delightful to give a cup of cold water in time, or even turn
& pillow if wanted, that 1 cannot but think you blessed of
heaven, in the long serving time that has been granted you,
and you continue still the object of my envy. You cannot
imagine how proud I feel that your dear father thought of
me in his extreme weakness, and pronounced my name.

I believe he was the man Sismondi loved best in the
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world, I know he was the one he thought highest of. He
was speaking even in his last illness of the natural attraction
he felt towards him, and lamented it was so little the mode
among Englishmen to write to each other. “Now,” he
said, “T should have liked to have been in regular corre-
spondence with Mr Jos, but I did not venture to ask him,
I am sure he would not have liked it.” He then drew a
character of him with such warmth and truth I regret I had
not taken it down.

In the autumn of 1842, Hensleigh Wedgwood had a long
illness. Emma, to reheve the strain, took care of three of
his children, Snow aged nine, Bro eight, and Erny five.
These children with her own t.wo, Doddy aged three, and
Annie two, were sent out wal under the care of a
nursery maid, almost a child herseﬁ The result was they
all goﬁ lost in what we called the “ Big Woods ’—a mass

1 with ional oaks, and by narrow
footpaths. It was wintry weather and snow was lymg on
the ground.

Emma Darwin to her Sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.
Sunday (Dowx, 6th Nov. 1842].

+ + . Snow will tell you of our agitation of the children
losing their way. I was afraid of nothing worse but their
all sitting down to ery together. They had only Bessy
with them, and Snow and Doddy missed the rest somehow
and she brought him home from more than a mile off,
dragging him along up to their ankles in mud. She kept
him from being frightened or erying and from crying herself,
and behaved like a little heroine. Charles and Parslow met
them a short way from home and learnt as much as Snow
could tell them of where the others were. They then found
that Bessie and Annie and the two boys had been enquiring
at a farm-house, and in about half-an-hour Charles found
them and took them in to the farm-house for a slight
refection, and got a man to carry Erny on his back and
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wonder she did not at any rate
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CHAPTER VI
18431845

The duﬂm! Jn!m Allen—Emml and Fanny Allen leave Cresselly—
death—Our nurse Bmd.w—l!nnntu
nnnn born pt. 25. 1843—Charles at Shrewsbury—!
Bismondi at Chéne—A visit to Oombc Florey—Emma at lur
le—George Darwin born July 9, 1845—

—Mazzini an
Impmvumenﬁ at Down.

JoHN ALLEN, the brother so beloved by all his sisters, died
in April, 1843. Emma and umyAllennowleft

whic) Beymom-, John’s eldest son, inherited, ’?omed
Jessie Sismondi and Harriet Surtees at ﬂmu house in ‘enby.
Emma Allen wrote (May 4th, 1843): ** Among us four to
think and talk of him is nopunbnt all consolation. . . .
In my most dear Henry his father’s sweet, affectionate
ohnrscm:smnstnbsemble My love for him has had a
strong increase by seeing what use and comfort he was to
his dear father, ‘Whnt a blessing and comfort Harry is to
me, Emma,’ he said one of the last times he mentioned

ta

JoeinhW 00d, who had never really recovered fro
ess of the rear, died Iy
12th, 1843. Emma wunloco bel&lber,
llthongi lhB was expeoting the birth of her fourth child

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedguood.

My pearest ELizaBETH, Wuly, 1843].
1 feel it almost as necessary as breathing to me now,
to express to you my deep tenderness and feelings for you
at this awful time. Among all his children, who have loved
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y-ll,hi-ﬁoyvu.vhommledhilmmm,
o naturally turns with the greatest pity. I do not
religious consolation comes immediately, but in
hile you have the sweetest earthly one, the
that you have been the most helpful, cheer-
affectionate child that ever father was blessed

Bessy! 1 feel for her that she cannot grieve for
she would have done in time past, the husband whom
d with such tenderness only a few years ago! to
| her life is sadder than death. . . .

other told me that she felt with Fanny Allen that
was sadder than death, but that to Elizabeth
it of her mother’s lovely soul remained her most

e Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Sourn Cuirr House [TeNBY], July 19th [1843].
1 am thinking incessantly of you all just now
mvmdn,nndithtmﬁdwmwdommdhing.
in fact nothing. But when I have sent off & letter
er insignificant, I feel lighter, as if I had helped

ed to you, and nothing to herself, or that she
set aside as superannuated, and so some
feeling be awakened. Then by writing, I so fear
’harm, to rouse her to a feeling that it is a mercy
‘dormant, that I do not well know what to do.
last resolved on writing to her and consigning it
been talking over your father’s incomparable
to us all our lives through, this morning at break-
one of our obligations to him was forgotten but
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the most, the high moral atmosphere into which he intro-
duced us, if I may speak so affectedly, but no other phrase
that suits me so well presents itself. The moral standard
of Pembrokeshire was so low, how can we suppose we might
not have settled under it had we been left to ourselves and
to the country ? His was so high, so pure, so true and so
engaging by his exquisite modesty, that it was impossible
it should not have had its effect on us, tho’ we had been
born brutes. . . .

Madame Sismondi to her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
Wednesday [July 19, 1843].
(Enclosed in the letter to Elizabeth.)

DEearest Brssy,

Our common loss awakens so many grateful feelings
in my heart I cannot help writing to you, tho’ I know that
& letter is rather a fatigue now than a recreation to you. . . .
1 have often thought our ion with the Wedgwood
was one of the blessed circumstances of our lives, sent by
Heaven to raise our moral natures, if we had the wisdom
to profit by it. Some of us, I am sure have. Whether 1
have or not, I am sure I have never thought of Jos's
brotherly affection to every one of us without a warm glow
of the heart—his open house to all of us—his ready purse
when we wanted help; dearest Bessy, if you had searched
the world you could not have found a husband who would
have been so kind and dear a brother to your sisters; and
you, who were always their stay, support, and sunshine as
it were, would not have been happy if you had not been so
seconded, seconded as he only could, I believe. My own
Bessy, we have so much to be grateful for, it would be sin
not to think of our many blessings and be thankful. When
we can feel gratitude to Heaven we are not far from
happiness.
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1 often wish now that I had made my mother talk more
W old times. I have the impression that she shm-ed in
‘the general reverence for her father’s character, deepl.
loved, and was not afraid of him, but that it was her mothe

who had the first place in her he&tt and life.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
TENBY, Oth Sept, [1843].

. . . Why sorrow should make us shy is inexplicable to
me, but I am certain it does. Is it that a strong feeling of
any kind keeps oneself in one’s own mind perpetually, so
that one cannot help feeling as if we were equally in the
minds of others, on the stage as it were ? Nevertheless I
begin to make progress. I felt I had when Harry [Allen]
was here the other day. In driving with him and talking
to him I felt as if I once more enjoyed something. He
‘coaxed me out in the prettiest way you ever saw, and was
like his own dear father in making me talk, and seeming
interested in what I said, enjoying with a gentle gaiety
everything,  the air, the earth, the sky,” so that insensibly
he made you sympathize with him. . . .

1 was born 25th September, 1843. There were now three
in the nursery.

 Emma Darwin to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
) Wedgwood.
Dowx, Wed. [say Oct., 1843].
. We sent the maids to a concert at Bromley on
, and it has done Brodie such a wonderful deal of
200 that if she could but got to a play or two, T think it
would cure her. There have been many breezes in that
mmne but I have told Brodie that I shall not keep
if she is pert to her, and matters have gone very
Smooth since. Very likely now Brodie is so poorly and over-

e
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done she may be cross herself, as she says she is indeed.
But whether she is or not, Bessy must put up with it. Iam
reserving a sledge-hammer for her the next opportunity she
gives me by pertness to Brodie. . . .

Brodie, our old Scotch nurse, was an invaluable treasure
to my mother and a peﬂm nurse to the children. Her
marked features were d pmod with smallpox; lhe
had carrotty hair, china-b! , and & most
smile. Her ht.her the ownor, hink of a small ship .e
Portsoy, had been one of Napoleon’s détenus. T have the
impression that they heard no of him for ten long
She sta; yedmthuaﬁllmynmrdwdmlsbl an he
through grief quite lost her self-control, and,
her reason, insisted on leaving. Shemndaulm.hhnme
tarbunal!mPorhoymSoothn from which she paid us
long visits, and remained our dear friend till her death in
about 1873. T can still see her almost as if she was before
my eyes, sitting in the little summer-house at the end of the

Sand-walk, and hear the constant click-click of her knitting-
She did not need to look at her stocking, knitting
in the Scotch fashion with one of the needles stuck into a
bunch of cock’s feathers, tied at her waist, to steady it.
There she sat hour after hour patiently and benevolently
looking on, whilst we rushed about and messed our clothes
as much as we liked.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin in London.

Wednesday [SHREWSBURY, probably Oef., 1843].

. . . Why did you not tell me how your old self was ? be
sure and tell me exactly next letter. As for myself I am
very brisk and have just been paying a call upon Nancy,
and have been admiring her chateau, which really is very
nice. She showed me a letter from Aunt Bessy which came
with crockery, and Mme de Sévigné could not, I should
think, have written more prettily on such an occasion. .

Igotmwntnnlportwuthathoughtofl)oddymd
talked, like an old fool, for nearly an hour about nothing
else, and 1 really believe the girls sympathized with it all.
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I ended with protest that although I had done Doddy
justice, they were not to suppose that Annie was not a
good little soul—bless her little body. Absence makes me
very much in love with my own dear three chickens. . . .
You were quite right to send me sneers versus Mr Scott.
1 have amused them here with homceopathic stories. My
father observes that as long as he' can remember there has
always been something wonderful, more or less of the same
kind, going on, and there have always been people weak
enough to believe, and he says, slapping both knees, he
supposes there always will be, so that he thinks Mr Scott no
a fool than other past and future fools; a more
charitable belief than I can indulge in. By the way 1 told
him of my dreadful numbness in my finger ends, and all the
sympathy I could get was,  Yes—yes—exactly—tut—tut,
neuralgic, exactly, yes, yes ! !”” nor will he sympathize about
money, “ stuff and nonsense * is all he says to my fears
of ruin and extravagance. . . .

Blizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Magg, Tuesday [1844].

I think Willy [aged 4] must have the sweetest and most
affectionate disposition in the world. We are all charmed
with your anecdote of him, Aunt Sarah especially. I hope
‘he will keep his resolution always to comfy Annie, and I
daresay he will easily understand the ~distinction of
duties between himself and Charles.

- He did not always charm his great-aunt Sarah. A few

later, to her horror and amazement, he expressed in

mee a fervent wish to have seen an accident which

'was being mentioned—a dog run over by a train. She had

mmnndntshnding of boy nature, or indeed of human
nature.
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Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Down, June 20 [1844],

. . . We came here yesterday, we three and Fan Hens-
leigh and her baby, filling a nice clean coach. I find even
the drive refreshing, how much more this pretty, brilliantly
clean, quiet house. The repose and coolness of it is de-
licious, let alone the sunny faces which met us so lovingly
at the door, amongst them Charlotte’s sweet one, un-
changed, and so young, I am continually confounding it
with Emma’s. This place and house I find exceedingly
pretty, the drawing-room is a charming one, and the dining-
room excellent. Emma, always the dearest little hostess in
the world, and without any extraordinary out-of-the-way
quality, is the most original little person in her way living.
1 rejoice greatly in getting this bit of Charlotte and finding
her so unchanged in every way, except the anxious mother,
and even anxiety with her is calm, concentrated, unobtrusive.

Fanny [Allen] saw Syd. Smith for half-an-hour in his
very handsome house, mad with spirits, saying he had even
now such an exuberance he did not know what to do with
himself for very joy. He was pressing Fanny to marry, and
recommended a lad of twenty to her. ... Lady Davy
told me she saw little of him, he was very rich, forgot old
friendships or never had any, and really his want of moral
feeling was painful, there was a time for all things, and it
‘was now become indecorous both his jokes and laughs. . . .

Very soon after the above letter was written Madame
Sismondi, Moompamed by ber sister Emma, set out for
Geneva and Chéne.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.
CrENE, July 13th, 1844,

« . . I seem so near him her.e, that the separation does not:
appear so complete and terrible as when I was in England,
where all the regret for him seemed centred in my own
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heart. Here his name is in every mouth, and sorrow for
him in every heart, as if he had died but yesterday. Here,
to0, every spot recalls some sweet memory of happiness and
Jove. I am too variable, and it is too soon to judge rightly,
but certainly as yet I am less unhappy here, for surely here
1 made him happy.

Bossi has written an article for the Almanack that pleases
‘me so perfectly, I really think he would be very capable of
undertaking the memoirs, but I am afraid to trust to my
own judgment, and I distrust his knowledge of a French
public, for whom they must be written.

On Tuesday in the boat from Vevay here, I began to
suffer almost more than I could bear, when our own familiar
mountains showed themselves. Bossi met us with his car-

at the boat, unobtrusively tender as he always is,
but when at Chéne I saw those stairs down which my Own
80 rapidly ran to receive me if I had but taken a walk
without him, I thought my heart would break. It swelled
80 as almost to suffocate me; but this first suffering over
1 became every day less unhappy. On Wednesday morning
as soon as I was awake I went to my beloved grave. It
was full of flowers and a crown of everlasting was placed
at the head. I recognised the Gr. Duchess in that. She
is here, and has sent every day with great tenderness to
enquire news of me, saying she would come to me as soon
as I could see her without too much emotion. I have
written to her, and expect her every minute. I love her,
i would much rather she had been at Berne. I wonder
whether I do really love her, or can there be no amity
complete between the little and the great ? Locked in the
‘churchyard by this dear grave I pass my best hours. I
pray there more fervently and with more hope than else-
‘where; no one can see or hear me. I can call upon my Own
and talk to him as tho’ he lived. T am almost ashamed to
mm, it must seem so weak, but one strong feeling I really
enfeebles the mind, and I am quite aware T must

take arms against it.
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My pEAR ELIZABETH, Coxee FLOREY, Sept. 5 [1844].
After all the trouble you have taken about furbish-
ing me up fit for a fashionable visit, I owe you the earliest
results of my experiment not to let things prized by the
world slip from me when an opportunity occurred of my
taking advantage of them, and [thus] save myself from
future regrets. . . .

Sydney Smith read us this evening a pamphlet he has
written, or is indeed now writing on the Catholic Clergy of
TIreland, so clever, full of fun, good sense, and real eloquence
occasionally, that the evening has passed off very pleasantly,
and has recalled many a pleasant past hour of now nearly
forty years’ standing that authorises in my mind the extra-
ordinary exertion of a long journey to see them. Sydney
said to me at dinner to-day, “ It is now forty years I think
since we have been friends.” So these things settle the
question of folly which overtook me this morning, and
1 shall take the good and ill of the hour without a
question.

1 got here without any difficulty. The stop of nearly two
hours at Bristol was tiresome and disagreeable enough,
from thence we came to Taunton in an hour and a half.
The country is very rich, and this place is lovely. Sydney
was in the flower garden and gave us a hearty welcome.
Mrs Smith I find affectionate, but she is very unwell and
50 is Sydney, though it does not quell his gaiety. Luttrell,
the wit, was invited to meet Mrs L., the beauty, but he is
in the Channel Islands and there have been no tidings of
him. Rogers also was asked, but there has been some huff
in the case, and the Beauty stands alone as far as guests go,
though Sydney performs his part of talking gay nonsense to
her. She is very fashionable and handsome, and as vain as
you cannot imagine, though others may who have a spice
of the same quality. Yesterday Sydney, she, and I were
into a donkey ge to go round the grounds,
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pleasant Sydney was. To-day as we can’t get
mhhmeSvmetmhhSquhu,mdSyd.-yl

Wooncuzsten, Thureday (12 Sept. 1844].
(Her niece Lady Gifford’s house near Stroud.)

 whom you are not in the habit of seeing very
are beyond the warmth of my years.

at Combe Florey was very easy, pleasant, and
. Sydney is a gay and very happy man, and poor
ney is very nearly the reverse. I am convinced
wife of a wit is under the constant discipline of
on. She has detailed ruder and more offensive
e to her than I ever heard committed towards
. It seems to me that in the gay world they com-

her in the drawing-room, but went below to
n the library, when she talked about the polka much
listening to him about anything. The power of
me woman is quite extraordinary over men, if she

| your letter very much. It is very pleasant to
etters, as we did at Combe Florey, in our bedrooms
ok in the morning. It was pleasant too to have a
ral kindness and family affection to fortify oneself
one joins a life in which every deep and serious
excluded. The Cecil Smiths were very civil,
ned their dinner-party to catch me, but I was
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inexorable to my day, being convinced that at Combe Florey
more than any place * brevity is the soul of a visit.” . . .

T have been told by Miss Clarke, the daughter of a neigh-
bouring rector,! that in so far as these letters give the
imsression that Sydney Smith was no longer the kind friend
and energetic helper of his parishioners it is unfair to him.
Her father and mother were intimate with the Smiths, and
she quotes a characteristic sentence from a note of his to her
father: “ Pray give your servant a very gentle admonition
respecting leaving open garden doors. He left mine wide
open to-day, and the village pigs, taking it as an hint that
1 wished to see them, paid me a visit.”

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Sunday [SHREWSBURY, Oot., 1844].

. . . My visit is oing off very pleasantly; and my father
is in excellent spirits. I have had a deal of “ parchment
talk,” as Catherine calls it, with my father, and shall have
a good deal of wisdom to distil into you when I return,
about Wills, &c. . . . My father says that Susan, the
evening before she went, was enthusiastic in her admira-
tion of you, in which you know how my father joins. T
did not require to be reminded how well, my own dear wife,
you have borne your dull life with your poor old sickly
complaining husband. Your children will be a greater
comfort to you than I ever can be, God bless them and you.
Give my love and a very nice kiss to Willy and Annie and
poor Budgy, and tell them how much I liked their little
notes, which I read aloud to grandpapa. I shall be very
glad to see them again. I always fancy I see Budgy putting
her tongue out and looking up to me. Good-bye, my dears.

C. DARWIN.

My mother paid a visit to Maer in February, 1845. Her
life was at this time almost entirely filled by the cares of
husband and children, and 1 think no reason less strong
than that of seeing her mother would have taken her from
her home life.

* The Rev. J. B. B. Clarke, Rector of West Bagborough.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin at Maer.

My pEAR WIFE, [Dowx], Monday night, Feb., 1845.

Now for my day’s annals. In the morning I was
‘baddish, and did hardly any work, and was as much over-
come by my children as ever Bishop Copleston was with
duck.? But the children have been very good all day, and
I have grown a good deal better this afternoon, and had
a good romp with Baby—I see, however, very little of the
blesseds. The day was so thick and wet a fog that none
of them went out, though a thaw and not very cold; I had
a long pace in the kitchen garden: Lewis came up to mend
the pipe, and from first dinner to second dinner was a first-
rate dispensary [dispensation] as they never left him. They,
also, dined in the kitchen, and I believe have had a particu-
larly pleasant day.

I was playing with Baby in the window of the drawing-
room this morning and she was blowing a feeble fly and
‘blew it on its back, when it kicked so hard that to my great
amusement Baby grew red in the face, looked frightened,
and pushed away from the window. The children are
growing so quite out of all rule in the drawing-room, jumping
‘on everything and butting like young bulls at every chair
and sofa, that I am going to have the dining-room fire lighted

Um and keep them out of the drawing-room. I
N a month’s such wear would spoil everything in the
drawing-room.
read Whately's2 Shakespeare, and very ingenious and
it is—and what do you think Mitford’s Greece
has made mo begin, the Iliad by Cowper which we were
talking of; and I have read three books with much more
‘pleasure than I anticipated.

morning. 1 am impatient for your letter this
must be some family joke. Bishop Copleston had been a
Sir James Mackintos]

Whately (d. 1772), uncle of Archbishop Whately. wrote
haracters Shakes;

e. The Archbishop

: on some of the O 3 of
- called it ““one of t{c ablest critical works that ever appeared.”
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morning to hear how you got on. I asked Willy how Baby
had slept and he answered * She did not ery not one mouth-
Baki®? 4

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

(Dowx], Friday night [probably February, 1845].

My pEAR EmmA,

I shall write my Babbiana to-night instead of before
breakf: It is really derful how good and quiet the
children have been, sitting quite still during two or three
visits, conversing about everything and much about you
and your return. When I said I shall jump for joy when
I hear the dinner-bell, Willy said, *“I know when you will
jump much more, when Mama comes home.” *And so
shall I,” responded many times Annie. It is evident to me
that: you must be the cause of all the children’s fidgets and
naughtinesses. Annie [ef. 4] told me Willy had never been
quite round the world, but that he had been a long way,
beyond Leave’s Green. The Babs has neglected me much
to-day, and would not play; she could not eat jam, because
she had eaten so much at tea. She was rather fidgety,
going in and out of the room, and Brodie declares she was
looking for you. I did not believe it, but when she was
sitting on my knee afterwards and looking eagerly at pic-
tures, I said, “ Where is poor Mamma * she instantaneously
pushed herself off, trotted straight to the door, and then to
the green door, saying “ Kitch ”'; and Brodie let her through,
when she trotted in, looked all round her and began to cry;
but some coffee-grains quite comforted her. Was not this
very pretty ? Willy told me to tell you that he had been
very good and had given Annie only one tiny knock, and 1
‘was to tell you that he had pricked his finger.

My own annals are of the briefest. I paced half-a-dozen
times along the kitchen garden in the horrid cold wind,
and came in and read Monsters and Co., till tired, had
some visits from children, had very good dinner and very
good negus, played with children till six o’clock, read again
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have nothing to do, but most heartily wish you
. My dear old wife, take care of yourself and be

‘again.
i C. D.

1 thyuudtome poorpoorhymgaﬂbyhlmmlf
company in the drawing-room.”

S
i it Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedguwood.

16, GowEr STREET, Saturday [4 May, 1845].

h I was sorry for, as I never saw R. kinder,
i or more Agreeable Hensleigh and Fanny
party also y y of the two

Mr Wrightson, and Munm, who wn clever and
na  dispute with *“ Thomas * about music. It was an
g dispute. T. C. could see nothing in Beethoven’s

, “it told nothing.” Tt was like a great quantity
tumbled down for a bmldmg and “ it might have
left in the quarry.” He insisted on Mazzini
what he gained by hearing music, and when
inspiration and elevation, Carlyle said some-

. Georges Sand’s
ed also into this dispute, and then C. was right
ini on the wrong side. . . .

second son, George, was born on July 9, 1845.

gers, banker, art collector, connoisseur, and poet, and
—omt:‘ta a le: in the world of letters, was at
. His asts * wero oelebrlud as gather-
poeh. and other eminent persons. He died in 1855,
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.
Down, Wednesday [Aug. 27th, 1845).

Eras came to us on Monday. He is surprisingly well.
The children fasten on him all day, which he bears with
wonderful patience, and draws demons and imps for them
with as great perseverance as he does for his own particular
friends Erny and Tiny. . . . Charles has just finished his
Journal, which has overtired him a good deal, and he is but
poorly, now he has not the excitement of being forced to go
on with his work. He has taken a great deal of pains with
it and improved it a good deal, leaving out some of the dis-
cussions and putting in a few things which are interesting.
As you are so much interested in Blanco White [’s Life] I must
copy what Mr Lyell says about it. ““I would advise every
scientific man who is preparing a new edition in any rapidly
progressive branch of science, in which he has launched
many new speculations and theories, to read over the life
of 8t Blanco the Martyr, which I have just finished, and to
be grateful that in the department which he has to teach he
is not pledged to retain for ever the same views, or that the
slightest departure from them need not entail on him the
penalty of the loss of nearly all worldly advantages, domestic
ties, and friendships. How ashamed ought every lover of
truth to feel if mere self-love or pride makes him adhere
obstinately to his views, after seeing the sacrifices which
such a man was ready to make for what he believed to be
truth. This is the moral T draw from the book.”

Charles Darwin to his sister Susan Darwin.

My DEAR SUSAN, Wednesday, 3 Sept. 1845.
It is long since I have written to you, and now T
am going to write such a letter, as I verily believe no other
family in Britain would care to receive, viz. all about house-
hold and money affairs; but you have often said that you
like such particulars.
Erasmus is here yet; he must have found it wofully dull,
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» was to have gone on Saturday and then on Monday
ly stayed, we have the real pleasure to think,
as it is, that Down is not now duller to him than

yews, on which the evergreens we found did badly,
, a8 Erasmus has always insisted, was a great
‘hiding part of the field and the old Scotch firs.
g a mound, which will be execrated by all the
in front of the door out of the house. It will

, striking circles, driving stakes and such jobs; he
out several times.

morning. 1 had not time to finish my foolish
day, so I will to-day. Ourgnndentlchpmeh

W

anmmnmmmmh.vemm
only through the kitchen; again Parslow’s
lmllltobeﬁdy Itaeemednoselﬁshmhng
for lves and not comfortak

, that 1 was determined if possible to effect
~ 8o I hope the Shrewsbury conclave will not
ie for extreme extravagance, though now that
aloud Sir Walter Scott’s life, I sometimes
'we are following his road to ruin at a snail-like

7



98 [emar. viz

CHAPTER VII
1846

Emma at Maer—The death of '-1 March !l. llu-‘lﬂubsth
leaves Maer—Emma and two of Tenby.

Brssy’s health was now failing fast; Emma went for a few
days alone to Maer in January, 1846, on this account.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.

‘Maxr, Thursday [Jan., 1846).

. . . Elizabeth is looking well and in good spirits. She
is buoyed up by instinctive hopefulness, though if you were
to ask her what it was she hoped, I don’t know what she
would say, but it makes her go through all the nursing with
such zeal and spirit.

1 left Charles and the children all well; Willy in a great
state over a hideous new pea-jacket with great horn buttons.
He puts it on at all times of the day when he can get it safe
from Etty, who always insists upon having it on herself
when she catches sight of it. He bears it with the greatest
good nature and never attempts to take it from her, only
keeps it under the sofa that he may get it unknownst. He
is getting on a little with his reading, and I find it a great
pleasure and interest teaching them. But when I am not
well I feel it a great anxiety to be looking after them all day,
or else the small quantity of lessons they do I think I could
always manage.

Edmund [Langton] is a very pleasant little man, and
looking so well it is a pleasure, to see him. He is always
being some animal which seems to do for him almost as well
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n when she was at Down was rather uneasy till she
away the children’s untidiness as soon as they

With a willing mind it might be done, or
the French, whose lives are so much more social,
it? An upper maid of confidence, whose
re gentle and good, who was capable of teaching
o read, would be sufficient for their young years.
ilqumeumml creatures they would be more
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a pleasure than a plague to you. IthinkweEngh:hlay
much too great stress on bringing children f in
learning, by which we give them longer lessons ﬂnn their
little heads can take in, and only serve to weary the poor
teacher. Mrs Somerville, who taught hers, assured me
she never gave lessons longer than ten minutes at a time.
She said longer was only pernicious, no child could give
undivided attention beyond that period. She then sent
them out to amuse themselves as they could, and they
always succeeded and were fresh to give her their attention
for another ten minutes when she called for them. This
could not fatigue any mother, not even Mrs Allen. The
learning that profits our understanding is of our own acquir-
ing, therefore later. Never mind if your children are dunces.
No governess can do what a mother can for their souls,
therefore, if possible, my Emma, keep them in your own
hands. Could you have learnt anything but good from
your nurse, the pious and truthful Molly ? ~ Get such another,
only more elegant if you thought ne
I find John' has been visiting you: Ihopeheumued
you; there is something original about him, but I have no
hope he can ever win either of the nonpareils Parthenope
or Florence [Nightingale]. I think we English are far too
shy of the character of matchmaking. As in this free
country there is no forcing them, we only put people in the
way of being happy, should they suit each other, by throw-
ing them together. I have been just answering your sweet-
heart’s letter, and I think it so pretty a one, I enclose it to
you, to show you what you have lost. Seriously it gave
me great pleasure and made me wonder still more than I
did when I saw him, that you seemed more disposed to
laugh at than like *“ Tom Appleton.”® Have the Americans
1
- %:nna‘p;‘;‘:‘.on‘ mnng—tnono{ﬁohh.’lohnﬂmnﬂ.‘r:a‘l’l"
the most kindly of men. n.b.wm,xnmam‘ a strong
was the author of the that “ good Americans
ﬁ" to Paria wllm they die.” Oliver Holmes called him
‘e Sydney Smith of the Boston of hia day.” He was in 1o
possible sense my mnt.Mr‘. “ sweetheart,” but she always liked him.
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sohools to cool and harden them as we have ?
of our blood and family, I do not see why they

have so much more sensibility, such quicker sym-
o8, such readier affections, unless it is that our odious
 mar us.

never saw her mother again. She died on the
ch, 1846. Elizabeth wrote to her sister Emma:
1 am that her death was so gentle!
saying as I had done before,

i ’ For

then of the purest and most benevolent soul that
or shone in any face.”

Fanny Allen to Sarah Wedgwood (sister of
) Josiah Wedgwood of Maer).

i PeNALLY, April 6ih [1846].
Fifteen years ago, what grief we should have felt
event ! ever since then we have had a gentle wean-
dear Bessy's life, though deprived of enjoyment
en be praised ! one of little suffering! What a

d I have to be grateful for, when I think of
Bessy’s affection and conduct to us! Many, many
and kindness that had almost slipped from my

accompanying manner and look. Among the
that I have to be grateful for through life, the.

by Jos, every generous and affectionate feeling

ion by him. And then they have left us such

en, taught by them, that will bless us, and all around

with the like tenderness and love. I mention now

, but I gratefully remember every one of you—it
n & long stream of kindness from each of you. . . .
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.

My brss ik, MazR, Monday [6 April, 1846].

We have been talking a little of our plans. T think
we shall come to the conclusion that as we must break up
from here, there is little use in lingering, and that we shall
probably not stay more than a month. I don’t feel that
leaving the place (though I shall never see another I shall
like anything like it) will be much of a grief. How glad I
should have been if Jos and Harry would have taken to it; 1
can’t help thinking Jos will regret it. It is so unlike any
other place, so completely its own self, and with alterations
it might be made so very nice a one, and he will find it
almost impossible to fix anywhere else. . . . Thank you my
dear Emma for your invitation, but I think I shall stick
by the Langton’s at present. Charlotte wishes it, and
Charles Langton gives me great confidence he will like it
too.

It is a great pleasure to see how entirely Charles [Langton]
understood and loved my mother—how he felt the trans-
parent brightness of her character, and how everybody
whom we have heard from felt it. There never was any-
one comparable to her. Her look and voice are a bright-
ness gone from the world for ever. I feel it a comfort that
she continued so unaltered to the last. Till that one day
of insensibility she had no look of pain or illness, and T have
not borne to disturb that image in my memory by any sight
since. . . . Charles was mentioning yesterday a eircum-
stance that I had never heard before, for I think I could not
have forgotten it, a dream she had of being able to walk,
and what extreme pleasure it gave her. My father was very
much affected at hearing it.

Good-bye, my dear Emma, you may be sure I shall be
very glad to go and see you and dear Charles a little further
on.—Your affect. S.E.W.

Charlotte remarks in the letters they receive how many
revert to the charm of her mother’s smile. Emma wrote:
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time I remember my mother with most affection
the time we came from school, and she and my

r came to meet us at Stone and gave us such a recep-
shall never forget her warm glow as she embraced
and again. Soon after she left us at school again,

h mﬁmmer holiday, &hemtwshmwubury and
there for some time. When I think of the grief
ﬂwnthmngofhuﬂlm I often wonder at my
now, but in fact the first fit she had was almost
« gjefhhmmylhavefeltuinoewithrespeotm

omnmar Emma Da.rwm went to Tenb;
> Willy and fong

Dowx, Wednesday [June, 1846].
exceedingly glad to get your letter with so wonder-
good an account of your voyage and of the dear little
happiness; I am glad you took them. Do you not
u had better come back by land ? and had you
stay more than a fortnight ? T propose it to
fide and wish you to do so, though I do long to
ne own wife back again. . . .
last the flower-garden is looking very gay. I have
g on very badly with my work as it has been ex-
difficult, and T have had so many letters to write.
as very charming, though I did not see much of her
; she is very affectionate to her dolls, but at last
of them, and declared with great emphasis that
‘would have a real livo Baby,” and “ Mama shall buy
me.”

Charles Darwin to BEmma Darwin at Tenby.

Thursday afternoon [June, 1846].

To-day has been stormy and gloomy, but rather
in the intervals, only I have been sick again but
of very uncomfortable. A proof has come from the
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printers saying the compositor is in want of MS., which he
cannot have and I am tired and overdone. I am an
nngnowu-alddagmhowl im'l hnvebeennttmgmtha

, whilst hing the and
thinking what a fortunate man I am, so well off in worldly
circumstances, with such dear little children, and such a
Trotty,! and far more than all with such a wife. Often
have 1 thought over Elizabeth’s words, when I married
you, that she had never heard a word pass your lips which
she had rather not have been uttered, and sure I am that
I can now eay so and shall say so on my death-bed, bless
you, my dear wife.

Your very long letter of Monday has delighted me, with
all the particulars about the children. How happy they
seem: I will forward it to Caroline, though twice it has “ my
dearest N.”

Trotty is quite charming, though I am vexed how little
1 can stand her: somehow I have been extra bothered and
busy: and this morning I sent off five letters. . . .

“My dearest N,” means “My dearest Nigger.” He
called himulfylm' * nigger mumngmh:{ slave, and the
expression “* You nigger,” as a urmunt is
familiar to our ears from her lips.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.

Dowx, Sunday [probably September, 1846).

. . Charlotte writes to me for a receipt for a punishment
for Edmund. If she will send me ditto for Etty T will
engage to furnish her, but I am quite as much non-plussed
as she can be. Since she has been unwell the whims in her
little head are wonderful. Now she never will have her
night shift on, and it has to be put on after she is asleep. 1
must come to a downright quarrel I am afraid, but I am
always in hopes these fancies will blow over.

1 Etty, called Trotty Veck.



THE VILLAGE OF DOWN






18471848 105

\

\

CHAPTER VIII
1847—1848

Elizabeth Darwin born—Sarah Wedgwood settles at Down—Eliza-
beth Wedgwood and the Langtons leave Staffordshire—Hart-
field—Fanny Allen on a round of visits—The French Revolution
of 48 —Charles Darwin at Shrewsbury—Francis Darwin born

August 16th, 1848—The death of Dr Darwin.

Ernzasers DARWIN was born on July 8, 1847.

This year Sarah Wedgwood left Staffordshire and came
to Down to be near my mother, where she lived till her
‘death. Her house, Petleys, was quite secluded, though
it was close to the little village street.!

I have still a vivid image of my great-aunt Sarah. She
- was tall, upright, and very thin, and looked as different
~ from the rest of the world as any old lady in Cranford. She

used to wear a scanty lilac mnn]gn gown, several little capes,

. or small shawls, and a large Leghorn bonnet. She kept
~ several pairs of gloves by her—loose black ones for putti
~ on coals and shaking hands with little boys and girls, an
others for reading books and cleaner occupations. Her life
was one of Spartan simplicity. She lived in her books, and
administration of her charities, and her only society was
of my mother and a few old friends and relations. She
no glgz for intercourse with her neighbours, rich or poor,
‘and I do not believe ever visited in the village. Neither do
think she cared for her garden or ever went into it; and
her horse and phaeton seemed to be kept entirely for our
service, though I suppose that it took her few visitors to
and from the station—an anxious business, as Jack, her
- horse, was as old-fashioned as his mistress, and could not
be allowed to hear or see a train, or he became quite un-
‘manageable. The solemn visits to our old great-aunt were
i s iz oF i e ey oo oy it ks
is ay of ouse where later on my Aunt -
Toth oame to and her days. i
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rather awful but rare events. Her servants, however, Mrs
Morrey, Martha, and Henry Hemmings, were our dear
friends, and whenever life was a little flat at home, we could
troop off, crossing the three fields that separated our house
from Petleys, sure of a warm welcome from them. The
flowers that grew in her garden seemed to us to have a mys-
terious charm, and once a year there was the excitement of

thmngbnllnumbhahadgaofmhmaﬁdd Mrs
ﬁmvy’sgmgubrudmhkemothﬂwohvewuw
before or since, and Martha would sing us songs which only

gained by repetition.

All the family but the Frank Wedgwoods had now left
Staffordshire. Harry Wedgwoods settled at The
Hermitage, near Woking; the Josiah Wedgwoods at Leith
Hill Place; and the Langtons at Bntﬁeldvao,onche

Th

site was a little fields, formerly filched from the
r(fm-ed with hollies, beeches, and firs.

the cousins have the hap) jest remembrance of visits to
these two houses; there wu 0 nme ntmonphso of freedom

every morning f
twowfw in this scl Bdmthm,butvhendoa-not
’lpvpeu shahldbmltlhﬁﬂouhoolon()ddymuld.w
and, I presume, endowed

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedguwood.
27 Aug., 1847.
I feel disposed to write to you to-day, dearest, because
my head is full of you and of your works, which I believe
I was one of the first to think romantic. Let me make
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amende honorable. What you have done at Caldy
rs and bears fruit more abundantly than I could
believed possible.  Yesterdsy Emma persuaded
lay my oldness aside, and make one of a boat
to Caldy with John Allen' (School Commissioner)
your school, so that you will see it figure in the
‘report. We found 12 or 13 children. After sum-
letbaﬁmnhndﬁ.hml'lmmmd

mpb' ished with all the impl of learning;
Allen was particularly pleased with the little
prints, in which he examined them with a sort
tenderness. They sang several hymns and
m true. There was a devotional earnestness in
boy that might have repaid you for all you
if you had looked at him.

the sail there and back exceedingly beside all
¢ I found on the Island itself. We were obliged
p an almost perpendicular rock that frightened
;mku,butmththeld:mtndo!TomAﬂmIgot
a goat, and enjoyed it all the more for the

’s house at Hartfield was now being laid out,
following lotter shows that my mother was pro-
to dig up shrubs from the gudyanltl)mlortha

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Sunday [SuREWSBURY, 31st Oct., 1847].
two wretched days on Frld-ny and Sntnrd.-y I
and
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plenty of time to think of you, my own dearest, tenderest,
best of wives. I have no doubt I shall be at home on
Thursday. Kiss the dear children for me. . . .
Many thanks for all your very nice letters and your
one this i ‘We all here und d why so
many laurels must be dug up, perhaps you would like the
Azalea and one of the Deodars for Elizabeth. My dearest,
1 kiss you from my heart. Won't you dig up a fow of the
apple trees in the orchard ? Are they not too thick ?

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
PERRYSTONE, Sept. 2nd [1847].

. I found W. Clifford on Thursday at the turnpike
gate with the little carriage and his man George. On
Friday, Mr Cornewall Lewis' and Lady Theresa and her
3 children (Listers) came here, and remain till to-morrow,
we had also the Dean of St Asaph. Lady Theresa is quite
charming—so gay and happy, easy and natural, and I think
very clever. She has a good loud voice, and she carries on
a lively conversation with Mr Clifford without much effort.
If all ladies of quality were like her I should say they were
very superior to the run of ladies in our rank. Her son is
a nice lad at Harrow, who charms W. Clifford by the sweet-
ness of his countenance; the two girls also are nice little
things. He enjoyed himself very much talking nonsense
to Lady Theresa last night, and she responded with great
gaiety. His love for Violet was the theme. Mr Lewis is
a sensible man, rather cold, but he enjoys his wife’s spright-
liness and laughed very heartily when she took him off; they
seem & thoroughly happy family. 1 thought he eriticised
Macaulay well and justly this morning—he said he thought
he lost sight of truth occasionally from his love of painting
strong scenes and saying striking things, but never from

1 Sir George Cornewall Lewis, Poor Law Commissioner, He was
author of t.he saying “‘life would ba wlunbla bnt for m sumuso-

ments.” Maria Theresa (180
ol et g L i ﬁ s g
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He thought him on the whole very veracious.
' man of bad or no taste (I forget which), which is
e in his history, or indeed in whatever he writes.

‘\M a Allen to her sister Madame Sismondsi.
HaArTFIELD, Oct. 3rd [1847).
Tam very glad to hear that you are going to Cresselly
christening, and that you have a smart bonnet to

e. Pick up every word of Kitty’s and if you could
mpn{h&hn&yh&mwhnmchuywﬂd
ﬁindudspnvﬂegetohwmh‘ohﬂduthn

'hmdoepmthooldhttanofthphmﬂyfwthm
days—poor Tom’s! letters are very melancholy and
and some of Jos’s answers very beautiful. What
they were ! and their attachment to each other so
1 have copied off half a sheet of Tom’s written
ote in 1804, desiring Jos not to come there on his
and giving a character of himself and Jos so true
e both, that it is a pity it should not be more
It was a cruel blight that passed over the life of
n of such rare excellence. There are a great number

{ mhmentwhuhboumllmmm-unrgm
‘the mass of letters his are among the most affec-
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It is very lucky you are not near enough to commit the
imprudence of sending me your ““ white bonnet to be worn
at Embley.” I shall not want a smart bonnet there, not
80 much as at Down, and I have got my Leghorn, too smart,
almost already. Be sure to dress yourself very handsomely
at Cresselly. . . .

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Tre Hemunirace, Thursday 11th [Nov., 1847).

. . . 1 was yearning to write to you the few days of my
stay at Embley? [where] I spent a pleasant time in spite of
the greatest of my losses, Florence. I never liked Mr or
Mrs Nightingale so much before, and Hilary Carter and
Parthe are girls of extraordinary talents and understanding.
Mr N. has something of the charm of Mrs Tollet’s simplicity.
He made us laugh heartily one day at dinner, when some
one observed on the character of Sismondi, of the interest
he took in people, when Mr Nightingale suspended his knife
and fork a little saying, “ It is very amiable, but I can not
for the life of me feel that interest in anybody.” He was
greeted with much laughter of course, but he continued
very grave, protesting his want of power. He made another
confession, that he was very malignant, which I do not see
any indication of, but he knows best. Florence's letters
were great treats. There were three of them during my
stay. She sees well and describes well. She mentioned
having seen the Nineveh bulls which have lately arrived at
Paris. They are exceedingly grand, 20 feet high, and 12 of
these are coming to England. What can we do with them ?
‘Where place them ? They have all been dug up at Nineveh.
The Bracebridges and Florence left Paris in the diligence for
Chalons. This new mode of travelling amuses Flo, and she
rather likes difficulties too. What a wife she would make

1

ey gy
Hilary Bonham-Carter was their first cousin.
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composed of duet talking. The Bishop of Exeter! looked the
very personification of the evil serpent, gliding about and

ing in deep ion with the Baron, all with
nimoewhsplotnplmnunydm Soon after he sat
dmvnwdmnnhaponndmmhmvxhcymmc He made
me half-a-d set ions to Torquay and
Devonshire, with much- formality, and I guess little sincerity.
I wanted to have Mr Maurice® as my companion, but I got
H. Milman® He praised Jane Eyre exceedingly, so if you
want to order a book get that, the writer is unknown. He
and his wife had been at Paris lately and I asked him about
the Bulls, that you have been laughing at my version of.
They are brazen he said, and he should think their height
was about 12 feet; and instead of 12 Bulls for England,
he said there were a great many more—so I suppose there
are twenty bulls, and I transferred the numbers. Mrs
Henry Milman was exquisitely dressed.

Friday I dined at Mrs Sydney Smith's. This was a
melancholy contrast to the dinners when Sydney presided.
Mrs Sydney was low and seemed to feel the striking differ-
ence. Everything was as handsome and elegant as in
Sydney’s time, but the soul was wanting, which Mrs S.
seems to feel every moment. I heard no news there, except
great praise of Jane Eyre. Fanny [Hensleigh] called for me
at § past nine to go to Mrs Thompson'’s literary soirée, which
consisted of about 18 or 20 people, most of them very black.
We had some singing and a little dancing. Sir Edward L.
Bulwer’s son* was there, the most affected young gentleman

1 The famous “ Gorham Case ” was just mwxm:nin(. in wmnh
oy Ry T L
keep a clergyman b "gnun E

wife was a niece of Mr Surtees.
2 Frederick Denison Maurice (b 1805, d. 1811), Clupllin of Lin.
coln's Inn, Bawhmd be the inspirer of the movement
Broad Church.” Hednlﬂmd.edhwmi
education o

ﬁhar‘r:minﬂxeuu-olthhw
-puam' ting e e oy D
" quof ant
+ Honry o hrtarian, afiorwards Dons of 3¢ Pante
§ Ton ot Eney of Lytton, bor, 1891,
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of 16 I ever saw. He is very handsome, and shakes back his
* head of heavy dark curls every time he spoke. His dress
was exceedingly recherché, he is quite a finished petit maitre.
_ To-day we went to hear Pusey in the morning at Dods-
‘worth’s Church, and walked afterwards to Lincoln’s Inn
I wish you had been with us to-day. Mr Maurice
gave us a beautiful discourse, and I heard every word. It
‘amply repaid me for my walk. It was partly on the forgive-
ness of our sins and what Luther had done. It is a sermon
1 should like to read, for it began with our quelling selfish-
ness, but the link that bound that to the latter part of his
germon I cannot recollect. It was a sermon in contrast to
Dr Pusey’s in the morning, which was striking and terrific,
closing with the denunciations of our Saviour to the goats
‘on the left hand. Thus closes my story of the week. . . .

~ Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My pmar ErLizasers, Dee. 26 [1847], [TexBY].

1 You will be glad to hear how I have found Jessie, so
I will begin a letter to you this evening. I want also to
~ close the history of my London annals to you, for if I do not
. write them when they are tolerably fresh I shall forget them
- altogether.

. Thursday, the House of Commons Day, was a failure.
; ‘Where you sit is not parable to the old Ventil you
- cannot easily move, you have a fair sight of the House,
‘but you hear with difficulty. The only person, or the two
‘persons I wished to hear, I did not. H. Drummond did not
e that night, and Julia Smith would not stay long
. enough for D'Isracli. Then I should say the debate was
~ @cold one. Mr Gladstone spoke fluently, but there was no

~ soul in his words, and indeed there were no giants in the

| House. Saturday it poured. Hensleigh continued ailing

z&'“ would not think of going out to breakfast, so we went

- without him and had a very pleasant morning. Rogers is

- much more himself, and can manage subjects better in his

~ Own house than when he is thrown into a party of 12, where
VoL, 1. 8
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perhaps he only knows 4 or 5. There was only Mr Ruxton,
1 am not sure of the name, but he was clever and agreeable.
Rogers prophesied that Monckton Milnes would extinguish
him, when he should arrive, as he was just come from Madrid,
and we should hear nothing but of Spain. This was not
quite the case as he seemed to have been much amused by
H. Drummond’s speech the night before in the House, and
he did not seem much struck by Madrid. The Queen is
turning out a good-looking woman. Her leisure time is
now engaged in copying Raphael’s celebrated picture of the
Spasimo ! M. Milnes is lively and pleasant but he is plain
and common looking, so that he must make his way with
Florence [Nightingale] by his mind, and not the outward
man, Mrs Sara Coleridge told us his confession to her was
that he wished to be in love and could not.

We called on poor Mrs Sydney Smith on our way back.
How untrue was the report that she was giving parties and
going out ! She has not dined in company since 8.’s death
and has given no parties of any kind. She lives but in the
thoughts of her past life, and of wishes to transmit some-
thing of Sydney to posterity that might show him the gay,
kind, good-natured person he was. She said she would show
me her manuscripts, what she had collected of his letters,
and her own little sketch of her husband’s early life. But
as this could not be now, she gave me a few books of MSS.
to look over before I quitted town. This was good-natured
and the reading of them gave me amusement and pleasure.
The day was too bad for Anne Marsh to come, as she had
intended, so Sara Coleridge sat an hour or more waiting for
her. She [Sara] is not a person that hits my taste, she has
1 suspect too much of her father in her. The dinner at
Bunsen’s was a very pleasant ona. Besides the family there
were three gentlemen and their wives and some other learned
men. Bunsen introduced one man, a German (Max Miiller)
who was a great Sanscrit scholar. Another, who sat next
me, was a great Northern linguist and scholar, I believe he
was an Englishman. All the English names 1 could make
nothing of when Bunsen pronounced them. It was very
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hearing all these men talking of learned times and
which you do not hear at an English dinner-table.
was & frankness in this that was very agreeable.
Bunsen, I should think my neighbour, the Scan-
n, was the most learned of the party. He seemed to
ow all things, so I ventured to try him with my bulls. He
quite au fait, told me where they were, not yet arrived
from whence they come here by vessels. I asked
hi  their height was, and he said 16 feet high, so
t ere 1 shall leave them—a very proper height. He told
3 e they had deciphered also some words on the Babylonian
; MMNebnohdmmrwuonemyom The
‘was created on Sept. 21, at 3 o’clock in the after-

March 4 [1848].
Mnnhnngehuhkmphoemmyfeehnymoetm

the safety of those for whom I trembled, and really,
'as it seems at present, the most sublime political move-

ce to awake again to know and read more. No
nt is possible now but a republic, whatever one

my heroine, the Duchess. . . . The Revolution is
a social than a political one. Will they be able to
'Mpmmimmthawmhngdmimdxibhoy
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however small, so as to have a living interest in the manu-
factory,” but in this very decree I see a blunder by the
“ mauvaise téte ’ of Louis Blanc. He talks of the * iniqui-
tous oppression ” of the work-masters. It is not true, and
if it was, it is not for the rulers of the masters as well as
workmen to use such language. At a moment when as you
say, ““a little spark kindleth such a blaze ” how cautiously
ought every word to be weighed ! I cannot help thinking
the hand of God is immediately in this revolution. It is so
great, so sudden, so unforeseen, so unmeasured even by those
who seem to have made it, that it has the effect of a miracle
on the soul.

The most hopeful part of this revolution is the awakening
of a religious feeling. Can that be owing only to the piety
of one man, Lamartine ¢ One might doubt it if one did not
see the immense spread of good by one woman, Mrs Fry,
whose memoirs we are now reading, and a very delightful
reading it is. What a blessed woman ! And what a blessed
lot was hers! . . . God bless thee, my beloved child.
Ever thy, J. 8.

1 like much the “ thee and thou,” it; seems so pretty in
Mrs Fry.

The following letters were written during a visit to
Shrewsbury in May, 1848. Dr Darwin was very seriously
ill and this was my f&that’s last visit there during his father’s
lifetime.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Saturday [SHREWSBURY, probably 20 May, 1848].

Though this will not go to-day I will write a bit of
Journal, which “in point of fact ’ is a journal of all our
healths. My father kept pretty well all yesterday, but
was able to talk for not more than 10 minutes at a time till
after dinner, when he talked the whole evenmg most won-
derfully well and cheerfully. It is an i le pleasure
that he has twice told me that he is very comfortable, and
that his want of breath does not distress him at all like the
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dying sensation, which he now very seldom has. That he
thought ‘with care he might live a good time longer, and that
when he died it would probably be suddenly, which was
best. Thrice over he has said that he was very comfortable,
~ which was so much more than T expected. .
Thanks for your very nice letter vavdived ‘Vhiy morning,
- with all the news about the dear children: I suppose now
~ and be-hanged to you, you will allow Annie is * something.”
1 believe as Sir J. L. said of his friend, that she is a second
' Mozart; anyhow she is more than a Mozart considering her
Darwin blood. Farewell for to-day.
Sunday. All goes on flourishing. Susan arrived at
‘ 8 o'clock in tremendous spirits. The tour had answered
 most brilliantly. She never saw such trees, such post-
~ horses, such civil waiters, and such good dinners, and as for
Frank Parker, she is in love with him. It has done her a
world of good.

Ntmdny [SHREWSBURY, 22nd May, 1848].

. I was y how it was
) § hnd plenty of pl (and an employ which I
do not consider mere amusement) for being employed alone
makes me forget myself: really yesterday I was not able to
. forget my stomach for 5 minutes all day long. I have read,
since being here, Evelyn’s Life of Mrs Godolphin; it is very
pretty, but she is too virtuous, and too nun-like; her great
beanty counterbalances some of her virtue: if she had been
ugly and so very good she would have been odious. Tell
this sentiment to your Aunt Sarah and see what she will say.
I am also reading an English translation of Mme de Sévigné
and like it much. Give my love to all the dear children and
- bless them:
J Yours, C. D.
‘- The black-caps sing here so beautifully.

i [(SurewsBURY], Tuesday [23 May, 1848].

This lovely day makes me pine rather to be with you
and the dear little ones on the lawn. Thank Willy and
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Annie for their very nice notes, which told me a great many
things I wished to hear; they are very nicely written. Give
them and my dear Etty and Georgy my best love. This
place is looking lovely, but yet I could not live here: the
mmdloithemwn,tndbhokgnudnedhng and want of
privacy, convince me every time I come here that rurality
is the main element in one’s home. . . .

Thursday (SHREWSBURY, probably 25th May, 1848].

I keep very well, though unusually heavy. My father
bad & fair night. He was very cheerful at cards, but the
day here is almost continual anxiety. The Owens as usual
have found me out: the ‘Queen might as well come incognito
here: I hope the Governor! will not come over to-morrow.

Your letters delight me and tell me all the things I most
like to hear: I am very sorry that Annie cannot sing, but do
not give up too soon. You are a lovely girl, I have just
written for you my third note to Mr Blunt?* Eras. says
that the Ls. having gone to the Queen’s Ball, taken with the
Prince’s speech about the Lodging Houses, show that the
Court is determined to encourage the lower orders: I should
like to repeat this to the Ls. It is going to be tremendously
hot to-day.

Your old Nigger, C. D.

I am in love with Mme de Sévigné; she only shams a little

virtue.

My father’s words as to his being in love with Madame
de Sévigné remind me of the mixture of playfulness, defer-
ence, and admiration which made his manner so delightful
to any woman who attracted him—with whom he was in
loveuhewuphuedwcdln He was often in love with
the heroines of the many novels that were read to him, and
de-y-wmuntunbothmboohmdndnbthnn
touch of the charm of
a pretty woman. thchemuntunthadxﬂinultwnndar-
1 Mr Owen of Woodhouse.
"ﬂuﬂhmnburye}wmht who was believed at Down to be the
best chemist in the world.
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d, for he really could not endure affectation. But I
it was a certain grace of manner combined with an
n to please.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Saturday [Postmark 27th May, 1848]. \

a8 50 very glad to get your letter this morning with
an account of the Baby as could be expected. I
thankful you had Elizabeth with you; for she of all
beings would be of the greatest comfort to you.
ence is a blessing and joy to everyone. Iam weak
to-day, but think I am improving. My attack was
sudden : Susan was very kind to me but I did yearn for
‘Without you when sick I feel most desolate. I almost
whether I shall be able to travel on Monday; but I
e no more now. I do long to be with you and under
protection for then I feel safe. God bless you.
C.D.

‘my dear Etty for her nice little letter and give
e to all our dear children, whom I shall be so glad

1 s, my mother's seventh child, was born on

6, 1848.

Darwin died on November 13th in the same year: I

awe-struck, and crying bitterly out of
with my father.

e Darwin wrote to her brother Charles (11th Nov.,
My father is perfectly collected, and placid in his
every way, and one of the most beautiful and
sights that can be imagined, so sweet, so uncom-
so full of everybody else, of all the servants, the
children, etc. Susan was up all last night, and

of the night before; she is wonderfully able

r most trying part, all his directions being

He attempted to speak about you this

but was so excessively overcome he was utterly
him not to speak as we knew what he
; the leuh emotion or axmbamenﬁ exhausts
And the day following,
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after telling of the peaceful death, she ends her letter, “ God
comfort you, my dearest Charles, you were so beloved by
him.”

My father went down to Shrewsbury, although the journey
was & great effort. He stayed the night with Erasmus
Darwin in London. 4

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
PARk STREET, 3 o'clock.

Here am I and have had some tea and toast for luncheon
and am feeling very well.

My drive did me good and I did not feel exhausted till I
got near here and now I am resting again and feel pretty
nearly at my average. My own dear wife, I cannot possibly
say how beyond all value your sympathy and affection is
to me. 1T often fear I must wear you with my unwellnesses
and complaints.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

Heywoop LaNs, Nov. 27 [1848].

. . . How wise it is in Susan and Catherine Darwin to
decide on remaining at Shrewsbury ! no fresh place can give
them the satisfaction, and the pleasure too, that the parent
nest will. It is also so nice a place in spite of the town, and
it will be so endeared to them by the memory of the father,
that they will probably like it better than ever they did. . . .
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CHAPTER IX
18491851
t A tour in Wales—Jessio Sis-

. W. Ne The Allens’ ‘age—Heywood
li on F. W. Newman— ’ yout
-Miss Martineau and Mr Atkimy:n— party qgtwtha

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

DEAR EMMa, 3 Feb. [1849], HeYwooD LODGE.
1 should be grateful for anything that brought me
your sweet letters, and I most gratefully thank you
yo r affection which has prompted you to send me a
ir, and though I have no need of one with regard
1, yet I am sure it will perform its pleasant office of
me in mind of you, whenever I sit down to write,
d whenever I look at it. . . . Your anecdote of
charming—so much love and patience with Georgy.
a character in the eldest child, ensures all the rest

)d. You deserve to be a happy father and mother,

have a fair promise. You are very right, no child
1 by kindness. Men and women have great
‘poﬂhg,ulpmeived]&stweekwhenlwnut

Mrs Nightingale does not bother her daughter to
of Monckton Milnes. He is not worthy of her.
u seen his life of Keats ? T. Macaulay says he never

t religion he [M. Milnes] was of till he read his
. He expects to find an altar to Jupiter somewhere in
ouse. We are near the end of Macaulay’s History, and
_very entertaining reading. I do not see the “new

Mork of Sh:
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views ”’ which they talk of in this history. He seems to me
to have the same that Fox and Mackintosh had in their
fragments. If M. had finished his history, I am sure I should
have preferred it, and W. Clifford says the same of Fox. . . .

As T shall be on the right side of the gulf, I shall certainly
see you this summer, dear Emma. I fear Tenby is too far
for you to venture from Charles and the children. It would
keep you anxious, and that neither of us could bear to see
you. My very kind love to Charles, who I think will get
better as we are coming to a pleasanter time of year. God
bless you, dearest E., may everything go as smooth with
you, as in your own mind. Yours tenderly,

F. Arres.

At the end my mother wrote: “ Send me back this nice
letter and don’t think I take it all for granted either for self
or children.”

1 was now six years old, but my memory is not &
one for events long ago, and I remember but little of the
daily life. My impression is that, except for the visits from
relations, and the almost daily calls on aunt Sarah, and
intercourse with the poor people, my mother was entirely
wrapped up in my father and in the children.. One

fmy ildish days comes back to me as
indul, I was very fond of
dressing up, especially when my cousin Hope was with
us. Our plan was to ask my mother for the key of
her jewel box—a simple wooden box in which her jewels,
pearls and all, rattled about loose, with no cotton-wool to
protect them. The key, too, worked badly, and we had to
shake and bang the box violently to get in. Then we locked
her bedroom doors to prevent the maids coming in and
laughing at us, took out of the wardrobe her long skirts
and pinned them round our waists. Out of her lace drawer,
we fitted up our bodies with lace fallals, put on the jewels,
and then peacocked about the room trailing the silks and
satins on the floor. A favourite costume was a si y
moiré-antique. When we had done we hung up the gowns,
g\;t back the lace, and locked up the jewels, and returned the
, but she never looked to see whether the two little girls
had lost or damaged any of the jewels, and, to our credit
be it said, we never did.
1In the spring of 1849 it was decided to give the water-
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trial to see if it would do anything for my father.

y entries in her diaries show how suffe his state had

. A pleasant house was taken at Great Malvern

we all went. It shows what a quiet life we led that

mbotthe intense excitement of even of
could exact pl

/ Charles Darwin to the Rev. J. S. Henslow.

Tar Lopae, MALVERN, May 6th, 1849.
ar kind note has been forwarded to me here. You

I'ugoingthamyo{ﬂlﬂuh Hlvmghsudoi
h success in some cases from the cold-water cure, I
ined to give up all attempts to do anything and

Quhwnﬁdenﬁy),&dllme he has little doubt
he can cure me in the course of time—time, how-~

will take. I have experienced enough to feel sure
hwﬂm&amhawtm powerful agent and
of all constitutional habits. Talking of habits, the
-wretch has made me leave off snuffi—that chief solace
. .. We shall stay here till at least June 1lst,
o8 till July Ist; and T shall have to go on with the
treatment at home for several more months. One
effect of the treatment is that it induces in
e, and eminently in my case, the most complete
on of mind. I have ceased to think even of bar-

water-cure did his health great good for a time.
Allen on the 20th August that he looked so differ-
: did before, that ‘* one may call him cured.”
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Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
SHREWSBURY, August 28 [1849].

1 did enjoy surpassingly the greatest part of my N. Wales
tour. Indeed I might say all. I sometimes felt as one
intoxicated. I do not believe there is anybody in the world
that can so completely turn the key on all that is in the heart
as I can. T do not respect myself the more for it perhaps,
but how fully do I accept the dispositi »+ Emma
[Allen] enjoyed her visit here thamngl\lylndtwun great
pleasure to me. She has not feared to make a stay that
alarmed me, and that I am very glad comes to an end to-
morrow for the Darwins’ sake, for nothing can be more
luxuriously housed than we are, and the place is so pretty,
80 exquisitely comfortable, that for creature comforts we
could nowhere be so well. But I am ashamed to say of
people young enough to be my children, I am in soggezione
of all the Darwins, men and women. What ean be the
reason ? for never was there such kind, such tender attention
not even in our own nieces, particularly in the dear Susan
whom I love. But she too imposes on me. . . .

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

42, CHESTER TERRACE, Wednesday [29 Aug., 1849).
My pEAR ELIZABETH,

T was so much shocked that Mrs Rich was engaged
to buy me a shawl from you, after all you have spent for
me, that T begged that she would not. go on with her pur-
chase, but she said her commands were positive. So that
the proper thing for me to do now, is to thank you more
warmly and tenderly than any words I have at hand can
convey, for your ever watchful kindness and your un-
bounded generosity. I should however have preferred
seeing a very beautiful shawl, which Mrs Rich (whose taste
in this article is particularly good) has chosen, on your dear
shoulders rather than on my own. It is a very elegant
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one, with a rich and harmonious coloured border, no
.n redominating. I hope it will not be long before
n yourself will see and admire it. 1 wish you were half
ous to yourself as you are to others, but I, with this
my teeth, would not change a bit in your sweet
er, and I thank heaven you are with us, to teach the
g as well as us old ones all that is actively kind and
fieu, my most dear and tender Elizabeth, T will not
antee that your shawl will not cost me a few tears when
it it on. They will be those of love and tenderness. . . .

B Siomondi 1o hev wieco Elizabeth, Wedgquiood:

Now. 20 [1849].
You were right, dear E.,I was too severe on New-
n! I was, what I called him, presumptuous. There are
striking, wise and good things in the first part of his
80 that the latter part falls on you with the shock of
« bath, and disposes one to think and say hard
.. . We have none of us to choose our religion.
to us by the atmosphere in which we live, we
it aff different minds, and
by our hearts only, as myu]f for my mind would
me little, T am afraid. The Trinity which puzzles
does not me, because I feel in myself three distinct
mind, body, heart (or the affections properly speaking
e). I imagine these in immeasurably greater per-
in the Deity. Why may not He separate or unite
at will? Why may not Love pure and universal
carnated itself for our redemption ? I see no im-
to God. Neither do I think He requires us to
out, His nature clearly to our understandings, indeed
has told us we cannot, and T am content to wait.
William Newman (1805—1897), bl.'oﬂler oi C.urd.mn]

The Soul was pnb ed in 1847.

and he was cager {0t 3 religion which would inciude all
beat in oIl historioal reigions
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But this I feel, that expiation is a want to me. Pardon is
not i and without expiation I cannot enter into
the Kingdom of Heaven. The Kingdom of Heaven is a
state, not a place—the peace of God in one’s own heart.
Expiation is a necessity to my own heart, and not to God.
There are those who have never wilfully sinned, they can-
not therefore feel this want. Christ has said, He was not
sent to the Whole, but to the Sick. Therefore it is not
true that He considers o/l sinners. . . . I find in the Bible
all [my heart] wants, without believing that every word is
inspired. History is not inspiration, for example. What
puzzles me too much, or appears contradictory, I lay to the
faults of the many hands through which it reaches me, and
still clasp it to my heart as a divine book, however it may
have been perverted by the perverse. . . .

Leonard Darwin, my mother’s fourth son, was born on
January 16th, 1850,

Madame Sismondsi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood at Down.

January 24, 1850.

. 1 have not begun this awful date, a half century is
awful, very merrily. The loss of two friends and contem-
poraries before the year is out of bud, strikes the clock
somewhat solemnly. For myself I wish I may pass away
as gently, as painlessly as Mrs Waddington. I enclose
you Mrs Bunsen's letter. Such a death is worth knowing,
and her way of telling it pleases moexmdmgly. it is strong
feeling concisely and tenderly expressed. Mrs Hughes's
death-stroke could hardly be called a sorrow, but the
passing away of such a love as hers is very mournful. I can
never win such another, fancy or engouement as it was, it
lasted her poor life, and I regret that, not her death. . . .
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St. MaRY's, March 13tk [1850).
you have now that most agreeable of all couples
igh and Fanny, so this weather may not be wasted.
Mlhnmumohtthn[oanenjoymymli,m
Iwopalno!lnga I have been reading and enjoying
oy Smith's Moral Philosophy, which Mrs Smith sent
winter, and I find it a delightful book. The system,

noﬂdngnbout that is to say whether it squares with
generally received opinion on these matters, but the
is exactly what I am glad it is—Sydney Smith’s con-

onal opinions on these subjects, and they are exactly
in those days when he gave these lectures. His
its are thrown out almost carelessly, funny, gay,
and witty, and so exactly himself that his voice and
er go along with me as I read. . . .

Msw'l;:‘m"l;’ts M&%O,Mme
wing letter to Elizal edgw
evidence of

e vitality and youthful 50
4 Tiing of tho death
, Jessie Bmandl

Ber more, y ife.
has been enjoying hers so much
ﬁnelhalaft\u She says she had more of what the
_calls pleasure in the last week of her stay in town
in her whole life before, and it was not lost on her;

s of the world’s pleasures than we had, which has
been one of the causes of our youthy age. Fan
) on the water to-day with the Dashwoods, they
officer with them, and Fan is the most en-
they could give him, for which I feel proud
tbonoodlthebemforﬁhwgoodhmm

youl feelings Jessie had shown
m the heart se which had carried off so
d!m'lmuly She wrote a few weeks later: *“Truly
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thnu%: I cannot more take my enjoyed walks on the
Penally shore, I look upon myself as a wonderful old
woman. ‘One cannot keep entirely from those one lives
with day by day all one feels and thinks, but I do not tell
E. and ¥. all I believe. They know enough not to be taken
by surg;iw. At our age there cannot, Earhnps there ought
not to be, the security of youth, but I should grieve to take
from them an atom of what they may reasonably feel now
in the enjoyment of their pretty place, in which perhaps I
enjoy myself more than either of them. It is a daily, I
may say an hourly, enjoyment when the sun shines—for
there never was a more cheerful spot.”

In every letter during the summer and autumn of 1850
there was mention of Elizabeth’s gifts for the house in Hey-
wood Lane into which the Allens were moving. After an out-
pouring of gratitude Jessie Sismondi wrote (21 Nov., 1850):

‘Do {ou know that we have bought a whole equipage
since 1 have written to you, chaise, ass and harness for £9.
I am going out presently in it. If you had seen Harry
[WediOog], the very day he departed, so busy in arrang-
ing the purchase for us, you would have doated on him.
I really believe he was backwards and forwards between
this and Tenby six times, and when he brought it up at
half-past 5, his little baby in it, his face glowing with love
and pleasure, there was nothing of his own iacksd. tho’ he
was to sail at 9. It was impossible to look at his bright

unmoved.”

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CresseLLY, March 8th [1851].

<« . I debated with myself to-day after my dinner
whether I would go over to see James [Allen of Freestone]
and his wife, or walk down to the wood and enjoy the
utter solitude of the place, and I chose the last and realized
my age, which is a very useful lesson now in the gloaming.
The woods are in nice order, and all the walks and garden
very neat. Seymour and his wife are improving the place
very much, and making the village, which was truly Trish,
more tidy and respectable. 1 feel somewhat like St Leon,
wandering about, a stranger in familiar haunts. What a
curious state we have been in politically lately! Patty
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dmngwdduldpoﬂmduhn from her sisters®
n —“ Dizzy,” as he is called, seems to
hno!hh:rhtoormickhnda. Lord Stanley says,
ﬁn’t!oallhsvevutedthmwuk. T have made Dizzy
hair.” The old Duke says, *“ At all events we have
Jew’s harp out of tune.”” I hope this has not been
ou before, for it is not worth a repetition. It is said
gave such a look at Dizzy, that some one who
n.uhlhwonldmkehimsrepnbliunlorthn

a ﬂv&miﬁmtﬁemnundnoﬂrbawms
mndmmonvemtguided&hmtwommhsh
their miserable theory. . . . I am just
Neander’s Life of Christ, AndIbeImveIhnvo
good from it. I did not clearly understand his
oning on miracles, but this part did not stand in my
, and I passed on, but every now and then I felt a note
which seemed to waken a spiritual sense within me.
 what a crime it is to attempt to stifle such in others!
reported that Miss Harriet Martineau lectured to the
g peasants with closed doors. It might have
mhomy. but from this publication I sup-
that the subject was her desolating theory.

, Mrs Bonham-Carter and Julia

nﬂ'lﬂlo Man’s Social Nature and n
he They were chiefly wﬂﬁtm by Al
Jnm- l(nhnun, who
the disciple of an avowed
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
42, CapsTER TERRACE, March 26th [1851].

My DEAR ELIZABETH,

I am safely housed here you see. I found Fanny
Iaid up with a relapse of the influenza. Hensleigh is well,
and has that kind simple manner that makes one love him
independent of his other excellences.

The party at the Bunsens last night was very full, and
perhaps it might be called brilliant. The Chevalier is ex-
ceedingly oldened, and he has lost much of his gaiety.
1 fanoy it is politics that has grieved and saddened him.
There were no very notable persons there, a great number
of over-dressed ugly old women, ugly from being over-
dressed and over-fed. There were several very pretty
young girls, but they did not conquer the mass of ugliness
about them. T rejoice that the debate is at length over,
and T heartily wish we could throw the Cardinal and all
his Catholics on the Irish coast and pen him in there.
What an @ propos history is that of Miss Talbot’s ! and
how it shows up the lying propensity of the Catholics,
perhaps a little owing to the genial soil of Irish flesh and
blood. Mrs Seymour Allen spent a day with us last week
and Kitty too. The baby is getting about, and Mrs Allen
thinks Jones has carried her infant through a dangerous
disorder, and it would be wrong, as well as difficult, to shake
their faith in the family doctor. How many people are
killed by their pet doctors ! not that Jones is one at Cresselly,
but he kills. . . .

Fanny Allen to her sister Madame Sismondsi.
(42, CarsTER TERRACE], March 31 [1851].
. Charles Darwin dined here yesterday. He has been
in town since Friday on his return from Malvern, where

3 In 1851—the year of Papal ion—there was some sto
which got into the papers about a g iss Talbot being foroed mwr{
nunnery.
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placing Annie. He is looking uncommonly
urhinlyﬁhmmmlﬁohn

£




CHAPTER X
1851
Tliness and death of Annie at Malvern.

Ix the summer of 1850, when my sister Annie was nine years
old, her health began to break down. We went to Rams-
gate in October on her account, but with no success. On
the 24th March, 1851, my father took Annie, with me for
her companion, under the charge of our old nurse Brodie,
to Malvern, to try the effect of the water cure, and in
a few days’ time we were joined by our governess, Miss

Thorley. ' My mother could not come with us as she was

x%echna to be confined in May.

ery shortly afterwards Anme fell ill of a fever, and died
on the 23rd April. My father was summoned to Malvern,
and arrived on the 17th April. T well remember his arrival
and how he flung himself on the sofa in an agony of grief.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood, at Jersey.

Dear Eumapers,  DOWN, Good Friday (18 April, 1851].
The accounts from Malvern are not so favourable
to-day as I had hoped. I believe Emma had more fears
than I, after Miss Thorley’s letter this morning. You will
have the particulars of these two letters from Fanny Hens-
leigh, who is to forward them to you. 1 write to-day by
Emma’s wish to ask you to come to her by the first good
steamer. As Tam here she is in no excessive hurry. Charles
is gone to Malvern, and Dr Gully’s opinion last night was
“ that in some respects Annie was better and in some worse,
but there is yet a chance.” Poor Emma is very low, but
her health is not injured. She is so afraid that this anxiety
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day. Emmlloohwaﬂnmhedth.-shohoi
 very much overcome at times, but she has no fear
anxiety should bring on her confinement. The

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
[MALvVERN] Thursday 17¢h [April).

‘ MALVERN, 18th April [1851].

. . Sometimes Dr G. exclaims she will get through the
e, then, I see, he doubts. Oh my own, it is very
indeed. God preserve and cherish you. We must
against hope, my own poor dear unhappy wife.

C. D

MaLvERN, Saturday 11 o'clock [19th April, 1851).
‘own dear, Ynnwmhvemuved before this the electric

1 despatched at 9 this morning;
vﬂlhvomuohonm.lamadyou.... You would
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getting our former dear Annie. There is nothing in common
between the two. Fanny Hensleigh is here, most kind of
course: she does not think badly of her looks. How truly
kind of her coming. Poor Annie has just said “ Papa  quite
distinetly. Etty is gone (Etty never dreamed of danger to
Annie) with Hannah to London by the Cheltenham coach.
I cannot express how it felt to have hopes last night at
11" 30’ when Dr Gully came, saw her asleep, and said ** she
is turning the corner.” I then dared picture to myself my
own former Annie with her dear affectionate radiant face.
Let us hope and be patient over this dreadful illness. . . .

Saturday, 2 o'clock.
We expect Dr Gully every minute, but he is fearfully
overworked with 88 patients. Annie has kept just in the
same tranquil, too tranquil state: she takes gruel every hour.
She begins to drink a little more this afternoon, and I think
that is good. 3 o’clock. The Dr has been, he says she
makes no progress, but no bad symptoms have appeared :
but I am disappointed.
4 o’clock. Sluhuulutvowhhofhs.mdm
sickness, thank God. I find Fanny an infinite comfort.
5 o’clock. Just the same. I will write before late post
if Dr G. comes.
My dearest,
C. D.
Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.
[Dowx], Saturday, 19th April [1851]

« . . The [telegraphic] message' is just arrived. What
happiness! How I do thank God! but I will not be too
hopeful. I was in the garden looking at my poor darling’s
little garden to find a flower of hers when Griffiths drove up.

1 The telegram had been sent by messenger from London.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Monday [MALVERN, 21st April, 1851].

. When the Dr came at 11.30 he pronounced her de-
ly better. I was in wonderful spirits, but I have
a good deal damped (8 a.m.) by the Dr finding the
tremulous. I tell you this, for it will prevent the too
and ultimately wretched alternations of spirits. An
‘ago 1 was foolish with delight, and pictured her to
making custards (whirling round) as I think she
them. I told her I thought she would be better, and
meekly said *“ Thank you.” Her gentleness is inex-
y ing. Fanny is devoting herself too much,
but I cannot stop her. We are under deep obliga-
Fanny never to be forgotten. Poor Annie—she
for an orange this morning, the first time she has
for anything except water. Our poor child has been
ully ill, as ill as a human being could be: it was dreadful
night the Dr told me it would probably be all over
re morning.
‘own dear, howmd:dmakemeoryt.orendotyou!
to Annie’s garden for a flower. I wish you could seo

‘thankful till it is truly painful to hear her, poor dear
soul.
Monday, 7.30 .M.
nny gave her a spoonful of tea a little while ago and
her whether it was good, and she cried out quite
“1t is beautifully good.” She asked, so says
Whote is poor Etty ?” The Doctor has been here,
g going on as favourable as possible. She has
. more tranquilly almost all afternoon, perhaps too
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Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.
(Dowx] Monday 21st [(April, 1851].
Your two letters just come. . . . I am confused now and
hardly know what my impression is, but 1 have considerable
hopes. . . . Except at post-time my sufferings are nothing
to yours.
Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
(MatvERN] Wednesday, 23rd April (1851].
My pEAR DEAREST EMMa,
I pray God Fanny's note may have prepared you.
She went to her final sleep most tranquilly, most sweetly
at 12 o'clock to-day. OQur poor dear dear child has had a
very short life, but I trust happy, and God only knows what
miseries might have been in store for her. She expired
without & sigh. How desolate it makes one to think of her
frank, cordial 1 am so thankful for thed
type. 1 cannot remember ever seeing the dear child
naughty. God bless her. We must be more and more to
each other, my dear wife. Do what you can to bear up,
and think how invariably kind and tender you have been
to her. I am in bed, not very well. When I shall return
I cannot, yet say. My own poor dear dear wife.
C. DarWIN.

Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.

MY DEAREST, Dowx, Thursday [24 April, 1851).
I knew too well what receiving no message yester-

day means. 'l‘ill4oalnekllomehmuhd:t.houghtn(
hope, but when I went to bed I felt as if it had all happened
long ago. Don't think it made any difference my being
50 hopeful the last day. When the blow comes it wipes
out all that preceded it, and I don't think it makes it any
worse to bear. I hope you have not burnt your letter. I
shall like to see it sometime. My feeling of longing after
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st treasure makes me feel painfully indifferent to the
children, but I shall get right in my feelings to them
long. You must remember that you are my prime
 (and always have been). My only hope of con-
is to have you safe home and weep together. I
full of fears about you. They are not reasonable
my power of hoping seems gone. I hope you
dearest Fanny or Catherine, if she comes, stay with
the end. I can’t bear to think of you by yourself.
you will have sent Miss Thorley home to recover
rfulness. T will write to her in a few days to fix her
letter is just come, and I feel less miserable a good
the hope of secing you sooner than I expected, but
be in a hurry to set off. I am perfectly well. You
e me the only comfort I can take, in thinking of her
¥, innocent life. She never concealed a thought, and
ctionate and forgiving. What a blank it is. Don’t
of coming in oneday. We shall be much less miserable

Yours, my dearest.
‘Willy sends his love; he takes it quietly and sweetly.

diary on the 23rd April she wrote “ 12 o'clock,”
8 the hour of Annie’s death.
almost be said that my mother never really re-
d from this grief. She very rarely spoke of Annie,
she did the sense of loss was always there unhealed.
could not bear to reopen his sorrow, and he never,
ge, spoke of her. The following was written
'week after her death: ““ I write these few pages, as
years, if we live, the impressions now put
Tecall more vividly her chief characteristics. From
er point I look back at her, the main feature in her
n which at once rises before me is her buoyant
, tempered by two other characteristics, namely,
tiveness, which might easily have been overlooked
nger, and her strong affection. Her joyousness and
spirits radiated from her whole countenance, and
every movement elastic and full of life and vigour.
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It was delightful and cheerful to behold her. Her dear face
now rises before me, as she used sometimes to come running
downstairs with a stolen pinch of snuff for me, her whole
form radiant with the pleasure of giving pleasure. Even
when hymg with her cousins, when her joyousness almost
sresa to boisterousness, a single glance of my eye, not of

ispleasure (for 1 thank God T hardly ever casts;ng on her),
but of want of sympathy, would for some minutes alter her
whole countenance.

“The other pmnt in her character, which made her
joyousness and s}ymts 50 delightful, was her strong affec-
tion, which was of a most clinging, fondling nature. When
quite a baby, this showed itself in never being easy without
touching her mother, when in bed with her; and guite
lately she would, when poorly, fondle for any length of time
one of her mother’s arms. When very unwell, her mother
lying down beside her seemed to soothe her in a manner
quite different from what it would have done to any of our
other children. So, again, she would at almost any time

d half-an-hour in arranging my hair, ‘ making it,’ as
called it, ‘beautiful,’ or in smoothing, the poor dear
llng, my collar or cuffs—in short, in fondling me.
““Besides her joyousness thus tempered, she was in her
manners remarknb{y cordial, frank, open, straightforward,
natural, and without any shade of Teserve. Her wholo
mind was pure and transparent. One felt one knew her
thoroughly and could trust her. I always thought, that
come what might, we should have had, in our old age, at
least one loving soul, which nothing could have changed.
All her movements were vigorous, active, and usually
graceful. When going round the Sand-walk with me,
although 1 wa]]mfofub, yet she often used to go before,
pirouetting in the most elegant way, her dear face bright
all the (:une with the sweetest smiles. Occasionally sho
§1 coqnettlsh manner towards me, the memory
of which is charming. She often used exaggerated language,
and when I quizzed her by emgﬁemtmg t she had said,
how clearly can I now see the little toss of the head, and
exclamation of ‘ Oh, papa, what a shame of you! In the
last short illness, her conduct in simple truth was angelic.
She neyer once complained ; never became fretful; was ever
mnndmbe of nthem and was thankful in the most gentle
for ver{i;l:mg done for her. When so
exh&uswd that she could hardly speak, she praised every-
thing that was given her, and said some tea was ‘ beautifully



A Letter to Mrs Thorley 139

Whm gave ha!' some water, she said, ‘I guite
md these, 1 behave, were the last precious
by her dear lips to me.
veloﬂﬁthejoyofthe household, and the solace
age. She must have known how we loved her.
 she could now know how deeply, how tenderly, wo
Blessings

Autobiography begun in 1876 he wrote: ‘ Tears still
come into my eyes when I think of her sweet

M in the old Abhey church-yard at Malvern
the following inscription

LHS.
ANNE ELIZABETH DARWIN

BorN Marom 2, 1841
Dizp Arrin 23, 1851

A dear and good child,

my mother’s death a little packet of memorials
> was found, carefully treasured for the 45 years

d her child. A half-finished piece of woolwork,
%duk,ahf.ﬂe paper of texts in a child’s hand, and

thare isa coiy mother’s hand-
sent by my father to Thorley, our

Charles Darwin to Mrs Thorley.

Mgs THORLEY, Down, April 26 [1851].
must beg permission to express to you our deep
to your daughter and our most earnest hope that
h may not be injured by her exertions.

it will not appear presumptuous in me to say
er conduct struck me as throughout quite admirable.

PR LA WIS
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1 never saw her once yield to her feelings as long as self-
restraint and exertion were of any use; her judgment and
good sense never failed: her kindness, her devotion to our
poor child could hardly have been exceeded by that of a
mother.
Such conduct will, Itrm,lm'enftu‘ be in some degree
ded by the satisfaction your hter must ever feel
when she looks back at her exertions to save and comfort
our poor dear dying child. . . .

Horace Darwin was born on 13th May. Fanny Allen
wrote to Ehubeth who was at Down (Mzul%h, 1851):
“We are disaj at your account of
looked fos with so muuh hope to this time for the heal-
:‘;i mﬂl}u’mamharmnow However, we must have patience

wait.”
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CHAPTER X1
Y 18511853

of 1851—Jessie Sismondi on Mazzini and the

Darwin—Erasmus Dmdn—rumy Allen

Aix-les-Bains with 's death
8rd, 1853—The destruction of Sismondi’s and Juda’n

GREEN ST, 8 Swrra’'s] Saturday
O ey o, 8011

e day I came here, Fanny, Hensleigh, and Erasmus

sre two hours there and yet I did not see the 10,000th
‘what is to be seen, not even the grand avenue en-
The great diamond was the only thing that I should
& *“failure,” as old Wishaw would have said. 1
 to seo a diamond 10 times the size. . . .
ey Smith is affectionate and kind as it is possible
gives me all her husband’s papers and corre-
ce to look over and read, and gives me the drawing-
2 to read, write, and to receive my company, if I should
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have any; and at 2 or half-past we take our dowager drive,
and we read and work in the evening. We have seen no
one, and it is well it was so, for I have been too deaf and
uncomfortable for anything but the quiet life we have been
leading—living in the past and having nothing to do with
the present. Sydney’s correspondence with Lady Holland
is very amusing, so full of fun and gaiety, telling her
truths, and in so playful a way that could not offend.
There are two or three quarrels in which Sydney main-
tains his dignity and shews her that he will not suffer
impertinence. There is a very curious scene between
Ld. Melbourne and Sydney, in which the former cuts
& poor figure after a most outrageous outbreak and breach
of good manners, in which Ld. M. says to him in a crowded
assembly, ** Sydney, you always talk d——d nonsense, and
when you write you are worse.” Sydney's letter on the
following morning is excellent and very severe, which
makes Lord M. wince. He tried to make it up afterwards
but in vain. And then his correspondence with Charles
James of London [Bishop Blomfield]is very curious, telling
him boldly what his opinions are, and what he hears and
knows of the unpopularity of the Bishops from their in-
solence and tyranny to the lower clergy. The Bishop cuts
a worse figure in his correspondence than even Lord Mel-
bourne does in his. . . .

On Ju!ybam.h, my father and mother spent a week with
arwin at his house in Park Stmet, in order to

see the Exhibition. My father enjoyed it intensely. My
brother George and I were also {m, but I, at any rato,
did not make much of it, and remember deciding not to go
again, but to stay at home and scrub the back-stairs, as bemg
better fun. Fanny Aﬂmg&velthsidhwbgwoount of
how little other ulnldren enjoyed it. * Bro and Erny too
came from Rugby yesterda; ornooupleoida ’ lark
They are all gone to the Hyde Park Exhibition chu morn-
ing in three cabs, as every child is gone. I believe it is
Erasmus’s generosity that treats the children, otherwise
they never would be 30 foolish as to take them a second time.
he children whom I have seen there look- wretched



143

Tenby.

Sismondsi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgqwood.
August 44h [1851].
drank tea with the Hensleighs on Saturday, and

set fire to myself in talking (I am glad I am deaf
ould have that horrible remorse oftener). Under-
ing quiet, that delicious calm, Fanny has
of living fire that has made her give battle to all the
nts in Europe under the banner of Mazzini.
of his Committee in London! How could Hensleigh
1 It is so contrary to the modesty of her nature
ciate her name with such notoriety that I am sure
I suffer. She has a name, and whatever she does,
‘mo secret. . . . That presumptuous fool (I wish he
me, he would have done less harm) will boast he
e daughter of Sir James Mackintosh, doubtless the
tive of his opinion, the greatest of Statesmen, and
dgwood, the great ive of the
¢ g interest, on his Committee.” He knows
o take advantage of everything that helps on his
ity, and those two names are very great on the
nt and will do so. Mazzini, for these twenty years,
n living on what he has duped from the poor Italian
whom he has sent without number to death and
n, taking great care to keep himself safe; and now
ey begin to understand him and their funds fail, he
to gull the English. Lift your voice with mine, dear
beth, only do it calmer, wiser, better, but above all
t be betrayed into giving your money tho’ but in half-
or even in pence. . . .
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Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Darwin.
Janry. 27 [1852].

1 write again to accuse myself of being a duped fool to
my last hope for France,! and to ask your pity. I should
feel humiliated for myself, if the feeling was not lost in
sorrow. The Beast [Louis Napoleon] has taken the wrong
turn, tho’ the right was straight before him, and the only
possible one that could lead to any glory for him. The
fall of France seems decreed by Heaven, and we must
submit as to all inevitable things. Now I think everything
may be possible, even an invasion. Madame de Staél says
the ignorance in which they are kept is most painful. No
foreign papers are allowed to enter, not even Le Journal de
Gendve. No paper is published but his own, Le Constitu-
tionmel. * There is no government whatever but what is
concentrated in his own hand—as he is a Being without
one moral sentiment, no one feels secure.”

My dear Emma, how I do love you when you talk of
your children ! you never speak so prettily as then. You
are poetic without knowing it, which is the prettiest poetry
of all. The drop of water on the cabbage-leaf is delicious.
Emma [Allen] cried out on the charms of Georgey, and
began telling me instances of his promising genius. She
thought him a very remarkable child. She says he has
a laugh so hearty, so merry, she would defy anyone not
laughing with him.  Blessed mother of happy children you
are, my Emma; I believe with the Turks there is no cloud
without a silver lining. Now that I stand at the end of
life, as it were, and commonly called a long one too, the
whole appears to me so short, so fleeting, as if nothing was
worth thinking of but the Eternity in which we recover all
our earthly loves.

1 The Coup @ Ftat was on Dec. 2nd, 1851. France appeared to
condone all the horrors which had just taken place, for in the same
month Louis Napoleon was re-el as President for 10 years by

7,000,000 votes. A vear later by another plebiscits o bocamo
Empéror of the Fren
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Charles Darwin to his son William at Rugby.
Dowy, Tuesday, 24th (Feb. 1852].

I have not for a very long time been more pleased
1 was this morning at receiving your letter with the

news at your having got so good a place. We
h rejoiced at it, and give you our hearty congratula-
It is in every respect a very good thing, for you
amongst an older set of boys. Your letter was a
one, and told us all that we liked to hear: it was
and you must have taken some pains to write
are so very glad to hear that you are happy and
e; long may you keep so, my dear boy. What
lous, awful, stunning, dreadful, terrible, bothering
e you have run: I am astonished at your getting
y 6th. When next you write, explain how it came

)

‘What boys run, all those in your house ? or
Form ?  You must write to Mr Wharton:* you
begin with *“ My dear Sir.”” Tell him about your
End by saying ““ I thank you and Mrs Whar-

g particular: one day is like another: I go my
walk and often think of you, and Georgy draws
many Horse-guards, and Lenny is as fat as ever.
mydexﬂy,myyougaonuweﬂuyouhnva
m.  All here send their best loves to you.

Your affectionate Father, C. DARWIN.

1 The schoolmaster at his preparatory school.
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Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Darwin.
Wednesday [Summer, 1852].

.. . I can never tell you how much I enjoyed my Lotte’s
visit. It made me as merry as in my childhood, when I
told stories only to make myself laugh. Her charity to me
made her talk, and you know her delicious laugh. Patty
[Smith) says,  You never told me what a woman Mrs Lang-
ton is! everybody speaks and knows what an agreeable
woman Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood is, but Mrs Langton,
what a manner! how clever! Oh, she is a most extra-
ordinary person.” Please to send this on to Charlotte.
She ought to know herself, none of my nieces do. I always
tell them what I hear of them, because they are grossly
ignorant of themselves. . . .

I think your little George must be the nicest little
fellow that Lives. If he will always find work for himself
he will surely find happiness, if it is but worsted work.

My brother, afterwards Sir George Darwin, Fellow of
Trinity College and Plumian Professor of Astronomy at
Cambridge, who died in December, 1912, inherited my
father’s power of work. This energy was remarkable when
he was a little boy, and his pursuits—playing at soldiers,

s.ldry and collecting moﬁhs—wem camod on with quite

and d also much

of my hthers cordiality and wumth of nature, combined

with a characteristic power of helping others. Like my

father, he worked under a constant strain from ill-health of
a most wearing nature.

This summer Erasmus Darwin came to stay with us at
Down. I wish it were possible to give any impression of
charm of our uncle Ras’s character. Outside the narrowing
circle of those who knew him he will be chiefly remem-
bered by Carlyle’s few words of description, and these are

my mind misleading. T\my are, however, remukabls,
m&smnch as Erasmus Darwin is one of the lew he s
of quite without any grudge, or c ]gnmh:s
Reminiscences (Vol. 11., p. 208) Carlyle writes: e He was one
of the mncerest natural ly truest, and most modest of men.
++. My dear one had a great favour for this honest Darwin
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Madame Sismonds to her wiece Emma Darwin.
Wednesday [Summer, 1852].
« « « I ean never tell you how much I enjoyed my Lotto's
visit. It made me as merry as in my childhood, when |
told stories only to make myself lsugh. Her charity to m»
Twr talk, and you know her delicious laugh. Pati:

what I hear of them, because they sre gross!
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. always; man; m:d,mahoplmdﬁhblike.hedmvehu
- in his cab (* jum Cabbum,’ comparable to Georgium
Sldnn)m'.hooeurlydnyuwhenevantheohngeofomm-
hmwuleonndarmon,mdhuswuu

perfect ﬁbmm’uhenonoedimrnadhimfobo.
tlﬂofuoundmhmdlnndlmaumthemutnnnﬂecbd

Ho was the very soul of sincerity, but to speak of him
“?.hnshunutl)cwm”pvumlmprmunof.kmdoi

y open-air frankness, which was entirely unlike our
refined, sensitive, reserved uncle. His humonr, too, was
‘always kind, i i or sardonic. It

ed nﬂhumkmth-paoulmuhnrmoﬁenmmnd
one of the manner of Charles Lamb. *‘ There was the
e kind of playfulness, the same hghm of touch, the
temlerneu, perhaps the same limitations,” his cousin,
ood, wrote in a letter to the Spectator shortly
after hu death. Sbedm apo_ke'of a sense of lmmonr

,uhlmmmnkad d added: “ 1
,Hl being ul‘llod a Ilmvmal solvene ' He onntnbnoed to
the infl

“where he was the resgome ouna more readily, the flow of
thonght w uicker.”

exception to the phrase that Mrs Carlyle
moed.lmnedhlmtobes ect gentleman. It

to be obeyed with no hesitation or discussion. His
bearing showed the marks of ill-health. Hewuv
lndlhghﬁ., and his movements had a I d grace. He
thin hands, which were wonderfully clever and
in all ical handiwork; everything about him was
and neat; he had & fine and face
upwheuheq;ohﬁummh.blmdlyplﬁlmtmd
sad expression. His voice and laugh, too, were delightfully
~ sympathetic. He read much, an hsd.wxdarnngeof
N inhterwumthmmy father. Natural history
'Bdloxdcuﬂegulqam was Trustee of this

Iy
W Bnnx m the beginning, unnnn ut the Cauncu for seven years,
I e Ant Visitor from 1869 to 1879.
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had never appealed to him, but in old boyish days he had
worked at chemistry, and hence my father still sometimes
called Phi]n-,lhonfnrp pher, his nickname

with each . My father always of him with the
warmest admiration, and also up to the end of his life with
something of a yonnﬁ: brother’s reverence. He felt a
temier -gnhrth loneliness and ill-health—** poor
0s,” I can almost hear him say.
some words in an essay by Mrs

ed]ed A Bcwmbmﬂu, which lmngbnkhu
sonality, and seem like a remem
said that he led a dilettante life. Thayzeprouhnd)nm
with the selflessness that made him somewhat languid.
Others, they seemed to aver, were amateurs at this art or
that; hnmmnmnhmrnthvmg So it was, in the sense
'.hnhenemgnapedlt plne-lndl.hnmmyuﬁ.he

he had held ppedfmmhi-dinnututodhmdu
It was his finest distinction to desire no differences, o
remembrance, but loss among the innumerable forgwtwn
And when he suffered, it was with so quick a nerve and yet
l‘::'n wide mappmhennon that the race seemed to suffer in

His house (6, Queen Anne Street) was a second home to
his nephews and mooe-.mdndn%mthummhudumb
of all, the children of Hensleigh
remember the warmth ofhmwal.ooma There was indeed
something quite unique in his attitude towards the young.
Woummwthﬂ, simply furnished, somewhat ascetic

would alone again, went awsy with o glow
e e
for his presence. was no t; or-
getting the respect due to an elder, buthematuloyenﬁtel
on our own level, that in our intercourse with him we felt
as free as if he were our own age, and yet there was the added
mn. ag? hafh'f;b ;{ndyllello 'l;:&la hildren, and
was a w ¢ an
could draw just ﬁlct hks. In a letter to one
dthalm‘khende:g Wedgwoodahcvm “ I have nobody
tophy'nth wlhopev&ymnﬁomyonm-hmyvu
have d travelling about the country.
1 The Rhythm of Life, by Alice Meynell.
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have been to, almost here I think,
mmhﬂmvrylmmh"v;w—md
‘nice stories without any end to them.”
often accom; the ‘Wedgwoods on their

m;mﬂ }Bﬁzbemmmh:npuudwmpsny

Erasmus Darwin to Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood.
‘Missis, Loxvox, Aug. 23rd [1852].
Ymhnve]lohhlyf everything about Mel-
by this time after all your highland wanderings. .
n did not half see Melrose. Iwentint.hawmmgtoth
side where I sat for more than an hour admiring
 sunset reflected in the water. The river there is very
and shallow and was quite alive with boys fishing
their knees in water. ... I had alady in the [railway]
who'uanhuw.ytommwmooithelmuhael

U n Berwick, I had the sweetest little angel that ever
saw, a bride apparently not very long, and I was afraid

> at the rate of about sixty miles an hour, but were too
® for the other trains, which caused no few impre-
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Carlyle sitting in a corner of the drawing-room, the rest
being filled with furniture, the house in the hands of plast-
erers and painters, the picture of discomfort. She has no
maid, only a child, and can get no dinner, so I humanely
gave her one to-day. I have but one pleasure here, being
able to stretch my legs to their fullest extent, which T have
done without ceasing. Excuse the enormous length of this
letter, but what can I do, with every book I have in the
world packed up ? ED

The allusion to the pleasure of stretching his l:igs means

that, owing to his great height, he constantly found the beds

at inns too short, and was miserably uncomfortable in conse-

%mmee Lying flat on his sofa, he looked longer than anyone
ever saw.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

Ivy Busa Horer, CARMARTHEN [Autumn, 1852].
My prar Enzaserh,

It is but a short time since I patted from you, though
it:seems long since my last look at your dear face. When shall
1 see it again I wonder ? The journey is but a little thing,
when once one grapples with it. This time yesterday I had
scarcely left the platform of the Three Bridges [Station] and
here I am to-day at the same hour at more than 250 miles
apart from you! I wish life were not made up of partings.
The next generation may avoid much of this evil, if they
choose, by roosting near each other, and t&kmg advantage
of railroads. I had 1l hionable ladies
apparently, as they kept quite mute all the way. There
was a dense fog at London Bridge Station, which did not
show off the old Babylon to the best advantage to us
travellers come fresh from France' and its fine picturesque
old towns. It was however almost sublime from its smoke
and fog, as it looked as if you had got to a subterranean

1 Fanny Allen had been to Aix-les-Bains, accompanied by Elizabeth
Wodgwood. %
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of his Infernal Majesty. The lights were red and
in the fog, giving no light about them, and the black
ﬂ:ttmg about, with the perpetual roll of wheels and

ulnve taken my place in the Tenby coach for } past 7,
so my pageant will be over; it has been a very pleasant
thxmkstoyou. ey

Madame Sismondi to her niece Bmma Darwin.

Tuesday, 8th Feb. [1853].
. I should like to have looked in on your party of 32

: nght I do not give myself the trouble of reckon-
but I think 15 of those must have been children. .
+ . . There is a quantity of interesting books just now, u:d
think the older I get, the more my avidity in reading
es and my curiosity grows. I am watching France
h a sort of personal interest, breathless to see what will
ne of it, unable to form any guess of its future. Is all this
good or for evil I am continually asking myself ? willing
believe the first, but doubting it is as the decline of the
s, a falling away of intellectual power. I have
myself this year with the Revue dea Deux Mondes.

There is an excellent article on Burke, which
es whntmeandwmehbetty is, and what is new to the
, even to the best of their politicians, the necessity
a high morality in politics. I rather wonder Louis
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Napoleon allows such a publication in his Empire. I am
very much pleased, as you will guess, by his romantic
marriage, and his declaration of his parvenuism. His
speeches argue him a man so much more clever than I
thought him,! that I must ever distrust my judgment, or he
must have learnt immensely in his prison, and in his strange
and varying life. . . .

This is the last letter from Jessie Sismondi in the Maer
collection. Her heart begun to fail on the 28th February,
1853, and she died on the 3rd March. Dr Dyster gave the
following account of her last moments. She was giving
directions to both her sisters about her last wishes; then
she waited a little, and said quite quietly, “I think
that is all,”—a pause, and then like a flash,  Sismondi,
I'm coming,” and she looked up as if she saw him there

nt before her, and died. Dr Dyster said he had never
lown consciousness so absolutely retained till the last
moment.*

Her loss must have been deeply felt by my mother. Years
after this time Fanny Allen sent, her a photograph of Jessie
taken from some picture. “I am very glad indeed to have
the photograph of my dear aunt Jessie,” she wrote in answer.
““It is not a strong likeness, but the look of her sweet. eyes
is there and the dress looks like her. It is a thing I shall
always regret that I did not make an effort to fet to Tenby
to see her once more.” I am often sorry that I never knew
how close and how tender was their affection. Reading
these old letters is a kind of bringing to judgment of all the
blindnesses and errors of one’s youth. Now it is easy to
realise how much there is we should like to know.

Fanny Allen to her nicce Hlizabeth Wedguood.

April 24th [1863].

« « . There is no melancholy in this place that I wish to
shun, that I can no longer see her here is sad. I long for
her image, as I saw it not three months back, walking round

1 She had known him during his youth at Geneva, and used to
say sho oonsidered him a pupil of Sismondi

¢ account was given me by Mr W. Osborn B. Allen, who had
it from Dr Dyster of Tenby.
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und the little garden looking so cheerful. And then
that separated us is apart from all other days, but
grief or melancholy that dwells on it. I feel as if T
d to see something of the rapture of a
nature “to whose white robe the gleam of bliss was
It is the loss of her that gives the sadness, there
o other painful recollection connected with her, so that
n’t feel afraid that either Emma or I should be here

HeYwooD LaANE, June 13th [1853].

was a painful thing the destruction of her and Sis-
di’s journals, particularly, I think, the latter (to me),
ise I believe he wrote his with a vague intention of
made use of for the public eye, and Jessie wrote hers
erself alone. I sometimes feel as if I were in a great
y vault. She has certainly emptied the world to me.

q this ion of Si di's

als, i i ded them

- given to the world But she said that Jeme gft

over he necessary

yen.r to reflect ﬁh&t time makes almost everythmg

The destruction of Jessie’s journals is possibly

loss. Her life at Geneva and in Italy brought her
¢ wﬂh;; of whom the world would like to know
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CHAPTER XIIT
1853—1859

Eastbourne and Chobham Camp—Miss Langdon at Hartfleld—Syd-
ney Smith’s Zife—A month in London—Florence Nightingalo—
A Hx'gh-ahm£ wedding—Sarah Wedgwood’s death—Our early
life at Down—Letters to William Darwin—His speech at
Cambridge—Moor Park—The Origin of Species—Two letters
from my mother to my father on religion.

year we had an unusually d:sm({mﬁed summer, éomg
first for three weeks to Eastbourne and thence to the Harry
Wedgwoods. Their house, The Hermitage, was not far
from Chobham Camp. At that time summer manceuvres
on any large scale were almost unknown, and our visit was
planned in order to see what we could of the camp with its
mimic warfare. I well remember my father’s intense enjoy-
ment of the whole experience. Admiral Sulivan, his ofd
shipmate on board the Beagle, showed us about and

glow of my father’s happy excitement, and can almost
hear the jingle of the oping horses. We nearly had
the same experience as that of Pickwick at Chatham,
and had to run for our lives between two advancing
armies,

‘We were now six children at home. I have no clear recol-
lection of my mother’s often fpln.ying with us, although the
picture comes back to me of the furniture pushed on one
side, and a troop of little children gs.l]oping round the room,
whilst she played what was called the “ galloping tune,”
composed by herself, and very well suited for its purpose.
Another memory is of several nursery songs she to sin
to us—* When good King Arthur this land,” ane
“There was an old woman as I’ve heard tell,” and a par-
ticular lilt for the babies when they were being joggled on
her knee. She was courageous, even rash, in wllmt she let
her children do. My brother William was taught to ride
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without stirrups and got some bad falls in consequence.

at ten years old went off a twenty mile ride alone to
mﬂ, and I, too, wandered about the lonely woods and
lanes in a way that was not very safe then, although it would
be much less so now, when tramps have greatly increased in

Abont 1854 Elizabeth Wedgwood took charge of her old
g‘ verness Miss Langdon. None of the family had ever been
d of her, and in her latter days she was certainly the
- most unattractive old lady I ever saw, nearly stone deaf,
with a harsh countenance, and a voice like a parrot’s. She
lived under our aunt Elizabeth's sheltering care till her
death. Fanny Allen wrote: “I admire your benevolence,
and your arrangement for Miss don, and I feel assured
that you will have the satisfaction that always
acts of this kind. I have no doubt also that you are right
as to placing her under your roof. I believe she will be a
less géne there than a mile off. And, indeed, it is you alone
that can be judge in this matter and what you think best is
best, as it touches you alone. I am glad you secure your
ast undisturbed, and that your evenings also will be,
as they have hitherto been, unaccompanied, so that I trust
you find nothing in this plnn, save the content of helping
a whtary and desolate person who has no power of repay-

Fanny Allen to her niece Hlizabeth Wedgwood.

My pear Enzaserm, Dec. 15th, 1854,

It is well for me that you date by the days of the
week which saves shame at idleness, not that I have been
idle, but rather too busy to write, our leisure hours being
taken up with reading Sydney’s Memoirs. Anything about
Sydney Smith interests me and therefore I read with interest
Saba’s' part of the book, and she has done it quite as well
as you would expect. It is pleasant to be taken out of the
stern reality of life, in which we are now living through the
newspapers all the morning, to the light gossip and the
playful gaiety of Sydney, and his letters made one forget
the miseries of the Crimea and Scutari, after tea at least.

i His daughter, Lady Holland.
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Yet what a trifling world it was, and what women were his
fashionable ladies, in comparison with the noble Flo Nightin-
gale and her companions! Have you heard that she
astonishes all the surgeons by her skill and presence of mind ?
After amputating a limb, they pass on to another, leaving her
to take up the artery and do all that is necessary. Miss
Stanley is gone out I believe, and the Miss Stewart who so
impressed John [Allen] at the hospital he visits, is the
Duchess of Somerset’s sister, and is going or gone out: too,
I believe. How good spreads! and what a school of
Christianity and humanity is now carried out at Scutari.
We are very busy here in Tenby in sending out clothing
and necessaries to the Crimea and Scutari. My stock goes
to the latter place, Emma’s is for the fighting part. . .

In the winter of 1855 we took a house in Upper Baker
Street for a month. It was the terrible Crimean winter, and
there was a bitter frost almost all the time. Neither my
father nor my mother were well, and they did not much
enjoy their stay. We came home on Feb. 15, before the
great snow-fall of that year had melted. The road in the
deep cutting between Holwood and Down had been cut
out, and the wreaths of the snowdrifts were a wonderful
and beautiful sight. The children could walk on the snow,
vivhich was level with the top of the iron railings round the

lawn.

In September, 1855, my mother went with my father to
the British Association at Glasgow. I remember that she
let me (aged 12) trim her a cap for the occasion, and I
snipped up lace and ribbon with immense satisfaction.
What it was like, Heaven knows! but I believe it was

worn.
On the 17 February, 1856, “ Finished Guy Mannering”
was entered in her diary. This means my father finished
ing it aloud to us. These evening readings to the
children were a happy part of the iamﬁ life. atever
my father did with us had a glamour of degght over it unlike
anything else.
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Charles Darwin to his son William at Rugby.
Down, 20th [1855 or 1856].

DEAR oLD GULIELMUS,

1 have been so very sorry for your having been ill
W -year again with the measles: you have been most
. ... Do not work to tire yourself; you are one of
very few boys to whom I should dare to tell them not
over-exert themselves, for most youngsters are inclined
to spare themselves, but this has never been your
Thank goodness it is not now very long to the

ays.
~am going up to London this evening and I shall start
e late, for I want to attend a meeting of the Columbarian
ety, which meets at 7 o’clock near London Bridge. I
I shall belong to this Society, where, I fancy, I shall
a strange set of odd men. Mr Brent was a very queer
fish; but I suppose Mamma told you about him; after
he handed me a clay pipe, saying * Here is your pipe,”
it was a matter of course that I should smoke. Another
o little man (N.B. all pigeon-fanciers are little men I begin
o think) showed me a wretched little Polish hen, which he
- he would not sell for £50 and hoped to make £200 by
she had a black top-knot. I am going to bring a lot
pigeons back with me on Saturday, for it is a noble and
tic pursuit, and beats moths and butterflies, whatever
ou may say to the contrary. . . .

'was for the sake of imenting on the variation of
animals that ather about this time began to
and to associate with pigeon fanciers. He de-
h ces in a letter to Mr Huxlsy (Nov 27th,

g% ]i‘ar instance, I sat one evening in a gin
amongst a set of pigeon fanciers, when it was hmted
Bull had urossedp his Pouters with Runts to gain

_and if yon had seen the solemn, the mysterious, and
Iluku the head which all the fanciers gave at this

proceeding you would have zecogmued how
nroumg has had to do with improving breeds.”
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He became a member of two Pigeon Fanciers’ Clubs, and
was always treated with great civility at their meetings.
They called him * Squire,” and he sat with them in a cloud
of smoke. No doubt they agreed with one enthusiast who
wrote in a treatise on the Almond Tumbler that “If it was
possible for noblemen and gentlemen to know the amazin,
amount of solace and pleasure derived from the Almon
Tumbler, . . . scarce any nobleman or gentleman would be
without their aviaries,” and were pleased to see that my
father, at least, understood the truth of these views.!

Charles Darwin to his son William.

My pesR WLy, Tuesday night.
I am very glad indeed to hear that you are in the
sixth; and I do not care how difficult you find the work: am
I not a kind father ? T am even almost as glad to hear of
the Debating Society, for it will stir you up to read. Do
send me as soon as you can the subjects; I will do my very
best to give you hints; and Mamma will try also. But I
fear, as the subjects will generally be historical or political
that I shall not be of much use. By thinking at odds and
ends of time on any subject, especially if you read a little
about it, you will form some ‘opinion and find something to
say; and in truth the habit of speaking will be of the greatest
importance to you. Uncle Harry was here this morning,
and we were telling him that we had settled for you to be
a barrister and his first question was “ has he the gift of the
gab?” But then he added, he has got industry, and that is
by far the most important of all. Mamma desires that you
will read the chapters (in Chapel] very well ; and the dear
old Mammy must be obeyed. . . .

It appears that there was again talk of our going to Tenby
early in 1856. Fanny Allen wrote that she could not be away

when Emma came, and mentioned Dr ’s delight at
the thought of having C. Darwin here. *He met him
somewhere and was like many others enchanted with him.”
Later in the year Fanny Allen wrote from Leith Hill Place,

3 Lifo and Letters of Charles Darwin, vol. ii., pp. 62 and 280,



. She wrote during a visif
Wodgwoodlinlnndm (Oct., 1856): ** Sam Smith!
morning this week and gave some details of
NavmtmtbeQ\wen He said no one could be
3 e Queen was. TFlo was particularly im-
d byPrmce Albert’s understanding. Every question
was to the purpose, and he seemed to have under-
the details better than all the officials, as if he had
he had an immense mass of work to get

from restored.”

December 3rd, 1856.
. Nightingale meeting was successful, I think, on
& Thamdldnotseemmbemmhenthuaim

soldiers kissing her shadow as it passed over their
What woman ever took so high a position as she

April 15th [1857).
it from a line in one of the newspapers that Florence
o's life is approaching its end, as Mrs Rich would

s, which in respeot of mine, forms but a fragment in
of time, and what she has accomplished! I remem-
a little girl of 3 or 4 years, then the girl of 16 of high
e when I next met her at Geneva, and which she has
faithfully kept. A high mission has been given her,
has cost her her life to fulfil, and now when I look

1 Uncle of Florence Nightingale.
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back on every time I saw her after her sixteenth year, I
see that she was ripening constantly for her work, and that
her mind was dwelling on the painful difference of man and
man in this life, and the trap that a luxurious life laid for
the affluent. A conversation on this subject between the
father and daughter made me laugh at the time, the contrast
‘was so striking, but now as I remember it, it was the divine
spirit breathing in her. . . .

Dnn‘:g a visit to the Hensleigh We oods, Fanny A]]en
attended the wedding of a grand-niece, Isabella Alderso

Fanny Allen to her sister Emma Allen.
Wednesday, Oct. 20th [1856].

. . . Yesterday we were performing “ wedding guests
from ten in the morning till three in the afternoon. It was
impossible for any marriage to be better ““got up” in an
artistic point of view, and certainly the ceremony was very
impressive. Over the altar was a large cross formed of white
flowers, The whole church lighted with large wax lights in
high candlesticks, and incense burning, and the organ playing
all the time. I had no idea that so entirely catholic a
ceremony would have touched me so much. When forms
are new they are certainly effective, but when they are
used for a little time they wear out the soul within.

It was very operatic when they all ascended in two files
the steps of the altar, where the married pair took the
saerament, and the music and voices pealed in in the singing
parts of the Sacramental Service, and sounded very fine.
Isabella looked nice, and calm. The breakfast was crowded.
I got a seat in the corner, Hensleigh, my faithful guardian,
securing it for me. Lord Robert Cecil was down in our
corner, and Georgy' came down more than once to take her
seat there, but I do not think there can be anything else
than conversation and amusement between them. She was

1 Lord Robert Cecil (afterwards Lord Salisbury) married Georgina
Alderson in 1857.
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ballet-mistress and was more occupied with the
ent of the whole thing than with softer and tenderer
I did not intend to go to this wedding, being out
way at my age, but the Baron walked down a few
n ago to hope I would attend, so that it was impera-
and I looked up a bonnet of Fanny’s that would do,
velvet mantle of Effie’s, and I did very respectably.

rah edgwood. the last survivor of the children of
We E‘h'mn,dndn.t])ownontheﬂth No—

, 1856, 80. Furtyormowywl

of the :g: little Emma W l%:svmg the
ce in her affection for ehﬂdren mdherlove con-
n My mother was beautifull; faithful to her, but T
nk the rigidity of her aunt Sua s ulmnww prevented
se of i and tion on my
i.i pm although there wua much to admire and

 Charles Darwin to his sons William and George.

Dowy, Thursday 13th Nov., 1856].

¥ pEAR WitLy axp GEoRay,

~ T have thought that you would like to hear about
Aunt Sarah’s funeral. Aunt Elizabeth and Uncles

s, Harry, Frank, Hensleigh, and Allen all attended, so
the house was quite full. The funeral was at 3 o’clock,

ed the [coffin], which was carried by six men; another
n changing half way. At the Church door Mr Innes
out to meet the coffin. Then it was carried into the
and a short service was read. Then we all went out,
d uncovered round the grave whilst the coffin was
ed lndthﬂnllrlnnes ﬁmshedtheeetvk)e but he did

al. Then we all marched back to the house, Mr Lewis

his two sons carrying a sort of black standards before
5 lndwethmwmtmwhhehom&ndmadm:m&nhs
i1
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will aloud. She desired her funeral to be as quiet as possible,
and that no tablet should be erected to her. She has left a
great deal of money to very many charities. . . . Hem-
mings and the maids will stay here about a month more I
should think; so that you, Georgy, will see them again, but I
fear Willy will not at present. . . .

This had been a suffering year for my mother. Her last
child, Charles Waring Darwin, was born on December 6th,
1856. I remember very well the months she
and ludinqr;l:nd to her sometimes to her bear
oamforh. poor little baby was born without its full
share of intelligence. Both my hﬂm‘ and mother were
infinitely tender towards him, but, when he died in the
summer of 1858, after their first sorrow, tlwyoould only feel

He had never learnt to walk or talk.

Charles Darwin to his son William.
Dowx, 21st [1857).

My pEAR oLp WriLLy or WrLLiam,

I am delighted that you went to Manchester, and had
80 prosperous an expedition. You seem to have worked
capitally and seen it well. We are amused at your adoration
of the haughty Lady.! T quite agree with your admiration
of Gainsborough'’s portraits: one of the pictures which has
ever most struck me is a portrait by him in the Dulwich
Gallery. By the way how stupid it has been of us never to
have suggested your riding to Dulwich and seeing the capital
publick gallery there. Then, again, there are some few good
pictures at Knole. You want a jobation about your hand-
writing—dreadfully bad and not a stop from beginning to
end! After severe labour in deciphering we rather think
that your outlay was £1. 12. 0. and accordingly I send that,
bmlhopuniswolm.\ewpunhhymlmmhnmwl. 1

i Mrs Graham w in the Gallery.
Her husband, hierwards Tond h. outlived her many years
and, as the ioes, could not b son tho ploture, and liad it
e Pna oy w g i o
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~ am glad that you were tipped, but that makes no difference

~ in my repaying your outlay. By the way have you no
er, 8o that you cross your letter, or do you think your
riting is too clear 2 You want pitching into severely.
1 have had a letter from Mr Mayor (about his banker’s
ake) in which he says he heard so grand an account
@em- future master’s, Mr Temple’s attainments, that he
nts to persuade me to leave you at Rugby till October.
Mayor says he shall very much miss you. Think over
well and deliberately, and do not be guided by fleeting
You shall settle for yourself; whatever you think
be really best, not pleasantest, shall be done. . . .

)
\,h 1857 Fanny Allen wrote: “The summer has been
et and will long be remembered by the young as if it
the customary summer and not a stray beauty.” The
ul months of sunshine in the summers of 1857 and
1858 are associated in the minds of those whose memories
roa back so far, with the horrors of the Indian Mutiny,
2 in 1858 with the great comet stretching half across the
year I broke down in health. The entries in
er'’s diary show what years of anxiety she
, with one child and then another. Somehmes it is my
alth which is thus chronicled day by day,
the boys. Both parents were unwearied in their aﬁaﬂs
soothe a.nd amuse whichever of us was ill; my father
bac! u:nmon with me regularly every dxy, and my
wvnﬁi aloud to me. I particularly associate
Cowz»er

er’s Winter Walk at Noon with these
a great favourite with her—both his letters and
e summer of 1858, when we were going to the sea on
‘::mmt Iwn.snllowedmtakemyk:tten ﬁswewent

then P

ed kitten, to be thought of first of all, must have added
troubles of travelling with a sick child. But in s xte
the troubles connected with our ill-health those
years at Down must have been full of lmppmass
e conatant come and go of the relations chronicled in
dmry and a certain amount of sociability with our

bours—also visits from my father’s scientific friends.
m sorry to say that a.s growmg up tl:’hxldmn we were
to the
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1 remember how constant she was in gi invitations to a
certain family, who were generally tal on account of a
d.iu%reea ther, and how we used to say that no one but
the Z.s ever came to the houae In later ars my father’s
state was so hb
almost ceased, and we clnldmn had a nthar deaolnte feeling
that we were left out. But I think that my mother never
felt this as any loss. She was not essentially sociable as
was my father.

The early memories that come back to me seem now to be
full of sunshine and happiness. I think of a sound we always
associated with the summer, the rattle of the fiy-wheel
of the well, drawing water for the garden; the lawn burnt
brown, the garden a blaze of colour, the six oblong beds in
front of the drawing-room windowa, with phloxes, lilies,
and larkspurs in the middle, and portulacas, verbenas, and
other low growing plants in front; the row of Time-trees
humming with bees, my father lying on the grass under
them; the children ph about, with probably a kitten
and a dog, and my mother dressed in lilac muslin, wondering
why the blackcaps did not here sing the same song as they
did at Maer. This was a perennial puzzle to her, but what
the mystery was I have never been able to guess.

Of ure, as the world reckons it, there was but little.
We went to stay with Erasmus Darwin for short visits,
but London always gave my mother bad headaches and
more than half her time was spent in a darkened room.
Every now and then there is an entry in her little diary of a
concert or a play, but I should think not more than a dozen
times in all the years whilst we were children. She had,
however, constant enjoyment in country sights and sounds.
She made the “ S&nd—wnl.k,’ where accompanied my
father on his daily walks, a wild garden. She used to have
the Dog’s-mercury and Jack-in-the-hedge pulled up by a
small boy hired for the occasion, in order to encourage the
growth of bluebells, anemones, cowslips, primroses, and
especially wild-ivy. One da! a new boy misunderstood the
orders, and as my father and mother reached the Sand-walk

found bare earth, sg;-aa.t heapofw:ldwytom up by

its roots and the abh alone.
My father could not help laug at her dismay and the
whole misadventure, but the tragedy went too deep, and he
mdws:gltwuthoonlynmeahewuavarmu with him.

She h: clientéle of the village people from the
poorer outlying pmahes round Down. feo was perhaps
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il how much good she did in this way, as there was
g uiry and a of her friends were

boud."andmoldmdbookd
my grmdfnﬁhnr,DrRobartDnrwm. well
ing to measure and weigh, and the delight of
A deep respect and mh%uht was felt

hllqwing letter
‘went there, and was sometimes mompl.nmdyby my

Charles Darwin to his son William.
[Moor Park, Monday, May 3rd, 18538.]

My pear Winniam,
I have just received your nice note and the hexagon,!
Y h very many thanks, but I hope and think I shall
d e to use it as I had intended, which was delicately to

to one of the greatest mathematicians that he had made
) er in his geometry, and sure enough there came a
yesterday wholly altering what he had previously

hexagon was to be used for the discussion on bees’ cells in
of Specien.
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You will, I think, hereafter like Campbell's Lives of the
Chancellors, and it is a capital book for you, my dear future
Lord Chancellor of England, to read. . . . I have been
playing a good deal at billiards, and have lately got up to
my play, and made some splendid strokes! I have at last
got up some strength, and taken two good long walks in this
charming country. My dear old fellow,

Yours, C. D.

e nain Qo . Dowx, Thursday evening [1858).

Go and have at once a good and deliberate look at my
old rooms? and if you then prefer them make the change,
though it is a confounded bore that money should have been
wasted over papering, etc. I much misdoubted at times
whether you had chosen wisely. I think what you say about
your present stairs being idle and noisy, a real and good
reason for your changing. Iknowwall far too well, what

there are at C: id, 80 I am sure
these ought to be .vmdpv:L 1 dn hope um you will keep
to your already i and i ious habits:

your success in life will mainly depend on this. So much
for preachment, but it is a good and old established custom
that he who pays may preach; and as T shall have to pay
if you move, (as I rather advise) so I have had my preach.

Dowy, 15th [1858].
1 should like to know whether my old gyp, Impey, is still
alive; if so please see him and say that I enquired after
him.

I am very glad that you like King's—it used to be a great
pleasure to me. You have to see the beautiful pictures in
the FitzWilliam. The backs of the Colleges (N.B. not
Colledges as some people spell it) are indeed beautiful; I
do not think there is anything in Oxford to equal them.

! William Darwin was at Christ's College, Cambridge, where he
ocoupied his father's rooms.
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MooR PARK, Saturday [1859].
‘am very glad to hear that you have begun Botany, in
manner in which you have. I know Hooker thinks very
y of G. Henslow, in all ways. It has always been a
3 o!mmchcnothmgwn]dbesolmprovmguehs
e of describing plants, te observation
y which I am sure is most slowly acquired) and con-
and accuracy of style. I have always regretted that
had not struck on this plan when I was there, that
night have practised. You will always be glad that you
n this. By the way, one evening I said to Frank, who
etting on very well in French, that he would be very
of it all his future lifo: and a few days after Lenny was
X under my microscope and he turned round very
wely and said “ Dnn't you think, Papa, that I shall be
y glad of this all my future life.”

e lol!owmg P are taken from the re, of m
William’s ‘%t;:eoh given at the Banqg:trt held n{
n:n the occasion of thelDa.rwm Cente.ul.ry He
‘made no attempt at oral scarcel mnrlldng vaice,
lhwhnl»mnnurmwry deepinder feeling made
speech extraordinarily impressive to all who heard it.

) ellor, your Excellencies, my Lords and Gentlemen,
1 lwld hu'dly say that this assemblage of distinguished
1en, met together from all quarters of the world to do honour
o his memory, would have almost overwhelmed my father,
d I am very of the great that meet;
‘and of the very great honour that is paid me in being
upon to express the feelings of my family on this
I remember that my father once wrote to Sir
h Hooker, whom we are so delighted to have with us in
ge to-day, on an occasion when Sir Joseph Hooker

jitied him from the bottom of his soul, and that it made
flesh creep to think of it. I am sure that he would have
me tenfold in these very especial circumstances, and
only trust to your kind consideration, and ask that
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my short-comings be not too severely criticised. When I
had the honour of being asked to speak to-night I was most
kindly given a free field, with no limitations or directions of
any kind; but it was clear to me that it would be utterly
unfitting and presumptuous on my part if I attempted,
before such an audience as this, to speak of my father in
regard to his scientific career, even if I were in other respects
qualified. Therefore I can only speak of him as a man and
a6 I knew him from a child.

I have been thinking over the ch istics of my
father which are quite apart from the qualities on which his
influence and his success as a man of science depended, and 1
t.hmkﬂuquhtywhmhamdaoutmmymndmtpre—

is his f anything to
oppression or cruelty, mdesyeomllyoflhvery, combined
with this he had an enthusiasm for liberty of the.indi-
vidual and for liberal principles. I can give you one or
two illustrations, which are very slight in themselves, but
one of them has remained impressed on my memory since
early boyhood. There was living very near us at Down a
gentleman farmer, with whom my father was slightly
acquainted. It became reported that this man had allowed
some sheep to die of starvation. My father heard of it and at
once took up the matter, and though he was ill and weak and
it was most painful to attack a near neighbour, he went round
the whole parish, collected all the evidence himself, and had
the case brought before the magistrates, and as far as I can
recollect he got the man convicted. This, I remember,
ag a boy impressed me immensely; he took it so seriously
and devoted himself to it, though his health was in such
a bad state. The next case is a personal matter, if you
will excuse my referring to myself. Azmmdmm
of G Eyre I had from S where there
hadbulybeenheldnpnhhammgini“md(hvm
Eyre. Dneayum'nlmndomﬂwntmw
tory remarks about the C i which was
him. My father instantly turned on me in a fury of indigna-
tion and told me I had better go back to Southampton. The
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‘morning at seven o’clock he came to my bedside and

especially impressed me was his hatred of slavery.

great admiration for John Stuart Mill and Mr. Glad-
one; at the same time he often deplored the almost total
:‘ of interest in science in the House of Commons.

43 think when I was a child my father’s health was,
ps, at its worst, and there is no doubt that it threw a

e he made for us as children. In later life he
treated us with entire trust and freedom, and all our
or views or desires he would discuss and consider

a8 if we were his equals; and it is touching to recall,
gh it almost makes one smile, the tone of admiration and

hat his opinion was worth very much outside of his own
subjects. One of the great peculiarities I found in
'was his immense reverence for the memory of his father;
cases of health or illness, in many of the other con-

ons of life he would quote words of wisdom or advice of
iis father. To be present with him, when he happened to
b well, at a small luncheon party with congenial friends,
ly if a sympathetic woman were seated near him, will
be easily forgotten by anyone who has experienced it.
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He put everyone at his ease, and talked and laughed in
the gayest way, with lively banter and raillery that had a
pleasant flavour of flattery, and touches of humour; but he
always showed deference to his guests and a desire to brmg
any stranger into the i I can well und:

that anyone who had only met him under such circumstances
might be led to disbelieve the accounts of his ill-health. . ..

There is one other subject I should like to touch upon,
and that is the very hackneyed subject of his loss of interest
in poetry and art. I think in this way an unfair slur has
been cast upon the influence of the study of natural history;
this is no doubt to a great extent due to a want of realization
of the state of his health and of his nature.

When he first returned from the voyage on the Beagle,
he was entirely overwhelmed with the various duties con-
nected with the publication of his journal. . . . In a very
few years’ time his health failed, and he retired in 1842 to
Down. He then began the routine of life which continued
for 40 years. Every morning he worked to the very
end of his tether, so that he would often have to say
in the middle of a sentence: “I am afraid I must leave
off now.” . ..

As regards his imagination, I think that scenery, the
beauty of flowers, and music and novels were sufficient to
satisfy it. I remember he once said to me with a smile
that he believed he could write a poem on Drosera, on
which he was then working. I think he could never have
written the last paragraph or two of the Origin of Species
or the passage in the letter to my mother from Moor Park, in
‘which he mentions that he fell asleep in the park and awoke
to a chorus of birds, with squirrels in the trees and the laugh
of a woodpecker,—and he added that he did not care a
penny how the birds or the beasts were made—I think
he could never have written either of those two passages
without: a deep sense of the beauty and the poetry of the
world and of life. As regards his interest in art, I think
he did keep it up to a certain extent. I remember that
at the end of his sofa on which he used to lie, he had a
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which he had bought himself and which he much
looking at: he also criticised very acutely a certain
iving. He ‘used to laugh at modern decorative art
always preferred simple forms and pure colours.
iber once when he was staying with me at South-
ton, when I and my wife were out of the house, he
1t through the living-rooms and collected all the pieces
and chimney ornaments which he thought ugly,
oﬁ our return he led us with much laughter into his
of horrars. .

am sure my fal:her would have said, though, perhaps,
a tone of apology in his voice, that if there was to
[Darwin] celebration there could be no more fitting
than Cambridge. He always retained a love for Cam-
and a happy memory of his life here. It was the
and gayest period of his life, and it certainly did
deal for the development of his mind. As regards
*ﬂlﬂﬂmlo studies, he used to speak of them with scant
t, and, perhaps, rather unfairly. It is curious to
r that the two subjects which he thought had done
t to develop his mind were Paley’s Evidences of Chris-
and Buclid, both of which subjects are, I believe, now
seded as being obsolete. He valued more than any

onour the degree that was conferred on him here, and
ke to me with pride and pleasure of walking, dressed
his scarlet gown, arm and arm with Dr. Cartmell, the
of his old College. . . .

Charles Darwin to BEmma Darwin.
Sunday, Moor PARK [probably 1859].
V. am very so to hear thnt. ou are headachy. A
ery sorry ¥y -
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blessing it is to have one whom one can always trust, one
always the same, always ready to give comfort, sympathy
and the best advice. God bless you, my dear, you are too
good for me. Yesterday I was poorly: the Review and
confounded Queen was too much for me; but I got better
in the evening and am very well to-day. I cannot walk far
yet; but I loiter for hours in the Park and amuse myself by
watching the ants: I have great hopes I have found the rare
slave-making species, and have sent a specimen to the
British Museum to know whether it is so. I have got some
more letters to write, though I wrote six longish ones yester-
day. So farewell my best and dearest of wives. C.D.

During these years we had more than one governess.
Our education, as far as book learning was concerned, was
not of an advanced type; my mother apparently did not try
to get the best possible teaching for us. But from our
different. governesses we learnt nothing that was not good
and high-minded; from all we received real affection, and in
more than one instance devoted care in illness. A sentence
in a letter of hers to her son Leonard when a schoolboy,
illustrates her point of view. She wrote of a governess who
had just taken a situation, “ I can never be thankful enough
that Mrs —— does not know a word of French or German,
so that the poor little woman’s shortcomings will not be
perceived I trust.” Her indifference as to education con-
tinued. In 1888 she wrote: “ Now I must write and decline
subscribing to the Shaen memorial at Bedford College, but
the fact is that I do not care about the higher education of
‘women, though I ought to do so.”

In 1859 the Origin of Species was published, and my
father got terribly overdone with getting it through the
press. My mother helped him with correcting the proot-
sheets. When the book was finally off his hands he went
to the water-cure establishment at Ilkley and we followed
on Oct. 17th. It was bitterly cold, he was extremely ill and
suffering, the lodgings were uncomfortable, and I look back
upon it as a time of frozen misery. There was much excite-
ment over the letters which he received on its publication,
but I remember my mother would not show me Professor
Sedgwick’s horrified reprobation of it.!

1 The letter is published in Life and Letters of Charles Darwin.
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cm: childhood and youth she was not only sincerely

i ﬁhnuhenlwnyswumthntmelameoit.heword—
Mmh in her beliefs. She went; ly

took the Sacrament. She read the Bible with us and

us a simple Unitarian Creed, though we were bap-

and confirmed in the Church of England. In her youth

on must have ly filled her life, and there is evidence

h l&ﬂ!!hﬂ that it distressed her, in her early

c fe, to know that my father did not share her

She mmtwa]etmtoihn‘z;onthe mb]g He

hy of

ufalypteservad shortly after our marriage.” Inthm

e state of mind that I wish to preserve with respect
is to feel that while you are acting conscientiously
| sincerely wishing and trying to learn the truth, you
be wrong; but there are some reasons that force
ves upon me, and prevent my being always able

Your mind and time are full of the most interesting
ects and thoughts of the most absorbing kind, viz. fol-
g up your own discoveries, but which make it very
ficult for you to avoid casting out as interruptions other
of thoughts which have no relation to what you are
i 1g, or to be able to give your whole attention to both
es of the question.

& woman, but I don’t know whether it would so much on
& man. I mean E. [Er ), whose und ding you
such a very high opinion of and whom you have so
ch affection for, having gone before you. Is it not likely
have made it easier to you and to have taken off some of
dread and fear which the feeling of doubting first gives,
nd which I do not think an unreasonable or superstitious
? It seems to me also that the line of your pursuits
iy have led you to view chiefly the difficulties on one side,
that you have not had time to consider and study the
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chain of difficulties on the other, but I believe you do not
consider your opinion as formed. May not the habit in
scientific pursuits of believing nothing till it is proved,
influence your mind too much in other things which cannot
be proved in the same way, and which, if true, are likely to
be above our comprehension ? I should say also that there
is a danger in giving up revelation which does not exist on
the other side, that is the fear of ingratitude in casting off
what has been done for your benefit, as well as for that of
the world, and which ought to make you still more careful,
perhaps even fearful, lest you should not have taken all the
pains you could to judge truly. I do not know whether this
is arguing as if one side were true and the other false, which
I meant to avoid, but I think not. I do not quite agree
with you in what you once said, that luckily there were no
doubts as to how one ought to act. I think prayer is an
instance to the contrary, in one case it is a positive duty,
and perhaps not in the other. But I daresay you meant in
actions which concern others, and then I agree with you
almost if not quite. I do not wish for any answer to all
this—it is a satisfaction to me to write it, and when I talk
to you about it I cannot say exactly what I wish to say, and
I know you will have patience with your own dear wife.
Don’t think that it is not my affair and that it does not much
signify to me. Everything that concerns you concerns me,
and I should be most unhappy if I thought we did not
belong to each other for ever. I am rather afraid my own
dear N. will think I have forgotten my promise not to
bother him, but I am sure he loves me, and I cannot tell
him how happy he makes me, and how dearly I love him
and thank him for all his affection, which makes the happi-
ness of my life more and more every day.

And her second letter is:

1 cannot tell you the compassion I have felt for all :;our
sufferings for these weeks past that you have had so many
drawbacks, nor the gratitude I have felt for the cheerful
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ce. I am sure you know I love you well enough to
that I mind your sufferings, nearly as much as I
1 my own, and I find the only relief to my own mind

o take it as from God’s hand, and to try to believe
all suffering and illness is meant to help us to exalt

minds and to look forward with hope to a future state.
v I see your patience, deep compassion for others,
and, and above all gratitude for the smallest
z done to help you, I cannot help longing that these
s feelings should be offered to Heaven for the sake
ir daily happiness. But I find it difficult enough in

perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee.” It
ling and not reasoning that drives one to prayer. I feel

1 feel in my inmost heart your admirable qualities and
¢ gs, and all I would hope is that you might direct

ver; hing in the world. I shall keep this by me till I
feal cheerful and comfortable again about you, but it has
d through my mind often lately so I thought I would
it, partly to relieve my own mind.

slow are the words:

“God bless you. C.D. June, 1861.”

spoke little to us about her religious feelings. I
r once, when I was a girl, her telling me that she
n felt she could only bear her anxiety by saying a

As years went on her beliefs must have
ve

d a wrong impressic
hat this ovarolo?:ded her life. Her perfect
active goodness gave her rest, peace and happiness.
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CHAPTER XIIT
1860—1869

A long illness—The death of Charlotte Langbon—ﬂmlet lever—-A
umane trap for als—Cathering ‘marriago—!
father's continual illness—The de.lﬂu o! Cntherme Lm@tan
and Susan Darwin—The Huxley children at Down—George a
second Wrangler—A month in London—Elizabeth Wedgwood
comes to Down—Freshwater—My father’s accident out riding
—Shrewsbury and Caerdeon.

In 1860 m poor mother’s thoughts and time were en-
the care of me in a long illness (probabl
oid fever) lasting with relapses from May, 1860, till
idsummer, 1861. In Jnl I was well enough to be moved
to Hartfield, ““the kindly mﬁxt&l for all who are sick or
* as Fanny Allen it. But I soon had a bad
relapse and gave her as much anxiety as ever.

Charles Darwin to his son William.
HagrrmsLp, Monday [July 30, 1860].

Poor Etty will long be an invalid, but we are now too
happy even at that poor prospect. Your letter has amused
us all extremely, and was read with roars of laughter.
Etty has not yet heard it; but you cannot think what a
pleasure your letters are to her; they amuse and cheer her
so nicely. I shall copy your account of dialogue before
the Bishop and send it to Hooker and Huxley. You may
tell the gardener that I have seen an ant’s nest in a tree,
but it is rare. . . .

The Review by the Bishop of Oxford and Owen in last
Quarterly is worth looking at. I am splendidly quizzed
by a q ion from the Anti-Jacobi The naturalists are
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about the Origin in N. America even more than

My dau.r old fellow,
Your affect. Father,
C. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to Lady Lyell.

Dowx, BroMrey, KENT, Aug. 28 [1860].
. . We have sent Frank to school, and as yet he has
quite happy there. George is in the first class, and a
of some authority there, so he is a great protection.
1 think boys are better than they used to be, and he is
be liked by the masters from his industry and zeal.
s is too much given to anxiety, as you know, and his
iments this summer have been a great bless-
him, as he can always interest himself about them.
he is treating Drosera just like a living creature,
suppose he hopes to end i mprovmg n;tobem animal.

g medical man, and it really was a great injury
. We had a visit from Sir Henry Holland, who cheered
and I fully believe his view is the true one. He
en so constantly kind, and taken so much trouble, that
wvery grateful. .

entries in harhttlndnrya 't this time almost all refer
One is “worked and knit,” and that means I

imitation “Ind:mpme”whmh I had worl

w,mdsywortwobefmhudmﬁhun
then repented that her old rug, which she had

ywn for thirty-six years, did not look the same.

| March, 1861, Mrs Huxley and her three little children

3 unable ief at the
eldest little boy. My hardly
1
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knew her before, and this visit laid the foundation of their

In J\me, 1861, we went to Torquay, and there I began to
ot well. It was a very happy time. My father was
airly well, and the boys were full of enjoyment. We had
om' o\utamAry summer visitors, Erasmus Darwin, and

olye 'wood’s young

wards the end of our time ab Torquay my mother
‘Wedgwood and me a little tntg round 0or.

It was m only tonr she ever took without the family in

all her married

In the mtn.mn of 1861 Charlotte Langton, whose health
had for some time been breaking down, went to St Leonards,
where she died in January, 1862, at the age of 65. My
mother was twice able to go there to see her during the
autumn. Fanny Allen wrote to Elizabeth: “I daily feel
a debt of gratitude to you for the precious time I with
you and Charlotte this last summer. Her patient, calm and
thoughtful look as I saw her on your terrace, while we sat
round her chair, is ever present to me, and it is pleasant to
dwell on it, for it was the same countenance and expres-
sion that hu-s gone with her from her childhood, and has the
stamp of an heavenly birth on it.”

She quotes for its truth Sir James Mackintosh’s desunptmn
of Charlotte as both “gentle and strong,” and speaks of
loving her since first she saw her in her child’s frock. To

mﬁef.h the loss was irreparable. She came first to Down,
and Fanny Allen wrote that this would be her best solace,
for ‘‘Emma of all others blends cheerfulness and con-
solation.” Charles ton did not wish to continue living
at Hartfield and Elizal therefore left the Ridge. It
lv:u to us the loss of two houses which were almost second

jomes.

1862 was another year of anxiety and of illness in the
family. Leonard, then a boy of twelve, had scarlet fever
most dmg;roua.ly, and hung between life and death for

other cluldren were mnf. away from home with
our old Scotoh nurse Brodie, who h: pf;ened to be paying us
a visit. At the end of my mother’s period of nursing
she caught the fever herself and was very ill. Eventually,
however, we all met at Bournemouth, vary glad to be once
more a reunited family.

About 1863 my mother worked very hard to have some
humane trap substituted for the cruel steel trap in common
use in game-preserving. She got the Society for the Preven-
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v of Cruelty to Animals to move in the matter, and a

‘P . Indirectly, by stirring up
on e;he subject, some good, it may be hoped, was

the 'follow% lottr, hore, although.sho wrote it
later. ether it was ever published I cannot
, but I think it was sent either to the 7'imes or the

Those who sympathise with the sufferings of animals
) have felt great satisfaction at the warm interest
has lately been excited on the subject of vivisection.
ere is however a kind of suffering, inflicted not in the
of science but in that of amusement, which seems
ly forgotten. On every one of the great estates of this
y steel traps are being industriously prepared and
catoh the vermin which invade man’s privilege of
the game.
We attempt to realize the pain felt by an animal when
ht, we must fancy what it would be to have a limb
hed during a whole long night between the iron teeth
trap, and with the agony increased by attempts to
Few men could endure to watch for five minutes
thus struggling with a torn and mangled limb;
the well-preserved estates throughout the kingdom,
ls of animals thus linger every night, probably for
ten hours.
£ it is held that it is degrading to our physiologists to
e, and to our medical students to witness, operations
living animals under anesthetics, what ought it to be
he gamekeeper, who, night after night, prepares and
hmmmuufmrtnreumdgoestosleephoﬁngmt,
means, animals are suffering acute agony until he
the morning to release them by killing them ?
has however the consciousness that this is done for
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his daily bread. His master does not see it done. Is the
responsibility thus to slip between the two ?

No doubt this is the most effectual way of preserving game ;
but T cannot believe that English gentlemen, who would
not themselves give unnecessary pain to any living creature,
and are eager to prevent brutality wherever they see it,
either on the part of drovers or physiologists, will continue
to allow even this motive to weigh against such an amount
of suffering. Y

ours, &e.,

(Signed) B. C.

In February, 1863, we went to see Fechter and Kate Terry
in the Duke’s Motto. My mother’s old taste for the Tpla.y
remained as strong as ever, and ‘err
with ent}mslum Of old plnys thnt she had enj: ya({
1 her of the Maid ami the
Magpie as delightful. It comes back to me that out of
her wish that we should enjoy what gave her such great

leasure, I was sent to the Corsican Brothers at so youth-
an age that I could only bear the terror of it all by
shutting my eyes.

In the autumn we took a house at Malvern Wells, to try
if a little mild water-cure treatment would do my father good.
But nothing answered, and he was most seriously ill.

Charles n, whose wife Charlotte had died in Janu-
ary, 1862, became ax;ﬁ:rged in the summer of 1863 to Cath-
erine Darwin, my father’s youngest sister, and the marriage
took place in October of the same year. To us children
it came “ﬁ;‘;hg:'ulfimmmsﬂdﬁ“ incredible that any-
one over fifty think of s a thing as marrying.
Cothenno was 53, and had nmther good health nor good
spirits, and both she and Charles Langton had strong wills,
so that my father and mother were doubtful as to their
happiness and thought the marriage a somewhat anxious

iment.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
[October 7, 1863.]

To-morrow, I hear from one of Emma’s nice letters,
Cath.’s marriage takes place. I wish they may have a
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day to cheer them. I have no doubt that both
prefer a quiet wedding-day, with no reminiscences
adden either party, and the wedding taking place now
suit you all. . . . Think of Emma D. being, after long
ration, on the side of the Federals, whom I detest with
o fire that is left me | their hypocrisy respecting slavery
odious, and their treatment of the poor negroes

following letter is written in a tiny hand on a little
of paper 34" x 2}":

Bmma Darwin to her son Leonard at school.

Dowx, BroMrEY, KENT, Nov. 13, 1863.
DEAR LENNY,
You cannot write as small as this I know. It is
e with your crow-quill. Your last letter was not inter-
g, but very well spelt, which T care more about.

r than when Frank was here. We have some stamps
you: one Horace says is new Am. 5 cent.
Yours, my dear old man,

E.D.
Zin your jerseys.

father continued wretchedly ill all through 1864,
in the autumn there began to be a uli%t improve-
nent. He appears by her diary not to have left home at
, and she for not more than a day or two. When he was

ably well I could now be left in charge for a short time.
wrote to Fanny Allen (Nov. 22, 1864): “1 su, you
heard. of Charles getting the Copley medal from the

He has been much pleased, but I think the
santest part was the cordial feeling of his friends on the
5

ion.
June 4th of this year Emma Allen died, leaving
ny alone, the last survivor of her generation.
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Nov. 22 [1864).
I was so glad to receive your dear, affectionate letter,
saying you would come and see us. I was thinking how
unsatisfactory it would be only to see you for a call or two
in London, as I do not feel easy to leave Ch. for a night,
he is so subject to distressing fainting feelings, and one never
knows when an attack may come on. It will be very nice
for him to see you too. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Doww, Thursday [ March, N
My pear Bopy, ) B
We can do very well [without you] till Saturday;
indeed, as far as I can see, we must. Papa is pretty well
and Horace too, and very happy over the alarum which
Papa has handsomely devoted. Anne is absorbed in shirts.
I have just been down to Spengle’ to talk about poor
people. Found them at breakfast at 10.15.
I am glad you are enjoying yourself so much, my dear.
I am glad you see & bit more of aunt Fanny Allen too.
1 called yesterday on the Stephens. Mr S. thought it only
proper respect that the young Lubbocks should not beat
their father * a¢ billiards, and Mrs 8. said her brothers would
not like to beat their father: ““ No, indeed, they had better
do no such thing.”

In 1865 my father tried Dr Chapman’s *ice-cure  with
however no permanent good effect. Fanny Allen wrote

! The family nickname for the village doctor, who had been
d-wtf:ohlaouu‘“n_mmngﬂhu Howunlw indl.ﬂmllﬁe:l.
being wi poorer patients. Mw
v e yen the Gl s Ty S o ,ﬁ)“

ty.”

and k. the debt, whioh hie
::x%m os bislif i Africa, im0

attend
2 8ir J L\lbbook, the father of the first Lord Avebury.
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2&.186 “ What a life of s his is, and how
l\e:)etnhl Emma’s, m cheerful-

admirable. OhlehM.pmmmhhe

Pessgl)

again lMJuly) “I had one of Emma’s charming
She had waited for a good moment to
mdhl]awdayldwlaibhn!hmhd iven her
me the treat of a letter, and that with all her

Bmma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
[Probably 1885].

I have taken a little to gardening this summer, and
felt surprised when I was feeling sad enough how
ng a little exertion of that sort is. I also like cutting
| carving among the shrubs, but as my opinion is dia-

cally opposite to the rest of my family, I don’t have
way entirely in that matter. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietia.

Thursday (Sept., 1865).
In the morning Mr Bentham? called from Holwood.
am—ynioomm. Papa came down for ten minutes,
d him thro’ the kitchen garden, and started him
v.y.mdm.mytokhmkmrdamtlhsd
him directions which would eff lly prevent his
his way. I was glad I was in my new gown. Bnp
ot look well in th hine. My new gown is

1 February, 1866, Catherine, Mrs Charles died
Shre bwywbaouhohadgonewbemth sister

1 Geom Bentham, the well-known botanist.
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Feb. 9, 1866.

Yours and Fanny’s letters on Tuesday brought the
intelligence that I expected of the close of poor Cath.’s
life. It has saddened some hours of this week to me,
and made me think over her character, which was a very
high one, and her life was an abortive one with her high
capacities.

I remember her father used to joke about Cath.’s “ great
soul ”’; what he spoke in jest she had in earnest, but some-
how it failed to work out her capabilities either for her own
happiness or that of others (perhaps), but this I speak with
uncertainty. I have had another sweet note from Caroline
this evening, in which she says “few people know her noble
and excellent qualities, so true, with strong affections and
sympathies.” Sad, sad Shrewsbury | which used to look so
bright and sunny; though I did dread the Dr. a good deal,
and yet I saw his kindness—but my nature was and is fearful.

I have a very grateful remembrance of my aunt Cath-
erine. She was a very kind and sﬁmn]aﬁngooompanion,
taking interest in my reading and what I was doing. Susan
Darwin, my father’s only unmarried sister, died in the
autumn, and the old house at Shrewsbury passed into-other
hands. She had been her father’s favourite daughter, and
was greatly beloved by her brothers and sisters. On the
death of her sister Marianne, Mrs Parker, in 1858, Susan had
adopted her four nephews and niece, who lived with her at
Shrewsbury till her death.

In 1866 my father’s health was somewhat better and we
paid more than one visit to London.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
QuEEN ANNE STREET, Sunday [28 April, 1866).
My pEAREST AUNT FANNY,
Our last days here have been so pleasant and suc-
cesstul that I must write you a scrap. The greatest event
was that Charles went last night to the Soirée at the Royal
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ety, where s.ssemble all the scientific men in London

ion from them all as made it very pleasant. He was
d to name himself to almost all of them, as his beard
him so much. The President presented him to the

the first. The Prince looked a nice good-natured youth,
very gentlemanlike. He said something Charles could
hear, so he made the profoundest bow he could and
t on. His Dr, Bence Jones, was there, and received
with triumph, as well he might, it being his own doing.
event was nearly as wonderful, going to see Hamlet
Fechter. The acting was beautiful, but I should
anything to Shakespeare, I am ashamed to say.
Yesterday Eliz. charitably went with me to see poor
Miss P! We liked the Matron much . . . Dr B. J.is to
some good too. I am to drive every day, and Charles
ide | Good bye, my dear, this is but a serap.
Yours, E. D.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta at Cimiez.
[Loxpox], May 4 [18686].
Now for news. Monday I drove about and did one
of pictures, which is staring unwholesome work, and did
b suit either of our heads, and a little shopping. In the
g Aunt Eliz. and Carry picked me up for the Phithar-
It was our dear old G minor Mozart, and very
g, and we used to play it quite fast enough (and
well) and gave it quite the right air. A Mile Mehlig
the P. F. in Arabella [Goddard]s lﬁyle bnt more
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Dowx, Sunday, May 27th [1866).

I have just got yours to George. What an enchanting
place St Jean is. I am so glad you had the luck to hit
upon it. That is the sort of thing I admire more than any
degree of Alps and passes.

I despatched a hamper of kittens yesterday, and am not
sorry to be free of their meals, poor little ducks. They
would all sleep in the mowing machine, and did not look
clean, so I was obliged to apologize for them.

Stlmhuldelldbeomy,maﬁmhhingvﬂhge
west of Nice. On the evening of which I wrote, the fishing
both,mthhwenuﬂndndmdyd]awhd.oommhto

usual splendour.

In the spring of 1867 my mother offered to take charge
oHLen children of Mr and Mrs Huxley for a fortnight.
u!uy wrote to me of my mother (Jumnry 24, 1904):

Towards your mother I always had a sort of nestling
feeling. More than any woman I ever knew, she comforted.
Few, if any, would have housed a friend’s seven children
and two nurses for a fortnight, that the friend (myself)
should be able to accompany her husband to Liverpool
when he was President of the British Association; and in
early days of our acquaintance, just after we had lost our
boy, she begged me to come to her and bring the three
children and nurse, and I should have the old nurseries at
Down. I first wrote that I was too weak and ill to be out
of my home, that I could not get downstairs till 1 o’clock.
Her reply was, that that was the usual state of the family
at Down, and I should just be following suit. What wonder
that I had for her always the most grateful affection.

I wish, if you think fit, that you would set down these
words of mine in your book about her. I should like to
acknowledge my debt of love to my dear friend. My heart
is very full, and tears dim my eyes as I write of her.
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Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Down, Sunday [Summer, 1867].
d in going to R. b and it was
I took the Lancashire Wedding or Darwin
lized to read in the carriage. The moral is that it
‘not wise to give up a pretty, poor, healthy girl you love
marry a siokly, rich, cross one you don’t care for,

marrying a healthy one you d.un’t care for. It is too
to give to the [village] library. . . . I have got Mr
’s Will, and find it too dull, so we have only Hep-
Dixon’s America and old Jesse’s George I11., which is
nﬁa.ble enough.

b:]gud As a rule thay liked one novel and onl?
faoo stiff, for they were alwuys chosen with a view to
ing my fat!

Bmma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
[1867].

Charles’s book is done and he is enjoying leisure, tho’
h a very bad hand at that. I wish he could smoke
or ruminate like a cow. Our Persian kitten from
is very ch and more confiding than a

e. He is getting very big, but still insists upon sitting
 my shoulder and smudging his face against mine.

Charles Darwin to his son George on the occasion
of his being second wrangler.

My DEAR OLD FELLOW, Dovin, Jam. 40 [1506)
I am so pleased. I congratulate you with all my
and soul. I always said from your early days that
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such energy, perseverance and talent as yours would be
mretnmooead but I never expected such brilliant success
as this. Again and again I congratulate you. But you
have made my hand tremble so I can hardly write. The
telegraph came here at eleven. We have written to W.
and the boys.

God bless you, my dear old fellow—may your life so

continue.
Your affectionate Father,
Cu. Darwix.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietla.
Dowx, Sunday [January, 1868).

‘We had a pleasant lude y day in the app
of Leo and Horace from school. George’s success made a
tremendous stir at Clapham.' Wrigley had never been
seen in such a state. He gave the fact out from the plat-
form as if he was going to cry, and gave a half-holiday and
sent them all to the Crystal Palace. Leo however staid at
home at his work. . . . When the boys heard about G. in
the 1st class room they had a regular saturnalia, and played
at football for some time to the great danger of the windows

and pictures.

Then the new table came, and it is very lovely, but I

foresee that the scratches on it will embitter my life.

In 1868, the month of March was in London, at
Elizabeth We 's house, No. 4, Place. My
father was well, and my mother heard some music
and went to a play or two.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
My pran Buz., Dows, Thursday [Ap. 2, 1868).
I came home yesterday with Charles alone. I en-
joyed the quiet and poking about, and the cat’s welcome
! The sohool where all my hmthmaxuptWﬂﬁmw-admud

working for the ent mman'nm e
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walking in the new walk in the field. Your servants

immmmion,upoo:ﬂimmdi.nudﬁony. Mr
er is very genial and agreeable, and I liked him for the

omm“nthmehatdnya,mdaodlthmkh-fmdm

pretty well merged into Natural Selection, etc.
di way' (and Charles also) to meet Miss Cobbe
id Miss Lloyd. Miss Cobbe was very agreeable, and told

when he went about the Bible in Spain, and the book
e one that impression. Good bye, my dear Eliz., I have

ve to
fosd her,

e wisel,
othr.lndhmdnrnri
of Down. There she

will get it, and I think she will be very comfortable there.
e will have a little too much noise from the blacksmith's
ge and the school-children at play; but they are not

1 At the Hensleigh Wedgwoods' in Cumberland Place.
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uncheerful noises. She must make an outlet from the
nearest corner of her garden to get to us, which is much
shorter than the road; but I mean to try to persuade her to
set up a bedroom and appurtenances here, o that when she
spends the evening she shall also sleep here, and not have
any conveyance of things. I enjoy the thoughts very much
of her settling there. It is always interesting to see how
to make things comfortable. Then you must come and see
her here, and I shall see all the more of you. . . .

In 1868 we took one of Mrs Cameron’s little houses at
Freshwater for six weeks. It was a beautiful summer, and
we had a very entertaining time. Mrs Cameron, sister of
Mrs Prinsep and the beautiful Lady Somers, and friend of
Watts and Tennyson, was sociable and most amusing, and
put my father and Erasmus Darwin, who was with us, into
great spirits. It was there she made her excellent photo-
graph of my father, but the only other two of our party
she would take were our uncle Ras and my brother Horace.
I wish she would have tried my mother, but she maintained
nndwomm must be photographed between the ages of 18
and 70.

Tennyson came several times to call on my parents, but
he did not greatl charm either my father or my mother.

ey also saw and his broth 1 Tom
Appleton full of the wonders of table-turning, spirits and
hosts. Mr. Ap) leton described to us how he had impressed

‘ennyson with ipirit; stories, telh.ng them to him after
dinner, by the light of a lanthorn in the orchard.

Charles Darwin to his son Horace.

Dumsora Lopee, FRESHWATER, IsLe oF WIGHT,
My pear Horaok, 26th [July, 1868).

We do not know Leonard’s address, and I must
write to someone, else I shall burst with pleasure at Leonard’s
success.! We saw the news yesterday, and no doubt you
will have seen it. Is it not splendid ? . . . Everything is

* He had come out second in the Entrance Examination for
Woolwich.
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nd; what a difference between the highest and the lowest
er! By Jove how well his perseverance and energy
‘been rewarded. This is a very dull place, but we like
h better than we did at first. I wish you were coming

My very dear old man,
Your affectionate Father,
C. DarwiN.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Wednesday [August, 1868].
Mrs Cameron very good-naturedly took me and Bessy

'.l’annqun brought in a bottle of light wine and gave
each a glass to correct the wet. Mrs Tennyson is an
and very pleasing and gracious. After sitting a

and he answered half in joke “ I shan’t tell you where,”
telling that the Ilustrated News wanted to send an
st to take him laying the first stone. Charles spent a
pleasant hour with him the day before. We ended in
port of affection with Mrs Cameron, Eras. calling
the stairs to her, “ You have left eight persons deeply
e with you.” I think she was fondest of Horace. The
! was often coming over, ‘“Mrs Cameron’s love
1d would Horace come over ¥’ She wanted him to pack

is autumn was one of unusual sociability. There were
!pmdfnmdnmdmhtmatqmgmm
o; and we also had much intercourse with Charles

1 Mrs Cameron’s pretty maid, who often sat for her.
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Norton, of Cambridge, Mass., and his family, who were stay-
ing for some time at Keston Rectory, a hbouring parish
to Down. A warm friendship sprang up between the two
families, and this intimacy led to my brother William’s
m».mlge many years later to Mrs Norton’s sister, Sara

ut chxs time we oeased to call our father and mother
“Papa and Mamma.” “F” from now onwards in my
motbel‘a letters means “ your father,” although she some-
ks of him as “ Papa.” My father, who was
mnservamve (although he was a Liberal in politics)
“rgwhan we spoke about the change, “ I would as soon be

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietla.
Dowx, Friday [probably Dee., 1868].

The Penny Reading did very well last night. We had
three dreadful comic songs, not vulgar, but duller than
anything ever was heard. Frank and I played twice.
Our two black sheep, whom I hate the sight of, little Rob.
and Mrs 8. were there, and the two yellow sheep (Miss X.’s)
also. . .. We have been talking about Wales to Papa, and
a house that may be to be had. I think poor F. seems
to feel as if the fates would have it so, and I should the
less scruple about it as I am sure he would enjoy it so
much—not that he has agreed, but we have looked at
the map, &. Leo and Horace are very crazy on the
scheme. Goodbye,mydaar I must go out in a gleam
of sunshine.

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
Dec. 18th [1868].
Your letter, my dear Henrietta, gave me great pleasure
to-day. I was sure you would not forget me and yet the
““booking " of the time gives a certainty to it, that is very
pleasant. As many days as you can lawfully spare the
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for me. I could not get up an “entertainment
were to try, but T will give you a good selection of
oks, even some heretical ones, and I will try to give you
e just opinion of my political hero John Brlght.
in great fear when I opened the Star this morning
saw the list, and did not catch the name I wanted to
as Cabinet Minister, that Gladstone had forsworn faith
gratitude and left him out; but I was soon relieved
this fear, and I shall hope that the master spirit of
nd will find its place even in that den. I am sorry
Beale is not in Parliament, but I hope he may still do
er work out of it for bringing in the ballot. I will not
ghten you with more now.

ou seem to have a very disturbed church at Down,
d you had better call in Mr Gladstone to disendow it.
my choicest love to your mother and father, and
s, with best love to yourself, my dear little one, for
g of me. Elizabeth cannot find envelopes enough
box and my drawer for the eager demands “imme-
* of her clients for help.

V‘K"“’
phon in a copy of Burns she
wean me from “ Mr Tenn there's sarcasm
dined I believe at 5 o’clock. I had luncheon
but she took nothing between breakfast and
may mention that these dinners were extremely
er cook, Betsy, had nominally the wage of £12 a
Mltmhmeukedforndsem wages,
Fanny had decisively s:m‘l,l ‘!ihe had never given
£12 and she never would,—Betsy might
W ood and Fanny b
were determined their Aunt Fumy should not
l servant, and quite privately paid
would raise her wages to what was then
was kept a secret from Aunt Fanny till her
13
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death. Her dings were delightful—the little low

white house, the sunny drawing-room, the sleek black

:})m.iel Crab, and the well-cared-for garden, with a wealth
southern shrubs, and peeps of the blue sea beyond.

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
HEYwooD LANE, January 8th [1869).

Harry, like you, tried in the evening to make me a convert,
to your beloved Tennyson with no great result, either of you.
I am going on with my reading of Shakespeare’s historical
plays, and yesterday I came on the murder of Humphrey,
Duke of Gloster, and the death of Beaufort; and Tennyson’s
“bland and mild ” Shakespeare grated like gravel between
my teeth—one, who could so measure such a genius has no
wings to soar into the higher regions of poetry; he must
content himself to write such things as Locksley Hall.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

My pEAR AUNT FANNY, Monday, Feb. 8 [1869].
You were guite right in telling me I should like
Bunsen if T persevered. What an angelic nature he had, and
how lucky he was to have a wife quite as high and spiritually
minded as himself, and his sons and daughters seem all to
have been made of the same stuff. It is consoling to read
such an intensely happy life as his was from beginning to
end. I believe it was his character, and not his talents,
which made him so looked up to. I cannot see any talent
in his letters and, when he talks of his own views and aims,
he is so hazy and unclear that I have never been able to
fathom what his particular aim and study was. I shall be
quite sorry to finish the book, and it does one good to enter
into such a mind. . . .
Yours, my dearest Aunt F.,
B,
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Iy father had a bad accident in April, 1869. His quiet
ommy stumbled and fell, rolling on him and bruising
. It was a great misfortune, for Tommy was
considered to be unsafe for him to ride, and he never
ds found a quite suitable horse. We all regretted
1y, for he was not only perfectly quiet but brisk and

, and with most ‘paces.
is summer at Caerdeon, in North
a night in Shrewsbury on our way there,
ther’s old home, the Mount, and were accom-

greenhouse for five minutes, I know I should
e been able to see my father in his wheel-chair as vividly
 he had been there before me.”
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CHAPTER XIV
18701871
The Degcent of Man-—Polly the Ur-hund.The Franco-German War
—On_ keeping Sunday—Erasmus Dawin—The > of

Henrietta Darwin—A wedding-gift from the Working
College.
Ix January, 1870, I went to Cannes. Fanny Allen wrote
iomymothar 1t is marvellous to me,nuang the fire
in the repose, to read of the rushing of young
to dl polnh of the compass in such weather! ~ But in reality
aulmr‘ge, 1 had had their power, I should have done the
I now only wonder at the progress of kindness and
mdﬂgmwm?nmu’pmmtudthdrohildmm

Whilntlmlbtoadthn odeTthmeMoj
Man were sent out to me to read. '&mothu wrote to me
of one of the chapters: * I think it will be very interesting,
but that I shall dislike it very much as again God
further off.” Tolbov how dnhghdul]ymyh took any

his children gave him, I give two letters he wrote to me,
01 course the praise is out of all proportion to the
real value of my corrections for the press.

S

E

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta.
My pear H., Spring, 1870.
I have vothd throngh (and it is hard work), half of

real service; but, by Jove, how hard you must have worked,
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how thoroughly you have mastered my MS. I am
with this chapter now that it comes fresh to me.
i and admiring and obedient father,
! C.D.
All this is as clear as daylight. Your plan of putting
ions saves me a world of trouble, by just as much as
have caused you. N.B. You can write, I see, a
y clear hand, as in all the corrections.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Dowx, Sat., Mar. 19 [1870].

. F. is wonderfully set up by London, but so absorbed
bout work and all sorts of things that I shall force

‘off somewhere before very long. F. Galton’s experi-
ents’ about rabbits (viz. injecting black rabbit’s blood into
y and vice versa) are failing, which is a dreadful disap-
tment to them both. F. Galton said he was quite
il with anxiety till the rabbits’ accouchements were over,

ve
“Bob” was the half-bred Newfoundland who
on his “ hot-house face "' of despair when

In Sir Francis Galton’s Memories of My Life he
i ts on rabbits above mentioned were made

b
ES

?i%%

hing to see how quickly the rabbita recovered
the anmsthetio had passed away. It often happened
... wero in o way dashed by an operation which
3 belo changed nearly one-half of the blood

o et
' Seo Zife and Letters of 0. D., 1 vol. edit., p. 70.

i

£
i
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starting for his walk by my father's stoj to look at
:memh in the hot-house. dog, olly,

low, was a little rough- fox terrier. After her
Py ies had been made away with, my motlmr wrote:

8

m geol skit by Mr Huxley h:
lowin, o] it y ives a char-
lctmzﬁnm !g o olly, with her wk:ﬁe 1;5110;0: um;
exaggera or she was more remar] or beauty of
character than form. i

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
BAssET, SOUTHAMPTON [4ug., 1870).

We are very comfortable here with William in his little
villa, which is cheerful though cockneyish. . . . We talk
and read of nothing but the war. I think L. Napoleon’s
fate might make a tragedy if he was not such a prosaic
character himself. I can’t help hoping that when he is
kicked out—which must happen soon—Prussia may be
to make peace. What an enormous collapse it
is of a nation tumbling headlong into such a war, without a
notion of what the enemy was capable of. Leo tells us that
almost all the Woolwich young men are ‘‘ French,” tho’ he
owns it is chiefly because they long for war, and they think
that more likely if France wins. Leo himself is a staunch
Prussian. Charles is very comf. here, and manages to be
idle, and gets through the day with short walks and rides.
Ihvabeunnodinghnﬁvy’-memoimoiN.polmI It
ing to read a French 's book who cares nothing
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for la gloire, and it makes one ashamed of Louis Philippe
for giving in to such baseness as bringing the body from
St Helena and making a sort of saint of him. I should like
to know what impression the book makes in France, Some
people (F. Galton) are of opinion that truth or falsehood in
a nation is merely a question of geography, and that the
nations who have not got the article do pretty well without
it, Ithink France shows the contrary. There isno national
value for truth, and Napoleon I employed the most elal
system of lies by means of Fouché to gain his ends—the
letters are now extant.

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
Heywoop, TENBY, Dec. 8th [1870).

I must send you a barren letter, my dear Henrietta,
except of love, to thank you for your most pleasant letter of
last week. A visit from you would give me pure joy when-
ever the time comes that you have leisure; and that you
have an inclination to come fills me with gratitude and even
some surprise, as age is not attractive, as the old song goes,
“crabbed age and youth ”—and yet I am checked by the
recollection of the reception and pleasant time (too short)
that I passed at Down this autumn. [What harm] la gloire
has done to poor France. I can scarcely bear to read her
disasters, and it makes me hate the Germans, who are

dlowing in her slaugh Oh, that a ch pit could hit

I am surprised also, as you, at Snow’s ““ low view " of the
Eastern Q., now happily settled; she has been led astray, as
Lord Palmerston says so many are, by analogies. I believe
I should be with her as to private engagements, that is
between man and woman, which stands on a different
footing to that of all other, because the fulfilment might
cause the misery of the two. Francis Horner, who was
called “Cato ” by his intimates, maintained that that en-
gagement should also be considered inviolate—but between
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on md nation I should have thought no one could have

God blese you, my dear Henrietta.
My warmest of loves for the “beloved Emma,” whom
u have the pleasure of calling mother, and to your daddy
ectfully, and love to Bessy.
Affectionately yours,
Frans. ALLEN.

_ In the years when we were growing up, I believe my

her was often uzz!sdutowhntrukstomnkeabout

g B\md.a.i: remember she persusded me to refuse

om the neighb that i d using the

rriage on that day, and it was a qnestmn in her own mind

whether she might rightly embroider, knit, or play patience.
e following was found amongst her papers:

the side of abstaining from On the side of doing as you

what other people think  think right, without con-

‘wrong, tho' you do not. sidering the opinion of
others.

The fear of loosening their = The sincerity of showing

old on the sanctions of re- yourself as you really are.

n with respect to what  The real good it would do

 really wrong. the world not to have arti-

They probably do not sep- ficial sins.

e the breaking of the  Your opinion that England

onial observances of would be morally the better

day from real sins. for some amusements on

Sunday.

‘Whether the servants know
you as you are and do not
take your opinions as any
guide for theirs — whether
they learn toleration in short.

All this only applies to my
own doings, as I do not feel
at all sure enough in any way
to interfere with the pleasures
of sons of the age of mine.
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Dowx, Thursday [Feb., 1871].

. . . I feel a constantly recurring sense of relief that the
war is over. We hear of French families returning at once.
They say poor Mme. Tourgenieff is in great despair at the
end of everything.

I came to high words with one of our guests, a German.
He seemed very sore at the general feeling in England for
France. However, we each spit our spite, and then made

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta.

My pear HENRIETTA, Down, March 28, 1871.

I do not know whether you have been told that
Murray reprinted 2,000 [of T'he Descent of Man), making
the edition 4,500, and I shall receive £1,470 for it. That
is a fine big sum. The corrections were £128 1! Altogether
the book, I think, as yet, has been very successful, and T
have been hxrdly at all abused. Several reviewers speak
of the lucid, ngorcus style, &. Now I know how much
I owe to you in this mspeot which includes arrangement,
not to mention still more aids in the
Therefore I wish to give you some little memorial, costing
about 25 or £30, to keep in memory of the hook, over which
you took such immense trouble. I have consulted Mamma,
but we cannot think what you would like, and she, with her
accustomed wisdom, advised me to lay the case before you
and let you decide how you like.

I have been greatly interested by the second article in
the Spectator, and by Wallace’s long article in the Academy.
I see I have had no influence on him, and his Review has
had hardly any on me.

We go to London on April 1st for a few days in order
that I may visit and consult Rejlander about Photographs
on Expression. I think I shall make an interesting little
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vol. on the subject. By the way I have had hardly any
s about the Descent worth keeping for you, excepting
from a Welshman, abusing me as an old Ape with a
y face and thick skull. We shall be heartily glad to
you home again. Good-bye, my very dear coadjutor
d fellow-labourer.

Your affectionate Father,

CH. DARWIN.

. Erasmus Darwin to his niece Henrieita Darwin.

| [6, QUEEN ANNE StrERT, March, 1871.]
Dear HENRIETTE,
I was thinking of sending a scolding card when
note pacified me. Your news is not very cheerful,
e ill, and I hope London will have a good effect
your constitutions. Olivier has not as yet sent his
1 [concert tickets].
I have been reading Wallace in the Academy,® and it
tomathereuagooddea.lf.ommerm it if possible.
I think the way he carries on controversy is perfectly
autiful, and in future histories of science the Wallace-
episode will form one of the few bright points
rival claimants. . . .

Erasmus ‘Darwin to his niece Henrieita Darwin.
{6, QUEEN ANNE STREET, April, 1871.]
Drar HeNRIETTE,
1 enclose you La.dy Bell's note, and you will see that
yours was not thrown away. I ought to have sent it before,
it have been rather sick and miserable, and paper and
elopes are very lowering to the system.
The world looks very black, for after Monday next
e won’t be a single day without its pleasure, what
W h the Royal Academy and what with the International.

1 A review of The Descent of Man.
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It is quite refreshing to think of you and Hope, immersed
in Geometry and indifferent to the cares of poor, weak
mortals. E.A.D.

In June, 1871, I became engaged to Mr. R. B. Litchfield.

Emma Darwin to her sister Blizabeth Wedgwood.
HAREDENE, ALBURY, GUILDFORD, Sunday [July, 1871).

We were thankful to have Henrietta as courier for the
last time, as Charles was so giddy and bad at Croydon I
could not leave him. When we got out at Gomshall,
Esther, who was in another carriage with the kittens, was
not forthcoming, as her part of the train had been detached
at Red Hill and she had gone off into space. But she
managed well, got out at Tunbridge, and she and the kittens
appeared about 6 o’clock very jolly, as if they had done a
fine thing.

I was married on the 3lst Aug\uc and the following
letters are to me on my wedding tour

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My prarest Erty, Dowx, Sept. 4, 1871.

I must write to say how much your nice and affec-
tionate letter from Dover has pleased me. From your earliest
years you have given me so much pleasure and hnypmess
that you well deserve all the happiness that is possible in
return; and I do believe that you are in the right way for
obtaining it. I was a favourite of yours before the timo
when you can remember. How well I can call to mind
how proud I was when at Shrewsbury, after an absence of
a week or fortnight, you would come and sit on my knee,
and there you sat for a long time, looking as solemn as a
little judge.—Well, it is an awful and astounding fact that
you are married; and I shall miss you sadly. But there
is no help for that, and I have had my day and a happy
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, mtmﬂtmdmg my stomach; and this I owe dmust

your eyes, and then Litchfield will in future years

ip and not only love you, as I worship our dear old

r. Farewell, my dear Etty. I shall not look at you

& really married woman until you are in your own house.

i the furniture which does the job. Farewell,

Your affectionate Father,
CrARLES DARWIN.

" Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henvietta Litchfield.

My prarest Bopy, Tusedoy Bvoning [Sept., 1871),

| Tt is very pleasant to feel well again after my three
iys’ poorliness, and I can’t think what took me. It was
n Mr and Mrs Rowland, as F. of course put it down
0 (tho’ he is dreadfully deaf). . . . T I don’t get my head
urned amongst you all it will be a wonder; but I feel it like
Jnl.hngmeauttnbeao veryxllalways,onlysproofoi

 the Venerable P.,* who is still bad (send him some message,
or I think your wedding finished him up). Poor little
er [kitten] has been lost for two days. It caused a
st of indignation thro’ the house; Jane was sure she
starved, Mrs Tasker turned her out at night, &e.
ever, she was found safe at John Lewis’s; and now the
takes another direction, viz. that the L.’s
tmkeephar and so did not tell when enguiries were

tacsp:tal]okeanddoeen.ﬂﬁhework . TheB.s

Parslow, the old butler, thus incorrectly nicknamed from the
Aged P. in Great Expectations.
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[called] on Friday—Mrs B. found it almost too tiresome
to ask anything about your marriage, so I soon spared
her and got on her own affairs, and I like her in spite of
manners.

Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Sunday Bvening [Sept., 1871].

. . Leo has been going over the Joch pass and the Aletsch
glacier, sleeping at a hut 10,000 feet above the sea. I
suppose boys enjoy such things, but I should have thought
it horrid, such a piercing high wind, he could not stop a
minute to look about him.

T am taking to some of the St Beuve Causeries, and find
them very pleasant, especially anything about the time of
Louis XIV always amuses me. ... Mr—— and A. called.
A. never knows when to have done with anything. She got
upon 8t Moritz and was quite endless. Now nobody can
say that of me.

The following letters refer to a delightful welcome the
Men’s Colle; ave to us on our return.
lms‘b was one of the Founders, and had worked there
ever since its foundation with continuons

dmggxfto(the(}oﬂ.ege,a picture by Macoaﬂumw&s
presented to us, and F. D. Ma\moe mudn the speech of the
evening,

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My pmarmst Erry, November, 1871

We were all so rejoiced yesterday; and what a very
good girl you were to write us so long a letter. We have
been all profoundly interested and touched by your account.
Pray tell Litchfield how much I have been pleased, and more
than pleased, by what he said about me. When the address
and your letter had been read the first thought which passed
through my mind was * What a grand career he has run,”—
but I hope his career is very far from finished. I congratu-



U, Miss Rhadamanthus,® could not have mproved a
) 1t is as superior to all ordinary addresses, as one of
old Buccaneer voyages are to modern travels. Good-
e, dearest; keep quiet. Good-bye.

Charles Darwin to his son Horace.

6, QUEEN ANNE STREET,

Friday Morning, 8.30 A.m. [Dee. 15, 1871].
ly DEAR HORACE,
‘We are so rejoiced, forweh&ve)nsthnd a card from
good George in Cambridge !aymg that you are all
glad, and now you can follow the bent of your talents and
ork as hard at Mathematics and Science as your health
jill permit. I have been speculating last night what makes
man a discoverer of undiscovered things; and a most

exing problem it is. Many men who are very clever

As far as I can conjecture the art conmsists in
ally searching for the causes and meaning of every-
which occurs. This implies sharp observation, and
uires as much knowledge as possible of the subject
estigated. But why I write all this now I hardly know
xcept out of the fulness of my heart; for I do rejoice
y that you have passed this Charybdis.

Your affectionate Father,

C. Darwrx.

Minor was a ni Mr Huxley gave me, %1



208 [omap. xv

CHAPTER XV
18721876

The Expression of the Bmotions—The Wurhn Man s College walking
party—Abinger Hﬂl—Dr Andrew séance at Queen
Aune Sirect -Frangia Daswin's Wm ard Darwin in

New Zelhnd—Vlwmhon—Thu death of Fanny Allen—Experi-
ments on Teazles.

Tre following letter relates to mZ father’'s book on the

of the Bmotions, in which my husband gave him
some help on expression in music.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
My pEaR Erry, Dowx, May 13, 1872.
Litchfield’s remarks strike me (ignorant as I am)

as very good; and I should much like to insert them.
But I cannot possibly give them as my own. I used at
school to be a great ha.nd at oribbing old verses, and I
remember with fearful disti Dr Butler’s prol
hum as he stared at me, which said a host of mplsa.ss.nt
things with as much meaning and clearness as Herbert
Spencer could devise. Now if I publish L.’s remarks as
my own, I shall always fancy that the public are humming
at me. Would L. object to my beginning with some such
sentence as follows ? *“ Mr Litchfield, who has long studied
music, has given me the following remarks,” and then give
the remarks in inverted commas.

L. was quite right about there being a good deal of
repetition, and two or three pages can be condensed into
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The discussion does not read so atrociously bad, or

C. Darwiy,

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Dowx, Saturday [probably 1872].
louurd is bringing a young man !rom Chatham

to say that it is he deserves that credit (viz. of staying
home) and not me, that I have plenty of gad-about in me.

Emma Darwin to R. B. Litchfield.

fy pEAR RICHARD, Wednesday [Sept., 1872,
It was very nice of you to write to me. Although

ol thas I often e, * Well,therearstwo belonging
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dows, Tuesday [27 Sept., 1872].

Yesterday 3 sons went in different; directions to look for

a house for us, as I have persuaded Charles to leave home

for a few weeks. The microscope work he has been doing

with sundew has proved fatiguing and unwholesome, and

he owns that he must have rest. Horace came home the

fortunate one, like the youngest brother in a fairy tale. He

has found nice lodgings on Sevenoaks Common, which is

lmcommonly pretty, and there is Knole Park, too, close at
hand. .

W'hat an affecting and natural letter poor Jenny’s* was.
There is hardly a pang in life so sharp as hers; but she
showed so plainly that she was exerting herself to the
utmost to bear up. I was surprised she could think of the
new baby as any consolation. It will be the best consola-
tion no doubt; but at first she will feel that no baby will
make up in any degree for the right one.

‘Whilst st&ymg in these lodgings at Sevenoaks they be-
came acquainted with the merifs of a verandah, and this led
to a large verandah made at Down. It had a glass
roof, and opened out of the drawing-room. So much of all
future life was carried on there, it is associated with such
lmppy hours of talk and leisurely loi , that it seems to
almost like a friend. The fine row of limes to the west
shehemd it from the afternoon sun, and we heard the hum
of the bees sucking the honey-sweet lime flowers as we sat
there. They used to get drunk on the honey and lie half
dead underneath—a dan to us as little children playing
about on the grass. ont were the flower-beds and the
, by which in t,he old rhgs my father regulated the
dlocks, Polly, too, appreciated the verandah and became
a familiar sight, basking in the sun, curled up on one of the
red cushions. After my mnma.ie she adopted my father
and trotted after him wherever he went, lying on his sofa
on her own rug, during his working hours.

ane, the youn, of H: and Jessie Wedgwood

et witeof Major Gaves kad Tos hev mt Baby: i
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Down, Tuesday [21 Jan., 1873].

+ « We are to have Fanny and Hensleigh on Monday,
I am glad to say, to meet Moncure Conway. We have just
been reading a very grand sermon of his on Darwinism.
I sometimes feel it very odd that anyone belonging to me
should be making such a noise in the world. . . . Henrietta
eomes on Wednesday. She has been going to a working-
man’s ball and danced with a grocer and a shoemaker, who
looked and behaved exactly like everybody else and were
quite as well dressed. The ladies were nicely dressed but
not expensively, and much more decently than their betters
are in a ball-room now-a-days.

I have been rather cross at all the adulation about Louis
Napoleon. Really Mr Goddard’s (the priest at Chiselhurst)
sermon might have been preached about a saint, and then
would have been thought exaggerated.

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

. My pEAR EmMa, February 26th, 1873,
I had so nice & letter from Henrietta that I feel

inclined to tell you so, and to thank you for a dear letter
I had from you now a fortnight ago. I keep all your
letters and shall leave them to Bessy most likely, or Hotace,
and this last is missing in ofHa.rrys
to return it. . . . It is now a fortnight since I have been out
of doors; it is so mild to-day that I think I shall try a little
pacing behind the hedge.

1 do not know whether you touch C. Voysey’s writings.
- I was pleased with his last discourse, Man the only Revela~
tion of God. 1 do not know whether it was in this sermon
that a word displeased Elizth. With Harriet’s reading many
& word falls harmless on my hearing. I take the subject in
only. Elizth. objects to pathos in novels, and this also falls
very harmless on me—the pathos of life kills that—and
would never draw a sad feeling from me. . . .
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This spring my father and mother took a house near ns,

16, Montague Street, for a month'u London season.
mother wrote to Fanny Allen, “ Charles had much uthsr
stay at home, but knows his and mbxmu ig Mr

Huxley at this time was
a lawsuit about a house he was building. %:‘ thwaa
not in a good state, and he urgently needed a long rest.
necessity weighed much on the minds of his friends;
Mrs Lyell suggested to my mother, during this stay in
London, that a very few of his intimate friends might
}ﬁvtﬁaly;oinmmnhngngxﬂtohmwmbbhmw
ﬁ:ztay My father took eagerly to the scheme, and
its active promoter, ilst carefully avoiding
pnhl.m' Two t.homnd one hundred pounds were at
i father was deputed to write the
hﬁa accompanying mgt.‘ “He sent off the awful

Y

letter to Mr , and I hope we may hear
to-morrow. It be very uwfu.l ” my mother wrote. It
Wwas not, lwwevar. awful at all. uxley took the gift

in the s mtmwhinhO::i mbeen
Elizal Wedgwood’s b failing more and
more for some time, a pnsvlgnon she bore with the utmost
mtmce. But my mother used often to say how sad she
t it to come in and find her doing nothing, when her life

her old B; d-puno.mdﬁoﬁunpsomoolber
usdautmehdpedhermhunbyhmdmplem
to play to herself. came more often to spend the

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Beckenuaum, KENT, Saturday [probably mp].
My pparEsT AUNT FANNY,

1 dare say Eliz. will tell you in her Sunday’s letter
that her new spectacles do not help her. She had so little
hope of them that it is not much of a disappointment. 1
am glad to see that her sight serves her out of doors to do
some gardening. I think the beauty of the flowers is very
much lost to her. ... I suppose you read long ago the Hare
1 The letter is given, p. 367, Vol. r, in the Life of 1. H. Hualey.
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s of a Quiet Life. I feel intense compassion for
shortness of poor Mrs Hare’s married happiness, not
years, but I cannot bear her notion that God took him
because she was so deeply attached to him. Not that
think a person cannot be selfish in their love; but it is not
strength of the love that is the sin, but the selfishness.
wish they had omitted at least half the letters. There
50 much sameness in the religious feelings, uoieonne
e must be. But people make the mistake of
cannot have too much of what is good, whereas the
y of it spoils the whole in a degree.

The household is boiling over with indignation because
he mowers, whom we engaged, have broken their word, and
rsaken us at the last minute. I think we had better buy
nachine as the difficulty of getting mowers is become very

Yours, my dear,
E.

summer my husband organized
&vnlhnﬂ;ﬁ and of members
‘orking ’s College. ‘e used to go by rail to
’nl:enLondo%nndwdkAMmiﬁ:wasM

e for luncheon and a tea picnic. Singing, gathering
vers, games and tea filled up the day, and weg‘uledto
home,waﬂﬁredout,b an evening train. Several
ather and mother invited the

‘first time was in the summer of

i ) of Hensleigh

J place. This pleasant,

dedwthevuy!nplweuwm

h at ease to pa; vmh Ingm:nl,he
th debarred
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surroundings. The “ Rough,” a stretch of wild common,
wummoughlwhimtomll Lord Farrer wrote:
“ Here it was a particular oihilwmds and his
b e o b T
an alpenstock, sa; loh.rym over
our favourite walks is one of the o{tlwmany
pleasant associations I have with 3
MmAanrthayvmmBmt,thdroéjwdekx
paiz, as they called it. I see by my mother’s diary how
constant she was in driving from Basset to Southampton
to see the mother of one of the villagers at Down—a not at
and not too clean old woman—who had gone
to end her days there. This reminds me of another instance
of her constant kindness; that of writing conhnullytoour
old nurse Brodie, who had a monomania that she w:
mm. Th hmvmguleﬁaronlywothedber!or
a very ﬁme, my mother always thought it worth
'hﬂewdothu,mdl vemhebohnevu’yfuwd&ys

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Friday [1873].

- .. Charles has d derfully from his di;
attack of last week and is moderately at work. T think
with invalids, unusual health “ goes before a fall.” I hardly
ever saw him so well as the Sunday and Monday before his
attack. Tam glad we have made a connection with a Dr, by
having Dr A. Clark; and his opinion was very encouraging,
that he could do Charles some good and that there was a
great deal of work in him yet. .

mewAhngurlaplmtbnghcthngwlook
back at. The weather enchanting, shewing off the place—
Charles well, enjoying everything and above all Effie, so
lighthearted as well as wise. . . . Are not you ashamed of
Archbishop Manning giving “ plenary indulgence” to all
these fools? I am happy to say he also gives plenary
indulgence to the fools who stay at home. . . .

1 Vol. 1w, p. 302, More Letters of Charles Darwin,
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tuesday Evening [1873).
F. has recovered remarkably quickly and went to the sand
walk to-day and did a liftle work. . . . Dr Clark has not
sent the dietary yet and we are rather trembling as to how

 strict he will be.

I make C. Buxton’s book® quite my Bible at present.
He hits so many small nails on the head that suit my feelings
and opinions so exactly, and I think he is so very acute,
and sometimes a little cynical to my surprise.

I found George a great comfort to consult with and
settle things when I felt uneasy about F. He is so zealous

~and puts his whole mind to what you tell him. Leo has

offered to go as ph pher with the expedition to New
Zealand. 1 feel rather flat. One is so awfully used to
NZ....

“ Awfully used ” is a family expression quoted from
Leonnrd as a little boy, who complained at tea that he was

“s0 awfully used to bread and butter.” The following relates
tatheﬁntvmtmyfnthm‘ and mother paid us. To make
them comfortable we always gsve tham our bedroom, and
moved ourselves into a smaller on

Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My puansse Booy, Dows, Saturday [Autumn, 1873].
It is a pleasure to receive such a delightfully affec-
tionate invitation and to think that R. joins in it as heartily
as you do, and we will come with all our hearts. F. never
could bear the thoughts of putting you to so much incon-
venience and so had given up thoughts of Bryanston Street,
but I tell him / don’t mind it in the least, and I am sure
you and R. don’t. Of course I like it much better than
Queen Anne Street, as though we should see a good deal of

' Notes of Thought, published 1873.
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you there, there are nooks and corners of time that one
catches only by being in the house with you.

But we shall not agree to your tabooing all your friends,
as they do not tire F. like seeing his own. I aim at his
seeing nobody but the Huxleys and not giving luncheons
at all. We will stay a week—I should like to say 10 days,
but I don’t think I shall compass that. F. is much absorbed
in Desmodium gyrans' and went to see it asleep last night.
Tt was dead asleep, all but its little ears, which were having
most lively games, such as he never saw in the day-time. . . .

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen,
Dowx, 4 rainy Sunday [Autumn, 1873).

My pearest Avxr F.

We have only Leonard with us to-day and I have
just sent down to Eliz. to persuade her to come up as it is
dark and dismal. She is uncommonly well and cheerful.
I have been looking over some very old letters of hers,
and it is not a very cheerful occupation; one gets one’s
head too full of past times which always entails regrets,
and I now feel that we daughters made a mistake in not
talking more to my father and getting more into his
mind. . ..

We are expecting Hen* and her husband to stay a
decent time with us, which somehow is of more value than

the same split up into short visits.
Spiritualism was mnh?ngxutmneﬂmdme During
a visit of my father and mother to Erasmus Darwin in

January, 1874, a séance was arranged with Mr Williams, a
medium, to conduet it. Wemuhr%%ug
-ﬂmgmundl dining-table, including Mr and
Levn(Goorgo go M‘tkLeiw;:-l reanu::tbc wu trouble-
mﬂhmd make jol and ne
ll-lﬂylndntm&heduk silence, Thewuarmmm-
tions occurred, sparks, wind-blowing, and some rappings

! The *“Indian ‘l‘dognph Plant,” the dwarf leaflets of which
move by a series of



ce Rmk,deﬂlndw. F’nnk ad
.dootor,bntdidnntwilbto ise, and
0 . He was the only one of my
taste for natural history. He now became my father’s
nndhamdhis'ﬂeumewhnnbom
ﬁheBoyllEnginmn,mtw New Zea~

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.
June 30th, 1874.
Your boy M on his star-gazing expedition with
lent weather. November is not far off and he may
back almost before Mrs Evans’s' tears are dried.
" says in her letter that she is “ going up in her own
rriage.”  She is wise if she indulges herself in this luxury.
Spirits will not do her any harm. She has an unbe-
g nature, and say what they will, they are but jugglers
all. Spirits do not meddle with matter, and when
ure or heavy bodies are moved, it is matter that
es them. I am writing shockingly ill—the day is dark
1 do not see well, so good-bye, my dear one,
g Ever yours,
Fras. ALLeN.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

¥ DAl LBoNARD, July Tth, 1874,
I have been so long thinking how disagreeable it

uld be to see you go, that when I came to the point and
you so comfortable and composed, I found I did not

d it near so much as I expected; indeed seeing Mrs

* Leonard’s old nurse.
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Evans's tearful face made me feel rather hard and unnatural.
In writing to you I shall try to forget how long it will be
before you get my letter, and imagine you at Chatham.

EBmma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My peAR Lzo, Basser, Sunday, Aug. 23rd [1874].
We are packing up for to-morrow’s start for home
at 6.30 a.m.; after a most successful and peaceful stay with
dear old William. F. says he has not felt so rested and
improved and full of enjoyment since old Moor Park days.
George joined us about 10 days ago, and has been able to
join all our expeditions, which have chiefly consisted in
driving as far as N. Stoneham Park and getting out for a
short walk. I had no idea it was so charming and pretty,
and F. finds that he was quite mistaken in thinking he had
succeeded in crushing out his taste for scenery, or that for
a beautiful garden which he saw yesterday in such a blaze
of sun. . .. The Bessemer Steam-boat is to be launched in

3 weeks. I don’t despair of taking F. across some day.
Yours, my dear old man, E. D.

And after their return she wrote to her daughter Bessy:
“ William says how quiet and dull the meals are, and how
much he enjoyed our visit. I believe he quite misses us,
though F. would think that quite too presumptuous an
idea, he being a man and we fogies.”

Bmma Darwin to her son Leonard in New Zealand.
Dee. 22, 1874.

Colenso is just returning well pleased with having ob-
tained justice for the Caffre tribes who have been so badly
treated. Dean Stanley had the courage to ask him to
preach at Westminster Abbey, but Colenso declined, saying
he had not come to England to stand up for his own rights,
and he would not make a fuss. We enjoy your letters
heartily.
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Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My pEar H., 4 Januany, 1875,
Your letter has led me to think over vivisection (I
. wish some new word like anzsection could be invented) for
. some hours, and I will jot down my conclusions, which will
| appear very unsatisfactory to you. I have long thought
physiology one of the greatest of sciences, sure sooner, or
more probably later, greatly to benefit mankind; but, judg-
ing from all other sciences, the benefits will accrue only
indirectly in the search for abstract truth. It is certain
_ that physiology can progress only by experiments on living
animals. Therefore the proposal to limit research to points
 of which we can now see the bearings in regard to health,
* ete., I look at as puerile. I thought at first it would be good
to linut ivisection to public lab ies; but I have heard
only of those in London and Cambridge, and I think Oxford;
but probably there may be a few others. Therefore only
men living in a few great towns could carry on investigation,
~ and this I should consider a great evil. If private men were
. permitted to work in their own houses, and required a
~ license, I do not see who is to determine whether any par-
ticular man should receive one. It is young unknown men
. who are the most likely to do good work. I would gladly
yumsh aevemly anyone who opemted on an animal not
,3 ible, if the iment made this possible;
" but here again I do not see that a magistrate or jury could
| possibly determine such a point. Therefore I conclude if (as
| s likely) some experiments have been tried too often, or
anmsthetics have not been used when they could have been,
\ the cure must be in the improvement of humanitarian
feelings. Under this point of view I have rejoiced at the
present agitation. If stringent laws are passed, and this is
likely, seeing how unscientific the House of Commons is,
and that the gentlemen of England are humane, as long as
t!mr sports are not considered, which entail a hundred or
i d-fold more suffering than the experi of physi-
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ologists—if such laws are passed, the result will assuredly
be that physiology, which has been until within the last few
years at a standstill in England, will languish or quite cease.
It will then be carried on solely on the continent; and there
will be so many fewer workers on this grand subject, and
this I should greatly regret. By the way F. Balfour, who
has worked for two or three years in the laboratory at Cam-
bridge, declares to George that he has never seen an experi-
ment, except with animals rendered insensible. No doubt
the names of doctors will have great weight with the House
of Commons; but very many practitioners neither know nor
care anything about the progress of knowledge. I cannot
at present see my way to sign any petition, without hearing
what physiologists thought would be its effect, and then
judging for myself. I certainly could not sign the paper
sent me by Miss Cobbe, with its monstrous (as it seems to
me) attack on Virchow for experimenting on the Trichine.
I am tired and so no more.
Yours affectionately,
CHARLES DARWIN.

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin,

My pEar Eanna, April 27th [1875).

I have been thinking of trying my hand in writing
with a lithographic pencil, but I have not patience to wait,
as your pretious letter with its grateful remembrance of the
sad April days of 51' makes my heart beat with gratitude
to you for its recollection—coupled as it was by the memory
of your grief for your darling. It is true gaps can never be
filled up, and I do not think we should wish them to be
filled other ways than as our memory fills them. .

Fanny Allen, the last survivor of her generation, died on
May 1875 at the age of 94. She left the following
ma-ags ty ove to all who love me, and I them not
to be sorry for me. There is nothing in my death that

1 Fanny Allen was at Down in % , 1851, when my mother was
unable to go to her dying chil
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ht to grieve them, for death at my age is rest. 1
-muﬂypny:ltsfont. 1 partio wish that none

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard in New Zealand.
Nov. 8, 1875,
" went to the Vivisection Commission at two. Lord
rdwell came to the door to receive him and he was treated
a Duke. They only wanted him to repeat what he had
in his letter (a sort of confession of faith about the
ms of physiology and the duty of humanity) and he had
ly a word more to add, so that it was over in ten
es, Lord C. coming to the door and thanking him. It
as a great compliment to his opinion, wanting to have it
upon the minutes.

evening for many years my father and mother
d two games of backgammon. This was a very serious
ction, and, when things were going badly with him, he
¢ be heard to exclaim bang your bones,”"—a quota~
on from Swift's Journal to Stella. He won most games,
she won most gammons. In a letter to Professor Asa
y (Jan. 28, 1876) he wrote: “ Pray give our very kind
mbrances to Mrs Gray. I know that she likes to hear
80 ml'l;;h llNuw il tally
ife in backgammon stands thus: sl
ture, has won only 2490 games, whilst I have wun.
h, hurrah,
2795 games |”

Charles Darwin to his son Francis.
HorepExe, Monday 30th [1876].
. If your case of Teazle! holds good it is a wonderful

e Try whether pure water or weak infusion of raw
'l'luluv-utmuuelhrm oups, in which water collects and
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meat will bring out the protoplasmic masses. The closest
analogy seems to me that of an independent Ameba or
Foraminiferous animal etc. which feeds by involving at any
point of its gelatinous body particles of organic matter and
then rejecting them. A mass of rotting insects would give
such particles. Perhaps this is your view. But I do not
understand what you mean by a resinous secretion becom-
ing slimy, or about living insects being caught. I would
work at this subject, if I were you, to the point of death.
If an Ameeba-like mass comes out of cells and catches dead
particles and digests them it would beat all to fits true
digesting plants. I never saw anything come out of quad-
rifids of Utricularia, and I could hardly have failed to see
them as I was on look out for secretion. It would be a
grand discovery.

Could you chop up or pound scrapings from raw meat, or
better half decayed meat and colour the particles first and
then you could see them in the protoplasmic masses; for
surely you could hardly expect (unless there is a distinct
hole) that they should be withdrawn within the cells of
glands. The case is grand.

I see in last Gardener’s Chronicle another man denies that
Dionea profits by absorption and digestion, which he does
not deny. It seems to me a monstrous conclusion—but
this subject ought to be investigated, especially effects on

seed-bearing. Teazles good for this.
Yours affectly.
C. DARWIN.

Are any orifices or orifice visible in cut off summit or
gland ? For heaven’s sake report progress of your work.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard at Malia.
Dowx, Saturday, July 22nd [1 1876].

+ . . The summer keeps on blazing away as if we were in
Malta, many of the flowers dying, and none of them growing.
The evenings delightful under the limes, so sweet. F. has
taken to sit and lie out which is wholesome for him.
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i Friday, August 4h [1876].
- The time passes so quickly in our methodical life that I
find I have been 10 days without writing to you. ... F.
has finished his Autobiography and I find it very interest-
ing, but another person who did not know beforehand so
many of the things would find it more so.

Down.

. We have been rather overdone with Germans this
mk Hiickel came on Tuesday. He was very nice and
‘hearty and affectionate, but he bellowed out his bad English
in such a voice that he nearly deafened us. However that
- was nothing to yesterday when Professor Cohn (quite deaf)

and his wife (very pleasing) and a Professor R. came to
llmch-—u.nyt,hmg like the noise they made I never heard.
Both visits were short and F. was glad to have seen

~ them. ... Have you read the spiritual trials ? I think
~ that the sentence was too severe, at least as to hard
. labour, viz. 3 months’ imprisonment. If people are so
~ credulous some allowance ought to be made for the rogues.

Saturday [1876 1].

... We had two comical visitors on Sunday about 6.30,
two Scotch students who were seeing the sights in London
. and came here (via Greenwich and Beckenham) to see the
. great man’s house and place. When they got here they
. thought they would also try to see the great man himself,
and sent in their names. F. went to speak to them for a
few minutes and Horace showed them about and started
them to London by a straighter route than their former
one. They were very modest and well behaved, and some-
thing like gentlemen. Do you remember a working man
from Australia who rushed in to shake hands with him a
year ago, and was for going straight off again without
another word. We have heard of him again from a
- Canadian who met him on the road to California on foot
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with nothing on but drawers and shirt, in the pocket of
which he carried his pipe and a letter from F., of which he
is very proud and shows to everybody.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My DEAR GEORGE, Down, July 13th [1876].
One line to say how I, and indeed all of us, rejoice
that Adams thinks well of your work, and that if all goes
well will present your papers to Royal Soc. I know that I
shall feel quite proud. I do hope and fully believe that in
a few days you will be up to work again. Dr Clark was
very nice, when here, and enquired much about you.
Horace goes on Monday to lecture on his dynam. at Bir-
mingham. Frank is getting on very well with Dipsacus and
has now made experiments which convince me that the
matter which comes out of the glands is real live proto-
plasm about which I was beginning to feel horrid doubts.
Leonard going to build forts.
Oh Lord, what a set of sons I have, all doing wonders.
Ever your Affect.:
C. Darwx.
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CHAPTER XVI
1876—1880

L Mmalum— B. Litchfiels lﬂnellnﬁlmonru
M‘v'::_ y father’s
uo.mm Axoundo( its—Anthor

T fur-coat surprise—’

lho autumn of 1876 my brother Francis, who was my
lost his wife and came with his new-born

ne-ﬂeverydnywhmwewmnotmgw 3
lnvakapt her letters. As years went on she used
1y contractions that her letters became almost a sort
‘Mhnd, but:twauldbebothpuulmgmd tiresome
modncu.lrempﬂm.mdmhumed

Bt Leita Hin Pracs, Monday [June, 1877).

... F. was made very happy by finding two very old
n btthabuuomdchaﬁald,mdhnhunnwgotlmm
VoL u.




226 A Century of Family Letters [oma®.xvI

at work digging for the worms! I must go and take him
an umbrella. Leo went off last night. Aunt Caroline is so
ambitious for him that she thinks it a great pity he should
settle down to such humdrum work as his present employ-
ment;2 but I don’t agree with her. I think, however, I
have no ambition in my nature. It would not have given
me much pleasure George being a rising lawyer, except as
fulfilling his wishes.
Goodbye, my dears,
E.D.

F. has had great sport with the stones, but I thought he
would have a sunstroke.
Basser, Monday [June, 1877].

. . We are really going to Stonehenge to-morrow. I may
stop at Salisbury and read my book and see the Cathedral,
but I shall go if I can. I am afraid it will half kill F.—two
hours’ rail and a twenty-four mile drive—but he is bent on
going, chiefly for the worms, but also he has always wished
to see it.

Basser, Wednesday [1877].

+ . . We started from here yesterday at 6.45 on a most
lovely day only alarmingly hot. We had telegraphed on
Monday to George to meet us at Salisbury, and there he
was at the station at 8.30 a.m. with our open carriage
and pair, looking very bright and smiling, and I think he
enjoyed it more than any of us, though he had seen it twice
before.

The road is striking and ugly—over great cultivated pigs’
backs, except the last two or three miles, when we got on
the turf. We loitered about and had a great deal of talk
with an agreeable old soldier placed there by Sir Ed.
Antrobus (owner), who was keeping guard and reading a
devout book, with specs on. He was quite agreeable to

1

Hifeabiod i o vkt st il opgd
mﬂmint cformofmﬁngi
2 He had left Malta and was Instructor in Chemistry at Chatham.
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. any amount of digging, but sometimes visitors came who
- were troublesome, and once a man came with a sledge-

hammer who was very difficult to manage. * That was
- English all over,” said he. Prince Leopold had been there.

. “I wish he would come again, he gave me a yellow boy.”
They did not find much good about the worms, who seem
to be very idle out there. Mrs Cutting gave us a gorgeous
lanch and plenty of Apollinaris water. . . . I was not so
tired as I expected, and F. was wonderful, as he did a great
deal of waiting out in the sun. To-day I am only dead—
George came in just now with his lip cut from a fall off the
bicyele. It is a long cut but only superficial, and does not
want any surgery. I hate those bicycles. . . .

Babsey is a little less troublesome, and if we can keep
Frank and Maryanne [the nurse] out of sight he is content
for a time. What he likes is to sit on Frank’s lap and be
surrounded by all the rest, when he is very bold and much

This autumn my husband nearly died of appendicitis at
Engelberg, in Switzerland. My mother was boundlessly
md in her sympathy and help, even thinking it possible
should come out to us. The following letter was written

after we had made our first stage home as far as Lucerne.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My pEAREST HENRIETTA, Dowy, Oct. 4th [1877].

I must write a line to tell you how deeply I have
sympathised with you in all your dreadful anxiety. We
‘were at first quite panic struck, and how we rejoice over
' Litchfield’s much better state. It astonished and delighted
us to receive his nice long letter. How I wish you were
safe at home, and that a law was passed that no one should
' go abroad. I want to advise you to take a courier from
Lucerne; and so have no bothers on the journey.

There ought to be another law not to ride horses, or play
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at lawn tennis. Poor dear old Leo* lies on the sofa, a bulky
monument of patience, and never grumbles a bit. We have
had lately many callers and this has been good for him, as
it has made talk.

When you return you had better come to Down; it is safer
than London, and in earnest I should think country air must
be better for convalescence, and there will be no business to
bother Litchfield.

T am tired, so good-bye. Frank and I have been working
very hard at bloom? and the automatic movements of plants
from morning to night, and we have made out a good deal.
Good-bye, my dear, love to Litchfield—how I rejoice that
your anxiety is over.

Your affect. father,
C. DarwrN.

In the autumn of 1877 my brother William® became
engaged to Miss Sara Sedgwick. He had first known her
in 1868, when she was at Keston with her brother-in-law
and sister, Mr and Mrs. Charles Norton, of Cambridge,
Mass. William was wf&rmer in a Bank at Southampton
afterwards incorporated in Lloyds.

! His son William had had a bad accident, out riding, and Leonard
had fallen at lawn tennis and injured his kn
2 The wax mhng nn leaves which mkm them come out dry
after being dipped in water.
3 This short n-ouounf. of William Darwin was written
death by his brothm' Franeis: Wﬂlnm Erasmus Darwin (1839
IQM) is was a perennially youthful spirit, and the sweetness
of his axpreuwe face was but hme marked by 8OTTOW Or anxiety.
One seemed to see in it both the happy directness of youth and
the delicate gravity of old age. Hs was fortunate in having many
close friends. This is of his later life: 1 gained th
impression that in ﬂw early thyn S B hantbton. s gt ot
many intimates. However this may be, he could not have been
lung lohe sioat 1o Iovible mit transparently honest, charaoter
becoming known. He gradually came to be employed in vvs;mus

these relations
ivate life—he seemed to be settling down into unnﬂrmed mhelor
en his mother urg to_marry,
words which i if I did I Ahouldn‘t hlve

became classical:
time to myself.” But he sommmu mmd his solitude,

I well remember that on my marriage 874, he told me
e Bansy 1wt in hivving, dticbedt ows o the m of bachelorhood.
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Charles Darwin to Sara Sedgwick.

My DEAR SARA, Dowx, Sept. 20th [1877].

I must tell you how deeply I rejoice over my son’s
good fortune. You will believe me, when I say that for
very many years I have not seen any woman, whom I have
liked and esteemed so much as you. I hope and firmly
believe that you will be very happy together, notwithstand-
ing that you may find Southampton rather a dull place,
about which my son feels such great fears. His dread that
you are sacrificing too much in giving up your American
home is natural, but I trust will prove groundless. Judging
from my own experience life would be a most dreary blank
without a dear wife to love with all one’s soul. I can say
with absolute truth that no act or conduct of William has
ever in his whole life caused me one minute’s anxiety or
disapproval. His temper is beautifully sweet and affec-
tionate and he delights in doing little kindnesses. That you
may be happy together is my strong desire, and I thank you
from the bottom of my heart for having accepted him.

My dear Sara, Yours affectionately,
CrARLES DARWIN.
He was saved from this fate by his marriage recorded above. All
that his wife and his home at Basset were to will
appear in the text. His wife shared the special et that
united their eldest child to his f“hel‘ and mother.

After Sara’s death in 1902 and his retirement from business, he
moved to 11, Egerton Place, London, where he welcomed brothers,
. sisters, nephews and nicces with a self-effacing hospitality which
mmn ded some of them of their unele Erasmus Darwin. e gave

an English home to his American nieces, the Miss Nortonl, with
~ whom, as alio with the daughters of his brother George, the bond of

affection w: nim

In 1900 he lost leg from a hunting accident—a dapnvatnnn
borne with unconscious patmmse Tc the end he remained erect and
active looking. He wes partioularly neat in dress, and with his
shaven face and small whiskers he lmd somewhat the air of & naval
officer. mach in a wide range of lub]eow—bwmhy,
hm:-y, fietion and science. A familiar ocourrence s
hw m 1am lox' a meal because he was “ just

soience he had some prmhol.l v b
ey aad of eld bamy, his careful obseryations on the polli
ion. x‘vw ustris' are Toferred to in the Fertilisation of
Orchids, 2 EdlL 1377,11 99. F.D.
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Emma Darwin to Sara Sedgwick.
[Oct. 2nd, 1877.]

. . . I will not disclaim your opinion of me, but take it
as a proof of your affection, and in returning your affection
1 do not think you will ever find me wanting. . . .

You say you are so American, and so I think you are in
the quality that T have always observed in the few Americans
I have known (and most strongly in that happy Keston
family), viz. a readiness to trust and confide in the liking
and good feeling of those they are with.

They were married in November of this year.

Emma Darwin to her son William.
CaMBRIDGE, Sunday mg., Nov. 17th, 1877.

My pEar Wirriam,

Tt was a great disappointment your not coming
yesterday to witness the honours to F'.,! and so I will tell
you all about it.

Bessy and I and the two youngest brothers went first
to the Senate House and got in by a side door, and a most
striking sight it was. The gallery crammed to overflowing
with undergraduates, and the floor crammed too with
undergraduates climbing on the statues and ltmdmg up
in the windows. There seemed to be periodical c! in
answer to jokes which sounded deafening; but when F.
came in, in his red cloak, ushered in by some authorities, it
was perfectly deafening for some minutes. I thought he
would be overcome, but: he was quite stout and smiling and
sat for a considerable time waiting for the Vice-Chancellor.
The time was filled up with shouts and jokes, and groans
for an lar Proctor, Mr , which were quite
awful, and he looked up at them with a stern angry face,
which was very bad policy. We had been watching some
cords stretched across from one gallery to another won-

* He was given the honorary degree of LL.D. at Cambridge.
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dering what was to happen, but were not surprised to
see a monkey dangling down which caused shouts and

‘enough to go up to capture it and at last it disappeared
- I don’t know how. Then came a sort of ring tied with
ribbons which we conjectured to be the * Missing Link.”
At last the Vice-Chancellor appeared, more bowing and
, and then F. was marched down the aisle
behind two men with silver maces, and the unfortunate

;

- by the most unmannerly shouts and jeers; and when he
had continued what seemed an enormous time, some one
called out in a cheerful tone “Thank you kindly.” At
hwhogozm&heendmthndminblenernmdwmper,

Of all days in the year I had a baddish headache, but
managed to go and enjoyed it all. FlnsbeuntoNewum‘
~ Museum to-day and seen many people—also a

~ luncheon at George’s. J. W. Clark did me a good turn, as I
followed his lead in tasting Galantine, which is very superior.
I felt very grand walking about with my LL.D. in his

silk gown.

mAlh:.hm Ihome;l&hzhmwmhitg.lrbwnﬂegga

ov. 21, 1877): “I enjo; my stay af ridge to a

c.mbrmge ‘ h”y o you il pod a
2 lww-ylper
send me a

This June they made a round of visits—a most unusual
event.

Dowx, Monday [June, 1878].
‘We have settled to go to Leith Hill Place on the 5th,
Abinger on 10th, and Barlaston on 15th. It is almost in-
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credible that F. should agree, and I am afraid not coming
home after the ten days’ absence will be very serious.
I have been out lamenting over the garden. Yesterday
it was so pretty with Eschscholtzia and Linums blazing in
the sun, but about 5 o’clock we had the most tropical
thunder, hail and rain storm I ever saw. F. was out, but
after sheltering several times, came back in a quarter of an
hour to find a river over shoe-tops in front of the house.
The hail quite hurt his feet as he came home, and if he
had had Polly he would have had to try to protect her.

Dows [June, 1878).

I wish you had been here to see Bernard’s arrival, it
was so pretty. He recognised us all at once so as to have
a very sweet modest smile, and directly F. put his hand
in his waistcoat pocket, he went and sat on his lap and
had the bright spots just as usual. He was perfectly fresh,
and in a rapture with the windmill as he came along.

The “bright spots” were made by my father’s little
magnifying glass. :

mdﬁmatomymumdtwnddh He took to kissing
uﬂthep:ccmyuwrda
[Dowx, Aug. 1878].

_ .. The two articles in the Fortnightly* by Greg and Glad-
stone are very striking; I think the first G. so reasonable
and cool and the second so fiery and full of élan. I don’t

* There is no article in the Fortnightly by Gladstone in 1878.
She probably meant Mission in the Ninetconth Century
by Gl mmma.udw mp. in s symposium on * Is populax

ent in politics more right that of the higher classes 1"
Eastern qwmnvuthm axcif t interest in England

aving to the * Bulgsrian atrocities * (1876) and the war between
d Turkey (1877.78) which led to the Treatywof Beriin
(July, 1878).
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‘agree with the Times that now he had better accept fate, T
 think he should cry aloud to the end, he may convert
_ someone.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My pEAR OLD GEORGE, Dowx, Oct. 20th [1878].
I have been quite delighted with your letter and
read it all with eagerness. You were very good to write
it. All of us are delighted, for considering what a man
' Sir William Thomson is, it is most grand that you should
¢ ave staggered him so quickly, and that he should speak
. of your “discovery &c.” and about the moon’s period. I
 also chuckle greatly about the internal heat. How this
‘will please the geologists and evolutionists. That does
‘sound awkward about the heat being bottled up in the
middle of the earth. What a lot of swells you have been
meeting and it must have been very interesting.
- Hurrah for the bowels of the earth and their viscosity
and for the moon and for the Heavenly bodies and for my
son George (F.R.S. very soon).
Yours affectionately,
C. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.

Dowx, Thursday [1878].
My DEAR SARA,
I did indeed feel for you and thought of you very
~often, Theodora! is such a combination of gaiety, life,
I h ful that she leaves a

‘thought that there is a sort of reaction, something like
relief, when one has no longer to look forward to a dreaded

1 Theodd¥a Sedgwick, Sara Darwin’s sister, was on her way home
America.
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Charles Darwin to his son William.
Dows, Dec. 12th, 1878.
My pEAR WiLLIAM,

I have a curious bit of news to tell you. A few days
ago Mr Anthony Rich, of Heene, Worthing, wrote to me
that he with his sister was the last of his family, and that
he had always thought under such circumstances “ those
should be remembered, whose abilities &c., &e., had been
devoted &c., &c., for the benefit of mankind ”; with more
to the same effect and to my great honour. Therefore he
had bequeathed to me nearly all his property after his and
his sister'’s death. I heard from him again to-day with
particulars. The property is not of a very inviting kind,
viz. a share of houses in Cornhill, which brings in annually
rather above £1,100. This bequest, as you may believe, has
astonished and pleased me greatly; though in a money sense
it will make no difference whatever to me or your mother.
Mr Rich is 74 years old and his sister a year younger. I
never before heard of a bequest to a man for what he has
been able to do in Science.

My dear old William,
Your affectionate father,
Cr. DARWIN.
My best love to Sara.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tuesday [1878).

. Bernard is perfectly well and has the most comical
games—putting “ dole ” (gold) pennies and silver pennies
under each of the buttons in a certain chair, in and out
of his pockick 20 times—this has lasted 3 days. For 2
days, stirring up dry middlings for the birds was quite
delightful and very little mess made (considering). , I
quite agree with you about F. ldgningtoonndﬂy.ennlf
the object is fundeniably good, but especially when I think



11876-1880] A Drive with Carlyle 235

the object not a good one, and possibly mischievous, as
in the Moncure Conway case. In such a plain case of
immorality as he considers the war' I think he was nght
- Tconsider this war as the outs of our furious

H to Russia, and causing them to seek eagerly for a weak
. place in our armour, and also for aomsthmg to force us
to keep our Indian troops at home in India. Oh if we
had but kept to Lord Salisbury’s first programme (or
Lord Derby’s) of what we should object to, instead of
‘bothering about things that do not concern us, e.g. a large

Saturday [Jan. 1879).

.. .Thave been out of doors for two days, and yesterday
 was quite delightful at the sand walk, and gave one an
insane feeling that the winter was over.

I am glad Eliz. is going to 31* on Monday. For a wonder
- I think her spirits are a little failing, and she seems so
troubled with the vivid remembrance of old painful things,
and said she should like to have everything past wiped out
~ —and yet her youth was exceptionally smooth and happy
and busy. It shows rather a morbid state of mind, and
what I believe she would have escaped but for the loss of
~ her eyesight. A complete change I am sure will cheer her
much.

W. E. Darwin to his mother.
[BANK, SouTHAMPTON], March, 1879.

. . . Our drive with Carlyle was interesting, but it was
difficult to catch all he said. He talked about a number
- of things, especially about his French Revolution, which
I happened to be reading. His face was quite in a glow
with an expression of fury when he talked of it, and he
raised his hands and said it was the most wonderful event

) It may bo prosumed. my fathor sigued some protest against the

WA or 5 likely to lead to
Hm‘ brother Hensleigh Wedzwuod‘l house, 31, Queen Anne
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in the world, 25,000,000 rising up and saying “by the
Almighty God we will put an end to these shams.” He
also talked of the frightful difficulty of rewriting the st
vol. when the manuscript had been burnt; he said it was
the hardest job he had ever had, that he had not a scrap
of note or reference of any kind and it was like trying to
float in the air without any wings, or some metaphor to
that effect. He also said that he thought at one time
that he should have gone mad with all the horror and
mystery of the world and his own difficulties, if he had
not come across Goethe. Unfortunately he did not clearly
explain and I missed what he said in the rumble of the
carriage. He said that Goethe always carried about with
him a feeling of the perplexity of things and of the misery
of the world, . . . so I said that Goethe had not felt the
French Revolution anything to the extent that he had, and
then he smiled and said that was true, and afterwards he
said that Goethe had always been prosperous, while he had
had to struggle with money difficulties. . . . He said that
Goethe was far the greatest [man] living in his times, that he
was very kind to him, and that every three months or so a
box of curiosities, books, &c. used to come to him to Scot-
land. He spoke with real sorrow in his voice that want of
money had prevented him ever seeing Goethe. He said that
““ Goethe believed he should live again ” and that he used to
write to him openly [on the subject]; when his son died of
drinking at Rome, all he said was that * his son had stayed
behind in the Eternal City.”

Carlyle talked about Newman being made Cardinal
and said he was a kind, affectionate man, who was much
afraid of damnation and hoped to creep into heaven under
the Pope’s petticoats, and then he added “ but he has no
occiput,” and it is very true that Woolner’s bust shows he
has no back to his head.

I asked him if he ever read any of his own works
again, and he said he had read his Frederick all through,
and seemed to have enjoyed it. As we came away he
asked after my father, and said with a grin, ** but the origin
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. of species is nothing to me.” Altogether it was very
i interesting, and he talked very easily and without any
~ condescension, or oracularly.
Good-bye, dear Mother, you will see us at Easter,
Your affec. son,
W.E. D.

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.
Whit Tuesday [June 3rd, 1879).

. . We are expecting the Club and band before long,
and Bernard has been very full of it since yesterday, and
. wanting to know all details, and who will carry the flag—
ﬂm flag is dead which proved a disappointment. You
will be surprised to hear of Babba’s! sternness. He found
Bernard overbearing with little Alice, and not giving her
her rights about the slide, and pulled him up short with
“Oh, nonsense, &c.” B. was astonished, but it quite
. answered. He is very good and placid, and I have had no
~ temptation to resort to lumps of sugar since the day at
Basset; but I will not yield to the temptation in any way,
as you do not approve of that method of education. . .. He
~ was most solemn listening to the band holdmg Babbas
~ hand; but he likes to talk about it to-day. .

K brothers had been having the pedigree of the Darwins
mndya out, by Colonel Chester, an American who had an
enthusiasm for such researches.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My DEAR GEORGE, June 25 [1879].

All your astronomical work is a mere insignificant
joke compared with your Darwin discoveries. Oh good
Lord that we should be descended from a *“Steward of the
~ Peverel ; but what in the name of Heaven does this mean ?
1 Bernard’s name for his grandfather.
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There is a sublime degree of mystery about, the title. But
1 write now partly to tell you that we go on Saturday morning
to Laura’s' house. She has most kindly lent us her house,
for your mother says, I believe truly, that I require change
and rest.

My mother, on the other hand, wrote to my sister:
** The Darwin more than ever last night, as
*eonard and (;:orge had found out some more things and
also Aunt Caroline asked me a multitude of questions, so I
curse the old D.’s in my heart.” And to me: “F. has
received the MS. from Col. Chester carrying the Darwins
back 200 years. I don’t know how lt u, I shonld care a
little if it related to Wedg F.is
and t,he old wills are cunoua, in some cases leaving a shil-

father and mother spent the month of August, 1879,
at nnmtqn My father en]oyed the ]oumey there with
the fre of a and the
passing country seen irom the ﬂ'mn Evan missing the con-
nection at Foxfield, and being hours late, did not daunt
his cheerfulness. One expedition was made to Grasmere.
My father was in a state of enthusiastic delight, jumping
up from his seat m the carriage to see better at every

moment. During this visit they also had the
interest and pleasure of making friends with Ruskin. I
remember very well his first call on them and his courteous
manner; his courtesy even included giving my father the
title of  Sir Charles.” Ruskin spoke of the new and baleful
kind of cloud which had appeared in the heavens, and his
distressed look showed that his brain was becoming clouded.

In the autumn of 1879 my youngest brother Horace
became engaged to Ida, only daughter of Lord Farrer, and
bhe were married on January 3rd, 1880. This marriage
't happiness to my mother’s life, as Ida became
umthsr ughter to her.
The iollowm letters relate to a plot to buy a fur-coat
for my father, for this was an expenditure he would never
have made for himself.

1 Miss Forster of West-Haokhurst, Abinger.
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Francis Darwin to his sister Henrietta Litchfield.
My pEAR HENRIETTA, Dowx, Jan., 1880.
I think the coat exploded very well. I left it on

lackson was 2nd conspirator, with a broad grin and the

coat over his arm peeping thro’ the green baize door while

saw the coast clear in the study.

You will see from Father’s delightful letter to us how

uch pleased he was. He was quite affected and had

s in his eyes when he came out to see me, and said

‘something like what dear good children you all are. I

Mndoelverywenbemglongudlm

Yours affec.,
F.D.

I told mother just before, so that she might come and
see the fun.

Charles Darwin to his children.

My vsas Cumona, Dowx, 17 Jan., 1880.

I have just found on my table your present of the
Mlﬁoentfmﬁ If I have to travel in the winter it
~ will be a wonderful comfort, for the last time I went to
. London I did not got over tho cold for 2 or 3 days. The
~ coat, however, will never warm my body so much as your
affection has warmed my heart.

My good dear children,
Your affectionate Father,
CrHARLES DARWIN.

N.B.—I should not be myself if I did not protest that
- you have all been shamefully extravagant to spend so

‘much money over your old father, however deeply you
* may have pleased him.
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My mother wrote to Leonard: ““ You will expect to hear
whether we are alive; firstly the coat is a great success,
and though F. began by thinking it would never be cold
enough for him to wear it, he has begun by waa.rmg it so
constantly, that he is afraid it will soon be worn

Sunday, Ap. 4, 1880.

. F. and I are just beginning to find out whether we
are on our heads or our heels (politically)* but as T am 100
times more pleased than you can possibly be sorry, I think
you ought to give up being sorry at all. Our mental
champagne has had very little sympathy except from Aunt
Eliz., as Frank hardly cares and George cares a little the
wrong way; though he says now that he hopes the Liberals
may be as strong as possible so as not to have to truckle.
Seriously I shall be very glad if my opinions and yours
gradually converge, as I have felt it rather painful to have
them so diametrically opposite to each other. . .. I rather
hope Gladstone will not take office for his consistency’s
sake. . ..

In the summer of 1880 my parents paid their first visit to
their son Horace and his wife at Cambridge. It was ar-
rmged that they should go in a through carriage from

Bromley, having a special train across London to King’s
Cross. My mother wrote: ‘“We were shunted backwards
and forwards till we were so utterly ‘ turned round’ that
when I called out, ‘Why there is St Paul’s’ F. calmly
assured me that it must be some small church, as St Pa.ul’
was three miles from Victoria, where we then were, F.’s
comfort was a good deal disturbed by the quantity of
trouble the shuxmng gave, but I was hardened and enjoyed

the jo

way both did and saw a great deal, my father especially
enjoying a lunch in Frank Balfour's rooms My mother
went to Trinity Chapel to hear the org:
“1 went to the organ-loft and Mr Sb&nford shewed the

1 This retm m the Genarnl Election after Gladﬂtnne s Midlothian

pqﬁ“ Minister, though Lord Hartington,
the wknowxadged leader of the Liberal Opposition, had
a ngm to that position.
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e the whole leaf.
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CHAPTER XVIL
1880—1882

Ellllbeth Wedgwuod'l death—A month lt Patterdale—Erasmus
s deat new tennis-court—A visit to Cambric
’ﬂm mh ( Ennmnl eldest child of Konao—My faf
serious state of health—His death on April 19th, 1882,

Ovur aunt Elizabeth had a serious illness in the autumn of
1879. From this she never entirely recovered, and died
on November 7th, 1880, at the age of 87. Her little bent
ﬁgmhadbeenafamﬂmslg ht to us all as she came into the
drawing-room, leaning on her stick and followed by her dog
Tony. Her first question was always, “ Where is a 77
My mother would then put by whatever she was doing in
order to go to her. This was sometimes difficult, but she
never let any sense of hurry appear and was always ready
to give her a warm and equable welcome. She shared in all
her interests, and made constant attempts to protect her
f'::omhfthe beggars and imposters who beset her to the end of

ler hife.

My mother thus describes going to Elizabeth’s house
after her death

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
[Nov. 20, 1880.]

I went down yesterday and settled some books. The
most pathetic thing I saw was the old parasol in its own
place; but it did not tempt me to take it away—it would
be little to me anywhere else and the maids might care for
it. Tony is rather pathetic too, never barking, and wanting
notice so much. But when I think what her life might
have been this winter, even with something like a recovery,
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y

k'llnlnothingbutjoy Harry Allen’s [letter] was
4 plﬂwlymftomthamodmmoithexpmom b |
;[m.mnryneunthaendufnﬂmymm It is rather
~ disagreeable getting into the way of saying the same thing
Y hﬂrybody,thnnghzdmutlﬂlwmwmﬂymd

Josiah Wedgwood, of Leith Hill Place, had died on
March 11th in the same year. The following letter was
nmw:::thmypmhmpaymg their first visit there

3 Lutrn Hix Prace, Sunday [Dee., 1880].

r‘: didnotpﬂcelnm.unt(!mﬁmwung\hudan
) seeing us; she talked cheerfully till we went to unpack. I
! .longmkmhhadmlnmhmdi'wmmvery
good spirits and talk as long as he stayed. . .. He is so full
dedhoe-nﬂm‘hehunoumetorlmown, and has
¢ letters to Glad: and the Duke
F’ Argyll. Thehat[unumvhawﬂluend—-theﬁnbmnat

quite certain. He is influenced by Huxley feeling so sure
‘that Gladstone would like to oblige him.

2 [Dowx, February, 1881.]

~ I think I never enjoyed anything so much in politics as
the Speaker at last put his foot down on Wednesday
g,* and all the more because it disappointed horrid
I Biggumdhupupen;ndmnebooh I was out of
all patience with the Speaker and the Executive, but
- Mrs Mulholland, who called here yesterday, said that the
tice mpmonmdlnordm-togiveehcm plenty of
List pension for Mr Wallace, which was bestowed on
7. ls’il. On receiy # letter from Gladstone anno h?

ther wrote: ““ How axtnnrdinlrﬂy kind of Mr G
hln time to write under such circ Good hea

v Yo" Life and Latiors o 0. D, TR
g LT e
and 8

the In order to
umcu-donm o figme Tl o &ept the Hiouse iing
-onuh."npmonulkmu nngoonui bt
t the obstruction ended the Speaker putting the
|lﬁhnonhholmonho¢y 5
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rope to hang themselves. She said [her father] Sir John
Lubbock has had an unusual quantity of sleep, as most of
the members disliked much more getting up early than
sitting up late, and so he took that part of the duty on
condition of being let off early at night. It wgs all gys-
tematically arranged. . . . I am going down presently in
the Bath-chair to see B., who has been in bed for a week
without letting us know. You know what my feelings
must be about the poor old man, but I am afraid he will
Tecover.

Hurrah for Mr Fegan! Mrs Evans attended a prayer
meeting in which old M. made “ as nice a prayer as ever
you heard in your life.”

The sentence about B. alludes to the fact that she was
very free in wishing people to die, and sometimes used to
say that she believed her wishes were effective. ““ Old M.”
was a notable old drunkard in the village of Down, con-
verted by Mr Fegan.

Feb. 17th, 1881.

Yesterday evening a messenger came to say that old
Mrs Lyne had died suddenly. Mrs Evans said, “I don’t
like to tell Missis for fear it should upset her.” She little
knew my feelings. She is the dirty old woman, and I wish
I had looked after her sooner, not by way of keeping her
alive though.

Charles Darwin to his son George in Madeira.

4, BRYANSTON, STREET, Sunday, Feb. 27 [1881].
My pEAR GEORGE,

‘We came here on Thursday and have seen lots of
people, but there is nothing especial to tell. . .. Thanks for
looking out for worm-castings. It is hopeless where the
soil is dry. Perhaps you may see some whenever you go
into the interior. We came up at this particular time that
I might attend Burdon Sanderson’s Lecture at the Royal
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Institution on the movements of plants and animals com-
pared. He gave a very good lecture. I was received with
great honour and placed by De la Rue alongside the chair-
man and was applauded on my entrance !

One experiment, was very striking: the measurement of
the rate of transmission in man of the order to move a
muscle, and it took about .34th of a second, the distance
being a little over 1 foot. I have been trying to have an
interview with the Duke of Argyll, who wrote 2 most civil
notes to me, dated “Privy Seal Office,” and saying that
he would see me “here” at 10.30. So I went to the
Office, and an old clerk expressed unbounded astonish-
ment, declaring, “ Why he never comes here, he has nothing
to do here.” So I must go to-morrow mrgyl] House. . . .

You will have heard of the triumph of the Ladies® at
Ce idge. The jority was so that many
men on both sides did not think it worth voting. The
minority was received with jeers. Horace was sent to
the Ladies’ College to communicate the success and was
received with enthusiasm. Frank and F. Galton went up
to vote. We had F. Galton to Down on last Sunday. He
‘was splendid fun and told us no end of odd things.

Monday.—1I have just returned from a very long call on
the Duke of Argyll, He was very agreeable and we dis-

. cussed many subjects, and he was not at all cocky. He
. was awfully friendly and said he should come some day to

Down, and hoped I would come to Inverary. . . .
Goodbye, dear old George.
Your affectionate father,
CH. DARWIN.

There are many sentences in my mother’s letters showing
the great happiness her little grandson Bernard gave her.
She wrote when he was away on a visit that she was thirsty
for *“ his little round face,” and the following letter tells of
her sympathetic care for him when he was losing his nurse

1 In Feb., 1881, a Grace of the Senate was passed by 398 against 32
giving women the right to present themselves for the * Little-Go
and ’gnpoa ‘Examinations.
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ugh her mn.mage in the spring of 1881 “We had some

tx'ou with He mistook his

father to say t at Nmna would come a.ﬂa! he was in bed.

So rday morning I found I must tell him the truth or

deceive him. Atﬁrst.'[toldhmﬁh&ﬁshewnsat

unlows and he should go and see her. He said, ‘I

shl.ll soon have her out of Mrs Parslow’s’” When I told him

she was gomg to be married, his poor face crumpled up

and he said, ‘I don’t like it that way at all’ He cried
v%qmsﬂy but could not get over it for some time.”

first saw his nurse after her marriage he said

to her. “ You ought to have told me, Nana, you ought to

have told me.”
[Spring, 1881.]

I can’t think how Gladstone can propose the monument
for Lord Beaconsfield with any degree of sincerity. It is
not that he thinks Lord B. in the wrong upon almost all
public questions. I can fancy getting over that difficulty;
but that until ten years ago no party believed him to have
any principle. I think the handsomeness about him has
been rather immoral. Every Liberal vyeing with the rest
to do him honour. The Dean’s sermon seems to have been
outspoken in some degree.

On June 2nd we all went to a house at Patterdale taken
for a month. I think that this second visit to the Lake
country was nearly as full of enjoyment as the first. It was
an especial happiness to my mother for the rest of her life
to remember her little strolls with my father by the side of
the lake. I have a clear picture in my mind of the two
often setting off alone togetl]:‘:t for a certain favourite wallk
}Jy the edge of some fine rocks going sheer down into the

[ParTERDALE] Sunday [June, 1881].
The day has turned out even more beautiful than the
first Sunday. We all, but F., went in the boat, as far as the
How Town landing-place, where we got out. Bernard was
with us, dabbling his hand in the water and very quiet and
happy. It was very charming up among the junipers and
rocks. William was much delighted but is rather troubled
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by wishing for Sara. F. got up to his beloved rock this
morning, but just then a fit of his dazzling came on and he
came down.

In my mother’s diary there is the entry: “ Down, July 16.
, Miss North.” It was one of those
ideal days when we could nﬁ undﬂ the limes all day. My

father was in his happiest ] har ding to M‘;-bi.nah-
ingkmlclmrmmg gnoty, m 0 grace an uty
and her enchanting music. of the
Mlmmerof?l?gbowno‘lonryonth S

Erasmus Darwin died on August 26th, after four days
He was weary of life, and the constant burden of
ﬂl—bedmh butlm-uan.llthn]omwuknpmble He was
buried at Down.

W. E. Darwin to his mother.
August 27, 1881,

Next to coming to Down, one of my greatest pleasures
was going to see dear Uncle Eras whenever I was in London.
He seems to me much more than an uncle, and from quite
a little boy I can remember his steady kindness and pleas-
antness, always knowing how to make me feel at ease and
be amused. After I grew up, it year by year was a greater
happiness for me to go and see him. To me there was a
charm in his manner that I never saw in anybody else.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Ida.
Dowx, Monday [Aug. 20th, 1881].

It will be very delightful to us to have you here, my
dear child, and I hope you will come before the funeral.
I don’t know any that we shall have in the house, but if we
had we have plenty of room for you. I am sure it must be
a happy thought to you that he knew how much you loved
him, or rather that he loved you (for I don’t think he thought
much about other people’s affection—he knew of his own
feelings).
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Charles Darwin to his son George.
‘West WorrHiNG Hotsr, Sept, 8th [1881].

. .. I have had a long and pleasant talk with Mr Rich,
and there is something about him which pleases me much;
he is so simple and modest. I think that I told you that
I thought myself bound to tell him of the large fortune
from Erasmus, and that under such changed circumstances
I considered him most fully justified in altering his will. I
begged him to consider it for a week, and then let me hear
his decision. But he would not let me finish, and protested .
he should do nothing of the kind and that with so many
sons I required much money. In this I heartily agree,
though your mother is quite sorry! I now feel convinced
that nothing will induce him to change.

This autumn a strip of field was bought to add to the
garden beyond the orchard. One chief object was to have
a hard tennis-court, but the new piece of ground added
greatly to the tness of the garden. My mother
wrote: “ We are boiling over with schemes about the tennis-
court, and as soon as they are matured they are to be
broken to F.”

My husband and I had been to Florence this year. My
mother wrote on our return: * It will be nice seeing you,
but I feel as if you had but just gone—not exactly the style
of Mme. de Sévigné.”

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.
Dowx, Friday [Oct., 1881).

. . . I think F. is quite set up by our happy week at
Cambridge. We saw many pleasant people, and F. called
on old Dr Kennedy, of Shrewsbury, who was particularly
pleased to see him. We went to see the red picture,’ and
I thought it quite horrid, so fierce and so dirty. However,

! 8ir W. B. Richmond’s picture of Charles Darwin in the Lib
of the Philosophical Society. 1 suf
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it is under a glass and very high up, so nobody can see it.
Our chief dissipation was going to King's, for which the
tram was very handy.

F. and I often reflect how well off we are in daughters-in-
law and how easily our sons might have married very nice
~ wives that would not have suited us old folks, and above

all that would not really have adopted us so affectionately

as you have done. I never think without a pang of thé

 third that is gone. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Wednesday, Nov. 23, 1881.

F. is at last getting some reward for these months at
 the microscope, in finding out something quite new about
- the structure of roots. However, it makes him work all
,' the harder now. Among his idiotic letters, a good lady
~ writes to ask him whether she may still kill snails, which
\dohclom\whdamge or are they as useful as worms.
~ Also a gentleman from Australia to enquire why the black-
~ ened and white stumps of trees all about do not affect the
colour of the lambs as they did in Jacob’s time. I thought
e must be joking, but F. said he was quite serious.

‘We are very much charmed with Lord G. Paget’s account
of the Crimean War, a subject I dislike so much that I
~ am surprised to like it so much; but he only tells what
" he saw himself, and he was in England at the worst of
" the horrors. F. is very much in love with Lady G. too,
"yhomthmpmolthohme His passion for her has to
§ M upon very little; but he is convinced she is beautiful
i\ by the way she was coaxed and imd, and Marmora’s
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schools very much, and no doubt there are fewer dis-
agreeables now. I horrified F. the other day by saying
that I thought the French plan of having supervision in
the dormitories was very good. What can boys do better
at night than hold their tongues and go to sleep. It is no
advantage that they should have uproarious games, and if
bullying takes place it is sure to be at that time. G. was
very miserable as a little boy, till they got that room to
themselves (not to mention all the bad talk).

Erasmus, the eldest child of Horace Darwin, was born on
December 7th, 1881.

Emma Darwin to Horace and Ida Darwin.
Sat. [Dows, Dec. 10, 1881].
My pearest IpA aANDp HORACE,

This is only to be the shortest line to say how delight-
ful it is and has been at all odd times ever since that blessed
Thursday letter to think of you with little Eras. by your
side. In the night it has been my first and last thought.
Now I shall prose to Hen., and she may read you what she
likes.

Your loving mother,
E.D.

Ewmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Friday Morning (Loxoox, Dec., 1881].

I went this morning early to Dr Clark. He is resolved
to come and see F., for his own pleasure, I think. I told
him about the pulse, and he said that shewed that there
was some derangement of the heart, but he did not take a
serious view of it. He spoke affectionately of George,
and said he felt confident he was attaining rather a higher
standard of health, and of his wonderful energy and in-
dustry, and that he thought his mind in his line was equal
to his father’s. My best love to H. and Ida. I should have
liked to see her with her baby before it gets the least stale.
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ﬁflﬁhﬂ’l health had given much cause for uneasiness
autumn of 1881, but in the ing of 1882 he was
for a time somewhat better. My hus| and I were about
~ to buy a larger house, pmlyvlthumn( making their
~ visits to us more comfortable.

Sunday [Jan. 21, 1882].

I am glad you have taken the step in favour of Kensing-
~ ton Square. T have no doubt that F. will get used to its
- ways and find it come quite natural after a bit.

I have been reading such old letters of my mother’s,
- about going to school; it is like looking into a forgotten
_ picture of myself. I sent a commission to sunt Eliz. in
- London to buy me a gown for not more than 10/~ (a cotton
one).
At the end of the month my father’s health relapsed.
~ All February and March he did not dare to walk far from the
 house for fear of the heart pain seizing him. He had,
 however, happy times, sitting with my mother in the orchard,
with the croous eyes wide open and the birds singing in the

Dr Andrew Clark came on the 10th March to see him. On
the 13th I see my mother entered in her diary “ looked out
'dmdav"ulfyehnwuhnap,thmtbﬂecm.nﬂyof
fortnight. Dr Norman Moore was dnoeommgnt intervals.
the 17th Apnl wrote, “ Good day, a little work, out
orchard twice.” On the 18th, * Fl ‘attack at 12"
Inrnvodont.hemornmgdthawthmdfoundhmbemg
. supported by my mother and by my brother Frank. She
t away for a little rest, whilst we sta; with him.
that time he said to us, “ You are the best of dear
.”  But my mother and my mﬁer soon had to be sent

,hnpemdnl]ydmda - past three on the
-Hymothrmwonda:full calm from the very first,
natural. She came downbothe drawing-

yothardny Tou:,“whohwhowuhehndhvedmhu
, how she had shared almost every moment as it passed,
If- seemed

f then
and are wonderful now to look back upon. She lived



252 A Century of Family Letters [oHAP.xVIX

h her desolation alone, and she wished not to be

it about or considered, but to be left to rebuild her
life as best she could and to think over her precious past.
This wish for obscurity came out in her eager desire to get
the first & h'.dharnﬂghboun over, mdthm,ul.hcmd,
“ they not think about me any more.”

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pEarest Lo,

It is always easier to write than to speak, and so,
though I shall see you so soon, I will tell you that the
entire love and veneration of all you dear sons for your
Father is one of my chief blessings, and binds us together
more than ever. When you arrived on Thursday in such
deep grief, I felt you were doing me good and enabling me
to ery, and words were not wanted to tell me how you felt
for me.

Hope [Wedgwood] expresses a feeling that I should not
be pitied after what I have professed and had been able to
be to him. This is put very badly in my words; but hers
gave me great happiness.

My father wrote in his Autobi o Yon all know
yourymoths, and what a good m @Li” ever been to all
of you. She has been lnd I can declare
that in my whole life T gave mvnr her utter one word
which I would rather have been unsaid. She has never
failed in kindest sympathy towards me, and has borne with
the utmost, pa.tmnoe my frequent complaints of ill-health and
discomfort. I do not believe she has ever missed an oppor-
tunity of dmn,%a kind action to anyone near her. I marvel
M my good tht she, so infinitely my superior

in every single quxhty, consented to be my wife.
Sbehnbemmm adviser and cheerful comforter

Friday.

a very long period a miserable one from ill-health. S|

has earned the love and admiration of every soul near her. s
Shortly after my father’s death, my mother wrote down

notes of memories that she wished t.o gee fresh in her mind,

some in the form of a little En they had done

together; from these I give the fol owmg extracts:
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(i Huppy Cambridge visit. Joyous arrival at 66 [Hills
, the Horace Darwms]—admn'mg the house—pretty
well all the time, .

““ His plen.sure in the kind zeal of his sons in ¢ giving up
the study’ to him.! This remained fresh with him to the
last. Lying on sofa in drn.wmg-mom looking at what he
called Henrietta’s shrine.?

** I will put down some things for fear I should forget if I
livelong. Alwa s speaking a gracious and tender word when
Ib:nme up at mght— It is almost worth while to be sick to

m by

““I don’t, thW what he said to which I answered, * You

ipeak as if you had not done just the same for me.”

*“ Oh that I could remember more—but it was the same
10 gratitude many times a day.

nstantly suggesting my stuymg with the others. His

seemesdg to increase every e returned

lxom West Indies on Ap. 10 [1882] g not up to talking
ior very long, but enjoyed George’s news.

** On Tuesday, 18, at 12 at night, he wolke me, saying, ‘ I
have got the pain, and I shall feel better, or bear it better if
you are awake.” He had taken the anti- spumodm twice.

““I will only put down his words afterwards—*‘I am not
the least afraid of dss.th.’ ‘ Remember what a good wife

ou have been to me.’ ‘Tell all my children to remember

ow good they have been to me’ After the worst of the
distress he said, ‘I was so sorry for you, but I could not
help you’ Then, ‘T am glad of it,’ when told I was lying
down. ‘Don’t call her; I don't want her’ Said often
“It’s almost worth while to be sick to be nursed by you.’ . . .

“2 May, 1882,
“I can call back more precious memories by looking only
a short while back. . On Sunday, Jan. 8 [1882], the
¢ Sunday Tramps.’ 'C.was delightful to them and en;oyed
their vmt, heartily. . . . Mar. 3. His state was now more
d, walking short distances very slowly. (I remember
one walk with him to the Terrace on a beautiful, still, bright
, I suppose in Feb.). . A peaceful time without much
g—exquisite weather—often loitering out with him.
* Meaning that they insisted on b m t.akmg the billiard-room for
his mdy and giving up his old sm:
ent of some old ﬁlmm n‘nﬂ pictures that faced him

as ha t e dra; -room sofa.
aﬂmg lrheawllggmged by Sir Leslie Stephen, Sir F. Pollock
md others,
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“ I used to go to bed early when he suffered so much from
fatigue, and often read some time. Also got up early and
read to him early after my breakfast—generally found him
doing nothing, but the two last mornings he occupied him-
self for a short time and felt more like recovery. . . .”

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pmAR Lo, Downx, Friday.

1 have very little to tell you except how beautiful
the weather is . . . I feel a sort of wonder that I can in a
measure enjoy the beauty of spring. I am trying to get
some fixed things to do at certain times. Bernard’s lessons
fure a great help to me, and some reading with Bessy; but oh,
how I miss my daily fixed occupation, always received when
I went to him with some sweet word of welcome.

I often admired the courage and energy with which she
filled up her day and let no one ive that she missed
the framework of her occupation for almost every hour of
the day. “I bad my work to hold hard to a.mi?elt it was
eve ing to me,” a nephew, who had lost his wife, wrote to
her, * but yauF is a double loss.” &

During my father’s last years her whole was planned
out to suit him, to be ready;iormading aloud to him, to go
his walks with him, and to be constantly at hand to alleviate
his daily discomforts.

He breakfasted early, and came out from his study to
read his letters between nine and ten, have a little reading
aloud, and then went back to work till nearly twelve o’clock.
He would then come into the drawing-room till it was time
or his walk. My mother would, when her strength and
the weather allowed, go with him round the ‘‘ sand-walk.”

After luncheon at one, he read the newspaper, then
came letter writing by dictation, which was often her task,
and at about three in the afternoon he would go upstairs
to rest and have reading aloud. Afterwards tgere would
be another walk together; he would then do an hour’s more
work, have another rest and then more reading aloud. His
evening was passed in the drawing-room if they were alone.
He read a little scientific German to himself and then there
would be reading aloud again or sometimes music.
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From about this time onward my mother’s health was less
ood, and she was not able to spend so much time out of
loors. Thus there was a long day to be filled up with reading,

vmtmi, or other occupations, for to the end of her life she
could hardly endure doing nothing even for a quarter of an
hour. But I think the years of her widowhood were happy
ones. She herself said to me, “ I feel I can bear your father’s
loss. I felt I couldn’t bear Amy’s.”*  And then she added
that this was her own loss and that in the past “ she had had
80 much.” The onlg regret I ever heard her express was
that she had not told him how much pleased she was at his
putting up her photograph by the side of his big chair in his
study, so that he saw it as he looked up from his work.

Emma Darwin to her son William.

My pEAREST WILLIAM, Dowx, May 10, 1882.
Your dear letter was a great happiness to me. I

“never doubted your affection for an instant, but this has

brought such an overflow of it that it makes me feel that
you could not spare me, and makes my life valuable to me—
and in every word I say to you, I join my dear Sara.

Two or three evenings ago they all drew me in the bath-
chair to the sand-walk to see the blue-bells, and it was all
80 pretty and bright it gave me the saddest mixture of feel-
ings, and I felt a sort of self-reproach that I could in a
measure enjoy it. I constantly feel how different he would
have been. I have been reading over his old letters. I
have not many, we were so seldom apart, and never I think
for the last 15 or 20 years, and it is a consolation to me to
think that the last 10 or 12 years were the happiest (owing
to the former suffering state of his health, which appears in
every letter), as I am sure they were the most overflowing
in tenderness.

1 felt secure about him, and any little drawback was felt
[by him as well as by me] to be temporary. How often he
has enjoyed his study and said how good “ the boys ” were
to make him take it. I can look back on every visit we

1 Her son Francis's wife who had died after Bernard’s birth.
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ever paid you, and have only the impression of peaceful
happiness and very little unwellness. Pleasant excursions
or short drives, and the pleasant change of you returning
from your work with a little news—sitting on your lawn,
which I always imagine in sunshine,

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Saturday, May 13th, 1882,

I am trying to make stages in the day of something special
to do. It often comes over me with a wave of desolate feel-
ing that there is nothing I need do, and I think of your true
words, “ Poor mother, you have time enough now.” The
regularity of my life was such an element of happiness, and
to be received every time I joined him by some word of
welcome, and to feel that he was happier that very minute
for my being with him. Some regrets will still come on,
but I don’t encourage them. Ilook forward to Wednesday,
my dearest, and feel it such a comfort to write and tell you
everything.

June 8th, 1882,

... I can quite understand that the change to home gave
you a fresh set of painful and melancholy feelings. I am
sure you will like to hear, my dear one, that I do quite well
without you, though it is a never ceasing comfort to have
you. Just when I parted with you I had a vivid and
painful regret which sometimes returns and sometimes is
softened away, and so it made me feel your going more.
Sara being here these two days when I was uncomfortable
was a great comfort, as she made it pleasant for Hensleigh
and Fanny. .. Ilike to think how often you were here with
him all these years, and how he liked your coming. “If
we had known > everyone may say—but then there would
not have been the security of all these years, which itself is
such a great part of happiness. . . .
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Lerre Hirn Prace, June 12 [1882].

It feels very dismal doing anything for the first time so
differently. F. dvnylnudtoenjoyAnﬂny]oumayvhm
‘once started, and always was so bright and pleasant at

htome,unlynnshlampiwh dedofmlismadvm—
f@pmﬂobegmdglngthymutheypwmdhmmhng
age.
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CHAPTER XVIII
1882—1884

s T pichass "1 th 'Grove o CombrdaeFoans
rove cis

rain wodk raat atthe Infe of hisfather—His mxrn;%e to Ellen
Worteworth Gootta

hill and Stonyfield.

AvTER my father’s death his children agreed that the fol-
lowing letter should be sent to Mr Anthony Rich.

W. E. Darwin to Anthony Rich.

My prar MR Ricw, [May, 1882].
Since my father’s death my brothers and sisters
and I have been thinking much over your generous inten-
tion of leaving your property to my father, and, as we
understood, to us as his heirs. We wish to tell you how
truly grateful we feel to you for this emphatic recognition
of his services to science and the world. It deeply gratified
him, and we never shall forget this. I gather that it was
your intention that his death should make no difference in
the disposition of your property, but we want you to be
assured that we feel that a new state of things has arisen,
and one of which you could not calculate the effect until
it actually came. No one as long as they live can help
acquiring new interests, and it is impossible for you to
foresee what may happen in the years I hope you may still
have to live.
We, ly beg you to that if
you slwuld see fit to alter the disposition of your property,
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we shall never feel that we owe you any less gratitude for
your generous intentions towards our dear father; and we
ask you to keep this letter, in order that you may always
bear in mind that this is our most deliberate request.
I am,
Yours always gratefully and sincerely,
W. E. DARwWIN.

Anthony Rich to W. E. Darwin.

‘ DeAR Wiriian DARwIN, BMay 17, 1882.

Yours of yesterday just received. I answer it at

once without leaving the table at which I was sitting while

reading it.

First of all: many thanks for the photograph of your

father, which is exceedingly good, both for the likeness

~ and the execution. The one which your brother Leonard

~ gave me of his own taking, I have had framed and hung up

in my room, where it reminds me daily of the actual presence

of one for whom I seemed to feel a positive affection, as well
as veneration and respect. . . .

I made my will before writing to your father to tell him
the dispositions I had made; and nothing could induce me
~ to alter it in that respect. It is a source of pleasure and
pride to me to think that it could have been in my power to
do anything which would give him ever so small an amount
of gratification, and I am equally pleased to think that, when
| my course is also run, property which belonged to me will

- descend to the worthy children of so noble a man. I do not
usually keep letters after answering them, but I may perhaps
leave this one of yours in my desk, not for the purpose you
‘suggest, but as an evidence, if wanted, of the dignified dis-

interestedness of yourself and brothers and sisters. Pos-
sibly T may see you here some day or other, in the fulness
of time ? . . . . I hope that you and your brother George
will send me a line now and then, just to keep me en rapport
with you all. In the monotony of my daily life, I never
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can screw up courage enongh to take an mxtuhve in any-
thing: but I am ipulously exact in ing; that I

‘promise you—and that

am,
Very sincerely yours,
AxTHONY RICH.

Leonard Darwin married Elizabeth Fraser, the sister of a
brother officer (now General Sir Thomas Fraser), in the
summer of 1882, Leonard was working at the Staff College
at Camberley.

My mother spent the summer of 1882 at Down, but
she felt that the winters in the great empty house would
be lonely, and she therefore decided to spend part of each
ﬁear at Cambridge, where two of her sons, George and

orace, were living, and where her son Francis could better
go on with his botanical work.

She therefore bought “ The Grove,” a pleasant honse on
the Huntingdon Road, a mile from t St Mary’s, and
there she spent the winters till her death. She thus de-
scribed the garden: I think the Grove garden is the very
place for an old person, such nooks and comers for shelter
and seats.” It had old walls and spreading wych elms which
gave it charm and individuality.

Before she left Down, Sir Joseph Hooker came to pay her
a visit. My father had been more attached to him than to
anyone outside his own family. She wrote that he was a
good deal agitated on coming in. Another farewell visit
was from Lady Derby. “At 12 came Lady Derby all
the way from London and straight back again. She was
quite depressed almost all the visit, and I felt impelled to
talk a little openly to her, and everything she said was
so feeling and tasteful. Then Frank came in and she
dmcussed the difficulties of the Life with him and was very

A great pleasure to her at Cambridge was the lxttle baby
Erasmus, then eleven months old. She wrote: “It is
pleasant work feeding Erasmus. I was giving lnm little
cmmbs of cake and he standing giggling for more. He mts
eﬁ in his chair at luncheon and insists upon havin
gz:: deal of puddin, besldeu his own broth, flapping his
een each mrmt

My father and mother were so little separated after
marriage that she had but few letters besides those written
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during their engagement. It was a deep regret to her that
she had not kept his scraps of notes when they were apart
for a ds.{ or two. But the letters I have already given and
some others she called her “ precious packet,” and always
took with her wherever she went. When William, on look-
ing through his own letters, found one to her from my
father, she wrote to me: It felt like a fresh treasure; you
shall see it.”

My brother Francis was now engaged in writing the Life
of my father. My mother had beforehand a shrinking dread
of the publicity, but the truth and feeling with which
it was written changed her fear into satisfaction, and it
became only a happiness to her.

Jan. 18, 1883, Cambridge.

It is true that I don’t care for art, but I do care about a
poor widow, so you must keep the £10. On Sunday I
took two little walks, and altogether I am quite at my best.
Rasmus called in his pram., driven by Ida. I was pleased
at his putting out his arms to me as soon as he saw me and
trotting about the room quite tame. . . .

I have been reading Frank’s notes on F., and I am quite
delighted with them. The picture is so minute and exact
that it is like a written photograph, and so full of tender
observation on Frank’s part. The whole picture makes me
feel astonished at myself that I can make out a cheerful
lifo after losing him. He filled so much space with his
interest, sympathy and graciousness, besides his love under-
lying and pervading all. I think Frank has done so wisely
in writing down everything. I wrote a little note to him,
as I knew I should break down in telling him what I felt. . . .

SPRINGFIELD, CAMBRIDGE, Friday [Feb, 1883].

Well, our dinner was most elegant. The soup was univer-
sally admired after the company went. It was all pleasant
and easy—but what a difference I now feel in company talk.
I used sometimes to feel that it was too impersonal for my
taste; but now it is utter gossip from first to last, and you
feel such a want of a real interest coming out through the
merriment that used to be so delightful. ...
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In April she wmtetomdmtho.nmvmuydmy
father’s death: “ It seems to me that the actual anniversary
does not bring so much to one’s mind as the time before it.
Eomntmmelmfeohtomemthmmdxdaixmontha

ﬁhmkDownmdtheputwudwsynmthebwkofhﬂ
mind, though she was happy in the wm
llloldlnoeunom,evmcann for t] deunldnmeu,
brought from Down, saying, *“ I know their faces so well.”
In a letter to me she wrote: “ Bourne’s wife is dead, and he

has brought home a very sweet-looking dog” I
do not know how it would strike anyone else, but to her
children it seems very characteristic. It was to her an

mmg !mt that she would meet a sweet-looking dog i
wi

My brother l'hmw who lived with my mother, had
bmmemmwmenwwsvmh&dﬁ,mzhemmmer
of 1883, and they were married in the same autumn. She
had been a lecturer at Newnham College.

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.

My pEAR FRANK, Dowx, 1883.
This is only a line to say I have received your happy
letter and your dear Ellen’s most feeling and charming
expressions to Bessy and me. . . . Miss Clough greeted
Ida, “So you have robbed me of my lecturer,” as if it
were Ida’s fault. She was very nice and sympathetic about
®.040

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowy, July Tik, 1883, Saturday.

I took a holldny from letters yesterday and loitered about
the h eto. Our are grand, and there
are some in the house who certainly enjoy them. I found
we were spending 5s. a day on cream and milk, so Mrs B.
and I were equally shocked and are not going to be so
magnificent. To-day I have a nice novel and nice work,
and I mean to fill up my time by looking over the wine and
doing any other unpleasant thing I can think of. .. .
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Dows, Sept. 106k, 1883.
Yesterday such a lovely day, every leaf shining.
Bernard spent almost all day on his tricycle, going to the
end of the kitchen garden and back whilst Frank timed
him with his watch, He is now gone out alone, and I am
going to time him presently.
0Old women are turning up, so good-bye, my dear.

This autumn they were to move utrm ht to the Grove,

and of course there was much arranging, which
. however she took veryol.lml 5 eronnomwas She
' was more than furnish-

| ing, and the cutting down of the trees was entirely decided
by her. 5:18 wrote : ‘:iI attended the dow‘l;iaﬂhof '.he great;
over the lodge and it really was a grand sight, especially
whsn n took the matter into its own hands and resolved to
ﬂzad sycamore, instead of going the way they

anmnDn.rmnaftethiemm as ing to build a
- house on part of the Grove fiel m of course
enable m; motharmaeeBemuda.lmostasoﬂana.sifhe
still lived with her. -

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.

DEARr FrANE, [1883])

I can always write pros and cons easier than speak
them; and I want you and Ellen to consider whether it is
- not rash of you to take so irrevocable a step as to begin
. your house at once—whether it would not be wiser to wait
six months and see what your occupation at Cambridge would
eventually be, and whether if something permanent was with-
in your power elsewhere you had not better hold yourself
loose for a time. There is another point to be considered,
viz., the relations between Ellen and Bernard; and I think
everything else, and above all the pleasure which Bessy
and I should have in the constant running in and out of

, ought to give way to the best way of Ellen’s
b his affection and obedi anddaothefedmg
that your house should be his real home. . .. I don’t fear
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anything of that sort, as Bernard is ten times as fond of you
as of anyone else.

Of course my wish is to have you as near as possible at
once; but I should be quite content the other way, and T
think you have hardly given consideration enough to theso
two points. You can tell me what you think. At my age,
75, I cannot look on any arrangement as very durable for
me, and it is no effort to me to give up what would be
the pleasantest present plan if it does not seem to be
wisest; and in this feeling Bessy joins, though she would
feel the weaning from Bernard much more painfully than
I should do.

Yours, my two dear children, E. D.

I don’t in the least mind talking about it, but I can write
more clearly than speak.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Friday night [Dec., 1883.]

Bessy and Mrs Myers are gone to the Elecira of the young
ladies at Girton. We were talking about the play before
Bernard when he said, *“Is it nice ” I answered, “ Yes,

nice.”

B.: What is it about ?

Me: About a woman murdering her mother.

This account of a nice play was too much for Jackson’s
gravity. I have been reading your father's letters to
William which he has kept. There is a great deal of anxiety
about the health of you. What a blessing science was to
him through all his anxieties and his bad health. It made
him able to forget all for a few hours,

Wednesday [1883).

Mis Carlyle’ is almost too sad, chiefly from such terrible
bodily sufferings, but how she could write such disloyal
letters about him, and still more how he could bear to
publish them !

1 Letters and Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle.
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Thursday [1883].

I do so want to talk over Mrs Carlyle with you, and I
hope you will get it soon. It is most interesting and enter-
taining, but what a coarse woman, though only to a hus-
band. But one gets fond of her through everything. She
has Carlyle’s taste for very disagreeable personal observa~
tions.

Saturday [ March, 1884].
I am deep in Maurice,! and if I could keep to my resolu-
. tion of never even trying to understand him, I should
. quite enjoy the book. I think his influence must have
 arisen entirely from what he was and not from what he
taught. . . .

I find I do get more glimmerings about Maurice’s opinions;
but why could not he be happier ? One feels almost angry
with all his self-reproach about his wife, whom he evidently
- adored. Man was certainly intended to be made of stouter
stuff. It is comical to read Swift’s journal along with
Maurice, so undoubting and passionate, angry and affec-
tionate.

April [1884].

I think it horrid of M. not to come and devote herself
~entirely to Ellen. I am afraid she is working out her
own salvation, which I agree with Maurice in thinking so
. wicked.

I got Gordon on the brain last night and he bothered me
. very much—more than the Daily News can set straight, I
bu

 George, her second son, was now engaged to be married
 to Maud Dupny, of Philadelphia.

* Life of F. D. Maurice by his son, General Sir F. Maurice.




266 A Century of Family Lelters [omar. xvin

Emma Darwin to Maud Dupuy.

My pEAR MaUD, Tie Grove, Tussday [1884).

This is only a line to wish you good-bye. I have

been so vexed at George's attack, which is so ill-timed and
prevents the enjoyment of your last days together.

Your visit here was a great happiness to me, as some-
thing in you (I don’t know what) made me feel sure you
would always be sweet and kind to George when he is ill
and uncomfortable. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
MMay 216t [1884].

As far as I make out you will naturally be with us till
the Whit Tuesday, and I hope you and R. might be tempted
to stay and see the first day’s race. I don’t know whether
you feel above such frivolities, but I should like it even
at my age but for being tired. Bessyand I had a pleasant
tea at the Myers’. She showed me many photos., one
lovely one of Mrs Langtry with nothing particular on.
My two old gents' came quite fresh and not tired, and were
quite ready to talk all evening. Their first impression in

driving here was of meanness and smallness in the streets.

Tae Grove, Monday [1884].
The Hookers' visit has been very pleasant. William
came late on Friday night. He and Sir Joseph had a great
deal of talk with Frank about the Life. Sir J. pleased me
last night by saying: “ The boys are not a bit altered—just
as nice as they were at Down.”

* Her two brothers Harry and Frank, who probably had not been
in Cambridge since they were there as undergradustes some sixty
years since.
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Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.
Caxprivge, Priday (1884 1].

. Our garden party, thanks to the weather, looked very
Fetty and there was plenty of talk. If it were not for the
~ bother of talking, and still more of listening, I should like
it very well, but my mind is not free enough. I pretended
- to know everyone, and only came to dire disgrace on one
if occasion by rashly mentioning a name.

o e S

)
|

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Down, Tuesday [July, 1884].
To-day by my request Miss A. is going to bring the
Miss B.’s, their next-door neighbours, the family with the
~ horrid brother. They feel quite like pariahs in the village,
~ mnobody speaking to them, owing to the brother, who is
- something like insane and imbecile and violent and ill-
behaved. I explained not calling, owing to my age.

My mother wu always ready to hold out a helping hand
 to people in a position less interesting than the “poor,”
those just a little below herself in cultivation and social
‘rank. She could of course do very little for these 5 but
t‘b knew that her asking them to her house would in some
egree soothe their mortified feelin The detmlu of her
- thought and care for others woul be tedious to relate,
bu m would not be giving a true picture of her life if it
% t&eb not told hn;v oonst.mpt.lly her mind w:;ﬁ occupied
arrangements for giving pleasure or sa fering.
. The following letter mlstg: to the schoolvﬁngown ‘where
schoolmaster was too severe to the children. Mrs Skin-
, her coachman’s wife, had children at the school.

Dowx, Monday [Aug., 1884].
. I went to Mrs Skinner about the school, and she had
put down the dates of the punishments. It was four times in
the week, besides a violent flogging for some moral offence.
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One caning was for blotting his copy-book ! ! one for talking,
and others for not doing dictation or sums right.

I have written to Mr Forrest and he promises to call
to-morrow. I am sure that nothing will cure a man who
has a habit of caning for such small offences. It shows
that he must rather like it. . . .

Sir John Lubbock was at the meeting, and the result
is, on Mr X. denying severity, that they scold him and let
him go on, telling the mothers however to inform against
him in future. They seemed to have ignored his omitting
to note his punishments.

Dowx, Sept. 8 [1884].

The last fine day I was drawn to the Green-hill. I don’t
believe I saw it last year. It looked so pretty and the lane
g0 grown and bowery, and put me in mind of times when
I used to sit and watch for him while he went further. I
shall try to get to the terrace below Stonyfield.

She had a very ial feeling about these two walks
which were m.mzh happy times, for it was a sure

sign of my father’s f retty well that he ventured from
his safe **Sand-walk.” path through Stonyfield led
down a t field, over a stile, and then along a

terrace, looking across the quiet green valley on to the wi
beyond. The terrace was sheltered from the north-east hy
a rough shaw of beeches with an undergrowth
tra ’s joy, service-trees and hawthorn, and the bmk
articularly gay with the ﬂowm tlmt like a chalk
soil—little yellow rock-rose, milkwort, lady’s fingers, hare-
bells, scabious and gentian, There were rn.ghlta in the shaw,
and Polly, the little fox-terrier, loved this walk too. My
father would to md fro, and my mother would some-
times sit on d.ri bmkvuhngfm'hlm and be
pulledby]um up the little steep pitch on the way home.
The following letter was written after her return to
Cambridge.

Tue GROVE, Wednesday [Dec., 1884).
The dinner-party was very pleasant. Mr Clark looked
dejected at first, but they did not know whether it was the
imperfection of the lobster sauce or the champagne. He
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cheered up afterwards and had a long talk with M., when
he took a lump of sugar and ate it, which she says is a sign he
is quite happy.

My mother’s greater freedom from anxiety during these
Myeuumademdifelcu: increased power of attach-
ing new friends and her ease in conversing with them. The
number of books she read and her original way of looking
at them, her interest in contemporary politics and her power
of entering into other people’s lives, made her compan

hing and even Her friends never felt
thuttheywemeommgtosee someone to whom they had
to bring mental food.

Soonnfurbhuhm,lheguveupcommginmdmm
when there was anything of a party, partly owing to in-
creased deafness but chiefly because she was not so strong.
+ “Bernard and I had our ices in the washus,” she wrote—a
Dickens allusion which need not be explained.




270 [omar. x1x

CHAPTER XIX
1885—1888
The anveiling of the statue of Charles Darwin—Dicky, mother"
dog—A visit from her brothers Frank and H Wad"
wnod—mp ntlndn;——l!n d»—l‘l.lyh( e TM
and dsughters-in-law—
plbhuﬁon of my fﬂ.ﬂn‘h fo.

Tue Memorial Statue of my father was unveiled on the
mJlme, 1885, at the Natural History Museum. M,

not attend the ceremony; she wrote, “
lhouldlik:lvu'y mwhgobepmt butlnhm:.ld prefer

ding

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.
Dowy, Monday [1885).

I came here on Friday, having spent two days at 31,
Queen Anne St. One of the mornings I went to see the
statue. The situation is unique, and I liked the attitude,
but I do not think it is a strong likeness. George has been
with Mr Boehm to have a cast of his hand taken as a sort of
guide to altering the hands; but I believe if he attempted
to make them as small as they really were, they would look
out of proportion with the size of the figure. However I
never expected to be satisfied with the likeness, and the
general look of dignity and repose is of more consequence.

It was a dismal black day on my arrival [at Down), but
1 was glad to wander about alone before the others came.
On Saturday it was pretty and bright and the garden very
gay, and everything in great order.



1885-1888) My Father's Statue 21

I saw Parslow' on Saturday and he was still full of the
\! day at South Kensington. He said he should never forget
- the scene aslong as he lived, and he was grateful to William
for having planned it all. Being recognized (as he thought)
by Admiral Sulivan gratified him too, and the reception
- at Leonard’s, down to the “Port and Sherry,” was all

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowx (Summer, 1885].

On Tuesday we had the S.s for tea. She is pleasant
and with some fun in her. Tam sure he is a very good step-
father, but what a bore it would be to marry four little boys.
' Tam reading a short Etude of Scherer on Goothe, in which
- I so heartily agree that I enjoy it. He [Goethe] had the
~ aim of avoiding all agitations or sorrow, which was deeply
~ selfish,

1 Dmky, mentioned below, was her little fox terrier. He
1 d:wbeduut,mdmymatlur true to her plans of
’tdnuhonbymbary bemh:owntouheontumm
of partridge bones when she was going in the bath-c
'hnpthimnuztonr;n slgewu.hdhq:,tgeg!uheﬁ
possible pleasure to e descril ““ he snuggles
,&wmhﬂeh&hﬂhirmdgahupqmwdmtomy

" The followmg tells of a visit of her two brothers
Frank and Hensleigh, aged 84 and 82.

e

Dowx, Saturday, Sept. [1885).
. We have had two charming warm days which I hope you
have enjoyed. Our two old gents are very placid and com-
‘!ortnhl& Dicky thinks them very nice and is always in-
. gisting upon being on their knees. Hendmghmmhebly
~ but Frank gave up the point and went to sleep nursing him.

! The old butler, then retired and living at Down, who had been
to London for the unveiling of the statue.
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Dowx [Autumn, 1885).

I went and sat in the Stony Field to take my last look of
the autumn lights. There was only one swallow for Dicky,
80 he sat on my lap watching.

Oct. (1885, CAMBRIDGE].

I do not like Grant Allen’s book about your father. It
is prancing and wants simplicity. Iam reading his Jowrnal
after a long interval. It gives me a sort of companionship
with him which makes me feel happy—only there are so
many questions I want to ask.

Tup Grove, Thursday [Nov., 1885].

I am relieved at your account of L. Iwaahorridly
vundwhanlhurdhownnwanahewumdhpt
“ poor H ” putting myself in mind of Judge Alder-
son’s joke that if he broke his leg all the aunts would say
““ Poor Carcline ” [his mother-in-law Mrs Drewe].

I am so pleased to find how comfortable I can make this
baby.! She is so placid and spends her time devoted to the
gas: but answering any attention by a smile and gather-
ing herself up in a lump with both fists in her mouth. . ..

I took Dick across to call on Mrs Skinner, and a dog
attacked him and muddied him and made him squeak.
He came up to me for pity and protection. I don't think
he was really hurt, and when we returned the dog was still
there and Dicky kept his tail up with great spirit, though he
hptvuydonwm

I find B very
though his dreadful wi.okedna. in IMy. and cruelty in
Egypt, is almost too worrying; I think Lanfrey was only
to0 lenient.

In 1886 there are many entries in her of fatigue
and other health discomforts; but whonevard!:h:ywu .?Sgtnle
beﬂnhuspnk.wuuehnﬁnuovu

o1q, Gwendolen Mary Darwin, eldost child of George, three months
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CaMBRIDGE, Feb. 2nd [1886].

I enjoyed my outing and walked all about. All the
children were a long time in the field flying such a good kite
that I could not look high enough for it for some time. We
had them to tea and hide-and-seek. Rasmus (zt. 3) asked

- me “ Grandmama, did your little children have kites ?” I

‘wonder whether he knows who my little children are.

T GrovE, Ap. 30, 1886.
I am a good deal charmed by Jefirey’s letters; they have

~ some of the taste of Lamb's. The life is dull, as Lord
Cockburn cannot resist giving a long character of every

- one he mentions, and there is that weary Hdinburgh Review

CAMBRIDGE, Spring, 1886.
The oxlips were quite lovely in masses in the wood,

~ and with such variety that they seemed of quite different.

 species. How F. would have liked to see such variation
going on. A gamekeeper tried to dislodge them, and after
the manner of men, Horace was for packing up and going
- home at once. But some fair words and H.’s card mollified
lhimmdhh&thmmy,“butthaymmmmoom
again.”

bh:‘ymnthnndeommmdnghm

'dbcooo for & month’s visit. There
Junyviaxton d, old servants, or the children of
lervu.nh

[Spring, 1886].
‘The poor blind girl is come and I shall make Mrs Brom-
_ wich bring her up to me see and get to have her a little at
ease with me. I should like to hear about her life at the

i I;haﬂverymnbeﬁxingmydnyhoommyon,my
_dear. I have been so “awfully used ” to you lately that T
‘mi-yon sadly, but I have got through these two days
. VOL.IL
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quite comfortably. I believe your advice was quite right
about my keeping extra quiet when I do any desperate deed,
such as calling on Mrs ——.

My mother, who was an ardent Unionist, was keenly
followmg the debates on the first Home Rule Bill. She
had been a staunch Whig-Liberal all her hfe, but the natural
tendency of old age towards Conservatism, perhaps made
it easier for her not to follow Gladstone when he sprung
Home Rule upon the Liberal party. She had never, how-
ever, made an idol of Gladstone.

I was absorbed in the debate yesterday, Gladstone’s
was a very fine speech with all the obstacles to the scheme
slurred over, and with a very unworthy comparison about
intimidation in England. I am glad he spoke so highly
of Albert Dicey’s book. Trevelyan's® speech was grand,
and Parnell’s a mere personal attack and squabble, and
very bad even for him. I wonder how it will end.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

Tae GrOVE, Sunday (1 March, 1886].

I am in a fever of anxiety that Chamberlain and Tre-
velyan don’t give way, and then I think Gladstone must
collapse. I shall be very sorry for him however; to end his
political life with such a fiasco, when no doubt he had hopes
of doing good. . ..

I strongly recommend The Life of Henrielta Kerr—a
nun. It is curious to compare the mind of a real Catholic
and that of a semi-Catholic like Miss Sewell—and the step
between is very broad. The book is very entertaining as
well as interesting.

1 Sir George Trevelyan was then a Liberal Unionist.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
THE GROVE, 1886.

The east wind and bright sun are just what I like, and
our old nightingale sang 8 or 9 hours at a stretch yesterday.
I wonder whether it is the same—he is louder and more
tipsy than ever.

I am tempted by an Essay of Lady Verney’s to read
Milman’s History of the Jews. Ask R. whether I should
like to read it. . . . Frank and Ellen came to dinner and
a little whist, after which I succeeded in your patience with
only one cheat. I am now impatient to be at Down.

During the last: ten or twelve years of her life playing
patience was a great comfort to her. She used to say she
could not conceive how, without it, she could live through
even a single day. We all knew her absorbed patience
face,” and the way in which whilst playing she answered any
remark at random. My mother was fond of games, and when
she was strong enough there was often whist in the evening.
Her game, however, was an axtmotdinsrily erratic one.

Needlework was a great resource to her in the way of rest.
I remember her saying to me that she thought it was a much
better dnstruhon in tunas of anxiety and trouble than

reading. and I have
various blm of her smbrmdery delicately worked in quite
old age. She also knitted charming little babys caps and

jackets, and made countless cove!']ets with her “ peggy "—a
row of wooden pegs making a frame for a kind of knitting
stitch, the looped wool being worked off with a pin.

ading novels was another favourite relaxation. She
was especially devoted to Jane Austen’s novels and almost
knew them by heart. In an examination paper set on them,
she answered the question: “ What is ‘Woodhouse’s
Christian name ?” without an instant’s thought. His name,
it must be explained, is only known by inference as it is never
actually given. Scott was also a nnial favourite,
especially 7'he Antiguary. Mrs Gaskell's novels she
over and over again; Dickens and Thackeray she cared for
lnss. But novels were an immense refreshment to her

hen tired or uncomfortable. In her old age she wrote

(1894) “I am rather ashamed to find I use up rather more
than a volume a day of novels.” In her later years, at any
rate, she read very little poetry.
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[Avcrsr 12, 1886, Dowx.]

Ifound a deskful of old letters which I had quite forgotten,
and which I should have been very sorry not to have. Itis
a sad feeling in reading old letters that I have no one to
sympathise in such old memories.

Aug. 22, 1886.

I am very much interested in Morley’s Life of Rousseau.
My @ Bpinay* lore makes me so much au fait to all that
m Morley does not gloss over any of his crimes or

He ly quotes the Confessions as if he
believed in them, demmrpnaedttBanmnsword
going for -nyf.hmg where vuuty comes in.

I hlve ﬁmahad Mnrley s Rounmu, nho St Beuve s review
of Mme @ Epinay’s Memoirs, in which he entirely ignores
the horrible indecencies, which I call very immoral. He
ought to consider himself as a sort of sign-post for the public.
Morley's sense of morality and propriety is very strong, and
he glosses over nothing.

Dowx, Sept. 22nd, 1886.
Gwen is a most remarkable and interesting child, so
intent, and watching one'’s face, not like some busy and
animated children who are so intent on their own aims they
never look at you—not merry at all.

Mymothmdwny-hndmbnbhwwmemduhu
in her bedroom :‘ndph{‘mhubedbdmubogot Their
game was to have a tea-service set bed-
uble, whiohwuoalledphymg mth bar * poticles.” Wlhﬁ:

that
didnotdwayuueeyewayomththedlﬂmt ung
mothers. But she hardly ever interfered or off any
advice. armstmeem 'mb?l:f lhe.b:nmﬂy
about tor, too
mf«mﬂmmdemthmmww
mmwhethx_ she might venture to give another, but
3 an

her serene.
Tbylﬂfdtndnnghtaﬂy‘lovefmhﬂnwmm'umly
1 Mémoires et Correspondance de Madame &' Epinay (1726—83).
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returned ; and I think it may be said that there was never
to end one instant’s jar in their many years
of close intercourse,

On A 10th, 1887, the tnnivmnry of my Mhar'u
death, she wrote: ““T do not find that the day of the m
makes the anni vmnrywmhmbunblno mddoora.
the flowers, and the sort of weather.”

Embamnbﬂmgm:ﬂ,hmaﬂ«theuddm

EasTBOURNE, Monday [Ap. 4, 1887].
,+ - - In my great loss I felt that the sudden end was a
blessing; I could look back on the last few days which
had gleams of cheerfulness we could neither of us have
felt if he had been aware entirely of his state. I am so
glad that your mother can look back on those three days
when she was able to see more of your father than usual.
You are spared even the memory of the last few hours of
suffering which dwell upon the mind in an unreasonable
degreo because they are the last, and which I would do
much to forget. . . .

Emma Darwin to her son Horace.
Tue Grove, Sat., Ap. 16th [1887].

I am sorry you did not see the pictures at Bologna.
I liked them particularly, but then I was 18, and actually
admired Guercino—also a little St Agnes by Domenichino
and the marriage of St Catharine by Coreggio. We have
moved into the dining-room [as drawing-room] and it is so
pretty and bright I quite grudge the years it has been wasted.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.
CanpriDGE, Monday [1887 1.
1t is a disadvantage to live on such an ugly road as this.

I went out a little way yesterday, but the muddy abomin-
able road and the ugly surroundings made me resolve that
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it was not worth while—Dicky liked it, however, and met
some pleasant dogs.

I am reading Greville's last volume, it is too political
but curiously like the present time in so many things,
tho’ I think the morality of politicians has improved (except
with the Irish). The contempt and bad opinion he has
of Dizzy is curious, when one considers how he has been
turned into a saint.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tue GrovE, May 1, 1887.
To-morrow is my birthday, which is the one aniversary
that is solemn to me. . . . I bought for 3s. a novel by
Mrs Oliphant, An English Squire, with the same irritable
young man one knows so well. A very clever description
of the feelings of a widow on losing a dull husband she did
not much care for, so shocked at herself for feeling so little,
and all her friends assuming that she will not be “equal
to” this or that, and her longing to go away and breathe
freely in a new life. The sort of cynical introspection she
does so well, but amplifies too much. . . .
The nightingales are particularly jolly and loud this cold
spring.
Tae Grove [May, 1887].
A nice calm day yesterday and such a Babel of singing
birds. All the little children assembled on the lawn, and
Gwen and Nora tottered about hand in hand, Nora often
tumbling over. Gwen was quite tipsy. She came again
yesterday and rushed about with her arms out, laughing
whenever she was caught. You must see the pretty sight.

Down, Friday [June, 1887].

I went along the lane towards Cudham, and just turned
into Hangrove which is grown into quite a fineish wood
since I saw it last. . . . Bernard reads a bit of French with
me, at 2d. a lesson. He rather likes it, and reads quick and
fluently, but very unclear.
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Hangrove, where she had not been for so long, had been
(l:::d of our lnvom:ite near walks in old days—a wood, with

cut down p i , and in the hedﬁ
gnarled old beeches good for children to climb. On the
of Cudham Lane there was a ﬁ:'my terrace under one of the
shaws of old beeches, which we called “Orchis bank.”
Here grew bee, fly, musk, and butterfly orchises. From
this terrace loohn& across the quiet valley we saw the
shingled spire of Cudham church showing above its old
yews.

Sunday, Sept., 1887.

I was so pleased with Professor Newton's' address at
Manchester (about your father) that I wrote to tell him so.
He has been always so kind and friendly to me that I felt
warranted to do it. . . .

[Nov., 1887].

Snow’s letter impelled me to write to Fanny, and I liked
to do so, as I wanted to talk to a contemporary about Sis-
mondi and his letters and journal, and there are few now
to care about him. I keep putting his sentences into his
voice and manner; and I perceive that though I should now
have patience with his foibles, he would always go against
my taste as wanting manliness—the very antipodes to my
father.

Dee., 1887.

I am wading through Emerson, as I really wanted to
know what transcendentalism means, and I think it is that
intuition is before reason (or facts). It certainly does not
suit Wedgwoods, who never have any intuitions.

My mother had a school-board pupil-teacher to read
aloud to her during part of the winter; she wrote: “I
embarked with her in such a frivolous novel all about flirta-
tions and lovers that I have changed it for Miss Yonge—
all about scarlet-fever and drains.”

My father’s Life was published in the autumn of 1887
and is alluded to below.

1 Professor of Zoology and Fellow of Magdaleno Coll. at Cambridge.
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Emma Darwin to her son Francis.

[Nov., 1887.]
1 share some of your feeling of relief that what I have
been rather dreading is over, and that I don’t believe there
will be anything disagreeable to go tho’. Your relief is
not from this sort of feeling however. T have been reading
the scientific letters, and in almost every one there is some
characteristic bit which charms one. A little mention of
me in a letter of [his to] Laura' sent me to bed with a glow
about my heart coming on it unexpectedly.

Emma Darwin to Margaret Shaen.
Tur GrOVE, Dee. 20, 1887.

I like to think you look back with such affection to
your visits at Down. I shall hope to have them again,
though with such a difference. I used always to feel it
pleasant that my dear one felt you completely one of the
family and not “ company.” I return [your brother] God-
frey’s letter. It has given me deep satisfaction. I always
felt that there should be a very good reason for entering
so much into the inward and family life, and when I see
how the book affects one who knew him so little, it is a

to me. Frank says that he has lost all
modasty dehupem-pnﬂytm His nature is to
doubt and disparage everything he does. .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Jan. 2, 1888.
I must quote Uncle Frank’s words about the book,
which is the highest praise it has yet received. “It is like
hearing Charles’s voice and seeing the expression of his face

g + Life and Letters of C. D., 111, 224.
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CHAPTER XX
1888—1892

i U!IJollleedgwoodoflaitthPMdial—Fl We 00d's
h death—The Parnell Commissi un—-l( _mother’s ill-health—Her

aflection for Dﬂ'n—[ﬂnl G Lieven—The

of Hensleigh Wi s ¢ D Loney
7 Darwin stands for ohﬂalrlm e grandchildren at Down.
My father’s only ving , Caroline, the widow of
,-{:;l;h Wedgwood,ol HlllPlnoo died on January 5,

Jan. 8th, 1888.
- 1 feel that I have lost the only real link with old times.
- I do not count my brothers, as I think most men, and they
~ especially, do not like remembering. I keep almost
‘the last letter which speaks so warmly of caring for my
letters, and T am glad that I wrote more often than usual
lately. Hers was a very wonderful nature in the power of
&  her affections and interests conquering such discomfort as
- she constantly had.

) March 11th, 1888.

T am driven by stress of bad novels to Carlyle again.

His intense integrity about money is admirable. He and
~ his wife were quite angelic about the burning of the Ms.
- A cup of cold water is never wasted on such a heart as
- Richard’s, a propos to my poor little notes.

Tue Grove, May 29, 1888.

I am quite longing to see the fun on the 9th! : George
- said he could get me tickets and place me so near the door

1 The installation of the Duke of Devonshire as Chancellor.
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as to be able to get out: before it is over, It would amuse
me intensely to see Bright, Salisbury, and Grandolph.
The latter is LL.D. on the request of the Prince of Wales.

In the following letter sitting in her chair ” means
sitting in her bath-chair. She would be pulled out to some
favourite ssot and there left for an hour with her knitting,
a book, and Dicky for her companion.

Friday, July, 1888.
These blustering changing days have been especially
pretty and I have sat in my chair watching the clouds as
much as the earth.
Dowx, July, 1888.
It felt so odd yesterday morning going out of the cool
house into the warm air full of hay and lime flowers. I am
afraid both will be over unless you come to-morrow. . . .
We blest the fine day yesterday and it was a regular
ld-fashioned Down Sunday—very idle, very talky, and
some lawn tennis. I heard such merriment going on at the
other side of the room that I was longing to know what little
Mirs Prothero was saying to make Wm., Leo, and Bessy
laugh so much, but it is never of any use asking.

Dowx, July, 1888.
We read aloud one of the New Arabian Nights you
mention, which is very amusing. They are all rather like
dream characters with no pretence of nature. I particu-
larly admire the ending of the bandbox story, when it was
too troublesome to get them out of their scrapes. I am
delighted with Forster's Life. He is so fresh. We are not
delighted with Sir H. Taylor’s Letters. They are not a bit
fresh or spontaneous.

Aug., 1888.

The Irish part of Forster’s Life is very painful and inter-
esting. He was quite hed with all the wicked




f
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- and cruelty and misery he had to do with. I remember

being so angry with the Government for not acting sooner

- when such dreadful things were going on—but there were

some members of the Government who would not agree,
and F. was within an ace of resigning, but went on with

. such powers as he had. It is very good anti-Home Rule

reading and makes one think worse than ever of Parnell.
Frank Wedgwood, my mother’s eldest surviving brother,
died on October 1st, 1888,
October 4, 1888.
I think his was the happiest old age I ever knew. He

~ was entirely without the faults of old age and wiser and

gentler than when he was young.
Nov. 6th, 1888.
I had a v. comf. day yesterday, feeling brisk, with nice

~ books, and Ida coming to tea, with toasted tea-cake, which

she liked. We had a nice talk. Now I must go to my

. Moral Ideal! 1 like all about Plato and Socrates very

. much. It is odd that the feeling of humanity is a modern

~invention, at least no older than Christ, for I think humanity

~ in the Old T. was exclusively confined to their own country-
men.

On January 29th, 1889, she dated her letm to me “ My

. golden wedding-day—No, it is oo—marmw As a m]e no
L ﬁmndeleesd r an;

tions than she did, and her bnoy-nc spirit md the easeneml
reserve of her nature prevented our knowing how much she
dwelt on the past.

Tur Grove, Feb. 1, 1889.
The children came to tea and Ras asked me whether I

* generally had bread and jam, I said, * No, never but when

you come. Perhaps that is the reason why I invite you
that I may get a bit of bread and jam.” He took it rather
seriously.

The Tom Poo]a‘ book is pleasant except that every

} By her nisos, Julia Wolgwood.
‘and his Friends, by Mrs Henry Sandford.
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word of Coleridge’s letters revolts me, they are a mixture
of gush and mawkish egotism, and what seems like humbug.
Do read Tom Poole’s consolation to Coleridge on the death
of his baby. It beats that letter to Cicero on the death
of his dsughur, and yet Poole was a most tender man.
I can’t imagine how my father ever liked and admired
Coleridge. 1 believe Dr Darwin would have been more
acute.
Feb. 28, 1889.
This visit has been a great pleasure to me. Godifrey’s!
ing qualities grow on one. There is much like his
father, but he does not keep so much to the outside of life.

This spring my mother was much out of health and
often felt exhausted and uncomfortable. The Special Com-
mission to inquire into the question of Parnellism and
Crime interested her deeply and she read or had read to
her almost all of it.

May 4th, 1889.

It was such a lovely afternoon and I sat out a good deal.
I am almost comfortable in the air. That blessed Commis-
sion and baiting Parnell helps me over the time beautifully.
1 should think such a defect of memory had never been
known since the Queen’s trial and non mi ricordo. . . .
Frank and George are so nice in coming in often.

May, 1889.

Sir George Paget was very leisurely and painstaking,
and so handsome. I like his medicine too. .

OnSAt.Wonsmeatloalock,mdthspleumofmng
him and talking with him and sitting out with him till
2.30 utterly did me up.

Parnell’s confessions of his lies is most cynical. The
Commission is the comfort of my life. I can maunder over
it for hours.

¥ ddukwno(?rﬂldlwdgwoodlndhdnltheﬁrm
of Josiah Wedgwood and Sons, Etruria.
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May 7th, 1889.
. How lovely a pretty spring is. It seems to me we have
'mt had one for years. The nightingales certainly know
the difference or perhaps it is our having every window
open. I miss you very much, my dear ; but things come
80 quickly at my age that I am always feeling I shall have
_ you soon again.

THE GROVE, June 1st, 1889,

I can hardly put up with Mrs Sherwood's presumption.
How the Evangelicals can imagine they feel shame or
- repentance for an inherent sinful nature which all share
I can’t imagine. I think all those opinions have been so
modified. I remember the infant school at Kingscote
shouting out so jollily, ““ There is none that doeth good,
- No not one.”

1889.

To my surprise (as I disliked the Life of Jefferies so
much) I like his Wild Life in a Southern County very much.
The descriptions of country and birds are excellent, and if
~one is patient and willing to loiter and watch with him it
 gives one nice

I am also modmg Cloughu Life. He was as religious
‘as Lamb at the same age. It is rather sad to see how age
disperses such feelings, especially with thoughtful men.

July 19th, 1889.

1 have had the hair of the verandah nicely cut, and we
are a bit lighter, without looking clipped. The garden is
anitammdmdthcmover Iam ing Paradise
‘> Regained (sandwiched with 's Ot i out: of

compliment to Mr Bright, who used to read it through
~ every Sunday. I find it most tiresome as yet, but I have

not got through the Temptation yet, and it is a hopeless
subject to my mind.
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Dowx, Aug. 10, 1889,

How comical the rages of the Irish M.P.s are! Mr Har-
rington had to be restrained from flying across to Balfour,
because he implied that the words * uniformed blood-
hounds ” had been applied to the police by Mr H.'s paper,
the Kerry Sentinel. It appeared afterwards that the
expression was *“ uniformed hel/hounds.” I hope you have
some nice books. . . . I am reading Brimley's Hssay on
Tennyson, and 1 really think it will set me on reading some
of his poems.

But she added later: “ My reading of Tennyson is come
to an untimely end, and I shall mwtmnﬂymformythmg
of his but some bits of /n Memoriam.”

Aug. 30, 1880,

The weather comes sweeter and sweeter like L.’s kisses.!
We were sitting under the lime-trees yesterday. Ida and
I and some chicks went into the field and admired the
valley. I suppose one does admire one’s own view absurdly.

Sept. 18, 1889.
I hear poor Mary H. is come home no better. I will
ask Dr A. to come and see me. He did not tell me the
chief thing I wanted to know, viz. about food and stimu-
lants, but said she must get an easier mind before she
could be better, which I am afraid shows him to be a goose.
1 wish she and her poor old mother could be asphyxiated—
and James D. in the same batch, as I hear he is going blind
and his business failing.
Dec. 9, 1889.
I had a visit from Mrs Newall to-day. She played a
movement of Brahms, which has satisfied me never to wish
to hear another, though there were grand sort of North wind
gleams in it, but not the vestige of a tune.

1 A saying of one of the uhldnn about his kisses: “ Don’t they
come thweeter and thweeter.
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My mother’s life-long friend Ellen Tollet died in January,
1890. She wrote: “ 1 have been thinking that it is a great
loss to be the youngest of a family, and this death cuts off
m{nmz‘liin:athh b hfeh:r had played deal of

ys my mot] &) a at
e J:mc with her son Francis mdl:x; husband.

e 0 parts, and they went t| h a t
many of the 'ﬁm and Haydn trios and ‘E)w nf;::-
ments out of Beethoven. But now when she was nearly
eighty-two she was not often strong enough for the exer-
tion. Still this winter she wrote: “I had a little tootling

with Frank on his new bassoon.”

On 13th February, 1890, the report of the Special Com-
- mission was laid on the table of the House of Commons.
. The verdict acquitted Parnell of all mspomhﬂ:ﬁy for the
- Phoenix Park murdm, bnt. the Judges asserted that Parnell

and his coll “ did n the system of intimid

tion which led to crime md outrage, but persisted in it with
l knowledge of its effect.”

Feb. 15, 1890.

To think of my not mentioning the Commission. It
has quite satisfied me. The Standard says that the whole
House was reading it, and not troubling themselves about
. the debate.

In April, 1890, her brother, H i hW 0od, was very
ill. She wrote: “I feel very t! for having
brought him to see me last summer. I suppo-e one’s feel-

ings are grown more dull at my age with respect to those
whom I see so seldom; for those who belong more closely
| tomldonotpexeelvomychmgemwmgnbonttbem
~ for joy or sorrow.”
|

b May 13, 1890.

| We had a Mrs H. to tea. B. took her afterwards in the

. garden and gave her flowers. She did not care a pin for

the garden, which pleased me, as it shews she can’t mind

| living in the Huntingdon Road. Yes, I think I shall work
my will on the old acacia.

This meant cutting it down. She was always more revolu-

tionary in the matter of tree-cutting than her children.
The next letter is written after the move to Down and
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the arrival of the George Darwins. My sister told me that
she thought my mother flagged in spirits on each arrival,
eager as she was to go there, mddudynsholovndthe
place. My affection for Down increases

she wrote. Tdnfdzuﬁxtwuoommghmkw
mymhuandch lank depressed her at

Dowx, June 16, 1890.
The children came on Saturday an hour late. Yesterday
was bright and rather cold. Gwenny on the broad grin all
day, saying * What a nice place Down is ”” at intervals, and
Boy very happy too. I went to the coucher yesterday and
found them so utterly tipsy that how they were ever got
into their night-gowns and into bed, I could not imagine.
The baby lay placidly with her bottle, and eyes wide open
in the uproar.
June 20th, 1890.
Yesterday was pleasant and bright. George took Gwenny
a walk by Cudham Lodge to the Salt-Box and then along
that ridge below. I saw her coming home perfectly fresh
and laden with flowers and ome strawberry. G. said she
had been in an ecstasy the whole way, and he looked full
of enjoyment himself. He hit upon a lovely picnic place,
an old chalk-pit, but I believe it would do just as well to go
to some place near at hand. With older children a new and
romantic place is a great additional charm.

Dows, July 66h, 1890.

‘We had fires all over the house as the day was bitter—
a sort of day when one hates the very sight of the flower
garden.

Emma. Darwin to her son Leonard.
Tar GrROVE, October 14th, 1880.
Cambridge is all upside down about Sequah, a quack
doctor who holds meetings fwice every day and is attended
by thousands.
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The general routine is that a rheumatic man is helped
up into the van where he takes a sort of dram and is rubbed
for 20 minutes or so, the band playing loud to drown his
cries. He comes out, and Sequah asks him to dance, which
he does. [Sequah] makes great sums by the sale of his
medicine, which is in fact whisky and laudanum or some
anodyne. But he also throws about sovereigns and gives
them to unsuccessful cures; and in one case, to an old woman
‘who was not cured, he said, “ I can do nothing for you, but
here is a plaster on your shoulder which I am sure will suit
you.” It proved to be a £5 note. “Sequah’’ is a company
with many agents. Young women are anxious to touch
him as they believe it will make their love affairs succeed.

Causrives, Sunday, October 26th, 1890.

William and George went a pilgrimage to a General
‘Bulwer’s, a beautiful place in Norfolk, to see the picture of
an Erasmus Earle, an ancestor. I sneered at them with
great contempt for such a fool’s errand; in spite of that,

~ however, they enjoyed their trip.

e

This autumn my mother had a scheme for giving pleasure
yto her poorer nei hboum by opening out a strip of her field
A to the tingdon Road. It was bordered with
] traes and she wmhad to make it a kind of play-place

for the children. The plan was, however, found to be
- impossible.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Nov. 14, 1890.

I opened my boulevard scheme to George, who did not
so much as T d. Horace doubts whether
it would be much valued.
Here are a set of fine trees giving pleasure to no creature,
and my proposal is to pub a close paling half way along
. voL.m.
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the centre of it, and leave the half open to the road, making
a gravel walk and possibly a seat. One objection is that
the place does not belong to me but to the executors.

Nov., 1890.

I am vexed about Pepper.! I feel it quite sad to ex-
tinguish such a quantity of enjoyment as lived in that little
body. Thank goodness I have nearly finished [Stanley’s]
Darkest Africa and it must be the most tiresome book in
the world, so confused and diffuse, with immense long con-
versations verbatim that end in nothing. His contempt
for Emin’s taste for Natural History is very comical, and
certainly he does not fall into that mistake himself. He
observed nothing.

Tue GROVE, Dec. 3, 1890.

I set Matheson reading the Nineteenth Century and I
almost make a vow never to read a mvxew agam There
is one of Huxley’s g Gl ’s ds on
the former ”Plg * article. W. E. G. by his blunders gives
him an excellent opportunity, but the article would really
have more effect if he had stated the case simply, with no
“ chortling.”

1890—91 was a very severe winter. Much bnd-iee%ent
on at the Grove, cocoanuts, fat and hemp were pro for
titmice, nuts and pea-nuts for the nut-hatches, and middlings
in basinsful for the rooks, starlings, and jackdaws.

Jan. 13, 1801.

I did so enjoy the dirty snow and the departure of the
rooks yesterday (I wonder what they could find the 1st day
and before the snow was gone). I believe the real reason
of the departure of the frost is my giving skates to the young
P.s, or it might have been John’s fur cape.

1 Pepper, a little dog who was condemned because he would bite

ardeners. However, he was tried in London, where he bit children.
e was then sent to the i of C: at Addis
where we may hope he reformed his ways.
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I saw a hedge-sparrow in the hard frost scrabbling in
the gravel on its stomach with its wings spread. Did it
want dusting or what ?

Jan. 18, 1801,

1 had good Mr C., who has the familiar, affectionate,
evangelical manner. He thinks Booth's power is some-
thing wonderful in drilling to perfect obedience such a low
set. Also that teetotalism and keeping the Sabbath are
the two greatest reforms in the world. It is odd he should
put them on the same level.

) Jan., 1891

~ The correspondence of Lord Grey and Princess Lieven
~ is as good as a history. Their friendship continued through
| opposite and strong political opinions on every subject.
. There is never a tinge of vanity or coquetry in her letters.
- His are solemn and dry though affectionate. One can't
help wondmng how the friendship arose. They are both
utterly sincere,

1 wish zhm were some notes on the scandals mentioned
—e.g. tgmcumanltd the Duke of Cumberland to Lady
Lyndhurst. It is curious to see Princess Lieven’s opinion
d the Duke of Wellington, so utterly different from that of

all parties now. I am afraid however that he did put a
lpokem&hewheelofthauﬂmofﬁ-m

Feb. 3, 1801.

The dispute still rages in the Nineteenth Century whether
the Gadarenes lawfully kept swine or not, as if it signified.
Fuwy supposing a miracle to be especially directed against

. an infringement of & ceremonial law like that.

Sunday and yesm'dny were very bright and pleasant and

~ the thrushes began to sing.

If T had been Lady Grey I should not have approved of
InrdGreysletmscohia“dmt dearest Princess.” It
was a curious friendship. They were each uneasy if they
did not have a letter every two or three days. . ..
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I am thinking of taking a leaf out of Lord Grey’s book
and answering your lstmrs categorically. It is funny how
he never omits ing a scold or a lis

Ap., 1891,

At last the garden is looking cheerful, but anemones
and polyanthus drooping in the sun after a frosty night,
and Bourne does not venture to water them. I really wish
he would not work so fast, and Chapman [under-gardener]
is like an overdriven post-horse.

I want to give Gwen a tricycle and Maud prefers a bicycle.
I don’t know how it will be settled. The little Vernon
Harcourt girls go on bicycles but I can’t fancy grown-up
girls doing it.

M mother’s at one gardener working so fast, and

lt.y for the other, reminds me that from sympathy with

the ousemaids she was often unhappy at so much time
being spent in dusting the legs of the banisters and chairs.

Ap. 19, 1891.

I am reading Lowell’s Essay on Wordsworth after Shairp
and he suits me much better. He is rather caustic and
amusing, and his writing is as neat as if it was French, also
he does not soar higher than I can reach.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

CamsrivGE, Wednesday, May 6th (1891 1].
The day was perfect with my beloved east wind, and it
was the first time that the tulips have really opened their
eyes. Iam always divided at this time of the year between
the wish to stay on to enjoy the spring and early summer
here, and the opposite wish to be at Down before the trees
have become dark and summerlike.

This summer saw my mother alone m her  generation.

Her last remaining brother Hensleigh on June lst,
1891.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowx, July 25, 1891.

I am much interested in De Quincey’s letters, or rather
in Dorothy Wordsworth’s to him. There must have been
something very engaging in him to have received such nice,
wholesome letters, full of the children.

Then follow some paragraphs about patterns of chintz

and arrangements for the come and go of life, and as a
postscript written across the letter:

Such a loath ling letter of Coleridge to De
Quincey, declining to pay his debt.

Sept. 9th, 1891,

I look out at the sunny sky, and the trees in Smith’s lane
all quiet and glowing, instead of being tossed as they were
all August.

The foll letters were written to me at Durham,

where I was ill for two mont.hs from having taken a dose of
pumlysed both ieet. b d‘na':rl d‘t‘:; l‘xny
adly burnt ot

battlel during the long insensibility.

Dowx, 19th Sept., 1891

The children were very happy all day out of doors. It
was pretty to see Margaret walk up to Dicky on the hard
gravel with her naked feet and put her head down on his
back to “ love him.”

In the course of a few days when you can mark any-
thing of a step forward it would be nice to have a telegram
80 as to enjoy it a day sooner.

Dowx, Sept. 20th, 1891,

R.s good account and your precious little note came
together, and made me feel in a glow of happiness.
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Bwmma Darwin to her son Leonard.
DowN, October 22nd [1891 1].
1 had a call from a pretty Mrs ——, so soft and affected
I could hardly stand her. I think affectation is just as
rare as merriment nowadays. . . . Lady Derby deserved
more than civility, as I think she has some real affection for
me (odd to say).

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tue GrovE, Oct. 17th, 1891.

I don’t think Ruth is at all suitable for you. I wish you
had forgotten say Her Dearest Foe or Fair Carew (have you
thought of kidneys ?) or still more Emma.

1 should like you to see Dr Drummond again (let me pay
for him). . .. I think R. is a little like your father in seeing
the downs more strongly than the ups (e.g. he always thought
my headaches worse than they were). I wish you could
play patience with your one poor hand.

Her suggestion as to eating kidneys, so oddly thrown in,
was because I had great difficulty about food. She was
anxious I should be moved to the Grove as soon as it was
possible, and wrote as to this: (Oct. 25) “If you had any
drawback (which I do not expect), I should be much less
uneasy while you were at hand and every improvement would
be noted and give me constant happiness. Also when you
were able to bear the open air, getting out of doors for five
or ten minutes here would be easier and more satis

than in your own house. In spite of this my real wish is
that you should do what would%e really best for you.”

I went home first but soon moved to the Grove, where I
had a delightfuly happy time, with her sheltering care about
me as if I was again a child.

Jan. 30th, 1892.

How I hate Thackeray’s women. He makes Mrs Pen
and Laura behave exactly like the women in Ruth who
are so detestable, and Thackeray thinks it quite right. I
rejoiced when that tiresome Helen died and there was an
end to all the praises and raptures about her.
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April 22nd, 1892,

T hope you enjoy the change of weather. I do in the
spirit, but in the flesh I was very hot and done up.

Carry is busy in the evening smartening a pink flannel
petticoat, and I feel a person so much more comfortable
who is doing something. We read Severn’s Life which
does very well. He is rather a foolish man, and talks of
Keats’ dying of the persecution of his enemies when it was
consumption, with every care the best Dr (Sir J. Clark),
and the best nursing could give. Severn behaved nobly in
sacrificing everything to go with Keats (his father knocked
him down with indignation at his persisting in going), but
it made his fortune as it happened.

Ewma Darwin to her son George.
Tre Grovs, April 3, 1892,

Your children met Frances here on her birthday the
30th. It was to be celebrated by her using a knife and
she asked her mother to put me in mind “ and don’t smile
when you ask her.” They were very jolly and could hardly
eat for chatter. It was the first time I have seen Charley
out-talked : but he went steadily on with his meat. After-
wards they went in the field after primroses.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
[1892.]

M. gave me such a tragic account of the agency of her
brother John. When he was busy on the Lurgan part of
the estate he was quite safe and everyﬂnng prosperous;
but he had ionally to go to a bit, of the
Bath estate, and after the Plan of Campaign his life was
in constant danger and they used to be trembling for him
until he and his clerk with their revolvers came home. On
one occasion when he owned to her, on saying good-night,
that he had received a threatening letter, she sent privately
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to inform the inspector of Police of his danger, so when he
got to Carrickmacross he found to his surprise a company
of mounted police ready to accompany him. Nothing
could make him consent to let them come with him. He
said “if he once shewed the white feather he should never
be able to shew his face there again.” So he and the poor
clerk (dreadfully al d) held their 1 ready and
drove on and they were not shot at. All this strain broke
down his health and nerve. . . .

These last letters of Johnson are a treat to me. I enjoy
poking out bits of new in them.

Dowx, June, 1802,
The kitten is very happy and most charming, settling
itself on my neck, purring hard, with occasional smudges
on my face. Dicky naturally disgusted with it. . .. It does
80 enjoy my delicate slices of cold beef.
July 19th, 1892
Our stiff book is H. James' stories and our light one
Leslie Stephen’s Hours in a Library 3rd series. He is so
pleasant after all that subtlety.
Bessy and I both agree that we could not really care for
other people’s pretty things—a propos to your enjoying the
house [Idlerocks, the Godfrey Wedgwoods).

As a fact my mother did not care much for objets d'art,
either her own or other people’s.

Emma Darwin to Margaret Shaen in New Zealand,

Dowx, July 15, 1892.

++ . We are living in the election and I rejoice to think
that Leonard will be out of his pain on Monday. Our old
men, Parslow and Lettington, declined to vote at all—
“They always had voted Liberal ” etc., and did not know
or care a penny about Home Rule. Well, my letter will be
full of the election, so I will try to shut it out. ...

Little Charley has capital spirits and at luncheon he
rather tired me by talking at the utmost pitch of his voice,
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80 one day I said “Now I am going to give a penny to
everybody who talks low at luncheon time.” “Shall you
give one to aunt Etty 7’ “Yes.” “Shall you give one
to aunt Bessy ?” ““Yes.” “And to Father and Mother ?”
“Yes.” It had a great effect and I doled out the pennies
all round. I only included the grown-ups the first day, but
Gwenny and Charley earned 10d. each before they went
away.
7 Yours, my dear Margaret,
E. Darwix.

My mother was deeply interested in the General Election of
July, 1892, fought on the question of Home Rule. I have now
her map of England on which she coloured every seat as
it was lost or gained. Her son Leonard was standing for
Lichfield as a Liberal-Unionist. After the election was
over, she wrote: “I am so intensely interested in the
debates I must put myself on sboppuges or I shall wear
out my eyes.”

Bmma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My DEAR LEONARD, Downx, July 19th [1892].
We got your blessed telegram at 2.45. Now we
must hope that there will be no dissolution. I had been
schooling myself not to mind much, but we all owned we
had kept a corner of hope at the back of our minds. Now
you will rest, poor souls. It would be delightful if you would
come here soon.  You would be much more tired if you had
failed. I send you Henrietta’s remarks about your speaking
as she so thoroughly appreciated it, and I should like you
to be more conceited.
Dowx, Saturday, July 23rd [1892].
My pEAR LEONARD AND BEE,
I must tell you how your two delightful letters
warmed my heart.
We shall have a happy meeting on Friday and I have
asked George and Frank to rush over for a day. They
will not have a brother elected to Parliament every day in
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the week. William laments that he cannot come, also
Horace. I always feel how your father would have en-
joyedit. ...
Yours, my two dear ones,
E.D.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
July 31st, 1892,
We have had great amusement and election talk. . . .
Lettington [the old gardener] said to Leonard “I don't
agree with your politics; but I did not think it was in you to
make such a noble speech.”

The large house at Down could hold more than one family
of the grandchildren, and she greatly enjoyed h.vmg them
all round her. She wrote: (Aug. 28) “ Frances was
at breakfast. Ruth took salt with her iorndga)lo E‘nnoes
decided to hnve ity but then Nora she had
to eh:::‘fe q\'uc Bernard is a jewel for pln.y, ‘and I found

and Frank also, with different gym-
nastics on the lhde vnth their lhoel oﬂ and hot.”

The “nhde" Wwas a § ong shallow
wooden tray of polished deal whi wu luwhed by a cross-

piece of wood on to a step of the stairs, and thus reared up

3wlugh nwudun'ed ’I'baehx.ldm cll]l:: dmznhat(ln

sitting, to tl ¢ Tt

could be ml.ae almost flat for l:tfle children and steep
enough to make the big ones come down with a grand rush.

Dow, Sept. 12, 1892.
There was such a dark sentence in Snow’s letter that I
could not keep my senses from the beginning to the end;
but M. gave me a concise translation and said it meant that
“ you were fond of people though they were dull.”

THaE GROVE, Oct., 1892.
Le Caron® will be wholesome reading for Gladstone. It
is a good thing to recall the brutality and cruelty of the
‘hcmwnhmmhﬁmﬁomﬁovan}mﬁmﬂhld

been very active in the Fenian raids on Canada. Parnell
Commission nothing was brought out to his discredit,
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Clan-na-gael and how inti ly Parnell was d
with them; and to reflect that Gallaher and other dyna-
miters are now in prison. ... I think it will do good in

this pause. The atrocity of the Dynamiters makes one
nearly condone any amount of treachery on his part.
President Andrew Johnson openly sympathised with the
first Fenian raid into Canada, and returned all the arms
into the hands of the Fenians. Le Caron was the cause
of the entire failure of both raids. He thinks the Secret
service is much underpaid. The book makes me wish to
read again his cross-examination and Parnell’s.

Nov. 1, 1892,
Crabb Robinson’s Diary is a blessing and I can talk with
him for a few minutes any time and feel refreshed. I
almost think he will set me reading the Ezcursion! . . .
His prosaic moderation does so suit me, and Miss ——'s
gush and repetitions do so not suit me, but there is a good
deal that is interesting in her book.
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CHAPTER XXI
18931806

My mother's ill-health—Miss Cobbe—A great storm—A hmhdny
letter to my mother—Her better health—Herbert Spencer-
R. B. thohﬂald’l illness—My mother’s last illness and death.

My mother’s health was in a very uncomfortable state fmm

the autumn of 1892 until the end of 1893. She

her htwnto tell me exactly how nhsvu,bnc alwa tuook
.lvel Inn:l;lm-bemax-momemzI Mymgun;e

lo y,”“ mmm ;men;oyingte

gm.ﬂz the heat this summer.
Altachemhat e wrote June 20th, “I feel
qmﬁehpsyloohngontﬂ.t.h»durhlnk-kynddnn]ad
windows,” and again “ sneh a lovely puddle on the walk
and the barometer so low.

Dows, Aug. 6th, 1803.

I was going to write and order Leo Maxse's National
Review, but F. Greenwood’s article on W. B. G. is so mon-
strous I have held my hand. It makes him out a fiend and
I am afraid such violence will neutralise what is good in
the Review.

Aug. 31st, 1898 (your wedding day).

. . . Leonard said Balfour’s speech, which I thought so
impertinent to W. E. G., was quite charming in its manner
and playfulness. A Mr Paul, a Gladstonian member, sat
by L. and said  that is quite delightful.”

T had been all September at Down whilst my sister
‘was abroad. Itvumldmlmonthoiﬁmmths My
mother wrote to her at the end of our time together: “A
d.itma.l day, but Sir John Luhbook says that nd weather

is really bad, so we must not mind.”
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Tue GrOVE, Dec. 23rd, 1893.

George came bringing me a letter from Boy, so perfectly
well spelt he can’t be a Darwin. George gave him an
envelope for it, and addressed it to me in red ink, which
surprised and pleased Boy and he said, ““Grandmamma
will like that.”

Jan, 27th, 1804.

I am grown to like Lowell much better at the end. He
adores London and its climate especially, and the Parks
and the thrushes all winter through. There are some notices
of W. E. G. in which I think he judges him justly. W.E.G.
said in '86 that he had never seen such universal enthusiasm
for anything as for Home Rule at that time. Lowell sug-
gested that the feeling might be for himself. Lowell says
he (Gladstone) has no proportion in his mind, caring as
much for Robert Blsmere as for Gordon.,

Emma Darwin to Laura Forster.
Tae Grove, March, 1894.
Are you not surprised at Morley’s attempting to do away
with Lord Rosebery’s speech.! I have some hopes that
Lord Rosebery himself will have some manliness and not

Tae Gove, May 5th, 1894,

... I am deep in Dean Stanley's Life and I like it so
much. I saw him once, but he was in the blaze of Mrs F.'s
flattery which I dare say shut him up—but he certainly
1 Lord Rosebery became Premier on Gladstone's final retirement
on t.lu 3rd March. Lord Rosebery’s statement as to Home Rule was

waiched for.  The words that Morley attempted to do awa
‘would be: * The noble, Marquess [of Salisbury| mado
nfess m;

mﬁmhxlz\ff' e aed by the Toporial P t%mm
[lome e 18 con« m] lament as
ominant member of the p.m:'-nmp £ the throo s,
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was cold and dry. I am sure I shall be much attached to
him. I must own I don’t remember Mrs F.’s flattery to
him, but it must have been there.

The following letter relates to a request from Miss Cobbe
to include certain correspondence from my father in her
Audobiography. He had written to her exp: strong
sympathy with the victims of a supposed case of harsh-
ness on the part of his colleagues, the magistrates of our
division of Eent The case had been hruughf, forward
in the Echo, of which Miss Cobbe was then the editor.
Without asking for permission, she changed the
of this letter from *dear Miss Cobbe” into “Su" ut
out, without putting marks of omission, all those sen-
tences which would show that it was a private letter to a
friend, and then published this travesty of it in the Hcho

above his ure. All readers would suppose that
my father had addressed lt expressly to that paper for
publication. He took no steps in the matter, thouil;xwgu

S,

further en&uu'y he found that there had been no
and that there was no miscarriage of justice.

Tuz Grove, May, 1894.

Miss Cobbe asks Snow to ask me whether she may publish
any letters of F.’s in her Autobiography. If I do consent
I think I must forbid any of those about the imprison-
ment of Stephen X. which she garbled and published in
the Hcho. Had I better ask to see them ¢ I don’t want
to insult Miss Cobbe. . . .

After a heavenly night I feel quite set up, with all bothera-
tions done away by the good help of all my children, Frank
and Horace being moderate and helpful and saving me all
decision.

Aug., 1894

You asked me about the Message of Israel 1 believe
no books now affect me any more than by a transient
interest. It did draw my attention to some syblime bits

1 By her niece Julia Wedgwood.
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in the Prophets and Psalms, and I enjoyed her abuse of
Esther. .

Angumm Hare'’s Two Noble Lives is most entertaining
and pleasant, though the letters are merely natural, and
telling what happens without a spark of wit and humour.
The two lovely ladies (Canning and Waterford) had no
children, which was a pity for the beauty of the world. It
makes one think the “ quality »* very affectionate and kind-
hearted.

Nov. 5th, 1894.

I think Mrs F. is an h woman now, inf
me of what others gave her, and I hope she may escape
being corrupted. I will do my best not to help in that.

I have been reading Waldstein’s Ruskin. The admiring
part I did not feel up to, but the chapter on social ques-
tions delights me as speuking so strongly of his narrow
want of sympathy: e.g. in thinking it a real misfortune
that railroads should d 1 iful places by enabling
vulgar people to crowd into them. He couples Carlyle
with him in presumption, and says that Ruskin never
forgets himself for a second, and then contrasts your father’s
love of truth and moderation in quite a delightful passage.

Feb. 5, 1895,

I believe you would like Mrs Craven if you could skip
all the religion. In the year ’86 she has exactly our feelings
about Ireland and [the] G. 0. M.’s mad folly. It always
seems to me like boasting when she tells how entirely she
feels that God decides everything for her; she should keep
that to herself. . . . The French stories by Julliot are dull
and odious, and the little novel La Folle du Logis quite pretty
and nice. How very odd the French are.

Tue GroVE, Mar. 25, 1895.
T wonder whether you had our yesterday’s storm. It

increased in violence all morning and was at its height
about two. I looked out to see the trees swaying, and



304 A Century of Family Letters [cmA®. xx1

remarked on the big wych-elm; I looked away for a minute,
and then looked again and saw it was down. Then came
a great noise, as if of a great weight falling, and we saw
part of a chimney down near the north corner. Frank and
Bernard soon came in to see if we were frightened. They
said some trees were down across the road. Then came
another great bang and we settled to go down to the draw-
ing-room. Eventually two stacks of three chimneys each
were blown down. We shut the sonth-west window [shutters]
and felt more quiet there, not that I was frightened. It is
50 bright and calm I hope I shall go out and see the damage,
especially the big tree.
April 22, 1895.

I seem to have been reading nothing but about young
girls lately—Miss Bronte, Miss Edgeworth, the Burneys,
the Winkworths. The Brontes and Winkworths went
through the same morbid feelings about sin and religion.
The Burneys did not trouble their heads, and Miss Edge-
worth was very strict with herself but not in the way of
religion. I should like to know when they came to the age
of 40 or so how much their feelings and opinions had ap-
proached each other.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.

My DEAR SARA, THe GroVE, May 3 [1895].

I cannot easily express the happiness your note
gives me. To keep such warm affection as yours all these
years, and also to know that you feel the same as ever to
Charles fills me with gratitude.

1 think it is a surprising thing that at 87 I should feel
stronger and better in every way than I did at 85.
My best love to my dear William who is as steadfast as
you.
Yours, my dear daughter in heart,
4 Eyma DARWIN.
1 Her birthday was on May 2nd, 1808.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
May 18th, 1895.

... I am reading the Psalms and I cannot conceive how
they have satisfied the devotional feelings of the world for
such centuries. I am at the 35th, and about three or four
I have found beautiful and satisfactory, the rest are almost
all calling for protection against enemies or for vengeance—
one fine penitential Psalm.

Matheson is reading Macaulay's Life to me, and his
letters are delightful. He was as good a hater as St
Simon, but did not keep up his rancour so long. His
intense feeling about his sisters’ marriages was very un-
common.

The following is written after Maud Darwin’s return
from America, with her two children, Gwen and Charles.

[May, 1895.]

About 5.30 came George and Maud and Billy more
smiling and sweet than ever. A. V. Dicey discussed
America with Charles, especially the ice creams, which they
had every day. I attempted a little talk with Charles
about the voyage, but he was full of the bricks, and bygones
are tiresome to children.

THE GROVE, June 4th, 1895.

I had a very dissipated day yesterday and I was not
tired. Horace in the morning. P. [the butler] came
in with solemn apologies and said his mother was very
anxious to see me. In she came, so young and handsome
and stately, and we talked away, as soon as we could get
off the subject of my wonderful kindness, on which she
was as tiresome as her daughter-in-law.

Then came Mrs Marshall. Dicky got on her lap and she
nursed him all the time looking very pious.

VOL. I 20



306 A Century of Family Letters [omap.xx1

Down, July 19, 1895.
R.s hopeful note and another from Leo®! still more
hopeful, made me quite easy. Mrs Goude and Matheson
have got a flag half made. Matheson said it would be
bad luck to finish it before the Election was declared.
Anne [the village shop] furnishes the materials gratis. . . .
1.30 just received the bad news—how flat! I have hardly
the heart to go on with the map. I trust the first object of
the Government will be to get rid of the twenty extra Irish
Members. . . .

This autumn for some temporary reason she had “a
stolid businesslike-looking pupil teacher who will not be a
bit shy ” to read aloud to her.

Oct. 1895.

My reader is a great success. It is Cranford, and “ D—n
Dr Johnson > comes in. She stopped dead and said “a
slang expression.” I can’t perceive she is ever amused.
I am stuck in Balfour® His argument about the un-
certainty of sight seems so feeble to me that I think I can’t
understand it. What I do understand makes me think
less of his good sense.

Oct. 18th, 1895.

T have finished Balfour. Of course I don’t do the book
justice, but the last two or three pages seem to me very
inconclusive. I can agree with him that the belief in a
God who cares, is an immense safeguard for morality; but
I do not see that the doctrine of the Atonement is any
additional safeguard—yes, I do see it partly. Also I am
surprised at his considering that morality is impossible
without some religion, which he gives as an axiom not to
be disputed. I quite agree that the remains of Christian
feeling make us unable to judge of the present race of
a.gnosﬁcs.

Darwin was standing ngm for Lmhﬁeld and was defeated.
: The E'mmmu of Belief, by A. J. Balfour.
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Under the date February, 1893, my mother co these
lmuh-umlnllmmmtohnrbookyd M

CXVI,

Not. lll regret: the face will shi
Upon me, while I muse alone;
And that dear voice, I once have known,
till speak to me of me and mine:

Yet lesa of sorrow lives in me

For days of ln&py commune dead.

Less r the friendshi} ﬂeﬂ
‘Than some strong bond which is to

the last year of my mother’s life her health was
bemrt an it had been for some years. Her letters show
how full of energy and an]uymut she was, and her power
ofl.wmgmthehvuolf.hose cared for made her really
Iz pleasures at secondhand, and kept many avenues
to life open ﬂnt are often closed to the old. It was difficult
to remember that she would be eighty-eight on May 2nd of
this year.
Jan. 15th, 1896.

.. I feel it pleasant to be silent and quiet for a bit. I
am flattered by the warm tone of Lady Derby’s note; but
when she calls my letter charming, I feel a little like William
when Mrs Thorley called him a “ sweet boy.”

Public affairs look better, especially since Lord Salisbury
has said that he will make any information public.! How
odious the Irish are, even Davitt, who one thought was a
decent man. Do they really think the downfall of England
would not ruin Ireland also ?

Feb. 28th, 1896.

Poor Hope! about hunting. I wonder whether it would
at all console her to learn that I had the same trouble.
I should think that Godfrey would sympathise entirely
with her. Your father did not with me, as he thought

. ’l'heJ.mmn Raid on the Transvaal had taken place at the end
of December, 1895.
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hunting much the least cruel sport, and so far I agree, only
it is undoubtedly brutal. One trap gives more suffering
than a dozen hunts. . ..

The next two letters refer to a correspondence with
Herbert: Spencer as to the gift to Mr Huxley mentioned

in his Life, p. 366, vol. 1. 'Mr Spencer wished to know
from me whether my mother’s memory corroborated his
own view that he alone originated the i She, however,

was quite sure that Mrs Lyell first spoke of it to herself and
my father.
March, 1896.

Your letter just come. I remember it all pretty clearly.
F. heard first about it from Mrs Lyell, so no doubt it was
set on foot in two places. We heard nothing about Herbert
Spencer. What a fuss he makes. You shall have the letter
safely back. . .. Itisthe greatest monument of vanity I ever
saw. I am quite certain my memory is just, as I remember
that Mrs Lyell was affected nearly to tears when she was
speaking to us on the subject. No doubt Herbert Spencer
was exerting himself independently.

It was such a lovely morning yesterday I took a drive
along the Backs. They look quite different in the morning
light, and the elm buds have taken a purplish glow.

I cannot help chuckling a little over Herbert Spencer’s
reception of your answer.

‘f Dicky, her little fox-terrier, met with an
uxndant and had to go to the dog doctar for some time.
She missed him very much and wrote: “I believe Dicky

years, and T do wish for

morning Dicky lay on her bed whilst she breakfasted. But,
at about ten, as soon as he heard the second an’s bell
he started up, vehemently insisted on bamghe out, rushed
to e postman, for whom he had a strong
attachment, and took a short round with This post-
man fell ill, lndsheﬁoldhowsheaeanm topnythamk
man a visit: “Price took Dicky to , and there

B:k; tender meeting on both lidu, the postman kissing
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In the Spring of 1896 my mother agreed to discontinue
gmng away penny bread-tickets Y at the door of her house
at Down. tickets were h.gable in bread by the village
baker. This form of charity existed for some fifty years,
and it shows her reasonableness and power of taking in new
ideas that she was brought to believe it encouraged tramps
ggm, and was not necessary for saving actual

Tue Grove, 4p. 12, 1896.

I have written to George to ask him to diminish the bread
tickets while they are at Down, which will make it easier
for Mary Anne. I think there always used to be a great
burst of tramps in the spring, and once I found the yard full
of hearty Irishmen refusing to go away, till I sent for the

an.

The birds [Margaret’s canaries] have laid three eggs,
and I think I shall boil them if I could be sure that the
murder would not be discovered. They are pleasant com-
pany. I have found Voltaire’'s Louis XIV. very pleasant
and short, leaving out the battles. Voltaire seems so
impressed with his magnanimity and generosity, as if a
despotic King could be generous. V. seems really to forget
where the money came from.

The “Shop" mentioned in_the next letm is that of
“The of

which hcr son Horace was the head. It had futely been
moved into new and better premises.

May 18th, 1896.

I liked seeing the Shop on Sunday. It is a perfect situa~
tion, surrounded with gardens and so quiet. I did not
mount up to the show-room. Horace’s room is so nice
and airy and quiet. It made me think more of him to
have such a shop.

1 like Capt. Younghusband’s travels,! though one might
skip pages much like each other. The camels go on for
twenty hours or so and the ponies and mules for eight or
ten. They are fed up enormously and well treated.

! The Heart of a Uontinent,
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May 20th, 1896.
We had some rain in the morning which made things
fresh and beautiful. I sat out for a long time, and Helen
[nurse] and Billy joined me. His wild delight, rushing
about on his twinkling bare feet, was the prettiest thing I
ever saw. You must see it before he is older. He some-
times dances a little.
Tue Grove, May 31, 1896

I bad a snug evening with Mildred reading part of the
bmken last novel of L. Stevenson, in which he gives most
ions of ch you don’t care for. He

has no notion what is tiresome or not.

June 21, 1896
A propos to Cardinal Manning, I think every convert
must be between two stools for a time, but nine or ten years
was certainly long. It made him appear deceitful, but I
very much excuse him.
June 29, 1896.
On Saturday I took a drive into Holwood. It looked a
new place to me from the growth of the trees; especially
the band of beeches along the paling, which I used to despise
as such poor-looking trees. The mare is perfect on grass
and up the hills, not pulling and straining. I went in and
out among the green drives, and I shall go again and never
drive anywhere else.
July 11th, 1896.
‘What a pathetic Essay * the last in the volume of Leslie
Stephen’s. It is evidently a pouring out of his soul on his
wife. T also like his notion that the world does not know
of a quarter of the goodness and happiness that exists, and
that every perfect character causes a sort of halo of influence
and example around it.

All the family came to Down during this last summer.
She went out: more, and saw some of the old haunts in her
bath-chair that she had not visited for years.

1 Social Rights and Duties, Vol. 11, p. 225.






410 A Century of Family Letlers [omar.xx:

May 206, 1896.
We had some rain in the morning which made things
fresh and beautiful. I sat out for a long time, and Helen
(nurse] and Billy joined me. His wild delight, rushing
about on his twinkling bare feet, was the preftiest thing 1
ever saw. You must ses it béfore he is older. He some-
times dances a little.
i Py GrovE, May 31, 1596,
1 had s snug evening with Mildred reading part of the
bmhh‘nonldkmhvmbdvummt
of ch yondon“mlur He
Iulnonoﬁenvhnkm«noc

< June 21, 1896
)mwwcmdwng,lﬁhhkemconven
must be between two stools for a time, but nine or ten years
was cerbainly long. Tt made him appear déceitful, but I
very much excuse him.
Jume 29, 1895,
On&tmdgyltook.d.nwmtolldvood. It looked &
to me from the growth of the trees; especially
m&dmmmmmlmwhw
as such poorlgoking trees. The mare is perfect on grass
and up the hills, not pulling and straining. ' T went in and
mm‘thwdﬂmmdllhnngnngﬁnmdw
dﬂunyvheudn
July 116k, 1896,
.pthndc&uy'mhntmdlevdmofm
Stephen's. 1t is evidently a pourinig ouf of his soul on his
wife. T also'like his notion that the world does not know
of a quarter of the goodness and happiness that exists, and
Mommehmumawndwodhﬂm
and example around it.
All the family came to Down during this last summer
She went out more, and saw some of the old haunts in her
bath-chair that she had not visited for years.

* Social Rights and Dubies, Vol. 1t p. 225.
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Aug. 18th, 1896,
Nurse goes to-morrow to Tunbridge Wells, where she
is to get me some shoes, old-fashioned slippers which she
says can be found nowhere else—in short she knows every-
thing. Well, good-bye for to-day.
Nurse’s manner to me is like one housemaid to another a
little beneath her, but I am not the least offended.

Dowx, Aug. 30 [1896].

Rose’s letter duly came. I send it as it is so nice. The
moral I draw is that a bit of jewelry is the present that
gives the most pleasure, ¢.9. the little amethyst brooch
which gave me such intense pleasure when I was 14 (apart
from any sentiment). I shall be on the look-out for five
brooches or lockets for my grand- d,aughwrs The Holwood
[blackberrying] party d Gwenny brought a
tin full, while Boy and Margt. eat most of theirs. George
and Maud found Lady Derby at tea alone, and they had an
interesting talk, chiefly about the Duke of Wellington, with
whom she was intimate, as with every other great man.
She said she owed more to him in forming her character
than to anyone, and even now she found herself considering
what he would do in such a case. She never heard him say
a severe or unkind word. She was walking with him when
he stopped to soothe a erying boy. He only put his hand
on his head, and told him not to cry, when the boy stopped
dead, and the Duke said, “ I can always stop a crying child.”
1 suppose however it was only the effect of surprise, and the
child might begin crying again.

Sept. 5th, 1896,

George and the dear chicks are just gone in the waggonet.
On Thursday I made John take me a circuit in the chair
by Down Hall and the Cudham Lane. I was glad to see the
Cudham Lane once more. It looked ever so much deeper,
with high hedges and trees grown. I came back over the
big field and through the Smith’s yard. I felt the sharp
wind over the bare field quite like an old friend.
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Sept. 6th, 1896.

I had an interesting talk with Lady Derby yesterday
about the Duke of Wellington. He came to see her when
she was very unhappy at the death of her eldest brother,
and said to her, “I shall write to you every day; it may
amuse you.” He kept his word, and wrote every day till
his death in 1852 (she is now 73, so do a sum which I can-
not manage). She owns his was not a happy marriage
though he was always kind, but she was silly and wearied
him. Scandal was talked. She said it was only flirtation.

September this was a depressing month, with much
rain every da; hehsdnotbeenw&lan d wrote to me:
“I fancy Kad mg too mnch especially after
lunclmon mth the o dten Often, after lunch, she E:nm
the “ galloping tune ” for them to dumeto just as s
done years before for us.

We had intended to l_ﬁo abroad this September, but my
husband fell seriously ill at Dover, and when he could be
moved, we went home to Kensington Square.

Sept. 18th, 1896,

I am sorry to give up seeing you here, but so that you and
R. are well I care little for anything else.

Your card and Mildred’s cheerful and comfortable letter
just come in, to begin my day so brightly. I used to
abuse and dislike Dover, when I came with William and
poor Annie to take you back from aunt Charlotte, and they
took to crying and being miserable, and the shore was
unwalkable, but I should now like sitting on the shingle
with Mildred.

Sept. 23rd, 1806,

Lady Derby was much pleased with Leo’s address, also
with Sir J. Lister, which she said was very fine. I have had
it read to me, and I agree with her and you.

dmz of the Geographical seotion of the British Associa-
ﬁon at Liverpool.
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I am disappointed at R. continuing to have so much
pain. I think the waves must have been fine with you
yesterday. I should like to have seen the 87 ships.
Stephen’s and Margaret’s visit was very nice. They were
amused at the way she (Margaret) took an old servant’s
cheating. * Yes, he has been cheating for thirty years, poor
darling I

My mother was taken ill on Sunday, September 27th.
On Monday she seemed to recover, and she wrote saying
she was well—the last letter she ever wrote. But the im-
provement did not continue. I left my husband, who had
Jjust been moved to Kensington Square, and arrived at Down
on Thursday, Oct. 1st. er condition remained the same;
on the evening of the 2nd she wound up her watch as
usual, and then fell back on her pillow and never recovered
consciousness. Her age was eighty-eight years and four
months.

It was best for me to return home that evening, but
before leaving I went in to see the beautiful, solemn, sweet
face composed for its last rest.
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