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[bookmark: 1_0_10]SCENE III.—The curtain rises,
 and discovers Sir EDWARD SPANGLE reclined in an elegant attitude
 on a sofa fast asleep.


     

                Enter Col. ELLIOTT.

      Col. E. My daughter is not here, I see. There lies Sir
 Edward. Shall I tell him the secret? No, he'll certainly blab it. But
 he's asleep, and won't hear me, so I'll e'en venture. (Goes up to
 Sir EDWARD, whispers him, and exit.)

     

                End of the First Act. Finis.

             * * * * *

      A somewhat later venture, pure extravaganza, called Evelyn is
 dedicated, by permission, to Miss Mary Lloyd.

      The manuscript volume which contains Evelyn is grandly
 entitled on the outside 'Volume the Third'; on the inside 'Effusions of
 Fancy by a very Young Lady, consisting of Tales in a Style entirely
 new.' It contains one other tale, unfinished, but of considerable
 length, called Kitty or the Bower, which is preceded by the
 following dedication, dated 'Steventon, August 1792.'

                TO MISS AUSTEN.

                MADAM,—Encouraged by your warm patronage of The

           Beautiful Cassandra and The History of England,

           which, through your generous support, have

           obtained a place in every library in the Kingdom,

           and run through four score editions, I take the

           liberty of begging the same Exertions in favour of

           the following novel, which I humbly flatter myself

           possesses Merit beyond any already published, or

           any that will ever in future appear, except such

           as may proceed from the pen of your most grateful

                           Humble Servant,

                      THE AUTHOR.

      The tale begins in characteristic style, which suggests the later
 Northanger Abbey.

                Catharine had the misfortune, as many heroines

           have had before her, of losing her parents when

           she was very young, and of being brought up under

           the care of a maiden aunt, who, while she tenderly

           loved her, watched her conduct with so

           scrutinizing a severity as to make it very

           doubtful to many people, and to Catharine among

           the rest, whether she loved her or not.

      Catharine lives with this aunt in Devonshire, five miles from
 Exeter. Some friends of her aunt, a Mr. Stanley, M.P., his wife and
 daughter (very foolish, and suggestive of Isabella Thorpe) come to
 visit them. Mr. Stanley's son turns up unexpectedly and pays great
 attention to Catharine, much to the disgust of the aunt, who has a
 detestation of all young men. The tale comes to an abrupt conclusion
 with the departure of the guests. The story is at times amusing, but
 obviously immature, and we need not regret that it was never finished.

      Other early sketches are Henry and Eliza, dedicated to Miss
 Cooper, which must have been written before the latter's marriage at
 the end of 1792; The Visit, dedicated to the Rev. James Austen;
 Jack and Alice, and Adventures of Mr. Harley, dedicated to
 Francis William Austen, Esq., midshipman on board H.M.S.
 Perseverance (soon after 1788), and other pieces dedicated to
 Charles John Austen, Esq.

      Evelyn and Kitty seem to mark a second stage in her
 literary education: when she was hesitating between burlesque and
 immature story-telling, and when indeed it seemed as if she were first
 taking note of all the faults to be avoided, and curiously considering
 how she ought not to write before she attempted to put forth her
 strength in the right direction.

      [40]'Her own mature opinion of the desirableness of such an early
 habit of composition is given in the following words of a niece:—

                As I grew older, my aunt would talk to me more

           seriously of my reading and my amusements. I had

           taken early to writing verses and stories, and I

           am sorry to think how I troubled her with reading

           them. She was very kind about it, and always had

           some praise to bestow, but at last she warned me

           against spending too much time upon them. She

           said—how well I recollect it!—that she knew

           writing stories was a great amusement, and she

           thought a harmless one, though many people, she

           was aware, thought otherwise; but that at my age

           it would be bad for me to be much taken up with my

           own compositions. Later still—it was after she

           had gone to Winchester—she sent me a message to

           this effect, that if I would take her advice I

           should cease writing till I was sixteen; that she

           had herself often wished she had read more, and

           written less in the corresponding years of her own

           life.

      'As this niece was only twelve years old at the time of her aunt's
 death, these words seem to imply that the juvenile tales which we have
 mentioned had, some of them at least, been written in her childhood;
 while others were separated only by a very few years from the period
 which included specimens of her most brilliant writing.'

      In the summer of 1788, when the girls were fifteen and twelve
 respectively, they accompanied their parents on a visit to their
 great-uncle, old Mr. Francis Austen, at Sevenoaks. Though Jane had been
 to Oxford, Southampton, and Reading before, it is probable that this
 was her first visit into Kent, and, what must have been more
 interesting still, her first visit to London. We have no clue as to
 where the party stayed in town, but one of Eliza de Feuillide's letters
 to Philadelphia Walter mentions that they dined with Eliza and her
 mother on their way back to Hampshire.

                They talked much of the satisfaction their visit

           into Kent had afforded them. What did you think of

           my uncle's looks? I was much pleased with them,

           and if possible he appeared more amiable than ever

           to me. What an excellent and pleasing man he is; I

           love him most sincerely, as indeed I do all the

           family. I believe it was your first acquaintance

           with Cassandra and Jane.

      Though Philadelphia's reply to this letter has not been preserved,
 we have a letter of hers to her brother. Writing on July 23, she
 says:—

                Yesterday I began an acquaintance with my two

           female cousins, Austens. My uncle, aunt,

           Cassandra, and Jane arrived at Mr. F. Austen's

           the day before. We dined with them there. As it's

           pure nature to love ourselves, I may be allowed to

           give the preference to the eldest, who is

           generally reckoned a most striking resemblance of

           me in features, complexion, and manners. I never

           found myself so much disposed to be vain, as I

           can't help thinking her very pretty, but fancied I

           could discover she was not so well pleased with

           the comparison, which reflection abated a great

           deal of the vanity so likely to arise and so

           proper to be suppres't. The youngest [Jane] is

           very like her brother Henry, not at all pretty and

           very prim, unlike a girl of twelve; but it is

           hasty judgment which you will scold me for. My

           aunt has lost several fore-teeth, which makes her

           look old; my uncle is quite white-haired, but

           looks vastly well; all in high spirits and

           disposed to be pleased with each other.

      A day or two later, Philadelphia wrote further:—

                I continue to admire my amiable likeness the best

           of the two in every respect; she keeps up

           conversation in a very sensible and pleasing

           manner. Yesterday they all spent the day with us,

           and the more I see of Cassandra the more I admire

           [her]. Jane is whimsical and affected.

      'Not at all pretty,' 'whimsical and affected.' 'Poor Jane!' one is
 tempted to exclaim, but whatever she would have said to this estimate
 of herself, of one thing we may be perfectly sure: that she would have
 been the first to agree with her critic as to her own absolute
 inferiority to Cassandra.

      There is a passage in a letter written from Southampton, February
 1807,[41] in which she says she is often 'all astonishment and shame'
 when she thinks of her own manners as a young girl and contrasts them
 with what she sees in the 'best children' of a later date.

      One other mention of Jane at this period may be quoted—that of Sir
 Egerton Brydges, the author and genealogist. His sister had married Mr.
 Lefroy, who in 1783 had become rector of Ashe (the living which George
 Austen would have held, had it become vacant before Deane), in
 succession to Dr. Russell. Sir Egerton, on his marriage in 1788, had
 for two years rented Mr. Austen's parsonage at Deane in order to be
 near his sister.

                The nearest neighbours of the Lefroys were the

           Austens at Steventon. I remember Jane Austen the

           novelist as a little child. She was very intimate

           with Mrs. Lefroy and much encouraged by her. Her

           mother was a Miss Leigh, whose paternal

           grandmother was sister to the first Duke of

           Chandos. Mr. Austen was of a Kentish family, of

           which several branches have been settled in the

           Weald of Kent, and some are still remaining there.

           When I knew Jane Austen I never suspected that she

           was an authoress, but my eyes told me that she was

           fair and handsome, slight and elegant, but with

           cheeks a little too full.

      Sir Egerton's description is the more pleasing of the two; but it
 must be remembered that he was writing long after the time he mentions,
 and that his recollections were no doubt somewhat mellowed by Jane
 Austen's subsequent fame; whereas Philadelphia Walter's is an
 unvarnished contemporary criticism—the impression made by Jane on a
 girl a few years older than herself.

      Fortunately, neither looks nor manners are stereotyped at the age of
 twelve, so we need not be surprised to find that Eliza, when writing in
 August 1791 in reference to a letter just received from Steventon,
 talks of the two sisters as 'perfect Beauties,' who were of course
 gaining 'hearts by dozens.' And again in November of the same year, she
 writes that she hears 'they are two of the prettiest girls in
 England.'[42] When due allowance is made for family exaggeration, we
 may conclude that at eighteen and fifteen years of age both Cassandra
 and Jane had their fair share of good looks.

      Eliza's letters give us another glimpse of the sisters in 1792, and
 indeed of the whole Steventon party. She writes on September 26:—

                I have the real pleasure of informing you that our

           dear Uncle and Aunt are both in perfect health.

           The former looks uncommonly well, and in my

           opinion his likeness to my beloved mother is

           stronger than ever. Often do I sit and trace her

           features in his, till my heart overflows at my

           eyes. I always tenderly loved my Uncle, but I

           think he is now dearer to me than ever, as being

           the nearest and best beloved relation of the never

           to be sufficiently regretted parent I have lost;

           Cassandra and Jane are both very much grown (the

           latter is now taller than myself), and greatly

           improved as well in manners as in person, both of

           which are now much more formed than when you saw

           them. They are I think equally sensible and both

           so to a degree seldom met with, but still my heart

           gives the preference to Jane, whose kind

           partiality to me indeed requires a return of the

           same nature. Henry is now rather more than six

           feet high, I believe; he also is much improved,

           and is certainly endowed with uncommon abilities,

           which indeed seem to have been bestowed, though in

           a different way, upon each member of this family.

           As to the coolness which you know had taken place

           between H. and myself, it has now ceased, in

           consequence of due acknowledgement, on his part,

           and we are at present on very proper relationlike

           terms. You know that his family design him for the

           Church. Cassandra was from home when I arrived;

           she was then on a visit to Rowling, the abode of

           her brother Edward—from which she returned some

           time since, but is now once more absent, as well

           as her sister, on a visit to the Miss Lloyds, who

           live at a place called Ibthorp, about eighteen

           miles from hence. . . . There has been a Club Ball at

           Basingstoke and a private one in the

           neighbourhood, both of which my cousins say were

           very agreeable.

      The date 1790 or 1791 must be assigned to the portrait—believed to
 be of Jane Austen, and believed to be by Zoffany—which has been chosen
 as the frontispiece for this book, as it was for Lord Brabourne's
 edition of the Letters.[43] We are unable for want of evidence to judge
 of the likeness of the picture to Jane Austen as a girl; there is, so
 far as we have heard, no family tradition of her having been painted;
 and, as her subsequent fame could hardly have been predicted, we should
 not expect that either her great-uncle Frank, or her cousin, Francis
 Motley Austen, would go to the expense of a picture of her by Zoffany.
 Francis Motley had a daughter of his own, another Jane Austen, who
 became Mrs. Campion of Danny, and a confusion between the two Janes is
 a possible explanation.

      On the other hand, we believe there is no tradition in either the
 Austen or the Campion family of any such portrait of that Jane
 Austen, and the provenance of our picture is well authenticated.
 The Rev. Morland Rice (grandson of Edward Austen) was a Demy of
 Magdalen College, Oxford. An old Fellow of Magdalen, Dr. Newman, many
 years before his death, told him that he had a portrait of Jane Austen
 the novelist, that had long been in his family. He stated that it was
 painted at Bath when she was about fifteen, and he promised to leave
 him (M. Rice) the picture. A few months before his death, Dr. Newman
 wrote to his friend, Dr. Bloxam, sending him a picture as a farewell
 present, and adding: 'I have another picture that I wish to go to your
 neighbour, Morland Rice. It is a portrait of Jane Austen the novelist,
 by Zoffany. The picture was given to my stepmother by her friend
 Colonel Austen of Kippington, Kent, because she was a great admirer of
 her works.' Colonel Austen was a son of Francis Motley, and it is
 hardly conceivable that he should give away to a stranger a portrait of
 his sister Jane as one of his cousin Jane. Our Jane
 became fifteen on December 16, 1790, and Zoffany returned from
 India[44] in that year. Jane is believed to have visited her uncle, Dr.
 Cooper (who died in 1792), at Bath. There is nothing in these dates to
 raise any great difficulty, and, on the whole, we have good reason to
 hope that we possess in this picture an authentic portrait of the
 author.

      The Austens seem to have been possessed of considerable histrionic
 talent, and they were decidedly ambitious in the plays they undertook.
 Their cousin Eliza was out of England in 1784 when their theatricals
 first began; but on a later occasion she was one of the principal
 performers. They had their summer theatre in the barn, and their winter
 theatre either there or within the narrow limits of the dining-room,
 where the number of listeners must have been very small. In 1784
 Sheridan's Rivals was acted by 'some ladies and gentlemen at
 Steventon.' The same year they seem to have given also the tragedy of
 Matilda.[45] It was the day of prologues and epilogues, and the
 young actors were careful to omit nothing that would make the
 performance complete. James, the eldest son, brought into play his
 skill in verse-making; and we read of Henry Austen speaking a prologue
 (from his brother's pen) to The Rivals, while the prologue to
 Matilda was given by Edward Austen, and the epilogue by Thomas
 Fowle.

      Midsummer and Christmas were the two seasons when George Austen
 dismissed his pupils for their holidays, and it was at these two
 periods that the theatricals usually took place. For the year 1787 we
 have a few details as to contemplated performances. Eliza de Feuillide
 had come to England with her mother in the summer of 1786, and probably
 went to Steventon at midsummer. In September 1787 she was at Tunbridge
 Wells with her mother and her cousin Phila. In a letter to her brother,
 Phila tells us that they went to the theatre, where (as was the custom
 in those days) the Comtesse—presumably as a person of some
 importance—'bespoke' the play, which was Which is the Man?[46]
 and Bon Ton.[47] This is interesting, because later on in the
 same letter Phila says: 'They [i.e. the Comtesse and her mother] go at
 Christmas to Steventon and mean to act a play, Which is the Man?
 and Bon Ton. My uncle's barn is fitting up quite like a theatre,
 and all the young folks are to take their part. The Countess is Lady
 Bob Lardoon [sic] in the former and Miss Tittup in the latter.
 They wish me much of the party and offer to carry me, but I do not
 think of it. I should like to be a spectator, but am sure I should not
 have courage to act a part, nor do I wish to attain it.'

      Eliza was, however, very urgent with Phila that she should send all
 diffidence to Coventry.

                Your accommodations at Steventon are the only

           things my Aunt Austen and myself are uneasy about,

           as the house being very full of company, she says

           she can only promise you 'a place to hide your

           head in,' but I think you will not mind this

           inconvenience. I am sure I should not—to be with

           you. Do not let your dress neither disturb you, as

           I think I can manage it so that the Green Room

           should provide you with what is necessary for

           acting. We purpose setting out the 17th of

           December. . . . I assure you we shall have a most

           brilliant party and a great deal of amusement, the

           house full of company, frequent balls. You cannot

           possibly resist so many temptations, especially

           when I tell you your old friend James is returned

           from France and is to be of the acting party.

      But Phila still stood out, and Eliza attacked her once more on
 November 23, begging her to come for a fortnight to Steventon, provided
 she could bring herself to act, 'for my Aunt Austen declares “she has
 not room for any idle young people.”'

      We hear no more news of these theatricals, but it is probable that
 there was a change in the selection of the plays, for there is extant a
 prologue by James Austen to The Wonder,[48] acted at Steventon,
 December 26 and 28, 1787, as well as an epilogue 'spoken by a Lady in
 the character of Violante.' There is also a prologue to The Chances,[49] acted at Steventon, January 1788.

      The last Steventon performances of which we have any knowledge took
 place in January 1790, when a farce called The Sultan[50] was
 acted. The leading lady on this last occasion was Miss Cooper, who
 spoke the epilogue in the character of Roxalana, Henry Austen playing
 the title-rôle. On the same occasion Townley's farce, High Life
 below Stairs, was also given.

      Of Jane's own part in these performances there is no record, for she
 was only just fourteen when the last took place. But even if she took
 no more share than Fanny Price, she must have acquired a considerable
 acquaintance with the language of the theatre—knowledge that she was
 to turn to good account in Mansfield Park. She was an early
 observer, and it might reasonably be supposed that some of the
 incidents and feelings which are so vividly painted in the Mansfield
 Park theatricals are due to her recollections of these
 entertainments.

      The talent and liveliness which she would show, if ever she had an
 opportunity of acting herself, may be imagined. The late Sir William
 Heathcote is said to have remembered being with her at a Twelfth Night
 party when he was a little boy, on which occasion she, having drawn the
 part of Mrs. Candour, acted it with appreciation and spirit.

      FOOTNOTES:

      [33] W. R. O'Byrne's Naval Biographical Dictionary, 1849.

      [34] Pp. 16-20.

      [35] We again make use of the words of the Memoir (pp. 15-17)
 in the description of the family party, &c.

      [36] We are told that Jane was one of the least exclusive of the
 family.

      [37] Memoir, pp. 22, 23.

      [38] The carriage was given up in 1798. See letter of November 17 in
 that year in Brabourne, vol. i. p. 165.

      [39] Memoir, p. 42.

      [40] Memoir, p. 45.

      [41] See p. 201.

      [42] Supra, p. 43.

      [43] A reproduction of this picture appears also as a frontispiece
 to the first volume of Dent's illustrated edition of the novels (1892).

      [44] Dictionary of National Biography, s.v.

      [45] By Dr. Thomas Francklin; but said to be almost a translation of
 Voltaire's Duc de Foix.

      [46] A comedy by Mrs. Cowley.

      [47] Bon Ton, or High Life above Stairs, a comedy by David
 Garrick.

      [48] The Wonder: a Woman keeps a Secret, a comedy by Mrs.
 Centlivre.

      [49] Probably Garrick's version of Fletcher's comedy.

      [50] The Sultan: or a Peep into the Seraglio, by I.
 Bickerstaffe.
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      1792-1796

      Though it may hardly be likely that the Austens could rival Mrs.
 Bennet of Pride and Prejudice by professing to dine with
 four-and-twenty families, there was, nevertheless (for a quiet country
 neighbourhood), a very fair amount of society to be had around
 Steventon.

      Readers of Jane Austen's letters will come across the names of many
 Hampshire neighbours, with occasional indications of the estimate which
 she formed of their intellects and characters. Probably there were many
 different degrees of refinement in different families; and towards the
 bottom of the list must have come the squire of many acres,[51] who, we
 are told, inquired of Mr. Austen whether Paris was in France or France
 in Paris, and who quoted a speech of the Rector's wife as beginning
 with a round oath, saying, when remonstrated with, that it was merely
 his 'way of telling the story.' When the author of the Memoir
 expresses his belief that a century and a half ago the improvement of
 manners in most country parishes began with the clergy, he was no doubt
 thinking of the more learned minority of that body, who would bring
 into the depths of the country something of the enlightenment of a
 university. To this minority Jane's father and brother belonged, and
 thus the family probably gave to the society around them at least as
 much culture as they received from it in return.

      In the outer circle of their neighbourhood stood the houses of three
 peers—those of Lord Portsmouth at Hurstbourne, Lord Bolton at
 Hackwood, and Lord Dorchester at Greywell. The owners of these places
 now and then gave balls at home,[52] and could also be relied upon to
 bring parties to some of the assemblies at Basingstoke. Hardly less
 important than these magnates were the Mildmays of Dogmersfield and the
 Chutes of The Vyne. The Mr. Chute of that day was not only one of the
 two M.P.'s for the whole county of Hampshire, but was also a well-known
 and popular M.F.H., and the husband of an excellent and cultivated
 wife. Then came other squires—Portals at Freefolk, Bramstons at Oakley
 Hall, Jervoises at Herriard, Harwoods at Deane, Terrys at Dummer,
 Holders at Ashe Park—with several clerical families, and other smaller
 folk.

      But there were three houses which meant to the Austen sisters far
 more than any of the others. The Miss Biggs[53] of Manydown Park—a
 substantial old manor-house owned by their father, Mr. Bigg Wither,
 which stands between Steventon and Basingstoke—were especial friends
 of Cassandra and Jane. One of these, Elizabeth, became Mrs. Heathcote,
 and was the mother of Sir William Heathcote of Hursley Park—a fine
 specimen, morally and intellectually, of a country gentleman, and still
 remembered by many as Member for Oxford University, and as sole
 patron of John Keble. Catherine, another sister, married Southey's
 uncle, the Rev. Herbert Hill; and Alethea, who never married, was
 probably for that very reason all the more important to the Steventon
 sisters. One of the latest of Jane's extant letters is addressed to
 Alethea.

      A still closer friendship united Jane and Cassandra to a family
 named Lloyd, who for a short time inhabited their father's second
 house, the parsonage at Deane. Mrs. Lloyd had been a Craven—one of the
 unhappy daughters of a beautiful and fashionable but utterly neglectful
 mother, who left them to shift for themselves and to marry where they
 could. In this respect Martha Craven had done better than some of her
 sisters, having become the wife of a beneficed clergyman of respectable
 character and good position. With him she had led a peaceful life, and,
 on his death in January 1789, she spent the first two or three years of
 a quiet widowhood at Deane. Her second daughter, Eliza, was then
 already married to a first cousin, Fulwar Craven Fowle; but the two
 others, Martha and Mary, were still at home. Both became fast friends
 of Cassandra and Jane, and both were destined eventually to marry into
 the Austen family. For the present, their near neighbourhood came to an
 end at the beginning of 1792, when Mrs. Lloyd removed to Ibthorp,
 eighteen miles distant from Steventon. It was on the occasion of this
 removal that Jane, then just sixteen years old, presented to Mary Lloyd
 an interesting specimen of her own needlework—still existing. It is a
 very small bag, containing a yet smaller rolled-up housewife furnished
 with minikin needles and fine thread. In the housewife is a tiny
 pocket, and in the pocket is enclosed a slip of paper, on which,
 written as with a crow-quill, are these lines:—

                This little bag, I hope, will prove

             To be not vainly made;

           For should you thread and needles want,

             It will afford you aid.

                And, as we are about to part,

             'Twill serve another end:

           For, when you look upon this bag,

             You'll recollect your friend. January 1792.

      It is made of a scrap of old-fashioned gingham, and, having been
 carefully preserved, it is in as perfect a condition as when it was
 first made a hundred and twenty years ago; and shows that the same hand
 which painted so exquisitely with the pen could work as delicately with
 the needle.[54]

      Martha Lloyd also had her dedicatory poem. Some years later, when,
 it seems, she wanted to go to Harrogate, and hoped in vain for the
 escort of a Mr. Best, Jane presented her with a copy of doggerel—and
 probably almost extemporaneous—verses:—

                Oh! Mr. Best, you're very bad

             And all the world shall know it;

           Your base behaviour shall be sung

             By me, a tuneful poet.

                You used to go to Harrogate

             Each summer as it came,

           And why, I pray, should you refuse

             To go this year the same?

                The way's as plain, the road's as smooth,

             The posting not increased,

           You're scarcely stouter than you were,

             Not younger, Sir, at least.

                  &c., &c.

      We must mention one other intimate friendship—that which existed
 between the Austens and the Lefroys of Ashe. Mr. Lefroy was Rector of
 that parish; and his wife, known within it as 'Madam Lefroy,' was
 sister to Sir Egerton Brydges to whom we are indebted for the very
 early notice of Jane Austen as a girl which we have already given.

      'Mrs. Lefroy was a remarkable person. Her rare endowments of
 goodness, talents, graceful person, and engaging manners were
 sufficient to secure her a prominent place in any society into which
 she was thrown; while her enthusiastic eagerness of disposition
 rendered her especially attractive to a clever and lively girl.'[55]
 How intensely Jane loved and admired her is shown by some lines which
 she wrote on December 16, 1808—the anniversary both of her own birth
 and of the sudden death of her friend, killed by a fall from her horse
 in 1804. It has sometimes been assumed that the self-restraint in
 expressions of affection to be found throughout Jane's published
 writings, and the self-control they display in matters of emotion,
 arises from the fact that in the writer's nature there were no very
 ardent affections to be restrained, and no overpowering emotions to be
 suppressed. These lines show the baselessness of such an assumption. It
 was not for the gaze of the public, but to relieve her own heart, that
 Jane, at the age of thirty-three, wrote thus, four years after the
 death of this elder friend. Here she dared to speak as she felt,
 striving in all the warmth and depth of enduring attachment and
 admiration to paint a character which she yet declares to have been
 'past her power to praise.' The verses continue thus:—

                But come, fond fancy, thou indulgent power;

             Hope is desponding, chill, severe, to thee:

           Bless thou this little portion of an hour;

             Let me behold her as she used to be.

                I see her here with all her smiles benign,

             Her looks of eager love, her accents sweet,

           That voice and countenance almost divine,

             Expression, harmony, alike complete.

                Listen! It is not sound alone, 'tis sense,

             'Tis genius, taste, and tenderness of soul;

           'Tis genuine warmth of heart without pretence,

             And purity of mind that crowns the whole.

             * * * * *

                Can aught enhance such goodness? Yes, to me

             Her partial favour from my earliest years

           Consummates all: ah! give me but to see

             Her smile of love! The vision disappears.

      Time was now to bring changes to the Austens. The elder brothers
 married. James had a curacy at Overton, and near Overton was Laverstoke
 Manor House, now occupied by General and Lady Jane Mathew. James became
 engaged to their daughter Anne, five years older than himself. They
 were married in March 1792, and started life on an income of £300 (of
 which £100 was an allowance made by General Mathew), keeping, it is
 said, a small pack of harriers for the husband, and a close carriage
 for the wife. James afterwards moved to Deane, where he was his
 father's curate. The married life of the couple was but short. Their
 one child, always known as Anna, was born in April 1793, and the mother
 died suddenly in May 1795, leaving to her daughter only a shadowy
 recollection of 'a tall and slender lady dressed in white.' The poor
 little girl fretted in her solitude, till her father took the wise step
 of sending her to Steventon Rectory to be comforted by her aunts. She
 was admitted to the chocolate-carpeted dressing-room, which was now
 becoming a place of eager authorship. Anna was a very intelligent,
 quick-witted child, and, hearing the original draft of Pride and
 Prejudice read aloud by its youthful writer to her sister, she
 caught up the names of the characters and repeated them so much
 downstairs that she had to be checked; for the composition of the story
 was still a secret kept from the knowledge of the elders.

      Anna also composed stories herself long before she could write them
 down, and preserved a vivid remembrance of her dear Aunt Jane
 performing that task for her, and then telling her others of endless
 adventure and fun, which were carried on from day to day, or from visit
 to visit.

      Towards the end of 1796 James became engaged to Mary Lloyd, and they
 were married early in 1797. The marriage could hardly have happened had
 not General Mathew continued, for the sake of Anna, the £100 a year
 which he had allowed to his daughter. The event must have been most
 welcome to Jane; and Mrs. Austen wrote a very cheerful and friendly
 letter to her daughter-in-law elect, expressing the 'most heartfelt
 satisfaction at the prospect.' She adds: 'Had the selection been mine,
 you, my dear Mary, are the person I should have chosen for James's
 wife, Anna's mother and my daughter, being as certain as I can be of
 anything in this uncertain world, that you will greatly increase and
 promote the happiness of each of the three. . . . I look forward to you
 as a real comfort to me in my old age when Cassandra is gone into
 Shropshire,[56] and Jane—the Lord knows where. Tell Martha she too
 shall be my daughter, she does me honour in the request.' There was an
 unconscious prophecy contained in the last words, for Martha became
 eventually the second wife of the writer's son Francis.

      Edward Austen's marriage had preceded his brother's by a few months.
 His kind patrons, the Knights, would be sure to make this easy for him;
 and it must have been under their auspices that he married (before the
 end of 1791) Elizabeth, daughter of Sir Brook Bridges, and was settled
 at Rowling, a small house belonging to the Bridges family, about a mile
 away from their seat at Goodnestone. No doubt it was a suitable match;
 but it must also have been a marriage of affection, if one may judge
 from the happy life which ensued, and from the lovely features of Mrs.
 Edward Austen, preserved in the miniature by Cosway.[57] Some of Jane's
 earliest extant letters were written from Rowling.

      The place was not, however, to be the home of the Edward Austens for
 long. Mr. Thomas Knight died in 1794, leaving his large estates to his
 widow for her life. Three years later, in 1797, she determined to make
 them over, at once, to the adopted son, who was after her death to
 become their owner, retaining for herself only an income of £2000. On
 learning her intentions, he sent her a most grateful and affectionate
 letter,[58] saying that he wrote because he felt himself incapable of
 speaking with her on the subject; that it was impossible for him and
 his wife to accede to her plan, for they should never be happy at
 Godmersham whilst she was living in a smaller and less comfortable
 house, having quitted a mansion where he had so often heard her say her
 whole happiness was centred. This protest by no means turned Mrs.
 Knight from her intentions; on the contrary, she expressed them still
 more strongly, and in so charming a spirit that we must quote a
 considerable part of her letter:—

                           Godmersham Park: Friday.

                If anything were wanting, my dearest Edward, to

           confirm my resolution concerning the plan I

           propose executing, your letter would have that

           effect; it is impossible for any person to express

           their gratitude and affection in terms more

           pleasing and gratifying than you have chosen, and

           from the bottom of my heart I believe you to be

           perfectly sincere when you assure me that your

           happiness is best secured by seeing me in the full

           enjoyment of everything that can contribute to my

           ease and comfort, and that happiness, my dear

           Edward, will be yours by acceding to my wishes.

           From the time that my partiality for you induced

           Mr. Knight to treat you as our adopted child I

           have felt for you the tenderness of a mother, and

           never have you appeared more deserving of

           affection than at this time; to reward your merit,

           therefore, and to place you in a situation where

           your many excellent qualities will be call'd forth

           and render'd useful to the neighbourhood is the

           fondest wish of my heart. Many circumstances

           attached to large landed possessions, highly

           gratifying to a man, are entirely lost on me at

           present; but when I see you in enjoyment of them,

           I shall, if possible, feel my gratitude to my

           beloved husband redoubled, for having placed in my

           hands the power of bestowing happiness on one so

           very dear to me. If my income had not been

           sufficient to enable us both to live in affluence

           I should never have proposed this plan, for

           nothing would have given me more pain than to have

           seen a rigid economy take the place of that

           liberality which the poor have always experienced

           from the family; but with the income I have

           assigned you, I trust, my dear Edward, you will

           feel yourself rich. . . . You may assure yourself and

           my dear Lizzie, that the pain I shall feel in

           quitting this dear place will no longer be

           remembered when I see you in possession of it. My

           attachment to it can, I think, only cease with my

           life; but if I am near enough to be your frequent

           daily visitor and within reach of the sight of you

           and your boys and Lizzie and her girls, I trust I

           shall be as happy, perhaps happier, than I am

           now. . . .

                           Your most sincere friend,

                      C. K.

      Meanwhile, Francis Austen had made a good start in his profession.
 Going out to the East Indies, according to the custom of those days as
 a 'volunteer,' he became a midshipman, but remained one for four years
 only. Promotion—'that long thought of, dearly earned, and justly
 valued blessing'—was bestowed upon him two years sooner than it fell
 to the lot of William Price in Mansfield Park, and he became a
 lieutenant at the age of seventeen—a sufficient testimony to that
 steadiness of character which distinguished him throughout the course
 of a very long life. As lieutenant he remained another year in the East
 Indies, and then returned to serve on the Home Station. The result of
 this last move was that in 1793, rather more than a year after the
 marriages of James and Edward, their parents had the delight of
 welcoming back a son, who, having quitted them as a boy not yet fifteen
 years old, reappeared as a young man and successful officer, of whom
 his family might be justly proud.

      Other events, grave and gay, were now happening at Steventon.
 Besides Eliza de Feuillide, who took refuge there with her young son
 while the clouds were gathering round her husband in France, the
 rectory had another visitor in the summer of 1792, in Jane Cooper,
 daughter of Mrs. Austen's only sister, who came here after her father's
 death. Dr. Cooper had set out in June with his son and daughter, and
 his neighbours, the Lybbe Powyses, on a tour to the Isle of Wight. The
 tour had important results for the young Coopers, as Edward became
 engaged to Caroline Lybbe Powys, and his sister to Captain Thomas
 Williams, R.N., whom she met at Ryde. Dr. Cooper, whose health had been
 the chief reason for the tour, did not long survive his return, dying
 at Sonning (of which he had been vicar since 1784) on August 27. The
 date of his daughter's wedding was already fixed, but had of course to
 be postponed. She went immediately to Steventon, and was married from
 the Rectory on December 11 of the same year. One happy result of this
 marriage was to provide an opening for the naval career of the youngest
 of the Austens, Charles, who was three years younger than Jane, and
 whom we last met in the nursery. As he was also five years junior to
 Francis, the latter must have quitted the Naval Academy some time
 before his brother entered it. Charles Austen was one of those happy
 mortals destined to be loved from childhood to old age by every one
 with whom they come in contact. How great a favourite he was at home is
 easily to be read between the lines of his sister's letters; and when
 he died at the age of seventy-three as Admiral of the British Fleet in
 the Burmese waters, one who was with him wrote that 'his death was a
 great grief to the whole fleet—I know I cried bitterly when I found he
 was dead.' The charming expression of countenance in the miniatures
 still existing of this youngest brother makes such feelings quite
 comprehensible.

      On leaving the Academy he served under his cousin's husband, Captain
 Thomas Williams, and was fortunate enough to witness and take part in a
 most gallant action when, in June 1796, Captain Williams's frigate, the
 Unicorn, gave chase to a French frigate, La Tribune, and,
 after a run of two hundred and ten miles, succeeded in capturing her.
 To Charles, at the age of seventeen, this must have been a very
 exciting experience; while to Captain Williams it brought the honour of
 knighthood.

      What with their visitors and their dances, and with a wedding to
 prepare for, life must have been gay enough for the Miss Austens during
 the autumn of 1792. Cassandra and Jane were now of an age to enjoy as
 much dancing as they could get: in fact, if Jane began dancing as early
 as she made Lydia Bennet begin, she may already have been going for a
 year or two to the monthly assemblies that Basingstoke (like every
 other town of any size) boasted of during the winter months.

      Unfortunately, we know very little of Jane's personal history from
 1792 to 1796. Most of her time would naturally be spent at home; but we
 catch an occasional glimpse of her, now dancing at Southampton, now
 travelling with Cassandra one hot summer's day from London to stay with
 her brother Edward at Rowling (in 1794), now visiting in
 Gloucestershire.[59]

      Early in 1794 came the shock of the execution of the Comte de
 Feuillide; and Eliza, widowed and motherless, and with an invalid boy,
 must have become more of a serious care to her relations. Over the
 acquittal of her benefactor and godfather, Warren Hastings, there was
 but one feeling in the family. They all admired him as a high-minded
 patriot, a warm and disinterested friend, and a scholar whose
 approbation was an honour. The event inspired Henry Austen with more
 than his usual grandeur of language. 'Permit me,' he says (writing to
 Hastings) 'to congratulate my country and myself as an Englishman; for
 right dear to every Englishman must it be to behold the issue of a
 combat where forms of judicature threatened to annihilate the essence
 of justice.'

      One event of the deepest interest occurred during this
 period—namely, Cassandra's engagement to Thomas Fowle (brother of
 Eliza Lloyd's husband), which probably took place in 1795 when she was
 twenty-three years old. She had known him from childhood, as he was a
 pupil at Steventon Rectory in 1779. Mr. Fowle had taken Orders, and was
 at this time Rector of Allington in Wiltshire. An immediate marriage
 did not seem prudent, but advancement was hoped for from his kinsman,
 Lord Craven; and, as one of the livings in his gift was Ryton in
 Shropshire, it must have been to this place that Mrs. Austen alluded as
 the future home of Cassandra in the letter to her intended
 daughter-in-law, Mary Lloyd. At present, however, Lord Craven could
 only show his interest in Mr. Fowle by taking him out with him to the
 West Indies as chaplain to his own regiment.

      Jane's literary projects were now assuming a more definite shape,
 although the process of selection and elimination both in subjects and
 method was not yet finished. To this period belongs Elinor and
 Marianne, a first sketch for Sense and Sensibility, but
 written in letters. We know that it was read aloud, but no details have
 come down to us, and it is difficult to guess between whom the letters
 can have passed, for in the novel Elinor and Marianne are never parted,
 even for a single day. It seems therefore as if the alterations
 subsequently made must have been radical; and the difficulty and labour
 which such a complete transformation would involve make the author's
 unfavourable judgment on her own earlier method of writing all the
 stronger. If she decided against using letters as a vehicle for
 story-telling in the future, it seems all the more probable that the
 only other instance of her use of this style was at least as early as
 the date we have now reached.

      The author of the Memoir yielded with reluctance to many
 solicitations asking him to include Lady Susan in his second
 edition;[60] while he himself agreed with other critics that the work
 was 'scarcely one on which a literary reputation could be founded.' As
 a stage in the development of the author it has great interest.
 Strictly speaking, it is not a story but a study. There is hardly any
 attempt at a plot, or at the grouping of various characters; such as
 exist are kept in the background, and serve chiefly to bring into
 bolder relief the one full-length, highly finished, wholly sinister
 figure which occupies the canvas, but which seems, with the completion
 of the study, to have disappeared entirely from the mind of its
 creator. It is equally remarkable that an inexperienced girl should
 have had independence and boldness enough to draw at full length a
 woman of the type of Lady Susan, and that, after she had done so, the
 purity of her imagination and the delicacy of her taste should have
 prevented her from ever repeating the experiment.

      But if Jane Austen never again wrote a story in letters, no one was
 ever more successful in using them for exhibitions of character. The
 letters of Lucy Steele, Mr. Collins, Isabella Thorpe, Lady Bertram, and
 Mary Musgrove are all masterpieces of unconscious humour—and some of
 the more serious letters are not far behind them.

      The extant letters of Jane herself begin in 1796, and will accompany
 us through the rest of the story. They are far the most important
 additions that can be made to the short history contained in the
 Memoir; and the little notices which we have given—it may have
 seemed with needless particularity—of her relations and neighbours
 have been given partly in order to enable the readers of her letters to
 follow the numerous personal allusions to be found in them. We must
 not, however, try to extract more out of the letters than they will
 yield. The bulk of them belong to the collection published by Lord
 Brabourne, and nearly the whole of this collection consists of letters
 from Jane to Cassandra. But the normal condition of the sisters' lives
 was to be together—residing in one house, sleeping in one room. We can
 therefore only learn from this source what happened on the
 comparatively rare occasions when they were separated. Nor is this all,
 for a good deal of their correspondence is missing. Some of it is
 probably lost by accident; a great deal was certainly destroyed by
 Cassandra of set purpose. The Austens had a great hatred and dread of
 publicity. Cassandra felt this with especial force, and the memory of
 Jane was to her so sacred that to allow the gaze of strangers to dwell
 upon the actions or the feelings of so precious a being would have
 seemed to her nothing short of profanation. In her old age she became
 aware that Jane's fame had not only survived but increased, and that a
 time might come when the public would wish to know more details of her
 life than had been given in the short memoir, written by Henry Austen,
 and prefixed to her posthumous works. Cassandra would not indeed be
 likely to think it possible that the letters themselves should be
 published,[61] but they might be made use of as materials, and so she
 determined to do what must have been a great sacrifice, and burn all
 those which were specially dear to herself, feeling confident that the
 remainder would not be disturbed. The destroyed MSS. without doubt
 included much that would have been of particular value to the
 biographer.

      We must also remember that the correspondence was between sisters
 who knew, each of them, what the other was thinking, and could feel
 sure that nothing one might say would be misapprehended by the other;
 and the sort of freemasonry which results from such a situation adds to
 the difficulty of perfect comprehension by outsiders. Jane, too, was a
 mistress of subtle irony: the inveterate playfulness which is
 constantly cropping up in her books appears also in her letters. Secure
 of her correspondent, she could pass criticisms, impute motives, and
 imagine circumstances which would have been very far from her nature
 had she thought it possible that any less perfectly informed third
 person could see them.

      All our authorities agree in describing her as one of the most
 considerate and least censorious of mortals. 'She was singularly free,'
 says one of her nieces, 'from the habit . . . of looking out for
 people's foibles for her own amusement, or the entertainment of her
 hearers. . . . I do not suppose she ever in her life said a sharp
 thing.' We may be sure, therefore, that when she seems to imply that
 her mother's ailments were imaginary, or that Mrs. Knight's generosity
 to Edward was insignificant, or that Mrs. Knight herself was about to
 contract a second marriage, she is no more serious than when she
 describes herself as having taken too much wine, as a hardened flirt,
 or as a selfish housekeeper ordering only those things which she
 herself preferred.

      We must therefore take the letters as they are, without expecting to
 find any expression of views on such important subjects as religion,
 politics, or literature—subjects which might better be discussed in
 conversation with Cassandra; and with these limitations in our minds we
 shall probably agree with Mr. A. C. Bradley,[62] who does not find the
 letters disappointing because 'the Jane Austen who wrote the novels is
 in them.'

      FOOTNOTES:

      [51] Memoir, p. 9.

      [52] Lady Dorchester gave one in January 1799, not at Greywell, but
 at Kempshot, which her husband acquired shortly before the end of the
 eighteenth century.

      [53] The sisters kept the name Bigg, though father and brother
 became Bigg Wither.

      [54] Memoir, pp. 93, 94.

      [55] Memoir, p. 54.

      [56] See p. 79.

      [57] Chawton Manor and its Owners, p. 159.

      [58] These letters will be found in Mr. W. H. Pollock's Jane
 Austen, her Contemporaries and herself.

      [59] Brabourne, vol. ii. p. 341, and vol. i. p. 281. The
 Gloucestershire visit was probably to the Fowles at Elkstone. See p.
 373.

      [60] It was far from being his wish that Lady Susan should
 form the title of a separate volume. This work, and The Watsons,
 were to be printed as an appendix at the end of the Memoir. By
 some mistake, however, when the second edition appeared, the whole book
 bore the title of Lady Susan on its outside cover.

      [61] How little she expected them to be published may be gathered
 from a sentence written by her niece Anna, at the time of the
 publication of the Memoir: 'I can fancy what the indignation of
 Aunt Cassandra would have been at the mere idea of its [the
 correspondence] being read and commented upon by any of us nephews and
 nieces, little or great.'

      [62] Essays and Studies by Members of the English Association, vol. ii. p. 10.
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      1795-1802

      Miss Mitford, in a paragraph showing some hostility to Jane Austen,
 tells us that her own mother spent her maiden life in the neighbourhood
 of the Austens and knew Jane as 'the prettiest, silliest, most
 affected, husband-hunting butterfly she ever remembers.' It is perhaps
 a sufficient answer to this attack if we remark that when Mrs. Mitford
 married and left her home Jane was barely ten years old, and that at a
 date two years later she was accused by a cousin of being 'prim.' It is
 probable that on growing up she, like other girls, enjoyed admiration,
 and it is certain that she attracted a good deal of it; but she says so
 much to her elder sister and mentor about one particular flirtation
 that we may be sure that it was neither a serious nor a frequent
 occupation with her.

      In a letter[63] written from Steventon, November 17, 1798, she
 mentions a visit from her friend Mrs. Lefroy, and adds that she had
 enough private conversation with her to hear all that was
 interesting,—

                which you will easily credit when I tell you that

           of her nephew she said nothing at all, and of her

           friend very little. She did not once mention the

           name of the former to me, and I was too proud to

           make any enquiries; but on my father's afterwards

           asking where he was, I learnt that he was gone

           back to London in his way to Ireland, where he is

           called to the Bar and means to practise.

                She showed me a letter which she had received from

           her friend a few weeks ago (in answer to one

           written by her to recommend a nephew of Mrs.

           Russell to his notice at Cambridge) towards the

           end of which was a sentence to this effect: 'I am

           very sorry to hear of Mrs. Austen's illness. It

           would give me particular pleasure to have an

           opportunity of improving my acquaintance with that

           family with a hope of creating to myself a nearer

           interest. But at present I cannot indulge any

           expectation of it.' This is rational enough; there

           is less love and more sense in it than sometimes

           appeared before, and I am very well satisfied. It

           will all go on exceedingly well, and decline away

           in a very reasonable manner. There seems no

           likelihood of his coming into Hampshire this

           Christmas, and it is therefore most probable that

           our indifference will soon be mutual, unless his

           regard, which appeared to spring from knowing

           nothing of me at first, is best supported by never

           seeing me.

      Mrs. Lefroy's 'friend,' though Jane was interested to hear of him,
 had evidently not touched her heart, and we should know nothing more of
 him if it were not for a letter of hers to her brother Frank, written
 more than fourteen years afterwards, and published in the Sailor
 Brothers.[64]

                I wonder whether you happened to see Mr.

           Blackall's marriage in the papers last January.

           We did. He was married at Clifton to a Miss

           Lewis, whose father had been late of Antigua. I

           should very much like to know what sort of a woman

           she is. He was a piece of perfection—noisy

           perfection—himself, which I always recollect with

           regard. We had noticed a few months before his

           succeeding to a College living, the very living

           which we recollected his talking of, and wishing

           for; an exceeding good one, Great[65] Cadbury in

           Somersetshire. I could wish Miss Lewis to be of a

           silent turn and rather ignorant, but naturally

           intelligent and wishing to learn, fond of cold

           veal pies, green tea in the afternoon, and a green

           window-blind at night.

      North Cadbury is an Emmanuel College living, and Mr. Blackall was a
 Fellow of that society, who, after the fashion of the times, had waited
 long for his living and his wife. Jane had known him well and liked him
 much, though with sufficient detachment to remember and to criticise
 his demonstrative manners, his love of instructing others, and other
 little peculiarities. The 'friend' of 1798 must have been a young
 Cambridge don; and she was not likely to have had an opportunity of
 knowing individually more than one of that limited community, who did
 not naturally come in the Austens' way. It seems obvious to link the
 two allusions together; and if this is correct, we have identified one
 of the admirers of our heroine.[66]

      More serious—but not very serious—was the attachment
 between her and Mrs. Lefroy's nephew, Tom Lefroy, afterwards Chief
 Justice of Ireland, which is mentioned somewhat cautiously in the
 Memoir, and the end of which is alluded to in the letter already
 quoted.

      The young people became acquainted in the winter of 1795-6, and took
 to each other from the first. In a lively letter to Cassandra on
 January 9, 1796, Jane describes a ball at Manydown:—

                Mr. H[eathcote][67] began with Elizabeth, and

           afterwards danced with her again; but they do

           not know how to be particular. I flatter myself,

           however, that they will profit by the three

           successive lessons which I have given them.

                You scold me so much in the nice long letter which

           I have this moment received from you, that I am

           almost afraid to tell you how my Irish friend and

           I behaved. Imagine to yourself everything most

           profligate and shocking in the way of dancing and

           sitting down together. I can expose myself,

           however, only once more, because he leaves the

           country soon after next Friday, on which day we

           are to have a dance at Ashe after all. He is a

           very gentlemanlike, good-looking, pleasant young

           man, I assure you. But as to our having ever met,

           except at the three last balls, I cannot say much;

           for he is so excessively laughed at about me at

           Ashe, that he is ashamed of coming to Steventon,

           and ran away when we called on Mrs. Lefroy a few

           days ago. . . . After I had written the above, we

           received a visit from Mr. Tom Lefroy and his

           cousin George. The latter is really very

           well-behaved now; and as to the other, he has but

           one fault, which time will I trust entirely

           remove; it is that his morning coat is a great

           deal too light. He is a very great admirer of Tom

           Jones, and therefore wears the same coloured

           clothes, I imagine, which he did when he was

           wounded.

      A few days later she is writing again:—

                Our party to Ashe to-morrow night will consist of

           Edward Cooper, James (for a ball is nothing

           without him), Buller, who is now staying with

           us, and I. I look forward with great impatience to

           it, as I rather expect to receive an offer from my

           friend in the course of the evening. I shall

           refuse him, however, unless he promises to give

           away his white coat.

                Friday.—At length the day is come on which I am

           to flirt my last with Tom Lefroy, and when you

           receive this it will be over. My tears flow as I

           write at the melancholy idea.

      Truly the 'prim' little girl of twelve had made considerable
 progress by the time she was twenty! Unfortunately, there is no further
 letter to tell us whether Tom made the expected proposal or not; but it
 is pretty certain that he did not, and indeed there is a good deal of
 doubt whether it was really expected. Possibly lack of means prevented
 its ever being a serious matter on his side. They can never have met
 again on the same intimate terms. If he visited Ashe at all in 1798,
 the conditions must have been different, for he was by that time
 tacitly engaged to the lady whom he married in March 1799. Tom Lefroy
 accordingly disappears from Jane's life, though he never forgot her
 till his death at the age of ninety. When he was an old man he told a
 young relation that 'he had been in love with Jane Austen, but it was a
 boy's love.'

      As for Jane's feelings, the opinion in the family seems to have been
 that it was a disappointment, but not a severe one. Had it been severe,
 either Jane would not have joked about it, or Cassandra would have
 destroyed the letters.

      But the day of Jane's one real romance was still to come: a romance
 which probably affected the flow of her spirits, and helped to
 disincline her for literary composition, for some time after its
 occurrence. In this case, as in the other, the author of the Memoir
 was rather reticent; but shortly after its publication his sister,
 Caroline Austen, was induced to put down in writing the facts as she
 knew them. No one could be better qualified to do this, for she was a
 person of great ability, and endowed with a wonderfully accurate and
 retentive memory. It will be seen also that she has the unimpeachable
 authority of Cassandra to support her; we can therefore feel confidence
 in the truth of the story, although date, place, and even the name[68]
 of the gentleman are missing.

      Caroline Austen's account is as follows:—

                All that I know is this. At Newtown, Aunt

           Cassandra was staying with us [i.e. with the

           writer and her mother, Mrs. James Austen] when we

           made acquaintance with a certain Mr. H. E., of the

           Engineers. He was very pleasing and very

           good-looking. My aunt was very much struck with

           him, and I was struck by her commendation; she

           so rarely admired strangers. Afterwards, at

           another time—I do not remember exactly when—she

           spoke of him as of one so unusually gifted with

           all that was agreeable, and said that he reminded

           her strongly of a gentleman whom they had met one

           summer when they were by the sea—I think she said

           in Devonshire; I don't think she named the place,

           and I am sure she did not say Lyme, for that I

           should have remembered—that he seemed greatly

           attracted by my Aunt Jane—I suppose it was an

           intercourse of some weeks—and that when they had

           to part (I imagine he was a visitor also, but his

           family might have lived near) he was urgent to

           know where they would be the next summer, implying

           or perhaps saying that he should be there also,

           wherever it might be. I can only say that the

           impression left on Aunt Cassandra was that he had

           fallen in love with her sister, and was quite in

           earnest. Soon afterwards they heard of his death.

           Mr. H. E. also died of a sudden illness soon after

           we had seen him at Newtown, and I suppose it was

           that coincidence of early death that led my aunt

           to speak of him—the unknown—at all. I am sure

           she thought he was worthy of her sister, from the

           way in which she recalled his memory, and also

           that she did not doubt, either, that he would have

           been a successful suitor.

      This short history contains all the facts that are known. The rest
 must be left to imagination; but of two things we may be sure: the man
 whom Cassandra deemed worthy of her sister can have been no ordinary
 person, and the similarity in the ending of romance in the case of both
 sisters must have added a strong link of sympathy to the chain of love
 which bound their lives together.

      A story is given in the Reminiscences of Sir Francis H. Doyle, to the effect that Mr. Austen, accompanied by Cassandra and Jane, took
 advantage of the Peace of Amiens, in 1802, to undertake a foreign tour.
 Whilst in Switzerland, they fell in with a young naval officer, who
 speedily became attached to Jane. His love was returned, and all seemed
 to be going smoothly. The party were making for Chamonix; but while the
 Austens kept to such high road as there was, their friend was to make
 his way thither over the mountains. The Austens reached Chamonix
 safely, but their friend never arrived, and at last news came that he
 had over-tired himself and died of brain fever on the way. The Austens
 returned to England, and Jane resumed her ordinary life, never
 referring to her adventures abroad. This story is given on the
 authority of a Miss Ursula Mayow, who heard it thirty or forty years
 later from a niece of Jane Austen's. Who this niece was we do not know,
 but she cannot have been either of the two who were grown up before
 their aunt's death, for they knew nothing of any such journey. As it
 stands, the story is impossible for many reasons. We give three:—

      1. Such an important and unusual event as a tour in Switzerland
 could not have taken place without leaving traces behind, and there is
 no shadow of a tradition of it remaining in the family.

      2. They could not possibly have afforded it. George Austen had given
 up his living, and was hoping to have £600 a year as a maximum for the
 family party of four persons, and they had just had the expense of
 setting up house in Bath.

      3. We can almost prove an alibi. We know that they were at Dawlish
 in the year of the Peace of Amiens, and they certainly could not have
 made another lengthened absence.

      The story, however, is interesting, for it fits in (so far as its
 main theme is concerned) with the authentic account given above of
 Jane's romance in the west, although the setting is completely
 different. It is quite possible that the fiction originated in an
 incorrect account—mis-heard or mis-repeated—of the true tale, mixed
 up with the fact (mentioned below) that the Henry Austens went abroad
 at this time.

      One more incident shall be narrated: an incident which, though full
 of discomfort and inconvenience for the actors, yet lacks the note of
 tragedy contained in the last. It rests on the same excellent
 authority, with the additional safeguard that Caroline Austen's own
 mother must have known the circumstances exactly. The story is as
 follows:—

      In November 1802 Cassandra and Jane came from Bath to pay a visit to
 their old home—then in the possession of their eldest brother James
 and his wife Mary. In the course of it, they went to spend a few days
 with some old friends in the neighbourhood. On the morning of Friday,
 December 3, they suddenly reappeared—their friends having driven them
 back—at an unlooked-for moment. All got out, and to Mrs. James
 Austen's surprise a tender scene of embraces and tears and distressing
 farewells took place in the hall. No sooner had the carriage
 disappeared than Cassandra and Jane, without offering any explanation,
 turned to her and said that they must at once go back to Bath—the very
 next day—it was absolutely necessary, and (as an escort for young
 ladies travelling by coach was also necessary) their brother James must
 take them—although Saturday was a day on which it was most
 inconvenient for a single-handed rector to go far from his parish; for
 he could not return till Monday, and there was hardly any time to
 provide for his Sunday duty. But Cassandra and Jane, in a manner very
 unlike their usual considerate selves, refused to remain till Monday,
 nor would they give any reason for this refusal. James was therefore
 obliged to yield and to go with them to Bath. In course of time the
 mystery was solved. One[69] of the family with whom they had been
 staying had made Jane an offer of marriage, which she accepted—only to
 repent of her action deeply before many hours had passed. Her niece
 Caroline's remarks are as follows:—

                I conjecture that the advantages he could offer,

           and her gratitude for his love, and her long

           friendship with his family, induced my aunt to

           decide that she would marry him when he should ask

           her, but that having accepted him she found she

           was miserable. To be sure, she should not have

           said 'Yes' overnight; but I have always respected

           her for her courage in cancelling that 'Yes' the

           next morning; all worldly advantages would have

           been to her, and she was of an age to know this

           quite well (she was nearly twenty-seven). My aunts

           had very small fortunes; and on their father's

           death, they and their mother would be, they were

           aware, but poorly off. I believe most young women

           so circumstanced would have gone on trusting to

           love after marriage.

      If this event occurred after the more romantic incident in the west
 of England it is possible that Jane had hardly as yet regained her
 wonted balance of mind and calmness of judgment. We have no further
 tale of the sort to tell. As time went on, she acquiesced cheerfully in
 the gradual disappearance of youth. She did not eschew balls, but was
 indifferent whether she was asked to dance or not: 'It was the same
 room in which we danced fifteen years ago; I thought it all over, and
 in spite of the shame of being so much older, felt with thankfulness
 that I was quite as happy now as then. . . . You will not expect to
 hear that I was asked to dance, but I was.'

      She was to spend the remainder of her life in the centre of family
 interests, and by degrees to become engrossed in the exciting business
 of authorship. She could afford to laugh at the suggestion that she
 should marry the Rector of Chawton, and promise to do so, whatever his
 reluctance or her own. She retained to the end her freshness and
 humour, her sympathy with the young: 'We do not grow older, of
 course,' she says in one of her latest letters; and it is evident that
 this was the impression left with the rising generation of nephews and
 nieces from their intercourse with her.

      FOOTNOTES:

      [63] All the letters in this volume from Jane to Cassandra, as to
 the source of which no statement is made, are quoted from Lord
 Brabourne's collection.

      [64] Sailor Brothers, pp. 233 et seq.

      [65] North Cadbury is the correct name of the parish.

      [66] The Blackall family had been established and respected in
 Devonshire since the episcopate of their ancestor, Offspring Blackall,
 Bishop of Exeter in the time of Queen Anne. Our Sam Blackall (an uncle
 of the same name had preceded him as Fellow of Emmanuel) was
 great-grandson of the Bishop; he became Fellow, and was ordained, in
 1794; took the living of North Cadbury in 1812, and lived until 1842.
 His college record (which we owe to the courtesy of the Fellows)
 corresponds very well with our notices of him. He was evidently a
 sociable and lively member of the combination-room. The 'parlour-book'
 contains frequent mention of bets made by him on politics and other
 subjects, and his own particular pair of bowls still survive. He was
 tutor in 1811, when a great fire occurred in the College, and took his
 share in appealing for funds with which to rebuild it, application
 being chiefly made to those who agreed with the college politics in
 Church and State. He seems to have been one of a large family of
 brothers; another being John Blackall, of Balliol College, Oxford, for
 many years a distinguished Exeter physician, who did not die until
 1860.

      [67] Mr. Heathcote and Miss Elizabeth Bigg were married in 1798.

      [68] Miss Hill (following a family MS.) calls him 'Blackall';
 but it seems from what has been said above that the MS. confused two
 different men. Certainly Cassandra, in telling the story to her niece
 Caroline, did not give her that, or any other, name; for Caroline
 speaks of the tale as being—so far as she knew it—'nameless and
 dateless.' A possible alternative suggestion is that there were two
 Blackalls concerned: one being the Sam Blackall mentioned above, the
 other Jane Austen's admirer in the west of England.

      [69] The author of the Memoir describes this gentleman as one
 who had the recommendations of good character and connexions and
 position in life—of everything, in fact, except the subtle power of
 touching her heart.

     

     



[bookmark: 1_0_13]CHAPTER VII. AUTHORSHIP AND
 CORRESPONDENCE


     

      1796-1798

      The appearance of Jane Austen's name among the list of subscribers
 to Madame d'Arblay's Camilla, in 1796, marks the beginning of
 her literary career. Her father must have paid the necessary
 subscription for her: and he probably did so believing that his
 daughter's talent deserved encouragement. Jane's cousins, the Cookes of
 Bookham, were some of Madame d'Arblay's closest friends while the
 latter was living in that neighbourhood, from 1793 to 1797, and it is
 quite likely that they were active in getting subscribers. One likes to
 think that—as Miss Hill has suggested[70]—Jane may have met Madame
 d'Arblay when paying a visit to Bookham.

      Jane was destined to have two periods of active authorship: periods
 of unequal length, and divided from each other by eight or ten nearly
 barren years. This unfruitful time has been accounted for in several
 different ways: as arising from personal griefs, literary
 disappointment, or want of a settled home. These disturbing causes all
 existed, and it is probable that each contributed its share to her
 unwillingness to write; but at present she enjoyed hope and happiness,
 the vigour and cheerfulness of youth among congenial companions, and a
 home as yet unvisited by any acute sorrows.

      No precise date has been assigned to the writing of Elinor and
 Marianne; but after the completion of that sketch her time has been
 fully mapped out[71] as follows:—

      First Impressions (original of Pride and Prejudice),
 begun October 1796, ended August 1797.

      Sense and Sensibility, begun November 1797.

      Northanger Abbey (probably called Susan), written in
 1797 and 1798.

      It has been usual to dwell on the precocity of intellect shown in
 the composition of the first two of these works by a young and
 inexperienced girl, and no doubt there is much justice in the
 observation; but we venture to think that it is in Northanger Abbey
 that we get the best example of what she could produce at the age of
 three-or four-and-twenty. In the two others, the revision they
 underwent before publication was so complete that it is impossible now
 to separate the earlier from the later work; whereas in Northanger
 Abbey, while there is good evidence from the author's preface of a
 careful preparation for the press before she sold it in 1803, there is
 no mention of any radical alteration at a subsequent date. On the
 contrary, she apologises for what may seem old-fashioned in the social
 arrangements of the story by alleging the length of time that had
 elapsed since its completion. There is internal evidence to the same
 effect: she has not quite shaken off the tendency to satirise
 contemporary extravagances; and it is not until several chapters are
 past that she settles herself down to any serious creation of
 characters. The superiority also in interest and fun of the first
 volume over the second, though no doubt inherent in the scheme of the
 story, is a defect which she would hardly have tolerated at a later
 date. Nevertheless, we think her admirers may be satisfied with this
 example of her youthful style. The charm with which she manages to
 invest a simple ingenuous girl like Catherine, the brightness of Henry
 Tilney—even the shallowness of Isabella and the boorishness of John
 Thorpe—are things we part from with regret. And in parting with our
 friends at the end of one of her novels, we part with them for good and
 all; they never re-appear in another shape elsewhere; even Mrs. Allen
 and Lady Bertram are by no means the same.

      It seems to have been only a happy accident (though no doubt an
 accident very likely to occur) which prevented First Impressions
 from appearing in its immature shape.

      George Austen was ready, and indeed anxious, that his daughter's
 work should be published; and when she had finished the story in August
 1797, he took steps to find a publisher. Years afterwards (probably in
 1836), at the sale of the effects of Mr. Cadell, the famous London
 publisher, the following letter was purchased by a connexion of the
 family:—

                SIR,—I have in my possession a manuscript novel,

           comprising 3 vols., about the length of Miss

           Burney's Evelina. As I am well aware of what

           consequence it is that a work of this sort sh^{d.}

           make its first appearance under a respectable

           name, I apply to you. I shall be much obliged,

           therefore, if you will inform me whether you

           choose to be concerned in it, what will be the

           expense of publishing it at the author's risk,

           and what you will venture to advance for the

           property of it, if on perusal it is approved of.

           Should you give any encouragement, I will send you

           the work.

                           I am, Sir, your humble servant,

                      GEORGE AUSTEN.

                Steventon, near Overton, Hants.:

                  November 1, 1797.

      This proposal, we are told, was declined by return of post.

      The earliest of Jane's letters which have survived date from the
 year 1796. They begin at Steventon in the middle of their winter
 engagements, and when Tom Lefroy was in the foreground.[72]

                           Steventon: Saturday [January 9, 1796].

                In the first place, I hope you will live

           twenty-three years longer. Mr. Tom Lefroy's

           birthday was yesterday, so that you are very near

           of an age.

                After this necessary preamble I shall proceed to

           inform you that we had an exceeding good ball last

           night, and that I was very much disappointed at

           not seeing Charles Fowle of the party, as I had

           previously heard of his being invited.

             * * * * *

                We were so terrible good as to take James in our

           carriage, though there were three of us before;

           but indeed he deserves encouragement for the very

           great improvement which has lately taken place in

           his dancing. Miss Heathcote is pretty, but not

           near so handsome as I expected.

             * * * * *

                Henry is still hankering after the Regulars, and

           as his project of purchasing the adjutancy of the

           Oxfordshire is now over, he has got a scheme in

           his head about getting a lieutenancy and adjutancy

           in the 86th, a new-raised regiment, which he

           fancies will be ordered to the Cape of Good Hope.

           I heartily hope that he will, as usual, be

           disappointed in this scheme.

     

                           Steventon: Thursday [January 14, 1796].

                I am very much flattered by your commendation of

           my last letter, for I write only for fame, and

           without any view to pecuniary emolument.

                Tell Mary[73] that I make over Mr. Heartley and

           all his estate to her for her sole use and benefit

           in future, and not only him, but all my other

           admirers into the bargain wherever she can find

           them, even the kiss which C. Powlett wanted to

           give me, as I mean to confine myself in future to

           Mr. Tom Lefroy, for whom I don't care sixpence.

           Assure her also as a last and indubitable proof of

           Warren's indifference to me, that he actually drew

           that gentleman's picture for me, and delivered it

           to me without a sigh.

      The next batch of letters date from a visit paid by Jane, in August
 1796, to Rowling, the Kent home of her brother Edward. She seems to
 have experienced a difficulty in finding an escort for her return
 journey. Henry kept changing his plans; and Frank, the sailor, was
 liable to be sent for at a day's notice. She had evidently been
 studying her copy of Camilla.

                           Cork Street: Tuesday morn [August 1796].

                MY DEAR CASSANDRA,—Here I am once more in this

           scene of dissipation and vice, and I begin already

           to find my morals corrupted. We reached Staines

           yesterday, I do not [know] when, without suffering

           so much from the heat as I had hoped to do. We set

           off again this morning at seven o'clock, and had a

           very pleasant drive, as the morning was cloudy and

           perfectly cool. I came all the way in the chaise

           from Hartford Bridge.

                Edward and Frank are both gone out to seek their

           fortunes; the latter is to return soon and help us

           seek ours. The former we shall never see again. We

           are to be at Astley's to-night, which I am glad

           of. Edward has heard from Henry this morning. He

           has not been at the races at all, unless his

           driving Miss Pearson over to Rowling one day can

           be so called. We shall find him there on Thursday.

                I hope you are all alive after our melancholy

           parting yesterday, and that you pursued your

           intended avocation with success. God bless you! I

           must leave off, for we are going out.

                           Yours very affectionately,

                      J. AUSTEN.

                Everybody's love.

     

                           Rowling: Thursday [September 1, 1796].

                MY DEAREST CASSANDRA,—The letter which I have

           this moment received from you has diverted me

           beyond moderation. I could die of laughter at it,

           as they used to say at school. You are indeed the

           finest comic writer of the present age.

             * * * * *

                I am sorry that you found such a conciseness in

           the strains of my first letter. I must endeavour

           to make you amends for it, when we meet, by some

           elaborate details, which I shall shortly begin

           composing.

                Our men had but indifferent weather for their

           visit to Godmersham, for it rained great part of

           the way there and all the way back. They found

           Mrs. Knight remarkably well and in very good

           spirits. It is imagined that she will shortly be

           married again. I have taken little George once in

           my arms since I have been here, which I thought

           very kind.

             * * * * *

                To-morrow I shall be just like Camilla in Mr.

           Dubster's summer-house; for my Lionel will have

           taken away the ladder by which I came here, or at

           least by which I intended to get away, and here I

           must stay till his return. My situation, however,

           is somewhat preferable to hers, for I am very

           happy here, though I should be glad to get home by

           the end of the month. I have no idea that Miss

           Pearson will return with me.

                What a fine fellow Charles is, to deceive us into

           writing two letters to him at Cork! I admire his

           ingenuity extremely, especially as he is so great

           a gainer by it.

             * * * * *

                I am glad to hear so good an account of Mr.

           Charde, and only fear that my long absence may

           occasion his relapse. I practise every day as much

           as I can—I wish it were more for his sake. . . .

                Frank has turned a very nice little butter-churn

           for Fanny. I do not believe that any of the party

           were aware of the valuables they had left behind;

           nor can I hear anything of Anna's gloves. Indeed I

           have not enquired at all about them hitherto.

                We are very busy making Edward's shirts, and I am

           proud to say that I am the neatest worker of the

           party.

     

                           Rowling: Monday [September 5, 1796].

                MY DEAR CASSANDRA,—I shall be extremely anxious

           to hear the event of your ball, and shall hope to

           receive so long and minute an account of every

           particular that I shall be tired of reading it. . . .

           I hope John Lovett's accident will not prevent his

           attending the ball, as you will otherwise be

           obliged to dance with Mr. Tincton the whole

           evening. Let me know how J. Harwood deports

           himself without the Miss Biggs, and which of the

           Marys will carry the day with my brother James.

                We were at a ball on Saturday, I assure you. We

           dined at Goodnestone, and in the evening danced

           two country-dances and the Boulangeries. I opened

           the ball with Edward Bridges[74]; the other

           couples were Lewis Cage and Harriet, Frank and

           Louisa, Fanny and George. Elizabeth played one

           country-dance, Lady Bridges the other, which she

           made Henry dance with her, and Miss Finch played

           the Boulangeries.

                In reading over the last three or four lines, I am

           aware of my having expressed myself in so doubtful

           a manner that, if I did not tell you to the

           contrary, you might imagine it was Lady Bridges

           who made Henry dance with her at the same time

           that she was playing, which, if not impossible,

           must appear a very improbable event to you. But it

           was Elizabeth who danced. We supped there and

           walked home at night under the shade of two

           umbrellas.

             * * * * *

                We have just got some venison from Godmersham,

           which the two Mr. Harveys are to devour to-morrow,

           and on Friday or Saturday the Goodnestone people

           are to finish their scraps. Henry went away on

           Friday, as he purposed, without fayl. You will

           hear from him soon, I imagine, as he talked of

           writing to Steventon shortly. Mr. Richard Harvey

           is going to be married; but as it is a great

           secret, and only known to half the neighbourhood,

           you must not mention it. The lady's name is

           Musgrave.

             * * * * *

                Pray remember me to everybody who does not enquire

           after me; those who do, remember me without

           bidding. Give my love to Mary Harrison, and tell

           her I wish, whenever she is attached to a young

           man, some respectable Dr. Marchmont may keep

           them apart for five volumes.

     

                           Rowling: Thursday [September 15, 1796].

                At Nackington we met Lady Sondes' picture over the

           mantelpiece in the dining-room, and the pictures

           of her three children in an ante-room, besides Mr.

           Scott, Miss Fletcher, Mr. Toke, Mr. J. Toke, and

           the Archdeacon Lynch. Miss Fletcher and I were

           very thick, but I am the thinnest of the two. She

           wore her purple muslin, which is pretty enough,

           though it does not become her complexion. There

           are two traits in her character which are

           pleasing—namely, she admires Camilla, and

           drinks no cream in her tea. If you should ever see

           Lucy, you may tell her that I scolded Miss

           Fletcher for her negligence in writing, as she

           desired me to do, but without being able to bring

           her to any proper sense of shame—that Miss

           Fletcher says in her defence, that as everybody

           whom Lucy knew when she was in Canterbury has now

           left it, she has nothing at all to write to her

           about. By everybody, I suppose Miss Fletcher

           means that a new set of officers have arrived

           there. But this is a note of my own.

             * * * * *

                His Royal Highness Sir Thomas Williams has at

           length sailed; the papers say 'on a cruise.' But I

           hope they are gone to Cork, or I shall have

           written in vain. Give my love to Jane, as she

           arrived at Steventon yesterday, I dare say.

             * * * * *

                Edward and Frank went out yesterday very early in

           a couple of shooting jackets, and came home like a

           couple of bad shots, for they killed nothing at

           all. They are out again to-day, and are not yet

           returned. Delightful sport! They are just come

           home, Edward with his two brace, Frank with his

           two and a half. What amiable young men!

     

                           Rowling: Sunday [September 18, 1796].

                This morning has been spent in doubt and

           deliberation, in forming plans and removing

           difficulties, for it ushered in the day with an

           event which I had not intended should take place

           so soon by a week. Frank has received his

           appointment on board the Captain John Gore

           commanded by the Triton[75] and will therefore be

           obliged to be in town on Wednesday; and though I

           have every disposition in the world to accompany

           him on that day, I cannot go on the uncertainty of

           the Pearsons being at home, as I should not have a

           place to go to in case they were from home.

                My father will be so good as to fetch home his

           prodigal daughter from town, I hope, unless he

           wishes me to walk the hospitals, enter at the

           Temple, or mount guard at St. James'. It will

           hardly be in Frank's power to take me home—nay,

           it certainly will not. I shall write again as soon

           as I get to Greenwich.

             * * * * *

                I am very glad that the idea of returning with

           Frank occurred to me; for as to Henry's coming

           into Kent again, the time of its taking place is

           so very uncertain that I should be waiting for

           dead men's shoes. I had once determined to go

           with Frank to-morrow and take my chance, &c., but

           they dissuaded me from so rash a step, as I really

           think on consideration it would have been; for if

           the Pearsons were not at home, I should inevitably

           fall a sacrifice to the arts of some fat woman who

           would make me drunk with small beer.

      In some way or other, Jane managed to reach Steventon, and at once
 set to work on First Impressions. From that point the letters
 cease for two years—namely, till October 1798. Several family events
 occurred during the interval. In January 1797 came the wedding of James
 Austen and Mary Lloyd. Owing to the friendship which had long existed
 between the Austens and the Lloyds, this marriage gave great pleasure
 at Steventon, and Eliza de Feuillide remarks on it as follows:—

                James has chosen a second wife in the person of

           Miss Mary Lloyd, who is not either rich or

           handsome, but very sensible and good humoured. . . .

           Jane seems much pleased with the match, and it is

           natural she should, having long known and liked

           the lady.

      Not long after this happy event, the rectory at Steventon was
 plunged into deep grief, for news came that Cassandra's intended
 husband, Thomas Fowle, who was expected home from St. Domingo in a few
 weeks, had died in February of yellow fever. Our chief informant is
 again Eliza de Feuillide, who writes on May 3:—

                This is a very severe stroke to the whole family,

           and particularly to poor Cassandra, for whom I

           feel more than I can express. Indeed I am most

           sincerely grieved at this event, and the pain

           which it must occasion our worthy relations. Jane

           says that her sister behaves with a degree of

           resolution and propriety which no common mind

           could evince in so trying a situation.

      His kinsman, Lord Craven, who had taken him out as chaplain to his
 regiment, said afterwards that, had he known of his engagement, he
 would not have allowed him to go to so dangerous a climate.

             * * * * *

      After such a blow as this, Jane was hardly likely to leave
 Cassandra, and the absence of letters at this time is easily
 understood. In November of this same year, Mrs. Austen, whose health
 was not good determined to go to Bath with her daughters. The route
 from Steventon was by Andover and Devizes, one night being usually
 spent at the latter place. Mrs. Austen's brother, Mr. Leigh Perrot, was
 a regular visitor to Bath, and there is every reason to suppose that
 Jane had already visited the Leigh Perrots or the Coopers, or both, at
 this still fashionable resort, whose place was only gradually being
 usurped by Brighton. Owing to the absence of contemporary letters our
 knowledge of her stay there in 1797 is chiefly derived from
 reminiscences in later correspondence. Thus in May 1799, when visiting
 Bath again, Jane remarks that it rained almost all the way from
 Devizes; 'and our first view of Bath has been just as gloomy as it was
 last November twelve-month.' We may therefore imagine them 'entering
 Bath on a wet afternoon'—like Lady Russell, in Persuasion—'and
 driving through the long course of streets . . . amidst the dash of
 other carriages, the heavy rumble of carts and drays, the bawling of
 newsmen, muffin-men and milkmen, and the ceaseless clink of pattens.'
 The Austens probably stayed with the Perrots at their house, No. 1
 Paragon Buildings.

      Writing in April 1805, Jane describes a visit to a riding-school,
 and says: 'Seven years and four months ago we went to the same
 riding-house to see Miss Lefroy's performance. What a different set are
 we now moving in!' It would be interesting to know in what way the set
 differed, whether in kind or only in the individuals composing it. In
 this earlier visit Jane was likely to have seen plenty of company, as
 the Leigh Perrots had a large acquaintance.[76] The Austens stayed at
 Bath into December, for Elizabeth de Feuillide mentions, on December
 11, that she had heard very lately from Jane, 'who is still at Bath
 with her mother and sister. Mr. Hampson, whom I saw yesterday . . .
 told me he had heard Cassandra was going to be married, but Jane says
 not a word of it.' When we think of Jane's silence, and still more of
 Cassandra's recent grief, we may safely discredit this extremely
 improbable rumour.

      On returning home for Christmas, they received a piece of news
 which, even if it did not come entirely as a surprise, can hardly have
 given unmixed pleasure. This was the engagement of Henry Austen to his
 cousin, Eliza de Feuillide—his senior by some ten years. Intended
 originally for the Church, Henry Austen had abandoned the idea of
 taking Orders, and had joined the Oxford Militia as lieutenant, in
 1793, becoming adjutant and captain four years later. Though he was
 endowed with many attractive gifts there was a certain infirmity of
 purpose in his character that was hardly likely to be remedied by a
 marriage to his very pleasure-loving cousin.

      In default of Eliza's letter on the occasion to her uncle, we may
 quote that which she wrote to Warren Hastings:—

                DEAR SIR,—As I flatter myself you still take an

           interest in my welfare, I think it incumbent on me

           to acquaint you with a circumstance by which it

           must be materially influenced. I have consented to

           an Union with my Cousin, Captain Austen, who has

           the honour of being known to you. He has been for

           some time in Possession of a comfortable income,

           and the excellence of his Heart, Temper and

           Understanding, together with steady attachment to

           me, his Affection for my little Boy, and

           disinterested concurrence in the disposal of my

           Property in favour of this latter, have at length

           induced me to an acquiescence which I have

           withheld for more than two years. Need I say, my

           dear Sir, that I most earnestly wish for your

           approbation on this occasion, and that it is with

           the sincerest attachment I shall ever remain

                           Your much obliged

                      and affectionate God-daughter,

                      ELIZABETH DE FEUILLIDE.

                I beg leave to present my affectionate compliments

           to Mrs. Hastings.

                December 26, 1797.

      Neither side wished for a long engagement, and they were married on
 December 31. Henry continued with the Militia regiment probably till
 the Peace of 1802. By 1804 he had joined a brother Militia officer of
 the name of Maunde, and set up as banker and army agent, with offices
 in Albany, Piccadilly; removing in or before 1808 to 10 Henrietta
 Street, Covent Garden. Poor little Hastings de Feuillide became subject
 to epilepsy, and died on October 9, 1801, while the Henry Austens were
 living in Upper Berkeley Street.[77]

      During the first half of 1798, Jane, fresh from her late visit to
 Bath, was able to devote some happy months of unbroken leisure to
 writing the first draft of the book known to us as Northanger Abbey
; but her comedy was once more interrupted by one of the tragedies of
 real life. On August 9 occurred the death of her cousin, Lady Williams
 (Jane Cooper): while she was driving herself in a whiskey, a dray-horse
 ran away and drove against the chaise. She was thrown out and killed on
 the spot: 'never spoke again,' so Mrs. Lybbe Powys records the news on
 August 14. Jane Williams had been married from Steventon Rectory, and
 had been, both before and after that event, so frequent a visitor there
 that her death must have been severely felt by the Austens—especially
 by the daughters of the family, her friends and contemporaries.

      FOOTNOTES:

      [70] Juniper Hall, p. 223.

      [71] In a memorandum written by Cassandra.

      [72] Other portions of these two letters are quoted in Chapter VI.

      [73] Cassandra was now staying with the Fowles at Kintbury, and
 'Mary' was no doubt Eliza Fowle's sister, Mary Lloyd; not yet engaged
 to James Austen.

      [74] Edward Bridges was brother, and Harriet and Louisa were
 sisters, of Elizabeth Austen; Lady Bridges being their mother. Harriet
 was afterwards married to the son of Archbishop Moore.

      [75] A playful inversion on Jane's part.

      [76] Mrs. Lybbe Powys records in her diary under April 26, 1799: 'To
 a party at Mr. Leigh Perrot's; eight tables, ninety people' (
Passages from the Diaries of Mrs. Philip Lybbe Powys, 1756-1808).

      [77] Gentleman's Magazine, vol. lxxi. p. 965; see also p.
 1049.
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      Some change after this shock must have been desirable; and at the
 end of the same month Mr. and Mrs. Austen, with Cassandra and Jane,
 started on a visit to the Edward Austens—no longer at Rowling but at
 Godmersham, which, by the generosity of Mrs. Knight, was now become
 their residence. Edward would naturally wish for a visit from his
 parents and sisters in his new and beautiful home. We know ver