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of one who bad known sin, and sorrow, and fate, but bad
risen above adverse fortune into peaceful victory.

Ail this ie much more than a twice-told tale, yet it is well
to recail it once again, it rnay perliaps lead others to open
their Shakespeare with loving reverence, and help them in
nome measure to make books their friends, and cultivate
the society of the great masters in the Englieli tongue.

D. KINMON'r ROY.

r THE HOME 0F CHARLOTTE BRONT.

M UCH as railway penetration as doe to open up the
rnoorland regians of the north of England, it bas

effected bere but littie change. UJpon ieaving the platform
of a smali, primitive station, we mounted the steep and
narrow littie street-(it miglit have been the original of
Bunyau's Pilgrim's lli called Straight)-and steeper and
steeper it rose in front of us at every step ; whiie down its
centre there presently poured, with a ciatter, clatter, clatter
of wooden dlogs, the village lads and lasses j tit let loose
from school, each lusty urchin clad in sucli a suit of brown
corduroys as must have set at nouglit the rudest blasts of
winter, to say nothing of rugged walls and gnarled
branches.

IlCould anybody show us to Mr. Brown's 1" was our
first enquiry, Mr. Brown being the nephiew of that Martha
Brown wbo, it may be remembered, was the "Inew girl"

F who succeeded Tabby, wben TIabby's days at Haworth
parsonage were numbered. A mite of four wae told off to
trot in front of the ladies ta the neat little stationer's sbop,
within which stood Mlartha Brown's nephew, oniy too glad
ta lead the way Up his littie back staircase to the room

bherein was laid out ail lie bad ta show pertaining to the
revered family, in whose service bis aId relation had lived
the best part of bier life.

And now 1 must just remark that it is a mietake to
suppose that the memory of the Brontës is dying ont in the
place wbich once knew tbem so well. Every aid villager

we spoke to-and these were not few-had something to
say, and usually some reminiscence to offer on the subject.
T he naines of "Charlotte," "Emily," and "lBranwell"
dropped easily and familiarly from their lips; and yet[ there was notbing impertinent, nothing the ieast disrespect-
fui, in the sound :it niereiy seemed as if those simple fol ks
cherished a hallowed rernîembrance, with which any of the
ordiuary forme of speech would have been incomipatible.

One nice littie matron, withi a chastened, subdued
demeanour, and a face that plainly told life had been ta bier

r no child's play, had perhaps more ta teli than ail the rest
rabout the Brontëis. Shie had seeu Il MVrs. Nichails" pass

inta the churcli in ber bridai attire ou the wodding morn
k -very plain, but Charlotte always was very plain in lier

dres; and again had seeu her re-enter the same churcli-
yard gates but a few brief mouths later, wli,ýt carried ta
her grave. IlShe was neyer very intimnate, never at ail
free 8poken with the Haworth people-." IlOh, they liked
her : nobady had ever a word againet lier ; but it was
understood that she, and indeed ai the famnily, liked best
ta lie let atone. Charlotte wouid came aud go. She was
a very quick walker, aud she would turu the corner of the
parsonage lane and be dowu the street ail in a moment;
and then she wouid drap into the shap"-(we were sittinû:
in "lthe shop" as we listened> 11 order what she wanted,
and lie off home again at once, without a word more than
was ueeded. My father," coutinued the narrator, Ilhad
ai ways himself ta take the cioth, or whatever it was that
had been ordered, up tao the pareanage, when bis work was
doue; and lie had ta messure it there, and cut off the
iongth required. Na, none of tbem wouid ever have it
rneasured and cut off in the shop; it had ta lie taken up lu
the piece ta the boue, and cut thére. The Brontes had
ways cf their awn, and that was one of tbem. They were
strange people, but very inucli beloved. Mr. Brontë was
a fine aid gentleman" (wîth a eudden lîttie giow of warmth),
"la very fine aid gentleman" (mont emphatically); aud the
speaker had beard that there were saime wbo bad written
about Charlotte, and made up books about ber, Ilwbo had
flot epoken quite true about Mr. Brontë." Ail she could
say was that Ilthere was no one lu Haworth now living
wba bad nlot a good word for the aid gentleman, and ta see
bîm aud Mr. Nicbolle together after they were left abuse,
and poor Mr. Brontë sa heipless and huind, waejust a beauti-
fui siglt-that it was." She would bave disicoursed tili
miduiglit, but time pressed.

To returu, however, ta Martha Brown's collection. It
was pathetically poor and ecauty, 1 arn afraid f must con-
tes; thougli 1 trust lier very obliging and intelligent
nephew, its present possesear, wiil neyer kuow 1 said sa.
Marveilouely littie of this world's goods hiad tbose poor
Brontës, aud of course the better portion of theee-such as
they were-were nlot here. Their oak cradie I bad seen
in another part of Yorkshire that very moruing, sud
Charlotte's doil's tes-set I treasure among my awn val-
uahlee.* A few goid bair-ringe of enormous size, sucob as
couid only bave lieeu worn liy the venerable patriarcli ou bis
forefluger, a fobi seal, and some Paisley sBawls-uone of
wbich. could with any certainty lie traced as the property
of auy one nearer tban an aunt-had aiea beeu ebown me
in tbe littîs uook wbere tbe cradie was in8talled. Ail of
tbese bad been soid, on the passiug of Haworth living juta
other bauds. They bad not been bequeathed eitber ta
friende or relatives. Martba Brown, however, bad been
given the relices, wbicb were now showu us ; tbey were

* It is of old Leeds ware, ornamnented by littîs piatures of the prin-
cipal features of the surroundinq country.

laid out lu a emali glass-case, and conisted of a green purse
of netted silk, a tbimble-csse of enamelled copper, and a
few more such odds and euds. There were aiea somne
sbawis (presumabiy beionging ta the aforemeutioned aunt,
for 1 am positive Charlotte neyer draped berseif in any-
thiug sa gorgeons), and a uumber of siementary pencil-
drawinge of Pyes, nases, and ather interesting features,
such as might lie supposed ta have been laboured through
by reluctaut and unskilful echoolgiri fingers. As far as I
cau judge, noue of the Brontës bad the slightest real talent
for drawing. The oii-paiuting of the spaniel, which bas the
place of bonour over the mauteipiece in Mr. Browu's
little upper chamber, je simpiy ludicrous from its bad-
ness.

One or two reaily interestiug objEcts were, bowever,
lying on tbe centre-table. These were Charlotte's own
time-worn copies of the Quarterly for December, 1848, and
other periodicals of a iike date, in which were inserted
those miserable criticisms which were meant ta crueli the
author of 1;Jane Eyre."~ How often, we refiectsd, liad her
brow been lient over those cruel pagesi We know tliey
made ber heart bieed, and that for a moment she fancied
ehe read lu them bher doom. Strangsiy, straugeiy do they
read uow.

But perbape I have undervalued the relies which Mr.
Brown offered receutly ta the mussumn at Keighley, sud for
which the custodians would not pay the price required.
Keighley-prououced Keathey-is aniy s short distance
frtrai Haworth, sud it bas been thought that the good folks
tbere wouid jump at the offer. They did not, as we kuow;
sud somehaw I agresd with themi, though my reason fhr
sa daing spraug froma a cause they littie guessed. Brietly,
the friend who accompanied me ta Haworth lias in lier
possession treasures far more preciaus sud interp,,.Àna than
sny Martha Brown bad ta bequeath, sud these w -re given
ber by the original of Il Rochester " sud " Paiul Emn-
manuel " himseif. "lPaul Emumanuel " le stiil ative, sud
but recently delîvered up, amoug other curiosities, a number
of essaye composed bath by Charlotte sud Erniiy Brontë
while under hie charge st Bruseels, sud corrected and
emended by him ase their master. These essaye are upan
no accaunt ta get into print, and it is easy ta disceru why.
Aithougli Cbariotte'e letters ta ber preceptor are, it le
feared, by this time destroyed, no letter could breathe more
transparently sud mare uucousciously the emations by
which that proud yet tender epirit was tarn in twaiu than
dans one of the short pap-rs which 1 saw the ather day at
Ilkley. The siaborate epistle in which Moniieur Héger
detaiied hie reasans for turniug, a deaf ear ta ait petitions
ou the subject was net required by mie, after ane brief per-
usai of the littie essay. The refusai breathes a higli and
chivairous toue, sud with the motive one can find no fanit;
but, spart from publicity, it ie sad ta think that neither
letters nor essaye were treasured for their own sakes by
the Brueseis echoolmaster. Lt almost rmakes one's biood
bail ta thiuk of that warm, imaginative, hungry and tkirsty
girlieli heart, hsatiug againet its bars, undorraîted audJ mis-
understoad by the sprightiy, amiable, but withal undis-
ceruing sud self .opiuiouated man who wae is ideal.

Holding the faded manuscripte lu my haud, a tremar
thriiled tbrough my veine. How, wbeu, sud with what
feelings bad they been writteu 'î The penmsuship isdaintity
fine, smail, sud clear. They are lu French, of course, sud
are finised off with feminine usatuesesud preciian; the
exquisite signature IlC. Brontë ' beiug traced with the
utmoet deiicacy in the upper left-haud corner, iustead of
beiug appended ta the final words. Tlmey are fuit af subtle
touches, sud deep, impaseioned utteranc,ýs. It muet lie
added that the subjecte handlcd were sncb as admitted of
these; sud on sucli subjecte could the suthor of IlVillette"
lie bald or coid?'

But Monsieur Héger, calmiy carrecting an d emeuding,
uud6setood nothiug-etili under8tauds nathiug of what lay
beneath the surface. Even naw, even after a lIapse of aver
forty yeare, wheu the fame of Charlotte Brontë lias echoed
ta tbe very ends of the earth, the two wbo should have
lieen sa proud of ber, should have deemed theinselves sa
mucb exalted by ber, are imply at a lase ta account for sncb
an extraardinary and inexplicable state of affaire. The
venerable pair-for bath the ats master and mistrees of
the ceiebrated echool are living-have uow retired ta
"ldweil amoug their owu people"; they live lu a emali
world of thejr awu, teuderly cberiehed by sans sud daugh-
ters, who are themselves grandfathers sud graudinathere,
several of whom bave, mareover, aehieved distinction iu
varions walksilulife. No aged parente are more devotedly
revered, or more- dutifiilly waited upan, than they ; sud
but for bis littîs Ilkink "- -if 1 may use an aid Scotch word
-about Charlotte Brontë, I shouid eay that, ini talent,
sense, and acuimen, tbey seidorn meet their equais. But
regardiug I"Jane Eyre " aud its sistar producte, Monsieur
and Madame Héger purse their iips. They do nat care ta
talk about tbem, nor thejr author. She was, iu their
eyes, oully a sby, impulsive, affectionate, but somewhat over-
sensitive sud impreesionabie, yonng nurr-ery gavernes,
wbo learued nearly everything she. knew while under their
charge, and who sbouid not have gone homne sud writteu
taies about ber good frieude at Brussele.

Mnch better, infiuiteby better, would it have been if
Charlotte bad pursued ber vacation as s teacher of youth
-that vocation for which as came ta them ta lie perfected
-than bave sa misueed ber time sud talents. As for
recaiiing auy littie traits of ebaracter, any littse syluge or
doinge, any grave or gay idiosyucraies-why Charlotte
Brontë was oniy a pupit among pupile, and, moreover, a
pupil taa reserved, tac, undemonstrative, too morbidly

ungenial ta have been eithar attractive as a cbild or cbarm-
ing as s woman.

I have seau the portraits of Monsieur sud Madame
Héger. They represeut two sucb faces as one seedom sees ;
but of the two I prefer that of the wife. It le that of a
calm, judiciai, restful nature, capable of influite patience
sud of etroug endurance ; but it i8 easy ta conceive that
with juet euch a nature Charlotte Brontë had nothing iu
comman. In cousequence, but scaut justice is doue ta
"lMadame Bock " at her bande. Doublesseasci mistook
the other; sud whie Madame wondered sud siglied aver
the petubaut autbursts of the incomprehensible Englîsh
girl, Madame's awn quieter, more gentle spirit, lier talera-
tion, forbearauce, self-control sud outward imperturba-
bliity, waubd in its turn be almost intolerable ta ans of
Chariotte's temp@rament.

But Monsieur Réger is s figura of mare general inter-
est, therefore ans word more regardiug bitu, He is s bright,
vain, haudeome acceuarian, charming sud delighting ta
dlrarm, eager ta talk, sud as sager for an audience, as exact-
ing of barnage sud subservieuce as iu the days wlien
sehoolgiri trmbied at hie giauce. Imagine him tifty years
ago, sud yon can hardly go wroug in imagining a very
fascinating personage; then recollect that if ty years ago
or thereabouts the littîs Yorkshire nursery-governese took
lier iret flight ta Brussels, sud there beheld "Paul Em-
manuel "-et voila tout /

Hlaworthi Church hlas beau sa mucb ilered sud "îim-
proved " under the auspices ot ite preseut vicar, that neariy
every vestige of interest or romance lias beau " improved "
off the face of it. An aîslinary ruarbie elali in the watt
recarde that the diffeareut rnemhers of tiie Brontë f amiiv
repose in a vault at the other sud of ths building, sud
over the vauit itsesf a sm;aii brase plate bas the names of
Charlotte aud Emily Broutëenegraved upan its face.

We had thoughlt this had been ail, wlîsu the deaf aid
sextan, wbo bad beau in vain eudeavouriug ta elicit aur
admiration for a reredos presented by tlie vicar'e wife
(which, ta my mind, made but poor amende for ait bier
husband had swept away)-when the aid fetiow suddeniy
exciaimed, Il Weil, there's the window

IlThe wiudow?' What window '"
Without waste of words, liejogged doa a sisde aisle,

Mid called a hait lu front of a vi-ry handearn, e mali,
8taiued-glass wiudow bearing this inscription :-' lu pies-
saut memaory of Charlotte Brontë," put up by-whoin do
you think ?t An Amcrican citizen 1 Tirerc was no namne,
no indication given wbereby the plain IIAmericin citizen "
miglit lie ideuîifled ; and its its actually beau left ta this
nnknowu, nobie-minded denizen of another country ta
erect the ouly epantaneous memorial whicb bas sa tar heen
grauted ta the memary of ans of England's greateet femate
uoveiists '?

H-aworth Cburchyard je fuit af grey, weather-beateu
tabolets, aboi-e whjch the sîorm-toss8ed atd"rs sigli, sud
ainange t which tthe leaves were dropping as~ we etood.
liehind tiese the open moor, nat purpie sud heathery, but
covered with sbart-crapped, starved-lookiug grass, occasion-
aiiy jnLersected by the stane watts of the disttict. The
neareet of these enclosures, iying at the back of the
church sud parsanage, wonld doubtlees be the playground
of the poor lîttie motheriese Bronti wheu firet tliat sombre
pareanage became their home. Tlirough it, when aider
grawu, they would ramble forth ou solitary walks sud
thouglits jutent. (Emily, we kuaw, was an especial laver
of sncb expeditiaus, sud this field-patb would lielber oui y
autiet.) Roads are tew lu the viciuity, sud lhsr auly alter-
native woutd lie that which traverses the main etreet of
the village. We can liardly picture bier making it lier
cliaice.

The Black Bull Inn le stiti Brontë ta the cors. A
kindly welcame wae there for us, sud true Yorkshire
bospitality, mars especially wheu the- bonoirred camne
became aur pasepart. Woutd we have aur buncheon in
Branweli Broute's littîs back parlour. Lt wonld bie ready
lu a fe'v minutei, sud meantime-aud meautime 't We
were auiy tao glad ta hearkeu ta auything sud everythiug
the good saut who prsceded us had ta tell. Sa this was
poar yaung Bronië's favourite resort 1

IlThat was his chair," she eaid simpby, sud pointed ta
a tati, aId Chippendale arm-chair, with a quaiutly-carved
Il iddle " back, sud square seat, set edgewise. Tlist was
his chair, sud in that corner it always stood. Yan sea it
je s nies corner, lietweeu the firepiace sud the window;
sud there hae used toasit, sud it-(alas poar Branwelt !
aud when ha had been ittiug loucer than msbibnhol
lia' beau, Charlotte would lie beard ont ut the door there
(paiuting along the dark, atone passage ta the front su-
trance), aeking aftsr hlm, au' if ha were in the parior i And
lie would hear lier voie, sud ha would up wi' this window,
sud lis ont of it like a flash of lightuiug.", (Lt was a liroad,
iow casernent, aponiug upon aul inn yard, whose iutting
stone watts were well fitted for caucesîmeu't.) Sa that
wheu Charlotte came lu ta look for him, cOutinued aur
narratar, shle wonid ses Iiawt, d'ye see? And aur folks
they would know nowt, i course. But Brauwell, lie wers
round the corner, do wu i' the yard youder; 55s.30n as she
were gane, he jump-9 tbraugh the wjndaw agaiu-you esu
open it essiiy tram the Otside-an' liack ta hie chair, an'
she neyer the wiser. Lt Wauld lie dark, too, mayie.

As the quiet words tai upan aur ears the bygous scene
stole upon aur vision. Z

As we gazed, a silence feul upofi the littie room. Lt
had beau the bsuut of geulus, éen h5-8rowu
thougbt 1-genius bad paeeed that way ta ruiri.

.Whst bad Haiwortb ta show atter thie '-Àtr8. L. B.
wal/ord, in 774e c t'


