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CHARLOTTE BIRONTËS BIRTH-PLACE.

BV GEORGIANA M. CRAIE.

W TE were in the North of Ireland, andVV about to start for London, in the
spning of 185 7, w~hen, soon after it wvas pub-
lishied for the first time, wve read Mrs. Gas-
'keil>s IlLife of Charlotte Brontë." The
book had beeri eager]y looked for by us, and
-when it arrived we read it with the deepest
interest. It %vas a biography that took pos-
session of us; for days, as it passed frcm one
-of us to another, we talked of little cise but
the pathetic story of that wonderful liouse-
hold amongst the Yorkshire moors.

One day, at last, one of us said, IlSuppose
we were to go and sec Haworth on our way
to Lond (n?"

It wvas a happy proposition, that seemed to
lit in with everybody's desire. We seized the
idea with delight, and in a very short lime
ive had resolved to make ont the little expe-
-dition, and had arranged our route. Wre
could only manage to spend one day in the
place, a.~d as we ail wanted, if possible, to see
Mr. Brontë, this single day, wve agreed, had
better be a Sunday. To enable us to reach
Haworth on Saturday evening wtz therefore
set out up0fl our journey-four of us ini
number-F., A., M., and I-on a Friday
evening (it wvas the 29 th of May, the evening
of a glorious surnmer day), i the steamer to
Morecamnbe from Belfast.

Early on Saturday niorning we reached
Morecambe, and thience, after a pause of'
somne hours, we ivent on by Lancaster t0
Keighley. It ivas five in the afternoon whien
wve arrived at Keighley, the nearest station to
Haworth ; and here, after having booked
our luggagc at the station to await our return
next day, we made our way 10 the best-look--
ing inn that ive could. find ; very tired and
hot and hungry, for wve had spent a good
while in wandering about Lancaster under a
burning sun.

WTe wvere now between three and four miles
froni Hawvorth, and ive lîad to trust to our
feet, -which were already tolerabi, iveary, forJ
niakzing out the remainder of our joumney.
In addition to fatigue, also, M. was unfortu-

nately by this lime iii with a violent head-
ache, and ive were, further, labouring under
some half-acknowledg ed anxiety as 10 the
nature of the accommodation that we might
find at HaNworth wvhen we finally reached it;
for though ive were well aware of the existence
of an inn in the place-the IlBlack Bull,"
poor Branwell Brontiis inn-for anything wve
knewv it mighit be the smallest of hostelries,
quite incapable of supplying us wvith the three
ibedrooms ive needed. As we sat in the hotel
at Keighley, waiting hungrily and wearily for
the meal that w~as curiously long in coming,
anticipations of the manner in wvhich wve
night be called upon to pass fthe night be-
gan 10 press rather seriouslý upon us.

Il is a very wild expedition, I am afraid,"
F. said, shaking his hiead with gloomy fore-
bodings ; and the other three of us ivere 100
ili or too hiungry 10 make any very effective
attempt at consolation.

By the time, however, that we had been
refreshied by food (and very excellent, when
at length it appeared, was the meal thal ive
wvere given-served to us, 100, in a homely,
old.fashioned, sunny room, which has left an
impression on my mnemory ever since as of
the pleasantest hotel-room I ever saw), our
spirits rose once more. The eveningw'as su
beau tiful that îvith our hunger appeased,
perhaps even the prospect of a night upon
the unoors did not seemn altogyether alarrning
to us. At any rate, at half-past seven-
o'clock, we started on our wvalk 10 Haworth
-doubful thoughi ive wvere as to wvhat wvas
to becomne of us at the end of it-fuil of
energ and cager anticipation.

From Ibhis point I copy from my journal,
written aI the time.

Il as the %valk Ihat the three Brontë
girls used bo tAke so often. It is nearly four
mifles;- a road closed in for the imost part on
the left hand, sometimes by houses or milîs,
sometimes by high banks or low his, but on
the right open in length and breadth for
miles-a long, wide, verdant valley, rising up
with a splendid sweep mbt high mooIrs.


