


  ’  

A MEMOIR OF JANE AUSTEN
   

J E A-L (–), the only son of Jane
Austen’s eldest brother James and his second wife Mary Lloyd, was born
at Deane parsonage, Hampshire, and moved the short distance to Steven-
ton rectory in , aged , when his father became rector there on his
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encouraged. He represented his father at her funeral in . Upon his
great-aunt Jane Leigh Perrot’s death in  he inherited the estate of
Scarlets, taking the name of ‘Leigh’ in addition to Austen. In  he
became vicar of Bray, near Maidenhead, where he lived until his death. A
keen huntsman, it was his late success as a published writer with Recollec-
tions of the Vine Hunt () which encouraged him to begin the Memoir
in the Spring of , in which he drew upon the memoirs of his sisters
Anna Lefroy and Caroline Austen, and of his uncle Henry Austen.
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INTRODUCTION

The Business of Biography

When in  Robert Chapman published his edition of James
Edward Austen-Leigh’s biography of his aunt Jane Austen the
Times Literary Supplement chiefly welcomed its reissue not for
the life it recorded but for the manuscripts described in it.
Under the heading ‘Manuscripts of Jane Austen’, it concen-
trated on that feature of the Memoir which ‘makes it necessary
to the complete Austenian . . . the particular account, in Mr
Chapman’s introduction, of the manuscripts of Jane Austen’s
letters and of her other writings’. The reviewer continued:
‘Here we may find . . . the last word about Jane Austen manu-
scripts, which not only is a thing to welcome for its own sake
but may help to bring to light other manuscripts which are
known to exist, or to have existed, but have been lost to sight’.1

In  the manuscript notebook of juvenilia, Volume the First,
was known outside Austen family circles only by the two scenes
of the spoof play ‘The Mystery’, printed by Austen-Leigh in
 and perhaps written as early as  (when Jane Austen
was  or ). After  and Austen-Leigh’s second edition of
the Memoir, enlarged with early or unfinished manuscript drafts
of several ‘new’ Jane Austen works (the cancelled chapter of
Persuasion, Lady Susan, The Watsons, and a synopsis of Sandi-
ton), there was no further printing of such material until the
s; readers had to wait until  for the first publication of
Volume the Third, the last of the juvenile manuscript books.
There was an important exception to this silence, in the edition
in  of Jane Austen’s Letters by her great-nephew Lord Bra-
bourne, which brought to public light eighty-four autograph
letters in the possession of Lord Brabourne’s mother, Jane
Austen’s niece, Fanny Knight (Lady Knatchbull), and a minor

1 Times Literary Supplement,  Mar. , p. .



exception in the printing in  of Charades . . . by Jane Austen
and her Family.

But in the s Chapman was busy distinguishing life from
works and extending the Jane Austen canon beyond the six major
novels on which her reputation so far rested. He had published or
was planning separate and handsomely produced editions of the
non-canonical writings that Austen-Leigh had chosen, after fam-
ily consultation, to stretch out his biography, and it did not seem
impossible that more manuscripts might come to light, especially
as materials in family ownership were now beginning to appear in
the auction rooms. Chapman was particularly concerned at this
time with tracing Volume the First and the whereabouts of surviv-
ing Jane Austen letters. This explains his slant on the Memoir in
his brief introduction: its importance to him is as a frame on
which to hang the extant literary remains and as a guide to the
reconstruction of writings which may or may not still exist. Even
now this aspect of Austen-Leigh’s work cannot be disregarded;
in some cases the Memoir provides the only documentary
authority–– for certain letters and for the mock panegyric to Anna
Austen (‘In measured verse I’ll now rehearse’).2 But more subtly
at work on Chapman’s own Austenian ambitions in  was the
influence of later generations of the family as biographers and
keepers of the archive. In  James Edward’s grandson Richard
Arthur Austen-Leigh had published with his uncle William
Austen-Leigh an expanded biography, Jane Austen: Her Life and
Letters. A Family Record, enlarging the  account with
materials drawn from other branches of the family. Substantially
updated and largely rewritten by Deirdre Le Faye in , A
Family Record remains the ‘authorized’ reference or ‘factual’
biography. The absence of biographical notice or speculation
from Chapman’s introduction and appended notes to his edition
of the earlier Austen-Leigh memoir not only registers a reticence
to engage critically with what in  was still family business, it
was also the prudent act of a scholar and publisher eager to claim

2 e.g. those letters printed as nos. , , and , in Jane Austen’s Letters, ed.
Deirdre Le Faye (rd edn., Oxford: Oxford University Press, ). For the verses to
Anna Austen, see p.  of the Memoir and note.
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the literary remains in family hands for his own shaping. Chap-
man was Secretary to the Delegates at Oxford University Press,
which had as recently as  issued under its Clarendon imprint
his pioneering edition of the six novels––not only the first accur-
ate text of Jane Austen’s novels, after the careless reprint history
of the nineteenth century, but the first major textual investigation
of the English novel as a genre.

Since  there has been no serious editorial engagement
with the Memoir and little critical attention paid to it.3 Yet James
Austen-Leigh here assembled a major work of Austenian biog-
raphy which stands unchallenged as the ‘prime source of all
subsequent biographical writings’.4 This is even clearer when, as
in Chapman’s edition and in the edition printed here, the Mem-
oir is cut free from the manuscript writings which in 
threatened to overshadow it. What is left is an account of a life
shaped and limited by the recollections, affections, and preju-
dices of a very few family members who knew her. But it is
worth dwelling on those drafts a little longer because, by attach-
ing Lady Susan and The Watsons to the Memoir text of ,
James Austen-Leigh, by this time an elderly and respectable
Victorian clergyman, may be said to have undermined his overt
purpose. ‘St. Aunt Jane of Steventon-cum-Chawton Canonico-
rum’, as Austen-Leigh’s hagiographic portrait has been wittily
dubbed, is a comfortable figure, shunning fame and professional
status, centred in home, writing only in the intervals permitted
from the more important domestic duties of a devoted daughter,
sister, and aunt. ‘Her life’, her nephew summarized, ‘had been
passed in the performance of home duties, and the cultivation of
domestic affections, without any self-seeking or craving after
applause’ (p. ). To such a meek spirit, writing was of no more
value than needlework, at which she equally excelled: ‘the same
hand which painted so exquisitely with the pen could work as
delicately with the needle’ (p. ). Indeed, when Austen-Leigh

3 An exception must be made for D. W. Harding’s edition, issued as an appendix to
Persuasion (Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, ).

4 As stated by David Gilson in his introduction to the facsimile reprint of the ,
first edition of the Memoir (London: Routledge/Thoemmes Press, ), p. xiii.
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describes her writing it is her penmanship and the look of the
page that concerns him, as it concerns her brother Henry (‘Every
thing came finished from her pen’) and niece Caroline, who
records somewhat curiously that ‘Her handwriting remains to
bear testimony to its own excellence’ (p. ). But the unpub-
lished manuscripts speak a different story––of long apprentice-
ship, experiment and abandonment, rewriting and cancellation,
and even of a restless and sardonic spirit. They provide unassail-
able evidence to upset some of Austen-Leigh’s chief state-
ments about Jane Austen the author; considered by the light
of these irreverent works her steady moral sense looks more
ambiguous, her photographic naturalism (‘These writings are
like photographs . . . all is the unadorned reflection of the natural
object’ (p. ) ) less trustworthy. The unpublished writings
challenge Austen-Leigh’s image of the writer who is first and
foremost ‘dear Aunt Jane’, whose novels are the effortless
extensions of a wholesome and blameless life lived in simple
surroundings:

[Steventon] was the cradle of her genius. These were the first objects
which inspired her young heart with a sense of the beauties of nature.
In strolls along those wood-walks, thick-coming fancies rose in her
mind, and gradually assumed the forms in which they came forth to
the world. In that simple church she brought them all into subjection
to the piety which ruled her in life, and supported her in death.
(pp. –)

On the contrary, the manuscript pieces, both early and late, show
a rawer, edgier, social talent (of the major Romantic-period
writers she is the least ‘natural’), and reveal that the artlessness of
the finished works is the result of laboured revision, of painful
inner struggle, rather than unconscious perfection. Bound
together, they irresistibly implied a new Austen novel; once read,
they even suggested a new Jane Austen. Chapman reminds us
that, ‘by inadvertence or cunning’, the publisher Richard Bentley
had the spine of the second edition of the Memoir printed to read
Lady Susan &c; and this is how it was subsequently issued in the
six-volume Steventon set of Jane Austen’s Novels (), where
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volume  is Lady Susan, The Watsons, &c. (With a Memoir and
Portrait of the Authoress).5

Since  the emphasis has shifted–– the manuscript writings
have been absorbed into the canon, changing our readings of the
six novels and, more pertinently here, literary biographers have
appropriated the ‘family record’, discovering or imposing psycho-
logical and aesthetic forms to explain and expand the little we
know of Jane Austen’s life. But a better way to describe literary
biography, caught somewhere between the ‘facts’ of historical
documentation and the competing ‘truth’ of imaginative associ-
ation, might be to say that biography is not so much an attempt to
explain as an attempt to satisfy. In a now notorious review of
Deirdre Le Faye’s revised edition of the Letters, Terry Castle
wrote that the reader of Jane Austen’s fiction is ‘hungry for a
sense of the author’s inner life’.6 If this is so––and the number of
Austen biographies even since the revised Letters of  argues
that our appetites remain keen–– then it is not facts or explan-
ations we crave but intimacy and identification. Writers them-
selves have regularly expressed distaste or fear at the hunger for
biographical detail which their own creativity has fuelled and
which threatens to invade every private corner. George Eliot
viewed biography as a ‘disease’, complaining to her publisher
John Blackwood of the posthumous fascination with the details of
Dickens’s life: ‘Is it not odious that as soon as a man is dead his
desk is raked, and every insignificant memorandum which he
never meant for the public, is printed for the gossiping amuse-
ment of people too idle to re-read his books?’7 But, as theorizers
of biography regularly note, it is the novel itself––more
particularly, the nineteenth-century realist novel, with its illusion
of the comprehensive and comprehensible life––which is the
biographer’s readiest model. It is not that we are too idle to reread

5 Memoir, ed. R. W. Chapman (Oxford: Clarendon Press, ), p. viii. The advertise-
ment for the Steventon Edition of the novels, printed in the second volume of Letters of
Jane Austen, ed. Edward, Lord Brabourne ( vols., London: Richard Bentley and Son,
), attaches the notice of the Memoir in brackets after Lady Susan, The Watsons, &c.

6 Terry Castle, ‘Sister-Sister’, London Review of Books,  Aug. , p. .
7 The George Eliot Letters, ed. Gordon S. Haight ( vols., New Haven: Yale

University Press, –), vi. , Eliot to Blackwood,  Feb..
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works of literature, but rather that one powerful consequence of
reading certain kinds of literature (and especially novels) is our
wish to extend and bring closer to us the illusion of knowing and
of knowingness they create. The novel-writer is by association the
inevitable victim of the hunger her imagination has stimulated
and appeared to appease. And, as John Wiltshire suggests, ‘of all
writers in the canon, Jane Austen is the one around whom this
fantasy of access, this dream of possession, weaves its most
powerful spell’.8 Because she is more than usually retiring,
because there seems so little to know, because her plotless fictions,
themselves the subtlest and most tactful of biographies, present
human beings in the fascinating light of their trivial and essential
moments, we long to know more. Her novels absorb us deeply
and, in a genre where absorption is a conventional expectation,
even uniquely. We cannot believe that they will not lead us back to
their author. Against this natural longing, artfully stimulated, we
should set that other, more sceptical knowledge which novels try
to teach us: ‘Seldom, very seldom, does complete truth belong to
any human disclosure; seldom can it happen that something is not
a little disguised, or a little mistaken’, the narrator of Emma
warns the naïve reader; while, for the narrator of Flaubert’s
Parrot, biography is ‘a collection of holes tied together with
string’.9 But biography, like novels, is built on paradoxes.

If we look in James Austen-Leigh’s memoir for the kinds of
encounter with the individual life that we have come to expect
from literary biographies of the twentieth century we will be
disappointed. While his account remains the printed authority
for so much of what we know, it is marked by a lack of candour
that frustrates reinterpretation. There are several reasons for this,
but all can be summed up by the family constraints on its con-
struction. The details of the life of no other famous individual are
so exclusively determined through family as are those of Jane
Austen. Not only is it the case that surviving letters, manuscripts,

8 John Wiltshire, Recreating Jane Austen (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press,
), .

9 Emma, vol. , ch. ; and Julian Barnes, Flaubert’s Parrot (London: Jonathan Cape,
), .
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and other material witnesses remained largely in family hands for
a hundred years after her death, but there is no non-fictional
evidence for a ‘self ’ other than that constructed within the
bounds of family. No diaries or personal writings have come
down to suggest the existence of an inner life, a self apart. If there
is no autobiographical record, there is also very little by way of a
non-familial social or public record. The archive of her later pub-
lisher John Murray has yielded nothing but the barest details of a
professional relationship conducted with respect and good will
on both sides––no hints of literary parties at which Miss Austen
might have been a guest. Henry Austen, in his second, 
‘Memoir’, can only mention as noteworthy the meeting with
Germaine de Staël which did not take place, while the introduc-
tion to the Prince Regent’s librarian, James Stanier Clarke,
becomes significant chiefly as it is transformed into the comic
‘Plan of a Novel’. What are left are family memories, which if not
totally consensual in the ‘facts’ they collectively register, are suf-
ficiently convergent and mutually endorsing to determine the
biographical space as only familial. The modern biographer, for
whom the interest of a life generally increases in proportion to its
inwardness, is defeated by this absence of a resistant private voice.

The comparison that Austen-Leigh invites us to make is with
Charlotte Brontë, and it is more interesting than at first appears.
Elizabeth Gaskell’s Life of her friend and fellow-novelist had
been published as recently as , setting a standard for the
simultaneous memorializing and effacing of its difficult subject,
the female writer, that proved influential on Austen-Leigh. In
Chapter  he compares his aunt’s seclusion from the literary
world with the details Gaskell revealed of Brontë’s shunning of
public applause. That the Jane Austen we encounter in Austen-
Leigh’s account is as inadequate to the novels we now read as is
Gaskell’s Brontë can be explained in each case by the Victorian
biographer’s project of domestication. But there is an added twist
whereby the novelist whom Brontë found too ‘confined’, and
from whose ‘mild eyes’ shone the unwelcome advice ‘to finish
more, and be more subdued’, becomes liable to a biographical
constraint which in some part derives from Gaskell’s earlier
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authoritative presentation of Brontë as herself the respectable
and unpushy lady novelist. Austen-Leigh quotes (at p. ), via
Gaskell, Charlotte Brontë’s now famous denunciation of Jane
Austen’s quiet art; but Gaskell’s elevation of the ideal domestic
woman, modest spinster daughter of a country parson, one not
‘easily susceptible’ to ‘the passion of love’ in which her novels
abound,10 is clearly instructive for his later presentation of an
equally saintly heroine whose emotional and intellectual life never
ranged beyond the family circle, and whose brushes with sexual
love were so slight as to warrant hardly a mention. Where
Gaskell’s Brontë walks ‘shy and trembling’ (p. ) through the
London literary scene, Austen-Leigh’s Aunt Jane refuses any and
every public notice with an energetic determination that trans-
forms rural Hampshire into a farther retreat than Siberia, let
alone Gaskell’s exaggeratedly remote Yorkshire parsonage. Jane
Austen lived (we are told), with unnecessarily shrill emphasis, ‘in
entire seclusion from the literary world: neither by correspond-
ence, nor by personal intercourse was she known to any con-
temporary authors’ (p. ). Austen-Leigh’s biography presents
what it cannot (or will not) know about creative genius in terms of
a withdrawal of imaginative speculation, a deflection of enquiry
into anything as intense, familially disruptive, or counter-social as
writing. When he equates Jane Austen’s literary creativity with
her other forms of manual dexterity––her use of sealing wax, her
games with cup and ball and spilikins––he conceals within
domestic pastime what must also have been a profoundly
undomesticated, self-absorbed activity. Beyond a certain point
the familial perspective is irrelevant, even dishonest.

Origins

The decision to prepare a biography of Jane Austen was taken by
the family in the late s. Admiral Sir Francis Austen, her last

10 Mrs Gaskell, The Life of Charlotte Brontë, ed. Alan Shelston (Harmondsworth:
Penguin Books, ), . For a recent, metabiographical examination of the treatment
of Charlotte and Emily Brontë by their biographers, see Lucasta Miller, The Brontë
Myth (London: Jonathan Cape, ).
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surviving sibling, had died in August , aged . His death
marked the end of her generation and therefore a moment for
gathering the family record in written form. In addition, those
nieces and nephews who had known her in their childhoods were
also now old and wished to hand on, within the family, some
account of their distinguished relative. ‘The generation who
knew her is passing away––but those who are succeeding us must
feel an interest in the personal character of their Great Aunt, who
has made the family name in some small degree, illustrious’
(p. ), wrote Caroline Austen in her  essay, subsequently
published as My Aunt Jane Austen. Significantly too, at about this
time, the public interest in Jane Austen’s novels, mounting grad-
ually since the s, showed signs of developing in at least two
ways that provided cause for concern. One was the anxiety that a
non-family-derived biography might be attempted; and the other
was the equal risk that another branch of the family might pub-
lish something injudicious. As the only son of the eldest branch,
James Edward Austen-Leigh assumed the task as a duty and in a
spirit of censorship as well as communication. Before him, the
public biographical account necessarily derived from Henry
Austen’s ‘Notice’ of  or its revision as the  ‘Memoir’
(both printed here), where even Henry, purportedly Jane
Austen’s favourite brother, eked out his brief evaluation with
lengthy quotation from the views of professional critics. Accord-
ing to Brian Southam’s estimate, there were only six essays
devoted exclusively to Jane Austen before ; but from the
s Lord Macaulay, George Henry Lewes, and Julia Kavanagh
were publicly attesting to her importance. In private, in his jour-
nal in , Macaulay noted his wish to write a short life of ‘that
wonderful woman’ in order to raise funds for a monument to her
in Winchester Cathedral.11 The correspondence, in ,
between Frank Austen and the eager American autograph hunter

11 Jane Austen: The Critical Heritage, vol. , –, ed. B. C. Southam (Lon-
don: Routledge and Kegan Paul, ), . Southam prints extracts from the pioneer-
ing, pre- appraisals by Kavanagh, Lewes, and Macaulay in Jane Austen: The Critical
Heritage, vol. , – (London: Routledge and Kegan Paul, ). See, too, The Life
and Letters of Lord Macaulay, ed. George Otto Trevelyan ( vols., London: Longmans,
Green, and Co., ), ii. .
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Eliza Susan Quincy, referred to by Austen-Leigh in the Memoir,
suggests a ready circle of devotees as far away as Boston,
Massachusetts.

James Edward Austen-Leigh was supported in his decision to
write the official family life of Jane Austen by his two sisters and
several of his cousins. As early as  his elder, half-sister Anna
(Jane Anna Elizabeth Austen) Lefroy (–) was writing
down her memories in response to his enquiries (‘You have asked
me to put on paper my recollections of Aunt Jane, & to do so
would be both on your account & her’s a labour of love’ (see
p. ) ). They are printed in this collection as ‘Recollections of
Aunt Jane’. His younger sister Caroline Mary Craven Austen
(–) provided her reminiscences, as noted above, in .
These, too, are included in this collection. As the children of
Jane’s eldest brother, Anna, James Edward, and Caroline had
inhabited her natal home of Steventon, after their father James
took over as rector there on the retirement to Bath of his father
George Austen. All three were closer to Jane’s Hampshire roots
(socially as well as geographically) than other branches of the
family, notably the grander Knights of Godmersham, Kent, the
descendants of her third brother Edward. Of the numerous
nephews and nieces (of her six brothers, Edward, Frank, and
Charles produced eleven, ten, and eight children respectively),
James’s children had unique personal knowledge of their aunt
and were of an age to remember her. Anna Lefroy had known her
aunt from earliest childhood when she was brought to live at
Steventon after the death of her mother, James Austen’s first wife
Anne Mathew. Caroline, though much younger and only  when
her aunt died, stayed often at Jane Austen’s later home at Chaw-
ton, while James Edward (known as Edward in the family) was
the only one of his generation present at his aunt’s funeral. Of the
other nieces to have known their aunt, Cassandra Esten Austen
(–), Charles Austen’s eldest daughter, and Mary Jane
Austen (–), Frank’s eldest daughter, were both regular vis-
itors to Chawton in their childhood. Mary Jane was now dead,
but Cassy Esten was her aunt Cassandra Austen’s executrix for
her personal effects, and since her own father’s death had
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inherited many papers belonging either to Jane or Cassandra. She
shared information, recollections, and copies of Aunt Jane’s let-
ters with her cousin James Edward. Another promising source of
memories and archival materials should have been Fanny Knight,
now Lady Knatchbull (–), Edward Austen Knight’s first
child who, just three months older than Anna, was Jane Austen’s
eldest niece. At the division of their aunt Cassandra’s papers after
her death in , Fanny had inherited the bulk of those letters
from Jane to her sister that Cassandra had chosen to preserve.
But by the s Fanny’s memory was confused, she was senile,
and other family members were unable or reluctant to trace the
whereabouts of the letters. His cousin, Fanny’s sister, Elizabeth
Rice (–), wrote to Austen-Leigh at this time: ‘it runs in her
head that there is something she ought to do till her brain gets
quite bewildered & giddiness comes on which of course is very
alarming––I really do not think that it is worth your while to
defer writing the Memoir on the chance of getting the letters for
I see none.’12 Lady Knatchbull’s daughter Louisa returned the
same reply to requests for letters, adding ‘I only wish the
“Memoirs” had been written ten years ago when it would have
given my Mother the greatest pleasure to assist, both with letters
and recollections of her own’.13

The gap which these unforthcoming letters and recollections
suggest for our retrospective understanding of Austen-Leigh’s
account is worth considering. Fanny Knight has been represented
to posterity as the favourite niece, in Jane Austen’s own words
‘almost another Sister’ (to Cassandra,  October ).14 It was a
bond strengthened by the death of her mother when Fanny was
only . As Anna Lefroy, another motherless niece, records in her
‘Recollections of Aunt Jane’: ‘Owing to particular circumstances
there grew up during the latter years of Aunt Jane’s life a great &
affectionate intimacy between herself & the eldest of her nieces;

12 NPG, RWC/HH, fo. , National Portrait Gallery, London, a file of correspond-
ence between R. W. Chapman and Henry Hake, containing typescripts made from
‘letters addressed to James Edward Austen-Leigh about the date of the composition &
publication of the Memoir and preserved by him in an album’.

13 NPG, RWC/HH, fo. .
14 Jane Austen’s Letters, ed. Le Faye, .
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& I suppose there a [sic] few now living who can more fully
appreciate the talent or revere the memory of Aunt Jane than
Lady Knatchbull’ (see pp. –). But in the same place Anna
also writes that Fanny’s family, the Knights of Godmersham, felt
a general preference for Cassandra Austen and that they viewed
Jane’s talent with some suspicion–– intellectual pursuits and a
passion for scribbling did not fit with their finer family preten-
sions. Though Jane was welcome at Godmersham, she stayed
there less frequently than Cassandra, was less intimate in the
family circle, and expressed some unease with its ways. Time
undoubtedly dulled Fanny Knight’s earlier attachment to Aunt
Jane; so much so that Anna’s recollections quoted above assume a
wonderful inappropriateness when set against the record we do
have of Fanny’s opinion in . Senile or not, she had energy
enough to write down this memory for her sister Marianne when
she in turn raised Austen-Leigh’s enquiries:

Yes my love it is very true that Aunt Jane from various circumstances
was not so refined as she ought to have been from her talent & if she
had lived  years later she would have been in many respects more
suitable to our more refined tastes. They were not rich & the people
around with whom they chiefly mixed, were not at all high bred, or in
short anything more than mediocre & they of course tho’ superior in
mental powers & cultivation were on the same level as far as refinement
goes––but I think in later life their intercourse with Mrs. Knight (who
was very fond of & kind to them) improved them both & Aunt Jane
was too clever not to put aside all possible signs of ‘common-ness’ (if
such an expression is allowable) & teach herself to be more refined, at
least in intercourse with people in general. Both the Aunts (Cassandra
& Jane) were brought up in the most complete ignorance of the World
& its ways (I mean as to fashion &c) & if it had not been for Papa’s
marriage which brought them into Kent, & the kindness of Mrs.
Knight, who used often to have one or other of the sisters staying with
her, they would have been, tho’ not less clever & agreeable in them-
selves, very much below par as to good Society & its ways. If you hate
all this I beg yr. pardon but I felt it at my pen’s end & it chose to come
along & speak the truth.15

15 Fanny Knight’s Diaries: Jane Austen through her Niece’s Eyes, ed. Deirdre Le
Faye (Alton: Jane Austen Society, ), –.
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The discrepancy between Anna Lefroy’s confidence in Fanny
Knight’s reverence for her aunt’s memory and the details of
Fanny’s own late outburst, both recovered across a fifty-year gap,
exposes something important about biographical truth–– it is not
just that Anna’s sense of what Fanny will remember and hold
dear is sharply at odds with what Fanny does indeed retain as
significant, but that the two impressions are based on different
readings of the same basic ingredients–– the long visits to God-
mersham, the value placed on talent and cleverness, social
distinctions, and the Knights’ powers of patronage within the
wider Austen family.

In other words, Austen-Leigh’s memoir of his aunt is not just a
family production, it is the production of a particular family view
of Jane Austen, and against it might be set other, different family
recollections and therefore different Aunt Janes. Here we have
Jane Austen as remembered by the Steventon or Hampshire
Austens, for whom she is nature-loving, religious, domestic, mid-
dle class. The Godmersham (Knight-Knatchbull) or Kentish
Jane Austen was not to be made public until . When in that
year Lord Brabourne, Fanny’s son and Jane’s great-nephew, pub-
lished his mother’s collection of Jane Austen letters, he attached
to them a short introduction whose chief purpose appears to be to
oust Austen-Leigh’s biography and assert his rival claims to the
more authentic portrait. Not only is Brabourne’s Jane Austen
located in Kent as often as in Hampshire, she is a more emotional
figure, inward and passionate, and of course more gentrified,
improved willy-nilly by contact with her fine relations. These
letters, mainly Jane’s correspondence with Cassandra, ‘contain’,
he promises, ‘the confidential outpourings of Jane Austen’s soul
to her beloved sister, interspersed with many family and personal
details which, doubtless, she would have told to no other human
being’. More pointedly, these letters ‘have never been in [Mr.
Austen-Leigh’s] hands’ and they ‘afford a picture of her such as
no history written by another person could give’. To settle the
matter of significance, the collection is dedicated to Queen
Victoria and proceeds by way of a hundred-page biographical
prelude, just under half of which situates its subject in relation to
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Godmersham, the Knights, and other Kent associations.
‘[B]efore one can thoroughly understand and feel at home with
the people of whom Jane Austen writes . . . one should know
something of the history of Godmersham.’16

Competition to shape the record also came in another form,
from Frank Austen’s daughter, Catherine Austen Hubback
(–), who had already stolen a march on the senior branch
of the family. Aunt Cassandra frequently stayed with Frank, since
 married to her long-time companion Martha Lloyd, and
during these visits would read and discuss Jane’s manuscript writ-
ings with his family. In  Catherine Hubback had published a
novel, The Younger Sister, with a dedication ‘To the memory of
her aunt, the late Jane Austen’. The first five chapters are based
quite closely on the Austen fragment ‘The Watsons’, and it
appears that Mrs Hubback simply remembered the opening,
from Cassandra’s retelling, and completed it. Writing to her
brother on  August , Anna Lefroy fears that their Hubback
cousin, now with several more novels to her credit, is ready to do
the same with the fragment known in the family as ‘Sanditon’.
‘The Copy [of ‘Sanditon’] which was taken, not given, is now at
the mercy of Mrs. Hubback, & she will be pretty sure to make use
of it as soon as she thinks she safely may.’17 Not only did Anna
Lefroy resent this appropriation by the lesser novelist of Aunt
Jane’s voice, she was now the legal owner of the ‘Sanditon’ frag-
ment. Of all her family correspondents Anna, herself a would-be
novelist, could claim to have had the deepest fictional communing
with Aunt Jane, as letters included in Austen-Leigh’s Memoir
attest. It was, after all, with Anna that Aunt Jane discussed her
views on novel-writing and, in any case, Catherine was born only
after Jane’s death. Here, then, is another reason why, when the
Memoir was enlarged for a second edition, it sought to place some
mark on the manuscript writings as well as the life, though as
Lord Brabourne would tetchily observe in his edition of the Let-
ters, the autograph copy of ‘Lady Susan’ belonged to his mother,

16 Letters of Jane Austen, ed. Brabourne, vol. i. pp. xi–xiii and .
17 HRO, MS M//c-(ii), Hampshire Record Office, the Austen-Leigh

Papers.
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and when Austen-Leigh printed it he did so from a different copy
and without his express permission.

One thing is clear, that without the Godmersham perspective
Austen-Leigh’s account cannot give proportionate space to the
part played by Cassandra Austen in her sister’s life. But it was
Cassandra herself who had done much to obscure and fragment
the record. As Caroline Austen observed to her brother: ‘I am
very glad dear Edward that you have applied your-self to the
settlement of the vexed question between the Austens and the
Public. I am sure you will do justice to what there is––but I feel it
must be a difficult task to dig up the materials, so carefully have
they been buried out of our sight by the past generat[ion]’
(pp. –). She herself supplied her brother with an intimate
picture of Aunt Jane’s daily routine at Chawton Cottage, punctu-
ated with the kind of inconsequential visual detail that only a
child would store up as significant. As my annotations to the
Memoir point out, Austen-Leigh drew heavily on Caroline’s essay,
and when he does so his prose comes to life. Like him, Caroline
was the child of James Austen’s second wife, the Austens’ family
friend Mary Lloyd, and Caroline came into possession of her
mother’s pocket books, in which over many years she kept a brief
diary of events as they occurred. Mary Lloyd Austen had been at
her sister-in-law’s bedside when she died, having travelled to
Winchester to help nurse her. Caroline thus had her mother’s
recollections, written and spoken, to draw on as well as her own.
As one of the unmarried nieces she also spent much time with
Aunt Cassandra in her later years. On the strength of this, their
older half-sister Anna reminds James Edward, Caroline must
have some unique knowledge: ‘Caroline, though her recollections
cannot go so far back even as your’s, is, I know acquainted with
some particulars of interest in the life of our Aunt; they relate
to circumstances of which I never had any knowledge, but were
communicated to her by the best of then living Authorities, Aunt
Cassandra’ (p. ).
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Cassandra’s Legacies

The major ingredients of the Memoir, as well as its reverent col-
ouring, are owed, in one way or another, to Cassandra Austen.
The closeness of the relationship between Jane and Cassandra has
been the subject of much speculation among modern bio-
graphers, ranging through good sense, bizarre curiosity, and wild
surmise. It is undisputed that theirs was the deepest and most
sustaining emotional bond that either made; and as the guardian
of her sister’s reputation and material effects, Cassandra is the
key to what tangibly remains. The sisters lived in close compan-
ionship, not unusually for the period sharing a bedroom at Ste-
venton and again at Chawton. But they spent weeks and months
apart, often when one or other was staying at the home of another
of the large Austen family. It is this regular round of visits–– to
Godmersham to the Edward Austen Knights, to London to
Henry Austen’s various fashionable addresses––which accounts
for the majority of the surviving letters, addressed from Jane to
Cassandra. It was with Cassandra that Jane discussed her work in
any detail; Cassandra was her chief heiress and executor of her
will. As such she was almost solely responsible for the preserva-
tion (and the destruction) and subsequent distribution among
brothers, nieces, and nephews of the letters, manuscripts, and
memories. She decisively shaped––not only through stewardship
of the archive but through conversation––what was available to
the next generation. The point is significant (though surely
unsurprising) that, through Cassandra’s management, and not
least through her apportioning of the inheritance, the nieces and
nephews individually knew rather less than we might expect.
Writing to James Edward in  Anna speculates: ‘There may be
other sources of information, if we could get at them––Letters
may have been preserved’ (p. ), but she does not know this
with any certainty. A few years later she concludes: ‘The occa-
sional correspondence between the Sisters when apart from each
other would as a matter of course be destroyed by the Survivor––
I can fancy what the indignation of Aunt Cassa. would have been
at the mere idea of its’ being read and commented upon by any of
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us, nephews and nieces, little or great––and indeed I I [sic]
think myself she was right, in that as in most other things’
(p. ). The collected letters of Jane Austen, as they are now
available to us, only came together in , and so the reconnec-
tion of the various parts of the epistolary archive considerably
post-dates both the Memoir and the publication of the largest
Knatchbull cache (in ). Of the  letters from Jane Austen
now known to have survived, only six were addressed to Fanny
Knight (Lady Knatchbull) in her own right; but Cassandra left
to her keeping almost all of her own surviving correspondence
with her sister, presumably because very many of these letters
were written either to or from Fanny’s childhood home of
Godmersham. Without them, James Edward’s memoir lacks
significant information. For example, the sparseness of his
record for the Southampton years and his vagueness about how
long the Austens lived there (his calculation is out by about
eighteen months) can be explained in part by the fact that the
letters covering that period were, since Cassandra’s death, with
Lady Knatchbull.18

According to Caroline, who gives the fullest account of the
treatment of the letters, Aunt Cassandra ‘looked them over and
burnt the greater part, (as she told me),  or  years before her
own death––She left, or gave some as legacies to the Nieces––but
of those that I have seen, several had portions cut out’ (p. ).
Between May  and July  Jane Austen’s life was, in out-
ward circumstances at least, at its most unsettled––various tem-
porary homes and lodgings in Bath and Southampton, holiday
visits to the seaside, new acquaintances and friendships––and for
all that potentially exciting period James Edward provides only
four letters. When the Knatchbull cache is added in, there is still
a long silence between  May  and  September . And
there are earlier hiatuses in the record–– from September  to
April , for example. These gaps coincide with important
personal and family events: in the earlier years, the death of
Cassandra’s fiancé Tom Fowle, James Austen’s second marriage

18 They are nos. – in Jane Austen’s Letters, ed. Le Faye.
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and Henry Austen’s marriage to glamorous cousin Eliza, Mrs
Lefroy’s attempt at matchmaking during the visit of the Revd
Samuel Blackall to Ashe, the writing of ‘First Impressions’ (the
early version of what would become Pride and Prejudice), and its
rejection by the London publisher Thomas Cadell; in the later
years, between  and , almost all the romantic interest in
Jane Austen’s life of which we have any hints at all. We simply do
not know the extent of Cassandra’s careful work of destruction
and whether it is this that accounts for the unyielding nature of
the evidence–– in particular, the difficulty we have in recovering
anything more satisfactory than a partial and unconfiding life of
Jane Austen. Lord Brabourne’s description of the letters he edits
as the ‘confidential outpourings’ of one soul to another is, from
the evidence, wildly inaccurate, but perfectly explicable in terms
of family rivalry––his claims to marketing another Jane Austen.
Equally, Caroline’s account of Cassandra’s pruning of the cor-
respondence may suggest secrets hidden and confidences sup-
pressed, but it is just as likely that what remains is not atypical
within a larger, censored record but fully representative of it.
Cassandra may have chosen to preserve and apportion with such
care these letters and not others chiefly because their addressees
and internal details were of particular value to one branch of the
family or another. It might be that there never was a confiding
correspondence to hold back; on the other hand, there might have
been.

Biography is suspicious of gaps and silences; the form has
tended to assume a correlation between biology and chronology,
to the extent that any break in this ‘natural fit’ supposes the
suppression of information. This is all the more so when docu-
mentation is not available for periods of obvious psychological
interest–– love affairs and deaths––when events appear, inexplic-
ably to hindsight, not to have been recognized as ‘eventful’ and
therefore simultaneously translated into narrative form. Literary
biography in particular is bound to the twinned assumptions that
a life can be written and that its writing is pre-given, part of the
natural fit, according to which its texts must already exist and be
recoverable as the chronology of thought and feeling attending a
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sequence of events. Commenting on the paucity of textual clues
to Jane Austen’s response to the emotional crises of –,
David Nokes despairingly asks: ‘Why do we have no letters from
this period? It can hardly be because Jane Austen did not write
any . . . It can only be that Cassandra . . . chose to destroy them
. . . she preferred to obliterate the memory of a period of such
distress.’ A favoured strategy among recent biographers has been
to reconstitute empathetically such ‘destroyed’ textual traces.
Accordingly, Nokes tells us that ‘Cassandra received the news [of
Tom Fowle’s death] with a kind of numbness. Outwardly, she was
strangely calm . . . Upon Jane the influence of this change in her
sister’s disposition was no less profound for being, at first at least,
unacknowledged and unperceived.’19 It is the biographer’s duty,
in the interests of recording the complete life, to recover not only
what must have existed and been destroyed but what only appears
to be ‘unacknowledged and unperceived’. Biography’s texts are
thus almost endlessly recessive.

Partiality and Evasion, or Secrets and Lies

The family members whose labours around  chiefly con-
structed the public record of Jane Austen––James Edward, his
two sisters, and their cousin Cassy Esten––were alive equally to
the fortuitous and the ethical dimensions of their task. The fail-
ings of memory and the shadow of old age as it falls across a later
generation ensure that the Memoir opens on a note of elegy which
contends perilously with annihilation: ‘the youngest of the
mourners’ at the funeral, now in old age, will attempt ‘to rescue
from oblivion’, ‘aided by a few survivors’, a life ‘singularly bar-
ren’ (pp. –). Old age recovers childhood impressions of a life,
itself empty of event, cut short in its middle years–– the reader
should not be deaf to the effects of an irony which runs through-
out the Memoir. Accidents of survival, both personal and docu-
mentary, constitute what is known, while a more purposive
dimension distinguishes what is known from what can be told.

19 David Nokes, Jane Austen: A Life (London: Fourth Estate, ), –.
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The Memoir is a rag-bag, not the shaped life of the historio- or
psycho-biographies of the late twentieth century, but an
undesigned and unprioritized assortment of textual states. These
range through the expansive contextualizing and ‘costume’ detail
of Chapter , with its tansey-pudding, minuets, and eulogy of
spinning; to the more relevant antiquarianism of Chapter , with
its letter of  to ‘Poll’ (Mary Brydges), Jane Austen’s great-
grandmother, and on to the digression on the Welsh ancestry of
the Perrot family which opens Chapter ; and, in Chapter , the
roll-call of Jane Austen’s famous readers and the student recollec-
tions of Sir Denis Le Marchant, Austen-Leigh’s brother-in-law.
The annotations to this edition give some sense of both the desul-
toriness and the indulgence of Austen-Leigh’s clerical prosings.
Against their background noise, voices from letters (though
Austen-Leigh is careful to edit them), scraps of remembered
conversation, and an occasional sharp vignette convince of their
authenticity by the power of surprise––‘There is a chair for the
married lady, and a little stool for you, Caroline’ (p. ). At such
moments, and there are many more of them in the unedited re-
collections provided by Anna and Caroline, it is as if text, as an
aspect of its privacy (its recovery through private recollection),
gives up to the reader the trace of real presence––Jane Austen’s
voice or look or gesture. In these cases, the partiality of the
Memoir is also its strength.

In significant ways the declared partiality of the family record
raises important issues concerning biographical truth and the
terms in which all biography functions. Writing to her brother
with memories and stories from the past, Caroline makes a dis-
tinction between what she has to tell and what she gives for him
to print: ‘I should not mind telling any body, at this distance of
time––but printing and publishing seem to me very different
from talking about the past’; and ‘this is not a fact to be written
and printed––but you have authority for saying she did mind it’
(pp.  and ). The stories she sketches here, got from Aunt
Cassandra and from her mother Mary Lloyd, refer respectively to
the marriage proposal from Harris Bigg-Wither in December
, and the Revd George Austen’s decision late in  to leave
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Steventon and move to Bath. A century and more later, the
boundaries between the private and public knowledge of Jane
Austen no longer obtain. The living links with the past and the
other sensitivities by which Austen-Leigh and his associates were
bound are severed; and the ‘right to privacy’ of Jane Austen, her
immediate family, and neighbours would now strike us as a
surprising if not an absurd concept, easily overtaken by the com-
peting ‘rights’ of history (in the form of accurate scholarship), or
just the vaguer, modern ‘right to know’. Biographers have since
Austen-Leigh’s time equipped themselves to probe the silences
and evasions in these prime sources. It is now in terms of its
secrets and lies that Austen-Leigh’s Memoir might seem to be
most profitably approached.

We now know that her nieces and nephew did not tell us the
whole truth about Jane Austen and her family as they knew it.
The existence of a second brother, the handicapped but long-
lived George Austen, is concealed, and Edward, the third brother,
is presented as the second (p. ). There is no reference to the
jailing of Jane’s aunt Mrs Leigh Perrot on a charge of shoplifting
in Bath. Neither piece of discretion is surprising; both are mat-
ters of honour and, for the time, of good taste. Austen-Leigh was
his great-uncle Leigh Perrot’s heir, adding Leigh to his name on
his great-aunt’s death in . But the excitement and publicity
of the imprisonment and trial, occurring only a year before the
Austens moved to Bath, must have continued to hang in the air
and to affect the family’s social standing in the city. For this
reason and others, we long to know more of Jane Austen’s
impressions of life there. As David Gilson tells us, Mrs Leigh
Perrot’s trial has the doubtful distinction of being ‘the only pub-
lic event involving a member of the novelist’s family of which
significant contemporary documentation survives’.20 Over all the
texts gathered in this collection, there hangs silence on this
matter.

20 David Gilson, Introduction to Sir F. D. MacKinnon, Grand Larceny, Being the
Trial of Jane Leigh Perrot, Aunt of Jane Austen (); repr. in Jane Austen: Family
History ( vols., London: Routledge/Thoemmes Press, ), volumes are
unnumbered.
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The suppression of such circumstantial facts, it might be
argued, is a limitation of frankness rather different from the
unwillingness to probe the inner life of the biographical subject.
It is evident, for example, from the fragments of correspondence
which remain that nephew and nieces did speculate about the
extent of Jane Austen’s romantic attachments–– to Tom Lefroy in
the winter of –, to the Revd Blackall two years later, about
the abortive seaside romance, and the proposal from her friends’
brother Harris Bigg-Wither. There is confusion over how many
attachments there may have been––seaside and other romantic
clergymen blur and multiply. We detect disagreements, too, over
who at this distance still needed to be protected, as well as over
what it is proper to expose in public. One of the important revi-
sions between the first and second editions of the Memoir deep-
ens the sense that Jane Austen did, like most of us, experience
romantic love and the pain of its loss. The sentence in the first
edition which reads ‘I have no reason to think that she ever felt
any attachment by which the happiness of her life was at all
affected’ is removed from the second edition which now hints,
though with conscious insubstantiality, at two possible romantic
episodes before concluding: ‘I am unable to say whether her feel-
ings were of such a nature as to affect her happiness’ (p. ). The
shift is small but it sanctions the reader’s closer identification
with the human subject of the Memoir.

In particular, the Tom Lefroy affair was not forgotten in family
memory––Caroline had her version ‘from my Mother, who was
near at the time’, while Anna, a Lefroy by marriage, has her own
more highly charged story of events, coloured by internal family
politics. As she does on other occasions, Caroline presses for
discretion; Anna is generally less prudish. What the brother and
sisters did not have access to, because they were now in Knatch-
bull hands, were the important letters from Jane to Cassandra in
which she records the brief relationship and something of her
feelings. Significantly or not, these are the first surviving letters.
But it is possible to make out, without their excited mock-serious
communications, that the attachment was more earnest and its
end more painful than Austen-Leigh allows. In the late s
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Tom Lefroy was still living. Though his death, only months
before publication of the Memoir, provided an opportunity to
reconsider the story for the second edition, Austen-Leigh
retained intact the guarded, even cryptic, paragraph which
appeared in the first.21

This sense of reserve towards the subject of a posthumous
biography is not just a matter of family respect, though the lines
between what is accounted as for private or public knowledge will
obviously be drawn differently depending on where the biog-
rapher stands. Rather, it is indicative of a discretion which separ-
ates mid-Victorian biographers from the prying accountability of
our modern need-to-know stance. Reticence was a matter of
moral responsibility for the Victorian biographer, but that does
not mean that attention to the limits of what can or should be
made known need prevent discerning speculation, or that the
moral reading of a life cannot become its imaginative reading.
One of the earliest and most insightful readers of the Memoir was
the novelist Margaret Oliphant, whose review of the first edition
appeared in Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine for March .
Oliphant refuses to have any truck with Austen-Leigh’s idealized
portrait of a selfless spinster aunt, grateful sister, and
uncomplaining daughter. To her mind Jane Austen the novelist is
an altogether harder and more brilliant individual, the author of
‘books so calm and cold and keen’, whose portrayal of human
behaviour is ‘cruel in its perfection’. It follows that the senti-
mentality of her painted domestic environment will not do. She
names the Austen family ‘a kind of clan’, their happy circle more
like a prison, and ‘this sweet young woman’ of Austen-Leigh’s
construction a stifled figure, ‘fenced from the outer world’.22 But,
though she questions the relevance and truth of his portrait, she
does not suggest that the biographer should examine deeper into
the details of the life. A little over ten years later, in ‘The Ethics
of Biography’ (), she warned against ‘that prying curiosity
which loves to investigate circumstances, and thrust itself into the

21 See p.  in this edition and my note for further details.
22 [M. O. W. Oliphant], ‘Miss Austen and Miss Mitford’, Blackwood’s Edinburgh

Magazine,  (), –, , .
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sanctuaries of individual feeling’.23 The partiality of Jane
Austen’s Victorian biography is explicable, then, not only in
terms of the fragmentariness of the record and the prejudices
and loyalties of the family, but also as a more principled rejection
of that kind of disclosure which invades ‘the sanctuaries of
individual feeling’, places immune from pursuit and exposure.

Speculation and Context

To the mind and sensibilities of the modern biographer, ‘sanctu-
aries of individual feeling’ can seem like caves of repression.
Areas once out of bounds to ethical enquiry have become compel-
ling sites of exploration to the clinically charged post-Freudian
enquirer. Our validation is that by probing we rescue and in some
way restore the life of the biographee now in our charge. In recent
times this rescue-work has been seen as a special trust laid upon
the female or feminist biographer by her female subject. So, for
example, Claire Tomalin examines the Memoir account (p. ) of
Mrs Austen’s system of child-rearing for clues to explain what
she diagnoses as Jane Austen’s emotional defensiveness in adult
life. It was Mrs Austen’s practice to breast-feed each of her
numerous babies for the first three or four months of life and then
foster-out the baby to a woman in the village for the next year or
longer (until she/he was able to walk). In Austen’s adult letters
we encounter, by Tomalin’s reading, not the passionate confi-
dante of Brabourne’s description, but ‘someone who does not
open her heart’, a woman potentially traumatized by very early
weaning and associated emotional withdrawal. Tomalin con-
cludes that ‘in the adult who avoids intimacy you sense the child
who was uncertain where to expect love or to look for security,
and armoured herself against rejection’. The early severance of a
maternal bond will account not only for a subsequent guarded-
ness in matters of feeling (the absence of acknowledged romantic
attachment), and for the formality in Jane Austen’s relations with

23 M. O. W. Oliphant, ‘The Ethics of Biography’, Contemporary Review, 
(), .
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her mother, but also for the intensity of her feelings for her elder
sister; there may have been something infantilizing in Cassandra’s
influence. Tomalin suggests that their relationship was not unlike
that of many couples (‘sisters can become couples’), while Terry
Castle’s sensationalized review of the letters, proclaimed ‘the
primitive adhesiveness––and underlying eros––of the sister–sister
bond’, provoking heated discussion and rejection of the dual
charges of incest and lesbianism. The details of what strikes the
modern reader as an odd practice (fostering-out) can be made to
yield far-reaching consequences. But it is also worth considering
how far biographers, too, might carry baggage from one project
to another: is it possible that Tomalin’s reading of Jane Austen’s
early life is in any way influenced by her earlier reading of Mary
Wollstonecraft’s jealous pursuit of the love her mother denied
her?24

One moment of suspected intense repressed emotion has
proved irresistible to all biographers. It is when Jane Austen hears
the news that she is to lose her natal home, Steventon rectory, and
be uprooted to Bath. The event must have occurred late in
November or early in December . Austen-Leigh provides
the first public statement. He writes:

The loss of their first home is generally a great grief to young persons
of strong feeling and lively imagination; and Jane was exceedingly
unhappy when she was told that her father, now seventy years of age,
had determined to resign his duties to his eldest son, who was to be his
successor in the Rectory of Steventon, and to remove with his wife and
daughters to Bath. Jane had been absent from home when this reso-
lution was taken; and, as her father was always rapid both in forming
his resolutions and acting on them, she had little time to reconcile
herself to the change. (p. )

His account is brisk but compassionate, and a little distant. He
hints at his subject’s strength of attachment, her exclusion from
the decision-making process, and her powerlessness to reverse it,
but he also notes that such is ‘generally’ the feeling of imaginative

24 Claire Tomalin, Jane Austen: A Life (London: Viking, ), – and . Castle,
‘Sister-Sister’, p. . See also Claire Tomalin, The Life and Death of Mary Wollstonecraft
(; Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, ),  ff.
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‘young persons’. It is perhaps worth remembering that the home
from which the sensitive young Jane Austen was so swiftly exiled
was also that to which the baby James Edward (aged  years) was,
by the same decision, introduced. But after this brief paragraph
he leaves the matter. His source was his younger sister Caroline,
not then born, but subsequently in receipt of the details from
their mother Mary Lloyd Austen ‘who was present’. Caroline
wrote to James Edward:

My Aunt was very sorry to leave her native home, as I have heard my
Mother relate––My Aunts had been away a little while, and were met
in the Hall ˆon their returnˆ by their Mother who told them it was all
settled, and they were going to live at Bath. My Mother who was
present.[sic] said my Aunt Jane was greatly distressed––All things
were done in a hurry by Mr. Austen & of course that is not a fact to be
written and printed––but you have authority for saying she did mind
it–– if you think it worth while––  (p. )

Caroline’s disjointed, repetitive note-making unintentionally
raises the painfulness of the story, but the raw elements of her
version, smoothed out in her brother’s more circumspect deliv-
ery, also convey the rush, the shock, and the distress of the event
in a wholly convincing way. We almost hear Mrs Austen deliver-
ing her great news in the hall (to Jane and Martha Lloyd, the two
aunts who had been away, and not to Jane and Cassandra, as is
here implied). There was also another version, recorded by Fanny
Caroline Lefroy in her manuscript ‘Family History’; she got it
from her mother Anna Lefroy, aged  at the time of the incident.

Repeating the story in  in Life and Letters, Austen-Leigh’s
son and grandson transform it into drama and embellish it with
what will become a familiar psychological coda–– the mystery of
the non-existent letters. This is their version:

Tradition says that when Jane returned home accompanied by Martha
Lloyd, the news was abruptly announced by her mother, who thus
greeted them: ‘Well, girls, it is all settled; we have decided to leave
Steventon in such a week, and go to Bath’; and that the shock of the
intelligence was so great to Jane that she fainted away. Unfortunately,
there is no further direct evidence to show how far Jane’s feelings
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resembled those she attributed to Marianne Dashwood on leaving
Norland; but we have the negative evidence arising from the fact that
none of her letters are preserved between November , , and
January , , although Cassandra was at Godmersham during the
whole of the intervening month. Silence on the part of Jane to Cas-
sandra for so long a period of absence is unheard of: and according to
the rule acted on by Cassandra, destruction of her sister’s letters was a
proof of their emotional interest.25

What is new in  is the melodrama–– the fainting and the
association of Jane Austen’s behaviour with that of her hysterical
heroine Marianne Dashwood (whose sorrows and joys, her
narrator tells, ‘could have no moderation’) from the yet-to-
be-published Sense and Sensibility.26 Summing up the family
traditions in , R. W. Chapman presses them yet further:

Jane made the best of it. . . . Jane’s local attachments were of extra-
ordinary strength; they were no small part of her genius. We cannot
doubt that the loss of her native county, and of the multitude of
associations which made up her girlish experience, was exquisitely
painful. Her feelings cannot have been less acute than Marianne’s on
leaving Norland, or Anne’s on leaving Kellynch. Her return to her
own country, eight years later, was the long-delayed return of an
exile.27

Jane’s love of the local Hampshire countryside is partly drawn
from Fanny Caroline’s account, but Chapman takes it on himself
to strengthen the relationship of equivalence between author and
fictions by extending the link, arbitrarily made to Austen’s first
heroine by later generations of Austen-Leighs, to incorporate her
final heroine, Anne Elliot from Persuasion. It is, of course, the
kind of recognition a certain sort of biography delights in, where
fiction offers clues back to its author or demonstrably derives
directly from personal experience. In his opening chapter
Austen-Leigh had been at some pains to point out that if ‘Cas-
sandra’s character might indeed represent the “sense” of Elinor’,

25 William Austen-Leigh and Richard Arthur Austen-Leigh, Jane Austen: Her Life
and Letters. A Family Record (London: Smith, Elder, and Co., ), –.

26 Sense and Sensibility, vol. , ch. .
27 R. W. Chapman, Jane Austen: Facts and Problems (Oxford: Clarendon Press, ;

repr. ), .
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‘Jane’s had little in common with the “sensibility” of Marianne’
(p. ). But Lord Brabourne played up the romance of a more
susceptible Aunt Jane, as did Austen-Leigh’s descendants. Now
Chapman adds the finishing touch, and Austen transforms from
Marianne Dashwood into Anne Elliot, enacting the whole gamut
of emotions from hysteria to settled melancholy. Implicitly, we
are told, Jane Austen’s total achievement as a writer is to be
explained in terms of the loss of Steventon. The trajectory of her
fiction is determined by her need for reconnection with her natal
environment. The suppression of those letters (which if they ever
did exist can only be allowed, in the interests of biographical
consistency, to witness to dispossession and a loss of self) and the
equally apocryphal transformation of great distress into some-
thing greater, a temporary loss of consciousness (she fainted),
provide the kind of discontinuities the biographer can turn to
some purpose.

Why does this one distressing moment matter and why do
subsequent biographers embellish it so enthusiastically?28 It
marks an end, but it might also mark a new beginning–– the move
to Bath and a wider social scene, with more variety and incident
to fuel the aspiring novelist’s imagination. But one purpose the
moment has consistently served has been to foreclose on the
future. The secret of, or clue to, Jane Austen’s creativity lies, we
are told, like DNA coding, in her original script. Though he
would not recognize it presented in these terms, this is Austen-
Leigh’s view, and it explains his erasure of even the idea of strug-
gle from his account of her writing life. ‘Whatever she produced’,
he asserts, ‘was a genuine home-made article’ (p. ). An inter-
mittent subtext to his account links the careers of Jane Austen
and her contemporary Walter Scott. Not only was Scott the best-
selling novelist of the early nineteenth century, but the standards
he set for the production of fiction––as saleable commodity and
as large-scale social panorama––continued to shape the novel far

28 Nokes, Jane Austen: A Life, – and –, pores over the episode, using it to
jump off in a quite different direction, to the robust (but unprovable) conclusion that
after fainting or not fainting Jane went off to Bath to have fun and it is because she was
too busy enjoying herself there that there is now a perceptible gap in the biographical
record.
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into the century, and in so doing to overshadow Austen’s different
contribution. The identity of artistic effort with economic worth,
by which Scott laboured so vigorously to give significant value
to the work of the novelist, is just as vigorously denied in
Austen-Leigh’s account of his aunt’s unremarked (and little-
remunerated) writings. Instead, what he does emphasize is that,
settled in Chawton after the disruptions of the Bath and South-
ampton years, her habits of composition assumed identity with
those he conjectures for the Steventon years, ‘so that the last five
years of her life produced the same number of novels with those
which had been written in her early youth’ (p. ). The struc-
ture Austen-Leigh imposes here has been of profound signifi-
cance for how critics have viewed Jane Austen’s creative life. He
suggests that the novels as we know them were the products of
two distinct and matching creative periods––roughly Austen’s
early twenties and her late thirties––and that these were divided
by a largely fallow interlude. But another interpretation of the
same evidence and dates, one which has found less favour, might
be that, with the exception of Northanger Abbey (sold, under the
title of ‘Susan’, to a London publisher in ), all the finished
novels were the products of the mature Chawton years, and that
this intense burst of creativity between  and  was not
necessarily the consequence of a return to emotional or environ-
mental origins but the culmination of some twenty years of
uninterrupted fictional experimentation. A case can be made for
linking Northanger Abbey, possibly in a second drafting, The
Watsons, and Lady Susan with the disrupted Bath and Southamp-
ton years, but there may also have been other draftings or revi-
sions at this time. Given the hard critical gaze Austen turns upon
homes and families in her fictions, can it be that they are
exclusively the products of home and rootedness? In other words,
what intervened between Steventon and Chawton may not have
been just one long swoon of unconsciousness, a syncope of
around eight years, from which she only recovered when time and
events conspired to restore as nearly as possible those primal
scenes.

The structuring device of home, and of Hampshire homes in
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particular, sustains Austen-Leigh’s account, with its emphasis on
well-regulated domesticity and family harmony. The Austens
were a close-knit and talented family. ‘[U]ncommon abilities . . .
seem to have been bestowed, tho’ in a different way upon each
member of this family’, wrote their cousin Eliza de Feuillide in
.29 Their closeness, strengthened by marriages between
cousins and within a small circle of long-time friends, and by the
recurrence across generations of the same Christian names, can
disorientate the reader attempting to separate the various threads
of connection. It also impresses on our modern sensibilities an
apprehension of confinement, of too much accord and cor-
respondence. Austen-Leigh contributes much to this. Quoting
from Anna Lefroy’s manuscripts, Constance Hill, one of the
earliest non-family biographers, writes that Henry, Jane’s fourth
brother, ‘was the handsomest of the family, and, in the opinion of
his own father, the most talented. There were others who formed
a different estimate, but, for the most part, he was greatly
admired.’30 At last we glimpse a chink in the family’s public pre-
sentation. But in the Memoir this other Henry’s story is not told.
Here he is the brother who ‘cannot help being amusing’ (p. ),
who acts informally and generously as his sister’s literary agent,
entertains her in London, and in the autumn of  is nursed by
her through a serious illness. That he was also an unsuccessful
opportunist who managed to entangle various members of his
family in debt, that his eventual bankruptcy may have had pro-
found consequences for Jane’s late publication plans and the
course of her final illness––none of this is conveyed by Austen-
Leigh’s preliminary sketch, in which Henry ‘had perhaps less
steadiness of purpose, certainly less success in life, than his
brothers’ (p. ). But hints in Fanny Caroline Lefroy’s ‘Family
History’ suggest that Anna, fiercely attached to her aunt, handed
down within the family a more critical account, certainly of the
bankruptcy and its effects on the family and Jane’s health.

29 Austen Papers –, ed. Richard Arthur Austen-Leigh (London: Spot-
tiswoode, Ballantyne, and Co., ), .

30 Constance Hill, Jane Austen: Her Homes and Her Friends (; London: John
Lane, ), .
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Another aspect of the Memoir’s persistent familism is its pre-
occupation with genealogy. In fact, genealogy seems to have been
a favourite Austen family pastime, and the appearance in the
novels of names taken from the concealed, maternal line is evi-
dence that Jane shared the pleasure in some degree. The compli-
cated transference and transformation of names within the
family––Leigh to Leigh Perrot, Austen to Knight, Austen to
Austen-Leigh––would obviously stimulate what was in any case a
convention of Victorian biography and a gentle clerical pursuit.
Genealogy provides a scaffold for and helps plug the gaps in the
record of the individual life. It assists Austen-Leigh in his self-
conscious work of ‘book-making’ around the otherwise scanty
figure of his aunt; and it also witnesses to his anxiety to secure the
status of the Austen family. How else do we account for the ‘very
old letter’ from Eliza Brydges to her daughter Mary, Jane
Austen’s maternal great-grandmother, included in Chapter ?
Austen-Leigh’s explanation that anything two hundred years old
and incorporating domestic details ‘must possess some interest’
(p. ) is hardly compelling; nor are the letter’s contents. But its
circumstances give it significance. It was clearly a cherished fam-
ily heirloom, handed down through the Leigh and Austen fam-
ilies. Anna Lefroy drew her brother’s attention to its present
whereabouts as he was collecting his materials. Not only does the
Chandos letter (Mary Brydges was the daughter of James
Brydges, eighth Lord of Chandos, and the sister of the first
Duke) remind the reader of Jane Austen’s distant aristocratic
pretensions, it also gives a favourable gloss to the standing of her
more immediate family. As Austen-Leigh is at pains to point out,
Mary Brydges’s father was a penniless aristocrat, while her
grandmother was the widow of a rich merchant. In registering
the periodic adjustments between rank and trade by which Eng-
lish society was secured in the course of the early modern period,
he simultaneously underpins the fluid social group, comprising
minor gentry, the professions, rentiers, clergymen, and trade,
whose membership encompassed the diversely positioned Austen
family in the late eighteenth century. Austen-Leigh’s snobbish
streak runs fairly wide through the Memoir, a recognizable if
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unattractive nervousness which at times descends into massive
condescension and complacency––when confronting the absence
of improvements in domestic arrangements, furniture, meals, and
general living conditions during Jane Austen’s lifetime. At such
moments he comes perilously close to her own Mr Collins. Less
specifically, however, the social anxiety his biography registers
offers a valuable insight into a family who were, much like the
fictional society of the novels, insecurely positioned in what has
been described as ‘pseudo-gentry’–– in some cases upwardly
mobile and with growing incomes and social prestige, and in
others in straitened circumstances, but, in either case, aspiring to
the lifestyle of the traditional rural gentry.31

According to his daughter’s later account, Austen-Leigh began
the Memoir on  March  and it was finished, in a little over
five months, early in September. During that time he made a
short visit to Steventon to fix what impressions he could still
trace of his own and his aunt’s early home, and he corresponded
with his sisters and cousins in the hope of collecting further
information. The Memoir was published on  December ,
though dated , in a relatively modest edition of around a
thousand copies.32 It is, as its title states, a memoir (‘a record of
events, not purporting to be a complete history, but treating of
such matters as come within the personal knowledge of the
writer, or are obtained from certain particular sources of informa-
tion’: OED, s.v. a). To some extent, its discontinuous narrative
guarantees authenticity. As Austen-Leigh’s daughter notes: ‘It
could not relate that which none of them knew, respecting the
details of her earlier life, nor could it describe many facts given in
letters not then before him, to which later writers have had
access.’ Most importantly, this is Aunt Jane as her nieces and
nephew came to know her in the Chawton years. ‘Of her earlier
and gayer experiences, he probably knew nothing, and still less

31 On the ‘pseudo-gentry’, see David Spring, ‘Interpreters of Jane Austen’s Social
World: Literary Criticism and Historians’, in Janet Todd (ed.), Jane Austen: New
Perspectives (New York: Holmes and Meier Publishers Inc., ), –.

32 Mary Augusta Austen-Leigh, James Edward Austen-Leigh, A Memoir (privately
published, ), –.
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likely was it that, in spite of their strong mutual affection, he
should have any knowledge of the intimate and private feelings of
an aunt whose years, at the time of her death, numbered more
than twice his own.’33 In defending the partiality of her father’s
‘life’ of Jane Austen, Mary Augusta Austen-Leigh hoped also to
adjust its cultural impact. If the Memoir had the immediate effect
of awakening general public interest in an author virtually forgot-
ten outside select critical circles, it had done so, or so it seemed in
, on terms too narrow and comfortable. Certainly, Austen-
Leigh’s complacent presentation of his aunt had an incalculable
influence on the popularization and critical reading of her novels
far into the twentieth century. It was not seriously disturbed until
, when D. W. Harding, a psychologist rather than a literary
critic, detected beneath the cosy domesticity a ‘regulated hatred’,
declaring that her ‘books are . . . read and enjoyed by precisely
the sort of people whom she disliked’.34

One of the most comfortable ingredients of all was the frontis-
piece portrait of the author, based on a slight watercolour sketch
made by her sister Cassandra in about . After family consult-
ation, Austen-Leigh commissioned a professional artist, James
Andrews of Maidenhead, to execute a portrait from the sketch,
and this then provided the model for a steel engraving. Its differ-
ence from Cassandra’s original is evident to the most cursory
glance. Her crude pencil and watercolour likeness is sharp-faced,
pursed-lipped, unsmiling, scornful even, and withdrawn; in its
Victorian refashioning, the face is softer, its expression more pli-
ant, and the eyes only pensively averted. The greater attention to
detail and finish in costume and seating (the chair the figure
occupies is now elegantly Victorian) serves to assimilate the face
to a whole, where in Cassandra’s representation it expresses an
energy at odds with its unformed context. As visual biographies
the two tell quite different stories, whatever claim either might
make to be representing a human original. At the time of the
Memoir’s writing, Cassandra’s sketch was the property of Cassy

33 Id., Personal Aspects of Jane Austen (London: John Murray, ), –.
34 D. W. Harding, ‘Regulated Hatred: An Aspect of the Work of Jane Austen’,

Scrutiny,  (Mar. ).
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Esten, Charles’s daughter, and was considered by Anna Lefroy to
be ‘hideously unlike’. Writing to her cousin on  December
, immediately after publication of the Memoir, Cassy Esten
expresses her relief at how the picture has turned out: ‘I think the
portrait is very much superior to any thing that could have been
expected from the sketch it was taken from.––It is a very pleasing,
sweet face,–– tho’, I confess, to not thinking it much like the
original;––but that, the public will not be able to detect.’ Caroline
records something similar, telling her brother ‘there is a look
which I recognise as hers––and though the general resemblance is
not strong, yet as it represents a pleasant countenance it is so far a
truth––and I am not dissatisfied with it.’35 It is tempting to find in
the story of the portraits a lesson for the biography reader.

Other Family Recollections

One of the purposes of this collection of family biographies is to
help the reader of Jane Austen’s life recover the texts and con-
texts from which it continues to be rewritten; and to help
reconsider the steps by which we have moved from a reticent to a
revelatory view of the individual life. Because of what we can now
see it does not say, the early family record can also help us gain
critical understanding of our own less perceptibly partial
accounts. Recognized or not, Austen-Leigh’s Memoir stands as
pre-text for the large-scale Austen biography industry of the
twentieth century. His sisters’ less mediated recollections
interpellate his narrative to provide its most particular, unshaped
moments. Situated within his expansive prose, the vivid illumin-
ations of their childhood memories, in themselves profoundly
located, stand out as sharp dislocations–– texts out of context.
Caroline’s is the more consciously crafted account. To her we owe
the most intimate details of Jane Austen’s daily routine at
Chawton––how she looked at that time; her piano-playing; her

35 NPG, RWC/HH, from typescript of a letter from Anna to James Edward, ‘July ’
[], unfoliated; NPG, RWC/HH, fo. , typescript of part of a letter from Cassy E.
Austen to JEAL,  December ; and Appendix, p. .
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superintendence of the household supplies of tea, sugar, and
wine; her stories about fairyland. From Caroline, who got it from
her mother who was present, we also have the account of Jane
Austen’s final illness and death. Anna’s memories reached back
further, to Steventon days, and they are touchingly quirky. For
her, aunts come in pairs, mysteriously distinguishable only by a
forgotten detail of their bonnets, which otherwise were perfectly
alike as to ‘colour, shape & material’. Anna, sent to Steventon at
the age of two to be comforted after her mother’s death, remem-
bers things that relate to her–– the fuss made over her likely
memory of hearing an early version of Pride and Prejudice read
aloud, and in later years the co-operative storytelling that so
exasperated Aunt Cassandra. Anna’s recollections are the more
persuasive and haunting for being voiced––her memory of
Grandpapa enquiring ‘Where are the Girls? Are the Girls gone
out?’ (p. ) is the freshest, most startling, and most authentic
detail the family biographies have to offer.

In contrast are Henry Austen’s two formal notices of his sister
from  and . ‘Short and easy will be the task of the mere
biographer’, an opening remark from his  ‘Biographical
Notice’, strikes the reader rather differently now. Himself
recently refashioned as a clergyman of the Church of England,
Henry first suggested that Jane Austen’s religion be considered as
relevant––a conventional gesture on his part, perhaps, but it has
had far-reaching critical consequences. Here and in his later piece
Henry gives the briefest details of a writer’s life, habits of com-
position, and literary debts, and he sets the hagiographic tone for
his nephew. But it was thanks to Henry’s airy reference to the
deathbed verses, ‘replete with fancy and vigour’ (p. ), that
his primmer Victorian relatives found themselves defending Aunt
Jane from the potential charge of unseemly frivolity. It is also in
Henry’s two accounts that the long-running myth begins of
effortless artistic originality, the morally irreproachable spinster
who, entirely unconsciously, produced exquisitely finished novels
(‘Every thing came finished from her pen . . .’ (p. ) ). His
second account is the more considered––he removes all mention
of those deathbed verses––and it is less narrowly grounded in
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family recollection. His purpose is far removed from that served
by Anna and Caroline’s whimsical conjuring of childhood mem-
ories. Now he supplements biography with professional critical
assessment, incorporating passages from contemporary reviews.
The larger motive for Henry’s two notices, as it is for Austen-
Leigh’s Memoir, is our conventional assumption that books need
authors. His first notice, written within months of Jane Austen’s
death, prefaces the posthumously published Northanger Abbey
and Persuasion. Up to this point the novels had been published
anonymously, or, more accurately, they had followed one another
as an accumulating set of textual alliances–– for example, Mans-
field Park: A Novel. By the Author of Sense and Sensibility and
Pride and Prejudice. In writing and reading the biographies of
writers we may be tempted to work back from the writings to the
subject and to find in the fiction the coherence that eludes ‘real’
experience. But another of the questions literary biography sets
out to examine, if not to answer, is why books need authors. Why
do the self-governing, independent states of fiction require to be
referred back to a figure who fashioned them? Henry Austen’s
biographical notices cannot answer the question but, standing at
the beginning of the Jane Austen life project, they help us to
formulate it.
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NOTE ON THE TEXTS

The text printed here of James Edward Austen-Leigh’s A Memoir
of Jane Austen is that of the second edition of , but with
significant omissions. Issuing it less than a year after the first
edition, Austen-Leigh expanded the second edition in several
ways, incorporating in the main body of his text further cor-
respondence, family papers, and biographical recollections, much
of it material which had only lately come to light. He also printed
for the first time, and as a sequence of appendices to the biog-
raphy, important fragments of unfinished or early drafts of his
aunt Jane Austen’s works. Those expansions which form part of
the body of the text of the second edition (described in the pref-
ace as a ‘narrative . . . somewhat enlarged’, ‘a few more letters’,
and ‘a short specimen of her childish stories’) are retained here.
But the appended Chapter , consisting of the cancelled chapter
of Persuasion, and Chapter , extracts from and a synopsis of
Sanditon, still under the title of ‘The Last Work’, are omitted;
omitted, too, are Lady Susan and The Watsons, both also pub-
lished for the first time in  as an appendix to the Memoir. In
addition, I have restored some elements which were present in
the first edition of  but removed from the second edition:
namely, the second postscript, dated  November , defend-
ing Jane Austen from the attack in Mary Russell Mitford’s newly
published Life, and the set of five illustrations––a portrait of Jane
Austen, a facsimile of her handwriting, and family drawings of
Steventon Parsonage, Steventon Manor House, and Chawton
Church––an important feature of the first and of subsequent
editions, but unaccountably left out of the second. The effect of
these cuts and expansions is to deepen the work as memoir and
family record, an impression which the publisher’s calculated
marketing of the second edition did something to obscure. As
Austen-Leigh remarked of the new edition to his American cor-
respondent Susan Quincy: ‘It will be smaller & less expensive
than the former edition, being made to range with, & to form an



additional Vol. to Bentley’s last Edition of the novels.’1 In token
of this, the lettering on the spine of the binding of the second
edition misleadingly read Lady Susan &c. Marketed as the sixth
volume in Richard Bentley’s ‘Favourite Novels’ reissue of the
complete set of Jane Austen’s novels, the Memoir became in out-
ward appearance Lady Susan &c., signalling the importance
placed at this time on the appended fictions over biography. With
editions of these previously unpublished writings now widely
available, there is little justification for following what was in 
a commercial strategy. On the other hand, a modern market
which in one recent year alone () saw three substantial biog-
raphies of Jane Austen competing for attention, suggests that
Austen-Leigh’s account of a life ‘singularly barren’ of events
compels ever more interest.

I have included with Austen-Leigh’s Memoir four others: the
account written by Jane’s brother Henry Austen to accompany
the posthumous joint publication of Northanger Abbey and Per-
suasion in ; Henry’s reworking of the same materials to pref-
ace the edition of Sense and Sensibility issued by Bentley in 
as No.  of his ‘Standard Novels’ series; Anna Lefroy’s ‘Recol-
lections of Aunt Jane’, written in  and first published in
; and Caroline Austen’s My Aunt Jane Austen: A Memoir,
written in  and first published in . Henry’s two biog-
raphies are printed from the first editions of  and 
respectively. Anna Lefroy’s ‘Recollections’ are taken from the
surviving autograph manuscript in the Austen-Leigh archive,
Hampshire Record Office, and Caroline Austen’s memoir is
reproduced from the  edition which R. W. Chapman pre-
pared for the Jane Austen Society, corrected against the manu-
script held in Jane Austen’s House, Chawton. Further editorial
and bibliographical information can be found in the headnotes
accompanying the annotations to each text. An Appendix prints a
few brief recollections, mainly from family letters preserved as

1 From a letter of  Nov. , included in M. A. DeWolfe Howe, ‘A Jane Austen
Letter With Other “Janeana” From an Old Book of Autographs’, Yale Review, 
(–), .
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autograph manuscripts or later typescripts. All are accounts,
drawn up late in life, by members of Jane Austen’s family or close
connections who knew her personally. In their various ways, these
further recollections represent the decomposition or pre-texts of
the Memoir.

In the Memoir Austen-Leigh’s footnotes appear at the foot of
the page. A degree sign (°) indicates an editorial note at the
back of the book. The only silent editorial change made to the
texts of the shorter recollections and Appendix has been to
replace double quotation-marks with single throughout, to accord
with the practice adopted in the  edition of the Memoir.
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A CHRONOLOGY OF THE AUSTEN FAMILY

  April, Marriage of the Revd George Austen and Cassandra
Leigh.

  February, James Austen, JEAL’s father and JA’s eldest
brother, born at Deane.

  August, George Austen the younger born at Deane.
  October, Edward Austen born at Deane.
 July/August, Austen family move to Steventon.
  June, Henry Austen born at Steventon.
  January, Cassandra Austen born at Steventon;  March,

the Revd Austen becomes Rector of Deane as well as Steven-
ton; Pupils are boarded at Steventon from now until .

  April, Francis (Frank) Austen born at Steventon.
  December, JA born at Steventon.
  June, Charles Austen born at Steventon.
 Marriage of JA’s cousin, Eliza Hancock, to Jean-François

Capot de Feuillide, in France.
 Edward Austen adopted by Mr and Mrs Thomas Knight of

Godmersham, Kent.
– JA and Cassandra attend the Abbey School, Reading.
 Eliza de Feuillide’s son Hastings born.
 JA begins writing juvenilia.
– Amateur theatricals are performed at Steventon.
 Spring, the Lloyd family rent Deane parsonage.
  December, marriage of Edward Austen and Elizabeth

Bridges.
 The Lloyds leave Deane for Ibthorpe; marriage of James

Austen and Anne Mathew and their removal to Deane parson-
age; (?) Winter, Cassandra engaged to the Revd Tom Fowle.

  January, Edward Austen’s first child, Fanny, born;  April,
James Austen’s first child, Anna, born;  June, JA writes last
item of juvenilia.



 M. de Feuillide guillotined in Paris; death of Edward Austen’s
adopted father Thomas Knight.

 JA probably writes ‘Elinor and Marianne’; death of Anne
Mathew Austen at Deane; Anna sent to live at Steventon;
December, Tom Lefroy visits Ashe rectory.

 January, Tom Lefroy leaves Ashe for London; Tom Fowle
sails for West Indies; October, JA begins ‘First Impressions’
(finished August ).

 Marriage of James Austen and Mary Lloyd; Anna returns to
live at Deane; February, Tom Fowle dies of fever at San
Domingo;  November, the Revd Austen unsuccessfully
offers ‘First Impressions’ to Cadell; JA begins Sense and Sens-
ibility;  December, marriage of Henry Austen and his
cousin Eliza de Feuillide.

 JA begins writing ‘Susan’ (Northanger Abbey);  November,
James’s son James Edward (JEAL), JA’s future biographer, is
born at Deane.

 Mrs Leigh Perrot, JA’s aunt, charged with theft and commit-
ted to Ilchester Gaol.

 Mrs Leigh Perrot tried at Taunton and acquitted; December,
the Revd Austen decides to retire and move to Bath.

 Henry Austen sets up as banker and army agent in London;
May, the Austens leave Steventon and settle in Bath; the
family story of JA’s seaside romance derives from holidays
spent in the West Country between now and autumn ;
Eliza de Feuillide Austen’s son Hastings dies.

  December, Harris Bigg-Wither proposes to JA; JA revises
‘Susan’ (Northanger Abbey).

 JA sells ‘Susan’ to Crosby and Co.
– JA perhaps writing ‘The Watsons’ and ‘Lady Susan’; 

December , JA’s early friend Mrs Lefroy of Ashe killed
in a riding accident.

  January, death of the Revd Austen in Bath;  April, death
of Mrs Lloyd at Ibthorpe; Martha Lloyd joins the Austen
household;  June, James Austen’s youngest child Caroline
born at Steventon.

 October, the Austens take lodgings in Southampton with
Frank Austen and his new wife.
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 March, the Austens move into house in Castle Square,
Southampton.

  October, death of Edward Austen’s wife, Elizabeth.
  April, JA attempts unsuccessfully to secure publication of

‘Susan’; the Austens move to Chawton Cottage, owned by
JA’s brother Edward.

 Sense and Sensibility accepted for publication by Thomas
Egerton.

 February, JA planning Mansfield Park; March, JA staying with
Henry in London and correcting proofs of Sense and Sens-
ibility;  October, Sense and Sensibility published; ?Winter,
JA begins revising ‘First Impressions’ as Pride and Prejudice.

 Death of Mrs Thomas Knight; Edward Austen officially takes
name of Knight; Autumn, JA sells copyright of Pride and
Prejudice to Egerton.

  January, Pride and Prejudice published;  April, Eliza de
Feuillide Austen dies; ?July, JA finishes Mansfield Park; Anna
Austen engaged to Ben Lefroy; November, second editions of
Pride and Prejudice and Sense and Sensibility.

  January, JA begins Emma;  May, Mansfield Park published
by Egerton;  November, marriage of Anna Austen and Ben
Lefroy.

  March, Emma finished; July, Mary Lloyd Austen and Caro-
line Austen stay at Chawton;  August, JA begins Persuasion;
Anna and Ben Lefroy move to Wyards, near Chawton; Octo-
ber, JA in London nursing Henry who is ill;  November,
JA visits the Prince Regent’s Library at Carlton House;
December, Emma published by John Murray.

 Spring, JA begins to feel unwell; Henry buys back MS of
‘Susan’, which JA revises (as ‘Catharine’) and intends to offer
again for publication;  March, Henry’s bank fails and he
leaves London;  July, first draft of Persuasion finished;
 August, Persuasion finally completed; second edition of
Mansfield Park from Murray; December, Henry ordained and
becomes curate of Chawton.

  January– March, JA at work on ‘Sanditon’;  March,
death of Mr Leigh Perrot, JA’s uncle;  April, JA makes her
will;  May, Cassandra takes JA to Winchester, where they
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lodge at  College Street;  July, JA dies in early morning;
 July, JA buried in Winchester Cathedral; December,
Northanger Abbey and Persuasion published together by
Murray (dated ), with Henry’s ‘Biographical Notice of
the Author’.

 James Austen, JA’s eldest brother and father of Anna Lefroy,
JEAL, and Caroline Austen, dies.

 Fanny Knight, eldest child of Edward Austen Knight of
Godmersham, marries Sir Edward Knatchbull.

 Mrs Austen, JA’s mother, dies.

 Frank Austen marries as his second wife Martha Lloyd.

– Elizabeth Bennet; or, Pride and Prejudice, and the other novels,
published in America (Philadelphia).

 Bentley’s collected edition of JA’s novels (frequently
reprinted until , the Steventon Edition); Henry’s revised
‘Memoir’ prefixed to Sense and Sensibility ().

 The Revd James Edward Austen takes name of Leigh.

 Mrs James Austen (Mary Lloyd) dies; Lady (Francis) Austen
(Martha Lloyd) dies;  May, Cassandra Austen executes her
will.

  March, Cassandra Austen dies and JA’s manuscripts and
letters are divided among the family.

 Henry Austen dies.

 Admiral Sir Francis Austen sends a letter of JA’s to Eliza
Susan Quincy of Boston, Mass.; Edward Austen Knight dies;
Charles Austen dies.

 Anna Lefroy writes down her ‘Recollections of Aunt Jane’.

 Sir Francis Austen dies, the last of JA’s remaining siblings;
Recollections of the Vine Hunt by JEAL.

 Caroline Austen writes My Aunt Jane Austen: A Memoir ().

 Memoir of JA by her nephew JEAL.

 Second edition of JEAL’s Memoir, with ‘Lady Susan’, ‘The
Watsons’, and the cancelled chapter of Persuasion.

 Brass Memorial Tablet placed in Winchester Cathedral by
JEAL, from the proceeds of the Memoir.
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 Letters of Jane Austen, edited by her great-nephew Lord
Brabourne.

 Jane Austen’s Sailor Brothers, by J. H. and E. C. Hubback, JA’s
great-nephew and great-great niece; first publication of her
letters to Frank Austen.

 Life and Letters of Jane Austen, by W. and R. A. Austen-Leigh,
JA’s great-nephew and great-great nephew.

 Personal Aspects of Jane Austen, by Mary Augusta Austen-
Leigh, JA’s great-niece.

 The Jane Austen Society is founded.
 Chawton Cottage, JA’s last home, is purchased by the Jane

Austen Memorial Trust.
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A MEMOIR OF JANE AUSTEN
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PREFACE

T Memoir of my Aunt, Jane Austen, has been received with
more favour than I had ventured to expect. The notices taken of it
in the periodical press, as well as letters addressed to me by many
with whom I am not personally acquainted, show that an
unabated interest is still taken in every particular that can be told
about her. I am thus encouraged not only to offer a Second Edi-
tion of the Memoir, but also to enlarge it with some additional
matter which I might have scrupled to intrude on the public if
they had not thus seemed to call for it. In the present Edition, the
narrative is somewhat enlarged, and a few more letters are added;
with a short specimen of her childish stories. The cancelled chap-
ter of ‘Persuasion’ is given, in compliance with wishes both pub-
licly and privately expressed. A fragment of a story entitled ‘The
Watsons’ is printed; and extracts are given from a novel which she
had begun a few months before her death; but the chief addition
is a short tale never before published, called ‘Lady Susan.’° I
regret that the little which I have been able to add could not
appear in my First Edition; as much of it was either unknown to
me, or not at my command, when I first published; and I hope
that I may claim some indulgent allowance for the difficulty of
recovering little facts and feelings which had been merged half a
century deep in oblivion.

N , .
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He knew of no one but himself who was inclined to
the work. This is no uncommon motive. A man sees
something to be done, knows of no one who will do
it but himself, and so is driven to the enterprise.

H’ Life of Columbus, ch. i°



CHAPTER I

Introductory Remarks––Birth of Jane Austen––Her Family
Connections––Their Influence on her Writings

M
  than half a century has passed away since I, the
youngest of the mourners,1 attended the funeral of my
dear aunt Jane in Winchester Cathedral; and now, in

my old age, I am asked whether my memory will serve to rescue
from oblivion any events of her life or any traits of her character
to satisfy the enquiries of a generation of readers who have been
born since she died. Of events her life was singularly barren: few
changes and no great crisis ever broke the smooth current of its
course. Even her fame may be said to have been posthumous: it
did not attain to any vigorous life till she had ceased to exist. Her
talents did not introduce her to the notice of other writers, or
connect her with the literary world, or in any degree pierce
through the obscurity of her domestic retirement. I have there-
fore scarcely any materials for a detailed life of my aunt; but I
have a distinct recollection of her person and character; and per-
haps many may take an interest in a delineation, if any such can
be drawn, of that prolific mind whence sprung the Dashwoods
and Bennets, the Bertrams and Woodhouses, the Thorpes and
Musgroves,° who have been admitted as familiar guests to the
firesides of so many families, and are known there as individually
and intimately as if they were living neighbours. Many may care
to know whether the moral rectitude, the correct taste, and the
warm affections with which she invested her ideal characters,
were really existing in the native source whence those ideas
flowed, and were actually exhibited by her in the various relations
of life. I can indeed bear witness that there was scarcely a charm

1 I went to represent my father, who was too unwell to attend himself, and thus I was
the only one of my generation present. [JEAL’s father was JA’s eldest brother James,
who although at his sister’s bedside the day before she died was too ill to attend the
funeral. He died on  December .]



in her most delightful characters that was not a true reflection of
her own sweet temper and loving heart. I was young when we lost
her; but the impressions made on the young are deep, and though
in the course of fifty years I have forgotten much, I have not
forgotten that ‘Aunt Jane’ was the delight of all her nephews and
nieces. We did not think of her as being clever, still less as being
famous; but we valued her as one always kind, sympathising, and
amusing. To all this I am a living witness, but whether I can
sketch out such a faint outline of this excellence as shall be per-
ceptible to others may be reasonably doubted. Aided, however, by
a few survivors1 who knew her, I will not refuse to make the
attempt. I am the more inclined to undertake the task from a
conviction that, however little I may have to tell, no one else is left
who could tell so much of her.

Jane Austen was born on December , , at the Parsonage
House of Steventon in Hampshire. Her father, the Rev. George
Austen, was of a family long established in the neighbourhood of
Tenterden and Sevenoaks in Kent. I believe that early in the
seventeenth century they were clothiers. Hasted, in his history of
Kent,° says: ‘The clothing business was exercised by persons who
possessed most of the landed property in the Weald, insomuch
that almost all the ancient families of these parts, now of large
estates and genteel rank in life, and some of them ennobled by
titles, are sprung from ancestors who have used this great staple
manufacture, now almost unknown here.’ In his list of these fam-
ilies Hasted places the Austens, and he adds that these clothiers
‘were usually called the Gray Coats of Kent; and were a body so
numerous and united that at county elections whoever had their
vote and interest was almost certain of being elected.’ The family
still retains a badge of this origin; for their livery is of that

1 My chief assistants have been my sisters, Mrs. B. Lefroy and Miss Austen, whose
recollections of our aunt are, on some points, more vivid than my own. I have not only
been indebted to their memory for facts, but have sometimes used their words. Indeed
some passages towards the end of the work were entirely written by the latter.

I have also to thank some of my cousins, and especially the daughters of Admiral
Charles Austen, for the use of letters and papers which had passed into their hands,
without which this Memoir, scanty as it is, could not have been written.

[For the evolution of the Memoir and the assistance provided by JEAL’s sisters and
cousins, see Introduction.]
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peculiar mixture of light blue and white called Kentish gray,
which forms the facings of the Kentish militia.

Mr. George Austen° had lost both his parents before he was
nine years old. He inherited no property from them; but was
happy in having a kind uncle, Mr. Francis Austen, a successful
lawyer at Tunbridge, the ancestor of the Austens of Kippington,
who, though he had children of his own, yet made liberal provi-
sion for his orphan nephew. The boy received a good education at
Tunbridge School, whence he obtained a scholarship, and sub-
sequently a fellowship, at St. John’s College, Oxford. In  he
came into possession of the two adjoining Rectories of Deane and
Steventon in Hampshire; the former purchased for him by his
generous uncle Francis, the latter given by his cousin Mr. Knight.
This was no very gross case of plurality, according to the ideas of
that time, for the two villages were little more than a mile apart,
and their united populations scarcely amounted to three hun-
dred. In the same year he married Cassandra,° youngest daughter
of the Rev. Thomas Leigh, of the family of Leighs of Warwick-
shire, who, having been a fellow of All Souls, held the College
living of Harpsden, near Henley-upon-Thames. Mr. Thomas
Leigh was a younger brother of Dr. Theophilus Leigh, a person-
age well known at Oxford in his day, and his day was not a short
one, for he lived to be ninety, and held the Mastership of Balliol
College for above half a century. He was a man more famous for
his sayings than his doings, overflowing with puns and witticisms
and sharp retorts; but his most serious joke was his practical one
of living much longer than had been expected or intended. He
was a fellow of Corpus, and the story is that the Balliol men,
unable to agree in electing one of their own number to the Mas-
tership, chose him, partly under the idea that he was in weak
health and likely soon to cause another vacancy. It was afterwards
said that his long incumbency had been a judgement on the
Society for having elected an Out-College Man.1 I imagine that the

1 There seems to have been some doubt as to the validity of this election; for Hearne
says that it was referred to the Visitor, who confirmed it. (Hearne’s Diaries, v. .) [The
incident is recorded in Reliquiae Hernianae, The Remains of Thomas Hearne, MA (nd
edn.,  vols., ), ii. –.]
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front of Balliol towards Broad Street which has recently been
pulled down must have been built, or at least restored, while he
was Master, for the Leigh arms were placed under the cornice at
the corner nearest to Trinity gates. The beautiful building lately
erected has destroyed this record, and thus ‘monuments them-
selves memorials need.’°

His fame for witty and agreeable conversation extended
beyond the bounds of the University. Mrs. Thrale, in a letter to
Dr. Johnson, writes thus: ‘Are you acquainted with Dr. Leigh,1

the Master of Balliol College, and are you not delighted with his
gaiety of manners and youthful vivacity, now that he is eighty-six
years of age? I never heard a more perfect or excellent pun than
his, when some one told him how, in a late dispute among the
Privy Councillors, the Lord Chancellor struck the table with such
violence that he split it. “No, no, no,” replied the Master; “I can
hardly persuade myself that he split the table, though I believe he
divided the Board.” ’°

Some of his sayings of course survive in family tradition. He
was once calling on a gentleman notorious for never opening a
book, who took him into a room overlooking the Bath Road,
which was then a great thoroughfare for travellers of every class,
saying rather pompously, ‘This, Doctor, I call my study.’ The
Doctor, glancing his eye round the room, in which no books were
to be seen, replied, ‘And very well named too, sir, for you know
Pope tells us, “The proper study of mankind is Man.” ’° When my
father went to Oxford he was honoured with an invitation to dine
with this dignified cousin. Being a raw undergraduate,
unaccustomed to the habits of the University, he was about to
take off his gown, as if it were a great coat, when the old man,
then considerably turned eighty, said, with a grim smile, ‘Young
man, you need not strip: we are not going to fight.’ This humour
remained in him so strongly to the last that he might almost have
supplied Pope with another instance of ‘the ruling passion strong
in death,’° for only three days before he expired, being told that an
old acquaintance was lately married, having recovered from a

1 Mrs. Thrale writes Dr. Lee, but there can be no doubt of the identity of person.
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long illness by eating eggs, and that the wits said that he had been
egged on to matrimony, he immediately trumped the joke, saying,
‘Then may the yoke sit easy on him.’ I do not know from what
common ancestor the Master of Balliol and his great-niece Jane
Austen, with some others of the family, may have derived the
keen sense of humour which they certainly possessed.

Mr. and Mrs. George Austen resided first at Deane, but
removed in  to Steventon,° which was their residence for
about thirty years. They commenced their married life with the
charge of a little child, a son of the celebrated Warren Hastings,°
who had been committed to the care of Mr. Austen before his
marriage, probably through the influence of his sister, Mrs. Han-
cock, whose husband at that time held some office under Hast-
ings in India. Mr. Gleig, in his ‘Life of Hastings,’ says that his son
George, the offspring of his first marriage, was sent to England in
 for his education, but that he had never been able to ascer-
tain to whom this precious charge was entrusted, nor what
became of him. I am able to state, from family tradition, that he
died young, of what was then called putrid sore throat; and that
Mrs. Austen had become so much attached to him that she always
declared that his death had been as great a grief to her as if he had
been a child of her own.

About this time, the grandfather of Mary Russell Mitford,° Dr.
Russell, was Rector of the adjoining parish of Ashe; so that the
parents of two popular female writers must have been intimately
acquainted with each other.

As my subject carries me back about a hundred years, it will
afford occasions for observing many changes gradually effected in
the manners and habits of society, which I may think it worth
while to mention. They may be little things, but time gives a
certain importance even to trifles, as it imparts a peculiar flavour
to wine. The most ordinary articles of domestic life are looked on
with some interest, if they are brought to light after being long
buried; and we feel a natural curiosity to know what was done and
said by our forefathers, even though it may be nothing wiser or
better than what we are daily doing or saying ourselves. Some of
this generation may be little aware how many conveniences, now
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considered to be necessaries and matters of course, were
unknown to their grandfathers and grandmothers. The lane
between Deane and Steventon has long been as smooth as the
best turnpike road; but when the family removed from the one
residence to the other in , it was a mere cart track, so cut up
by deep ruts as to be impassable for a light carriage. Mrs. Austen,
who was not then in strong health,° performed the short journey
on a feather-bed, placed upon some soft articles of furniture in
the waggon which held their household goods. In those days it
was not unusual to set men to work with shovel and pickaxe to fill
up ruts and holes in roads seldom used by carriages, on such
special occasions as a funeral or a wedding. Ignorance and coarse-
ness of language also were still lingering even upon higher levels
of society than might have been expected to retain such mists.
About this time, a neighbouring squire, a man of many acres,
referred the following difficulty to Mr. Austen’s decision: ‘You
know all about these sort of things. Do tell us. Is Paris in France,
or France in Paris? for my wife has been disputing with me about
it.’ The same gentleman, narrating some conversation which he
had heard between the rector and his wife, represented the latter
as beginning her reply to her husband with a round oath; and
when his daughter called him to task, reminding him that Mrs.
Austen never swore, he replied, ‘Now, Betty, why do you pull me
up for nothing? that’s neither here nor there; you know very well
that’s only my way of telling the story.’° Attention has lately been
called by a celebrated writer to the inferiority of the clergy to the
laity of England two centuries ago. The charge no doubt is true, if
the rural clergy are to be compared with that higher section of
country gentlemen who went into parliament, and mixed in Lon-
don society, and took the lead in their several counties; but it
might be found less true if they were to be compared, as in all
fairness they ought to be, with that lower section with whom they
usually associated. The smaller landed proprietors, who seldom
went farther from home than their county town, from the squire
with his thousand acres to the yeoman who cultivated his heredi-
tary property of one or two hundred, then formed a numerous
class––each the aristocrat of his own parish; and there was
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probably a greater difference in manners and refinement between
this class and that immediately above them than could now be
found between any two persons who rank as gentlemen. For in
the progress of civilisation, though all orders may make some
progress, yet it is most perceptible in the lower. It is a process of
‘levelling up;’ the rear rank ‘dressing up,’ as it were, close to the
front rank. When Hamlet mentions, as something which he had
‘for three years taken note of,’ that ‘the toe of the peasant comes so
near the heel of the courtier,’° it was probably intended by Shak-
speare as a satire on his own times; but it expressed a principle
which is working at all times in which society makes any progress.
I believe that a century ago the improvement in most country
parishes began with the clergy; and that in those days a rector
who chanced to be a gentleman and a scholar found himself
superior to his chief parishioners in information and manners,
and became a sort of centre of refinement and politeness.

Mr. Austen was a remarkably good-looking man, both in his
youth and his old age. During his year of office at Oxford he had
been called ‘the handsome Proctor;’° and at Bath, when more than
seventy years old, he attracted observation by his fine features
and abundance of snow-white hair. Being a good scholar he was
able to prepare two of his sons for the University, and to direct
the studies of his other children, whether sons or daughters, as
well as to increase his income by taking pupils.

In Mrs. Austen also was to be found the germ of much of the
ability which was concentrated in Jane, but of which others of her
children had a share. She united strong common sense with a
lively imagination, and often expressed herself, both in writing
and in conversation, with epigrammatic force and point. She
lived, like many of her family, to an advanced age. During the last
years of her life she endured continual pain, not only patiently
but with characteristic cheerfulness. She once said to me, ‘Ah, my
dear, you find me just where you left me––on the sofa. I some-
times think that God Almighty must have forgotten me; but I
dare say He will come for me in His own good time.’ She died and
was buried at Chawton, January , aged eighty-eight.

*
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Her own family were so much, and the rest of the world so
little, to Jane Austen, that some brief mention of her brothers and
sister is necessary in order to give any idea of the objects which
principally occupied her thoughts and filled her heart, especially
as some of them, from their characters or professions in life, may
be supposed to have had more or less influence on her writings:
though I feel some reluctance in bringing before public notice
persons and circumstances essentially private.

Her eldest brother James, my own father, had, when a very
young man, at St. John’s College, Oxford, been the originator and
chief supporter of a periodical paper called ‘The Loiterer,’° writ-
ten somewhat on the plan of the ‘Spectator’ and its successors,
but nearly confined to subjects connected with the University. In
after life he used to speak very slightingly of this early work,
which he had the better right to do, as, whatever may have been
the degree of their merits, the best papers had certainly been
written by himself. He was well read in English literature, had a
correct taste, and wrote readily and happily, both in prose and
verse. He was more than ten years older than Jane, and had, I
believe, a large share in directing her reading and forming her
taste.

Her second brother, Edward,° had been a good deal separated
from the rest of the family, as he was early adopted by his cousin,
Mr. Knight, of Godmersham Park in Kent and Chawton House
in Hampshire; and finally came into possession both of the prop-
erty and the name. But though a good deal separated in child-
hood, they were much together in after life, and Jane gave a large
share of her affections to him and his children. Mr. Knight was
not only a very amiable man, kind and indulgent to all connected
with him, but possessed also a spirit of fun and liveliness, which
made him especially delightful to all young people.

Her third brother, Henry, had great conversational powers, and
inherited from his father an eager and sanguine disposition. He
was a very entertaining companion, but had perhaps less steadi-
ness of purpose, certainly less success in life, than his brothers.°
He became a clergyman when middle-aged; and an allusion to his
sermons will be found in one of Jane’s letters. At one time he
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resided in London, and was useful in transacting his sister’s
business with her publishers.

Her two youngest brothers, Francis and Charles, were sailors
during that glorious period of the British navy which comprises
the close of the last and the beginning of the present century,
when it was impossible for an officer to be almost always afloat, as
these brothers were, without seeing service which, in these days,
would be considered distinguished. Accordingly, they were con-
tinually engaged in actions of more or less importance, and some-
times gained promotion by their success. Both rose to the rank of
Admiral, and carried out their flags to distant stations.

Francis lived to attain the very summit of his profession, hav-
ing died, in his ninety-third year, G.C.B.° and Senior Admiral of
the Fleet, in . He possessed great firmness of character, with
a strong sense of duty, whether due from himself to others, or
from others to himself. He was consequently a strict disciplinar-
ian; but, as he was a very religious man, it was remarked of him
(for in those days, at least, it was remarkable) that he maintained
this discipline without ever uttering an oath or permitting one in
his presence. One one occasion, when ashore in a seaside town, he
was spoken of as ‘the officer who kneeled at church;’ a custom
which now happily would not be thought peculiar.

Charles was generally serving in frigates or sloops; blockading
harbours, driving the ships of the enemy ashore, boarding gun-
boats, and frequently making small prizes.° At one time he was
absent from England on such services for seven years together. In
later life he commanded the Bellerophon, at the bombardment of
St. Jean d’Acre in . In  he went out in the Hastings, in
command of the East India and China station, but on the break-
ing out of the Burmese war he transferred his flag to a steam
sloop, for the purpose of getting up the shallow waters of the
Irrawaddy, on board of which he died of cholera in , in the
seventy-fourth year of his age. His sweet temper and affectionate
disposition, in which he resembled his sister Jane, had secured to
him an unusual portion of attachment, not only from his own
family, but from all the officers and common sailors who served
under him. One who was with him at his death has left this record
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of him: ‘Our good Admiral won the hearts of all by his gentleness
and kindness while he was struggling with disease, and
endeavouring to do his duty as Commander-in-chief of the Brit-
ish naval forces in these waters. His death was a great grief to the
whole fleet. I know that I cried bitterly when I found he was
dead.’ The Order in Council of the Governor-General of India,
Lord Dalhousie, expresses ‘admiration of the staunch high spirit
which, notwithstanding his age and previous sufferings, had led
the Admiral to take his part in the trying service which has closed
his career.’

These two brothers have been dwelt on longer than the others
because their honourable career accounts for Jane Austen’s par-
tiality for the Navy, as well as for the readiness and accuracy with
which she wrote about it. She was always very careful not to
meddle with matters which she did not thoroughly understand.
She never touched upon politics, law, or medicine, subjects which
some novel writers have ventured on rather too boldly, and have
treated, perhaps, with more brilliancy than accuracy. But with
ships and sailors she felt herself at home, or at least could always
trust to a brotherly critic to keep her right. I believe that no flaw
has ever been found in her seamanship either in ‘Mansfield Park’
or in ‘Persuasion.’

But dearest of all to the heart of Jane was her sister Cassandra,
about three years her senior. Their sisterly affection for each
other could scarcely be exceeded.° Perhaps it began on Jane’s side
with the feeling of deference natural to a loving child towards a
kind elder sister. Something of this feeling always remained; and
even in the maturity of her powers, and in the enjoyment of
increasing success, she would still speak of Cassandra as of one
wiser and better than herself. In childhood, when the elder was
sent to the school of a Mrs. Latournelle, in the Forbury at Read-
ing,° the younger went with her, not because she was thought old
enough to profit much by the instruction there imparted, but
because she would have been miserable without her sister; her
mother observing that ‘if Cassandra were going to have her head
cut off, Jane would insist on sharing her fate.’ This attachment
was never interrupted or weakened. They lived in the same home,
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and shared the same bed-room, till separated by death. They
were not exactly alike. Cassandra’s was the colder and calmer
disposition; she was always prudent and well judging, but with
less outward demonstration of feeling and less sunniness of
temper than Jane possessed. It was remarked in her family that
‘Cassandra had the merit of having her temper always under
command, but that Jane had the happiness of a temper that never
required to be commanded.’ When ‘Sense and Sensibility’ came
out, some persons, who knew the family slightly, surmised that
the two elder Miss Dashwoods were intended by the author for
her sister and herself; but this could not be the case. Cassandra’s
character might indeed represent the ‘sense’ of Elinor, but Jane’s
had little in common with the ‘sensibility’ of Marianne. The
young woman who, before the age of twenty, could so clearly
discern the failings of Marianne Dashwood, could hardly have
been subject to them herself.

This was the small circle, continually enlarged, however, by the
increasing families of four of her brothers, within which Jane
Austen found her wholesome pleasures, duties, and interests, and
beyond which she went very little into society during the last ten
years of her life. There was so much that was agreeable and
attractive in this family party that its members may be excused if
they were inclined to live somewhat too exclusively within it.
They might see in each other much to love and esteem, and
something to admire. The family talk had abundance of spirit and
vivacity, and was never troubled by disagreements even in little
matters, for it was not their habit to dispute or argue with each
other: above all, there was strong family affection and firm union,
never to be broken but by death. It cannot be doubted that all this
had its influence on the author in the construction of her stories,
in which a family party usually supplies the narrow stage, while
the interest is made to revolve round a few actors.

It will be seen also that though her circle of society was small,
yet she found in her neighbourhood persons of good taste and
cultivated minds. Her acquaintance, in fact, constituted the very
class from which she took her imaginary characters, ranging from
the member of parliament, or large landed proprietor, to the
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young curate or younger midshipman of equally good family; and
I think that the influence of these early associations may be traced
in her writings, especially in two particulars. First, that she is
entirely free from the vulgarity, which is so offensive in some
novels, of dwelling on the outward appendages of wealth or rank,
as if they were things to which the writer was unaccustomed; and,
secondly, that she deals as little with very low as with very high
stations in life. She does not go lower than the Miss Steeles, Mrs.
Elton, and John Thorpe, people of bad taste and underbred
manners, such as are actually found sometimes mingling with
better society. She has nothing resembling the Brangtons, or
Mr. Dubster and his friend Tom Hicks, with whom Madame
D’Arblay° loved to season her stories, and to produce striking
contrasts to her well bred characters.
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CHAPTER II

Description of Steventon––Life at Steventon––Changes of Habits and
Customs in the last Century

A the first twenty-five years, more than half of the brief life of
Jane Austen, were spent in the parsonage of Steventon, some
description of that place ought to be given. Steventon is a small
rural village upon the chalk hills of north Hants, situated in a
winding valley about seven miles from Basingstoke. The South-
Western railway crosses it by a short embankment, and, as it
curves round, presents a good view of it on the left hand to those
who are travelling down the line, about three miles before enter-
ing the tunnel under Popham Beacon. It may be known to some
sportsmen, as lying in one of the best portions of the Vine Hunt.°
It is certainly not a picturesque country; it presents no grand or
extensive views; but the features are small rather than plain. The
surface continually swells and sinks, but the hills are not bold, nor
the valleys deep; and though it is sufficiently well clothed with
woods and hedgerows, yet the poverty of the soil in most places
prevents the timber from attaining a large size. Still it has its
beauties. The lanes wind along in a natural curve, continually
fringed with irregular borders of native turf, and lead to pleasant
nooks and corners. One who knew and loved it well very happily
expressed its quiet charms, when he wrote

True taste is not fastidious, nor rejects,
Because they may not come within the rule
Of composition pure and picturesque,
Unnumbered simple scenes which fill the leaves
Of Nature’s sketch book.°

Of this somewhat tame country, Steventon, from the fall of the
ground, and the abundance of its timber, is certainly one of the
prettiest spots; yet one cannot be surprised that, when Jane’s
mother, a little before her marriage, was shown the scenery of her





future home, she should have thought it unattractive, compared
with the broad river, the rich valley, and the noble hills which
she had been accustomed to behold at her native home near
Henley-upon-Thames.

The house itself stood in a shallow valley, surrounded by slop-
ing meadows, well sprinkled with elm trees, at the end of a small
village of cottages, each well provided with a garden, scattered
about prettily on either side of the road. It was sufficiently com-
modious to hold pupils in addition to a growing family, and was
in those times considered to be above the average of parsonages;
but the rooms were finished with less elegance than would now be
found in the most ordinary dwellings. No cornice marked the
junction of wall and ceiling; while the beams which supported the
upper floors projected into the rooms below in all their naked
simplicity, covered only by a coat of paint or whitewash:° accord-
ingly it has since been considered unworthy of being the Rectory
house of a family living, and about forty-five years ago it was
pulled down for the purpose of erecting a new house in a far
better situation on the opposite side of the valley.

North of the house, the road from Deane to Popham Lane ran
at a sufficient distance from the front to allow a carriage drive,
through turf and trees. On the south side the ground rose gently,
and was occupied by one of those old-fashioned gardens in which
vegetables and flowers are combined, flanked and protected on
the east by one of the thatched mud walls common in that coun-
try, and overshadowed by fine elms. Along the upper or southern
side of this garden, ran a terrace of the finest turf, which must
have been in the writer’s thoughts when she described Catherine
Morland’s childish delight in ‘rolling down the green slope at the
back of the house.’°

But the chief beauty of Steventon consisted in its hedgerows.
A hedgerow, in that country, does not mean a thin formal line of
quickset, but an irregular border of copse-wood and timber, often
wide enough to contain within it a winding footpath, or a rough
cart track. Under its shelter the earliest primroses, anemones, and
wild hyacinths were to be found; sometimes, the first bird’s-nest;
and, now and then, the unwelcome adder. Two such hedgerows
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radiated, as it were, from the parsonage garden. One, a continu-
ation of the turf terrace, proceeded westward, forming the south-
ern boundary of the home meadows; and was formed into a rustic
shrubbery, with occasional seats, entitled ‘The Wood Walk.’ The
other ran straight up the hill, under the name of ‘The Church
Walk,’ because it led to the parish church, as well as to a fine old
manor-house, of Henry VIII.’s time, occupied by a family named
Digweed,° who have for more than a century rented it, together
with the chief farm in the parish. The church itself––I speak of it
as it then was, before the improvements made by the present
rector––

A little spireless fane,
Just seen above the woody lane,°

might have appeared mean and uninteresting to an ordinary
observer; but the adept in church architecture would have known
that it must have stood there some seven centuries, and would
have found beauty in the very narrow early English windows, as
well as in the general proportions of its little chancel; while its
solitary position, far from the hum of the village, and within sight
of no habitation, except a glimpse of the gray manor-house
through its circling screen of sycamores, has in it something sol-
emn and appropriate to the last resting-place of the silent dead.
Sweet violets, both purple and white, grow in abundance beneath
its south wall. One may imagine for how many centuries the
ancestors of those little flowers have occupied that undisturbed,
sunny nook, and may think how few living families can boast
of as ancient a tenure of their land. Large elms protrude their
rough branches; old hawthorns shed their annual blossoms over
the graves; and the hollow yew-tree must be at least coeval with
the church.

But whatever may be the beauties or defects of the surround-
ing scenery, this was the residence of Jane Austen for twenty-five
years. This was the cradle of her genius. These were the first
objects which inspired her young heart with a sense of the beaut-
ies of nature. In strolls along those wood-walks, thick-coming
fancies rose in her mind, and gradually assumed the forms in
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which they came forth to the world. In that simple church she
brought them all into subjection to the piety which ruled her in
life, and supported her in death.

The home at Steventon must have been, for many years, a
pleasant and prosperous one. The family was unbroken by death,
and seldom visited by sorrow. Their situation had some peculiar
advantages beyond those of ordinary rectories. Steventon was a
family living. Mr. Knight, the patron, was also proprietor of
nearly the whole parish. He never resided there, and con-
sequently the rector and his children came to be regarded in the
neighbourhood as a kind of representatives of the family.° They
shared with the principal tenant the command of an excellent
manor, and enjoyed, in this reflected way, some of the consider-
ation usually awarded to landed proprietors. They were not rich,
but, aided by Mr. Austen’s powers of teaching,° they had enough
to afford a good education to their sons and daughters, to mix in
the best society of the neighbourhood, and to exercise a liberal
hospitality to their own relations and friends. A carriage and a
pair of horses were kept. This might imply a higher style of living
in our days than it did in theirs. There were then no assessed
taxes.° The carriage, once bought, entailed little further expense;
and the horses probably, like Mr. Bennet’s, were often employed
on farm work.° Moreover, it should be remembered that a pair of
horses in those days were almost necessary, if ladies were to move
about at all; for neither the condition of the roads nor the style of
carriage-building admitted of any comfortable vehicle being
drawn by a single horse. When one looks at the few specimens
still remaining of coach-building in the last century, it strikes one
that the chief object of the builders must have been to combine
the greatest possible weight with the least possible amount of
accommodation.

The family lived in close intimacy with two cousins, Edward
and Jane Cooper,° the children of Mrs. Austen’s eldest sister, and
Dr. Cooper, the vicar of Sonning, near Reading. The Coopers
lived for some years at Bath, which seems to have been much
frequented in those days by clergymen retiring from work. I
believe that Cassandra and Jane sometimes visited them there,
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and that Jane thus acquired the intimate knowledge of the topog-
raphy and customs of Bath, which enabled her to write ‘North-
anger Abbey’ long before she resided there herself. After the
death of their own parents, the two young Coopers paid long
visits at Steventon. Edward Cooper did not live undistinguished.
When an undergraduate at Oxford, he gained the prize for Latin
hexameters on ‘Hortus Anglicus’ in ; and in later life he was
known by a work on prophecy, called ‘The Crisis,’ and other
religious publications, especially for several volumes of Sermons,
much preached in many pulpits in my youth. Jane Cooper was
married from her uncle’s house at Steventon, to Captain, after-
wards Sir Thomas Williams, under whom Charles Austen served
in several ships. She was a dear friend of her namesake, but was
fated to become a cause of great sorrow to her, for a few years
after the marriage she was suddenly killed by an accident to her
carriage.

There was another cousin closely associated with them at Ste-
venton, who must have introduced greater variety into the family
circle. This was the daughter of Mr. Austen’s only sister, Mrs.
Hancock. This cousin had been educated in Paris, and married to
a Count de Feuillade,° of whom I know little more than that he
perished by the guillotine during the French Revolution. Perhaps
his chief offence was his rank; but it was said that the charge of
‘incivism,’ under which he suffered, rested on the fact of his
having laid down some arable land into pasture––a sure sign of
his intention to embarrass the Republican Government by
producing a famine! His wife escaped through dangers and dif-
ficulties to England, was received for some time into her uncle’s
family, and finally married her cousin Henry Austen. During the
short peace of Amiens, she and her second husband went to
France, in the hope of recovering some of the Count’s property,
and there narrowly escaped being included amongst the détenus.
Orders had been given by Buonaparte’s government to detain all
English travellers, but at the post-houses Mrs. Henry Austen
gave the necessary orders herself, and her French was so perfect
that she passed everywhere for a native, and her husband escaped
under this protection.
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She was a clever woman, and highly accomplished, after the
French rather than the English mode; and in those days, when
intercourse with the Continent was long interrupted by war, such
an element in the society of a country parsonage must have been a
rare acquisition. The sisters may have been more indebted to this
cousin than to Mrs. La Tournelle’s teaching for the considerable
knowledge of French which they possessed. She also took the
principal parts in the private theatricals in which the family sev-
eral times indulged, having their summer theatre in the barn, and
their winter one within the narrow limits of the dining-room,
where the number of the audience must have been very limited.
On these occasions, the prologues and epilogues were written by
Jane’s eldest brother, and some of them are very vigorous and
amusing.° Jane was only twelve years old at the time of the earliest
of these representations, and not more than fifteen when the last
took place. She was, however, an early observer, and it may be
reasonably 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.

Some time before they left Steventon, one great affliction came
upon the family. Cassandra was engaged to be married to a young
clergyman.° He had not sufficient private fortune to permit an
immediate union; but the engagement was not likely to be a hope-
less or a protracted one, for he had a prospect of early preferment
from a nobleman with whom he was connected both by birth and
by personal friendship. He accompanied this friend to the West
Indies, as chaplain to his regiment, and there died of yellow fever,
to the great concern of his friend and patron, who afterwards
declared that, if he had known of the engagement, he would not
have permitted him to go out to such a climate. This little
domestic tragedy caused great and lasting grief to the principal
sufferer, and could not but cast a gloom over the whole party. The
sympathy of Jane was probably, from her age, and her peculiar
attachment to her sister, the deepest of all.

Of Jane herself I know of no such definite tale of love to relate.
Her reviewer in the ‘Quarterly’ of January ° observes, con-
cerning the attachment of Fanny Price to Edmund Bertram: ‘The
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silence in which this passion is cherished, the slender hopes and
enjoyments by which it is fed, the restlessness and jealousy with
which it fills a mind naturally active, contented, and unsuspi-
cious, the manner in which it tinges every event, and every reflec-
tion, are painted with a vividness and a detail of which we can
scarcely conceive any one but a female, and we should almost add,
a female writing from recollection, capable.’ This conjecture,
however probable, was wide of the mark. The picture was drawn
from the intuitive perceptions of genius, not from personal
experience. In no circumstance of her life was there any similarity
between herself and her heroine in ‘Mansfield Park.’ She did not
indeed pass through life without being the object of warm affec-
tion. In her youth she had declined the addresses of a gentleman
who had the recommendations of good character, and connec-
tions, and position in life, of everything, in fact, except the subtle
power of touching her heart. There is, however, one passage of
romance in her history with which I am imperfectly acquainted,
and to which I am unable to assign name, or date, or place, though
I have it on sufficient authority. Many years after her death, some
circumstances induced her sister Cassandra to break through her
habitual reticence, and to speak of it. She said that, while staying
at some seaside place, they became acquainted with a gentleman,
whose charm of person, mind, and manners was such that Cas-
sandra thought him worthy to possess and likely to win her sis-
ter’s love. When they parted, he expressed his intention of soon
seeing them again; and Cassandra felt no doubt as to his motives.
But they never again met. Within a short time they heard of his
sudden death. I believe that, if Jane ever loved, it was this
unnamed gentleman; but the acquaintance had been short, and I
am unable to say whether her feelings were of such a nature as to
affect her happiness.°

Any description that I might attempt of the family life at Ste-
venton, which closed soon after I was born,° could be little better
than a fancy-piece. There is no doubt that if we could look into
the households of the clergy and the small gentry of that period,
we should see some things which would seem strange to us, and
should miss many more to which we are accustomed. Every
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hundred years, and especially a century like the last, marked by an
extraordinary advance in wealth, luxury, and refinement of taste,
as well as in the mechanical arts which embellish our houses, must
produce a great change in their aspect. These changes are always
at work; they are going on now, but so silently that we take no note
of them. Men soon forget the small objects which they leave
behind them as they drift down the stream of life. As Pope says––

Nor does life’s stream for observation stay;
It hurries all too fast to mark their way.°

Important inventions, such as the applications of steam, gas, and
electricity, may find their places in history; but not so the alter-
ations, great as they may be, which have taken place in the appear-
ance of our dining and drawing-rooms. Who can now record the
degrees by which the custom prevalent in my youth of asking each
other to take wine together at dinner became obsolete? Who will
be able to fix, twenty years hence, the date when our dinners
began to be carved and handed round by servants, instead of
smoking before our eyes and noses on the table? To record such
little matters would indeed be ‘to chronicle small beer.’° But, in a
slight memoir like this, I may be allowed to note some of those
changes in social habits which give a colour to history, but which
the historian has the greatest difficulty in recovering.

At that time the dinner-table presented a far less splendid
appearance than it does now. It was appropriated to solid food,
rather than to flowers, fruits, and decorations. Nor was there
much glitter of plate upon it; for the early dinner hour rendered
candlesticks unnecessary, and silver forks had not come into gen-
eral use:° while the broad rounded end of the knives indicated the
substitute generally used instead of them.1

1 The celebrated Beau Brummel, who was so intimate with George IV. as to be able
to quarrel with him, was born in . It is reported that when he was questioned about
his parents, he replied that it was long since he had heard of them, but that he imagined
the worthy couple must have cut their own throats by that time, because when he last
saw them they were eating peas with their knives. Yet Brummel’s father had probably
lived in good society; and was certainly able to put his son into a fashionable regiment,
and to leave him ,l. (Raikes’s Memoirs, vol. ii. p. .) Raikes believes that he had
been Secretary to Lord North. Thackeray’s idea that he had been a footman cannot
stand against the authority of Raikes, who was intimate with the son.
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The dinners too were more homely, though not less plentiful
and savoury; and the bill of fare in one house would not be so like
that in another as it is now, for family receipts were held in high
estimation. A grandmother of culinary talent could bequeath
to her descendant fame for some particular dish, and might
influence the family dinner for many generations.

Dos est magna parentium
Virtus.°

One house would pride itself on its ham, another on its game-pie,
and a third on its superior furmity, or tansey-pudding.° Beer and
home-made wines, especially mead, were more largely consumed.
Vegetables were less plentiful and less various. Potatoes were
used, but not so abundantly as now; and there was an idea that
they were to be eaten only with roast meat. They were novelties
to a tenant’s wife who was entertained at Steventon Parsonage,
certainly less than a hundred years ago; and when Mrs. Austen
advised her to plant them in her own garden, she replied, ‘No, no;
they are very well for you gentry, but they must be terribly costly
to rear.’°

But a still greater difference would be found in the furniture of
the rooms, which would appear to us lamentably scanty. There
was a general deficiency of carpeting in sitting-rooms, bed-
rooms, and passages. A pianoforte, or rather a spinnet or harpsi-
chord, was by no means a necessary appendage. It was to be found
only where there was a decided taste for music, not so common
then as now, or in such great houses as would probably contain a
billiard-table. There would often be but one sofa in the house,
and that a stiff, angular, uncomfortable article. There were no
deep easy-chairs, nor other appliances for lounging; for to lie
down, or even to lean back, was a luxury permitted only to old
persons or invalids. It was said of a nobleman, a personal friend of
George III. and a model gentleman of his day, that he would have
made the tour of Europe without ever touching the back of his
travelling carriage. But perhaps we should be most struck with
the total absence of those elegant little articles which now embel-
lish and encumber our drawing-room tables. We should miss the
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sliding bookcases and picture-stands, the letter-weighing
machines and envelope cases, the periodicals and illustrated
newspapers––above all, the countless swarm of photograph
books which now threaten to swallow up all space. A small
writing-desk, with a smaller work-box, or netting-case, was all
that each young lady contributed to occupy the table; for the large
family work-basket, though often produced in the parlour, lived
in the closet.°

There must have been more dancing° throughout the country in
those days than there is now: and it seems to have sprung up more
spontaneously, as if it were a natural production, with less fastidi-
ousness as to the quality of music, lights, and floor. Many country
towns had a monthly ball throughout the winter, in some of
which the same apartment served for dancing and tea-room.
Dinner parties more frequently ended with an extempore dance
on the carpet, to the music of a harpsichord in the house, or a
fiddle from the village. This was always supposed to be for the
entertainment of the young people, but many, who had little pre-
tension to youth, were very ready to join in it. There can be no
doubt that Jane herself enjoyed dancing, for she attributes this
taste to her favourite heroines; in most of her works, a ball or a
private dance is mentioned, and made of importance.

Many things connected with the ball-rooms of those days have
now passed into oblivion. The barbarous law which confined the
lady to one partner throughout the evening must indeed have
been abolished before Jane went to balls. It must be observed,
however, that this custom was in one respect advantageous to the
gentleman, inasmuch as it rendered his duties more practicable.
He was bound to call upon his partner the next morning, and it
must have been convenient to have only one lady for whom he
was obliged

To gallop all the country over,
The last night’s partner to behold,
And humbly hope she caught no cold.°

But the stately minuet still reigned supreme; and every regular
ball commenced with it. It was a slow and solemn movement,
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expressive of grace and dignity, rather than of merriment. It
abounded in formal bows and courtesies, with measured paces,
forwards, backwards and sideways, and many complicated gyr-
ations. It was executed by one lady and gentleman, amidst the
admiration, or the criticism, of surrounding spectators. In its
earlier and most palmy days, as when Sir Charles and Lady
Grandison delighted the company by dancing it at their own
wedding,° the gentleman wore a dress sword, and the lady was
armed with a fan of nearly equal dimensions. Addison observes
that ‘women are armed with fans, as men with swords, and some-
times do more execution with them.’ The graceful carriage of
each weapon was considered a test of high breeding. The clown-
ish man was in danger of being tripped up by his sword getting
between his legs: the fan held clumsily looked more of a burden
than an ornament; while in the hands of an adept it could be
made to speak a language of its own.1 It was not everyone who felt
qualified to make this public exhibition, and I have been told that
those ladies who intended to dance minuets, used to distinguish
themselves from others by wearing a particular kind of lappet° on
their head-dress. I have heard also of another curious proof of the
respect in which this dance was held. Gloves immaculately clean
were considered requisite for its due performance,° while gloves a
little soiled were thought good enough for a country dance; and
accordingly some prudent ladies provided themselves with two
pairs for their several purposes. The minuet expired with the last
century: but long after it had ceased to be danced publicly it was
taught to boys and girls, in order to give them a graceful carriage.

Hornpipes, cotillons, and reels,° were occasionally danced; but
the chief occupation of the evening was the interminable country
dance, in which all could join. This dance presented a great
show of enjoyment, but it was not without its peculiar troubles.
The ladies and gentlemen were ranged apart from each other in

1 See ‘Spectator,’ No. , on the Fan Exercise. Old gentlemen who had survived the
fashion of wearing swords were known to regret the disuse of that custom, because it put
an end to one way of distinguishing those who had, from those who had not, been used
to good society. To wear the sword easily was an art which, like swimming and skating,
required to be learned in youth. Children could practise it early with their toy swords
adapted to their size.
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opposite rows, so that the facilities for flirtation, or interesting
intercourse, were not so great as might have been desired by both
parties. Much heart-burning and discontent sometimes arose as
to who should stand above whom, and especially as to who was
entitled to the high privilege of calling and leading off the first
dance: and no little indignation was felt at the lower end of the
room when any of the leading couples retired prematurely from
their duties, and did not condescend to dance up and down the
whole set. We may rejoice that these causes of irritation no longer
exist; and that if such feelings as jealousy, rivalry, and discontent
ever touch celestial bosoms in the modern ball-room they must
arise from different and more recondite sources.

I am tempted to add a little about the difference of personal
habits. It may be asserted as a general truth, that less was left to
the charge and discretion of servants, and more was done, or
superintended, by the masters and mistresses. With regard to the
mistresses, it is, I believe, generally understood, that at the time
to which I refer, a hundred years ago, they took a personal part
in the higher branches of cookery, as well as in the concoction
of home-made wines,° and distilling of herbs for domestic
medicines, which are nearly allied to the same art. Ladies did not
disdain to spin the thread of which the household linen was
woven. Some ladies liked to wash with their own hands their
choice china after breakfast or tea. In one of my earliest child’s
books, a little girl, the daughter of a gentleman, is taught by her
mother to make her own bed before leaving her chamber.° It was
not so much that they had not servants to do all these things for
them, as that they took an interest in such occupations. And it
must be borne in mind how many sources of interest enjoyed
by this generation were then closed, or very scantily opened to
ladies. A very small minority of them cared much for literature or
science. Music° was not a very common, and drawing was a still
rarer, accomplishment; needle-work, in some form or other, was
their chief sedentary employment.

But I doubt whether the rising generation are equally aware
how much gentlemen also did for themselves in those times, and
whether some things that I can mention will not be a surprise to
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them. Two homely proverbs were held in higher estimation in my
early days than they are now––‘The master’s eye makes the horse
fat;’ and, ‘If you would be well served, serve yourself.’° Some
gentlemen took pleasure in being their own gardeners, perform-
ing all the scientific, and some of the manual, work themselves.
Well-dressed young men of my acquaintance, who had their coat
from a London tailor, would always brush their evening suit
themselves, rather than entrust it to the carelessness of a rough
servant, and to the risks of dirt and grease in the kitchen; for in
those days servants’ halls were not common in the houses of the
clergy and the smaller country gentry. It was quite natural that
Catherine Morland should have contrasted the magnificence of
the offices at Northanger Abbey with the few shapeless pantries
in her father’s parsonage.° A young man who expected to have his
things packed or unpacked for him by a servant, when he trav-
elled, would have been thought exceptionally fine, or exception-
ally lazy. When my uncle undertook to teach me to shoot, his first
lesson was how to clean my own gun. It was thought meritorious
on the evening of a hunting day, to turn out after dinner, lanthorn
in hand, and visit the stable, to ascertain that the horse had been
well cared for. This was of the more importance, because, previ-
ous to the introduction of clipping, about the year , it was a
difficult and tedious work to make a long-coated hunter dry and
comfortable, and was often very imperfectly done. Of course,
such things were not practised by those who had gamekeepers,
and stud-grooms, and plenty of well-trained servants; but they
were practised by many who were unequivocally gentlemen, and
whose grandsons, occupying the same position in life, may per-
haps be astonished at being told that ‘such things were.’

I have drawn pictures for which my own experience, or what I
heard from others in my youth, have supplied the materials. Of
course, they cannot be universally applicable. Such details varied
in various circles, and were changed very gradually; nor can I
pretend to tell how much of what I have said is descriptive of the
family life at Steventon in Jane Austen’s youth. I am sure that the
ladies there had nothing to do with the mysteries of the stew-pot
or the preserving-pan; but it is probable that their way of life

Changes of Customs



differed a little from ours, and would have appeared to us more
homely. It may be that useful articles, which would not now be
produced in drawing-rooms, were hemmed, and marked, and
darned in the old-fashioned parlour.° But all this concerned only
the outer life; there was as much cultivation and refinement of
mind as now, with probably more studied courtesy and ceremony
of manner to visitors; whilst certainly in that family literary pur-
suits were not neglected.

I remember to have heard of only two little things different
from modern customs. One was, that on hunting mornings the
young men usually took their hasty breakfast in the kitchen. The
early hour at which hounds then met may account for this; and
probably the custom began, if it did not end, when they were
boys; for they hunted at an early age, in a scrambling sort of way,
upon any pony or donkey that they could procure, or, in default
of such luxuries, on foot. I have been told° that Sir Francis Austen,
when seven years old, bought on his own account, it must be
supposed with his father’s permission, a pony for a guinea and a
half; and after riding him with great success for two seasons, sold
him for a guinea more. One may wonder how the child could have
so much money, and how the animal could have been obtained for
so little. The same authority informs me that his first cloth suit
was made from a scarlet habit, which, according to the fashion of
the times, had been his mother’s usual morning dress. If all this is
true, the future admiral of the British Fleet must have cut a
conspicuous figure in the hunting-field. The other peculiarity
was that, when the roads were dirty, the sisters took long walks in
pattens.° This defence against wet and dirt is now seldom seen.
The few that remain are banished from good society, and
employed only in menial work; but a hundred and fifty years ago
they were celebrated in poetry, and considered so clever a con-
trivance that Gay, in his ‘Trivia,’ ascribes the invention to a god
stimulated by his passion for a mortal damsel, and derives the
name ‘Patten’ from ‘Patty.’

The patten now supports each frugal dame,
Which from the blue-eyed Patty takes the name.°
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But mortal damsels have long ago discarded the clumsy
implement. First it dropped its iron ring and became a clog;
afterwards it was fined down into the pliant galoshe–– lighter to
wear and more effectual to protect––a no less manifest instance of
gradual improvement than Cowper indicates when he traces
through eighty lines of poetry his ‘accomplished sofa’ back to the
original three-legged stool.°

As an illustration of the purposes which a patten was intended
to serve, I add the following epigram, written by Jane Austen’s
uncle, Mr. Leigh Perrot, on reading in a newspaper the marriage
of Captain Foote to Miss Patten:––

Through the rough paths of life, with a patten your guard,
May you safely and pleasantly jog;

May the knot never slip, nor the ring press too hard,
Nor the Foot find the Patten a clog.°

At the time when Jane Austen lived at Steventon, a work was
carried on in the neighbouring cottages which ought to be
recorded, because it has long ceased to exist.

Up to the beginning of the present century, poor women found
profitable employment in spinning flax or wool. This was a better
occupation for them than straw plaiting, inasmuch as it was car-
ried on at the family hearth, and did not admit of gadding and
gossiping about the village. The implement used was a long nar-
row machine of wood, raised on legs, furnished at one end with a
large wheel, and at the other with a spindle on which the flax or
wool was loosely wrapped, connected together by a loop of string.
One hand turned the wheel, while the other formed the thread.
The outstretched arms, the advanced foot, the sway of the whole
figure backwards and forwards, produced picturesque attitudes,
and displayed whatever of grace or beauty the work-woman
might possess.1 Some ladies were fond of spinning, but they
worked in a quieter manner, sitting at a neat little machine of
varnished wood, like Tunbridge ware,° generally turned by the
foot, with a basin of water at hand to supply the moisture

1 Mrs. Gaskell, in her tale of ‘Sylvia’s Lovers,’ declares that this hand-spinning
rivalled harp-playing in its gracefulness. [Sylvia’s Lovers (), Ch. .]
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required for forming the thread, which the cottager took by a
more direct and natural process from her own mouth. I remem-
ber two such elegant little wheels in our own family.

It may be observed that this hand-spinning is the most primi-
tive of female accomplishments, and can be traced back to the
earliest times. Ballad poetry and fairy tales are full of allusions to
it. The term ‘spinster’ still testifies to its having been the ordinary
employment of the English young woman. It was the labour
assigned to the ejected nuns by the rough earl who said, ‘Go spin,
ye jades, go spin.’° It was the employment at which Roman
matrons and Grecian princesses presided amongst their hand-
maids. Heathen mythology celebrated it in the three Fates° spin-
ning and measuring out the thread of human life. Holy Scripture
honours it in those ‘wise-hearted women’ who ‘did spin with
their hands, and brought that which they had spun’ for the con-
struction of the Tabernacle in the wilderness:° and an old English
proverb carries it still farther back to the time ‘when Adam
delved and Eve span.’° But, at last, this time-honoured domestic
manufacture is quite extinct amongst us––crushed by the power
of steam, overborne by a countless host of spinning jennies,° and
I can only just remember some of its last struggles for existence in
the Steventon cottages.
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CHAPTER III

Early Compositions––Friends at Ashe––A very old Letter––
Lines on the Death of Mrs. Lefroy––Observations on Jane Austen’s

Letter-writing––Letters

I  little of Jane Austen’s childhood.° Her mother fol-
lowed a custom, not unusual in those days, though it seems
strange to us, of putting out her babies to be nursed in a
cottage in the village.° The infant was daily visited by one or
both of its parents, and frequently brought to them at the
parsonage, but the cottage was its home, and must have
remained so till it was old enough to run about and talk; for I
know that one of them, in after life, used to speak of his foster
mother as ‘Movie,’ the name by which he had called her in his
infancy. It may be that the contrast between the parsonage
house and the best class of cottages was not quite so extreme
then as it would be now, that the one was somewhat less lux-
urious, and the other less squalid. It would certainly seem from
the results that it was a wholesome and invigorating system, for
the children were all strong and healthy. Jane was probably
treated like the rest in this respect. In childhood every available
opportunity of instruction was made use of. According to the
ideas of the time, she was well educated, though not highly
accomplished, and she certainly enjoyed that important elem-
ent of mental training, associating at home with persons of
cultivated intellect. It cannot be doubted that her early years
were bright and happy, living, as she did, with indulgent par-
ents, in a cheerful home, not without agreeable variety of soci-
ety. To these sources of enjoyment must be added the first
stirrings of talent within her, and the absorbing interest of
original composition. It is impossible to say at how early an age
she began to write. There are copy books extant containing
tales some of which must have been composed while she was a
young girl, as they had amounted to a considerable number by



the time she was sixteen.° Her earliest stories are of a slight
and flimsy texture, and are generally intended to be nonsens-
ical, but the nonsense has much spirit in it. They are usually
preceded by a dedication of mock solemnity to some one of
her family. It would seem that the grandiloquent dedications
prevalent in those days had not escaped her youthful penetra-
tion. Perhaps the most characteristic feature in these early pro-
ductions is that, however puerile the matter, they are always
composed in pure simple English, quite free from the over-
ornamented style which might be expected from so young a
writer. One of her juvenile effusions is given, as a specimen of
the kind of transitory amusement which Jane was continually
supplying to the family party.

THE MYSTERY.°
AN UNFINISHED COMEDY.

DEDICATION.

T   R . G  A .

S ,––I humbly solicit your patronage to the following Comedy,
which, though an unfinished one, is, I flatter myself, as complete a
Mystery as any of its kind.

I am, Sir, your most humble Servant,
T A.

THE MYSTERY, A COMEDY.

DRAMATIS PERSONÆ .

Men. Women.
Col. E. F E.
O H. Mrs. H

Y H. and
Sir E S D.

and
C.
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ACT I.

S I.––A Garden.

Enter C.

Corydon. But hush: I am interrupted. [Exit C.

Enter O H and his S, talking.

Old Hum. It is for that reason that I wish you to follow my advice.
Are you convinced of its propriety?

Young Hum. I am, sir, and will certainly act in the manner you have
pointed out to me.

Old Hum. Then let us return to the house. [Exeunt.

S II.––A parlour in H ’ house. M. H and
F discovered at work.

Mrs. Hum. You understand me, my love?

Fanny. Perfectly, ma’am: pray continue your narration.

Mrs. Hum. Alas! it is nearly concluded; for I have nothing more to
say on the subject.

Fanny. Ah! here is Daphne.

Enter D.

Daphne. My dear Mrs. Humbug, how d’ye do? Oh! Fanny, it is all
over.

Fanny. Is it indeed!

Mrs. Hum. I’m very sorry to hear it.

Fanny. Then ’twas to no purpose that I——

Daphne. None upon earth.

Mrs. Hum. And what is to become of——?

Daphne. Oh! ’tis all settled. (Whispers M. H.)

Fanny. And how is it determined?

Daphne. I’ll tell you. (Whispers F.)

Mrs. Hum. And is he to——?

Daphne. I’ll tell you all I know of the matter. (Whispers Mrs. H-
 and F.)
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Fanny. Well, now I know everything about it, I’ll go away.

Mrs. Hum.�Daphne
And so will I. [Exeunt.

S III.––The curtain rises, and discovers S  E S
reclined in an elegant attitude on a sofa fast asleep.

Enter C. E.

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 S  E, whis-
pers him, and exit.)

    .

.

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 to which I have
referred had, some of them at least, been written in her
childhood.

But between these childish effusions, and the composition of
her living works, there intervened another stage of her progress,
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during which she produced some stories, not without merit, but
which she never considered worthy of publication. During this
preparatory period her mind seems to have been working in a
very different direction from that into which it ultimately settled.
Instead of presenting faithful copies of nature, these tales were
generally burlesques, ridiculing the improbable events and exag-
gerated sentiments which she had met with in sundry silly
romances. Something of this fancy is to be found in ‘Northanger
Abbey,’ but she soon left it far behind in her subsequent course. It
would seem 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 direc-
tion. The family have, rightly, I think, declined to let these early
works be published.° Mr. Shortreed observed very pithily of Wal-
ter Scott’s early rambles on the borders, ‘He was makin’ himsell
a’ the time; but he didna ken, may be, what he was about till years
had passed. At first he thought of little, I dare say, but the queer-
ness and the fun.’° And so, in a humbler way, Jane Austen was
‘makin’ hersell,’ little thinking of future fame, but caring only for
‘the queerness and the fun;’ and it would be as unfair to expose
this preliminary process to the world, as it would be to display
all that goes on behind the curtain of the theatre before it is
drawn up.

It was, however, at Steventon that the real foundations of her
fame were laid. There some of her most successful writing was
composed at such an early age as to make it surprising that so
young a woman could have acquired the insight into character,
and the nice observation of manners which they display. ‘Pride
and Prejudice,’ which some consider the most brilliant of her
novels, was the first finished, if not the first begun. She began it
in October , before she was twenty-one years old, and com-
pleted it in about ten months, in August . The title then
intended for it was ‘First Impressions.’ ‘Sense and Sensibility’
was begun, in its present form, immediately after the completion
of the former, in November ; but something similar in story
and character had been written earlier under the title of ‘Elinor
and Marianne;’ and if, as is probable, a good deal of this earlier
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production was retained, it must form the earliest specimen of
her writing that has been given to the world. ‘Northanger Abbey,’
though not prepared for the press till , was certainly first
composed in .°

Amongst the most valuable neighbours of the Austens were
Mr. and Mrs. Lefroy and their family.° He was rector of the
adjoining parish of Ashe; she was sister to Sir Egerton Brydges,
to whom we are indebted for the earliest notice of Jane Austen
that exists. In his autobiography, speaking of his visits at Ashe, he
writes thus: ‘The nearest neighbours of the Lefroys were the
Austens of 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.’° One may wish
that Sir Egerton had dwelt rather longer on the subject of these
memoirs, instead of being drawn away by his extreme love for
genealogies to her great-grandmother and ancestors. That great-
grandmother however lives in the family records as Mary
Brydges,° a daughter of Lord Chandos, married in Westminster
Abbey to Theophilus Leigh of Addlestrop in . When a girl
she had received a curious letter of advice and reproof, written
by her mother from Constantinople. Mary, or ‘Poll,’ was remain-
ing in England with her grandmother, Lady Bernard, who seems
to have been wealthy and inclined to be too indulgent to her
granddaughter. This letter is given. Any such authentic docu-
ment, two hundred years old, dealing with domestic details,
must possess some interest. This is remarkable, not only as a
specimen of the homely language in which ladies of rank then
expressed themselves, but from the sound sense which it con-
tains. Forms of expression vary, but good sense and right prin-
ciples are the same in the nineteenth that they were in the seven-
teenth century.
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‘M  P,
‘Yr letters by Cousin Robbert Serle arrived here not before the

th of Aprill, yett were they hartily wellcome to us, bringing ye

joyful news which a great while we had longed for of my most
dear Mother & all other relations & friends good health which I
beseech God continue to you all, & as I observe in yrs to yr Sister
Betty ye extraordinary kindness of (as I may truly say) the best
Mothr & Gnd Mothr in the world in pinching herself to make you
fine, so I cannot but admire her great good Housewifry in afford-
ing you so very plentifull an allowance, & yett to increase her
Stock at the rate I find she hath done; & think I can never
sufficiently mind you how very much it is yr duty on all occa-
sions to pay her yr gratitude in all humble submission & obedi-
ence to all her commands soe long as you live. I must tell you ’tis
to her bounty & care in ye greatest measure you are like to owe yr

well living in this world, & as you cannot but be very sensible
you are an extraordinary charge to her so it behoves you to take
particular heed tht in ye whole course of yr life, you render her a
proportionable comfort, especially since ’tis ye best way you can
ever hope to make her such amends as God requires of yr hands.
but Poll! it grieves me a little & yt I am forced to take notice of &
reprove you for some vaine expressions in yr lettrs to yr Sister––
you say concerning yr allowance “you aime to bring yr bread &
cheese even”° in this I do not discommend you, for a foule
shame indeed it would be should you out run the Constable°
having soe liberall a provision made you for yr maintenance––but
ye reason you give for yr resolution I cannot at all approve for
you say “to spend more you can’t” thats because you have it not
to spend, otherwise it seems you would. So yt ’tis yr Grand-
mothrs discretion & not yours tht keeps you from extravagancy,
which plainly appears in ye close of yr sentence, saying yt you
think it simple covetousness to save out of yrs but ’tis my opinion
if you lay all on yr back ’tis ten tymes a greater sin & shame thn

to save some what out of soe large an allowance in yr purse to
help you at a dead lift.° Child, we all know our beginning, but
who knows his end?° Ye best use tht can be made of fair weathr is
to provide against foule & ’tis great discretion & of noe small
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commendations for a young woman betymes to shew herself
housewifly & frugal. Yr Mother neither Maide nor wife ever yett
bestowed forty pounds a yeare on herself & yett if you never fall
undr a worse reputation in ye world thn she (I thank God for it)
hath hitherto done, you need not repine at it, & you cannot be
ignorant of ye difference tht was between my fortune & what you
are to expect. You ought likewise to consider tht you have seven
brothers & sisters & you are all one man’s children & therefore it
is very unreasonable that one should expect to be preferred in
finery soe much above all ye rest for ’tis impossible you should
soe much mistake yr ffather’s condition as to fancy he is able to
allow every one of you forty pounds a yeare a piece, for such an
allowance with the charge of their diett over and above will
amount to at least five hundred pounds a yeare, a sum yr poor
ffather can ill spare, besides doe but be think yrself what a
ridiculous sight it will be when yr grandmothr & you come to us
to have noe less thn seven waiting gentlewomen in one house, for
what reason can you give why every one of yr Sistrs should not
have every one of ym a Maide as well as you, & though you may
spare to pay yr maide’s wages out of yr allowance yett you take
no care of ye unnecessary charge you put yr ffathr to in yr

increase of his family, whereas if it were not a piece of pride to
have ye name of keeping yr maide she yt waits on yr good
Grandmother might easily doe as formerly you know she hath
done, all ye business you have for a maide unless as you grow oldr

you grow a veryer Foole which God forbid!
‘Poll, you live in a place where you see great plenty & splendour

but let not ye allurements of earthly pleasures tempt you to forget
or neglect ye duty of a good Christian in dressing yr bettr part
which is yr soule, as will best please God. I am not against yr going
decent & neate as becomes yr ffathers daughter but to clothe yrself
rich & be running into every gaudy fashion can never become yr

circumstances & instead of doing you creditt & getting you a good
prefernt it is ye readiest way you can take to fright all sober men
from ever thinking of matching thmselves with women that live
above thyr fortune, & if this be a wise way of spending money
judge you! & besides, doe but reflect what an od sight it will be to
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a stranger that comes to our house to see yr Grandmothr yr Mothr

& all yr Sisters in a plane dress & you only trickd up like a
bartlemew-babby°––you know what sort of people those are tht

can’t faire well but they must cry rost meate° now what effect
could you imagine yr writing in such a high straine to yr Sisters
could have but either to provoke thm to envy you or murmur
against us. I must tell you neithr of yr Sisters have ever had twenty
pounds a yeare allowance from us yett, & yett theyr dress hath not
disparaged neithr thm nor us & without incurring ye censure of
simple covetousness they will have some what to shew out of their
saving that will doe thm creditt & I expect yt you tht are theyr elder
Sister shd rather sett thm examples of ye like nature thn tempt thm

from treading in ye steps of their good Grandmothr & poor
Mothr. This is not half what might be saide on this occasion but
believing thee to be a very good natured dutyfull child I shd have
thought it a great deal too much but yt having in my coming
hither past through many most desperate dangers I cannot for-
bear thinking & preparing myself for all events, & therefore not
knowing how it may please God to dispose of us I conclude it my
duty to God & thee my dr child to lay this matter as home to thee
as I could, assuring you my daily prayers are not nor shall not be
wanting that God may give you grace always to remember to
make a right use of this truly affectionate counsell of yr poor
Mothr. & though I speak very plaine downright english to you
yett I would not have you doubt but that I love you as hartily as
any child I have & if you serve God and take good courses I
promise you my kindness to you shall be according to yr own
hart’s desire, for you may be certain I can aime at nothing in what
I have now writ but yr real good which to promote shall be ye

study & care day & night
‘Of my dear Poll

‘thy truly affectionate Mothr.
‘E C.

‘Pera of Galata,° May ye th .

‘P.S.––Thy ffathr & I send thee our blessing, & all thy brothrs &
sistrs theyr service. Our harty & affectionate service to my brothr
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& sistr Childe & all my dear cozens. When you see my Lady
Worster & cozen Howlands pray present thm my most humble
service.’

This letter shows that the wealth acquired by trade was already
manifesting itself in contrast with the straitened circumstances of
some of the nobility. Mary Brydges’s ‘poor ffather,’ in whose
household economy was necessary, was the King of England’s
ambassador at Constantinople; the grandmother, who lived in
‘great plenty and splendour,’ was the widow of a Turkey mer-
chant.° But then, as now, it would seem, rank had the power of
attracting and absorbing wealth.

At Ashe also Jane became acquainted with a member of the
Lefroy family, who was still living when I began these memoirs, a
few months ago; the Right Hon. Thomas Lefroy, late Chief Just-
ice of Ireland.° One must look back more than seventy years to
reach the time when these two bright young persons were, for a
short time, intimately acquainted with each other, and then sep-
arated on their several courses, never to meet again; both destined
to attain some distinction in their different ways, one to survive
the other for more than half a century, yet in his extreme old age
to remember and speak, as he sometimes did, of his former com-
panion, as one to be much admired, and not easily forgotten by
those who had ever known her.

Mrs. Lefroy herself 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 eager-
ness of disposition rendered her especially attractive to a clever
and lively girl. She was killed by a fall from her horse on Jane’s
birthday, Dec. , . The following lines to her memory were
written by Jane four years afterwards, when she was thirty-three
years old. They are given, not for their merits as poetry, but to
show how deep and lasting was the impression made by the elder
friend on the mind of the younger:––
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T  M  M. L°


The day returns again, my natal day;
What mix’d emotions in my mind arise!

Beloved Friend; four years have passed away
Since thou wert snatched for ever from our eyes.


The day commemorative of my birth,

Bestowing life, and light, and hope to me,
Brings back the hour which was thy last on earth.

O! bitter pang of torturing memory!


Angelic woman! past my power to praise

In language meet thy talents, temper, mind,
Thy solid worth, thy captivating grace,

Thou friend and ornament of human kind.


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.


She speaks! ’Tis eloquence, that grace of tongue,

So rare, so lovely, never misapplied
By her, to palliate vice, or deck a wrong:

She speaks and argues but on virtue’s side.
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Hers is the energy of soul sincere;

Her Christian spirit, ignorant to feign,
Seeks but to comfort, heal, enlighten, cheer,

Confer a pleasure or prevent a pain.


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.


’Tis past and gone. We meet no more below.

Short is the cheat of Fancy o’er the tomb.
Oh! might I hope to equal bliss to go,

To meet thee, angel, in thy future home.


Fain would I feel an union with thy fate:

Fain would I seek to draw an omen fair
From this connection in our earthly date.

Indulge the harmless weakness. Reason, spare.

The loss of their first home is generally a great grief to young
persons of strong feeling and lively imagination; and Jane was
exceedingly unhappy when she was told that her father, now
seventy years of age, had determined to resign his duties to his
eldest son, who was to be his successor in the Rectory of Steven-
ton, and to remove with his wife and daughters to Bath. Jane had
been absent from home when this resolution was taken; and, as
her father was always rapid both in forming his resolutions and in
acting on them, she had little time to reconcile herself to the
change.°

A wish has sometimes been expressed that some of Jane
Austen’s letters should be published. Some entire letters, and
many extracts, will be given in this memoir; but the reader must
be warned not to expect too much from them.° With regard to
accuracy of language indeed every word of them might be printed
without correction. The style is always clear, and generally ani-
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mated, while a vein of humour continually gleams through the
whole; but the materials may be thought inferior to the execution,
for they treat only of the details of domestic life. There is in them
no notice of politics or public events; scarcely any discussions on
literature, or other subjects of general interest. They may be said
to resemble the nest which some little bird builds of the materials
nearest at hand, of the twigs and mosses supplied by the tree in
which it is placed; curiously constructed out of the simplest
matters.

Her letters have very seldom the date of the year, or the signa-
ture of her christian name at full length; but it has been easy to
ascertain their dates, either from the post-mark, or from their
contents.

The two following letters are the earliest that I have seen. They
were both written in November ;° before the family removed
from Steventon. Some of the same circumstances are referred to
in both.

The first is to her sister Cassandra, who was then staying with
their brother Edward at Godmersham Park, Kent:––

‘Steventon, Saturday evening, Nov. th.°

‘M  C,
‘I thank you for so speedy a return to my two last, and particu-

larly thank you for your anecdote of Charlotte Graham and her
cousin, Harriet Bailey,° which has very much amused both my
mother and myself. If you can learn anything farther of that
interesting affair, I hope you will mention it. I have two messages;
let me get rid of them, and then my paper will be my own. Mary
fully intended writing to you by Mr. Chute’s frank,° and only
happened entirely to forget it, but will write soon; and my father
wishes Edward to send him a memorandum of the price of the
hops. The tables are come, and give general contentment. I had
not expected that they would so perfectly suit the fancy of us all
three, or that we should so well agree in the disposition of
them; but nothing except their own surface can have been
smoother. The two ends put together form one constant table° for
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everything, and the centre piece stands exceedingly well under
the glass, and holds a great deal most commodiously, without
looking awkwardly. They are both covered with green baize, and
send their best love. The Pembroke° has got its destination by
the sideboard, and my mother has great delight in keeping her
money and papers locked up. The little table which used to
stand there has most conveniently taken itself off into the best
bedroom; and we are now in want only of the chiffonniere,°
which is neither finished nor come. So much for that subject; I
now come to another, of a very different nature, as other sub-
jects are very apt to be. Earle Harwood° has been again giving
uneasiness to his family and talk to the neighbourhood; in the
present instance, however, he is only unfortunate, and not in
fault.

‘About ten days ago, in cocking a pistol in the guard-room at
Marcau,° he accidentally shot himself through the thigh. Two
young Scotch surgeons in the island were polite enough to pro-
pose taking off the thigh at once, but to that he would not con-
sent; and accordingly in his wounded state was put on board a
cutter and conveyed to Haslar Hospital, at Gosport, where the
bullet was extracted, and where he now is, I hope, in a fair way of
doing well. The surgeon of the hospital wrote to the family on the
occasion, and John Harwood went down to him immediately,
attended by James,1 whose object in going was to be the means of
bringing back the earliest intelligence to Mr. and Mrs. Harwood,
whose anxious sufferings, particularly those of the latter, have of
course been dreadful. They went down on Tuesday, and James
came back the next day, bringing such favourable accounts as
greatly to lessen the distress of the family at Deane, though it will
probably be a long while before Mrs. Harwood can be quite at
ease. One most material comfort, however, they have; the assur-
ance of its being really an accidental wound, which is not only
positively declared by Earle himself, but is likewise testified by
the particular direction of the bullet. Such a wound could not
have been received in a duel. At present he is going on very well,

1 James, the writer’s eldest brother.
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but the surgeon will not declare him to be in no danger.1 Mr.
Heathcote° met with a genteel little accident the other day in
hunting. He got off to lead his horse over a hedge, or a house, or
something, and his horse in his haste trod upon his leg, or rather
ancle, I believe, and it is not certain whether the small bone is
not broke. Martha has accepted Mary’s invitation for Lord
Portsmouth’s ball.° He has not yet sent out his own invitations,
but that does not signify; Martha comes, and a ball there is to be. I
think it will be too early in her mother’s absence for me to return
with her.

‘Sunday Evening.––We have had a dreadful storm of wind in
the fore part of this day, which has done a great deal of mischief
among our trees. I was sitting alone in the dining-room when an
odd kind of crash startled me–– in a moment afterwards it was
repeated. I then went to the window, which I reached just in time
to see the last of our two highly valued elms descend into the
Sweep!!!!!° The other, which had fallen, I suppose, in the first
crash, and which was the nearest to the pond, taking a more
easterly direction, sunk among our screen of chestnuts and firs,
knocking down one spruce-fir, beating off the head of another,
and stripping the two corner chestnuts of several branches in its
fall. This is not all. One large elm out of the two on the left-hand
side as you enter what I call the elm walk, was likewise blown
down; the maple° bearing the weathercock was broke in two, and
what I regret more than all the rest is, that all the three elms
which grew in Hall’s meadow, and gave such ornament to it, are
gone; two were blown down, and the other so much injured that it
cannot stand. I am happy to add, however, that no greater evil
than the loss of trees has been the consequence of the storm
in this place, or in our immediate neighbourhood. We grieve,
therefore, in some comfort.

‘I am yours ever, ‘J.A.’

The next letter, written four days later than the former, was
addressed to Miss Lloyd,° an intimate friend, whose sister (my
mother) was married to Jane’s eldest brother:––

1 The limb was saved.
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‘Steventon, Wednesday evening, Nov. th.

‘M  M,
‘I did not receive your note yesterday till after Charlotte had left

Deane, or I would have sent my answer by her, instead of being
the means, as I now must be, of lessening the elegance of your
new dress for the Hurstbourne ball by the value of d. You are
very good in wishing to see me at Ibthorp° so soon, and I am
equally good in wishing to come to you. I believe our merit in that
respect is much upon a par, our self-denial mutually strong. Hav-
ing paid this tribute of praise to the virtue of both, I shall here
have done with panegyric, and proceed to plain matter of fact. In
about a fortnight’s time I hope to be with you. I have two reasons
for not being able to come before. I wish so to arrange my visit as
to spend some days with you after your mother’s return. In the
st place, that I may have the pleasure of seeing her, and in the
nd, that I may have a better chance of bringing you back with
me. Your promise in my favour was not quite absolute, but if your
will is not perverse, you and I will do all in our power to overcome
your scruples of conscience. I hope we shall meet next week to
talk all this over, till we have tired ourselves with the very idea of
my visit before my visit begins. Our invitations for the th are
arrived, and very curiously are they worded.1 Mary mentioned to
you yesterday poor Earle’s unfortunate accident, I dare say. He
does not seem to be going on very well. The two or three last
posts have brought less and less favourable accounts of him. John
Harwood has gone to Gosport again to-day. We have two families
of friends now who are in a most anxious state; for though by a
note from Catherine this morning there seems now to be a revival
of hope at Manydown,° its continuance may be too reasonably

1 The invitation, the ball dress, and some other things in this and the preceding letter
refer to a ball annually given at Hurstbourne Park, on the anniversary of the Earl of
Portsmouth’s marriage with his first wife. He was the Lord Portsmouth whose eccen-
tricities afterwards became notorious, and the invitations, as well as other arrangements
about these balls, were of a peculiar character. [John Charles Wallop, Earl of Portsmouth
(–). He was briefly a pupil of Revd George Austen in . For further details,
see Letters, .]
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doubted. Mr. Heathcote,1 however, who has broken the small
bone of his leg, is so good as to be going on very well. It would be
really too much to have three people to care for.

‘You distress me cruelly by your request about books. I cannot
think of any to bring with me, nor have I any idea of our wanting
them. I come to you to be talked to, not to read or hear reading; I
can do that at home; and indeed I am now laying in a stock of
intelligence to pour out on you as my share of the conversation. I
am reading Henry’s History of England,° which I will repeat to
you in any manner you may prefer, either in a loose, desultory,°
unconnected stream, or dividing my recital, as the historian div-
ides it himself, into seven parts:––The Civil and Military:
Religion: Constitution: Learning and Learned Men: Arts and
Sciences: Commerce, Coins, and Shipping: and Manners. So that
for every evening in the week there will be a different subject.
The Friday’s lot––Commerce, Coins, and Shipping––you will
find the least entertaining; but the next evening’s portion will
make amends. With such a provision on my part, if you will do
yours by repeating the French Grammar, and Mrs. Stent2 will
now and then ejaculate some wonder about the cocks and hens,
what can we want? Farewell for a short time. We all unite in best
love, and I am your very affectionate

‘J.A.’

The two next letters must have been written early in , after
the removal from Steventon had been decided on, but before it
had taken place. They refer to the two brothers who were at sea,
and give some idea of a kind of anxieties and uncertainties to
which sisters are seldom subject in these days of peace, steamers,
and electric telegraphs. At that time ships were often windbound
or becalmed, or driven wide of their destination; and sometimes
they had orders to alter their course for some secret service; not
to mention the chance of conflict with a vessel of superior

1 The father of Sir William Heathcote, of Hursley, who was married to a daughter of
Mr. Bigg Wither, of Manydown, and lived in the neighbourhood.

2 A very dull old lady, then residing with Mrs. Lloyd. [Mary Stent, died 
December , described in Caroline Austen’s Reminiscences, .]
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power––no improbable occurrence before the battle of Trafalgar.°
Information about relatives on board men-of-war was scarce and
scanty, and often picked up by hearsay or chance means; and
every scrap of intelligence was proportionably valuable:––

‘M  C,°
‘I should not have thought it necessary to write to you so soon,

but for the arrival of a letter from Charles to myself. It was
written last Saturday from off the Start, and conveyed to Popham
Lane by Captain Boyle, on his way to Midgham. He came from
Lisbon in the “Endymion.” I will copy Charles’s account of his
conjectures about Frank: “He has not seen my brother lately, nor
does he expect to find him arrived, as he met Captain Inglis at
Rhodes, going up to take command of the ‘Petrel,’ as he was
coming down; but supposes he will arrive in less than a fortnight
from this time, in some ship which is expected to reach England
about that time with dispatches from Sir Ralph Abercrombie.”°
The event must show what sort of a conjuror Captain Boyle is.
The “Endymion” has not been plagued with any more prizes.
Charles spent three pleasant days in Lisbon.

‘They were very well satisfied with their royal passenger,1

whom they found jolly and affable,° who talks of Lady Augusta as
his wife, and seems much attached to her.

‘When this letter was written, the “Endymion” was becalmed,
but Charles hoped to reach Portsmouth by Monday or Tuesday.
He received my letter, communicating our plans, before he left
England; was much surprised, of course, but is quite reconciled
to them, and means to come to Steventon once more while
Steventon is ours.’°

From a letter written later in the same year:––°

‘Charles has received l. for his share of the privateer,° and
expects l. more; but of what avail is to take prizes if he lays out
the produce in presents to his sisters? He has been buying gold
chains and topaze crosses for us.° He must be well scolded. The

1 The Duke of Sussex, son of George III., married, without royal consent, to the
Lady Augusta Murray.
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“Endymion” has already received orders for taking troops to
Egypt, which I should not like at all if I did not trust to Charles
being removed from her somehow or other before she sails. He
knows nothing of his own destination, he says, but desires me to
write directly, as the “Endymion” will probably sail in three or
four days. He will receive my yesterday’s letter, and I shall
write again by this post to thank and reproach him. We shall be
unbearably fine.’
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CHAPTER IV

Removal from Steventon––Residences at Bath and at Southampton––
Settling at Chawton

T family removed to Bath in the spring of , where they
resided first at No.  Sydney Terrace, and afterwards in Green
Park Buildings.° I do not know whether they were at all attracted
to Bath by the circumstance that Mrs. Austen’s only brother, Mr.
Leigh Perrot,° spent part of every year there. The name of Perrot,
together with a small estate at Northleigh° in Oxfordshire, had
been bequeathed to him by a great uncle. I must devote a few
sentences to this very old and now extinct branch of the Perrot
family; for one of the last survivors, Jane Perrot, married to a
Walker, was Jane Austen’s great grandmother, from whom she
derived her Christian name. The Perrots were settled in Pem-
brokeshire at least as early as the thirteenth century. They were
probably some of the settlers whom the policy of our Plantagenet
kings placed in that county, which thence acquired the name of
‘England beyond Wales,’ for the double purpose of keeping open
a communication with Ireland from Milford Haven, and of over-
awing the Welsh. One of the family seems to have carried out this
latter purpose very vigorously; for it is recorded of him that he
slew twenty-six men of Kemaes, a district of Wales, and one wolf.
The manner in which the two kinds of game are classed together,
and the disproportion of numbers, are remarkable; but probably
at that time the wolves had been so closely killed down, that
lupicide was become a more rare and distinguished exploit
than homicide. The last of this family died about , and their
property was divided between Leighs and Musgraves, the larger
portion going to the latter. Mr. Leigh Perrot pulled down the
mansion, and sold the estate to the Duke of Marlborough, and
the name of these Perrots is now to be found only on some
monuments in the church of Northleigh.

Mr. Leigh Perrot was also one of several cousins to whom a life



interest in the Stoneleigh property in Warwickshire was left, after
the extinction of the earlier Leigh peerage, but he compromised
his claim to the succession in his lifetime. He married a niece of
Sir Montague Cholmeley° of Lincolnshire. He was a man of con-
siderable natural power, with much of the wit of his uncle, the
Master of Balliol,° and wrote clever epigrams and riddles, some of
which, though without his name, found their way into print; but
he lived a very retired life, dividing his time between Bath and his
place in Berkshire called Scarlets. Jane’s letters from Bath make
frequent mention of this uncle and aunt.

The unfinished story, now published under the title of ‘The
Watsons,’ must have been written during the author’s residence
in Bath.° In the autumn of  she spent some weeks at Lyme,
and became acquainted with the Cobb, which she afterwards
made memorable for the fall of Louisa Musgrove.° In February
, her father died at Bath, and was buried at Walcot Church.
The widow and daughters went into lodgings for a few months,
and then removed to Southampton.° The only records that I can
find about her during those four years° are the three following
letters to her sister; one from Lyme, the others from Bath. They
shew that she went a good deal into society, in a quiet way, chiefly
with ladies; and that her eyes were always open to minute traits of
character in those with whom she associated:––

Extract from a letter from Jane Austen to her Sister°
‘Lyme, Friday, Sept.  ().

‘M  C,––I take the first sheet of fine striped
paper to thank you for your letter from Weymouth, and express
my hopes of your being at Ibthorp before this time. I expect to
hear that you reached it yesterday evening, being able to get as far
as Blandford on Wednesday. Your account of Weymouth contains
nothing which strikes me so forcibly as there being no ice in the
town. For every other vexation I was in some measure prepared,
and particularly for your disappointment in not seeing the Royal
Family° go on board on Tuesday, having already heard from Mr.
Crawford that he had seen you in the very act of being too late.
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But for there being no ice, what could prepare me! You found my
letter at Andover, I hope, yesterday, and have now for many hours
been satisfied that your kind anxiety on my behalf was as much
thrown away as kind anxiety usually is. I continue quite well; in
proof of which I have bathed again this morning. It was abso-
lutely necessary that I should have the little fever and indis-
position which I had: it has been all the fashion this week in
Lyme. We are quite settled in our lodgings by this time, as you
may suppose, and everything goes on in the usual order. The
servants behave very well, and make no difficulties, though noth-
ing certainly can exceed the inconvenience of the offices,° except
the general dirtiness of the house and furniture, and all its
inhabitants. I endeavour, as far as I can, to supply your place, and
be useful, and keep things in order. I detect dirt in the water
decanters, as fast as I can, and keep everything as it was under
your administration. . . . The ball last night was pleasant, but not
full for Thursday. My father staid contentedly till half-past nine
(we went a little after eight), and then walked home with James
and a lanthorn, though I believe the lanthorn was not lit, as the
moon was up; but sometimes this lanthorn may be a great con-
venience to him. My mother and I staid about an hour later.
Nobody asked me the two first dances; the two next I danced with
Mr. Crawford, and had I chosen to stay longer might have danced
with Mr. Granville, Mrs. Granville’s son, whom my dear friend
Miss A. introduced to me, or with a new odd-looking man who
had been eyeing me for some time, and at last, without any intro-
duction, asked me if I meant to dance again. I think he must be
Irish by his ease, and because I imagine him to belong to the honbl

B.’s, who are son, and son’s wife of an Irish viscount, bold queer-
looking people, just fit to be quality at Lyme. I called yesterday
morning (ought it not in strict propriety to be termed yester-
morning?) on Miss A. and was introduced to her father and
mother. Like other young ladies she is considerably genteeler
than her parents. Mrs. A. sat darning a pair of stockings the
whole of my visit. But do not mention° this at home, lest a warn-
ing should act as an example. We afterwards walked together for
an hour on the Cobb; she is very converseable in a common way; I
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do not perceive wit or genius, but she has sense and some degree
of taste, and her manners are very engaging. She seems to like
people rather too easily.

‘Your’s affectly,
‘J. A.’

Letter from Jane Austen to her sister Cassandra° at Ibthorp,
alluding to the sudden death of Mrs. Lloyd at that place:––

‘ Gay Street (Bath), Monday,
‘April , .

‘M  C,––Here is a day for you. Did Bath or
Ibthorp ever see such an th of April? It is March and April
together; the glare of the one and the warmth of the other. We do
nothing but walk about. As far as your means will admit, I hope
you profit by such weather too. I dare say you are already the
better for change of place. We were out again last night. Miss
Irvine invited us, when I met her in the Crescent, to drink tea
with them, but I rather declined it, having no idea that my
mother would be disposed for another evening visit there so soon;
but when I gave her the message, I found her very well inclined to
go; and accordingly, on leaving Chapel, we walked to Lansdown.
This morning we have been to see Miss Chamberlaine look hot
on horseback. Seven years and four months ago we went to the
same riding-house to see Miss Lefroy’s performance!1°What a dif-
ferent set are we now moving in! But seven years, I suppose, are
enough to change every pore of one’s skin and every feeling of
one’s mind. We did not walk long in the Crescent yesterday. It
was hot and not crowded enough; so we went into the field, and
passed close by S. T. and Miss S.2 again. I have not yet seen her
face, but neither her dress nor air have anything of the dash or;
stylishness which the Browns talked of; quite the contrary;
indeed, her dress is not even smart, and her appearance very

1 Here is evidence that Jane Austen was acquainted with Bath before it became her
residence in . See pp. – [and my note at p. ° ‘Edward and Jane Cooper’].

2 A gentleman and lady lately engaged to be married [The original reads ‘Stephen
Terry & Miss Seymer’.]
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quiet. Miss Irvine says she is never speaking a word. Poor wretch;
I am afraid she is en pénitence. Here has been that excellent Mrs.
Coulthart calling, while my mother was out, and I was believed to
be so. I always respected her, as a good-hearted friendly woman.
And the Browns have been here; I find their affidavits° on the
table. The “Ambuscade” reached Gibraltar on the th of March,
and found all well; so say the papers. We have had no letters from
anybody, but we expect to hear from Edward tomorrow, and from
you soon afterwards. How happy they are at Godmersham now! I
shall be very glad of a letter from Ibthorp, that I may know how
you all are, but particularly yourself. This is nice weather for Mrs.
J. Austen’s going to Speen, and I hope she will have a pleasant
visit there. I expect a prodigious account of the christening din-
ner; perhaps it brought you at last into the company of Miss
Dundas again.

‘Tuesday.––I received your letter last night, and wish it may be
soon followed by another to say that all is over; but I cannot help
thinking that nature will struggle again, and produce a revival.
Poor woman! May her end be peaceful and easy as the exit we
have witnessed!° And I dare say it will. If there is no revival,
suffering must be all over; even the consciousness of existence, I
suppose, was gone when you wrote. The nonsense I have been
writing in this and in my last letter seems out of place at such a
time, but I will not mind it; it will do you no harm, and nobody
else will be attacked by it. I am heartily glad that you can speak so
comfortably of your own health and looks, though I can scarcely
comprehend the latter being really approved. Could travelling
fifty miles produce such an immediate change? You were looking
very poorly here, and everybody seemed sensible of it. Is there a
charm in a hack postchaise?° But if there were, Mrs. Craven’s
carriage might have undone it all. I am much obliged to you for
the time and trouble you have bestowed on Mary’s cap, and am
glad it pleases her; but it will prove a useless gift at present, I
suppose. Will not she leave Ibthorp on her mother’s death? As a
companion you are all that Martha can be supposed to want, and
in that light, under these circumstances, your visit will indeed
have been well timed.
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‘Thursday.––I was not able to go on yesterday; all my wit and
leisure were bestowed on letters to Charles and Henry. To the
former I wrote in consequence of my mother’s having seen in the
papers that the “Urania” was waiting at Portsmouth for the con-
voy for Halifax. This is nice, as it is only three weeks ago that you
wrote by the “Camilla.” I wrote to Henry because I had a letter
from him in which he desired to hear from me very soon. His to
me was most affectionate and kind, as well as entertaining; there
is no merit to him in that; he cannot help being amusing. He
offers to meet us on the sea coast, if the plan of which Edward
gave him some hint takes place. Will not this be making the
execution of such a plan more desirable and delightful than ever?
He talks of the rambles we took together last summer° with pleas-
ing affection.

‘Yours ever,
‘J. A.’

From the same to the same°
‘Gay St. Sunday Evening,

‘April  ().

‘M  C,––I am much obliged to you for writing
to me again so soon; your letter yesterday was quite an
unexpected pleasure. Poor Mrs. Stent!° it has been her lot to be
always in the way; but we must be merciful, for perhaps in time
we may come to be Mrs. Stents ourselves, unequal to anything,
and unwelcome to everybody. . . . My morning engagement was
with the Cookes, and our party consisted of George and Mary, a
Mr. L., Miss B.,° who had been with us at the concert, and the
youngest Miss W. Not Julia; we have done with her; she is very ill;
but Mary. Mary W.’s turn is actually come to be grown up, and
have a fine complexion, and wear great square muslin shawls. I
have not expressly enumerated myself among the party, but there
I was, and my cousin George was very kind, and talked sense to
me every now and then, in the intervals of his more animated
fooleries with Miss B., who is very young, and rather handsome,
and whose gracious manners, ready wit, and solid remarks, put
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me somewhat in mind of my old acquaintance L. L. There was a
monstrous deal of stupid quizzing and common-place nonsense
talked, but scarcely any wit; all that bordered on it or on sense
came from my cousin George, whom altogether I like very well.
Mr. B. seems nothing more than a tall young man. My evening
engagement and walk was with Miss A.,° who had called on me
the day before, and gently upbraided me in her turn with a
change of manners to her since she had been in Bath, or at least of
late. Unlucky me! that my notice should be of such consequence,
and my manners so bad! She was so well disposed, and so reason-
able, that I soon forgave her, and made this engagement with her
in proof of it. She is really an agreeable girl, so I think I may like
her; and her great want of a companion at home, which may well
make any tolerable acquaintance important to her, gives her
another claim on my attention. I shall endeavour as much as
possible to keep my intimacies in their proper place, and prevent
their clashing. Among so many friends, it will be well if I do not
get into a scrape; and now here is Miss Blashford come. I should
have gone distracted if the Bullers had staid. . . . When I tell you I
have been° visiting a countess this morning, you will immediately,
with great justice, but no truth, guess it to be Lady Roden.° No: it
is Lady Leven, the mother of Lord Balgonie. On receiving a
message from Lord and Lady Leven through the Mackays,
declaring their intention of waiting on us, we thought it right to
go to them. I hope we have not done too much, but the friends
and admirers of Charles must be attended to. They seem very
reasonable, good sort of people, very civil, and full of his praise.1

We were shewn at first into an empty drawing-room, and pres-
ently in came his lordship, not knowing who we were, to apologise
for the servant’s mistake, and to say himself what was untrue,° that
Lady Leven was not within. He is a tall gentlemanlike looking
man, with spectacles, and rather deaf. After sitting with him ten
minutes we walked away; but Lady Leven coming out of the
dining parlour as we passed the door, we were obliged to attend
her back to it, and pay our visit over again. She is a stout woman,

1 It seems that Charles Austen, then first lieutenant of the ‘Endymion,’ had had an
opportunity of shewing attention and kindness to some of Lord Leven’s family.
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with a very handsome face. By this means we had the pleasure of
hearing Charles’s praises twice over. They think themselves
excessively obliged to him, and estimate him so highly as to wish
Lord Balgonie, when he is quite recovered, to go out to him.
There is a pretty little Lady Marianne of the party, to be shaken
hands with, and asked if she remembered Mr. Austen. . . .

‘I shall write to Charles by the next packet, unless you tell me in
the meantime of your intending to do it.

‘Believe me, if you chuse,
‘Yr aff te Sister.’

Jane did not estimate too highly the ‘Cousin George’ men-
tioned in the foregoing letter; who might easily have been
superior in sense and wit to the rest of the party. He was the Rev.
George Leigh Cooke,° long known and respected at Oxford,
where he held important offices, and had the privilege of helping
to form the minds of men more eminent than himself. As Tutor
in Corpus Christi College, he became instructor to some of the
most distinguished undergraduates of that time: amongst others
to Dr. Arnold, the Rev. John Keble, and Sir John Coleridge. The
latter has mentioned him in terms of affectionate regard, both in
his Memoir of Keble, and in a letter which appears in Dean
Stanley’s ‘Life of Arnold.’ Mr. Cooke was also an impressive
preacher of earnest awakening sermons. I remember to have
heard it observed by some of my undergraduate friends that, after
all, there was more good to be got from George Cooke’s plain
sermons than from much of the more laboured oratory of the
University pulpit. He was frequently Examiner in the schools,
and occupied the chair of the Sedleian Professor of Natural Phil-
osophy, from  to .

Before the end of , the little family party removed to
Southampton.° They resided in a commodious old-fashioned
house in a corner of Castle Square.

I have no letters of my aunt, nor any other record of her, during
her four years’ residence at Southampton;° and though I now
began to know, and, what was the same thing, to love her myself,
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yet my observations were only those of a young boy, and were not
capable of penetrating her character, or estimating her powers. I
have, however, a lively recollection of some local circumstances at
Southampton, and as they refer chiefly to things which have been
long ago swept away, I will record them.° My grandmother’s house
had a pleasant garden, bounded on one side by the old city walls;
the top of this wall was sufficiently wide to afford a pleasant walk,
with an extensive view, easily accessible to ladies by steps. This
must have been a part of the identical walls which witnessed the
embarkation of Henry V. before the battle of Agincourt, and the
detection of the conspiracy of Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey,
which Shakspeare has made so picturesque; when, according to
the chorus in Henry V., the citizens saw

The well-appointed King at Hampton Pier
Embark his royalty.°

Among the records of the town of Southampton, they have a
minute and authentic account, drawn up at that time, of the
encampment of Henry V. near the town, before his embarkment
for France. It is remarkable that the place where the army was
encamped, then a low level plain, is now entirely covered by the
sea, and is called Westport.1 At that time Castle Square was occu-
pied by a fantastic edifice, too large for the space in which it
stood, though too small to accord well with its castellated style,
erected by the second Marquis of Lansdowne, half-brother to the
well-known statesman, who succeeded him in the title.° The Mar-
chioness had a light phaeton,° drawn by six, and sometimes by
eight little ponies, each pair decreasing in size, and becoming
lighter in colour, through all the grades of dark brown, light
brown, bay, and chestnut, as it was placed farther away from the
carriage. The two leading pairs were managed by two boyish
postilions, the two pairs nearest to the carriage were driven in
hand. It was a delight to me to look down from the window and
see this fairy equipage put together; for the premises of this castle

1 See Wharton’s note to Johnson and Steevens’ Shakspeare. [The Plays of William
Shakespeare (nd edn,  vols., London, ). The reference is to Thomas Warton
(–) (not Wharton).]
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were so contracted that the whole process went on in the little
space that remained of the open square. Like other fairy works,
however, it all proved evanescent. Not only carriage and ponies,
but castle itself, soon vanished away, ‘like the baseless fabric of a
vision.’° On the death of the Marquis in , the castle was
pulled down. Few probably remember its existence; and any one
who might visit the place now would wonder how it ever could
have stood there.

In ° Mr. Knight was able to offer his mother the choice of
two houses on his property; one near his usual residence at God-
mersham Park in Kent; the other near Chawton House, his occa-
sional residence in Hampshire. The latter was chosen; and in that
year the mother and daughters, together with Miss Lloyd,° a near
connection who lived with them, settled themselves at Chawton
Cottage.

Chawton may be called the second, as well as the last home of
Jane Austen; for during the temporary residences of the party at
Bath and Southampton she was only a sojourner in a strange
land,° but here she found a real home amongst her own people. It
so happened that during her residence at Chawton circumstances
brought several of her brothers and their families within easy
distance of the house. Chawton must also be considered the place
most closely connected with her career as a writer; for there it was
that, in the maturity of her mind, she either wrote or rearranged,
and prepared for publication the books by which she has become
known to the world. This was the home where, after a few years,
while still in the prime of life, she began to droop and wither
away, and which she left only in the last stage of her illness,
yielding to the persuasion of friends hoping against hope.

This house stood in the village of Chawton, about a mile from
Alton, on the right hand side, just where the road to Winchester
branches off from that to Gosport. It was so close to the road that
the front door opened upon it; while a very narrow enclosure,
paled in on each side, protected the building from danger of
collision with any runaway vehicle. I believe it had been originally
built for an inn, for which purpose it was certainly well situated.
Afterwards it had been occupied by Mr. Knight’s steward; but by
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some additions to the house, and some judicious planting and
skreening, it was made a pleasant and commodious abode. Mr.
Knight was experienced and adroit at such arrangements, and
this was a labour of love to him. A good-sized entrance and two
sitting-rooms made the length of the house, all intended origin-
ally to look upon the road, but the large drawing-room window
was blocked up and turned into a book-case, and another opened
at the side which gave to view only turf and trees, as a high
wooden fence and hornbeam hedge shut out the Winchester road,
which skirted the whole length of the little domain. Trees were
planted each side to form a shrubbery walk, carried round the
enclosure, which gave a sufficient space for ladies’ exercise. There
was a pleasant irregular mixture of hedgerow, and gravel walk,
and orchard, and long grass for mowing, arising from two or three
little enclosures having been thrown together. The house itself
was quite as good as the generality of parsonage-houses then
were, and much in the same style; and was capable of receiving
other members of the family as frequent visitors. It was suf-
ficiently well furnished; everything inside and out was kept in
good repair, and it was altogether a comfortable and ladylike
establishment, though the means which supported it were not
large.°

I give this description because some interest is generally taken
in the residence of a popular writer. Cowper’s unattractive house
in the street of Olney has been pointed out to visitors, and has
even attained the honour of an engraving in Southey’s edition of
his works:° but I cannot recommend any admirer of Jane Austen to
undertake a pilgrimage to this spot. The building indeed still
stands,° but it has lost all that gave it its character. After the death
of Mrs. Cassandra Austen, in , it was divided into tenements
for labourers, and the grounds reverted to ordinary uses.
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CHAPTER V

Description of Jane Austen’s person, character, and tastes°

A my memoir has now reached the period when I saw a great
deal of my aunt, and was old enough to understand something of
her value, I will here attempt a description of her person, mind,
and habits. In person she was very attractive; her figure was
rather tall and slender, her step light and firm, and her whole
appearance expressive of health and animation. In complexion
she was a clear brunette with a rich colour; she had full round
cheeks, with mouth and nose small and well formed, bright hazel
eyes, and brown hair forming natural curls close round her face.
If not so regularly handsome as her sister, yet her countenance
had a peculiar charm of its own to the eyes of most beholders. At
the time of which I am now writing, she never was seen, either
morning or evening, without a cap; I believe that she and her
sister were generally thought to have taken to the garb of middle
age earlier than their years or their looks required; and that,
though remarkably neat in their dress as in all their ways, they
were scarcely sufficiently regardful of the fashionable, or the
becoming.

She was not highly accomplished according to the present
standard. Her sister drew well, and it is from a drawing of hers
that the likeness prefixed to this volume has been taken.° Jane
herself was fond of music, and had a sweet voice, both in singing
and in conversation; in her youth she had received some instruc-
tion on the pianoforte; and at Chawton she practised daily, chiefly
before breakfast. I believe she did so partly that she might not
disturb the rest of the party who were less fond of music. In the
evening she would sometimes sing, to her own accompaniment,
some simple old songs, the words and airs of which, now never
heard, still linger in my memory.°

She read French with facility, and knew something of Italian.°



In those days German was no more thought of than Hindostanee,
as part of a lady’s education. In history she followed the old
guides––Goldsmith, Hume, and Robertson.° Critical enquiry into
the usually received statements of the old historians was scarcely
begun. The history of the early kings of Rome had not yet been
dissolved into legend. Historic characters lay before the reader’s
eyes in broad light or shade, not much broken up by details. The
virtues of King Henry VIII. were yet undiscovered, nor had much
light been thrown on the inconsistencies of Queen Elizabeth; the
one was held to be an unmitigated tyrant, and an embodied Blue
Beard; the other a perfect model of wisdom and policy. Jane,
when a girl, had strong political opinions, especially about the
affairs of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. She was a
vehement defender of Charles I. and his grandmother Mary;° but I
think it was rather from an impulse of feeling than from any
enquiry into the evidences by which they must be condemned or
acquitted. As she grew up, the politics of the day occupied very
little of her attention, but she probably shared the feeling of
moderate Toryism which prevailed in her family. She was well
acquainted with the old periodicals from the ‘Spectator’ down-
wards.° Her knowledge of Richardson’s works was such as no one
is likely again to acquire, now that the multitude and the merits of
our light literature have called off the attention of readers from
that great master. Every circumstance narrated in Sir Charles
Grandison, all that was ever said or done in the cedar parlour, was
familiar to her; and the wedding days of Lady L. and Lady G.
were as well remembered as if they had been living friends.°
Amongst her favourite writers, Johnson in prose, Crabbe in verse,
and Cowper in both, stood high.° It is well that the native good
taste of herself and of those with whom she lived, saved her from
the snare into which a sister novelist° had fallen, of imitating the
grandiloquent style of Johnson. She thoroughly enjoyed Crabbe;
perhaps on account of a certain resemblance to herself in minute
and highly finished detail; and would sometimes say, in jest, that,
if she ever married at all, she could fancy being Mrs. Crabbe;°
looking on the author quite as an abstract idea, and ignorant and
regardless what manner of man he might be. Scott’s poetry gave
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her great pleasure; she did not live to make much acquaintance
with his novels. Only three of them were published before her
death; but it will be seen by the following extract from one of her
letters, that she was quite prepared to admit the merits of ‘Waver-
ley’;° and it is remarkable that, living, as she did, far apart from the
gossip of the literary world, she should even then have spoken so
confidently of his being the author of it:––

‘Walter Scott has no business to write novels;° especially good
ones. It is not fair. He has fame and profit enough as a poet,
and ought not to be taking the bread out of other people’s
mouths. I do not mean to like “Waverley,” if I can help it, but I
fear I must. I am quite determined, however, not to be pleased
with Mrs.——’s,° should I ever meet with it, which I hope I may
not. I think I can be stout against anything written by her. I have
made up my mind to like no novels really, but Miss Edgeworth’s,
E.’s, and my own.’°

It was not, however, what she knew, but what she was, that
distinguished her from others. I cannot better describe the fascin-
ation which she exercised over children than by quoting the
words of two of her nieces. One says:––°

‘As a very little girl I was always creeping up to aunt Jane, and
following her whenever I could, in the house and out of it. I
might not have remembered this but for the recollection of my
mother’s telling me privately, that I must not be troublesome to
my aunt. Her first charm to children was great sweetness of
manner. She seemed to love you, and you loved her in return.
This, as well as I can now recollect, was what I felt in my early
days, before I was old enough to be amused by her cleverness. But
soon came the delight of her playful talk. She could make every-
thing amusing to a child. Then, as I got older, when cousins came
to share the entertainment, she would tell us the most delightful
stories, chiefly of Fairyland, and her fairies had all characters of
their own. The tale was invented, I am sure, at the moment, and
was continued for two or three days, if occasion served.’

Again: ‘When staying at Chawton, with two of her other
nieces,° we often had amusements in which my aunt was very
helpful. She was the one to whom we always looked for help. She
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would furnish us with what we wanted from her wardrobe; and
she would be the entertaining visitor in our make-believe house.
She amused us in various ways. Once, I remember, in giving a
conversation as between myself and my two cousins, supposing
we were all grown up, the day after a ball.’

Very similar is the testimony of another niece:°––‘Aunt Jane
was the general favourite with children; her ways with them being
so playful, and her long circumstantial stories so delightful.
These were continued from time to time, and were begged for on
all possible and impossible occasions; woven, as she proceeded,
out of nothing but her own happy talent for invention. Ah! if but
one of them could be recovered! And again, as I grew older, when
the original seventeen years between our ages seemed to shrink to
seven, or to nothing, it comes back to me now how strangely I
missed her. It had become so much a habit with me to put by
things in my mind with a reference to her, and to say to myself, I
shall keep this for aunt Jane.’

A nephew of hers° used to observe that his visits to Chawton,
after the death of his aunt Jane, were always a disappointment to
him. From old associations he could not help expecting to be
particularly happy in that house; and never till he got there could
he realise to himself how all its peculiar charm was gone. It was
not only that the chief light in the house was quenched, but that
the loss of it had cast a shade over the spirits of the survivors.
Enough has been said to show her love for children, and her
wonderful power of entertaining them; but her friends of all ages
felt her enlivening influence. Her unusually quick sense of the
ridiculous led her to play with all the common-places of everyday
life, whether as regarded persons or things; but she never played
with its serious duties or responsibilities, nor did she ever turn
individuals into ridicule. With all her neighbours in the village
she was on friendly, though not on intimate, terms. She took a
kindly interest in all their proceedings, and liked to hear about
them. They often served for her amusement; but it was her own
nonsense that gave zest to the gossip. She was as far as possible
from being censorious or satirical. She never abused them or
quizzed° them–– that was the word of the day; an ugly word, now
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obsolete; and the ugly practice which it expressed is much less
prevalent now than it was then. The laugh which she occasionally
raised was by imagining for her neighbours, as she was equally
ready to imagine for her friends or herself, impossible contingen-
cies, or by relating in prose or verse some trifling anecdote col-
oured to her own fancy, or in writing a fictitious history of what
they were supposed to have said or done, which could deceive
nobody.

The following specimens may be given of the liveliness of
mind which imparted an agreeable flavour both to her cor-
respondence and her conversation:––

O        M. G
 M G,  E.°

At Eastbourne Mr. Gell, From being perfectly well,
Became dreadfully ill, For love of Miss Gill.
So he said, with some sighs, I’m the slave of your iis;
Oh, restore, if you please, By accepting my ees.

O     - F   M. W,
,   ,    

   .°
Maria, good-humoured, and handsome, and tall,

For a husband was at her last stake;
And having in vain danced at many a ball,

Is now happy to jump at a Wake.

‘We were all at the play last night to see Miss O’Neil in Isa-
bella.° I do not think she was quite equal to my expectation. I
fancy I want something more than can be. Acting seldom satisfies
me. I took two pockethandkerchiefs, but had very little occasion
for either. She is an elegant creature, however, and hugs Mr.
Young delightfully.’

‘So, Miss B. is actually married, but I have never seen it in the
papers; and one may as well be single if the wedding is not to be
in print.’°

Once, too, she took it into her head to write the following mock
panegyric on a young friend, who really was clever and
handsome:––
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In measured verse I’ll now rehearse°

The charms of lovely Anna:
And, first, her mind is unconfined

Like any vast savannah.


Ontario’s lake may fitly speak

Her fancy’s ample bound:
Its circuit may, on strict survey,

Five hundred miles be found.


Her wit descends on foes and friends

Like famed Niagara’s Fall;
And travellers gaze in wild amaze,

And listen, one and all.


Her judgment sound, thick, black, profound,

Like transatlantic groves,
Dispenses aid, and friendly shade

To all that in it roves.


If thus her mind to be defined

America exhausts,
And all that’s grand in that great land

In similes it costs––


Oh how can I her person try

To image and portray?
How paint the face, the form how trace

In which those virtues lay?


Another world must be unfurled,

Another language known,
Ere tongue or sound can publish round

Her charms of flesh and bone.
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I believe that all this nonsense was nearly extempore, and that
the fancy of drawing the images from America arose at the
moment from the obvious rhyme which presented itself in the
first stanza.

The following extracts are from letters addressed to a niece
who was at that time amusing herself by attempting a novel,°
probably never finished, certainly never published, and of which I
know nothing but what these extracts tell. They show the good-
natured sympathy and encouragement which the aunt, then her-
self occupied in writing ‘Emma,’ could give to the less matured
powers of the niece. They bring out incidentally some of her
opinions concerning compositions of that kind:––

Extracts

‘Chawton, Aug. , .°
‘Your aunt C. does not like desultory novels, and is rather

fearful that yours will be too much so; that there will be too
frequent a change from one set of people to another, and that
circumstances will be sometimes introduced, of apparent con-
sequence, which will lead to nothing. It will not be so great an
objection to me. I allow much more latitude than she does, and
think nature and spirit cover many sins of a wandering story. And
people in general do not care much about it, for your comfort. . . .’

‘Sept. .°
‘You are now collecting your people delightfully, getting them

exactly into such a spot as is the delight of my life. Three or four
families in a country village is the very thing to work on; and I
hope you will write a great deal more, and make full use of them
while they are so very favourably arranged.’

‘Sept. .°
‘Devereux Forrester being ruined by his vanity is very good:

but I wish you would not let him plunge into a “vortex of dis-
sipation.” I do not object to the thing, but I cannot bear the
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expression: it is such thorough novel slang; and so old that I dare
say Adam met with it in the first novel that he opened.’

‘Hans Place (Nov. ).°
‘I have been very far from finding your book an evil, I assure

you. I read it immediately, and with great pleasure. Indeed, I do
think you get on very fast. I wish other people of my acquaintance
could compose as rapidly. Julian’s history was quite a surprise to
me. You had not very long known it yourself, I suspect; but I have
no objection to make to the circumstance; it is very well told, and
his having been in love with the aunt gives Cecilia an additional
interest with him. I like the idea; a very proper compliment to an
aunt! I rather imagine, indeed, that nieces are seldom chosen but
in compliment to some aunt or other. I dare say your husband°
was in love with me once, and would never have thought of you if
he had not supposed me dead of a scarlet fever.’

Jane Austen was successful in everything that she attempted
with her fingers. None of us could throw spilikins in so perfect a
circle, or take them off with so steady a hand. Her performances
with cup and ball° were marvellous. The one used at Chawton was
an easy one, and she has been known to catch it on the point
above an hundred times in succession, till her hand was weary.
She sometimes found a resource in that simple game, when
unable, from weakness in her eyes, to read or write long together.
A specimen of her clear strong handwriting is here given.° Happy
would the compositors for the press be if they had always so
legible a manuscript to work from. But the writing was not the
only part of her letters which showed superior handiwork. In
those days there was an art in folding and sealing. No adhesive
envelopes made all easy. Some people’s letters always looked loose
and untidy; but her paper was sure to take the right folds, and her
sealing-wax to drop into the right place. Her needlework both
plain and ornamental was excellent, and might almost have put a
sewing machine to shame. She was considered especially great in
satin stitch.° She spent much time in these occupations, and
some of her merriest talk was over clothes which she and her

Character and Tastes 





companions were making, sometimes for themselves, and some-
times for the poor. There still remains a curious specimen of her
needlework made for a sister-in-law, my mother. In a very small
bag is deposited a little rolled up housewife,° furnished with mini-
kin 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,
’T will serve another end:

For, when you look upon this bag,
You’ll recollect your friend.

It is the kind of article that some benevolent fairy might be sup-
posed to give as a reward to a diligent little girl. The whole is of
flowered silk, and having been never used and carefully pre-
served, it is as fresh and bright as when it was first made seventy
years ago; and shows that the same hand which painted so exquis-
itely with the pen could work as delicately with the needle.

I have collected some of the bright qualities which shone, as it
were, on the surface of Jane Austen’s character, and attracted
most notice; but underneath them there lay the strong founda-
tions of sound sense and judgment, rectitude of principle, and
delicacy of feeling, qualifying her equally to advise, assist, or
amuse. She was, in fact, as ready to comfort the unhappy, or to
nurse the sick, as she was to laugh and jest with the light-hearted.
Two of her nieces were grown up, and one of them was married,°
before she was taken away from them. As their minds became
more matured, they were admitted into closer intimacy with her,
and learned more of her graver thoughts; they know what a sym-
pathising friend and judicious adviser they found her to be in
many little difficulties and doubts of early womanhood.

I do not venture to speak of her religious principles:° that is a
subject on which she herself was more inclined to think and act
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than to talk, and I shall imitate her reserve; satisfied to have
shown how much of Christian love and humility abounded in her
heart, without presuming to lay bare the roots whence those
graces grew. Some little insight, however, into these deeper
recesses of the heart must be given, when we come to speak of her
death.
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CHAPTER VI

Habits of Composition resumed after a long interval––First publication––
The interest taken by the Author in the success of her Works

I may seem extraordinary that Jane Austen should have written
so little° during the years that elapsed between leaving Steven-
ton and settling at Chawton; especially when this cessation from
work is contrasted with her literary activity both before and
after that period. It might rather have been expected that fresh
scenes and new acquaintance would have called forth her
powers; while the quiet life which the family led both at Bath
and Southampton must have afforded abundant leisure for
composition; but so it was that nothing which I know of, cer-
tainly nothing which the public have seen, was completed° in
either of those places. I can only state the fact, without assign-
ing any cause for it; but as soon as she was fixed in her second
home, she resumed the habits of composition which had been
formed in her first, and continued them to the end of her life.
The first year of her residence at Chawton seems to have been
devoted to revising and preparing for the press ‘Sense and Sens-
ibility,’ and ‘Pride and Prejudice’; but between February 
and August ,° she began and completed ‘Mansfield Park,’
‘Emma,’ and ‘Persuasion,’ so that the last five years of her life
produced the same number of novels with those which had been
written in her early youth. How she was able to effect all this is
surprising, for she had no separate study to retire to, and most
of the work must have been done in the general sitting-room,
subject to all kinds of casual interruptions. She was careful that
her occupation should not be suspected by servants, or visitors,
or any persons beyond her own family party. She wrote upon
small sheets of paper which could easily be put away, or covered
with a piece of blotting paper. There was, between the front
door and the offices, a swing door which creaked when it was
opened; but she objected to having this little inconvenience



remedied, because it gave her notice when anyone was coming.°
She was not, however, troubled with companions like her own
Mrs. Allen in ‘Northanger Abbey,’ whose ‘vacancy of mind and
incapacity for thinking were such that, as she never talked a
great deal, so she could never be entirely silent; and therefore,
while she sat at work, if she lost her needle, or broke her thread,
or saw a speck of dirt on her gown, she must observe it,
whether there were any one at leisure to answer her or not.’° In
that well occupied female party there must have been many
precious hours of silence during which the pen was busy at the
little mahogany writing-desk,1 while Fanny Price, or Emma
Woodhouse, or Anne Elliott was growing into beauty and inter-
est. I have no doubt that I, and my sisters and cousins, in our
visits to Chawton, frequently disturbed this mystic process,
without having any idea of the mischief that we were doing;
certainly we never should have guessed it by any signs of
impatience or irritability in the writer.

As so much had been previously prepared, when once she
began to publish, her works came out in quick succession. ‘Sense
and Sensibility’ was published in , ‘Pride and Prejudice’ at
the beginning of , ‘Mansfield Park’ in , ‘Emma’ early in
; ‘Northanger Abbey’ and ‘Persuasion’ did not appear till
after her death, in . It will be shown farther on why ‘North-
anger Abbey,’ though amongst the first written, was one of the
last published. Her first three novels were published by Egerton,
her last three by Murray. The profits of the four which had been
printed before her death had not at that time amounted to seven
hundred pounds.°

I have no record of the publication of ‘Sense and Sensibility,’°
nor of the author’s feelings at this her first appearance before the
public; but the following extracts from three letters to her sister
give a lively picture of the interest with which she watched the
reception of ‘Pride and Prejudice,’ and show the carefulness with

1 This mahogany desk, which has done good service to the public, is now in the
possession of my sister, Miss Austen. [The desk may be that purchased by JA’s father in
 (Fam. Rec., ). It was bequeathed by Cassandra to her niece Caroline and des-
cended in the Austen-Leigh family. It can now be seen in the British Library.]
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which she corrected her compositions, and rejected much that
had been written:––

‘Chawton, Friday, January  ().°
‘I hope you received my little parcel by J. Bond on Wednesday

evening, my dear Cassandra, and that you will be ready to hear
from me again on Sunday, for I feel that I must write to you to-
day. I want to tell you that I have got my own darling child from
London. On Wednesday I received one copy sent down by
Falkener,° with three lines from Henry to say that he had given
another to Charles and sent a third by the coach to Godmer-
sham. . . . The advertisement is in our paper to-day for the first
time: s. He shall ask l. s. for my two next, and l. s. for my
stupidest of all.° Miss B. dined with us on the very day of the
book’s coming, and in the evening we fairly set at it, and read half
the first vol. to her, prefacing that, having intelligence from
Henry that such a work would soon appear, we had desired him to
send it whenever it came out, and I believe it passed with her
unsuspected. She was amused, poor soul! That she could not
help, you know, with two such people to lead the way, but she
really does seem to admire Elizabeth. I must confess that I think
her as delightful a creature as ever appeared in print, and how I
shall be able to tolerate those who do not like her at least I do not
know. There are a few typical errors;° and a “said he,” or a “said
she,” would sometimes make the dialogue more immediately
clear; but “I do not write for such dull elves”° as have not a great
deal of ingenuity themselves. The second volume is shorter than I
could wish, but the difference is not so much in reality as in look,
there being a larger proportion of narrative in that part. I have
lop’t and crop’t so successfully, however, that I imagine it must be
rather shorter than “Sense and Sensibility” altogether. Now I will
try and write of something else.’

‘Chawton, Thursday, February  ().°
‘M  C,––Your letter was truly welcome, and I

am much obliged to you for all your praise;° it came at a right time,
for I had had some fits of disgust. Our second evening’s reading
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to Miss B. had not pleased me so well, but I believe something
must be attributed to my mother’s too rapid way of getting on:
though she perfectly understands the characters herself, she can-
not speak as they ought. Upon the whole, however, I am quite
vain enough and well satisfied enough. The work is rather too
light, and bright, and sparkling; it wants shade; it wants to be
stretched out here and there with a long chapter of sense, if it
could be had; if not, of solemn specious nonsense, about some-
thing unconnected with the story; an essay on writing, a critique
on Walter Scott, or the history of Buonaparté, or something that
would form a contrast, and bring the reader with increased
delight to the playfulness and epigrammatism of the general
style. . . . The greatest blunder in the printing that I have met
with is in page , v. , where two speeches are made into one.
There might as well be no suppers at Longbourn; but I suppose it
was the remains of Mrs. Bennett’s old Meryton habits.’

The following letter seems to have been written soon after the
last two: in February :––°

‘This will be a quick return for yours, my dear Cassandra; I
doubt its having much else to recommend it; but there is no
saying; it may turn out to be a very long and delightful letter. I am
exceedingly pleased that you can say what you do, after having
gone through the whole work, and Fanny’s° praise is very gratify-
ing. My hopes were tolerably strong of her, but nothing like a
certainty. Her liking Darcy and Elizabeth is enough. She might
hate all the others, if she would. I have her opinion under her own
hand this morning, but your transcript of it, which I read first,
was not, and is not, the less acceptable. To me it is of course all
praise, but the more exact truth which she sends you is good
enough. . . . Our party on Wednesday was not unagreeable,
though we wanted a master of the house less anxious and fidgety,
and more conversible. Upon Mrs. ——’s mentioning that she had
sent the rejected addresses° to Mrs. H., I began talking to her a
little about them, and expressed my hope of their having amused
her. Her answer was, “Oh dear yes, very much, very droll indeed,
the opening of the house, and the striking up of the fiddles!”
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What she meant, poor woman, who shall say? I sought no farther.
As soon as a whist party was formed, and a round table threat-
ened, I made my mother an excuse and came away, leaving just as
many for their round table as there were at Mrs. Grant’s.1 I wish
they might be as agreeable a set. My mother is very well, and
finds great amusement in glove-knitting, and at present wants no
other work. We quite run over with books. She has got Sir John
Carr’s “Travels in Spain,” and I am reading a Society octavo, an
“Essay on the Military Police and Institutions of the British
Empire,” by Capt. Pasley of the Engineers,° a book which I pro-
tested against at first, but which upon trial I find delightfully
written and highly entertaining. I am as much in love with the
author as I ever was with Clarkson or Buchanan, or even the two
Mr. Smiths of the city.° The first soldier I ever sighed for; but he
does write with extraordinary force and spirit. Yesterday, more-
over, brought us “Mrs. Grant’s Letters,”° with Mr. White’s
compliments; but I have disposed of them, compliments and all,
to Miss P., and amongst so many readers or retainers of books as
we have in Chawton, I dare say there will be no difficulty in
getting rid of them for another fortnight, if necessary. I have
disposed of Mrs. Grant for the second fortnight to Mrs.  —— . It
can make no difference to her which of the twenty-six fortnights
in the year the  vols. lie on her table.° I have been applied to for
information as to the oath taken in former times of Bell, Book,
and Candle, but have none to give. Perhaps you may be able to
learn something of its origin where you now are.° Ladies who
read those enormous great stupid thick quarto volumes which
one always sees in the breakfast parlour there must be acquainted
with everything in the world. I detest a quarto.° Capt. Pasley’s
book is too good for their society. They will not understand a man
who condenses his thoughts into an octavo. I have learned from
Sir J. Carr that there is no Government House at Gibraltar. I
must alter it to the Commissioner’s’.°

The following letter° belongs to the same year, but treats of a

1 At this time, February , ‘Mansfield Park’ was nearly finished. [The reference is
to the ‘round game’ in MP, Ch. .]
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different subject. It describes a journey from Chawton to Lon-
don, in her brother’s curricle,° and shows how much could be seen
and enjoyed in course of a long summer’s day by leisurely travel-
ling amongst scenery which the traveller in an express train now
rushes through in little more than an hour, but scarcely sees at
all:––

‘Sloane Street, Thursday, May  ().°

‘M  C,
‘Before I say anything else, I claim a paper full of halfpence

on the drawing-room mantel-piece; I put them there myself, and
forgot to bring them with me. I cannot say that I have yet been in
any distress for money, but I chuse to have my due, as well as the
Devil. How lucky we were in our weather yesterday! This wet
morning makes one more sensible of it. We had no rain of any
consequence. The head of the curricle was put half up three or
four times, but our share of the showers was very trifling, though
they seemed to be heavy all round us, when we were on the
Hog’s-back,° and I fancied it might then be raining so hard at
Chawton as to make you feel for us much more than we deserved.
Three hours and a quarter took us to Guildford, where we staid
barely two hours, and had only just time enough for all we had to
do there; that is, eating a long and comfortable breakfast, watch-
ing the carriages, paying Mr. Harrington, and taking a little stroll
afterwards. From some views which that stroll gave us, I think
most highly of the situation of Guildford. We wanted all our
brothers and sisters to be standing with us in the bowling-green,
and looking towards Horsham. I was very lucky in my gloves––
got them at the first shop I went to, though I went into it rather
because it was near than because it looked at all like a glove shop,
and gave only four shillings for them; after which everybody at
Chawton will be hoping and predicting that they cannot be good
for anything, and their worth certainly remains to be proved; but
I think they look very well. We left Guildford at twenty minutes
before twelve (I hope somebody cares for these minutiæ), and
were at Esher in about two hours more. I was very much pleased
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with the country in general. Between Guildford and Ripley I
thought it particularly pretty, also about Painshill; and from a Mr.
Spicer’s grounds at Esher, which we walked into before dinner,
the views were beautiful. I cannot say what we did not see, but I
should think there could not be a wood, or a meadow, or palace, or
remarkable spot in England that was not spread out before us on
one side or other. Claremont is going to be sold: a Mr. Ellis has it
now. It is a house that seems never to have prospered. After
dinner we walked forward to be overtaken at the coachman’s
time, and before he did overtake us we were very near Kingston. I
fancy it was about half-past six when we reached this house––a
twelve hours’ business, and the horses did not appear more than
reasonably tired. I was very tired too, and glad to get to bed early,
but am quite well to-day. I am very snug in the front drawing-
room all to myself, and would not say “thank you” for any com-
pany but you. The quietness of it does me good. I have contrived
to pay my two visits, though the weather made me a great while
about it, and left me only a few minutes to sit with Charlotte
Craven.1 She looks very well, and her hair is done up with an
elegance to do credit to any education. Her manners are as
unaffected and pleasing as ever. She had heard from her mother
to-day. Mrs. Craven spends another fortnight at Chilton. I saw
nobody but Charlotte, which pleased me best. I was shewn
upstairs into a drawing-room, where she came to me, and the
appearance of the room, so totally unschool-like, amused me very
much; it was full of modern elegancies.°

‘Yours very affectly., ‘J. A.’

The next letter, written in the following year, contains an
account of another journey to London, with her brother Henry,
and reading with him the manuscript of ‘Mansfield Park’:––

‘Henrietta Street, Wednesday, March  ().°
‘M  C,

‘You were wrong in thinking of us at Guildford last night: we
1 The present Lady Pollen, of Redenham, near Andover, then at a school in London.
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were at Cobham. On reaching G. we found that John and the
horses were gone on. We therefore did no more than we had done
at Farnham––sit in the carriage while fresh horses were put in,
and proceeded directly to Cobham, which we reached by seven,
and about eight were sitting down to a very nice roast fowl, &c.
We had altogether a very good journey, and everything at Cob-
ham was comfortable. I could not pay Mr. Harrington! That was
the only alas! of the business. I shall therefore return his bill, and
my mother’s l., that you may try your luck. We did not begin
reading till Bentley Green. Henry’s approbation is hitherto even
equal to my wishes. He says it is different° from the other two, but
does not appear to think it at all inferior. He has only married
Mrs. R. I am afraid he has gone through the most entertaining
part. He took to Lady B. and Mrs. N. most kindly, and gives great
praise to the drawing of the characters. He understands them all,
likes Fanny, and, I think, foresees how it will all be. I finished the
“Heroine”° last night, and was very much amused by it. I wonder
James did not like it better. It diverted me exceedingly. We went
to bed at ten. I was very tired, but slept to a miracle, and am
lovely to-day, and at present Henry seems to have no complaint.
We left Cobham at half-past eight, stopped to bait and breakfast
at Kingston, and were in this house considerably before two. Nice
smiling Mr. Barlowe met us at the door and, in reply to enquiries
after news, said that peace was generally expected.° I have taken
possession of my bedroom, unpacked my bandbox, sent Miss P.’s
two letters to the two-penny post,° been visited by Md. B.,° and am
now writing by myself at the new table in the front room. It is
snowing. We had some snowstorms yesterday, and a smart frost at
night, which gave us a hard road from Cobham to Kingston; but
as it was then getting dirty and heavy, Henry had a pair of leaders
put on to the bottom of Sloane St. His own horses, therefore,
cannot have had hard work. I watched for veils as we drove
through the streets, and had the pleasure of seeing several upon
vulgar heads. And now, how do you all do?––you in particular,
after the worry of yesterday and the day before. I hope Martha
had a pleasant visit again, and that you and my mother could eat
your beef-pudding. Depend upon my thinking of the chimney-
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sweeper as soon as I wake to-morrow. Places are secured at Drury
Lane for Saturday, but so great is the rage for seeing Kean° that
only a third and fourth row could be got; as it is in a front box,
however, I hope we shall do pretty well––Shylock, a good play for
Fanny––she cannot be much affected, I think. Mrs. Perigord has
just been here. She tells me that we owe her master for the silk-
dyeing. My poor old muslin has never been dyed yet. It has been
promised to be done several times. What wicked people dyers are.
They begin with dipping their own souls in scarlet sin. It is
evening. We have drank tea, and I have torn through the third vol.
of the “Heroine.” I do not think it falls off. It is a delightful
burlesque, particularly on the Radcliffe style. Henry is going on
with “Mansfield Park.” He admires H. Crawford: I mean prop-
erly, as a clever, pleasant man. I tell you all the good I can, as I
know how much you will enjoy it. We hear that Mr. Kean is more
admired than ever. There are no good places to be got in Drury
Lane for the next fortnight, but Henry means to secure some for
Saturday fortnight, when you are reckoned upon. Give my love to
little Cass. I hope she found my bed comfortable last night.° I have
seen nobody in London yet with such a long chin as Dr. Syntax,
nor anybody quite so large as Gogmagolicus.°

‘Yours aff tly.,
‘J. A.’
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CHAPTER VII

Seclusion from the literary world––Notice from the Prince Regent––
Correspondence with Mr. Clarke––Suggestions to alter her style of writing

J A lived in entire seclusion from the literary world:
neither by correspondence, nor by personal intercourse was she
known to any contemporary authors. It is probable that she never
was in company with any person whose talents or whose celebrity
equalled her own; so that her powers never could have been
sharpened by collision with superior intellects, nor her imagin-
ation aided by their casual suggestions. Whatever she produced
was a genuine home-made article. Even during the last two or
three years of her life, when her works were rising in the estima-
tion of the public, they did not enlarge the circle of her acquaint-
ance. Few of her readers knew even her name, and none knew
more of her than her name. I doubt whether it would be possible
to mention any other author of note, whose personal obscurity
was so complete. I can think of none like her, but of many to
contrast with her in that respect. Fanny Burney, afterwards Mad-
ame D’Arblay,° was at an early age petted by Dr. Johnson, and
introduced to the wits and scholars of the day at the tables of
Mrs. Thrale and Sir Joshua Reynolds. Anna Seward,° in her self-
constituted shrine at Lichfield, would have been miserable, had
she not trusted that the eyes of all lovers of poetry were devoutly
fixed on her. Joanna Baillie and Maria Edgeworth° were indeed far
from courting publicity; they loved the privacy of their own fam-
ilies, one with her brother and sister in their Hampstead villa, the
other in her more distant retreat in Ireland; but fame pursued
them, and they were the favourite correspondents of Sir Walter
Scott. Crabbe, who was usually buried in a country parish, yet
sometimes visited London, and dined at Holland House, and was
received as a fellow-poet by Campbell, Moore, and Rogers;° and
on one memorable occasion he was Scott’s guest at Edinburgh,
and gazed with wondering eyes on the incongruous pageantry



with which George IV. was entertained in that city.° Even those
great writers who hid themselves amongst lakes and mountains
associated with each other; and though little seen by the world
were so much in its thoughts that a new term, ‘Lakers,’° was
coined to designate them. The chief part of Charlotte Brontë’s
life° was spent in a wild solitude compared with which Steventon
and Chawton might be considered to be in the gay world; and yet
she attained to personal distinction which never fell to Jane’s lot.
When she visited her kind publisher in London, literary men and
women were invited purposely to meet her: Thackeray bestowed
upon her the honour of his notice; and once in Willis’s Rooms,1

she had to walk shy and trembling through an avenue of lords and
ladies, drawn up for the purpose of gazing at the author of ‘Jane
Eyre.’ Miss Mitford,° too, lived quietly in ‘Our Village,’ devoting
her time and talents to the benefit of a father scarcely worthy of
her; but she did not live there unknown. Her tragedies gave her a
name in London. She numbered Milman and Talfourd° amongst
her correspondents; and her works were a passport to the society
of many who would not otherwise have sought her. Hundreds
admired Miss Mitford on account of her writings for one who
ever connected the idea of Miss Austen with the press. A few
years ago, a gentleman visiting Winchester Cathedral desired to
be shown Miss Austen’s grave. The verger, as he pointed it out,
asked, ‘Pray, sir, can you tell me whether there was anything
particular about that lady; so many people want to know where
she was buried?’° During her life the ignorance of the verger
was shared by most people; few knew that ‘there was anything
particular about that lady.’

It was not till towards the close of her life, when the last of the
works that she saw published was in the press, that she received
the only mark of distinction ever bestowed upon her; and that
was remarkable for the high quarter whence it emanated rather
than for any actual increase of fame that it conferred. It happened
thus. In the autumn of  she nursed her brother Henry
through a dangerous fever and slow convalescence at his house in

1 See Mrs. Gaskell’s ‘Life of Miss Brontë,’ vol. ii. p. .
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Hans Place. He was attended by one of the Prince Regent’s phys-
icians.° All attempts to keep her name secret had at this time
ceased, and though it had never appeared on a title-page, all who
cared to know might easily learn it: and the friendly physician was
aware that his patient’s nurse was the author of ‘Pride and Preju-
dice.’ Accordingly he informed her one day that the Prince was a
great admirer of her novels; that he read them often, and kept a
set in every one of his residences; that he himself therefore had
thought it right to inform his Royal Highness that Miss Austen
was staying in London, and that the Prince had desired Mr.
Clarke, the librarian of Carlton House,° to wait upon her. The
next day Mr. Clarke made his appearance, and invited her to
Carlton House, saying that he had the Prince’s instructions to
show her the library and other apartments, and to pay her every
possible attention. The invitation was of course accepted, and
during the visit to Carlton House Mr. Clarke declared himself
commissioned to say that if Miss Austen had any other novel
forthcoming she was at liberty to dedicate it to the Prince.
Accordingly such a dedication was immediately prefixed to
‘Emma,’ which was at that time in the press.°

Mr. Clarke was the brother of Dr. Clarke, the traveller and
mineralogist, whose life has been written by Bishop Otter.° Jane
found in him not only a very courteous gentleman, but also a
warm admirer of her talents; though it will be seen by his letters
that he did not clearly apprehend the limits of her powers, or the
proper field for their exercise. The following correspondence
took place between them.

Feeling some apprehension lest she should make a mistake in
acting on the verbal permission which she had received from the
Prince, Jane addressed the following letter to Mr. Clarke:––

‘Nov. , .°
‘S,––I must take the liberty of asking you a question. Among

the many flattering attentions which I received from you at Carl-
ton House on Monday last was the information of my being at
liberty to dedicate any future work to His Royal Highness the
Prince Regent, without the necessity of any solicitation on my
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part. Such, at least, I believed to be your words; but as I am very
anxious to be quite certain of what was intended, I entreat you to
have the goodness to inform me how such a permission is to be
understood, and whether it is incumbent on me to show my sense
of the honour by inscribing the work now in the press to His
Royal Highness; I should be equally concerned to appear either
presumptuous or ungrateful.’

The following gracious answer was returned by Mr. Clarke,
together with a suggestion which must have been received with
some surprise:––

‘Carlton House, Nov. , .°
‘D M,––It is certainly not incumbent on you to dedi-

cate your work now in the press to His Royal Highness; but if you
wish to do the Regent that honour either now or at any future
period I am happy to send you that permission, which need not
require any more trouble or solicitation on your part.

‘Your late works, Madam, and in particular “Mansfield Park,”
reflect the highest honour on your genius and your principles. In
every new work your mind seems to increase its energy and power
of discrimination. The Regent has read and admired all your
publications.

‘Accept my best thanks for the pleasure your volumes have
given me. In the perusal of them I felt a great inclination to write
and say so. And I also, dear Madam, wished to be allowed to
ask you to delineate in some future work the habits of life, and
character, and enthusiasm of a clergyman, who should pass his
time between the metropolis and the country, who should be
something like Beattie’s Minstrel––

Silent when glad, affectionate tho’ shy,
And in his looks was most demurely sad;

And now he laughed aloud, yet none knew why.°

Neither Goldsmith, nor La Fontaine in his “Tableau de Famille,”°
have in my mind quite delineated an English clergyman, at least
of the present day, fond of and entirely engaged in literature, no
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man’s enemy but his own.° Pray, dear Madam, think of these
things.

‘Believe me at all times with sincerity and respect,
your faithful and obliged servant,

‘J. S. C, Librarian.’

The following letter, written in reply, will show how unequal
the author of ‘Pride and Prejudice’ felt herself to delineating an
enthusiastic clergyman of the present day, who should resemble
Beattie’s Minstrel:––

‘Dec. .°
‘D S,––My “Emma” is now so near publication that I

feel it right to assure you of my not having forgotten your kind
recommendation of an early copy for Carlton House, and that I
have Mr. Murray’s promise of its being sent to His Royal High-
ness, under cover to you, three days previous to the work being
really out. I must make use of this opportunity to thank you, dear
Sir, for the very high praise you bestow on my other novels. I am
too vain to wish to convince you that you have praised them
beyond their merits. My greatest anxiety at present is that this
fourth work should not disgrace what was good in the others. But
on this point I will do myself the justice to declare that, whatever
may be my wishes for its success, I am strongly haunted with the
idea that to those readers who have preferred “Pride and Preju-
dice” it will appear inferior in wit, and to those who have pre-
ferred “Mansfield Park” inferior in good sense. Such as it is, how-
ever, I hope you will do me the favour of accepting a copy. Mr.
Murray will have directions for sending one. I am quite honoured
by your thinking me capable of drawing such a clergyman as you
gave the sketch of in your note of Nov. th. But I assure you I
am not. The comic part of the character I might be equal to, but
not the good, the enthusiastic, the literary. Such a man’s con-
versation must at times be on subjects of science and philosophy,
of which I know nothing; or at least be occasionally abundant in
quotations and allusions which a woman who, like me, knows
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only her own mother tongue, and has read little in that, would be
totally without the power of giving. A classical education, or at
any rate a very extensive acquaintance with English literature,
ancient and modern, appears to me quite indispensable for the
person who would do any justice to your clergyman; and I think I
may boast myself to be, with all possible vanity, the most un-
learned and uninformed female who ever dared to be an authoress.

‘Believe me, dear Sir,
‘Your obliged and faithful humbl Sert.

‘J A.’1

Mr. Clarke, however, was not to be discouraged from propos-
ing another subject. He had recently been appointed chaplain and
private English secretary to Prince Leopold, who was then about
to be united to the Princess Charlotte;° and when he again wrote
to express the gracious thanks of the Prince Regent for the copy
of ‘Emma’ which had been presented, he suggests that ‘an histor-
ical romance illustrative of the august House of Cobourg would
just now be very interesting,’° and might very properly be dedi-
cated to Prince Leopold. This was much as if Sir William Ross°
had been set to paint a great battle-piece; and it is amusing to see
with what grave civility she declined a proposal which must have
struck her as ludicrous, in the following letter:––

‘M  S,––I am honoured° by the Prince’s thanks and
very much obliged to yourself for the kind manner in which you
mention the work. I have also to acknowledge a former letter
forwarded to me from Hans Place. I assure you I felt very grateful
for the friendly tenor of it, and hope my silence will have been
considered, as it was truly meant, to proceed only from an
unwillingness to tax your time with idle thanks. Under every
interesting circumstance which your own talents and literary
labours have placed you in, or the favour of the Regent bestowed,
you have my best wishes. Your recent appointments I hope are a

1 It was her pleasure to boast of greater ignorance than she had any just claim to. She
knew more than her mother tongue, for she knew a good deal of French and a little of
Italian. [See pp. – above.]
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step to something still better. In my opinion, the service of a
court can hardly be too well paid, for immense must be the sacri-
fice of time and feeling required by it.

‘You are very kind in your hints as to the sort of composition
which might recommend me at present, and I am fully sensible
that an historical romance, founded on the House of Saxe
Cobourg, might be much more to the purpose of profit or popu-
larity than such pictures of domestic life in country villages as I
deal in. But I could no more write a romance than an epic poem. I
could not sit seriously down to write a serious romance under any
other motive than to save my life; and if it were indispensable for
me to keep it up and never relax into laughing at myself or at
other people, I am sure I should be hung before I had finished the
first chapter. No, I must keep to my own style and go on in my
own way; and though I may never succeed again in that, I am
convinced that I should totally fail in any other.

‘I remain, my dear Sir,
‘Your very much obliged, and sincere friend,

‘J. A.
‘Chawton, near Alton, April , .’

Mr. Clarke should have recollected the warning of the wise
man, ‘Force not the course of the river.’ If you divert it from the
channel in which nature taught it to flow, and force it into one
arbitrarily cut by yourself, you will lose its grace and beauty.

But when his free course is not hindered,
He makes sweet music with the enamelled stones,
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage:
And so by many winding nooks he strays
With willing sport.°

All writers of fiction, who have genius strong enough to work
out a course of their own, resist every attempt to interfere with
its direction. No two writers could be more unlike each other
than Jane Austen and Charlotte Brontë; so much so that the
latter was unable to understand why the former was admired,
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and confessed that she herself ‘should hardly like to live with her
ladies and gentlemen, in their elegant but confined houses;’° but
each writer equally resisted interference with her own natural
style of composition. Miss Brontë, in reply to a friendly critic,
who had warned her against being too melodramatic, and had
ventured to propose Miss Austen’s works to her as a study, writes
thus:––

‘Whenever I do write another book, I think I will have nothing
of what you call “melodrama.” I think so, but I am not sure. I
think, too, I will endeavour to follow the counsel which shines out
of Miss Austen’s “mild eyes,” to finish more, and be more sub-
dued; but neither am I sure of that. When authors write best, or,
at least, when they write most fluently, an influence seems to
waken in them which becomes their master––which will have its
way––putting out of view all behests but its own, dictating certain
words, and insisting on their being used, whether vehement or
measured in their nature, new moulding characters, giving
unthought of turns to incidents, rejecting carefully elaborated old
ideas, and suddenly creating and adopting new ones. Is it not so?
And should we try to counteract this influence? Can we indeed
counteract it?’1

The playful raillery with which the one parries an attack on her
liberty, and the vehement eloquence of the other in pleading the
same cause and maintaining the independence of genius, are very
characteristic of the minds of the respective writers.

The suggestions which Jane received as to the sort of story that
she ought to write were, however, an amusement to her, though
they were not likely to prove useful; and she has left amongst her
papers one entitled, ‘Plan of a novel according to hints from
various quarters.’° The names of some of those advisers° are writ-
ten on the margin of the manuscript opposite to their respective
suggestions.

‘Heroine to be the daughter of a clergyman, who after having
lived much in the world had retired from it, and settled on a
curacy with a very small fortune of his own. The most excellent

1 Mrs. Gaskell’s ‘Life of Miss Brontë,’ vol. ii. p. .
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man that can be imagined, perfect in character, temper, and man-
ner, without the smallest drawback or peculiarity to prevent his
being the most delightful companion to his daughter from one
year’s end to the other. Heroine faultless in character, beautiful in
person, and possessing every possible accomplishment. Book to
open with father and daughter conversing in long speeches, ele-
gant language, and a tone of high serious sentiment. The father
induced, at his daughter’s earnest request, to relate to her the
past events of his life. Narrative to reach through the greater part
of the first volume; as besides all the circumstances of his attach-
ment to her mother, and their marriage, it will comprehend his
going to sea as chaplain to a distinguished naval character about
the court;° and his going afterwards to court himself, which
involved him in many interesting situations, concluding with his
opinion of the benefits of tithes° being done away with. . . .
From this outset the story will proceed, and contain a striking
variety of adventures. Father an exemplary parish priest, and
devoted to literature; but heroine and father never above a fort-
night in one place: he being driven from his curacy by the vile
arts of some totally unprincipled and heartless young man, des-
perately in love with the heroine, and pursuing her with
unrelenting passion. No sooner settled in one country of
Europe, than they are compelled to quit it, and retire to another,
always making new acquaintance, and always obliged to leave
them. This will of course exhibit a wide variety of character.
The scene will be for ever shifting from one set of people to
another, but there will be no mixture, all the good will be
unexceptionable in every respect. There will be no foibles or
weaknesses but with the wicked, who will be completely
depraved and infamous, hardly a resemblance of humanity left in
them. Early in her career, the heroine must meet with the hero:
all perfection, of course, and only prevented from paying his
addresses to her by some excess of refinement. Wherever she
goes, somebody falls in love with her, and she receives repeated
offers of marriage, which she refers wholly to her father, exceed-
ingly angry that he should not be the first applied to. Often
carried away by the anti-hero, but rescued either by her father or
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the hero. Often reduced to support herself and her father by her
talents, and work for her bread;° continually cheated, and
defrauded of her hire; worn down to a skeleton, and now and
then starved to death. At last, hunted out of civilised society,
denied the poor shelter of the humblest cottage, they are com-
pelled to retreat into Kamtschatka,° where the poor father quite
worn down, finding his end approaching, throws himself on the
ground, and after four or five hours of tender advice and par-
ental admonition to his miserable child, expires in a fine burst of
literary enthusiasm, intermingled with invectives against the
holders of tithes. Heroine inconsolable for some time, but after-
wards crawls back towards her former country, having at least
twenty narrow escapes of falling into the hands of anti-hero; and
at last, in the very nick of time, turning a corner to avoid him,
runs into the arms of the hero himself, who, having just shaken
off the scruples which fettered him before, was at the very
moment setting off in pursuit of her. The tenderest and com-
pletest éclaircissement takes place, and they are happily united.
Throughout the whole work heroine to be in the most elegant
society, and living in high style.’°

Since the first publication of this memoir, Mr. Murray of
Albemarle Street° has very kindly sent to me copies of the follow-
ing letters, which his father received from Jane Austen, when
engaged in the publication of ‘Emma.’ The increasing cordiality
of the letters shows that the author felt that her interests were
duly cared for, and was glad to find herself in the hands of a
publisher whom she could consider as a friend.

Her brother had addressed to Mr. Murray a strong complaint
of the tardiness of a printer:––

‘ Hans Place, Thursday, November  ().°
‘S,––My brother’s note last Monday has been so fruitless,

that I am afraid there can be but little chance of my writing to any
good effect; but yet I am so very much disappointed and vexed
by the delays of the printers, that I cannot help begging to know
whether there is no hope of their being quickened. Instead of the
work being ready by the end of the present month, it will hardly,
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at the rate we now proceed, be finished by the end of the next;
and as I expect to leave London early in December, it is of con-
sequence that no more time should be lost. Is it likely that the
printers will be influenced to greater dispatch and punctuality by
knowing that the work is to be dedicated, by permission, to the
Prince Regent? If you can make that circumstance operate, I shall
be very glad. My brother returns “Waterloo”° with many thanks
for the loan of it. We have heard much of Scott’s account of
Paris.1 If it be not incompatible with other arrangements, would
you favour us with it, supposing you have any set already opened?
You may depend upon its being in careful hands.

‘I remain, Sir, your obt. humble Set.

‘J. A.’

‘Hans Place, December  ().°
D S,––As I find that “Emma” is advertised for publica-

tion as early as Saturday next, I think it best to lose no time in
settling all that remains to be settled on the subject, and adopt
this method as involving the smallest tax on your time.

‘In the first place, I beg you to understand that I leave the
terms on which the trade should be supplied with the work
entirely to your judgment, entreating you to be guided in every
such arrangement by your own experience of what is most likely
to clear off the edition rapidly. I shall be satisfied with whatever
you feel to be best. The title-page must be “Emma, dedicated by
permission to H.R.H. the Prince Regent.” And it is my particular
wish that one set should be completed and sent to H.R.H. two or
three days before the work is generally public. It should be sent
under cover to the Rev. J. S. Clarke, Librarian, Carlton House. I
shall subjoin a list of those persons to whom I must trouble you to
forward also a set each, when the work is out; all unbound,° with
“From the Authoress” in the first page.

‘I return you, with very many thanks, the books you have so
obligingly supplied me with. I am very sensible, I assure you, of

1 This must have been ‘Paul’s Letters to his Kinsfolk’ [published by Murray in
].
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the attention you have paid to my convenience and amusement.
I return also “Mansfield Park,” as ready for a second edition, I
believe, as I can make it. I am in Hans Place till the th.
From that day inclusive, my direction will be Chawton, Alton,
Hants.

‘I remain, dear Sir,
‘Yr faithful humb. Servt.

‘J. A.

‘I wish you would have the goodness to send a line by the
bearer, stating the day on which the set will be ready for the
Prince Regent.’

‘Hans Place, December  ().°
‘D S,––I am much obliged by yours, and very happy to

feel everything arranged to our mutual satisfaction. As to my
direction about the title-page, it was arising from my ignorance
only, and from my having never noticed the proper place for a
dedication.° I thank you for putting me right. Any deviation from
what is usually done in such cases is the last thing I should wish
for. I feel happy in having a friend to save me from the ill effect of
my own blunder.

‘Yours, dear Sir, &c.
‘J. A.’

‘Chawton, April , .°
‘D S,––I return you the “Quarterly Review” with many

thanks. The Authoress of “Emma” has no reason, I think, to
complain of her treatment in it, except in the total omission of
“Mansfield Park.” I cannot but be sorry that so clever a man as
the Reviewer of “Emma”° should consider it as unworthy of being
noticed. You will be pleased to hear that I have received the
Prince’s thanks for the handsome copy I sent him of “Emma.”
Whatever he may think of my share of the work, yours seems to
have been quite right.

‘In consequence of the late event in Henrietta Street,° I must re-
quest that if you should at any time have anything to communicate
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by letter, you will be so good as to write by the post, directing to
me (Miss J. Austen), Chawton, near Alton; and that for anything
of a larger bulk, you will add to the same direction, by Collier’s
Southampton coach.

‘I remain, dear Sir,
‘Yours very faithfully,

‘J. A.’

About the same time the following letters passed between the
Countess of Morley° and the writer of ‘Emma.’ I do not know
whether they were personally acquainted with each other, nor in
what this interchange of civilities originated:––

The Countess of Morley to Miss J. Austen

‘Saltram, December  ().

‘M,––I have been most anxiously waiting for an intro-
duction to “Emma,” and am infinitely obliged to you for your
kind recollection of me, which will procure me the pleasure of
her acquaintance some days sooner than I should otherwise have
had it. I am already become intimate with the Woodhouse family,
and feel that they will not amuse and interest me less than the
Bennetts, Bertrams, Norrises,° and all their admirable pre-
decessors. I can give them no higher praise.

‘I am, Madam, your much obliged
‘F. M.’

Miss J. Austen to the Countess of Morley

‘M,––Accept my thanks for the honour of your note,
and for your kind disposition in favour of “Emma.” In my
present state of doubt as to her reception in the world, it is
particularly gratifying to me to receive so early an assurance of
your Ladyship’s approbation. It encourages me to depend on the
same share of general good opinion which “Emma’s” predeces-
sors have experienced, and to believe that I have not yet, as
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almost every writer of fancy does sooner or later, overwritten
myself.

‘I am, Madam,
‘Your obliged and faithful Servt.

‘J. A.
‘December , .’
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CHAPTER VIII

Slow growth of her fame––Ill success of first attempts at publication––
Two Reviews of her works contrasted

S has any literary reputation been of such slow growth as
that of Jane Austen. Readers of the present day know the rank
that is generally assigned to her. They have been told by Arch-
bishop Whately, in his review of her works, and by Lord
Macaulay, in his review of Madame D’Arblay’s,° the reason why
the highest place is to be awarded to Jane Austen, as a truthful
drawer of character, and why she is to be classed with those who
have approached nearest, in that respect, to the great master
Shakspeare. They see her safely placed, by such authorities, in
her niche, not indeed amongst the highest orders of genius, but in
one confessedly her own, in our British temple of literary fame;
and it may be difficult to make them believe how coldly her works
were at first received, and how few readers had any appreciation
of their peculiar merits. Sometimes a friend or neighbour, who
chanced to know of our connection with the author, would con-
descend to speak with moderate approbation of ‘Sense and Sens-
ibility,’ or ‘Pride and Prejudice’; but if they had known that we, in
our secret thoughts, classed her with Madame D’Arblay or Miss
Edgeworth, or even with some other novel writers of the day
whose names are now scarcely remembered, they would have
considered it an amusing instance of family conceit. To the multi-
tude her works appeared tame and commonplace,1 poor in colour-
ing, and sadly deficient in incident and interest. It is true that we

1 A greater genius than my aunt shared with her the imputation of being common-
place. Lockhart, speaking of the low estimation in which Scott’s conversational powers
were held in the literary and scientific society of Edinburgh, says: ‘I think the epithet
most in vogue concerning it was “commonplace.” ’ He adds, however, that one of the
most eminent of that society was of a different opinion, ‘who, when some glib youth
chanced to echo in his hearing the consolatory tenet of local mediocrity, answered
quietly, “I have the misfortune to think differently from you––in my humble opinion
Walter Scott’s sense is a still more wonderful thing than his genius.” ’––Lockhart’s Life
of Scott, vol. iv. chap. v.



were sometimes cheered by hearing that a different verdict had
been pronounced by more competent judges: we were told how
some great statesman or distinguished poet held these works in
high estimation; we had the satisfaction of believing that they
were most admired by the best judges, and comforted ourselves
with Horace’s ‘satis est Equitem mihi plaudere.’° So much was
this the case, that one of the ablest men of my acquaintance1 said,
in that kind of jest which has much earnest in it, that he had
established it in his own mind, as a new test of ability, whether
people could or could not appreciate Miss Austen’s merits.

But though such golden opinions were now and then gathered
in, yet the wide field of public taste yielded no adequate return
either in praise or profit. Her reward was not to be the quick
return of the cornfield, but the slow growth of the tree which is to
endure to another generation. Her first attempts at publication
were very discouraging. In November, , her father wrote the
following letter to Mr. Cadell:––°

‘Sir,––I have in my possession a manuscript novel, comprising
 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 shd 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,
‘G A.’

‘Steventon, near Overton, Hants,
‘st Nov. .’

This proposal was declined by return of post! The work thus
summarily rejected must have been ‘Pride and Prejudice.’

The fate of ‘Northanger Abbey’ was still more humiliating. It
was sold, in , to a publisher in Bath,° for ten pounds, but it

1 The late Mr. R. H. Cheney.
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found so little favour in his eyes, that he chose to abide by his first
loss rather than risk farther expense by publishing such a work. It
seems to have lain for many years unnoticed in his drawers;
somewhat as the first chapters of ‘Waverley’ lurked forgotten
amongst the old fishing-tackle in Scott’s cabinet.° Tilneys,
Thorpes, and Morlands consigned apparently to eternal oblivion!
But when four novels of steadily increasing success had given the
writer some confidence in herself, she wished to recover the copy-
right of this early work. One of her brothers° undertook the nego-
tiation. He found the purchaser very willing to receive back his
money, and to resign all claim to the copyright. When the bargain
was concluded and the money paid, but not till then, the negoti-
ator had the satisfaction of informing him that the work which
had been so lightly esteemed was by the author of ‘Pride and
Prejudice.’ I do not think that she was herself much mortified by
the want of early success. She wrote for her own amusement.
Money, though acceptable, was not necessary for the moderate
expenses of her quiet home. Above all, she was blessed with a
cheerful contented disposition, and an humble mind; and so
lowly did she esteem her own claims, that when she received l.
from the sale of ‘Sense and Sensibility,’ she considered it a
prodigious recompense for that which had cost her nothing.° It
cannot be supposed, however, that she was altogether insensible
to the superiority of her own workmanship over that of some con-
temporaries who were then enjoying a brief popularity. Indeed a
few touches in the following extracts from two of her letters°
show that she was as quicksighted to absurdities in composition
as to those in living persons.

‘Mr. C.’s opinion is gone down in my list;° but as my paper
relates only to “Mansfield Park,” I may fortunately excuse myself
from entering Mr. D’s. I will redeem my credit with him by
writing a close imitation of “Self-Control,”° as soon as I can. I will
improve upon it. My heroine shall not only be wafted down an
American river in a boat by herself. She shall cross the Atlantic in
the same way; and never stop till she reaches Gravesend.’

‘We have got “Rosanne” in our Society,° and find it much as you
describe it; very good and clever, but tedious. Mrs. Hawkins’
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great excellence is on serious subjects. There are some very
delightful conversations and reflections on religion: but on lighter
topics I think she falls into many absurdities; and, as to love, her
heroine has very comical feelings. There are a thousand improb-
abilities in the story. Do you remember the two Miss Ormsdens
introduced just at last? Very flat and unnatural. Madelle. Cossart is
rather my passion.’

Two notices of her works appeared in the ‘Quarterly Review.’°
One in October , and another, more than three years after
her death, in January . The latter article is known to have
been from the pen of Whately, afterwards Archbishop of Dublin.1

They differ much from each other in the degree of praise which
they award, and I think also it may be said, in the ability with
which they are written. The first bestows some approval, but the
other expresses the warmest admiration. One can scarcely be
satisfied with the critical acumen of the former writer, who, in
treating of ‘Sense and Sensibility,’ takes no notice whatever of the
vigour with which many of the characters are drawn, but declares
that ‘the interest and merit of the piece depends altogether upon
the behaviour of the elder sister!’ Nor is he fair when, in ‘Pride
and Prejudice,’ he represents Elizabeth’s change of sentiments
towards Darcy as caused by the sight of his house and grounds.
But the chief discrepancy between the two reviewers is to be
found in their appreciation of the commonplace and silly char-
acters to be found in these novels. On this point the difference
almost amounts to a contradiction, such as one sometimes sees
drawn up in parallel columns, when it is desired to convict some
writer or some statesman of inconsistency. The Reviewer, in
, says: ‘The faults of these works arise from the minute detail
which the author’s plan comprehends. Characters of folly or sim-

1 Lockhart had supposed that this article had been written by Scott, because it
exactly accorded with the opinions which Scott had often been heard to express, but he
learned afterwards that it had been written by Whately; and Lockhart, who became the
Editor of the Quarterly, must have had the means of knowing the truth. (See Lockhart’s
Life of Sir Walter Scott, vol. v. p. .) I remember that, at the time when the review
came out, it was reported in Oxford that Whately had written the article at the request
of the lady whom he afterwards married. [JEAL does not appear to know that Scott
wrote the earlier of the two reviews.]
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plicity, such as those of old Woodhouse and Miss Bates, are
ridiculous when first presented, but if too often brought forward,
or too long dwelt on, their prosing is apt to become as tiresome in
fiction as in real society.’° The Reviewer, in , on the contrary,
singles out the fools as especial instances of the writer’s abilities,
and declares that in this respect she shows a regard to character
hardly exceeded by Shakspeare himself. These are his words:
‘Like him (Shakespeare) she shows as admirable a discrimination
in the character of fools as of people of sense; a merit which is far
from common. To invent indeed a conversation full of wisdom or
of wit requires that the writer should himself possess ability; but
the converse does not hold good, it is no fool that can describe
fools well; and many who have succeeded pretty well in painting
superior characters have failed in giving individuality to those
weaker ones which it is necessary to introduce in order to give a
faithful representation of real life: they exhibit to us mere folly in
the abstract, forgetting that to the eye of the skilful naturalist the
insects on a leaf present as wide differences as exist between the
lion and the elephant. Slender, and Shallow, and Aguecheek, as
Shakspeare has painted them, though equally fools, resemble one
another no more than Richard, and Macbeth, and Julius Cæsar;
and Miss Austen’s1 Mrs. Bennet, Mr. Rushworth, and Miss Bates
are no more alike than her Darcy, Knightley, and Edmund Ber-
tram. Some have complained indeed of finding her fools too
much like nature, and consequently tiresome. There is no disput-
ing about tastes; all we can say is, that such critics must (whatever
deference they may outwardly pay to received opinions) find the
“Merry Wives of Windsor” and “Twelfth Night” very tiresome;
and that those who look with pleasure at Wilkie’s pictures,° or
those of the Dutch school, must admit that excellence of imita-
tion may confer attraction on that which would be insipid or
disagreeable in the reality. Her minuteness of detail has also been
found fault with; but even where it produces, at the time, a degree
of tediousness, we know not whether that can justly be reckoned a
blemish, which is absolutely essential to a very high excellence.

1 In transcribing this passage I have taken the liberty so far to correct it as to spell her
name properly with an ‘e.’
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Now it is absolutely impossible, without this, to produce that
thorough acquaintance with the characters which is necessary to
make the reader heartily interested in them. Let any one cut out
from the “Iliad” or from Shakspeare’s plays everything (we are
far from saying that either might not lose some parts with advan-
tage, but let him reject everything) which is absolutely devoid of
importance and interest in itself; and he will find that what is left
will have lost more than half its charms. We are convinced that
some writers have diminished the effect of their works by being
scrupulous to admit nothing into them which had not some abso-
lute and independent merit. They have acted like those who strip
off the leaves of a fruit tree, as being of themselves good for
nothing, with the view of securing more nourishment to the fruit,
which in fact cannot attain its full maturity and flavour without
them.’°

The world, I think, has endorsed the opinion of the later
writer; but it would not be fair to set down the discrepancy
between the two entirely to the discredit of the former. The fact is
that, in the course of the intervening five years, these works had
been read and reread by many leaders in the literary world. The
public taste was forming itself all this time, and ‘grew by what it
fed on.’ These novels belong to a class which gain rather than lose
by frequent perusals, and it is probable that each Reviewer repre-
sented fairly enough the prevailing opinions of readers in the year
when each wrote.

Since that time, the testimonies in favour of Jane Austen’s
works have been continual and almost unanimous. They are fre-
quently referred to as models; nor have they lost their first dis-
tinction of being especially acceptable to minds of the highest
order. I shall indulge myself by collecting into the next chapter
instances of the homage paid to her by such persons.
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CHAPTER IX

Opinions expressed by eminent persons––Opinions of others of less
eminence––Opinion of American readers

I this list of the admirers of my Aunt’s works, I admit those
only whose eminence will be universally acknowledged. No doubt
the number might have been increased.

Southey, in a letter to Sir Egerton Brydges,° says: ‘You mention
Miss Austen. Her novels are more true to nature, and have, for
my sympathies, passages of finer feeling than any others of this
age. She was a person of whom I have heard so well and think so
highly, that I regret not having had an opportunity of testifying to
her the respect which I felt for her.’

It may be observed that Southey had probably heard from his
own family connections of the charm of her private character. A
friend of hers, the daughter of Mr. Bigge Wither, of Manydown
Park near Basingstoke, was married to Southey’s uncle, the Rev.
Herbert Hill,° who had been useful to his nephew in many ways,
and especially in supplying him with the means of attaining his
extensive knowledge of Spanish and Portuguese literature. Mr.
Hill had been Chaplain to the British Factory at Lisbon, where
Southey visited him and had the use of a library in those lan-
guages which his uncle had collected. Southey himself continu-
ally mentions his uncle Hill in terms of respect and gratitude.

S. T. Coleridge° would sometimes burst out into high
encomiums of Miss Austen’s novels as being, ‘in their way, per-
fectly genuine and individual productions.’

I remember Miss Mitford’s° saying to me: ‘I would almost cut
off one of my hands, if it would enable me to write like your aunt
with the other.’

The biographer of Sir J. Mackintosh° says: ‘Something recalled
to his mind the traits of character which are so delicately touched
in Miss Austen’s novels . . . He said that there was genius in
sketching out that new kind of novel . . . He was vexed for the



credit of the “Edinburgh Review” that it had left her unnoticed.1

. . . The “Quarterly” had done her more justice . . . It was impos-
sible for a foreigner to understand fully the merit of her works.
Madame de Staël,° to whom he had recommended one of her
novels, found no interest in it; and in her note to him in reply said
it was “vulgaire”: and yet, he said, nothing could be more true
than what he wrote in answer: “There is no book which that word
would so little suit.” . . . Every village could furnish matter for a
novel to Miss Austen. She did not need the common materials for
a novel, strong emotions, or strong incidents.’2

It was not, however, quite impossible for a foreigner to appreci-
ate these works; for Mons. Guizot° writes thus: ‘I am a great novel
reader, but I seldom read German or French novels. The char-
acters are too artificial. My delight is to read English novels,
particularly those written by women. “C’est toute une école de
morale.” Miss Austen, Miss Ferrier, &c., form a school which in
the excellence and profusion of its productions resembles the
cloud of dramatic poets of the great Athenian age.’

In the ‘Keepsake’ of ° the following lines appeared, written
by Lord Morpeth, afterwards seventh Earl of Carlisle, and Lord-
Lieutenant of Ireland, accompanying an illustration of a lady
reading a novel.

Beats thy quick pulse o’er Inchbald’s thrilling leaf,
Brunton’s high moral, Opie’s deep wrought grief?
Has the mild chaperon claimed thy yielding heart,
Carroll’s dark page, Trevelyan’s gentle art?
Or is it thou, all perfect Austen? Here
Let one poor wreath adorn thy early bier,
That scarce allowed thy modest youth to claim
Its living portion of thy certain fame!
Oh! Mrs. Bennet! Mrs. Norris too!
While memory survives we’ll dream of you.
And Mr. Woodhouse, whose abstemious lip
Must thin, but not too thin, his gruel sip.

1 Incidentally she had received high praise in Lord Macaulay’s Review of Madame
D’Arblay’s Works in the ‘Edinburgh.’ [Edinburgh Review,  (Jan. ), –.]

2 Life of Sir J. Mackintosh, vol. ii, p. . [R. J. Mackintosh, Memoirs of the Life of the
Right Honourable Sir James Mackintosh ( vols., ).]
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Miss Bates, our idol, though the village bore;
And Mrs. Elton, ardent to explore.
While the clear style flows on without pretence,
With unstained purity, and unmatched sense:
Or, if a sister e’er approached the throne,
She called the rich ‘inheritance’ her own.

The admiration felt by Lord Macaulay° would probably have
taken a very practical form, if his life had been prolonged. I have
the authority of his sister, Lady Trevelyan, for stating that he had
intended to undertake the task upon which I have ventured. He
purposed to write a memoir of Miss Austen, with criticisms on
her works, to prefix it to a new edition of her novels, and from the
proceeds of the sale to erect a monument to her memory in Win-
chester Cathedral. Oh! that such an idea had been realised! That
portion of the plan in which Lord Macaulay’s success would have
been most certain might have been almost sufficient for his
object. A memoir written by him would have been a monument.

I am kindly permitted by Sir Henry Holland° to give the follow-
ing quotation from his printed but unpublished recollections of
his past life:––

‘I have the picture still before me of Lord Holland lying on his
bed, when attacked with gout, his admirable sister, Miss Fox,
beside him reading aloud, as she always did on these occasions,
some one of Miss Austen’s novels, of which he was never wear-
ied. I well recollect the time when these charming novels, almost
unique in their style of humour, burst suddenly on the world. It
was sad that their writer did not live to witness the growth of her
fame.’

My brother-in-law, Sir Denis Le Marchant,° has supplied me
with the following anecdotes from his own recollections:––

‘When I was a student at Trinity College, Cambridge, Mr.
Whewell,° then a Fellow and afterwards Master of the College,
often spoke to me with admiration of Miss Austen’s novels. On
one occasion I said that I had found “Persuasion” rather dull. He
quite fired up in defence of it, insisting that it was the most
beautiful of her works. This accomplished philosopher was
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deeply versed in works of fiction. I recollect his writing to me
from Caernarvon, where he had the charge of some pupils, that
he was weary of his stay, for he had read the circulating library
twice through.

‘During a visit I paid to Lord Lansdowne,° at Bowood, in ,
one of Miss Austen’s novels became the subject of conversation
and of praise, especially from Lord Lansdowne, who observed
that one of the circumstances of his life which he looked back
upon with vexation was that Miss Austen should once have been
living some weeks in his neighbourhood without his knowing it.

‘I have heard Sydney Smith,° more than once, dwell with elo-
quence on the merits of Miss Austen’s novels. He told me he
should have enjoyed giving her the pleasure of reading her praises
in the “Edinburgh Review.” “Fanny Price” was one of his prime
favourites.’

I close this list of testimonies, this long ‘Catena Patrum,’° with
the remarkable words of Sir Walter Scott, taken from his diary for
March , :1 ‘Read again, for the third time at least, Miss
Austen’s finely written° novel of “Pride and Prejudice.” That
young lady had a talent for describing the involvements and feel-
ings and characters of ordinary life, which is to me the most
wonderful I ever met with. The big Bow-Wow strain I can do
myself like any now going; but the exquisite touch which renders
ordinary common-place things and characters interesting from
the truth of the description and the sentiment is denied to me.
What a pity such a gifted creature died so early!’ The well-worn
condition of Scott’s own copy of these works attests that they
were much read in his family. When I visited Abbotsford, a few
years after Scott’s death, I was permitted, as an unusual favour, to
take one of these volumes in my hands. One cannot suppress the
wish that she had lived to know what such men thought of her
powers, and how gladly they would have cultivated a personal
acquaintance with her. I do not think that it would at all have
impaired the modest simplicity of her character; or that we should
have lost our own dear ‘Aunt Jane’ in the blaze of literary fame.

1 Lockhart’s Life of Scott, vol. vi. chap. vii.
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It may be amusing to contrast with these testimonies from the
great, the opinions expressed by other readers of more ordinary
intellect. The author herself has left a list of criticisms° which it
had been her amusement to collect, through means of her friends.
This list contains much of warm-hearted sympathising praise,
interspersed with some opinions which may be considered
surprising.

One lady could say nothing better of ‘Mansfield Park,’ than
that it was ‘a mere novel.’

Another owned that she thought ‘Sense and Sensibility’ and
‘Pride and Prejudice’ downright nonsense; but expected to like
‘Mansfield Park’ better, and having finished the first volume,
hoped that she had got through the worst.

Another did not like ‘Mansfield Park.’ Nothing interesting in
the characters. Language poor.

One gentleman read the first and last chapters of ‘Emma,’ but
did not look at the rest, because he had been told that it was not
interesting.

The opinions of another gentleman about ‘Emma’ were so bad
that they could not be reported to the author.

‘Quot homines, tot sententiæ.’°
Thirty-five years after her death there came also a voice of

praise from across the Atlantic. In  the following letter was
received by her brother Sir Francis Austen:––

‘Boston, Massachusetts, U.S.A.
th Jan. .

‘Since high critical authority has pronounced the delineations
of character in the works of Jane Austen second only to those of
Shakspeare, transatlantic admiration appears superfluous; yet it
may not be uninteresting to her family to receive an assurance
that the influence of her genius is extensively recognised in the
American Republic, even by the highest judicial authorities. The
late Mr. Chief Justice Marshall, of the supreme Court of the
United States, and his associate Mr. Justice Story, highly esti-
mated and admired Miss Austen, and to them we owe our intro-
duction to her society. For many years her talents have brightened
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our daily path, and her name and those of her characters are
familiar to us as “household words.” We have long wished to
express to some of her family the sentiments of gratitude and
affection she has inspired, and request more information relative
to her life than is given in the brief memoir prefixed to her works.

‘Having accidentally heard that a brother of Jane Austen held a
high rank in the British Navy, we have obtained his address from
our friend Admiral Wormley, now resident in Boston, and we
trust this expression of our feeling will be received by her rela-
tions with the kindness and urbanity characteristic of Admirals of
her creation. Sir Francis Austen, or one of his family, would con-
fer a great favour by complying with our request. The autograph
of his sister, or a few lines in her handwriting, would be placed
among our chief treasures.

‘The family who delight in the companionship of Jane Austen,
and who present this petition, are of English origin. Their ances-
tor held a high rank among the first emigrants to New England,
and his name and character have been ably represented by his
descendants in various public stations of trust and responsibility
to the present time in the colony and state of Massachusetts. A
letter addressed to Miss Quincey, care of the Honble Josiah
Quincey, Boston, Massachusetts, would reach its destination.’

Sir Francis Austen returned a suitable reply to this application;
and sent a long letter of his sister’s,° which, no doubt, still occu-
pies the place of honour promised by the Quincey family.
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CHAPTER X

Observations on the Novels

I is not the object of these memoirs to attempt a criticism on
Jane Austen’s novels. Those particulars only have been noticed
which could be illustrated by the circumstances of her own life;
but I now desire to offer a few observations on them, and espe-
cially on one point, on which my age renders me a competent
witness––the fidelity with which they represent the opinions and
manners of the class of society in which the author lived early in
this century. They do this the more faithfully on account of the
very deficiency with which they have been sometimes charged––
namely, that they make no attempt to raise the standard of human
life, but merely represent it as it was. They certainly were not
written to support any theory or inculcate any particular moral,
except indeed the great moral which is to be equally gathered
from an observation of the course of actual life––namely, the
superiority of high over low principles, and of greatness over
littleness of mind. These writings are like photographs, in which
no feature is softened; no ideal expression is introduced, all is the
unadorned reflection of the natural object; and the value of such a
faithful likeness must increase as time gradually works more and
more changes in the face of society itself. A remarkable instance
of this is to be found in her portraiture of the clergy. She was the
daughter and the sister of clergymen, who certainly were not low
specimens of their order: and she has chosen three of her heroes
from that profession; but no one in these days can think that
either Edmund Bertram or Henry Tilney had adequate ideas of
the duties of a parish minister. Such, however, were the opinions
and practice then prevalent among respectable and conscientious
clergymen before their minds had been stirred, first by the Evan-
gelical, and afterwards by the High Church movement which this
century has witnessed. The country may be congratulated which,



on looking back to such a fixed landmark, can find that it has been
advancing instead of receding from it.

The long interval that elapsed between the completion of
‘Northanger Abbey’ in ,° and the commencement of ‘Mans-
field Park’ in , may sufficiently account for any difference of
style which may be perceived between her three earlier and her
three later productions. If the former showed quite as much ori-
ginality and genius, they may perhaps be thought to have less of
the faultless finish and high polish which distinguish the latter.
The characters of the John Dashwoods, Mr. Collins, and the
Thorpes stand out from the canvas with a vigour and originality
which cannot be surpassed; but I think that in her last three
works are to be found a greater refinement of taste, a more nice
sense of propriety, and a deeper insight into the delicate anatomy
of the human heart, marking the difference between the brilliant
girl and the mature woman. Far from being one of those who
have over-written themselves, it may be affirmed that her fame
would have stood on a narrower and less firm basis, if she had not
lived to resume her pen at Chawton.

Some persons have surmised that she took her characters from
individuals with whom she had been acquainted. They were so
life-like that it was assumed that they must once have lived, and
have been transferred bodily, as it were, into her pages. But surely
such a supposition betrays an ignorance of the high prerogative
of genius to create out of its own resources imaginary characters,
who shall be true to nature and consistent in themselves. Perhaps,
however, the distinction between keeping true to nature and ser-
vilely copying any one specimen of it is not always clearly appre-
hended. It is indeed true, both of the writer and of the painter,
that he can use only such lineaments as exist, and as he has
observed to exist, in living objects; otherwise he would produce
monsters instead of human beings; but in both it is the office of
high art to mould these features into new combinations, and to
place them in the attitudes, and impart to them the expressions
which may suit the purposes of the artist; so that they are nature,
but not exactly the same nature which had come before his eyes;
just as honey can be obtained only from the natural flowers which
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the bee has sucked; yet it is not a reproduction of the odour or
flavour of any particular flower, but becomes something different
when it has gone through the process of transformation which
that little insect is able to effect. Hence, in the case of painters,
arises the superiority of original compositions over portrait paint-
ing. Reynolds was exercising a higher faculty when he designed
Comedy and Tragedy contending for Garrick, than when he
merely took a likeness of that actor.° The same difference exists in
writings between the original conceptions of Shakspeare and
some other creative geniuses, and such full-length likenesses of
individual persons, ‘The Talking Gentleman’ for instance, as are
admirably drawn by Miss Mitford.° Jane Austen’s powers, what-
ever may be the degree in which she possessed them, were cer-
tainly of that higher order. She did not copy individuals, but she
invested her own creations with individuality of character. A
reviewer in the ‘Quarterly’° speaks of an acquaintance who, ever
since the publication of ‘Pride and Prejudice,’ had been called by
his friends Mr. Bennet, but the author did not know him. Her
own relations never recognised any individual in her characters;
and I can call to mind several of her acquaintance whose peculiar-
ities were very tempting and easy to be caricatured of whom there
are no traces in her pages. She herself, when questioned on the
subject by a friend,° expressed a dread of what she called such an
‘invasion of social proprieties.’ She said that she thought it quite
fair to note peculiarities and weaknesses, but that it was her desire
to create, not to reproduce; ‘besides,’ she added, ‘I am too proud
of my gentlemen to admit that they were only Mr. A. or Colonel
B.’ She did not, however, suppose that her imaginary characters
were of a higher order than are to be found in nature; for she said,
when speaking of two of her great favourites, Edmund Bertram
and Mr. Knightley: ‘They are very far from being what I know
English gentlemen often are.’

She certainly took a kind of parental interest in the beings
whom she had created, and did not dismiss them from her
thoughts when she had finished her last chapter. We have seen, in
one of her letters, her personal affection for Darcy and Elizabeth;°
and when sending a copy of ‘Emma’ to a friend whose daughter
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had been lately born, she wrote thus: ‘I trust you will be as glad to
see my “Emma,” as I shall be to see your Jemima.’° She was very
fond of Emma, but did not reckon on her being a general favour-
ite; for, when commencing that work, she said, ‘I am going to take
a heroine whom no one but myself will much like.’° She would, if
asked, tell us many little particulars about the subsequent career
of some of her people.° In this traditionary way we learned that
Miss Steele never succeeded in catching the Doctor; that Kitty
Bennet was satisfactorily married to a clergyman near Pemberley,
while Mary obtained nothing higher than one of her uncle
Philip’s clerks, and was content to be considered a star in the
society of Meriton; that the ‘considerable sum’ given by Mrs.
Norris to William Price was one pound; that Mr. Woodhouse
survived his daughter’s marriage, and kept her and Mr. Knight-
ley from settling at Donwell, about two years; and that the letters
placed by Frank Churchill before Jane Fairfax, which she swept
away unread, contained the word ‘pardon.’ Of the good people in
‘Northanger Abbey’ and ‘Persuasion’ we know nothing more
than what is written: for before those works were published their
author had been taken away from us, and all such amusing com-
munications had ceased for ever.
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CHAPTER XI

Declining health of Jane Austen––Elasticity of her spirits––Her
resignation and humility––Her death

E in the year  some family troubles° disturbed the usu-
ally tranquil course of Jane Austen’s life; and it is probable that
the inward malady, which was to prove ultimately fatal, was
already felt by her; for some distant friends,1 whom she visited in
the spring of that year, thought that her health was somewhat
impaired, and observed that she went about her old haunts, and
recalled old recollections connected with them in a particular
manner, as if she did not expect ever to see them again. It is not
surprising that, under these circumstances, some of her letters
were of a graver tone than had been customary with her, and
expressed resignation rather than cheerfulness. In reference to
these troubles in a letter to her brother Charles,° after mentioning
that she had been laid up with an attack of bilious fever, she says:
‘I live up stairs for the present and am coddled. I am the only one
of the party who has been so silly, but a weak body must excuse
weak nerves.’ And again, to another correspondent:° ‘But I am
getting too near complaint; it has been the appointment of God,
however secondary causes may have operated.’ But the elasticity
of her spirits soon recovered their tone. It was in the latter half of
that year that she addressed the two following lively letters to a
nephew, one while he was at Winchester School, the other soon
after he had left it:––

‘Chawton, July , .

‘M D E.°––Many thanks. A thank for every line, and as
many to Mr. W. Digweed for coming. We have been wanting very
much to hear of your mother,° and are happy to find she continues

1 The Fowles, of Kintbury, in Berkshire. [Eliza Lloyd, elder sister of Martha and
Mary, had married her cousin Fulwar Craven Fowle, a former pupil of JA’s father at
Steventon and brother of Cassandra’s dead fiancé Tom Fowle.]



to mend, but her illness must have been a very serious one
indeed. When she is really recovered, she ought to try change of air,
and come over to us. Tell your father that I am very much obliged
to him for his share of your letter, and most sincerely join in the
hope of her being eventually much the better for her present
discipline. She has the comfort moreover of being confined in
such weather as gives one little temptation to be out. It is really
too bad, and has been too bad for a long time, much worse than
any one can bear, and I begin to think it will never be fine again.
This is a finesse° of mine, for I have often observed that if one
writes about the weather, it is generally completely changed
before the letter is read. I wish it may prove so now, and that
when Mr. W. Digweed reaches Steventon to-morrow, he may find
you have had a long series of hot dry weather. We are a small
party at present, only grandmamma, Mary Jane,° and myself. Yal-
den’s coach cleared off the rest yesterday.° I am glad you recol-
lected to mention your being come home.1 My heart began to sink
within me when I had got so far through your letter without its
being mentioned. I was dreadfully afraid that you might be
detained at Winchester by severe illness, confined to your bed
perhaps, and quite unable to hold a pen, and only dating from
Steventon in order, with a mistaken sort of tenderness, to deceive
me. But now I have no doubt of your being at home. I am sure
you would not say it so seriously unless it actually were so. We saw
a countless number of post-chaises full of boys pass by yesterday
morning2–– full of future heroes, legislators, fools, and villains.
You have never thanked me for my last letter, which went by the
cheese. I cannot bear not to be thanked. You will not pay us a visit
yet of course; we must not think of it. Your mother must get well
first, and you must go to Oxford and not be elected;° after that a
little change of scene may be good for you, and your physicians I
hope will order you to the sea, or to a house by the side of a very

1 It seems that her young correspondent, after dating from his home, had been so
superfluous as to state in his letter that he was returned home, and thus to have drawn
on himself this banter.

2 The road by which many Winchester boys returned home ran close to Chawton
Cottage.
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considerable pond.1 Oh! it rains again. It beats against the win-
dow. Mary Jane and I have been wet through once already to-day;
we set off in the donkey-carriage for Farringdon, as I wanted to
see the improvement° Mr. Woolls is making, but we were obliged
to turn back before we got there, but not soon enough to avoid a
pelter all the way home. We met Mr. Woolls. I talked of its being
bad weather for the hay, and he returned me the comfort of its
being much worse for the wheat. We hear that Mrs. S. does not
quit Tangier:° why and wherefore? Do you know that our Brown-
ing is gone? You must prepare for a William when you come, a
good-looking lad, civil and quiet, and seeming likely to do. Good
bye. I am sure Mr. W.D.2 will be astonished at my writing so
much, for the paper is so thin that he will be able to count the
lines if not to read them.

‘Yours affecly,
‘J A.’

In the next letter will be found her description of her own style
of composition, which has already appeared in the notice prefixed
to ‘Northanger Abbey’ and ‘Persuasion’:––

‘Chawton, Monday, Dec. th ().

‘M D E.,°––One reason for my writing to you now is, that
I may have the pleasure of directing to you Esqre. I give you joy of
having left Winchester. Now you may own how miserable you
were there; now it will gradually all come out, your crimes and
your miseries––how often you went up by the Mail to London
and threw away fifty guineas at a tavern, and how often you were
on the point of hanging yourself, restrained only, as some ill-
natured aspersion upon poor old Winton has it, by the want of a
tree within some miles of the city. Charles Knight° and his com-
panions passed through Chawton about  this morning; later than
it used to be. Uncle Henry and I had a glimpse of his handsome

1 There was, though it exists no longer, a pond close to Chawton Cottage, at the
junction of the Winchester and Gosport roads.

2 Mr. Digweed, who conveyed the letters to and from Chawton, was the gentleman
named in page ,° as renting the old manor-house and the large farm at Steventon.

Declining Health



face, looking all health and good humour. I wonder when you
will come and see us. I know what I rather speculate upon, but
shall say nothing. We think uncle Henry in excellent looks. Look
at him this moment, and think so too, if you have not done it
before; and we have the great comfort of seeing decided
improvement in uncle Charles, both as to health, spirits, and
appearance. And they are each of them so agreeable in their
different way, and harmonise so well, that their visit is thorough
enjoyment. Uncle Henry writes very superior sermons.° You and
I must try to get hold of one or two, and put them into our
novels: it would be a fine help to a volume; and we could make
our heroine read it aloud on a Sunday evening, just as well as
Isabella Wardour, in the “Antiquary,” is made to read the “His-
tory of the Hartz Demon” in the ruins of St. Ruth, though I
believe, on recollection, Lovell is the reader.° By the bye, my dear
E., I am quite concerned for the loss your mother mentions in
her letter. Two chapters and a half ° to be missing is monstrous! It
is well that I have not been at Steventon lately, and therefore
cannot be suspected of purloining them: two strong twigs and a
half towards a nest of my own would have been something. I do
not think, however, that any theft of that sort would be really
very useful to me. What should I do with your strong, manly,
vigorous sketches,° full of variety and glow? How could I pos-
sibly join them on to the little bit (two inches wide) of ivory on
which I work with so fine a brush, as produces little effect after
much labour?

‘You will hear from uncle Henry how well Anna is.° She seems
perfectly recovered. Ben was here on Saturday, to ask uncle
Charles and me to dine with them, as to-morrow, but I was forced
to decline it, the walk is beyond my strength (though I am other-
wise very well), and this is not a season for donkey-carriages; and
as we do not like to spare uncle Charles, he has declined it too.
Tuesday. Ah, ha! Mr. E. I doubt your seeing uncle Henry at
Steventon to-day. The weather will prevent your expecting him, I
think. Tell your father, with aunt Cass’s love and mine, that the
pickled cucumbers are extremely good, and tell him also––“tell
him what you will.”° No, don’t tell him what you will, but tell him
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that grandmamma begs him to make Joseph Hall° pay his rent, if
he can.

‘You must not be tired of reading the word uncle, for I have not
done with it. Uncle Charles thanks your mother for her letter; it
was a great pleasure to him to know that the parcel was received
and gave so much satisfaction, and he begs her to be so good as to
give three shillings for him to Dame Staples,° which shall be
allowed for in the payment of her debt here.

‘Adieu, Amiable! I hope Caroline behaves well to you.
‘Yours affecly,

‘J. A.’

I cannot tell how soon she was aware of the serious nature of
her malady. By God’s mercy it was not attended with much
suffering; so that she was able to tell her friends as in the fore-
going letter, and perhaps sometimes to persuade herself that,
excepting want of strength, she was ‘otherwise very well;’ but the
progress of the disease became more and more manifest as the
year advanced. The usual walk was at first shortened, and then
discontinued; and air was sought in a donkey-carriage. Grad-
ually, too, her habits of activity within the house ceased, and she
was obliged to lie down much. The sitting-room contained only
one sofa, which was frequently occupied by her mother, who was
more than seventy years old. Jane would never use it, even in her
mother’s absence; but she contrived a sort of couch for herself
with two or three chairs, and was pleased to say that this
arrangement was more comfortable to her than a real sofa. Her
reasons for this might have been left to be guessed, but for the
importunities of a little niece,° which obliged her to explain that
if she herself had shown any inclination to use the sofa, her
mother might have scrupled being on it so much as was good for
her.

It is certain, however, that the mind did not share in this decay
of the bodily strength. ‘Persuasion’ was not finished before the
middle of August in that year; and the manner in which it was
then completed affords proof that neither the critical nor the
creative powers of the author were at all impaired. The book had
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been brought to an end in July;° and the re-engagement of the hero
and heroine effected in a totally different manner in a scene laid at
Admiral Croft’s lodgings. But her performance did not satisfy
her. She thought it tame and flat, and was desirous of producing
something better. This weighed upon her mind, the more so
probably on account of the weak state of her health; so that one
night she retired to rest in very low spirits. But such depression
was little in accordance with her nature, and was soon shaken off.
The next morning she awoke to more cheerful views and brighter
inspirations: the sense of power revived; and imagination
resumed its course. She cancelled the condemned chapter, and
wrote two others, entirely different, in its stead.° The result is that
we possess the visit of the Musgrove party to Bath; the crowded
and animated scenes at the White Hart Hotel; and the charming
conversation between Capt. Harville and Anne Elliot, overheard
by Capt. Wentworth, by which the two faithful lovers were at last
led to understand each other’s feelings. The tenth and eleventh
chapters of ‘Persuasion’ then, rather than the actual winding-up
of the story, contain the latest of her printed compositions, her
last contribution to the entertainment of the public. Perhaps it
may be thought that she has seldom written anything more bril-
liant; and that, independent of the original manner in which the
dénouement is brought about, the pictures of Charles Musgrove’s
goodnatured boyishness and of his wife’s jealous selfishness
would have been incomplete without these finishing strokes. The
cancelled chapter exists in manuscript. It is certainly inferior to
the two which were substituted for it: but it was such as some
writers and some readers might have been contented with; and it
contained touches which scarcely any other hand could have
given, the suppression of which may be almost a matter of
regret.1

The following letter° was addressed to her friend Miss Bigg,
then staying at Streatham with her sister, the wife of the Rever-
end Herbert Hill, uncle of Robert Southey.° It appears to have
been written three days before she began her last work,° which will

1 This cancelled chapter is now printed, in compliance with the requests addressed to
me from several quarters. [Not included here.]
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be noticed in another chapter; and shows that she was not at that
time aware of the serious nature of her malady:––

‘Chawton, January , .

‘M  A,°––I think it time there should be a little
writing between us, though I believe the epistolary debt is on your
side, and I hope this will find all the Streatham party well, neither
carried away by the flood, nor rheumatic through the damps.
Such mild weather is, you know, delightful to us, and though we
have a great many ponds, and a fine running stream through the
meadows on the other side of the road, it is nothing but what
beautifies us and does to talk of. I have certainly gained strength
through the winter and am not far from being well; and I think I
understand my own case now so much better than I did, as to be
able by care to keep off any serious return of illness. I am con-
vinced° that bile is at the bottom of all I have suffered, which
makes it easy to know how to treat myself. You will be glad to hear
thus much of me, I am sure. We have just had a few days’ visit
from Edward, who brought us a good account of his father,° and
the very circumstance of his coming at all, of his father’s being
able to spare him, is itself a good account. He grows still, and still
improves in appearance, at least in the estimation of his aunts,
who love him better and better, as they see the sweet temper and
warm affections of the boy confirmed in the young man: I tried
hard to persuade him that he must have some message for Wil-
liam,1 but in vain. . . . This is not a time of year for donkey-
carriages, and our donkeys are necessarily having so long a run of
luxurious idleness that I suppose we shall find they have forgotten
much of their education when we use them again. We do not use
two at once however; don’t imagine such excesses . . . Our own
new clergyman2 is expected here very soon, perhaps in time to
assist Mr. Papillon on Sunday. I shall be very glad when the first
hearing is over. It will be a nervous hour for our pew, though we
hear that he acquits himself with as much ease and collectedness,

1 Miss Bigg’s nephew, the present Sir William Heathcote, of Hursley. [JEAL’s boy-
hood friend, who probably lent the letter for use in Ed.  of the Memoir.]

2 Her brother Henry, who had been ordained late in life.
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as if he had been used to it all his life. We have no chance we know
of seeing you between Streatham and Winchester:° you go the
other road and are engaged to two or three houses; if there should
be any change, however, you know how welcome you would
be. . . . We have been reading the “Poet’s Pilgrimage to Water-
loo,”° and generally with much approbation. Nothing will please
all the world, you know; but parts of it suit me better than much
that he has written before. The opening–– the proem I believe he
calls it–– is very beautiful. Poor man! one cannot but grieve for the
loss of the son so fondly described. Has he at all recovered it?
What do Mr. and Mrs. Hill know about his present state?

‘Yours aff ly,
‘J. A.

‘The real object of this letter is to ask you for a receipt, but I
thought it genteel not to let it appear early. We remember some
excellent orange wine at Manydown, made from Seville oranges,
entirely or chiefly. I should be very much obliged to you for the
receipt, if you can command it within a few weeks.’

On the day before, January rd, she had written to her niece°
in the same hopeful tone: ‘I feel myself getting stronger than I
was, and can so perfectly walk to Alton, or back again without
fatigue, that I hope to be able to do both when summer comes.’

Alas! summer came to her only on her deathbed. March th is
the last date to be found in the manuscript on which she was
engaged; and as the watch of the drowned man indicates the time
of his death, so does this final date seem to fix the period when
her mind could no longer pursue its accustomed course.

And here I cannot do better than quote the words of the niece°
to whose private records of her aunt’s life and character I have
been so often indebted:––‘I do not know how early the alarming
symptoms of her malady came on. It was in the following March
that I had the first idea of her being seriously ill. It had been
settled that about the end of that month, or the beginning of
April, I should spend a few days at Chawton, in the absence of my
father and mother, who were just then engaged with Mrs. Leigh
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Perrot in arranging her late husband’s affairs;° but Aunt Jane
became too ill to have me in the house, and so I went instead to
my sister Mrs. Lefroy at Wyards’. The next day we walked over
to Chawton to make enquiries after our aunt. She was then keep-
ing her room, but said she would see us, and we went up to her.
She was in her dressing gown, and was sitting quite like an invalid
in an arm-chair, but she got up and kindly greeted us, and then,
pointing to seats which had been arranged for us by the fire, she
said, “There is a chair for the married lady, and a little stool for
you, Caroline.”1 It is strange, but those trifling words were the
last of hers that I can remember, for I retain no recollection of
what was said by anyone in the conversation that ensued. I was
struck by the alteration in herself. She was very pale, her voice
was weak and low, and there was about her a general appearance
of debility and suffering; but I have been told that she never had
much acute pain. She was not equal to the exertion of talking to
us, and our visit to the sick room was a very short one, Aunt
Cassandra soon taking us away. I do not suppose we stayed a
quarter of an hour; and I never saw Aunt Jane again.’

In May  she was persuaded to remove to Winchester, for
the sake of medical advice from Mr. Lyford.° The Lyfords have,
for some generations, maintained a high character in Winchester
for medical skill, and the Mr. Lyford of that day was a man of
more than provincial reputation, in whom great London practi-
tioners expressed confidence. Mr. Lyford spoke encouragingly. It
was not, of course, his business to extinguish hope in his patient,
but I believe that he had, from the first, very little expectation of a
permanent cure. All that was gained by the removal from home
was the satisfaction of having done the best that could be done,
together with such alleviations of suffering as superior medical
skill could afford.

Jane and her sister Cassandra took lodgings in College Street.°
They had two kind friends living in the Close, Mrs. Heathcote
and Miss Bigg, the mother and aunt of the present Sir Wm.
Heathcote of Hursley, between whose family and ours a close

1 The writer was at that time under twelve years old.
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friendship has existed for several generations. These friends did
all that they could to promote the comfort of the sisters, during
that sad sojourn in Winchester, both by their society, and by
supplying those little conveniences in which a lodging-house was
likely to be deficient. It was shortly after settling in these lodgings
that she wrote to a nephew the following characteristic letter, no
longer, alas! in her former strong, clear hand.

‘Mrs. David’s, College St., Winton,
Tuesday, May th.

‘There is no better way, my dearest E.,° of thanking you for
your affectionate concern for me during my illness than by telling
you myself, as soon as possible, that I continue to get better. I will
not boast of my handwriting; neither that nor my face have
yet recovered their proper beauty, but in other respects I gain
strength very fast. I am now out of bed from  in the morning to
 at night: upon the sofa, it is true, but I eat my meals with aunt
Cassandra in a rational way, and can employ myself, and walk
from one room to another. Mr. Lyford says he will cure me, and if
he fails, I shall draw up a memorial and lay it before the Dean and
Chapter, and have no doubt of redress from that pious, learned,
and disinterested body. Our lodgings are very comfortable. We
have a neat little drawing-room with a bow window overlooking
Dr. Gabell’s garden.1 Thanks to the kindness of your father and
mother in sending me their carriage, my journey hither on Satur-
day was performed with very little fatigue, and had it been a fine
day, I think I should have felt none; but it distressed me to see
uncle Henry and Wm. Knight, who kindly attended us on horse-
back, riding in the rain almost the whole way. We expect a visit
from them to-morrow, and hope they will stay the night; and on
Thursday, which is a confirmation and a holiday, we are to get
Charles° out to breakfast. We have had but one visit from him,
poor fellow, as he is in sick-room, but he hopes to be out to-night.
We see Mrs. Heathcote every day, and William° is to call upon us
soon. God bless you, my dear E. If ever you are ill, may you be as

1 It was the corner house in College Street, at the entrance to Commoners. [Henry
Dyson Gabell, headmaster of Winchester College, –.]
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tenderly nursed as I have been. May the same blessed alleviations
of anxious, sympathising friends be yours: and may you possess,
as I dare say you will, the greatest blessing of all in the conscious-
ness of not being unworthy of their love. I could not feel this.

‘Your very affecte Aunt,
‘J. A.’

The following extract from a letter which has been before
printed,° written soon after the former, breathes the same spirit of
humility and thankfulness:––

‘I will only say further that my dearest sister, my tender, watch-
ful, indefatigable nurse, has not been made ill by her exertions. As
to what I owe her, and the anxious affection of all my beloved
family on this occasion, I can only cry over it, and pray God to
bless them more and more.’

Throughout her illness she was nursed by her sister, often
assisted by her sister-in-law, my mother.° Both were with her
when she died. Two of her brothers, who were clergymen,° lived
near enough to Winchester to be in frequent attendance, and to
administer the services suitable for a Christian’s death-bed.
While she used the language of hope to her correspondents, she
was fully aware of her danger, though not appalled by it. It is true
that there was much to attach her to life. She was happy in her
family; she was just beginning to feel confidence in her own suc-
cess; and, no doubt, the exercise of her great talents was an
enjoyment in itself. We may well believe that she would gladly
have lived longer; but she was enabled without dismay or com-
plaint to prepare for death. She was a humble, believing Chris-
tian. Her life had been passed in the performance of home duties,
and the cultivation of domestic affections, without any self-
seeking or craving after applause. She had always sought, as it
were by instinct, to promote the happiness of all who came within
her influence, and doubtless she had her reward in the peace of
mind which was granted her in her last days. Her sweetness of
temper never failed. She was ever considerate and grateful to
those who attended on her. At times, when she felt rather better,
her playfulness of spirit revived, and she amused them even in
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their sadness.° Once, when she thought herself near her end, she
said what she imagined might be her last words to those around
her, and particularly thanked her sister-in-law for being with her,
saying: ‘You have always been a kind sister to me, Mary.’° When
the end at last came, she sank rapidly, and on being asked by her
attendants whether there was anything that she wanted, her reply
was, ‘Nothing but death.’ These were her last words. In quietness
and peace she breathed her last on the morning of July , .

On the th of that month she was buried in Winchester Cath-
edral, near the centre of the north aisle, almost opposite to the
beautiful chantry tomb of William of Wykeham. A large slab of
black marble in the pavement marks the place. Her own family
only attended the funeral. Her sister returned to her desolated
home, there to devote herself, for ten years, to the care of her aged
mother; and to live much on the memory of her lost sister, till
called many years later to rejoin her. Her brothers went back
sorrowing to their several homes. They were very fond and very
proud of her. They were attached to her by her talents, her vir-
tues, and her engaging manners; and each loved afterwards to
fancy a resemblance in some niece or daughter of his own to the
dear sister Jane, whose perfect equal they yet never expected to
see.

Death 



POSTSCRIPT

W first I was asked to put together a memoir of my aunt, I
saw reasons for declining the attempt. It was not only that, having
passed the three score years and ten usually allotted to man’s
strength, and being unaccustomed to write for publication, I
might well distrust my ability to complete the work, but that I
also knew the extreme scantiness of the materials out of which it
must be constructed. The grave closed over my aunt fifty-two
years ago; and during that long period no idea of writing her life
had been entertained by any of her family. Her nearest relatives,
far from making provision for such a purpose, had actually des-
troyed many of the letters and papers by which it might have been
facilitated.° They were influenced, I believe, partly by an extreme
dislike to publishing private details, and partly by never having
assumed that the world would take so strong and abiding an
interest in her works as to claim her name as public property. It
was therefore necessary for me to draw upon recollections rather
than on written documents for my materials; while the subject
itself supplied me with nothing striking or prominent with which
to arrest the attention of the reader. It has been said that the
happiest individuals, like nations during their happiest periods,
have no history.° In the case of my aunt, it was not only that her
course of life was unvaried, but that her own disposition was
remarkably calm and even. There was in her nothing eccentric or
angular; no ruggedness of temper; no singularity of manner; none
of the morbid sensibility or exaggeration of feeling, which not
unfrequently accompanies great talents, to be worked up into a
picture. Hers was a mind well balanced on a basis of good sense,
sweetened by an affectionate heart, and regulated by fixed prin-
ciples; so that she was to be distinguished from many other ami-
able and sensible women only by that peculiar genius which
shines out clearly enough in her works, but of which a biographer
can make little use. The motive which at last induced me to make
the attempt is exactly expressed in the passage prefixed to these



pages.° I thought that I saw something to be done: knew of no one
who could do it but myself, and so was driven to the enterprise. I
am glad that I have been able to finish my work. As a family
record it can scarcely fail to be interesting to those relatives who
must ever set a high value on their connection with Jane Austen,
and to them I especially dedicate it; but as I have been asked to do
so, I also submit it to the censure of the public, with all its faults
both of deficiency and redundancy. I know that its value in their
eyes must depend, not on any merits of its own, but on the degree
of estimation in which my aunt’s works may still be held; and
indeed I shall esteem it one of the strongest testimonies ever
borne to her talents, if for her sake an interest can be taken in so
poor a sketch as I have been able to draw.

B V:
Sept. , .

Postscript printed at the end of the first edition; omitted from
the second.

Since these pages were in type, I have read with astonishment the
strange misrepresentation of my aunt’s manners given by Miss
Mitford in a letter which appears in her lately-published Life,
vol. i. p. .° Miss Mitford does not profess to have known Jane
Austen herself, but to report what had been told her by her
mother. Having stated that her mother ‘before her marriage’ was
well acquainted with Jane Austen and her family, she writes
thus:––‘Mamma says that she was then the prettiest, silliest, most
affected, husband-hunting butterfly she ever remembers.’ The
editor of Miss Mitford’s Life very properly observes in a note
how different this description is from ‘every other account of Jane
Austen from whatever quarter.’ Certainly it is so totally at vari-
ance with the modest simplicity of character which I have attrib-
uted to my aunt, that if it could be supposed to have a semblance
of truth, it must be equally injurious to her memory and to my
trustworthiness as her biographer. Fortunately I am not driven to
put my authority in competition with that of Miss Mitford, nor
to ask which ought to be considered the better witness in this
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case; because I am able to prove by a reference to dates that Miss
Mitford must have been under a mistake, and that her mother
could not possibly have known what she was supposed to have
reported; inasmuch as Jane Austen, at the time referred to, was a
little girl.

Mrs. Mitford was the daughter of Dr. Russell, Rector of Ashe,
a parish adjoining Steventon, so that the families of Austen and
Russell must at that time have been known to each other. But the
date assigned by Miss Mitford for the termination of the
acquaintance is the time of her mother’s marriage. This took
place in October , when Jane, who had been born in Decem-
ber , was not quite ten years old. In point of fact, however,
Miss Russell’s opportunities of observing Jane Austen must have
come to an end still earlier: for upon Dr. Russell’s death, in
January , his widow and daughter removed from the neigh-
bourhood, so that all intercourse between the families ceased
when Jane was little more than seven years old.

All persons who undertake to narrate from hearsay things
which are supposed to have taken place before they were born are
liable to error, and are apt to call in imagination to the aid of
memory: and hence it arises that many a fancy piece has been
substituted for genuine history.

I do not care to correct the inaccurate account of Jane Austen’s
manners in after life: because Miss Mitford candidly expresses a
doubt whether she had not been misinformed on that point.

Nov. , .

Postscript
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T
  following pages are the production of a pen which has
already contributed in no small degree to the entertainment
of the public. And when the public, which has not been

insensible to the merits of ‘Sense and Sensibility,’ ‘Pride and
Prejudice,’ ‘Mansfield Park,’ and ‘Emma,’ shall be informed that
the hand which guided that pen is now mouldering in the grave,
perhaps a brief account of Jane Austen will be read with a kindlier
sentiment than simple curiosity.

Short and easy will be the task of the mere biographer. A life of
usefulness, literature, and religion, was not by any means a life of
event. To those who lament their irreparable loss, it is consolatory
to think that, as she never deserved disapprobation, so, in the
circle of her family and friends, she never met reproof; that her
wishes were not only reasonable, but gratified; and that to the
little disappointments incidental to human life was never added,
even for a moment, an abatement of good-will from any who
knew her.

Jane Austen was born on the th of December, , at Ste-
venton, in the county of Hants. Her father was Rector of that
parish upwards of forty years. There he resided, in the conscien-
tious and unassisted discharge of his ministerial duties, until he
was turned of seventy years. Then he retired with his wife, our
authoress, and her sister, to Bath, for the remainder of his life, a
period of about four years. Being not only a profound scholar, but
possessing a most exquisite taste in every species of literature, it is
not wonderful that his daughter Jane should, at a very early age,
have become sensible to the charms of style, and enthusiastic in
the cultivation of her own language. On the death of her father
she removed, with her mother and sister, for a short time, to
Southampton, and finally, in , to the pleasant village of
Chawton, in the same county. From this place she sent into the
world those novels, which by many have been placed on the same
shelf as the works of a D’Arblay and an Edgeworth.° Some of



these novels had been the gradual performances of her previous
life. For though in composition she was equally rapid and correct,
yet an invincible distrust of her own judgement induced her to
withhold her works from the public, till time and many perusals
had satisfied her that the charm of recent composition was dis-
solved. The natural constitution, the regular habits, the quiet and
happy occupations of our authoress, seemed to promise a long
succession of amusement to the public, and a gradual increase of
reputation to herself. But the symptoms of a decay, deep and
incurable, began to shew themselves in the commencement of
. Her decline was at first deceitfully slow; and until the
spring of this present year, those who knew their happiness to be
involved in her existence could not endure to despair. But in the
month of May, , it was found advisable that she should be
removed to Winchester for the benefit of constant medical aid,
which none even then dared to hope would be permanently
beneficial. She supported, during two months, all the varying
pain, irksomeness, and tedium, attendant on decaying nature,
with more than resignation, with a truly elastic cheerfulness. She
retained her faculties, her memory, her fancy, her temper, and her
affections, warm, clear, and unimpaired, to the last. Neither her
love of God, nor of her fellow creatures flagged for a moment.
She made a point of receiving the sacrament before excessive
bodily weakness might have rendered her perception unequal to
her wishes. She wrote whilst she could hold a pen, and with a
pencil when a pen was become too laborious. The day preceding
her death she composed some stanzas replete with fancy and
vigour.° Her last voluntary speech conveyed thanks to her medical
attendant; and to the final question asked of her, purporting to
know her wants, she replied, ‘I want nothing but death.’

She expired shortly after, on Friday the th of July, , in
the arms of her sister, who, as well as the relator of these events,
feels too surely that they shall never look upon her like again.

Jane Austen was buried on the th of July, , in the cath-
edral church of Winchester, which, in the whole catalogue of its
mighty dead, does not contain the ashes of a brighter genius or a
sincerer Christian.

Henry Austen



Of personal attractions she possessed a considerable share. Her
stature was that of true elegance. It could not have been increased
without exceeding the middle height. Her carriage and deport-
ment were quiet, yet graceful. Her features were separately good.
Their assemblage produced an unrivalled expression of that
cheerfulness, sensibility, and benevolence, which were her real
characteristics. Her complexion was of the finest texture. It might
with truth be said, that her eloquent blood spoke through her
modest cheek.° Her voice was extremely sweet. She delivered her-
self with fluency and precision. Indeed she was formed for ele-
gant and rational society, excelling in conversation as much as in
composition. In the present age it is hazardous to mention
accomplishments. Our authoress would, probably, have been
inferior to few in such acquirements, had she not been so superior
to most in higher things. She had not only an excellent taste for
drawing, but, in her earlier days, evinced great power of hand in
the management of the pencil. Her own musical attainments she
held very cheap. Twenty years ago they would have been thought
more of, and twenty years hence many a parent will expect their
daughters to be applauded for meaner performances. She was
fond of dancing, and excelled in it. It remains now to add a few
observations on that which her friends deemed more important,
on those endowments which sweetened every hour of their lives.

If there be an opinion current in the world, that perfect placid-
ity of temper is not reconcileable to the most lively imagination,
and the keenest relish for wit, such an opinion will be rejected for
ever by those who have had the happiness of knowing the author-
ess of the following works. Though the frailties, foibles, and fol-
lies of others could not escape her immediate detection, yet even
on their vices did she never trust herself to comment with
unkindness. The affectation of candour is not uncommon; but
she had no affectation. Faultless herself, as nearly as human
nature can be, she always sought, in the faults of others, some-
thing to excuse, to forgive or forget. Where extenuation was
impossible, she had a sure refuge in silence. She never uttered
either a hasty, a silly, or a severe expression. In short, her temper
was as polished as her wit. Nor were her manners inferior to her
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temper. They were of the happiest kind. No one could be often in
her company without feeling a strong desire of obtaining her
friendship, and cherishing a hope of having obtained it. She was
tranquil without reserve or stiffness; and communicative without
intrusion or self-sufficiency. She became an authoress entirely
from taste and inclination. Neither the hope of fame nor profit
mixed with her early motives. Most of her works, as before
observed, were composed many years previous to their publica-
tion. It was with extreme difficulty that her friends, whose par-
tiality she suspected whilst she honoured their judgement, could
prevail on her to publish her first work. Nay, so persuaded was
she that its sale would not repay the expense of publication, that
she actually made a reserve from her very moderate income to
meet the expected loss. She could scarcely believe what she
termed her great good fortune when ‘Sense and Sensibility’ pro-
duced a clear profit of about £. Few so gifted were so truly
unpretending. She regarded the above sum as a prodigious rec-
ompense for that which had cost her nothing. Her readers, per-
haps, will wonder that such a work produced so little at a time
when some authors have received more guineas than they have
written lines. The works of our authoress, however, may live as
long as those which have burst on the world with more éclat. But
the public has not been unjust; and our authoress was far from
thinking it so. Most gratifying to her was the applause which
from time to time reached her ears from those who were com-
petent to discriminate. Still, in spite of such applause, so much
did she shrink from notoriety, that no accumulation of fame
would have induced her, had she lived, to affix her name to any
productions of her pen. In the bosom of her own family she
talked of them freely, thankful for praise, open to remark, and
submissive to criticism. But in public she turned away from
any allusion to the character of an authoress. She read aloud with
very great taste and effect. Her own works, probably, were never
heard to so much advantage as from her own mouth; for she
partook largely in all the best gifts of the comic muse. She was a
warm and judicious admirer of landscape, both in nature and on
canvass. At a very early age she was enamoured of Gilpin on the
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Picturesque;° and she seldom changed her opinions either on
books or men.

Her reading was very extensive in history and belles lettres;
and her memory extremely tenacious. Her favourite moral writers
were Johnson in prose, and Cowper in verse. It is difficult to say
at what age she was not intimately acquainted with the merits and
defects of the best essays and novels in the English language.
Richardson’s power of creating, and preserving the consistency
of his characters, as particularly exemplified in ‘Sir Charles
Grandison,’ gratified the natural discrimination of her mind,
whilst her taste secured her from the errors of his prolix style and
tedious narrative. She did not rank any work of Fielding quite so
high.° Without the slightest affectation she recoiled from every
thing gross. Neither nature, wit, nor humour, could make her
amends for so very low a scale of morals.

Her power of inventing characters seems to have been intui-
tive, and almost unlimited. She drew from nature; but, whatever
may have been surmised to the contrary, never from individuals.

The style of her familiar correspondence was in all respects the
same as that of her novels. Every thing came finished from her
pen; for on all subjects she had ideas as clear as her expressions
were well chosen. It is not hazarding too much to say that she
never dispatched a note or letter unworthy of publication.

One trait only remains to be touched on. It makes all others
unimportant. She was thoroughly religious and devout; fearful of
giving offence to God, and incapable of feeling it towards any
fellow creature. On serious subjects she was well-instructed, both
by reading and meditation, and her opinions accorded strictly
with those of our Established Church.
London, Dec. , .

Biographical Notice 



POSTSCRIPT

S concluding the above remarks, the writer of them has been
put in possession of some extracts from the private correspond-
ence of the authoress. They are few and short; but are submitted
to the public without apology, as being more truly descriptive of
her temper, taste, feelings, and principles than any thing which
the pen of a biographer can produce.

The first extract is a playful defence of herself from a mock
charge of having pilfered the manuscripts of a young relation.

‘What should I do, my dearest E.° with your manly, vigorous
sketches, so full of life and spirit? How could I possibly join them
on to a little bit of ivory, two inches wide, on which I work with a
brush so fine as to produce little effect after much labour?’

The remaining extracts are from various parts of a letter writ-
ten a few weeks before her death.°

‘My attendant is encouraging, and talks of making me quite
well. I live chiefly on the sofa, but am allowed to walk from one
room to the other. I have been out once in a sedan-chair, and am
to repeat it, and be promoted to a wheel-chair as the weather
serves. On this subject I will only say further that my dearest
sister, my tender, watchful, indefatigable nurse, has not been
made ill by her exertions. As to what I owe to her, and to the
anxious affection of all my beloved family on this occasion, I can
only cry over it, and pray to God to bless them more and more.’

She next touches with just and gentle animadversion on a sub-
ject of domestic disappointment. Of this the particulars do not
concern the public. Yet in justice to her characteristic sweetness
and resignation, the concluding observation of our authoress
thereon must not be suppressed.

‘But I am getting too near complaint. It has been the appoint-
ment of God, however secondary causes may have operated.’

The following and final extract will prove the facility with
which she could correct every impatient thought, and turn from
complaint to cheerfulness.



‘You will find Captain —— a very respectable, well-meaning
man, without much manner, his wife and sister all good humour
and obligingness, and I hope (since the fashion allows it) with
rather longer petticoats than last year.’
London, Dec. , .
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J
  A was born on the th of December, , at
Steventon, in the county of Hants. Her father was rector of
that parish upwards of forty years. There he resided in the

conscientious and unassisted discharge of his ministerial duties
until he was turned of seventy years. Then he retired with his
wife, our authoress, and her sister, to Bath, for the remainder of
his life, a period of about four years. Being not only a profound
scholar, but possessing a most exquisite taste in every species of
literature, it is not wonderful that his daughter Jane should, at a
very early age, have become sensible to the charms of style, and
enthusiastic in the cultivation of her own language. On the death
of her father, she removed, with her mother and sister, for a short
time, to Southampton; and finally, in , to the pleasant village
of Chawton in the same county. From this place she sent her
novels into the world. Some of them had been the gradual per-
formances of her previous life; for though in composition she was
equally rapid and correct, yet an invincible distrust of her own
judgment induced her to withhold her works from the public, till
time and many perusals had satisfied her that the charm of recent
composition was dissolved. The natural constitution, the regular
habits, the quiet and happy occupations of our authoress, seemed
to promise a long succession of amusement to the public, and a
gradual increase of reputation to herself. But the symptoms of a
decay, deep and incurable, began to show themselves in the com-
mencement of . Her decline was at first deceitfully slow; but
in the month of May, , it was found advisable that she should
be removed to Winchester for the benefit of constant medical aid,
which none, even then, dared to hope would be permanently
beneficial. She supported, during two months, all the varying
pain, irksomeness, and tedium, attendant on decaying nature,
with more than resignation––with a truly elastic cheerfulness.
She retained her faculties, her memory, her fancy, her temper,
and her affections, warm, clear, and unimpaired, to the last. Her



last voluntary speech conveyed thanks to her medical attendant;
and to the final question asked of her, purporting to know her
wants, she replied, ‘I want nothing but death.’ She expired
shortly after, on Friday, the th of July, , in the arms of her
sister; and was buried, on the th of the same month, in the
cathedral church of Winchester.

Of personal attractions she possessed a considerable share; her
stature rather exceeded the middle height; her carriage and
deportment were quiet, but graceful; her features were separately
good; their assemblage produced an unrivalled expression of that
cheerfulness, sensibility, and benevolence, which were her real
characteristics; her complexion was of the finest texture–– it
might with truth be said, that her eloquent blood spoke through
her modest cheek; her voice was sweet; she delivered herself with
fluency and precision; indeed, she was formed for elegant and
rational society, excelling in conversation as much as in com-
position. In the present age it is hazardous to mention
accomplishments; our authoress would probably have been
inferior to few in such acquirements, had she not been so superior
to most, in higher things.

It remains to make a few observations on that which her
friends deemed more important, on those endowments which
sweetened every hour of their lives. If there be an opinion cur-
rent in the world that a perfectly amiable temper is not reconcil-
able to a lively imagination, and a keen relish for wit, such an
opinion will be rejected for ever by those who had the happiness
of knowing the authoress of the following work. Though the
frailties, foibles, and follies of others, could not escape her
immediate detection, yet even on their vices did she never trust
herself to comment with unkindness. The affectation of candour
is not uncommon, but she had no affectation. Faultless herself,
as nearly as human nature can be, she always sought, in the
faults of others, something to excuse, to forgive, or forget.
Where extenuation was impossible, she had a sure refuge in
silence. She never uttered either a hasty, a silly, or a severe
expression. In short, her temper was as polished as her wit; and
no one could be often in her company without feeling a strong
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desire of obtaining her friendship, and cherishing a hope of hav-
ing obtained it. She became an authoress entirely from taste and
inclination. Neither the hope of fame nor profit mixed with her
early motives. It was with extreme difficulty that her friends,
whose partiality she suspected, whilst she honoured their judg-
ment, could persuade her to publish her first work. Nay, so
persuaded was she that the sale would not repay the expense of
publication, that she actually made a reserve from her moderate
income to meet the expected loss. She could scarcely believe
what she termed her great good fortune, when ‘Sense and Sens-
ibility’ produced a clear profit of about l. Few so gifted were
so truly unpretending. She regarded the above sum as a pro-
digious recompense for that which had cost her nothing. Her
readers, perhaps, will wonder that such a work produced so
little, at a time when some authors have received more guineas
than they have written lines. But the public has not been unjust;
and our authoress was far from thinking it so. Most gratifying to
her was the applause which from time to time reached her ears
from those who were competent to discriminate. When ‘Pride
and Prejudice’ made its appearance, a gentleman, celebrated for
his literary attainments, advised a friend of the authoress to read
it, adding, with more point than gallantry, ‘I should like to know
who is the author, for it is much too clever to have been written
by a woman.’ Still, in spite of such applause, so much did she
shrink from notoriety, that no increase of fame would have
induced her, had she lived, to affix her name to any productions
of her pen. In the bosom of her family she talked of them freely;
thankful for praise, open to remark, and submissive to criticism.
But in public she turned away from any allusion to the character
of an authoress. In proof of this, the following circumstance,
otherwise unimportant, is stated. Miss Austen was on a visit in
London soon after the publication of ‘Mansfield Park’: a noble-
man, personally unknown to her, but who had good reasons for
considering her to be the authoress of that work, was desirous of
her joining a literary circle at his house. He communicated his
wish in the politest manner, through a mutual friend, adding,
what his Lordship doubtless thought would be an irresistible
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inducement, that the celebrated Madame de Staël would be of
the party.° Miss Austen immediately declined the invitation. To
her truly delicate mind such a display would have given pain
instead of pleasure.

Her power of inventing characters seems to have been intui-
tive, and almost unlimited. She drew from nature; but, whatever
may have been surmised to the contrary, never from individuals.
The style of her familiar correspondence was in all respects the
same as that of her novels. Every thing came finished from her
pen; for on all subjects she had ideas as clear as her expressions
were well chosen. It is not too much to say that she never des-
patched a note or letter unworthy of publication. The following
few short extracts from her private correspondence are submit-
ted to the public without apology, as being more truly descriptive
of her temper, taste, and feelings, than any thing which the pen
of a biographer can produce. The first is a playful defence of
herself from a mock charge of having pilfered the manuscripts of
a young relation. ‘What should I do, my dearest E., with your
manly, vigorous sketches, so full of life and spirit? How could I
possibly join them on to a little bit of ivory, two inches wide, on
which I work with a brush so fine, as to produce little effect after
much labour?’ The remaining extracts are from a letter written
a few weeks before her death. ‘My medical attendant is
encouraging, and talks of making me quite well. I live chiefly on
the sofa, but am allowed to walk from one room to the other. I
have been out once in a sedan chair, and am to repeat it, and be
promoted to a wheel-chair as the weather serves. On this subject
I will only say farther, that my dearest sister, my tender, watch-
ful, indefatigible nurse, has not been made ill by her exertions.
As to what I owe to her, and to the anxious affection of all my
beloved family on this occasion, I can only cry over it, and pray
to God to bless them more and more.’ She next touches with just
and gentle animadversion on a subject of domestic disappoint-
ment. Of this, the particulars do not concern the public. Yet, in
justice to her characteristic sweetness and resignation, the con-
cluding observation of our authoress thereon must not be sup-
pressed. ‘But I am getting too near complaint. It has been the
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appointment of God, however secondary causes may have
operated.’

The above brief biographical sketch has been, in substance,
already published with Miss Austen’s posthumous novels. It is a
matter of deep regret to the writer, that materials for a more
detailed account of so talented a woman cannot be obtained;
therefore, as a tribute due to her memory, he subjoins the follow-
ing extracts from a critical journal of the highest reputation:––

‘Unlike that of many writers, Miss Austen’s fame has grown
fastest since she died:° there was no éclat about her first appear-
ance: the public took time to make up its mind; and she, not
having staked her hopes of happiness on success or failure, was
content to wait for the decision of her claims. Those claims have
long been established beyond a question; but the merit of first
recognising them belongs less to reviewers than to general
readers. So retired, so unmarked by literary notoriety, was the life
Miss Austen led, that if any likeness was ever taken of her, none
has ever been engraved.1 With regard to her genius, we must
adventure a few remarks. She herself compares her productions
to a little bit of ivory, two inches wide, worked upon with a brush
so fine, that little effect is produced after much labour. It is so: her
portraits are perfect likenesses, admirably finished, many of them
gems, but it is all miniature painting; and, satisfied with being
inimitable in one line, she never essayed canvass and oils; never
tried her hand at a majestic daub. Her “two inches of ivory” just
describes her preparations for a tale of three volumes. A village––
two families connected together–– three or four interlopers, out of
whom are to spring a little tracasserie;––and by means of village
or country town visiting and gossiping a real plot shall thicken,
and its “rear of darkness” never be scattered till six pages off finis.
The plots are simple in construction, and yet intricate in
development;–– the main characters, those that the reader feels
sure are to love, marry, and make mischief, are introduced in the

1 No likeness ever was taken of Miss Austen; which the editor much laments, as he is
thereby precluded from the gratification of prefixing her portrait to this edition. [The
editor means that no likeness was taken by a professional.]
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first or second chapter; the work is all done by half a dozen
people; no person, scene, or sentence, is ever introduced needless
to the matter in hand:––no catastrophes, or discoveries, or sur-
prises of a grand nature, are allowed––neither children nor for-
tunes are lost or found by accident–– the mind is never taken off
the level surface of life–– the reader breakfasts, dines, walks, and
gossips, with the various worthies, till a process of transmutation
takes place in him, and he absolutely fancies himself one of the
company. Yet the winding up of the plot involves a surprise: a
few incidents are entangled at the beginning in the most simple
and natural manner, and till the close one never feels quite sure
how they are to be disentangled. Disentangled, however, they
are, and that in a most satisfactory manner. The secret is, Miss
Austen was a thorough mistress in the knowledge of human
character; how it is acted upon by education and circumstance;
and how, when once formed, it shows itself through every hour
of every day, and in every speech to every person. Her conversa-
tions would be tiresome but for this; and her personages, the
fellows to whom may be met in the streets, or drank tea with at
half an hour’s notice, would excite no interest; but in Miss
Austen’s hands we see into their hearts and hopes, their motives,
their struggles within themselves; and a sympathy is induced,
which, if extended to daily life, and the world at large, would
make the reader a more amiable person; and we must think it that
reader’s own fault who does not close her pages with more char-
ity in his heart towards unpretending, if prosing, worth; with a
higher estimation of simple kindness, and sincere good-will; with
a quickened sense of the duty of bearing and forbearing, in
domestic intercourse, and of the pleasure of adding to the little
comforts even of persons who are neither wits nor beauties,––
who, in a word, does not feel more disposed to be benevolent. In
the last posthumous tale (“Persuasion”) there is a strain of a
higher mood; there is still the exquisite delineation of common
life, such life as we hear, and see, and make part of, with the
addition of a finer, more poetic, yet equally real tone of thought
and actions in the principals. If Miss Austen was sparing in
her introduction of nobler characters, it was because they are
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scattered sparingly in life. Her death has made a chasm in our
light literature,–– the domestic novel, with its home-born inci-
dents, its “familiar matter of to-day,” its slight array of names,
and great cognisance of people and things, its confinement to
country life, and total oblivion of costume, manners, the great
world, and “the mirror of fashion.” Every species of composition
is, when good, to be admired in its way; but the revival of the
domestic novel would make a pleasant interlude to the showy,
sketchy novels of high life.

‘Miss Austen has the merit (in our judgment most essential) of
being evidently a Christian writer:° a merit which is much
enhanced, both on the score of good taste and of practical utility,
by her religion being not at all obtrusive. She might defy the most
fastidious critic to call any of her novels (as Cœlebs° was desig-
nated) a dramatic sermon. The subject is rather alluded to, and
that incidentally, than studiously brought forward and dwelt
upon. In fact, she is more sparing of it than would be thought
desirable by some persons; perhaps even by herself, had she con-
sulted merely her own sentiments; but she probably introduced it
as far as she thought would be generally profitable; for when the
purpose of inculcating a religious principle is made too palpably
prominent, many readers, if they do not throw aside the book
with disgust, are apt to fortify themselves with that respectful
kind of apathy with which they undergo a regular sermon, and
prepare themselves as they do to swallow a dose of medicine,
endeavouring to get it down in large gulps, without tasting it
more than is necessary.’

Perhaps these volumes may be perused by some readers who
will feel a solicitude respecting the authoress, extending beyond
the perishable qualities of temper, manners, taste, and talents.––
We can assure all such (and the being able so to do gratifies us
more than the loudest voice of human praise) that Jane Austen’s
hopes of immortality were built upon the Rock of ages. That she
deeply felt, and devoutly acknowledged, the insignificance of all
worldly attainments, and the worthlessness of all human services,
in the eyes of her heavenly Father. That she had no other hope of
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mercy, pardon, and peace, but through the merits and sufferings
of her Redeemer.
October . .

The Editor of ‘The Standard Novels’ feels happy in being able
to state, that arrangements have been made for including several
other of the works of Miss Austen in this collection. Miss Austen
is the founder of a school of novelists; and her followers are not
confined to her own sex, but comprise in their number some male
writers of considerable merit. The authoress of ‘Sense and Sens-
ibility’ had for her contemporaries several female novelists, whose
works attained instant popularity––Madame D’Arblay, Miss
Edgeworth, Mrs. Opie, Miss Porter,° and others, most of whose
novels preceded hers in order of time: but, notwithstanding the
temptation which nearly all writers are under (especially at the
commencement of their vocation) to imitate that which has
commanded distinguished success, Miss Austen at once freed
herself from such influence, and, with combined boldness and
modesty, struck into a path of her own, of which she remains, to
this day, the undisputed mistress. The truth, spirit, ease, and
refined humour of her conversations have rarely been equalled.
She is, emphatically, the novelist of home. One of the most
remarkable traits of her genius may be found in the power by
which, without in the slightest degree violating the truth of por-
traiture, she is able to make the veriest every-day person a char-
acter of great interest. This is, indeed, turning lead into gold; but
it would be difficult to detect the secret of the process. [An editor-
ial paragraph issued from Bentley’s office and not strictly part of
Henry Austen’s ‘Memoir’.]
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‘RECOLLECTIONS OF
AUNT JANE’
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Southern Hill Reading
Decr 

My dear Edward
You have asked me to put on paper my recollections of Aunt

Jane, & to do so would be, both on your account & her’s a labour
of love if I had but a sufficiency of material.

I am sorry to say that my reminiscences are few; surprisingly
so, considering how much I saw of her in childhood, & how much
intercourse we had in later years. I look back to the first period
but find little that I can grasp of any substance, or certainty: it
seems now all so shadowy! I recollect the frequent visits of my
two Aunts, & how they walked in wintry weather through the
sloppy lane between Steventon & Dean in pattens, usually worn
at that time even by Gentlewomen. I remember too their bonnets:
because though precisely alike in colour, shape & material, I made
it a pleasure to guess, & I believe always guessed right, which
bonnet & which Aunt belonged to each other––Children do not
think of Aunts, or perhaps of any grown up people as young; yet
at the time to which I now refer my Aunts must have been very
young women––even a little later, when I might be  or  yrs. old
I thought it so very odd, to hear Grandpapa speak of them as ‘the
Girls’. ‘Where are the Girls?’ ‘Are the Girls gone out?’

At the time of my birth Aunt Jane was not much over ––She
was thus entered in the family Bible in her Father’s hand writing.
A very good clear hand he wrote, by the by. ‘Jane Austen born 
Decr. . Privately baptised  Decr. . Recd. into the
Church  Apl.  Sponsors Revd. Mr. Cooke, Rector of
Bookham Surry, Mrs. Jane Austen of Sevenoaks Kent, Father’s
Uncle’s Wife, Mrs. Musgrave of Chinnor, Oxon.’

Aunt Jane was the general favorite with children; her ways with
them being so playful, & her long circumstantial stories so
delightful! These were continued from time to time, & begged for



of course at all possible or impossible occasions; woven, as she
proceeded out of nothing, but her own happy talent for invention.
Ah! if but one of them could be now recovered!

Other things have been even more completely obliterated––
I have been told that one of her earliest Novels (Pride & Preju-

dice) was read aloud (in M.S. of course) in the Parsonage at
Dean, whilst I was in the room, & not expected to listen––Listen
however I did, with so much interest, & with so much talk after-
wards about ‘Jane & Elizabeth’ that it was resolved, for prudence
sake, to read no more of the story aloud in my hearing. This was
related to me years afterwards, when the Novel had been pub-
lished; & it was supposed that the names might recall to my
recollection that early impression. Such however did not prove to
be the case. Something you may expect me to say of our Aunt’s
personal appearance, though in the latter years of her life it must
be as well remembered by you as by me. The Figure tall & slight,
but not drooping; well balanced, as was proved by her quick firm
step. Her complexion of that rather rare sort which seems the
peculiar property of light brunettes A mottled skin, not fair, but
perfectly clear & healthy in hue; the fine naturally curling hair,
neither light nor dark; the bright hazel eyes to match, & the
rather small but well shaped nose. One hardly understands how
with all these advantages she could yet fail of being a decidedly
handsome woman.

I have intimated that of the two Sisters Aunt Jane was gener-
ally the favorite with children, but with the young people of
Godmersham it was not so. They liked her indeed as a playfellow,
& as a teller of stories, but they were not really fond of her. I
believe that their Mother was not; at least that she very much
preferred the elder Sister. A little talent went a long way with the
Goodneston Bridgeses° of that period; & much must have gone a
long way too far. This preference lasted for a good while, nor do I
think that there ever was any abatement in the love of that family
for Aunt Cassandra. Time however brought, as it always does
bring, new impressions or modifications of the old ones. Owing to
particular circumstances there grew up during the latter years of
Aunt Jane’s life a great & affectionate intimacy between herself &
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the eldest of her nieces; & I suppose there a [sic] few now living
who can more fully appreciate the talent or revere the memory of
Aunt Jane than Lady Knatchbull. This has brought me to the
period of my own greatest share of intimacy; the two years before
my marriage, & the two or three years after, when we lived, as you
know almost close to Chawton when the original  years
between us seemed to shrink to ––or to nothing. It comes back
to me now how strangely I missed her; it had become so much a
habit with me to put by things in my mind with a reference to her
and to say to myself, ‘I shall keep this for Aunt Jane.’ It was my
great amusement during one summer visit at Chawton to procure
Novels from a circulating Library at Alton, & after running them
over to relate the stories to Aunt Jane. I may say it was her
amusement also, as she sat busily stitching away at a work of
charity, in which I fear that I took myself no more useful part.
Greatly we both enjoyed it, one piece of absurdity leading to
another, till Aunt Cassan[dr]a fatigued with her own share of
laughter wd. exclaim ‘How can you both be so foolish?’ & beg us
to leave off––One of these Novels, written by a Mrs. Hunter of
Norwich,° was an exceedingly lengthy affair; there was no harm in
the book, except that in a most unaccountable manner the same
story about the same people, most of whom I think had died
before the real story began was repeated  or  times over. A copy
of the note written a few weeks afterwards,° in reply to one from
‘Mrs. Hunter’ will give you some idea of the state of the case.

‘Miss Jane Austen begs her best thanks may be conveyed to
Mrs. Hunter of Norwich for the Threadpapers which she has
been so kind as to send her by Mr. Austen, & which will be always
very valuable on account of the spirited sketches (made it is sup-
posed by Nicholson or Glover°) of the most interesting spots,
Tarefield Hall, the Mill, & above all the Tomb of Howard’s wife,
of the faithful representation of which Miss Jane Austen is
undoubtedly a good judge having spent so many summers at
Tarefield Abbey the delighted guest of the worthy Mrs. Wilson.
Miss Jane Austen’s tears have flowed over each sweet sketch in
such a way as would do Mrs. Hunter’s heart good to see; if Mrs.
Hunter could understand all Miss Austen’s interest in the subject
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she would certainly have the kindness to publish at least  vols
more about the Flint family, & especially would give many fresh
particulars on that part of it which Mrs. H. has hitherto handled
too briefly; viz, the history of Mary Flint’s marriage with
Howard.

Miss Austen cannot close this small epitome of the miniature
abridgement of her thanks & admiration without expressing her
sincere hope that Mrs. Hunter is provided at Norwich with a
more safe conveyance to London than Alton can now boast, as the
Car of Falkenstein° which was the pride of that Town was
overturned within the last  days.’
The Car of Falkenstein, Collier’s, but at that time called
Falkner’s Coach, relates to some earlier nonsense.

Her unusually quick sense of the ridiculous inclined her to
play with the trifling commonplaces of every day life, whether as
regarded people or things; but she never played with it’s serious
duties or responsibilities––when grave she was very grave; I am
not sure but that Aunt Cassandra’s disposition was the most
equally cheerful of the two. Their affection for each other was
extreme; it passed the common love of sisters; and it had been so
from childhood. My Grandmother talking to me once [of] by
gone times, & of that particular time when my Aunts were placed
at the Reading Abbey School, said that Jane was too young to
make her going to school at all necessary, but it was her own
doing; she would go with Cassandra; ‘if Cassandra’s head had
been going to be cut off Jane would have her’s cut off too’––

They must however have been separated some times as Cas-
sandra in her childhood was a good deal with Dr. & Mrs. Cooper
at Bath°––She once described to me her return to Steventon one
fine summer evening. The Coopers had sent or conveyed her a
good part of the journey, but my Grandfather had to go, I think as
far as Andover to meet her––He might have conveyed himself by
Coach, but he brought his Daughter home in a Hack chaise; &
almost home they were when they met Jane & Charles, the two
little ones of the family, who had got as far as New down to meet
the chaise, & have the pleasure of riding home in it; but who first
spied the chaise tradition does not say, whether such happiness
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were the lawful property of Jane or Charles will never be exactly
understood.

I have come to the end of my traditional lore, as well as of my
personal recollections, & I am sorry that both should be so
meagre & unsatisfactory; but if this attempt should incline others
to do the same, even if no more, the contributions when put
together may furnish a memorial of some value. You must have it
in your own power to write something; & Caroline, though her
recollections cannot go so far back even as your’s, is, I know
acquainted with some particulars of interest in the life of our
Aunt; they relate to circumstances of which I never had any
knowledge, but were communicated to her by the best of then
living Authorities, Aunt Cassandra––There may be other sources
of information, if we could get at them––Letters may have been
preserved, & this is the more probable as Aunt Jane’s talent for
letter writing was so much valued & thought so delightful
amongst her own family circle.

Such gleanings however are not likely to fall to our share, & we
must content ourselves, I fear, with our own reminiscences.

Believe me dr. Edwd

yr. affect: Sister
J. A. E. Lefroy
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A
  of Miss Jane Austen has often been asked for,

and strangers have declared themselves willing and
desirous to undertake the task of writing it––and have

wondered that the family should have refused to supply the
necessary materials. But tho’ none of her nearest relatives desired
that the details of a very private and rather uneventful life should
be laid before the world yet I think they would not willingly have
had her memory die––and it will die and be lost, if no effort is
made to preserve it––The grass grave in the village churchyard
sinks down in a few years to the common level, and its place is
no more to be found and so, to keep the remembrance of the
departed a little longer in the world which they have left, we lay a
stone over their graves, and inscribe upon it their name and age,
and perhaps some few words of their virtues and of our own
sorrow––and tho’ the stone moulders and tho’ the letters fade
away, yet do they outlast the interest of what they record––We
remember our dead always––but when we shall have joined them
their memory may be said to have perished out of the earth, for
no distinct idea of them remains behind, and the next generation
soon forget that they ever existed––

For most of us therefore the memorial on the perishing tomb-
stone is enough––and more than enough––it will tell its tale
longer than anyone will care to read it––But not so for all––Every
country has had its great men, whose lives have been and are still
read––with unceasing interest; and so, in some families there has
been one distinguished by talent or goodness, and known far
beyond the home circle, whose memory ought to be preserved
through more than a single generation––Such a one was my
Aunt––Jane Austen––

Since her death, the public voice has placed her in the first
rank of the Novellists of her day––given her, I may say, the first
place amongst them––and it seems but right that some record
should remain with us of her life and character; and that she



herself should not be forgotten by her nearest descendants, whilst
her writings still live, and are still spreading her fame wherever
the English books are read.––Her last long surviving Brother° has
recently died at the age of  [‘’ is in margin]––The gener-
ation who knew her is passing away––but those who are succeed-
ing us must feel an interest in the personal character of their
Great Aunt, who has made the family name in some small degree,
illustrious––For them therefore, and for my own gratification I
will try to call back my recollections of what she was, and what
manner of life she led––It is not much that I have to tell–– for I
mean to relate only what I saw and what I thought myself––I was
just twelve years old when she died–– therefore, I knew her only
with a child’s knowledge––

My first very distinct remembrance of her is in her own home at
Chawton––The house belonged to her second Brother, Mr.
Knight (of Godmersham & Chawton) and was by him made a
comfortable residence for his Mother and sisters––The family
party there were, my Grandmother, Mrs. Austen––my two Aunts,
her daughters––and a third Aunt of mine––Miss Lloyd, who had
made her home with them before I can remember, and who
remained their inmate as long as Mrs. Austen lived––

The dwelling place of a favourite Author always possesses a
certain interest for those who love the books that issued from it––
Tho’ some of my Aunt’s Novels were imagined and written, in
her very early days–– some certainly at Steventon yet it was from
Chawton that after being rearranged and prepared for publication
they were sent out into the world––and it is with Chawton there-
fore, that her name as an Author, must be identified––The house
which she inhabited was in itself, not much more deserving of
notice than Cowper’s dwelling place at Olney°––and yet more than
 years after his death, that was pointed out to us, as a something
that strangers passing through the little town, must wish to see––
Now, as the remembrance of Chawton Cottage, for so in later
years it came to be called, is still pleasant to me––I will assume
that those who never knew it, may like to have laid before them, a
description of their Aunt’s home–– the last that she dwelt in––
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where, in the maturity of her mind, she completed the works that
have given her an English name––where after a few years, whilst
still in the prime of life, she began to droop and wither away–– the
home from whence she removed only in the last stage of her
illness, by the persuasion of her friends, hoping against hope––
and to which her sister before long had to return alone––

My Grand Father, Mr. Austen, held for many years, the adjoin-
ing Livings of Deane and Steventon––but gave up his duties to
his eldest son, and settled at Bath, a very few years before his own
death––For a while, his Widow and daughters remained at
Bath–– then they removed to Southampton––and finally settled
in the village of Chawton––

Mr. Knight had been able to offer his Mother the choice of two
houses––one in Kent near to Godmersham––and the other at
Chawton––and she and her daughters eventually decided on the
Hampshire residence.

I have been told I know not how truly, that it had been origin-
ally a roadside Inn––and it was well placed for such a purpose––
just where the road from Winchester comes into the London and
Gosport line––The fork between the two being partly occupied
by a large shallow pond––which pond I beleive has long since
become dry ground––

The front door opened on the road,° a very narrow enclosure of
each side, protected the house from the possible shock of any
runaway vehicle––A good sized entrance, and two parlours,
called dining and drawing room, made the length of the house; all
intended originally to look on the road––but the large drawing
room window was blocked-up and turned into a bookcase when
Mrs. Austen took possession and another was opened at the side,
which gave to view only turf and trees––A high wooden fence
shut out the road (the Winchester road it was) all the length of the
little domain, and trees were planted inside to form a shrubbery
walk––which carried round the enclosure, gave a very sufficient
space for exercise––you did not feel cramped for room; and there
was a pleasant irregular mixture of hedgerow, and grass, and
gravel walk and long grass for mowing, and orchard––which I
imagine arose from two or three little enclosures having been
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thrown together, and arranged as best might be, for ladies’
occupation––There was besides a good kitchen garden, large
court and many out-buildings, not much occupied––and all this
affluence of space was very delightful to children, and I have no
doubt added considerably to the pleasure of a visit––

Everything indoors and out was well kept–– the house was well
furnished, and it was altogether a comfortable and ladylike estab-
lishment, tho’ I beleive the means which supported it, were but
small––

The house was quite as good as the generality of Parsonage
houses then––and much in the same old style–– the ceilings low
and roughly finished–– some bedrooms very small––none very
large but in number sufficient to accomodate the inmates, and
several guests––

The dining room could not be made to look anywhere but on
the road––and there my Grandmother often sat for an hour or two
in the morning, with her work or her writing––cheered by its
sunny aspect, and by the stirring scene it afforded her.

I beleive the close vicinity of the road was really no more an
evil to her than it was to her grandchildren. Collyer’s daily coach
with six horses was a sight to see! and most delightful was it to a
child to have the awful stillness of night so frequently broken by
the noise of passing carriages, which seemed sometimes, even to
shake the bed––

The village of Chawton has, of course, long since been
tranquilised–– it is no more a great thoroughfare, and other and
many changes have past over it––and if any of its visitants should
fail to recognise from my description, the house by the pond––I
must beg them not hastily to accuse me of having exaggerated its
former pleasantness.

Twenty years ago, on being then left vacant by Aunt Cas-
sandra’s death, it was divided into habitations for the poor, and
made to accomodate several families––so I was told–– for I have
never seen it since and I beleive trees have been cut down, and all
that could be termed pleasure ground has reverted again to more
ordinary purposes––

My visits to Chawton were frequent––I cannot tell when they
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began–– they were very pleasant to me––and Aunt Jane was the
great charm––As a very little girl, I was always creeping up to
her, and following her whenever I could, in the house and out of
it––I might not have remembered this, but for the recollection of
my Mother’s telling me privately, I must not be troublesome to
my Aunt––

Her charm to children was great sweetness of manner––she
seemed to love you, and you loved her naturally in return––This
as well as I can now recollect and analyse, was what I felt in my
earliest days, before I was old enough to be amused by her
cleverness––But soon came the delight of her playful talk––
Everything she could make amusing to a child––Then, as I got
older, and when cousins came to share the entertainment, she
would tell us the most delightful stories chiefly of Fairyland,
and her Fairies had all characters of their own––The tale
was invented, I am sure, at the moment, and was sometimes
continued for  or  days, if occasion served––

As to my Aunt’s personal appearance, her’s was the first face
that I can remember thinking pretty, not that I used that word to
myself, but I know I looked at her with admiration––Her face was
rather round than long––she had a bright, but not a pink colour––a
clear brown complexion and very good hazle eyes––She was not,
I beleive, an absolute beauty, but before she left Steventon she
was established as a very pretty girl, in the opinion of most of her
neighbours––as I learnt afterwards from some of those who still
remained––Her hair, a darkish brown, curled naturally–– it was in
short curls round her face (for then ringlets were not.) She always
wore a cap––Such was the custom with ladies who were not quite
young––at least of a morning but I never saw her without one, to
the best of my remembrance, either morning or evening.

I beleive my two Aunts were not accounted very good dress-
ers, and were thought to have taken to the garb of middle age
unnecessarily soon––but they were particularly neat, and they
held all untidy ways in great disesteem. Of the two, Aunt Jane
was by far my favourite––I did not dislike Aunt Cassandra––but
if my visit had at any time chanced to fall out during her
absence, I don’t think I should have missed her––whereas, not to
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have found Aunt Jane at Chawton, would have been a blank
indeed!

As I grew older, I met with young companions at my
Grandmother’s––Of Capt. Charles Austen’s motherless girls, one
the eldest, Cassy–– lived there chiefly, for a time––under the
especial tutorage of Aunt Cassandra; and then Chawton House
was for a while inhabited by Capt. Frank Austen; and he had
many children°––I beleive we were all of us, according to our
different ages and natures, very fond of our Aunt Jane––and that
we ever retained a strong impression of the pleasantness of Chaw-
ton life––One of my cousins,° now long since dead, after he was
grown up, used occasionally to go and see Aunt Cassa.–– then left
sole inmate of the old house––and he told me once, that his visits
were always a disappointment to him–– for that he could not help
expecting to feel particularly happy at Chawton and never till he
got there, could he fully realise to himself how all its peculiar
pleasures were gone––

In the time of my childhood, it was a cheerful house––my
Uncles, one or another, frequently coming for a few days; and
they were all pleasant in their own family––I have thought
since, after having seen more of other households, wonderfully,
as the family talk had much of spirit and vivacity, and it was
never troubled by disagreements as it was not their habit to
argue with each other––There always was perfect harmony
amongst the brothers and sisters, and over my Grandmother’s
door might have been inscribed the text, ‘Behold how good––
and joyful a thing it is, brethren, to dwell together in unity.’°
There was firm family union, never broken but by death–– tho’
the time came when that union could not have been preserved if
natural affection had not been by a spirit of forbearance and
generosity°––

Aunt Jane began her day with music–– for which I conclude
she had a natural taste; as she thus kept it up–– tho’ she had no
one to teach; was never induced (as I have heard) to play in
company; and none of her family cared much for it. I suppose,
that she might not trouble them, she chose her practising time
before breakfast––when she could have the room to herself––She
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practised regularly every morning––She played very pretty
tunes, I thought––and I liked to stand by her and listen to them;
but the music, (for I knew the books well in after years) would
now be thought disgracefully easy––Much that she played from
was manuscript, copied out by herself––and so neatly and cor-
rectly, that it was as easy to read as print––

At  o’clock she made breakfast–– that was her part of the
household work––The tea and sugar stores were under her
charge––and the wine––Aunt Cassandra did all the rest–– for my
Grandmother had suffered herself to be superseded by her
daughters before I can remember; and soon after, she ceased even
to sit at the head of the table––

I don’t beleive Aunt Jane observed any particular method in
parcelling out her day but I think she generally sat in the drawing
room till luncheon: when visitors were there, chiefly at work°––
She was fond of work––and she was a great adept at overcast and
satin stitch–– the peculiar delight of that day––General handiness
and neatness were amongst her characteristics––She could throw
the spilikens for us, better than anyone else, and she was wonder-
fully successful at cup and ball––She found a resource sometimes
in that simple game, when she suffered from weak eyes and could
not work or read for long together––

Her handwriting remains to bear testimony to its own excel-
lence; and every note and letter of hers, was finished off
handsomely––There was an art then in folding and sealing––no
adhesive envelopes made all easy––some people’s letters looked
always loose and untidy––but her paper was sure to take the right
folds, and her sealing wax to drop in the proper place––

After luncheon, my Aunts generally walked out––sometimes
they went to Alton for shopping––Often, one or the other of
them, to the Great House––as it was then called––when a brother
was inhabiting it, to make a visit––or if the house were standing
empty they liked to stroll about the grounds––sometimes to
Chawton Park––a noble beech wood, just within a walk––but
sometimes, but that was rarely, to call on a neighbour––They had
no carriage, and their visitings did not extend far–– there were a
few familities [sic] living in the village––but no great intimacy was
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kept up with any of them–– they were upon friendly but rather
distant terms, with all––Yet I am sure my Aunt Jane had a regard
for her neighbours and felt a kindly interest in their proceedings.
She liked immensely to hear all about them. They sometimes
served for her amusement, but it was her own nonsense that gave
zest to the gossip––She never turned them into ridicule––She was
as far as possible from being either censorious or satirical––she
never abused them or quizzed° them––That was the word of the
day––an ugly word, now obsolete––and the ugly practise which it
bespoke, is far less prevalent now, under any name, than it was
then. The laugh she occasionally raised was by imagining for her
neighbours impossible contingencies––by relating in prose or
verse some trifling incident coloured to her own fancy, or in
writing a history of what they had said or done, that could deceive
nobody––As an instance I would give her description of the pur-
suits of Miss Mills and Miss Yates–– two young ladies of whom
she knew next to nothing–– they were only on a visit to a near
neighbour but their names tempted her into rhyme––and so on
she went––This was before my time. Mrs. Lefroy knows the lines
better than I do––I beleive she has a copy and I shall not attempt
to quote them imperfectly here. To about the same date perhaps
may be referred (at least it was equally before my time) a few
chapters which I overheard of a mock heroic story, written
between herself and one of her nieces,° and I doubt not, at her
instigation––If I remember rightly, it had no other foundation
than their having seen a neighbour passing on the coach, without
having previously known that he was going to leave home––(This
I have since been told was written entirely by the Niece only
under her encouragement).

I did not often see my Aunt with a book in her hand, but I
beleive she was fond of reading and that she had read and did read
a good deal. I doubt whether she cared very much for poetry in
general; but she was a great admirer of Crabbe, and consequently
she took a keen interest in finding out who he was––Other con-
temporary writers were well-known, but his origen having been
obscure, his name did not announce itself––however by diligent
enquiry she was ere long able to inform the rest of the family that
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he held the Living of Trowbridge, and had recently married a
second time––

A very warm admirer of my Aunt’s writing but a stranger in
England, lately made the observation that it would be most inter-
esting to know what had been Miss Austen’s opinions on the
great public events of her time––a period as she rightly observed,
of the greatest interest–– for my Aunt must have been a young
woman, able to think, at the time of the French Revolution & the
long disastrous chapter then begun, was closed by the battle of
Waterloo, two years before her death––anyone might naturally
desire to know what part such a mind as her’s had taken in the
great strifes of war and policy which so disquieted Europe for
more than  years––and yet, it was a question that had never
before presented itself to me––and tho’ I have now retraced my
steps on this track, I have found absolutely nothing!––

The general politics of the family were Tory––rather taken for
granted I suppose, than discussed, as even my Uncles seldom
talked about it––and in vain do I try to recall any word or expres-
sion of Aunt Jane’s that had reference to public events––Some
bias of course she must have had––but I can only guess to which
quarter it inclined––Of her historical opinions I am able to record
thus much–– that she was a most loyal adherent of Charles the st,
and that she always encouraged my youthful beleif in Mary
Stuart’s perfect innocence of all the crimes with which History
has charged her memory––°

My Aunt must have spent much time in writing––her desk
lived in the drawing room. I often saw her writing letters on it,
and I beleive she wrote much of her Novels in the same way––
sitting with her family, when they were quite alone; but I never
saw any manuscript of that sort, in progress––She wrote very
fully to her Brothers when they were at sea, and she corres-
ponded with many others of her family––

There is nothing in those letters which I have seen that would
be acceptable to the public––They were very well expressed, and
they must have been very interesting to those who received
them––but they detailed chiefly home and family events: and she
seldom committed herself even to an opinion––so that to strangers
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they could be no transcript of her mind–– they would not feel that
they knew her any the better for having read them––

They were rather over-cautious, for excellence––Her letters to
Aunt Cassandra (for they were sometimes separated) were, I dare
say,° open and confidential––My Aunt looked them over and
burnt the greater part, (as she told me),  or  years before her
own death––She left, or gave some as legacies to the Nieces––but
of those that I have seen, several had portions cut out––Aunt Jane
was so good as frequently to write to me; and in addressing a
child, she was perfect––

When staying at Chawton, if my two cousins, Mary Jane and
Cassy were there, we often had amusements in which my Aunt
was very helpful––She was the one to whom we always looked for
help––She would furnish us with what we wanted from her
wardrobe, and she would often be the entertaining visitor in our
make beleive house––She amused us in various ways––once I
remember in giving a conversation as between myself and my two
cousins, supposed to be grown up, the day after a Ball.

As I grew older, she would talk to me more seriously of my
reading, and of 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–– tho’ 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 got to Winchester, she sent me a message to this effect––That
if I would take her advice, I should cease writing° till I was , and
that she had herself often wished she had read more, and written
less, in the corresponding years of her own life.

She was considered to read aloud remarkably well. I did not
often hear her but once I knew her take up a volume of Evelina°
and read a few pages of Mr. Smith and the Brangtons and I
thought it was like a play. She had a very good speaking voice––
This was the opinion of her contemporaries––and though I did
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not then think of it as a perfection, or ever hear it observed upon,
yet its tones have never been forgotten––I can recall them even
now––and I know they were very pleasant.

I have spoken of the family union that prevailed amongst my
Grandmother’s children––Aunt Jane was a very affectionate
sister to all her Brothers––One of them in particular was her
especial pride and delight:° but of all her family, the nearest and
dearest throughout her whole life was, undoubtedly her sister––
her only sister. Aunt Cassandra was the older by  or  years, and
the habit of looking up to her begun in childhood, seemed always
to continue––When I was a little girl, she would frequently say to
me, if opportunity offered, that Aunt Cassandra could teach
everything much better than she could––Aunt Cassa. knew more––
Aunt Cassa. could tell me better whatever I wanted to know––all
which, I ever received in respectful silence––Perhaps she thought
my mind wanted a turn in that direction, but I truly beleive she
did always really think of her sister, as the superior to herself. The
most perfect affection and confidence ever subsisted between
them––and great and lasting was the sorrow of the survivor when
the final separation was made––

My Aunt’s life at Chawton, as far as I ever knew, was an easy
and pleasant one–– it had little variety in it, and I am not aware of
any particular trials, till her own health began to fail––She stayed
from home occasionally––almost entirely with the families of her
different Brothers––In the Autumn of  she was in London,
with my Uncle, Mr. Henry Austen, then living in Hans Place––
and a widower––

During her visit, he was seized with low fever and became so ill
that his life was despaired of, and Aunt Cassandra and my Father
were summoned to the house–– there, for a day or two, they
hourly expected his death––but a favourable turn came, and he
began to recover––My Father then went home. Aunt Cassa. stayed
on nearly a month, and Aunt Jane remained some weeks longer,
to nurse the Convalescent––

It was during this stay in London, that a little gleam of Court
favor shone upon her. She had at first published her Novels with a
great desire of remaining herself unknown––but it was found
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impossible to preserve a secret that so many of the family knew
and by this time, she had given up the attempt––and her name
had been made public enough–– tho’ it was never inserted in the
title page––

Two of the great Physicians° of the day had attended my Uncle
during his illness––I am not, at this distance of time, sufficiently
sure which they were, as to give their names, but one of them had
very intimate access to the Prince Regent, and continuing his
visits during my Uncle’s recovery, he told my Aunt one day, that
the Prince was a great admirer of her Novels: that he often read
them, and had a set in each of his residences––That he, the
physician had told his Royal Highness that Miss Austen was now
in London, and that by the Prince’s desire, Mr. Clarke, the
Librarian of Carlton House, would speedily wait upon her––

Mr. Clarke came, and endorsed all previous compliments, and
invited my Aunt to see Carlton House, saying the Prince had
charged him to show her the Library there, adding many civilities
as to the pleasure his R.H. had received from her Novels––Three
had then been published––The invitation could not be declined––
and my Aunt went, at an appointed time, to Carlton House––

She saw the Library, and I beleive some other apartments, but
the particulars of her visit, if I ever heard them, I have now
forgotten––only this, I do well recollect–– that in the course of it,
Mr. Clarke, speaking again of the Regent’s admiration of her
writing, declared himself charged to say, that if Miss Austen had
any other Novel forthcoming, she was quite at liberty to dedicate
it to the Prince.

My Aunt made all proper acknowledgments at the moment,
but had no intention of accepting the honor offered––until she
was avised [sic] by some of her friends that she must consider the
permission as a command––

Emma was then in the Publisher’s hands––so a few lines of
dedication were affixed to the st volume, and following still the
instructions of the well informed she sent a Copy, handsomely
bound, to Carlton House––and I suppose it was duly acknow-
ledged by Mr. Clarke––

My Aunt soon after her visit to him, returned home, where the
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little adventure was talked of for a while with some interest, and
afforded some amusement°––In the following Spring, Mr. Henry
Austen ceased to reside in London, and my Aunt was never
brought so near the precints of the Court again––nor did she ever
try to recall herself to the recollection of Physician, Librarian or
Prince, and so ended this little burst of Royal Patronage.

I beleive Aunt Jane’s health began to fail some time before we
knew she was really ill––but she became avowedly less equal to
exercise. In a letter to me she says:°

‘I have taken one ride on the donkey and I like it very much,
and you must try to get me quiet mild days that I may be able to
go out pretty constantly––a great deal of wind does not suit me,
as I have still a tendency to rhumatism. In short, I am but a poor
Honey at present––I will be better when you can come and see
us.’––

A donkey carriage had been set up for my Grandmother’s
accomodation––but I think she seldom used it, and Aunt Jane
found it a help to herself in getting to Alton––where, for a time,
Capt. Austen had a house, after removing from his Brother’s
place at Chawton.––

In my later visits to Chawton Cottage, I remember Aunt Jane
used often to lie down after dinner––My Grandmother herself
was frequently on the sofa––sometimes in the afternoon, some-
times in the evening, at no fixed period of the day,––She had not
bad health for her age, and she worked often for hours in the
garden, and naturally wanted rest afterwards––There was only
one sofa in the room––and Aunt Jane laid upon  chairs which
she arranged for herself––I think she had a pillow, but it never
looked comfortable––She called it her sofa, and even when the
other was unoccupied, she never took it––It seemed understood
that she preferred the chairs––

I wondered and wondered–– for the real sofa was frequently
vacant, and still she laid in this comfortless manner––I often asked
her how she could like the chairs best––and I suppose I worried
her into telling me the reason of her choice––which was, that if she
ever used the sofa, Grandmama would be leaving it for her, and
would not lie down, as she did now, whenever she felt inclined––
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In May,  my two Aunts went for a few weeks to
Cheltenham––I am able to ascertain the date of this, and some
similar occurrences, by a reference to old pocket books in my
possession°––It was a journey in those days, to go from Hamp-
shire into Gloucestershire and their first stage was to
Steventon––They stayed° one whole day, and left my Cousin
Cassy to remain with us during their absence––

They made also a short stay at Mr. Fowle’s at Kintbury°––I
beleive that was, as they returned––Mrs. Dexter, then Mary Jane
Fowle, told me afterwards, that Aunt Jane went over the old
places, and recalled old recollections associated with them, in a
very particular manner–– looked at them, my cousin thought, as if
she never expected to see them again––The Kintbury family,
during that visit, received an impression that her health was
failing––altho’ they did not know of any particular malady.

The year , the last of my Aunt’s life, began it seems under
good auspices.

I copy from a letter of her’s to myself dated Jany. rd–°––
the only letter I have which does bear the date of the year––

‘I feel myself getting stronger than I was––and can so perfectly
well walk to Alton, or back again, without the slightest fatigue
that I hope to be able to do both, when summer comes––’

I do not know when the alarming symptoms of her malady
came on––It was in the following March that I had the first idea
of her being seriously ill––It had been settled that about the end
of that month, or the beginning of April, I should spend a few
days at Chawton, in the absence of my Father and Mother, who
were just then engaged with Mrs. Leigh Perrot in arranging her
late husband’s affairs–– it was shortly after Mr. Leigh Perrot’s
death°––but Aunt Jane became too ill to have me in the house, and
so I went instead to my sister, Mrs. Lefroy, at Wyards––The next
day we walked over to Chawton to make enquiries after our
Aunt––She was keeping her room but said she would see us, and
we went up to her––She was in her dressing gown and was sitting
quite like an invalide in an arm chair––but she got up, and kindly
greeted us––and then pointing to seats which had been arranged
for us by the fire, she said, ‘There’s a chair for the married lady,
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and a little stool for you, Caroline.’––It is strange, but those trifl-
ing words are the last of her’s that I can remember–– for I retain
no recollection at all of what was said by any one in the conversa-
tion that of course ensued––

I was struck by the alteration in herself––She was very pale––
her voice was weak and low and there was about her, a general
appearance of debility and suffering; but I have been told that she
never had much actual pain––

She was not equal to the exertion of talking to us, and our visit
to the sick room was a very short one––Aunt Cassandra soon
taking us away––I do not suppose we stayed a quarter of an hour;
and I never saw Aunt Jane again––

I think she must have been particularly ill that day, and that in
some degree she afterwards rallied––I soon went home again––
but I beleive Mrs. Lefroy saw her more than once afterwards
before she went to Winchester––

It was sometime in the following May, that she removed
thither––Better medical advice was needed, than Alton could
supply––Not I beleive with much hope that any skill could effect
a cure but from the natural desire of her family to place her in the
best hands––Mr. Lyford was thought to be very clever so much
so, as to be generally summoned far beyond his own practise–– to
give his opinion in cases of serious illness––

In the earlier stages of her malady, my Aunt had had the advice,
in London, of one of the eminent physicians of the day°––

Aunt Cassandra, of course, accompanied her sister and they
had lodgings in College Street––Their great friends Mrs. Heath-
cote and Miss Bigg, then living in The Close, had made all the
arrangements for them, and did all they could to promote their
comfort during that melancholy sojourn in Winchester.

Mr. Lyford could give no hope of recovery––He told my
Mother that the duration of the illness must be very uncertain––
it might be lingering or it might, with equal probability come to a
sudden close––and that he feared the last period, whenever it
arrived, would be one of severe suffering––but this was mercifully
ordered otherwise––My mother, after a little time, had joined her
sisters-in-law–– to make it more cheerful for them, and also to
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take a share in the necessary attendance––From her, therefore, I
learned, that my Aunt’s resignation and composure of spirit were
such, as those who knew her well, would have hoped for and
expected––She was a humble and beleiving Christian; her life had
passed in the cheerful performance of all home duties, and with
no aiming at applause, she had sought, as if by instinct to promote
the happiness of all those who came within her influence––
doubtless she had her reward, in the peace of mind which was
granted to her in her last days––

She was quite aware of her own danger–– it was no delusive
hope that kept up her spirits––and there was everything to attach
her to life––Tho’ she had passed by the hopes and enjoyments of
youth, yet its sorrows also were left behind––and Autumn is
sometimes so calm and fair that it consoles us for the departure of
Spring and Summer––and thus it might have been with her––She
was happy in her family and in her home; and no doubt the
exercise of her great talent, was a happiness also in itself––and
she was just learning to feel confidence in her own success––In no
human mind was there less of vanity than in her’s––yet she could
not but be pleased and gratified as her works, by slow degrees
made their way in the world, with constantly increasing favour––

She had no cause to be weary of life, and there was much to
make it very pleasant to her––We may be sure she would fain have
lived on––yet she was enabled, without complaint, and without
dismay, to prepare for death––She had for some time known that
it might be approaching her; and now she saw it with certainty, to
be very near at hand.

The religious services most suitable to her state were minis-
tered to her, during this, the last stage of her illness––sometimes
by a Brother––Two of them were Clergymen and at Winchester
she was within easy distance of both––

Her sweetness of temper never failed her; she was considerate
and grateful to those who attended on her, and at times, when
feeling rather better, her playfulness of spirit prevailed, and she
amused them even in their sadness––A Brother frequently went
over for a few hours, or a day or two––

Suddenly she became much worse––Mr. Lyford thought the
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end was near at hand, and she beleived herself to be dying––and
under this conviction she said all that she wished to say to those
around her––

In taking then, as she thought, a last leave of my Mother, she
thanked her for being there, and said, ‘You have always been a
kind sister to me, Mary.’––Contrary to every expectation, the
immediate danger passed away; she became comfortable again,
and seemed really better––

My Mother then came home––but not for long as she was
shortly summoned back––This was from no increase of my
Aunt’s illness, but because the Nurse could not be trusted for her
share of the night attendance, having been more than once found
asleep––so to relieve her from that part of her charge, Aunt Cas-
sandra and my Mother and my Aunt’s maid took the nights
between them.

Aunt Jane continued very cheerful and comfortable, and there
began to be a hope of, at least, a respite from death––

But soon, and suddenly, as it were, a great change came on––
not apparently, attended with much suffering––she sank
rapidly––Mr. Lyford––when he saw her, could give no further
hope, and she must have felt her own state–– for when he asked
her if there was anything she wanted, she replied, ‘Nothing but
death.’ Those were her last words––

They watched by her through the night, and in quietness and
peace she breathed her last on the morning of the th of July,
––

I need scarcely say she was dearly loved by her family––Her
Brothers were very proud of her––Her literary fame, at the close
of her life, was only just spreading––but they were proud of her
talents, which they even then estimated highly––proud of her
home virtues, of her cheerful spirit––of her pleasant looks––and
each loved afterwards to fancy a resemblance, in some daughter of
his own, to the dear ‘Aunt Jane’, whose perfect equal they yet
never expected to see––
March ––Written out,
At Frog Firle––Sussex.
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APPENDIX

I have not recorded erasures or page breaks, but I have retained
irregularities of orthography and punctuation. Later or superscript
insertions into the manuscripts are signalled by the following
convention:ˆ ˆ.

. Copy of part of a letter from Anna Lefroy to JEAL (NPG,
RWC/HH,° fo. ).

Southern Hill,
Reading.
April th [?]

. . . I believe that a music Master attended at Steventon, who also
gave lessons at Ashe: but am not certain. Any way, nobody could
think more humbly of Aunt Jane’s music than she did herself; so
much so as at one time to resolve on giving it up. The Pianoforte
was parted with on the removal from Steventon, and during the
whole time of her residence at Bath she had none. In course of
time she felt the loss of the amusement, or for some other reason
repented of her own decision; for, when settled at Chawton she
bought a Pianoforte, and practised upon it diligently––This, as I
understood at the time, she found necessary in order to recover
that facility of fingering, which no doubt she had once possessed.

. . . Both our Aunts read French easily, and understood it well
grammatically, and both had some knowledge of Italian. I can
answer for a double set of Veneroni Grammars° &c. How much
they taught themselves I cannot say, but in these matters I think it
probable they had very valuable assistance from their cousin,
Uncle Henry’s first wife, who was an extremely accomplished
woman, not only for that day, but for any day.



. Copy of a letter from Anna Lefroy to JEAL (NPG,
RWC/HH, fos. –).

Southern Hill,
Reading.
May th [?]

My dear Edward
Lady Le Marchant° remembered your message & I will lose no

time in sending the copy you wish for. The lines on Mrs. Lefroy’s
death you shall have ˆalsoˆ if, when you have read, you desire to
have them––but perhaps you may think them too long. The ori-
ginal of Poll’s letters is in the possession of Mrs. George
Austen°–– it was given to her at Portsdown. Cassandra Austen in a
second letter to Fanny° says, ‘At Aunt Cassandra’s death there
were several scraps marked by her (of her Sister’s compositions)
to be given to different relations, & amongst others some to Lady
Knatchbull––’ (of course Lady Susan is here referred to) ‘& some
to my Uncle Frank––one at least I know, or think probably he
must have had––but I suppose his Daughter might object to giv-
ing it up.’ Perhaps Cassandra has ‘Sanditon’ in her head, because
a copy of that taken by stealth during Aunt C’s life was undoubt-
edly at Portsdown, where it had no business to be.

If it could be managed without much inconvenience I should
extremely like to see such papers as you have received [Anna
wrote recd] from Cassandra––It was the recollection of one on her
lists that encouraged me to think there must be a deposit in that
quarter–– for that one must be somewhere, & probably more with
it–– the Herbert Austens° are gone from home, & so I have not
been able to give your message ˆof thanksˆ but by a hasty note
from Herbert written just before he left it appears that no letters
to Uncle Henry have been kept.

The occasional correspondence between the Sisters when apart
from each other would as a matter of course be destroyed by the
Survivor––I can fancy what the indignation of Aunt Cassa. would
have been at the mere idea of its’ [sic] being read and commented
upon by any of us, nephews and nieces, little or great––and indeed
I I [sic] think myself she was right, in that as in most other things
. . .
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. Copy of a letter from Caroline Austen to JEAL (NPG,
RWC/HH, fos. –).

April st. [?]

My dear Edward
I have lost no time in getting ready all the helps I have to offer

for our Aunt’s ‘Life’––I wish they were more. Memory is treach-
erous, but I cannot be mistaken in saying that Sense and
Sensibility was first written in letters––& so read to her family.
Northanger Abbey, under a different name I beleive, was the first
actually prepared for publication & was sold for (I think £) to
a publisher––who declared that he had lost the copy––refused to
have the loss supplied, and was contented to remain minus his
£. Afterwards the copyright was purchased back again and it
was left, as you know ready for publication at the time of her
death––I enclose a copy of Mr. Austen’s letter to Cadell°––I do
not know which novel he would have sent––The letter does not do
much credit to the tact or courtesy of our good Grandfather for
Cadell was a great man in his day, and it is not surprising that he
should have refused the favor so offered from an unknown––but
the circumstance may be worth noting, especially as we have so
few incidents to produce. At a sale of Cadell’s papers &c Tom
Lefroy picked up the original letter––and Jemima copied it for
me––
My Aunt was very sorry to leave her native home, as I have heard
my Mother relate––My Aunts had been away a little while, and
were met in the Hall ˆon their returnˆ by their Mother who told
them it was all settled, and they were going to live at Bath. My
Mother who was present.[sic] said my Aunt Jane was greatly
distressed––All things were done in a hurry by Mr. Austen &
of course this is not a fact to be written and printed––but you
have authority for saying she did mind it–– if you think it worth
while––

As to the ‘stuffing’ of the projected volume, I have already
said that I expect little from letters––but some of her light
nonsensical verses might take––such as ‘In measured verse I
now rehearse, The charms of lovely Anna’, & perhaps some
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few rimes or charades––& I have thought that the story, I
beleive in your possession, all nonsense, might be used. I don’t
mean Kitty’s Bower, but the other––of the gentleman who
wanders forth and is put in possession of a stranger’s house,
and married to his daughter Maria.° I have always thought it
remarkable that the early workings of her mind should have
been in burlesque, and comic exaggeration, setting at nought
all rules of probable or possible––when of all her finished and
later writings, the exact contrary is the characteristic. The story
I mean is clever nonsense but one knows not how it might be
taken by the public, tho’ something must ever be risked. What I
should deprecate is publishing any of the ‘betweenities’ when
the nonsense was passing away, and before her wonderful talent
had found it’s proper channel. Lady Knatchbull has a whole
short story they were wishing years ago to make public––but
were discouraged by others––& I hope the desire has passed
away.

I think I need not warn you against raking up that old story of
the still living ‘Chief Justice’°––That there was something in it, is
true––but nothing out of the common way––(as I beleive.) Noth-
ing to call ill usage, & no very serious sorrow endured. The York
Lefroys got up a very strong version of it all, & spread their own
notions in the family––but they were for years very angry with
their Kinsman, & rather delighted in a proof as they thought, of
his early heartlessness. I have my story from my Mother, who was
near at the time––It was a disappointment, but Mrs. Lefroy sent
the gentleman off at the end of a very few weeks, that no more
mischief might be done. If his love had continued a few more
years, he might have sought her out again––as he was then making
enough to marry on––but who can wonder that he did not? He
was settled in Ireland, and he married an Irish lady––who cer-
tainly had the convenience of money–– there was no engagement,
& never had been.

I am very glad dear Edward that you have applied your-self to
the settlement of this vexed question between the Austens and
the Public. I am sure you will do justice to what there is––but I
feel it must be a difficult task to dig up the materials, so carefully
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have they been buried out of our sight by the past generat[ion] As
this is a letter of business. I will add nothing else.

Ever yr. aff. Sister
Car Austen.

. Copy of a letter from Caroline Austen to JEAL (NPG,
RWC/HH, fos. –).

Wednesday Evg. [?]
My dear Edward

I have looked out the pocket book of .° There are these
entries––[‘] July th Jane Austen was taken for death, about ½
past  in the evening.
th. Jane breathed her last at ½ past  in the morning––only
Cassandra and I were with her. Henry came’––
The next day I see you and my Father came to Winchester, and he
stayed there  nights.

On the d. Mr. Knight & Captn. Austen came late at night.
On the th. ‘Edward came early in the morning. Jane was buried
in Winchester Cathedral. We all returned home.’ On the th. you
and my Father went to Chawton for one night. The attendants at
the Funeral, you see, are not named––but I am sure they were
only the Brothers, and that you went in your Father’s place––he
himself & others, feeling that in the sad state of his own health
and nerves, the trial would be too much for him. He therefore
stayed at home. Capt. Charles Austen is not named amongst those
who came to Winchester & I make sure he must then have been at
sea––or he would certainly have been amongst the mourners.

I am very glad you are getting on so fast with your task for this
proves I hope, that you find it no very great trouble––

My own wish would be, that not any allusion should be made
to the Manydown story°––or at least that the reference should be
so vague, as to give no clue to the place or the person. Mr. With-
er’s children are still living & in the neighbourhood––probably
they never yet heard the tale––but some of then [sic] are readers,
& they would be sure to fall in with the Memoir. A few people
remain thereabouts who know the tradition––The Knights
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certainly, and perhaps the Portals; it lies very harmless now, as
good as dead, but the enquiry of who the gentleman might have
been would probably bring it to life again, & so the story would go
the round of the neighbourhood. Now I should not like the With-
ers to think that the Austen’s had been so proud of her suitor, as
to have handed down his name to all succeeding generations––I
should not mind telling any body, at this distance of time––but
printing and publishing seem to me very different from talking
about the past––

During the few years my Grandfather lived at Bath, he went in
the summer with his wife and daughters to some sea-side. They
were in Devonshire, & in Wales––& in Devonshire an acquaint-
ance was made with some very charming man––I never heard
Aunt Cass. speak of anyone else with such admiration––she had
no doubt that a mutual attachment was in progress between him
and her sister. They parted––but he made it plain that he should
seek them out again––& shortly afterwards he died!––My Aunt
told me this in the late years of her own life––& it was quite new
to me then––but all this, being nameless and dateless, cannot I
know serve any purpose of your’s––and it brings no contradiction
to your theory that she ˆAunt Janeˆ never had any attachment that
overclouded her happiness, for long. This had not gone far
enough, to leave misery behind.

Mr. Wither’s offer was made after the family had left
Steventon–– tho’ I suppose his love had grown in previous years
of intimacy. My Aunts were on a visit to Steventon at the time.
Aunt Jane I suppose was then about seven & twenty––If the
circumstance is alluded to could you not make the matter less
traceable by intimating that they had then left the
neighbourhood?
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. Letters to Anna Lefroy, – and undated (HRO, MS
M°//). From a letter of  July  from JEAL then
on a research trip to Steventon, in preparation for the Memoir.

July 


Dear Anna
I accomplished my visit to Steventon, where I was kindly

received, & found much to interest me. There is certainly no
entry of the burial of young Hastings° either at Deane or Steven-
ton; & the beautiful accuracy with which our Grandfather kept
his register prevents the possibility of his having omitted to make
an entry of such interest to him. I can only suppose that the
child died else where (possibly having been sent some where
for his health) or that by the desire of his family he was buried
else-where.

The chief discovery that I made is that we were all mistaken in
supposing that our Grandfather was not Rector of Steventon, as
well as of Deane, from , the year of his marriage. The Ste-
venton Register proves conclusively that he was. He signs himself
‘Geo: Austen, Rector,’ at the bottom of every page from  to
. The entries for  and  are signed by ‘James Austen
Curate.’ After that date the entries are made in my father’s hand,
but no farther signature occurs.

All traces of former things are even more obliterated than I had
expected. Even the terrace has been levelled, & its site is to be
distinguished only by the finer turf on that place.

They have discovered & opened an old well, which must have
been in our Grandfathers old garden, between the house & the
terrace. Did you know of any such? One Lime planted by our
father° near that part has become a magnificent tree. The Lime on
the top of the other Hill looks healthy, but from its position must
always be a one sided affair. Several of the trees in the East
plantation are become good timber. The view from the parsonage
windows is as pretty as good falls of ground & abundance of trees
can make it; all that is seen is grass. W Knight° is very careful of
the trees, though time gradually thins them. The great Elm close
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to his house is gone. Part of it nearly fell on the building, & it was
necessary to remove the rest for fear of worse mischief. He has an
abundance of well kept walks through hedgerows, all about his
fields.

. Letters to James Edward Austen-Leigh (HRO, MS
M//). Caroline Austen to JEAL, undated apart from
‘Saturday’, but annotated in a different hand at the end ‘July
’ (M//b item °).

Saturday
My dear Edward

I received yesterday from Anna, yr. despatch to her, & I dare
say you wish to have the copies returned of Ld. Stanhope’s letter,
& your’s to him––I am rather sorry that Ld. S. should be raising a
hue & cry after those ‘lines, replete with vigour & fancy’––to
which unluckily Uncle Henry alluded more than half a Century
ago°––Nobody felt any curiosity about them then––but see what it
is to have a growing posthumous reputation! we cannot keep any
thing to ourselves now, it seems.––I quite approve of yr. letter to
Lord S.––I suppose it will bring a rejoinder––Tho’ there are no
reasons ethical or orthodox against the publication of these
stanzas, there are reasons of taste––I never thought there was
much point in them–– they were good enough for a passing
thought, but if she had lived she would probably soon have torn
them up––however there is a much stronger objection to their
being inserted in any memoir, than a want of literary merit––If
put in at all they must have been introduced as the latest working
of her mind––They are dated July th––her death followed on
the th [‘’ written over ‘’]––Till a few hours before she died,
she had been feeling much better, & there was hope of amend-
ment at least, if not of recovery––she amused herself by following
a harmless fancy suggested by what was passing near her––but
the joke about the dead Saint, & Winchester races, all jumbled up
together, would read badly as amongst the few details given, of
the closing scene––If I were to meet with it in any other biog-
raphy, it would jar at once on my feelings, & I should think the
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insertion then & there of such light words, a sad incongruity––&
so I doubt not would Ld. Stanhope if he had found them in the
volume––I am pleased that Lady Susan should have his valuable
approbation––& perhaps the more pleased because I have never
felt quite sure how it would be taken by the public––I feared it
might be thought too much of a monotone––but there must cer-
tainly be an interest in its complete contrast to those tales by
which she became famous––I think the admission of these letters,
with the slow travelling to London & her stay at her Brother’s
house, a very great gain°––as they give for a short period, that
which is so much wanted––her proceedings––narrated by
herself––I am glad that Charlotte Craven° gets her little meed of
praise––I think that all persons who can be naturally named,
contribute towards making a book of general interest–– that is,
after the lapse of  years––& if there is nothing stated to their
disadvantage––

I suppose I may take the liberty of copying your letter
that to Mr. Bentley from Lord Stanhope

. Copy of part of a letter from Catherine Hubback° to JEAL
(NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –).

March st. .
My dear Edward

. . . I gathered from the letters that it was in a momentary fit of
self-delusion that she ˆAunt Janeˆ accepted Mr. Withers pro-
posal,° and that when it was all settled eventually, and the negative
decisively given she was much relieved––I think the affair vexed
her a good deal––but I am sure she had no attachment to him. If
ever she was in love, it was with Dr. Blackall° (I think that was the
name) whom they met at some watering place, shortly before they
settled at Chawton––There is no doubt she admired him
extremely, and perhaps regretted parting, but she always said her
books were her children, and supplied her sufficient interest for
happiness; and some of her letters, triumphing over the married
women of her acquaintance, & rejoicing in her own freedom from
care were most amusing.
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March th. .
. . . I do not think Dr. Blackall died until long afterwards. If I do
not mistake there were two brothers, one of whom was called Mr.
Edwd. B––& I never heard what became of him––The other, the
Dr.––Aunt Cassandra met with again long afterwards when she
made an excursion to the Wye in company with Uncle Charles,
two of his daughters & my sister Cassandra––My cousin Cassie
Austen the only survivor of that party could I have no doubt tell
where and how they met him––I only remember that my Aunt
found him stout, red-faced and middle-aged––very different
from their youthful hero––It must have been in ‘’––or there-
abouts, and I believe he died soon afterwards . . .

. Copy of a letter, undated, from Caroline Austen to JEAL,
written after the publication of the first edition of the Memoir on
 December  (NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –).
My dear Edward

I should have sent you my thanks for your kind present by that
day’s post––only I waited till I should have read the book, & so be
able to assure you, as I now can, that I am very much pleased with
it & I congratulate you on having succeeded so well in arranging
your scanty and miscellaneous materials, and connecting them
from your own resources, so as to form an interesting narrative––
Such, I hope and expect it will prove to general readers, who I
think will only wish that it could have been longer. I have not read
steadily as yet, quite to the end, but I see you have been very
merciful to Mr. Clarke° in omitting the most ridiculous parts of
his letter––

The portrait° is better than I expected––as considering its early
date, and that it has lately passed through the hands of painter
and engraver––I did not reckon upon finding any likeness––but
there is a look which I recognise as hers––and though the general
resemblance is not strong, yet as it represents a pleasant counten-
ance it is so far a truth––& I am not dissatisfied with it.

I remain, my dear Edward, your very affecte. sister,
Car. Austen.
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. Copy of a letter from Caroline Austen to JEAL, written,
from its inclusion of the extract from F. W. Fowle’s letter, after
the publication of the first edition of the Memoir, perhaps when
JEAL was collecting materials for the second edition (NPG,
RWC/HH, fos. –).

My Aunt Miss Jane Austen had nearly left off singing, by the
time I can recollect much about her performances––but some
songs of hers I do remember––One was––
Her groves of green myrtle,° let foreign lands reckon,
Where bright beaming summer exalts their [ . . . ]
Far dearer to me are the Braes of [ . . . ]
With the wind stealing over the long yellow broom

——
My memory fails at the last word of the d. line––and one or two
in the th. are a guess. The Song, as she sang it, was in M.S. I
never saw it in print––
Another, already mentioned, was entitled Oh! no my Love no! or
The Wife’s [Farewell] I beleive from the Farce of Age to-
morrow[.] I had a printed copy of this once, myself ages ago––
But the song that I heard her sing oftenest, was a little French
ditty in her M.S. book[.] The  first lines were
[‘]Que j’aime à voir les Hirondelles
Volent ma fenêtre tous les jours’––
As a child, this was my favourite––& was what I asked for the
oftenest. As M. Jacot is interested in my Aunt’s musical powers,
he may like to read an extract from a letter written by our cousin,
tho’ not her nephew, in answer to some enquiries of mine last year,
as to his reminiscences of one whom he had known very well,
after he was himself grown up–– the Rev. F. W. Fowle° of Ames-
bury, Wilts––
[There follows an extract from Fowle’s letter copied from the
longer extract preserved in Caroline’s hand in the Austen-Leigh
archive, HRO, MS M//, for which see below.]
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. Letters to Caroline Austen, – (HRO, MS M/
/). A copy in Caroline’s hand of an extract from a letter sent
by the Revd F. W. Fowle, dated Jan.  , acknowledging
receipt of the Memoir. It reads:

Extract from a letter received from the Revd. F. W. Fowle of
Amesbury acknowledging a Copy of The Memoir of Jane Austen
‘I have read it with the greatest interest––nothing has so vividly
brought back to me the vision of my early days & of all the dear
friends whom in the interim I have lost––I was better acquainted
with Steventon Parsonage & its talented inmates, or those who
had been it’s inmates, until the turmoil of life had scattered them,
than probably you think for’

Then follow his recollections of each individual of the family
till he comes down to the subject of The Memoir––& he thus
continues. ‘Your “dear Aunt Jane” I can testify to as being the
attractive animated delightful person her biographer has repre-
sented her. I well remember her singing––& “The yellow haired
Laddie” made an impression ˆupˆon me, which more than half a
century has had no power to efface––Boscho / or some such
name / (Bochsa?) a celebrated Italian harpist whom I heard at
Salisbury once introduced in a ˆbeautifulˆ medley of English &
Scotch tunes, that touching air––& Jane Austen, whom I had
come to know at last as a distinguished Authoress, rose up before
me!––The last time I ever saw her, was at Steventon when she
was on a visit to your Mother––I think Mrs Craven was there––
She was a very sweet reader––She had finished the st Canto of
Marmion,° & I was reading the nd––when Mr W. Digweed was
announced. It was like the interruption of some pleasing dream
the illusions of which suddenly vanish––Strange to say it was the
last moment of my knowing any thing of “Jane Austen” excepting
from recollections’––
Dated. Amesbury Jany––th 
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. Copy of part of a letter from G. D. Boyle, Vicar of
Kidderminster, to JEAL (NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –°).

Summerhill,
Kidderminster.

Oct. . 
finished Oct. 

Dear Sir
. . . I saw in the literary announcements of the autumn that you

were engaged on a life of the incomparable novelist, Jane Austen;
and I am tempted to tell you what I sincerely wish was better
worth your attention.

I was on intimate terms with a lady who died a few years ago,
Mrs. Barrett, whose maiden name was Turner or Edwards. It
seems odd that I should have a difficulty about her name, but the
fact is that her mother was twice married, and her daughters (by
two husbands) had all been married before they were known to
my wife or her family. Mrs. Barrett was no ordinary woman. She
had read widely and wisely, and preserved that most rare of gifts,
the power of entering fully into the tastes, ˆand especially the
intellectual tastes,ˆ of a younger generation than her own. She
had enjoyed the friendship of some remarkable people; but I
think I was more interested in hearing her recollections of the
author of ‘Persuasion’ than in any other of the reminiscences she
recalled. Most unfortunately for the purposes of your biography
she had lost, through the carelessness of a friend, a series of
letters from Miss Austen of great interest. I often entreated her to
write down her recollections, but although she possessed in no
ordinary degree the power of writing interesting and remarkable
letters, the recollections of a time of happiness long past by were,
she said, too overpowering.

There are, however, two or three matters I remember of inter-
est. The artistic method of Miss Austen’s character painting has
been a subject of constant remark since the time when Lord
Macaulay’s epoz on Madame D’Arblay appeared in the Edin-
burgh Review. Her friend remembers well that, on one occasion,
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soon after the inimitable Mr. Collins had made his appearance in
literature, an old friend attacked her on the score of having
pourtrayed an individual; in recurring to the subject afterwards
she expressed a very great dread of what she called ‘such an
invasion of social proprieties.’ She said she thought it fair to note
peculiarities, weaknesses, and even special phrases, but it was her
desire to create not to reproduce, and at the same time said ‘I am
much too proud of my own gentlemen ever to admit that they are
merely Mr. A or Major C.’

Mrs. Barrett declared that to a perfect modesty of character
she united a real judgement of her own powers, and that on the
appearance of a good review (I almost think it was one by Arch-
bishop Whately in the Quarterly, at one time printed among Sir
W. Scott’s miscellanies) she said, ‘Well! that is pleasant! Those are
the very characters I took most pains with, and the writer has
found me out.’

To a question ‘which of your characters do you like best’? she
once answered, ‘Edmund Bertram and Mr. Knightley; but they
are very far from being what I know English gentlemen often are.’

The change of ideas as to clerical duty may be discovered in a
fact mentioned by the same lady, that Miss Austen was once
attacked by an Irish dignitary, who preferred a residence at Bath
to his own proper sphere, ‘for being over particular about Cler-
gymen residing on their cures.’ This was, of course, in allusion to
the conversation of Bertram & Crawford in Mansfield Park.
There is one fragment more which I would willingly linger on
and expand,–– the tribute of my old friend to the real and true
spring of a religion which was always present though never
obtruded. Miss Austen, she used to say, had on all the subjects of
enduring religious feeling the deepest and strongest convictions,
but a contact with loud and noisy exponents of the then popular
religious phase made her reticent almost to a fault. She had to
suffer something in the way of reproach from those who believed
she might have used her genius to greater effect; but her old
friend used to say, ‘I think I see her now defending what she
thought was the real province of a delineator of life and manners,
and declaring her belief that example and not “direct preaching”
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was all that a novelist could afford properly to exhibit.’––Mrs.
Barrett used to add, ‘Anne Elliott was herself; her enthusiasm for
the navy, and her perfect unselfishness reflect her completely.’

I wish I had more to write. I often approached the subject, but
 years have passed away since Mrs. Barrett died.

. . . . Very truly yours
G. D. Boyle
(Vicar of Kidderminster.)

. Extract from ‘Family History by Fanny C. Lefroy’ (HRO,
MS M//°).

In a note to my Father [Ben Lefroy] announcing her death Sir
Francis Austen writes. ‘I do not know if you have heard how very
unfavourable the accounts which were brought from Winchester
yesterday by my brother were. If not you and Anna will be the
more shocked to hear that all is over. My dear sister was seized at
five yesterday evening with extreme faintness and on Mr. Lyfords
arriving soon after he pronounced her to be dying. She breathed
her last at half past four this morning and went off without a
struggle. My mother bears the shock as well as can be expected,
and we have the satisfaction of hearing that Mrs. J. Austen and
Cassandra are well.’

None of her nieces mourned her more deeply than did our
mother. I might go further, and say not any one of them so much.
She wrote immediately to her Grandmother offering to go to her.
I copy the reply.

‘I thank you sincerely for all your kind expressions and your
offer. I am certainly in a good deal of affliction, but trust God will
support me. I was not prepared for the blow for though it in a
manner hung over us, I had reason to think it at a distance, and
was not quite without hope that she might in part recover. After a
four months illness she may be said to have died suddenly. Mr.

Lyford supposed a large blood vessel had given way. I hope her
sufferings were not severe–– they were not long. I had a letter
from Cassandra this morning. She is in great affliction but bears
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it like a Christian. Dear Jane is to be buried in the Cathedral, I
believe on Thursday. In which case Cassandra will come home as
soon as it is over. Miss Lloyd does not go.––Your father, Mr

Knight who is now here, your Uncle Henry (who is now at Win-
chester giving the necessary directions) and your Uncle Frank
will attend. How fortunate for Cassandra that your mama was
with her. She says she is all kindness and affection.’

Our Great Grandmother was  when she lost this beloved
daughter. To her the separation could not be long, but Aunt
Cassandra’s loss in her sister was great indeed and most truly a
loss never to be repaired. They were everything to each other.
They seemed to lead a life to themselves, within the general fam-
ily life, which was shared only by each other. I will not say their
true but their full feelings and opinions were known only to
themselves. They alone fully understood what each had suffered
and felt and thought. Yet they had such a gift of reticence that the
secrets of their respective friends were never betrayed to each
other. They were thoroughly trustworthy and the young niece
who brought her troubles to Aunt Jane for advice and sympathy
knew she could depend absolutely on her silence even to her
sister. A strict fidelity which is I think somewhat rare between any
two so closely united.
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EXPLANATORY NOTES



JA Jane Austen
JEAL James Edward Austen-Leigh, her nephew

HRO, MS M Hampshire Record Office, Winchester, the Austen-Leigh
Papers

NPG, RWC/HH National Portrait Gallery, London, a file of correspond-
ence between R. W. Chapman and Henry Hake, –

Memoir Ed. James Edward Austen-Leigh, A Memoir of Jane Austen,
by her nephew ()

Memoir Ed. James Edward Austen-Leigh, A Memoir of Jane Austen,
by her nephew, to which is added Lady Susan and fragments
of two other unfinished tales by Miss Austen (nd edn., )

Memoir () James Edward Austen-Leigh, Memoir of Jane Austen, by
her nephew, ed. R. W. Chapman ()

Austen Papers Austen Papers –, ed. R. A. Austen-Leigh ()
Fam. Rec. William Austen-Leigh and Richard Arthur Austen-

Leigh, Jane Austen: A Family Record, revised and
enlarged by Deirdre Le Faye ()

Gilson David Gilson, A Bibliography of Jane Austen (,
revised )

Letters Jane Austen’s Letters, ed. Deirdre Le Faye (rd edn., )
Life & Letters William Austen-Leigh and Richard Arthur Austen-

Leigh, Jane Austen, Her Life and Letters, A Family Record
()

MAJA Caroline Austen, My Aunt Jane Austen: A Memoir (writ-
ten ; first published ; included here in a revised
edition from the manuscript)

Minor Works Minor Works, The Works of Jane Austen, vol. , ed. R. W.
Chapman (; revised B. C. Southam, )

RAJ Anna Lefroy, ‘Recollections of Aunt Jane’ (written ;
first published ; included here in a revised edition
from the manuscript, HRO, MS M///)

Reminiscences Reminiscences of Caroline Austen, ed. Deirdre Le Faye
(written s; first published )

Sailor Brothers J. H. and Edith C. Hubback, Jane Austen’s Sailor Brothers:
Being the Adventures of Sir Francis Austen, G.C.B., Admiral
of the Fleet, and Rear-Admiral Charles Austen ()



Tucker George Holbert Tucker, A History of Jane Austen’s Fam-
ily (; revised )

S&S Sense and Sensibility ()
P&P Pride and Prejudice ()
MP Mansfield Park ()
E Emma ()
NA Northanger Abbey ()
P Persuasion ()

References to the Jane Austen Society Reports are to articles as they are pagin-
ated in the collected volumes, where these exist: –; –; –;
and –.

.  .  -, A Memoir of Jane Austen

The text of the Memoir printed here follows the second, expanded edition of
, with minor misprints and errors corrected. I have, however, made cer-
tain changes. I have omitted the bulk of the manuscript writings which JEAL
appended to this enlarged edition–– the cancelled chapter of Persuasion, Lady
Susan, and the unfinished novels The Watsons and Sanditon (the last mainly
paraphrased by JEAL); and I have restored some features of the first edition
text of ––namely, the set of five illustrations and the second postscript,
dated  November . In this, I follow the example of R. W. Chapman who
edited the  Memoir for the Clarendon Press in . Chapman retained
the cancelled chapter of Persuasion but omitted the other manuscript writings.
He also restored the illustrations and second postscript and supplied running
titles for each of the chapters, drawn from JEAL’s own chapter head notes. I
have adopted these, together with the frontispiece portrait of JEAL added to
the  edition. In other respects this is a reprint of the  Memoir,
collated against the  edition for misprints and to record the substantial
changes made between the two editions. The most important of these textual
changes and expansions are signalled and described in the notes which follow.
It is worth mentioning that neither JEAL nor his assistants in the Memoir were
overly concerned to reproduce accurately the documents which they tran-
scribed or quoted. Among the Austen family, there was much passing around
of copies and much making of further copies of JA’s letters and unpublished
writings, and I alert the reader in the notes which follow to the more signifi-
cant differences between JEAL’s texts and the earlier, often autograph, copies
published more recently. Such changes are particularly marked in his treat-
ment of JA’s letters, where not only was JEAL not concerned to follow scru-
pulously the original text (or perhaps he was not supplied with a wholly
accurate copy), but he had a tendency to correct or improve grammar and
sentence structure. In addition, as a near family member, he was sensitive to
the substance of his material, and occasionally he omits or alters details which
might still, in , have caused offence to the living or cast JA or others in an
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unfavourable light. Wherever possible, I refer the reader to Jane Austen’s
Letters, ed. Deirdre Le Faye (rd edn., ) for the most accurate text.

The following emendations have been made to the text:
p. , l. : if we look] if we could look []
p. , l. : the chiffonniere, is] the chiffonniere, which is
p. , l. : on strict survey] on strict survey, []
p. , l. : till,] till
p. , l. : worth] worthy []
p. , l. : dear style] clear style
p. , l. : Ah, ah!] Ah, ha! []

 called ‘Lady Susan’: the cancelled chapter of P etc. are not included in
this edition. 

 epigraph: Sir Arthur Helps, The Life of Columbus, the Discoverer of Amer-
ica (), –, slightly misquoted, from a description of Prince Henry
of Portugal, the promoter of the discovery of America.

 the Dashwoods . . . and Musgroves: families who appear in the six com-
pleted novels on which JA’s nineteenth-century reputation rested. JEAL
lists them in the order of the novels’ first publication: the Dashwoods in
S&S (); the Bennets in P&P (); the Bertrams in MP ();
the Woodhouses in E (); the Thorpes in NA; and the Musgroves in P
(published posthumously with NA in ).

 Hasted, in his History of Kent: Edward Hasted, The History and Topo-
graphical Survey of the County of Kent,  (), –;  (), .

 Mr. George Austen: JA’s father, the Revd George Austen (–), son
of William Austen (–) and ward of William’s long-lived elder
brother Francis (–). George Austen entered St John’s College,
Oxford, in  at the age of , held a fellowship there from  to
, and was ordained a clergyman in the Church of England in .
Of his two surviving sisters, the elder Philadelphia (–) played a
significant role in the Austen family during JA’s early life, while Uncle
Francis’s second wife was one of her godmothers. JEAL’s information
about George Austen’s clerical livings is not quite accurate. He became
rector of Steventon, Hampshire, in  but of the neighbouring parish of
Deane only in . To confuse matters, however, the newly-wed George
and Cassandra Austen moved into the more comfortable parsonage at
Deane in  and only transferred to Steventon after some improve-
ments, probably in . This is clearly the source of JEAL’s mistake, for
he seems naturally enough to have assumed that his grandfather was
rector of Deane when he lived there in . On a trip to Steventon to
collect materials for his Memoir, he writes to his half-sister Anna: ‘The
chief discovery that I made is that we were all mistaken in supposing that
our Grandfather was not Rector of Steventon, as well as of Deane, from
, the year of his marriage. The Steventon Register proves conclusively
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that he was. He signs himself “Geo: Austen, Rector”, at the bottom of
every page from  to ’ (HRO, MS M//, letter to Anna
Lefroy,  July ). Himself a clergyman, JEAL is understandably anx-
ious to acquit his grandfather of the contentious charge of pluralism (that
is, of holding several livings at once). Though the practice might be
justified, as implied here, by the poor financial returns of a single living
and the closeness and smallness of the two parishes, pluralism often led
to the neglect of responsibilities when a clergyman did not live in his
parish. George Austen seems to have taken the matter sufficiently ser-
iously to seek approval from the Archbishop of Canterbury in  (Fam.
Rec., , , ; Tucker, –).

Cassandra: Cassandra Leigh (–), JA’s mother. For the Leigh
family, their Oxford connections, and their colourful but distant aristo-
cratic pretensions, see Tucker, –.

 ‘monuments . . . memorials need’: George Crabbe, The Borough (),
Letter , ‘The Church’, l. .

Mrs. Thrale . . . ‘divided the Board’: Theophilus Leigh (–), JA’s
great-uncle, was Master of Balliol College, Oxford, from  to .
He is described by Hester Lynch Salusbury, Mrs Thrale, later Mrs
Piozzi (–), diarist, memoirist, and travel writer, in her Letters to
and from the Late Samuel Johnson LL.D ( vols., ), ii. ; here
slightly misquoted by JEAL.

Pope . . . ‘study of mankind is Man’: Alexander Pope, An Essay on Man
(), Epistle , l. .

‘the ruling passion . . . death’: Pope, Epistle , To Cobham (), l. 
(‘Shall feel your ruling passion strong in death’).

 in  to Steventon: in , see note to p.  above.

the celebrated Warren Hastings: plenty of speculation hangs around the
relationship between Warren Hastings (–), the future
Governor-General of Bengal (–), and the Austen family. Taking
his cue from the other main source of family authorized biography, Life
& Letters, R. W. Chapman finds it ‘very doubtful’ that Hastings would
have committed his son, only  years old when sent to England in ,
to the charge of George Austen, a young bachelor. He therefore concurs
with the later generation of Austen-Leighs in assuming a confusion with
Hastings de Feuillide, another sickly and short-lived child, the son of
George Austen’s niece Eliza, ‘who undoubtedly did stay at Steventon and
did die young’ (Memoir (), ). But earlier family memory has it
that Hastings’s small son (also named George) died in the Austens’ care
in autumn  and that Mrs Austen was deeply upset by his death.
JEAL was clearly hoping to find confirmation on his  visit to Steven-
ton, but was disappointed, writing to Anna Lefroy: ‘There is certainly no
entry of the burial of young Hastings either at Deane or Steventon; & the
beautiful accuracy with which our Grandfather kept his register prevents
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the possibility of his having omitted to make an entry of such interest to
him. I can only suppose that the child died elsewhere (possibly having
been sent somewhere for his health) or that by the desire of his family
he was buried elsewhere’ (HRO, MS M//). George Austen’s
elder sister Philadelphia had gone out to India in  in search of a
husband and there married Tysoe Saul Hancock, a surgeon and associ-
ate of Hastings. Hastings became a close family friend of the Hancocks
and stood godfather to their daughter Elizabeth, for whom he sub-
sequently made generous financial provision. It would be a natural
reciprocal gesture for Philadelphia to recommend little George Hast-
ings to her brother’s charge in England. Further speculations by
Austen scholars, that Warren Hastings may have known Mrs Cassandra
Austen through a childhood link with her cousins, the Adlestrop
Leighs, or the conjecture of a boyhood association between George
Austen and Hastings, remain just that, speculation, with no substantial
proof (see Fam. Rec., ; and Maggie Lane, Jane Austen’s Family
through Five Generations (), ). However, the record becomes
more tangled, with suggestions that Mrs Hancock’s daughter Eliza,
George Austen’s niece, was her love-child by Hastings and not by her
husband. Tucker (–) treats the family scandal (if such it was) cau-
tiously, while David Nokes (Jane Austen: A Life (), –, –) is
far more sensationalist and, though without proof, unequivocal. Cer-
tainly Hastings’s interest in the welfare of the Hancock women, mother
and daughter, remained strong, and his association with the Austens
survived little George Hastings’s death. But Deirdre Le Faye, whose
biography of Eliza is forthcoming, has found no evidence at all to
confirm Hastings’s paternity or the scandal. JA’s brother Henry, who
became cousin Eliza’s second husband in , wrote to congratulate
Hastings on his acquittal for impeachment in  and maintained an
occasional and obsequious correspondence with him thereafter. Hast-
ings also used his influence with the Admiralty in Frank Austen’s
favour in . (Austen Papers, –, –, –; Keith Feiling,
Warren Hastings (), –; Robin Vick, ‘The Hancocks’, Jane
Austen Society Report (), –. JEAL refers to G. R. Gleig,
Memoirs of the Life of Warren Hastings ().)
Mary Russell Mitford: (–), letter-writer, poet, dramatist, but
best known for her popular sketches of village life, collected in Our
Village ( vols., –). Her grandfather, the Revd Dr Richard Russell,
was rector of Ashe until , at which time the Revd George Lefroy and
his wife Anne, who was to become JA’s great friend, took up residence
there. At several points in the Memoir JEAL makes comparisons between
JA and Mary Mitford, as near contemporaries and observers of Hamp-
shire village society. The likely connections between their two families
provided the source for an obviously malicious (but not necessarily false)
representation of JA in The Life of Mary Russell Mitford, ed. A. G.
L’Estrange ( vols., ), to which JEAL alludes in Ed. of the Memoir,
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though he suppresses the reference in Ed. and later editions. See
p.  below.

 in  . . . not then in strong health: the move to Steventon took place in
 (see note to p.  above.) Most likely Mrs Austen was again pregnant.
If so, the baby miscarried. The Austens first three children, all sons, were
born in three successive years, –; so a further pregnancy in  is
not unlikely. On the other hand, , though not the year the family
moved to Steventon, did see the birth of their fourth child, Henry. JEAL
could be confusing and compressing these events.
Ignorance and coarseness . . . ‘ . . . telling the story’: in Fam. Rec., , the
ignorant squire is named as John Harwood (–) of Deane House,
and is further described as the reputed original of Squire Western in
Fielding’s novel Tom Jones (). But the real point of this and other
similar family anecdotes is to stress the intellectual superiority of the
Austens over their immediate neighbours, though their social standing
was more uncertain.

 ‘the toe of the peasant . . . courtier’: Shakespeare, Hamlet, . i. –.
‘the handsome Proctor’: George Austen was ‘Junior Proctor for the aca-
demic year –’ (Fam. Rec., ). Proctors are annual appointments
from the academic community at Oxford and Cambridge, chosen to
enforce university regulations.

 a periodical paper called ‘The Loiterer’: a humorous weekly paper jointly
founded and largely written by James and Henry Austen, with help from
undergraduate friends. Like their father, both James and Henry were
students at St John’s College, Oxford, though their association with the
college was as ‘Founder’s kin’, through their mother Cassandra Leigh
Austen. The paper ran for sixty issues, from  January  to  March
, when James left Oxford, and was issued commercially, though its
circulation was small, through booksellers in Oxford, Birmingham, Bath,
Reading, and London. Its model was Joseph Addison and Richard
Steele’s Spectator, whose first series ran daily from March  to
December . But later examples of its enduring format––a continu-
ing, partly simulated and partly genuine interaction between readers and
writers, a kind of conversation in print––can be found in the two popular
periodicals conducted by Henry Mackenzie, The Mirror (–) and
The Lounger (–). A more immediate precedent, and one nearer
to home, was the forty-eight numbers of the Olla Podrida, edited by
Thomas Monro of Magdalen College, Oxford, and published in book
form in . The Olla Podrida is mentioned in issue  of The Loiterer as
among ‘the entertaining papers of our most celebrated periodical
writers’; and it is among several college and schoolboy journals appearing
in the late s and early s. It has been suggested that The Loiterer
may contain JA’s first published piece, a letter to the editor signed by
‘Sophia Sentiment’, in issue  ( March ), in which the writer
complains of the absence of stories to interest women, ‘about love and
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honour, and all that’, from the first eight numbers of the periodical. JA
was at this time  years old. But there is no extant family tradition of her
authorship of the letter, and its style is very different from that of her
juvenilia. As Claire Tomalin astutely observes: ‘The trouble with attrib-
uting this to her is that the letter is not an encouragement to The Loiterer
to address women readers so much as a mockery of women’s poor taste in
literature. “Sophia Sentiment” is more likely to have been a transvestite,
Henry or James.’ (See A. Walton Litz, ‘The Loiterer: A Reflection of Jane
Austen’s Early Environment’, Review of English Studies,  :  (),
–; Sir Zachary Cope, ‘Who Was Sophia Sentiment? Was She Jane
Austen?’ Book Collector,  (), –; John Gore, ‘Sophia Senti-
ment: Jane Austen?’ Jane Austen Society Reports,  (–), –;
Deirdre Le Faye, ‘Jane Austen and William Hayley’, Notes and Queries,
 (), –; Claire Tomalin, Jane Austen: A Life (), . For a
recent reassessment of the influence of the young James and Henry
Austen’s journalism on JA’s early literary experiments, see Li-Ping
Geng, ‘The Loiterer and Jane Austen’s Literary Identity’, Eighteenth-
Century Fiction,  (), –.)

Her second brother, Edward: R. W. Chapman, Memoir (), remained
silent on this piece of family concealment. Edward was, in fact, the third
brother, born in October  (d. ) and adopted in , at the age
of , by his father’s distant cousin Thomas Knight II (–) of
Godmersham, who was childless. From him he eventually inherited
estates at Steventon and Chawton in Hampshire and Godmersham in
Kent, taking the name of Knight officially in . The second brother
was George, born in , epileptic from childhood and possibly deaf
and dumb and mentally handicapped. He is mentioned by his anxious
parents in two surviving letters from  (Austen Papers, , ), and in
 there appear to be fears that the sickly young son of Mr Austen’s
niece, Eliza Hancock (now de Feuillide), may have the same congenital
defects (Austen Papers, ). But Mrs Austen’s younger brother Thomas
was also mentally handicapped, and he and George may have been
boarded out together. Whatever the precise facts, George Austen never
lived in his family, is not mentioned in JA’s letters, and is rarely glimpsed
in other parts of the surviving family record. But he outlived his elder
brother James (–) and his younger sister Jane, not dying until
. He was provided for by the family, and we find in  Edward
Knight making over to George’s use the whole of his own inheritance
from their mother (Austen Papers, ). (W. A. W. Jarvis, ‘Some Informa-
tion about Jane Austen’s Clerical Connections’, Jane Austen Society
Report (), –; and Tucker, –.)

Henry . . . less success in life, than his brothers: another piece of discreet
family censorship on JEAL’s part. He avoids mentioning the details of
Henry Austen’s (–) colourful and varied career: that, after sol-
diering in the Oxfordshire Militia, he set himself up in London as an
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Army Agent, which led him into starting his own London bank, as well
as several associated country banking partnerships. He went bankrupt in
March , with significant financial consequences for his brothers and
his sister Jane. Immediately thereafter, he reverted to a boyhood plan and
was ordained a clergyman the following December, becoming curate of
Chawton. With the occasional fashionable clerical appointment, he
remained a clergyman for the rest of his life and died in . Henry
acted informally as JA’s literary agent, and it is from his various smart
London addresses that her letters show her conducting some of her
dealings with publishers and printers. He was also the first to make
public biographical information about JA, in his ‘Biographical Notice of
the Author’ (included in this collection), prefixed to the posthumously
published NA and P (). According to family tradition (Life & Let-
ters, ), he was JA’s favourite brother. JA mentions that ‘Uncle Henry
writes very superior Sermons’ in a letter to JEAL,  December 
(Letters, ).

 Francis . . . G.C.B.: Knight Grand Cross of the Bath. The details of
Francis (Frank) (–) and Charles Austen’s (–) dis-
tinguished naval careers can be found in William R. O’Byrne, A Naval
Biographical Dictionary (; rev. edn., –). This can be further
supplemented by Sailor Brothers. Another family production (its authors,
John Henry Hubback and his daughter Edith, were Frank Austen’s
grandson and great-granddaughter), this book provides unique anec-
dotes about Frank and Charles from family papers and oral tradition, and
includes the story that Frank was ‘the officer who knelt at church’ (p.
). It was in Sailor Brothers that JA’s five surviving letters to Frank
were published for the first time, presumably the letters that cousin
Fanny Sophia told JEAL he might see but not print. Tucker, –,
conveniently collects together in briefer space much of what is known. As
the surviving letters make clear, JA wove into her novels details from her
brothers’ naval experiences––notably the names of their ships in MP––
and may have borrowed aspects of their characters for William Price in
MP and for Captain Harville in P, who Frank much later described as
bearing ‘a strong resemblance’ to himself (Letters, , ; Austen Papers,
).

prizes: the money realized by the capture of an enemy ship (or cargo) as a
prize of war and shared out among a ship’s officers. Depending on rank,
substantial prize money could be won. Captain Wentworth in P, ch. ,
has made in the course of the war with France ‘five-and-twenty thousand
pounds’ in salary and prizes.

 sister Cassandra . . . scarcely be exceeded: the closeness of the relationship
between JA and Cassandra (–) has been the subject of much
speculation by modern biographers, ranging through good sense, bizarre
curiosity, and wild surmise. It is described by various family members as
a deep and mutually sustaining emotional bond. It is also clear that it was
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decisively influential on the selective preservation of JA’s writings after
her death and on the shape and content of the oral record as it passed
down to nieces and nephews. For more consideration of Cassandra’s
legacy, see the Introduction (pp. xxviii–xxxi). In this paragraph JEAL’s
major source of supplementary information is his half-sister Anna,
whose long letter of December  recording her ‘recollections of Aunt
Jane’ is included in this collection (as RAJ). In this letter is to be found
the story, told to her by her grandmother, of Jane wishing to share Cas-
sandra’s fate even if it meant having her head cut off. It is Anna’s daugh-
ter Fanny Caroline Lefroy who records in old age and from her mother’s
recounting that Jane and Cassandra ‘were everything to each other. They
seemed to lead a life to themselves, within the general family life, which
was shared only by each other’ (Fanny C. Lefroy, ‘Family History’, HRO,
MS M//, written c.–, unpaginated).

Mrs. Latournelle . . . at Reading: behind the impressive name of Mrs, or
Madame, La Tournelle, she was plain Sarah Hackitt (Hackett), though
still something of a colourful character, with almost Dickensian touches
to her appearance: when JA encountered her she was a woman in her
sixties with a cork leg (Gentleman’s Magazine for , p. ; and F. J.
Harvey Darton (ed.), The Life and Times of Mrs Sherwood, –
(), –). Cassandra and JA attended Mrs La Tournelle’s Ladies
Boarding School in the Abbey House, Reading, a private school for the
daughters of the clergy and minor gentry, in –; they had previously
been sent away together to be boarded by Mrs Ann Cawley, a family
connection, in Oxford and Southampton in , when JA was only
. JEAL does not record this. (See T. A. B. Corley, ‘Jane Austen’s
Schooldays’, Jane Austen Society Report (), –.)

 the Miss Steeles . . . Madame D’Arblay: the vulgar Miss Steeles, Anne
(Nancy) and Lucy, are to be found in S&S, where they are thus summed
up on their earliest appearance: ‘This specimen of the Miss Steeles was
enough. The vulgar freedom and folly of the eldest left her no recom-
mendation, and as Elinor was not blinded by the beauty, or the shrewd
look of the youngest, to her want of real elegance and artlessness, she left
the house without any wish of knowing them better’ (ch. ). Mrs Elton
is to be found in E, and John Thorpe in NA. Madame D’Arblay is more
commonly referred to by her unmarried name of Fanny or Frances Bur-
ney (–). One of her contemporary novelists most admired by
JA, Burney has from the first provided a point of critical comparison, as,
for example, in Henry Austen’s ‘Biographical Notice’ of . The ill-
bred Brangtons are to be found in Burney’s first novel Evelina (); Mr
Dubster and Tom Hicks appear in Camilla (). Critics now regard
such characters as among the liveliest aspects of Burney’s social scene.

 It may be known . . . Vine Hunt: a sentence JEAL added in Ed.. Himself
a keen huntsman, it was, according to his daughter’s later account, his
writing for private circulation his Recollections of the Early Days of
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the Vine Hunt () which encouraged him to undertake the more
ambitious task of a memoir of his aunt Jane (Mary Augusta Austen-
Leigh, James Edward Austen-Leigh [ JEAL], A Memoir (), ).

 One who knew and loved it well . . . Of Nature’s sketch book: JEAL’s father,
James Austen, rector of Steventon from  until his death in . The
verses are from ‘Lines written in the Autumn of  after a recovery
from sickness’, a -line poem to be found in an unpaginated leather-
bound volume of James Austen’s occasional writings, copied out by
JEAL, probably in the mid-s (HRO, MS M///). In the
version in this volume, line  of the quoted lines reads, ‘Although they
may not come within the rule’. Working from another manuscript collec-
tion of James Austen’s verses (HRO, MS M///), but missing
the Autumn  poem, R. W. Chapman offered an ingenious but incor-
rect attribution of these lines (Memoir (), –).

 but the rooms . . . or whitewash: one of several expansions of the text
between Ed. and Ed., by which JEAL deepens the impression of a
bygone world to which JA now belongs. Since JEAL’s father James
Austen moved into Steventon rectory with his young family in , on
his own father’s retirement to Bath, this also became JEAL’s childhood
home, and in what follows he is drawing as much on his own early
memories as establishing what JA’s might have been.
Catharine Morland’s . . . ‘ . . . back of the house’: in NA, ch. . In printed
editions of the novel, the name is spelt Catherine. In a letter to Anna
Lefroy, dated  July , JEAL describes the disappointment of his
recent visit to Steventon, a research trip to collect information and soak
up the atmosphere: ‘All traces of former things are even more obliterated
than I had expected. Even the terrace has been levelled, & its site is to be
distinguished only by the finer turf on that place’ (HRO, MS M/
/). The old rectory had been demolished in  and replaced by a
more elegant new rectory on the opposite hill. Anna’s sketch facing this
passage in Chapter , is drawn from a rather hazy memory of how things
were.

 a family named Digweed: the Digweeds had been tenants of the Steventon
manor house and estate since at least the early eighteenth century, renting
it from the Knights of Godmersham. In JA’s time the manor house was
inhabited by Hugh Digweed, his wife Ruth, and their four surviving
sons––John, Harry, James, and William––who were much of an age with
the Austen children (Fam. Rec., , ). On Mr Knight’s death in ,
his heir JA’s brother Edward (Knight from ) inherited the Steventon
estate.
The church . . . above the woody lane: the church of St Nicholas, stone-
built and dating from the thirteenth century (Emma Austen-Leigh, Jane
Austen and Steventon (), ). In  the ‘present rector’ was JEAL’s
cousin the Revd William Knight, with whom he spent a night while
collecting materials for the Memoir (Mary Augusta Austen-Leigh, JEAL,
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A Memoir, ). The fragment of verse is again James Austen’s, from a
poem ‘To Edward On planting a lime tree on the terrace in the meadow
before the house. January ’, to be found in the same volume as the
verses quoted above, where it reads ‘the little spireless Fane, | Just seen
above the woody lane’ (HRO, MS M///). The Edward of the
poem is James’s son, James Edward, the writer of the Memoir, known as
Edward in the family.

 Mr. Knight . . . representatives of the family: JA’s father was a distant
cousin of Thomas Knight, and the connection was strengthened by his
adoption of the Austens’ third son Edward (see note to p.  above).
While the Digweeds rented the larger part of the Steventon estate from
Mr Knight, George Austen had use of a -acre farm as a further source
of income (Fam. Rec., ).
Mr. Austen’s powers of teaching: from  George Austen supplemented
his clerical income and the needs of his ever growing family by taking as
boarders in the rectory private paying pupils from good families. The
success of the scheme may have led to overcrowding at Steventon and
caused the need to send Cassandra and Jane away to school, if only
temporarily (Fam. Rec., , ; Tucker, –). In his ‘Biographical
Notice’ of his sister, Henry Austen recalled how their father was ‘not
only a profound scholar, but possessing a most exquisite taste in every
species of literature’ (see p.  in the present collection).
then no assessed taxes: beginning in , with fixed taxes on such items
as horses, hackney coaches, windows, and candles, the prime minister,
William Pitt, managed a highly lucrative taxation policy. In a letter of 
January  JA writes to Cassandra of a journey she took with a Mrs
Clement and her husband ‘in their Tax-cart’, an open cart used mainly for
work purposes, on which was charged only a reduced duty (Letters, ).
employed on farm work: the reference is to a passage in P&P, ch. , where
Mrs Bennet discusses with her daughter Jane whether the horses are
available for private pleasure (to draw the coach) or for work on the farm.
In the fictional case, the comparative economic restriction that the
inability to keep dedicated coach horses suggests serves to further Mrs
Bennet’s matchmaking schemes. The passage anticipates Mary Craw-
ford’s failure to appreciate the difference between city and country living
and that horses are needed for harvesting when she wants her harp
transported (MP, ch. ).
Edward and Jane Cooper: the children of Jane Leigh Cooper, Mrs
Austen’s sister, and the Revd Dr Edward Cooper. Mrs Jane Cooper died
in October  from the typhus fever infecting Mrs Cawley’s South-
ampton household in which JA, Cassandra, and their Cooper cousin Jane
were then boarding. JA, too, was severely ill with it. Of the two cousins,
Edward (–) wrote dull sermons, which are mentioned
unenthusiastically in JA’s letters to Cassandra on – January  and
again on – September , where she writes: ‘We do not much like
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Mr Cooper’s new Sermons:–– they are fuller of Regeneration & Conver-
sion than ever––with the addition of his zeal in the cause of the Bible
Society’ (Letters, ). His sister Jane (–) maintained throughout
her short life the intimacy with JA and Cassandra established in their
schooldays. She is mentioned as joining in the Austen family theatricals
at Christmas – (Austen Papers, , in a letter of Eliza de Feuillide),
when she may have spoken the ‘epilogue’ to The Sultan, written by James
Austen for ‘Miss C . . . in the character of Roxalana’ (HRO, MS M/
//), and she is the dedicatee of JA’s spoof sentimental novel ‘Henry
and Eliza’ in the collection of juvenile writings known as Volume the First
(see note to p. ). After the death of her father in August , she was
married from her aunt and uncle’s at Steventon a few months later, in
December. For her own early death in a carriage accident, see Fam. Rec.,
. The conjecture that JA may have acquired an early acquaintance with
Bath on visits there to the Coopers is probably derived from Anna
Lefroy’s memory that ‘Cassandra in her childhood was a good deal with
Dr. & Mrs. Cooper at Bath’ (see p.  in this collection). Cassandra and
Jane Cooper were of course nearer in age to each other and more likely
companions in childhood. Following Mrs Cooper’s death, the family left
Bath in , at which time JA was  and hardly likely to be storing
topographical impressions for a future novel. Her first recorded visit
there is in November , to the Leigh Perrots, though earlier visits
may well have occurred (Fam. Rec., ). JA did not live permanently in
Bath until her father retired there in .

 Count de Feuillade: Jean-François Capot de Feuillide (not Feuillade) was
a captain in the French army and probably not a count. He married JA’s
cousin Eliza Hancock in ; their son, Hastings, was born in  and,
sickly for most of his short life, died in . The ‘Comte’ was guillo-
tined in February , having attempted to bribe an official to favour the
Marquise de Marboeuf, then on trial. It was the Marquise who was
accused of trying to produce famine by laying down arable land to pas-
ture. According to family tradition, Eliza was with her husband in France
until his arrest, barely escaping with her life. Henry Austen married his
cousin Eliza de Feuillide on  December . JEAL’s Memoir appears
to be the only record for the family tradition that Henry and Eliza sub-
sequently visited France during the Peace of Amiens (–), hoping to
recover her French property, and that they fled in what sounds like a
frightening repetition of past events. Eliza, lively, fashionable, and
irreverent, was one of JA’s most colourful connections and a significant
influence on her teenage years; the spoof epistolary novel ‘Love and
Freindship’, dated at the end as finished on ‘June th ’, is dedicated
‘To Madame la Comtesse de Feuillide’. Eliza died in  (Fam. Rec.,
–, –, ).

 prologues and epilogues . . . vigorous and amusing: the volume of James
Austen’s occasional writings, copied out by JEAL (HRO, MS M/
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//), contains specimens of James’s prologues and epilogues dating
back to the s, with notes of the members of the family who took the
relevant roles in family theatricals. Another cousin, the sensible Philadel-
phia Walter, writes of the performances expected to take place at Steven-
ton over Christmas : ‘My uncle’s barn is fitting up quite like a
theatre, & all the young folks are to take their part.’ She describes Eliza
de Feuillide, whom she is seeing again after a gap of ten years: ‘The
Countess has many amiable qualities . . . Her dissipated life she was
brought up to–– therefore it cannot be wondered at . . . ’ Philadelphia,
who kept her letters from her exotic, Frenchified cousin, is our main
source of information on Eliza. The Christmas theatricals being planned
in  included Hannah Cowley’s Which Is the Man? () and David
Garrick’s Bon Ton (), and Eliza clearly fancied herself in the leading
female roles (Austen Papers, –). According to James Austen’s add-
itional verses for that year, the play eventually performed, with Eliza
playing the heroine, was Susannah Centlivre’s The Wonder! A Woman
Keeps a Secret! ().

Cassandra . . . a young clergyman: this was Tom Fowle (–), Mr
Austen’s former pupil at Steventon rectory and therefore a childhood
friend. He accompanied his kinsman Lord Craven to the West Indies and
died of yellow fever off St Domingo in February . He was buried at
sea. Cassandra and he may have become engaged around the time that he
officiated at the marriage of Jane Cooper and Captain Thomas Williams
in December . On his death he left Cassandra £,, which
invested would have helped to give her a very limited independence.
Some details can be found in letters written in May and July  from
Eliza de Feuillide to Philadelphia Walter (Austen Papers, , ).

Her reviewer . . . January : Richard Whately (–), later
Archbishop of Dublin, in an unsigned review of NA and P in the Quar-
terly Review,  (January ), –. The passage quoted here occurs
at pp. –. JEAL returns to this important early critical assessment of
JA’s work in Chapter  of the Memoir.

 In her youth . . . to affect her happiness: this is one of the significant
revisions to the text of the Memoir made between Ed. and Ed.. Ed.
reads at this point: ‘She did not indeed pass through life without being
the object of strong affection, and it is probable that she met with some
whom she found attractive; but her taste was not easily satisfied, nor her
heart to be lightly won. I have no reason to think that she ever felt any
attachment by which the happiness of her life was at all affected.’ There
the paragraph ends, and JEAL moves at once to his description of
domestic life and home comforts at Steventon almost a century before.
The details of two romantic episodes, still insubstantial, and quite delib-
erately so (‘one passage of romance . . . imperfectly acquainted . . .
unable to assign name, or date, or place, though . . . on sufficient author-
ity’), which he included in Ed., he owed to his sister Caroline Austen.
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Both can be dated to the turbulent period –, soon after the family
move from Steventon to Bath, when JA was – years old. The first
episode can be fixed precisely, in December , and refers to the pro-
posal by Harris Bigg-Wither, the younger brother of JA and Cassandra’s
old friends Catherine and Alethea Bigg, of Manydown Park. JA appar-
ently accepted the offer but immediately had a change of heart and
rejected him. Writing to JEAL with details of this and the second, far
shadowier, seaside romance, Caroline observed: ‘My own wish would be,
that not any allusion should be made to the Manydown story––or at least
that the reference should be so vague, as to give no clue to the place or the
person.’ Bigg-Wither is not named until Constance Hill does so in her
Jane Austen: Her Homes and Her Friends (;  edn., ). The
second episode, the seaside romance, is possibly earlier, and refers to a
chance meeting when JA was on holiday in Sidmouth, Devon, in the
summer of ; again it is from Caroline Austen’s account. She got it
from the elderly Cassandra, and in the various family versions it becomes
steadily more inconsistent. Caroline writes of it to JEAL: ‘My Aunt told
me this in the last years of her own life––& it was quite new to me then––
but all this, being nameless and dateless, cannot I know serve any purpose
of your’s––and it brings no contradiction to your theory that she ˆAunt
Janeˆ never had any attachment that overclouded her happiness, for long.’
(See Caroline Austen’s letter to JEAL, included in the Appendix to this
collection from transcribed extracts, NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –; Life &
Letters, –; and Fam. Rec. –, –.)

 soon after I was born: JEAL was born at Deane on  November . His
father James Austen moved his family into Steventon rectory in May
, at which time the Austens went to Bath.

 Pope . . . ‘to mark their way’: slightly misquoting Pope, Epistle , To
Cobham, ll. –.

‘to chronicle small beer’: to make something trifling appear important. Cf.
Shakespeare, Othello,  . i.  (‘To suckle fools, and chronicle small
beer’).

the dinner-table . . . general use: for the splendid appearance, notionally
desirable for the mid-Victorian dinner-table, see the table plans in Mrs
Beeton’s Book of Household Management (). It was usual in the eight-
eenth century to have dinner, the main meal of the day, in the mid-
afternoon. But from the end of the century mealtimes slowly changed,
with the emergence of luncheon and an increasingly late dinner hour
among the fashion-conscious. In the grand surroundings of Godmer-
sham Park, her brother Edward Knight’s Kent estate, JA dines at a com-
fortable family time of half past four; and on special occasions as late as
half past six. But at Steventon in  dinner is at ‘half after Three’, with
the knowledge that they are finished before Cassandra, then staying at
Godmersham, has even begun (Letters, , , and ). In P&P the
smart Bingleys dine at half past six (ch. ), while Tom Musgrave, in The
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Watsons, hopes to impress by the extreme lateness of his dinner hour––
‘For whether he dined at eight or nine . . . was a matter of very little
consequence.’ The barely genteel Watsons, however, are discovered
dining inelegantly early, at three.

 Dos est . . . Virtus: Adam von Bremen, an eleventh-century theologian, in
his Gesta Hammaburgensis Ecclesiae Pontificum (‘German Church His-
tory’), of which an edition was published in Hanover in . It should
read ‘Dos est magna parentum Virtus’ (‘excellence is the great legacy of
parents’).

furmity, or tansey-pudding: furmity or frumenty, a dish of wheat boiled in
milk with spices and sugar; tansy-pudding, traditionally eaten at Easter,
flavoured with the bitter herb tansy. Mrs Austen thanks her sister-in-law
Mrs Walter for her ‘receipt for potato cakes’ on  December 
(Austen Papers, ). In a letter to Cassandra, then staying at Godmersham
Park, JA jokes of her own good housekeeping, which she defines as pleas-
ing ‘my own appetite’, mentioning her favourite dishes––‘ragout veal’
and ‘haricot mutton’ ( November , Letters, ). At Chawton, after
, Martha Lloyd shared the housekeeping with Cassandra, and her
manuscript recipe book from that time survives. See Maggie Black and
Deirdre Le Faye, The Jane Austen Cookbook ().

‘ . . . costly to rear’: when in her seventies and living at Chawton Cottage,
Mrs Austen, according to family tradition, still kept the kitchen garden
and dug her own potatoes: ‘I have heard my mother [Anna Lefroy] say
that when at work she wore a green round frock like a day labourer’
(Fanny Caroline Lefroy, ‘Family History’, in Fam. Rec., ).

 A small writing-desk . . . in the closet: in the Lefroy Manuscript, the
Austen family history that Anna Lefroy embarked on in the s but
left uncompleted, is included a description from her own childhood
memories, perhaps refocused in later conversations with her aunt Cas-
sandra, of the two modest rooms and their cheap furniture––a dressing
room and smaller bedroom––which JA and Cassandra shared at Steven-
ton in the s. Its defensive tone, though not its detail, is echoed by
JEAL: ‘ . . . one of the Bed chambers, that over the Dining room, was
plainly fitted up, & converted into a sort of Drawing room . . . This room,
the Dressing room, as they were pleased to call it, communicated with
one of smaller size where my two Aunts slept; I remember the common-
looking carpet with its chocolate ground that covered the floor, and some
portions of the furniture. A painted press, with shelves above for books,
that stood with its back to the wall next the Bedroom, & opposite the
fireplace; my Aunt Jane’s Pianoforte––& above all, on a table between the
windows, above which hung a looking-glass,  Tonbridge-ware work
boxes of oval shape, fitted up with ivory barrels containing reels for silk,
yard measures, etc. I thought them beautiful, & so perhaps in their day, &
their degree, they were. But the charm of the room, with its scanty
furniture and cheaply papered walls, must have been, for those old
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enough to understand it, the flow of native homebred wit, with all the fun
& nonsense of a clever family who had but little intercourse with the
outer world’ (Lefroy MS, quoted in Fam. Rec., ).
There must have been more dancing: this marks the beginning of a long
section, added to Ed., explaining late eighteenth-century manners and
customs. The inserted passage ends six pages later at: ‘nor can I pretend
to tell how much of what I have said is descriptive of the family life at
Steventon in Jane Austen’s youth.’ In his ‘Biographical Notice’ of ,
Henry Austen writes of his sister: ‘She was fond of dancing, and excelled
in it.’
To gallop . . . caught no cold: the lines are probably by Walter Scott. They
occur in slightly different form in his novel The Antiquary (), ch. :
‘When courtiers gallop’d o’er four counties | The ball’s fair partner to
behold, | And humbly hope she caught no cold.’

 Sir Charles and Lady Grandison . . . at their own wedding: a reference to
Samuel Richardson’s The History of Sir Charles Grandison (–), vol.
vi, letter .
lappet: a kind of flap.
Gloves immaculately clean . . . performance: in Fanny Burney’s novel
Camilla, book , ch. , the vulgar Mr Dubster is prevented from dancing
with Camilla, much to her relief, because he has lost one of his gloves.
The name of ‘Miss J. Austen, Steventon’ is printed in the list of
subscribers to Camilla; and JA refers to the novel in an early letter to
Cassandra (Letters, ).
Hornpipes, cotillons, and reels: all lively country dances. Where hornpipes
would be of English origin and reels Scottish or Irish, the cotillon would
have been a modified version of a French peasant dance, its name deriv-
ing from the French word for ‘petticoat’. See Letters, , where JA
writes to her niece Fanny Knight: ‘Much obliged for the Quadrilles,
which I am grown to think pretty enough, though of course they are very
inferior to the Cotillons of my own day.’

 the concoction of home-made wines: JA writes in her letters of ‘brewing
Spruce Beer again’ (a drink made from sugar and the green tops of the
Spruce, a variety of fir-tree); and she asks her friend Alethea Bigg for the
recipe for ‘orange Wine’ (Letters,  and ). Extracts from the letter to
Alethea Bigg (no. ) are included by JEAL in ch.  of the Memoir.
a little girl . . . leaving her chamber: middle-class children’s books of the
s and s regularly taught the value of practical self-sufficiency, of
self-denial, and the rejection of excessive idleness and luxury. JEAL is
probably remembering R. L. and Maria Edgeworth’s Early Lessons
(), where Lucy must make her bed before she is allowed breakfast.
Music: according to Caroline Austen’s memories: ‘Aunt Jane began her
day with music–– for which I conclude she had a natural taste; as she thus
kept it up–– tho’ she had no one to teach; was never induced (as I have
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heard) to play in company; and none of her family cared much for it’ (see
p. ).

 ‘The master’s eye . . . serve yourself’: both self-explanatory sayings, imply-
ing the advantages of self-reliance.
Catherine Morland . . . her father’s parsonage: the reference is to NA, ch.
, where Catherine, the heroine, is being shown the kitchen and
domestic offices of Northanger Abbey, all of them to her dismay modern-
ized and with no trace of medieval privation. The narrator observes:
‘The purposes for which a few shapeless pantries and a comfortless scull-
ery were deemed sufficient at Fullerton [her father’s parsonage], were
here carried on in appropriate divisions, commodious and roomy.’

 useful articles . . . in the old-fashioned parlour: in a letter from Steventon to
Cassandra ( November ) JA appears to be sewing shirts to send out
by the half-dozen, as they are finished, to their brother Charles who is
waiting to set sail (Letters, ). But see also JA’s letter complaining of the
ungenteel behaviour of a Mrs A[rmstrong], who ‘sat darning a pair of
stockings the whole of my visit’ (quoted in Ch.  below). One senses
already a generational self-consciousness about the display of such
homely activities as she advises Cassandra ‘I do not mention this at home,
lest a warning should act as an example’ (Letters, ).
I have been told: the source of the story of little Frank (known in the
family as ‘Fly’) Austen’s pony and his scarlet suit, made in fact from his
mother’s wedding-dress, may be JEAL’s half-sister Anna Lefroy, who
got other childhood tales from Frank himself, now Sir Francis, in 
(see Fam. Rec., – and , n. ). These details are not included in
Ed.., which omits the section: ‘The early hour . . . conspicuous figure in
the hunting-field.’
pattens: wooden soles, and mounted on iron rings, for raising the normal
footwear out of the mud. The source for this detail is Anna Lefroy. See
p. .
Gay . . . Patty takes the name: John Gay, Trivia (), book , ll. –.

 Cowper . . . three-legged stool: a reference to one of JA’s favourite poets,
William Cowper (–). In Book  of his long poem The Task
(), he fancifully traces the evolution of the sofa from the stool: ‘Thus
first necessity invented stools, | Convenience next suggested elbow-
chairs, | And luxury th’ accomplish’d S last’ (ll. –).
Mr. Leigh Perrot . . . the Patten a clog: James Leigh (–), Mrs
Austen’s brother, added Perrot to his name in  in order to inherit the
estate of his maternal great-uncle Thomas Perrot. Some of JA’s books
were probably gifts from this uncle (David Gilson, ‘Jane Austen’s Books’,
Book Collector,  (), –). He also stood surety for Henry Austen
when he was appointed Receiver-General for Oxfordshire, losing
£, on Henry’s bankruptcy in . Punning epigrams seem to have
been a speciality in the Leigh and Austen families, and JEAL records two
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of JA’s in Chapter  of this Memoir. A manuscript in JA’s hand of a poem
ascribed to James Leigh Perrot, now in the Pierpont Morgan Library,
New York, reads: ‘Thro’ the rough ways of Life, with a patten your
Guard, | May you safely and pleasantly jog; | May the ring never break,
nor the Knot press too hard, | Nor the Foot find the Patten a Clog’ (Jane
Austen: Letters and Manuscripts in the Pierpont Morgan Library (),
). B. C. Southam includes this epigram among JA’s own verses (Minor
Works, ), but he does not explain his decision. We may wonder why
the piece did survive among papers attributed to JA. The marriage of
Captain Edward James Foote, known to the Austens, and Miss Mary
Patton occurred in .

 Tunbridge ware: wooden articles, with a characteristic mosaic decoration
made from inlaid wood, manufactured in and about Tunbridge Wells. Cf.
E, ch. : ‘Within abundance of silver paper was a pretty little
Tunbridge-ware box, which Harriet opened.’

 the rough earl . . . ‘ . . . go spin’: attributed to William Herbert, Earl of
Pembroke (c.–). It is quoted by Walter Scott, in his journal for 
February , included in the biography written by his son-in-law, J. G.
Lockhart, Memoirs of the Life of Sir Walter Scott, Bart (nd edn., ),
viii. , to which JEAL refers below, at p. .
the three Fates: in classical and northern myth, the goddesses who deter-
mine the course of human life.
Holy Scripture . . . in the wilderness: Exodus, : .
‘when Adam delved and Eve span’: fourteenth-century proverb.
spinning jennies: early steam-powered machines for spinning a number of
threads at once, already in use in the s.

 I know little of Jane Austen’s childhood: this opening section, as far as
‘associating at home with persons of cultivated intellect’, was added in
Ed..
putting out her babies . . . in the village: this account of Mrs Austen’s
system of child-rearing was added in Ed.. Her practice seems to have
been to breast-feed each baby for a few months and then to hand the
child over to a woman in the village for the next year or longer, certainly
until he or she was able to walk. This is what she describes in letters to
her sister-in-law Susannah Walter: ‘My little boy is come home from
nurse, and a fine stout little fellow he is, and can run anywhere, so now I
have all four at home, and some time in January I expect a fifth.’ The date
is November ; so the little boy must be Henry, born in June . Of
the fifth child, Cassandra, she writes in June , five months after the
birth, ‘I suckled my little girl thro’ the first quarter; she has been weaned
and settled at a good woman’s at Deane just eight weeks; she is very
healthy and lively, and puts on her short petticoats to-day’ (Austen Papers,
 and ). With a steadily increasing family of children, the parsonage
to run, and her husband’s boarding pupils to care for, Mrs Austen may
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have found this the most efficient plan, and perhaps one that assured the
babies a degree of attention she could not provide. It sounds from the
account she gives of Cassandra that she used, at least in this instance, a
dry nurse, in which case Mrs Austen’s babies were weaned very young. In
the course of the eighteenth century there was mounting pressure on
middle-class women to set a good example to their sex and rank by
breast-feeding rather than farming their children out. The argument was
posed as a matter of hygiene and sound medical advice, but also con-
tained a strong moral imperative. There was the added warning in some
advice manuals that to hand over one’s baby to the care of another might
endanger the natural bond of affection between mother and child (‘That
those Mothers who do, as it were, discharge their Children from them,
and thus dispose of them, do at least weaken, if not dissolve the Bond of
Love and Tenderness which Nature ties between them’, The Ladies Dis-
pensatory: or, Every Woman her own Physician () ). Some modern
biographers have attempted to explain what they sense as JA’s emotional
defensiveness in terms of this early severance (e.g. ‘the emotional dis-
tance between child and mother is obvious throughout her life’, Tomalin,
Jane Austen, ). Such theories tend to have a late twentieth-century feel
to them. It is worth noting, on the other side of the argument, that the
practice of farming out was not uncommon at the time, that the Austen
babies seemed to thrive on it, and that they were not banished totally out
of sight but were apparently visited daily by their parents. Deirdre Le
Faye has suggested that a couple called John and Elizabeth Littleworth
may have been regular foster-parents to the Austen children. The
extended Littleworth family remained in service to the Austens for sev-
eral generations, but there is no hard evidence for their fostering (see
‘The Austens and the Littleworths’, Jane Austen Society Report (),
–).

 copy books extant . . . by the time she was sixteen: in Ed. this sentence
reads: ‘There is extant an old copy-book containing several tales, some of
which seem to have been composed while she was quite a girl.’ The
description of JA’s early writings is much briefer in Ed., and no speci-
men example is given. The ‘copy books’ to which JEAL refers can be
assumed to be the three transcript volumes of juvenilia, ‘Volume the
First’, ‘Volume the Second’, and ‘Volume the Third’, begun as early as
 and continued to . JA herself gave them their imposing titles.
By the terms of Cassandra’s will (she died in  and had inherited all
JAs manuscripts), ‘Volume the First’ went to Charles Austen, ‘Volume
the Second’ to Frank, and ‘Volume the Third’ to James Edward (JEAL).
In the interval between Ed. and Ed. of the Memoir, JEAL may have
gained more first-hand knowledge of these copy-books and their con-
tents. B. C. Southam has assumed that JEAL did not see ‘Volume the
First’ but worked instead from copied extracts from which he chose
to include in Ed. ‘The Mystery’ (‘The Manuscript of Jane Austen’s
Volume the First’, The Library, th series,  (), – (at p. ). But
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this is by no means the implication of what he writes. His detached style
of reference––‘There are copy books extant . . . ’––and restricted quota-
tion is more likely a reflection of his strong desire to protect JA’s reputa-
tion as a writer of mature and sober novels of realism, which might suffer
with the wide publication of early pieces that he felt sure were meant for
family eyes only. Charles’s eldest daughter, Cassy Esten, was helpful, we
know, with material for the Memoir; so there is no reason to suppose that
she did not allow JEAL sight of ‘Volume the First’, since her father’s
death in her possession. An interesting question is why he did not
include extracts from his own inherited manuscript, ‘Volume the Third’.

The Mystery: here printed for the first time from Volume the First. Dedi-
cated to JA’s father, it may have been written for a family theatrical as
early as ; and if so it is certainly one of the earliest pieces to have
survived. The inspiration for its two scenes of whispering was possibly
Sheridan’s burlesque play The Critic (),  , i. For Sheridan’s impact
on the juvenilia, see John McAleer, ‘What a Biographer Can Learn about
Jane Austen from Her Juvenilia’, in J. David Grey (ed.), Jane Austen’s
Beginnings: The Juvenilia and Lady Susan (), .

 following words of a niece: Caroline Austen. JEAL is here quoting, with
only slight discrepancies, from his sister’s recollections, in MAJA,
included in this collection (see p. ). The passage is not included in
Ed..

 The family . . . declined to let these early works be published: as it stands in
Ed., this sentence is puzzling. It is a reference to what Caroline Austen,
in a letter of  April [?] to JEAL, then collecting materials for the
Memoir, called the ‘betweenities’, making it clear that she specifically has
in mind Lady Susan, the original manuscript of which was now in Fanny,
Lady Knatchbull’s possession. At this stage, she suggests her brother
might print ‘Evelyn’ from Volume the Third, in his keeping since Aunt
Cassandra’s death, and she continues: ‘What I should deprecate is pub-
lishing any of the “betweenities” when the nonsense was passing away,
and before her wonderful talent had found its proper channel. Lady
Knatchbull has a whole short story they were wishing years ago to make
public––but were discouraged by others – & I hope the desire has passed
away’ (from the transcript, NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –), included in the
Appendix to this edition). But JEAL was not prepared to risk exposing
the surreal nonsense of ‘Evelyn’, and Ed. of his Memoir contained only
a small selection of JA’s tame occasional verses (the lines ‘To the Memory
of Mrs. Lefroy’, two humorous epigrams, and the verses to ‘Lovely
Anna’). It was in the enlarged Ed., printed here, that he included, along
with more of JA’s letters, a tiny sample of the juvenilia (‘The Mystery’),
the cancelled chapter of P, a summary of Sanditon (the autograph manu-
scripts of both now in Anna Lefroy’s possession), The Watsons (so-named
by JEAL and now owned by his sister Caroline), and Lady Susan, not
from Lady Knatchbull’s original but from a copy. Why the earlier strong
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family decision against publishing Lady Susan was revoked is not clear,
though a reasonable guess would be that JEAL was attempting to fore-
stall a rival publishing plan from within the family. But in the light of this
change of heart, the paragraph (largely unaltered since Ed.), and espe-
cially this sentence, reads oddly and should have been emended.

‘He was makin’ himsell . . . and the fun’: Robert Shortreed accompanied
Scott on his early ballad-collecting expeditions into the Scottish Borders.
These ballads, Shortreed suggests, became the groundwork for much of
Scott’s later writing. The quotation is taken from Lockhart’s, Life of
Scott (), i. .

 ‘Pride and Prejudice’ . . . first composed in : JEAL’s dating and other
information about the early drafts of P&P, S&S, and NA accords with
Cassandra Austen’s brief memorandum of composition, which may have
been drawn up soon after JA’s death, perhaps for Henry when he was
preparing his ‘Biographical Notice’ towards the end of , though if
that is so, he seems not to have used it. It does, however, appear to have
been consulted by JEAL. There is only one slight discrepancy: Cas-
sandra records ‘North-hanger Abby [sic] was written about the years  &
’. An illustration of the manuscript of Cassandra’s notes (now in the
Pierpont Morgan Library, New York) is included in Minor Works, plate
facing p. .

Mr. and Mrs. Lefroy and their family: the Revd I. P. George Lefroy was
rector of Ashe from . He had married Anne Brydges (/–)
in , and it is she, not her husband, who is the important figure in JA’s
life. ‘Madam Lefroy’, as she was known locally, became the great friend
and intellectual inspiration of the young JA, is mentioned often in her
early letters, is named in the spoof ‘History of England’ (Volume the
Second), as one of the advocates for Mary Queen of Scots, and played a
part in ending the early flirtation with her nephew Tom Lefroy (see note
to p.  below). She was a distant cousin of JA’s mother through their
common Brydges ancestry, and by her brother’s account ‘had an exquis-
ite taste for poetry . . . and she composed easy verses herself with great
facility’ (Egerton Brydges, The Autobiography, Times, Opinions, and Con-
temporaries of Sir Egerton Brydges ( vols., ), i. ). These verses were
published as Carmina Domestica, ed. C. E. Lefroy (). Later in this
chapter JEAL includes JA’s poem ‘To the Memory of Mrs. Lefroy’,
written in  on the fourth anniversary of her sudden death in a riding
accident. The Austens and Lefroys were subsequently linked by mar-
riage when James Austen’s elder daughter Anna (JEAL’s half-sister)
married in  Anne Lefroy’s youngest son Benjamin.

Sir Egerton Brydges . . . ‘ . . . cheeks a little too full’: Samuel Egerton
Brydges (–), the younger brother of Mrs Anne Lefroy (see note
above), was an antiquarian bibliographer and genealogist with an
excruciatingly pretentious and florid prose style. JA describes his novel
Arthur Fitz-Albini () in uncomplimentary terms in a letter to
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Cassandra,  November  (Letters, ). His account of JA is not the
earliest published notice, as Henry Austen’s pieces included here show; it
appears in his Autobiography (), ii. .
Mary Brydges: JA’s mother, the former Cassandra Leigh, shared with
Anne Brydges Lefroy a common ancestor in Mary Brydges, who married
Theophilus Leigh (c.–) as his second wife in November ,
making her JA’s great-grandmother. Mary Brydges was a daughter of
James Brydges, eighth Lord of Chandos and ambassador at Constantino-
ple, and Eliza Chandos, who wrote the ‘curious letter of advice and
reproof’ included here. With the injection of mercantile wealth from
Eliza’s family, in the next generation their son, Mary’s brother, was able
to live in great magnificence. He became the first Duke of Chandos and
was Handel’s patron. It was in compliment to the first Duke’s wife
Cassandra that this unusual name entered the Leigh family and was
continued by generations of Austens. Writing to her brother as he was
collecting materials for the Memoir Anna Lefroy drew his attention to
‘the original of Poll’s letters . . . in the possession of Mrs. George
Austen–– it was given to her at Portsdown’ (NPG, RWC/HH, fo. ). The
letter must have been a cherished heirloom, handed down through the
Leigh and Austen families. Portsdown Lodge, near Portsmouth, became
the home of Frank Austen, and Mrs George Austen would be the wife of
Frank’s son George. JEAL’s inclusion of this letter to JA’s great-
grandmother can only be explained as symptomatic of that social anxiety
which surfaces in the Memoir at various points and was itself a major
feature of JA’s novels. Writing of her fictional society, David Spring has
adopted Alan Everitt’s useful term ‘pseudo-gentry’ to describe the group
comprising trade, the professions, rentiers, and clergymen whose con-
cerns propel her novels. It is a group whose membership in reality can be
extended to the diversely positioned Austens themselves. The ‘pseudo-
gentry’ are characteristically insecure–– in some cases upwardly mobile
and with growing incomes and social prestige, and in others in straitened
circumstances; but in either case aspiring to the lifestyle of the traditional
rural gentry. The Chandos letter not only serves to remind the reader
of JA’s distant aristocratic pretensions, but internally it registers the
periodic readjustment of relations between rank and trade. JA was not
without her own snobbish streak, while her brother Henry was down-
right opportunistic. (See Agnes Leigh, ‘An Old Family History’,
National Review,  (), –; D. J. Greene, ‘Jane Austen and the
Peerage’, PMLA,  (), –; and David Spring, ‘Interpreters of
Jane Austen’s Social World: Literary Critics and Historians’, in Janet
Todd (ed.), Jane Austen: New Perspectives, (), –, esp. –.)

 bring yr bread & cheese even’: live within your means.
out run the Constable: fall into debt.
a dead lift: an extremity, a hopeless situation.
know our beginning . . . who knows his end: cf. Psalm : .
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 bartlemew-babby: a Bartholomew doll––someone gaudily dressed, so
named after the fair traditionally held around  August (Feast of St
Bartholomew) at West Smithfield, London.
cry rost meate: publish one’s good luck foolishly.
Pera of Galata: south of Constantinople; in the seventeenth and eight-
eenth centuries this district was home to most European diplomats to
Turkey.

 a Turkey merchant: one trading with the Near East generally and dealing
in luxury items. The late seventeenth and early eighteenth centuries saw
their heyday, when fabulous fortunes could be made.
Right Hon. Thomas Lefroy . . . Ireland: (–), mentioned by name
in JA’s earliest extant letters, where she records for Cassandra their brief
romance over the Christmas holidays of – when she was just . By
 January  she is writing: ‘At length the Day is come on which I am
to flirt my last with Tom Lefroy, & when you receive this it will be over––
My tears flow as I write, at the melancholy idea’ (Letters, ). Almost three
years later, in November , she has news of him, reluctantly provided
by his aunt, her friend Mrs Anne Lefroy, that ‘he was gone back to
London in his way to Ireland, where he is called to the Bar and means to
practise’ (Letters, ). Tom Lefroy practised as a barrister in Dublin,
married in , had nine children, and became Lord Chief Justice of
Ireland in . These letters, by that time in the possession of Fanny,
Lady Knatchbull, were not known to JEAL when he made reference to
the incident in the Memoir; but the story was not forgotten in family
tradition. Both Caroline Austen and Anna Lefroy shared versions of it
with their brother. As usual, Caroline pressed for discretion if not total
silence: ‘I think I need not warn you against raking up that old story’,
which she admits to having from their mother Mary Lloyd Austen.
Anna, on the other hand, writing to JEAL’s wife, is far less discreet and,
having married into the Lefroy family, has a different perspective on
events. Before the Memoir was published Tom Lefroy had died, and in
August  his nephew T. E. P. Lefroy (who had married Anna Jemima,
Anna Lefroy’s eldest daughter) wrote to JEAL communicating his
uncle’s late admission ‘that he was in love with her’ but that ‘it was a
boyish love’. T. E. P. Lefroy continued: ‘As this occurred in a friendly, &
private conversation, I feel some doubt whether I ought to make it pub-
lic.’ In the event, JEAL confined himself to the extremely guarded para-
graph printed here. (See the transcript of Caroline Austen’s letter, 
April [?], NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –, printed in the Appendix; also,
Le Faye, ‘Tom Lefroy and Jane Austen’, Jane Austen Society Report
(), –, for Anna Lefroy’s version; and R. W. Chapman, Jane
Austen: Facts and Problems (), , for extracts from T. E. P. Lefroy’s
communication to JEAL.)

 To the Memory of Mrs. Lefroy: for details of Mrs Anne Lefroy, see note to
p.  above. An account of the accident which killed her can be found in
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Reminiscences of Caroline Austen, ed. Deirdre Le Faye (), –. Caro-
line compiled these reminiscences in the early s, after the publica-
tion of her brother’s Memoir. She got her account of the accident, which
occurred in , the year before she was born, from her mother Mary
Lloyd Austen. JA’s poem, composed in , to commemorate what she
describes in stanza  as ‘this connection in our earthly date’ (the fact
that her friend died on JA’s birthday), was the first of her works to be
published after the six novels. It was included in Sir John Henry Lefroy’s
Notes and Documents relating to the Family of Loffroy . . . by a cadet
(), –. The manuscript (apparently in JA’s hand) of the version
held by the Lefroy family is now in Winchester Cathedral Library (Gil-
son, M and M). This version has thirteen stanzas, two more than
JEAL prints in the Memoir. For the fuller version, see Catharine and
Other Writings, ed. Margaret Anne Doody and Douglas Murray (),
–. The version printed by R. W. Chapman in Minor Works, –,
derives from that in the Memoir rather than from one of the manuscripts,
and prints the two missing stanzas as an appendix rather than inserting
them in their appropriate place, as stanzas  and . According to David
Gilson, ‘Jane Austen’s Verses’, Book Collector,  (), –, there are
four known manuscripts.

 reconcile herself to the change: biographers have speculated much about
this incident in JA’s life and how it affected her. JEAL’s informant was
Caroline Austen, who got the details from their mother, Mary Lloyd
Austen, who ‘was present’ when the news of the move to Bath was
broken to Jane in November . Caroline wrote to her brother: ‘My
Mother who was present said my Aunt Jane was greatly distressed’ (tran-
script of Caroline’s letter,  April [?], NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –,
included in the Appendix). Another family account, deriving from Fanny
Caroline Lefroy, Anna Lefroy’s daughter, tells how JA ‘fainted away’
when told of the imminent departure. It is this version which is recorded
in the authorized family biography of the next generation (Life &
Letters, –), where the authors add, on no discernible grounds, that
Cassandra’s destruction of her sister’s letters for the period  November
 to  January  ‘was a proof of their emotional interest’. See the
Introduction for further consideration of this episode.

not to expect too much from them: this is Caroline Austen’s view as
expressed in correspondence with her brother as well as in her own
memoir, MAJA: ‘There is nothing in those letters which I have seen that
would be acceptable to the public . . . they detailed chiefly home and
family events’ (p. , in this collection). Their half-sister Anna Lefroy
writes vaguely, ‘Letters may have been preserved’ (RAJ,  also printed
here). The Memoir makes use (much expanded in Ed.) of the letters that
these three, James Austen’s children, had from their aunt to themselves.
It draws on the further letters which Caroline inherited after Cassandra’s
death in  and on those inherited in turn by Charles Austen’s eldest
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daughter Cassy Esten. JEAL does not seem to have had access to the bulk
of his aunt’s letters to Cassandra, though he knew from Caroline of their
existence and dissemination as legacies. The largest cache, in Fanny,
Lady Knatchbull’s possession, was not available for inspection during the
writing of the Memoir and was only published after her death by her son,
as Letters of Jane Austen, ed. Edward, Lord Brabourne ( vols., ).
Hence JEAL’s statement at p. ––‘I have no letters of my aunt, nor any
other record of her, during her four years’ residence at Southampton’––
can be explained by the fact that the letters for that period (nos. – in
Letters) went to Lady Knatchbull in the post- division.

 The two following letters . . . written in November : these, amounting to
over six pages, are both added in Ed.. Ed. reads at this point: ‘Her
letters scarcely ever have the date of the year, and are never signed with
her Christian name at full length. [new paragraph] The following letters
must have been written in , after the removal of the family from
Steventon had been decided on, but before it took place.’ Ed., then, has
only the two short extracts of naval news from letters to Cassandra of 
February and – May .

Steventon, Saturday evening, Nov. th.: no. , in Letters, bequeathed by
Cassandra to Caroline Austen in . A comparison between the version
in the Memoir and in Letters, –, shows that JEAL repunctuated exten-
sively, smoothed out grammatical awkwardnesses, and corrected JA’s
eccentric spellings. He also edited matter as well as style, silently omit-
ting substantial sections of domestic detail and family gossip (e.g. the
section in Letters, ). This is his consistent policy with the letters he
includes in the Memoir, and it extends elsewhere to the substitution of
initials for full names and the suppression of details which he considers
still likely to embarrass the families of those to whom JA makes occa-
sional indiscreet or humorous reference. All further letters quoted by
JEAL will be supplied with the relevant reference to the version in Let-
ters, with which comparison should be made. I will note below only the
most salient of JEAL’s alterations or omissions.

Charlotte Graham . . . Harriet Bailey: Lady Georgiana Charlotte
Graham, eldest daughter of the third Duke of Montrose (Letters, ).

Mr. Chute’s frank: William John Chute (–), Member of Parlia-
ment for Hampshire – and – (Letters, ). By an Act of
, MPs were entitled to free postage (expensive at this time) and often
extended their frank to friends, by writing the address and date in their
own hand.

one constant table: JA wrote ‘our constant Table’ (Letters, ).

 Pembroke: a small four-legged table with hinged flaps.

chiffonniere: a small cupboard with drawers.

Earle Harwood: (–), second son of John and Anne Harwood, the
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Austens’ neighbours at Deane House. He had joined the Royal Marines
and in  married Sarah Scott, ‘a girl of apparently doubtful
reputation’ (Letters, ).

 Marcau: JA wrote ‘Marcou’ (Letters, ). The islands of St Marcouf off
the French coast at Normandy, then occupied by British forces.

 Mr. Heathcote: See JEAL’s note at p. .
Lord Portsmouth’s ball: see JEAL’s note at p. .
Sweep: the curved drive leading to the house.
maple: JA wrote ‘Maypole’, which makes better sense (Letters, ).
Miss Lloyd: Martha Lloyd (–), eldest daughter of the Revd
Nowis (or Noyes) Lloyd and his wife, and a close friend of the Austens.
She became part of their household in , living with them at Bath,
Southampton, and Chawton. In  she married JA’s brother Frank as
his second wife. The letter to Martha Lloyd is no.  in Letters, and it
recapitulates many of the details in that to Cassandra of four days earlier.
It remained in Frank Austen’s possession after Martha’s death and was
given by him to an autograph hunter, Eliza Susan Quincy, of Boston,
Mass., in . She supplied JEAL with a copy for Ed. of the Memoir.
In Chapter  below, JEAL includes under ‘Opinions of American Readers’
the letter from Susan Quincy to Frank Austen which elicited the sending
of JA’s letter to Martha to America. (See M. A. DeWolfe Howe, ‘A Jane
Austen Letter With Other “Janeana” From an Old Book of Autographs’,
Yale Review,  (–), –, for fuller details of the correspond-
ence between Frank Austen and Susan Quincy. In sending the autograph,
Frank wrote: ‘I scarcely need observe that there never was the remotest
idea of its being published’ (ibid. ). See, too, Farnell Parsons, ‘The
Quincys and the Austens: A Cordial Connection’, Jane Austen Society
Report (), –.)

 Ibthorp: JA writes here and elsewhere Ibthrop (Letters, ), giving some
indication of the pronunciation. It was Martha’s home until , and
Cassandra and Jane were frequent guests there.
Manydown: the home of other close friends, the Bigg-Wither family, at
Wootton St Lawrence, six miles from Steventon. Catherine and Alethea
Bigg were particular friends of JA, and their younger brother Harris
Bigg-Wither was to propose to her in  (see note to p.  above).

 Henry’s History of England: Robert Henry, History of Great Britain (
vols., –).
desultory: JA wrote ‘disultary’ (Letters, ).

 battle of Trafalgar: October , when the British fleet under Lord
Nelson defeated the French and Spanish. Frank Austen wrote to his
fiancée, Mary Gibson, of his disappointment at missing the action (Sailor
Brothers, ).
My Dear Cassandra: written from Manydown, the home of JA’s friends
Catherine and Alethea Bigg,  February . This is an extract only
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from a longer letter, for which see no.  in Letters. The autograph letter
was bequeathed by Cassandra to Charles Austen whose daughter Cassy
Esten made it available to JEAL. Cassandra was at the time of its writing
staying in London with Henry and Eliza Austen, and JA is sending the
latest news of Frank and Charles, both on recent active service in the
Mediterranean, Charles on HMS Endymion and Frank now on his way
home after distinguished action as commanding officer of HMS Petrel.

Sir Ralph Abercrombie: General Sir Ralph Abercromby (–),
appointed in  to command British troops in the Mediterranean.

jolly and affable: JA wrote ‘fat, jolly & affable’ (Letters, ).

while Steventon is ours: the Austens left Steventon in May , before
which Edward, Frank, and Charles all made farewell visits to their old
home (Life & Letters, ).

later in the same year: a short extract from a much longer letter to Cas-
sandra, written from Bath, – May  (no.  in Letters). Again,
JEAL was indebted to Charles’s daughter Cassy Esten for it.

privateer: an armed vessel, owned and officered by private persons, but
with a government commission to act against hostile nations.

gold chains and topaze crosses for us: according to Le Faye, the two topaz
crosses remained with Letter  as it descended through Charles
Austen’s family and later into the auction rooms (Letters, , n. ). (See
G. H. Tucker, ‘Jane Austen’s Topaz Cross’, Jane Austen Society Report
(), –.) The gift provided JA with the idea for the ‘very pretty
amber cross’ which William Price brought from Sicily for his sister
Fanny in MP, ch. . Charles Austen’s experiences as a midshipman in
the West Indies and his adventurous early career (Sailor Brothers, –)
are generally considered to be the originals for William Price.

 afterwards in Green Park Buildings: the Austens arrived in Bath in May
, when they took the lease on No.  Sydney Place (not Terrace as
JEAL writes), though they did not move in until the autumn, spending
the intervening months with the Leigh Perrots (see notes below) or on
holiday on the Devonshire coast and, for a short time, back in Steventon.
They moved to  Green Park Buildings in October  (Fam. Rec.,
–; ).

Mr. Leigh Perrot: Mrs Austen’s brother (see note to p.  above). He now
divided his time between Scarlets, his Berkshire estate, and Bath, where
he sought treatment for chronic gout. At this time he and his wife were
renting  Paragon Buildings, Bath. On the death of Mrs Leigh Perrot in
 JEAL inherited Scarlets, with the proviso that he take the name of
Leigh in addition to Austen.

Northleigh: Northleach in Ed.. It was this Oxfordshire estate, inherited
in  (when he added Perrot to his name), which Mr Leigh Perrot sold
to buy Scarlets.
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 a niece of Sir Montague Cholmeley: Jane Cholmeley (–), and
according to Life & Letters, , he was her cousin. As Mrs Leigh Perrot
she was another of JA’s more colourful relations. In  she was charged
with shoplifting––stealing lace from a shop in Bath––and committed to
Ilchester Gaol, facing the death sentence or, more likely, transportation,
if convicted. Her trial took place in March , when she was acquitted,
though her innocence has subsequently been questioned. In Life & Let-
ters, the first family biography to mention the incident, W. and R. A.
Austen-Leigh include material which suggests that Mrs Austen offered
to send either Jane or Cassandra to stay with their aunt while in gaol. The
offer was declined, but they conclude with a melodramatic flourish: ‘So
Cassandra and Jane just escaped a residence in gaol and contact with
criminals’ (p. ). None of these exciting events, occurring only a year
before the Austens moved to Bath, finds its way into JEAL’s account,
though they must have continued to hang in the air and to affect the
family’s social standing in the city. (See Fam. Rec., –; and David
Gilson’s Introduction to the recent reprint of Sir F. D. MacKinnon,
Grand Larceny, Being the Trial of Jane Leigh Perrot, Aunt of Jane Austen
(); repr. in Jane Austen: Family History ( vols., ); vols. not
numbered.)
the Master of Balliol: the Revd Dr Theophilus Leigh (–), men-
tioned at pp. – above. For a possible example of Mr Leigh Perrot’s
skill with epigrams, see p.  and note above.
The unfinished story . . . residence in Bath: a sentence added in Ed.,
which prints for the first time The Watsons (so-called by JEAL ‘for the
sake of having a title by which to designate it’) from the manuscript in
Caroline Austen’s possession. In Ed. the opening sentence of this para-
graph reads: ‘She does not appear to have had any work in hand during
her four years’ residence at Bath . . . ’, suppressing at this time know-
ledge of the unfinished story.
fall of Louisa Musgrove: an incident in JA’s last completed novel, P, ch.
. The Cobb is the large, raised, stone breakwater, broad enough for
walking on, skirting the harbour at Lyme Regis in Dorset.
then removed to Southampton: the time-scale was less compressed than
JEAL suggests. The Revd George Austen died  January ; Mrs
Austen and her daughters moved in March to No.  Gay Street, Bath;
but they did not leave Bath finally until July  or take lodgings in
Southampton until October of that year, when they set up home with the
newly married Frank Austen.
those four years: the period spent in Bath––May  to July ––was
five and not four years; but it was an unsettled time in JA’s life, with
much travelling. Letters, nos. –, are recorded as belonging to this
period––more than JEAL knew of, but still not many. Biographers have
variously interpreted these unstable years: that they contributed to a
conjectured depression which may have prevented JA from building on
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the intense fictional creativity of the later s and may also have
inclined Cassandra to destroy its evidence in letters; and that, on the
contrary, these years propelled JA into a social whirl and a life of external
stimulus which itself left no time for writing. The real point is that we
simply do not know. (Cf., for instance, the divergent views of two recent
biographers, Tomalin, Jane Austen, –, and Nokes, Jane Austen,
–.)
Extract from a letter . . . to her Sister: no.  in Letters; bequeathed by
Cassandra to Charles Austen’s family. The extract is heavily and silently
edited, omitting family news and gossip and some topics and expressions,
presumably in the interests of good taste. For example, of the family
housekeeping at Lyme, JEAL prints: ‘[I] keep everything as it was under
your administration’, but JA wrote: ‘[I] give the Cook physic, which she
throws off her Stomach. I forget whether she used to do this, under your
administration.’
not seeing the Royal Family: George III, the Duke of Gloucester, and
other members of the royal family were staying at Weymouth in Septem-
ber  at the same time as Cassandra Austen.

 offices: the part of a house in which the domestic work was carried on––
kitchen, pantries, dairy, etc.
But do not mention: JA wrote ‘But I do not mention’ (Letters, ).

 Letter from Jane Austen . . . Cassandra: added in Ed.. The letter is no. 
in Letters, and was probably bequeathed by Cassandra to Caroline
Austen. It is again heavily edited.
riding-house . . . Miss Lefroy’s performance: ‘There were two riding-houses
(i.e. riding-schools combined with livery stables) in Bath’; Miss Lefroy
here is ‘Lucy, now Mrs Henry Rice’ (Letters, , n. ).

 affidavits: literally, a written declaration or oath; but JA is referring jok-
ingly to visiting-cards.
as the exit we have witnessed: Mrs Lloyd died at Ibthorpe on  April
. Her daughter Mary, referred to later in this letter, had married
James Austen as his second wife in . Her eldest daughter Martha
now joined forces with JA, Cassandra, and Mrs Austen. Presumably the
‘peaceful and easy’ end recently witnessed was that of JA’s father on 
January .
hack postchaise: an enclosed four-wheeled carriage, hired from stage to
stage of a journey.

 rambles . . . last summer: when the Austens, with Henry and Eliza Austen,
visited Lyme Regis.
From the same to the same: extracts from a long letter, written over several
days from the lodgings in Gay Street, Bath, temporarily occupied by JA
and her mother, to Cassandra then on an extended visit to Martha Lloyd
at Ibthorpe. It is no.  in Letters, where it is dated Sunday –Tuesday
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 April . The autograph was bequeathed by Cassandra to Charles
Austen’s family, on the strength of its references to Charles’s services to
Lord Balgonie, at that time a naval officer. Balgonie’s parents were the
seventh Earl of Leven and his wife. Several items of interest to Austen
biographers are omitted from the extracts JEAL presents: in particular,
JA’s reference to the Austens’ intention of joining households with Mar-
tha Lloyd whose mother had just died (‘I am quite of your opinion as to
the folly of concealing any longer our intended Partnership with Martha,
& whenever there has of late been an enquiry on the subject I have always
been sincere; & I have sent word of it to the Mediterranean in a letter to
Frank.––None of our nearest connections I think will be unprepared for
it; & I do not know how to suppose that Martha’s have not foreseen it’,
Letters, ); and her evident weariness at Bath society (‘I shall be glad
when it is over, & hope to have no necessity for having so many dear
friends at once again’, ibid. ).

 Mrs. Stent: See JEAL’s note at p. .
a Mr.L., Miss B.: a misreading of the original, which has ‘a Mr & Miss B’,
though here and throughout the letter JA writes in full the names that
JEAL signals by initials only. In this case, ‘B’ is ‘Bendish’. See Letters,
–.

 Miss A.: presumably the Miss Armstrong met at Lyme Regis during the
previous summer and whose mother darned stockings during JA’s visit
(see p.  above). In Bath society, the connection is clearly less desirable.
I have been: JA wrote ‘that we have been’ (Letters, ).
Lady Roden: Juliana Anne, Lady Roden, an aquaintance or connection,
either through Hampshire society or the Navy (Letters, , n. ).
to say himself what was untrue: JA wrote ‘tell a lie himself’ (Letters, ).

 the Rev. George Leigh Cooke: (–). His father had married JA’s
mother’s first cousin and was JA’s godfather.
Before the end of  . . . Southampton: JEAL’s dates are wrong here,
with the result that he overestimates the length of the Austens’ time in
Southampton: it was closer to two and a half than four years. They
moved there in October , taking a lease on the house in Castle
Square in February . Here Mrs Austen, Cassandra, Jane, and Mar-
tha Lloyd remained until spring , sharing for much of that time with
Frank and his new wife.
I have no letters . . . at Southampton: see note to p.  above.

 I will record them: Le Faye (Fam. Rec., ) conjectures a date of Septem-
ber , when James Austen and his family visited Southampton, for
JEAL’s childhood memories. He would have been almost  years old.
The well-appointed . . . Embark his royalty: Shakespeare, King Henry V,
  . Chorus, –.
second Marquis . . . in the title: John Henry Petty (–), second
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Marquis of Lansdowne, who bought the old ruined castle within South-
ampton city walls in , enlarging it into a Gothic fantasy. The title
and estates passed subsequently to Lord Henry Petty-Fitzmaurice
(–), moderate Whig politician (for whom, see note to p. 
below).

phaeton: an open, four-wheeled carriage.

 ‘like the baseless fabric of a vision’: Shakespeare, The Tempest, . i,
.

In : the offer coincided with the death of Edward Austen’s (he was
only ‘Knight’ from ) wife, Elizabeth, on  October , after
giving birth to their eleventh child. The earliest mention of the move
occurs in JA’s letter of – October to Cassandra, now at Godmersham
comforting Edward (Letters, ). Anna Lefroy, more critical in this mat-
ter than her half-sister Caroline, thought Edward should have done more
for his mother and sisters (Fam. Rec., ); and in her memories of JA she
hints at the shortcomings of Edward’s wife with regard to the Austens
(see RAJ). The move to the house at Chawton (according to Caroline it
was called ‘Chawton Cottage’ only ‘in later years’ (MAJA, )) occurred
in July .

Miss Lloyd: Martha Lloyd; see notes to pp.  and  above.

only a sojourner in a strange land: Exodus, : .

 A good-sized entrance . . . which supported it were not large: apart from the
clause ‘and was capable of receiving other members of the family as
frequent visitors’, this section describing Chawton Cottage was added in
Ed.. As early as  November  JA is writing to Cassandra of its ‘six
Bedchambers’ and ‘Garrets for Storeplaces’ (Letters, ); and in her
letter in verse from Chawton on  July , congratulating Frank on
the birth of his son, she describes in passing the renovations to ‘rooms
concise’ and ‘rooms distended’ (Letters, ). This added section in Ed.
owes much to Caroline Austen’s memories, which JEAL absorbs almost
verbatim (cf. MAJA, –, in this collection). Caroline had spent
considerable periods of her childhood at Chawton.

Cowper’s unattractive house . . . Southey’s edition of his works: The Works of
William Cowper, with a Life of the Author, ed. Robert Southey, were
issued in  volumes (–), and included an engraved plate in volume
 of Cowper’s house in the village of Olney, Buckinghamshire.

The building indeed still stands: unlike Steventon rectory, pulled down in
. The Jane Austen Memorial Trust purchased Chawton Cottage in
 and they continue to administer it as a museum.

 Description of JA’s person . . . and tastes: JEAL draws heavily in this
chapter on the memories of his sister Caroline and half-sister Anna,
written out in  and , respectively, though not published until
 and .
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likeness prefixed to this volume has been taken: Cassandra’s sketch, a lightly
executed pencil-and-watercolour portrait, is the only authentic represen-
tation known to exist. It is dated c., soon after the move to Chawton,
and is held in the National Portrait Gallery, London. The steel-engraved
portrait, the Memoir’s frontispiece, is taken from a Victorian likeness,
executed by a Mr Andrews of Maidenhead, after Cassandra’s original.
The differences between the two are marked and provide the clearest
indication of JEAL’s purpose with regard to the selective account of his
aunt that he chose to make public. He commissioned Andrews’s
enhancement of Cassandra’s portrait and sanctioned the transformation
of its sharp-faced, unsmiling original into something altogether softer
and more compliant. Ed. was first issued without the portrait, but the
reference to it at this point in the text led to enquiries for it, and it was
included in later printings.

linger in my memory: compare with this the Revd Fulwar William Fowle’s
memory of hearing JA sing and play the piano: ‘I well remember her
singing––& “The yellow haired Laddie” made an impression upon me,
which more than half a century has had no power to efface,’ in a letter of
 January , acknowledging a copy of the Memoir. JEAL and Caro-
line were his cousins. For a fuller extract, see the Appendix (HRO, MS
/M///). JA’s letter of – December  records her plan to
have a piano when they move to Chawton, ‘Yes, yes, we will have a
Pianoforte, as good a one as can be got for  Guineas––& I will practise
country dances, that we may have some amusement for our nephews &
neices, when we have the pleasure of their company’ (Letters, ). There
are music manuscript notebooks held by the Jane Austen Memorial Trust
at Chawton Cottage containing music written out by JA.

knew something of Italian: JEAL owed this information to Anna Lefroy,
in her letter of  April [?] (see the Appendix, p. ).

 Goldsmith, Hume, and Robertson: Oliver Goldsmith’s History of England
( vols., ) was in its full and its abridged form of  his most
successful history, and a popular schoolroom text. The unabridged 
edition is recorded among the books JA is known to have read, and a
family copy, with the signature ‘James Austen, Steventon’, has been pre-
served in the family and includes marginal comments in JA’s hand.
David Hume, The History of England ( vols., –), the front free
endpaper of vol.  bearing the inscription ‘Jane Austen ’ (perhaps a
gift from her uncle James Leigh Perrot), descended to JEAL and now has
his bookplate. (see David Gilson, ‘Jane Austen’s Books’, Book Collector,
 (), –). William Robertson was the author of many histories,
including History of Scotland ( vols., ).

his grandmother Mary: in her early spoof ‘History of England from the
reign of Henry the th to the death of Charles the st. By a partial,
prejudiced, and ignorant Historian’, written out according to her own
dating in November , when she was not quite , JA inverted the
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conventionally approved account of the past (as the gradual, Whiggish
progress towards liberty and the defeat of Stuart absolutism) by setting
up history as a pro-Stuart tragedy. Its climax and conclusion is the execu-
tion of Charles I in , and its heroine is his grandmother Mary, Queen
of Scots, ‘one of the first Characters in the World’, also executed, in
. (See ‘The History of England’, in Catharine and Other Writings, ed.
Doody and Murray, ; and Christopher Kent, ‘Learning History with,
and from, Jane Austen’, in Jane Austen’s Beginnings, –.) JA’s con-
trasted presentation of Mary and Elizabeth I, the one vulnerable, beauti-
ful, and innocent, the other unattractive and severe, resembles that in
Sophia Lee’s The Recess, or A Tale of Other Times (–). JEAL is
unnecessarily po-faced in accounting for his aunt’s hilarious exercise in
political uncorrectness. In MAJA, his sister Caroline presents the same
detail with less qualification.

the ‘Spectator’ downwards: see note to p.  above. In MP, ch. , Samuel
Johnson’s periodical papers, under the general title of The Idler (–
), are described as among the heroine Fanny Price’s precious collection
of books.

Richardson’s works . . . living friends: Henry Austen in his ‘Biographical
Notice’ () recorded that his sister’s ‘favourite moral writers were
Johnson in prose, and Cowper in verse’, while Richardson, and particu-
larly his last novel Sir Charles Grandison, ranked highest with her for
fiction. JA’s juvenilia are peppered with references to Richardson’s
novels; in ‘Jack and Alice’, in Volume the First, Grandison’s models of
male and female perfection offer a precise point of departure for the
parody. In  a manuscript play ‘Sir Charles Grandison’, previously
attributed to Anna Lefroy, though transcribed in JA’s hand, was reas-
signed to JA. See Jane Austen’s ‘Sir Charles Grandison’, ed. Brian
Southam (). In Grandison, members of the aristocracy (Lady L.,
Lady G.) are referred to by initials only, a convention of the novel-in-
letters designed to suggest the authenticity of what was recorded and the
consequent need to hide ‘real’ identities. Lady L. and Lady G. are Sir
Charles’s two sisters; the younger, Charlotte, marries Lord G. on April
 (vol. , letter ), while Caroline, the elder sister, is married to the Earl
of L., an event narrated retrospectively at vol. , letter . The cedar
parlour is at Selby House, one of the idealized domestic settings of the
novel.

Johnson in prose . . . stood high: JEAL echoes his uncle Henry Austen’s
account (see previous note). Samuel Johnson is referred to as ‘my dear Dr

Johnson’ in Letters, , while Fanny Price reads The Idler (see note
above). George Crabbe’s metrical Tales () are among Fanny Price’s
reading (MP, ch. ), and her name may be taken from Crabbe’s earlier
poem The Parish Register (), a moralistic study of various levels of
village life, in which Fanny Price is a ‘lovely’ and ‘chaste’ young girl.
William Cowper (see notes to pp.  and ) is much quoted in JA’s
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novels––by Marianne Dashwood, in S&S, ch. , where his ‘beautiful
lines . . . have frequently almost driven me wild’; and by Fanny Price, in
MP, chs.  and ; JA mentions her father reading ‘Cowper to us in the
evening’, in Letters, .

 a sister novelist: a reference to Fanny Burney, for whom see note to p. 
above.
fancy being Mrs. Crabbe: see JA’s letter to Cassandra,  October :
‘No; I have never seen the death of Mrs Crabbe. I have only just been
making out from one of his prefaces that he probably was married. It is
almost ridiculous. Poor woman! I will comfort him as well as I can, but I
do not undertake to be good to her children’ (Letters, ). Sarah Crabbe
had died on  September . On her recent stay in London (Septem-
ber ) JA had joked about hoping to catch sight of Crabbe, known to
be there too.

 Scott’s poetry . . . merits of ‘Waverley’: Walter Scott (–), poet and
novelist. Scott’s medievalized verse tales were huge bestsellers between
 and , setting a fashion for historical romance and extravagant
adventure which would be continued in his novels, the first of which was
Waverley, appearing in , the same year as MP. In MP, ch. , Fanny
Price quotes from Scott’s poem The Lay of the Last Minstrel (), and
in P, ch. , Anne Elliot and Captain Benwick argue the relative merits of
Scott’s two most successful poems, Marmion () and The Lady of the
Lake (). In both instances, JA uses an enthusiasm for Scott’s poetry
to signal the sensitivity and melancholy romanticism of the characters,
and, more critically, to suggest their disinclination to reality. JA in fact
lived to see five of Scott’s novels published, not three: Waverley (),
Guy Mannering (), The Antiquary (), The Black Dwarf (),
and Old Mortality (), the last two appearing together as Tales of My
Landlord. In  Scott provided JA with her first major critical appraisal
when he reviewed E for the Quarterly Review (see Ch.  below). From her
letter to JEAL of – December , it is clear that JA has read The
Antiquary (Letters, ).
no business to write novels: an extract from a letter of  September ,
to Anna Austen (she became Lefroy in the November), no.  in Letters.
Unlike his poetry, Scott’s novels were published anonymously; hence
JA’s ready attribution of Waverley to him is interesting. How did she
know? The novel appeared in a first edition in July  and quickly went
through three more editions before the end of the year. A notice of
publication in the Edinburgh Review,  (Sept. ), , listed MP and
Waverley together, which may possibly account for JA’s jealous reference
in this letter.
Mrs. ——’s: JA wrote ‘Mrs West’s Alicia de Lacy’ (Letters, ). The
novelist was Jane West (–), a moral and conservative writer, and
this her latest work was also published in  and listed in the same
notice in the Edinburgh Review as Waverley and MP.
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Miss Edgeworth’s, E.’s, and my own: JA wrote: ‘Miss Edgeworth’s, Yours
& my own’ (Letters, ). The alteration is significant. All three of James
Austen’s children tried their hand at writing novels and turned to their
aunt for advice. JEAL, who was called Edward in the family, is not likely
to have made this alteration as a flattering reference to himself, but his
half-sister Anna in copying her letter from JA for him to use in the
Memoir may well have considered this a tactful or a modest change. Miss
Edgeworth is Maria Edgeworth (–), Irish novelist and edu-
cational writer, much admired by JA. Her novel Belinda () is one of
the works described in the narrator’s defence of the novel as a literary
form in NA, ch. : ‘only some work in which the greatest powers of the
mind are displayed, in which the most thorough knowledge of human
nature, the happiest delineation of its varieties, the liveliest effusions of
wit and humour are conveyed to the world in the best chosen language.’

two of her nieces. One says: JEAL’s half-sister Anna and his sister Caro-
line. The first two extracts are from Caroline’s account (see MAJA, in
this collection, where it appears with slight verbal differences).

two of her other nieces: named in Caroline’s account as ‘Mary Jane and
Cassy’ (MAJA, )–– that is, Frank Austen’s daughter Mary Jane
(–), and Charles’s daughter Cassandra Esten (–). This sec-
ond extract from Caroline’s account was added by JEAL to his Memoir in
Ed..

 of another niece: extracted from Anna Lefroy’s account, but heavily
edited, removing mention of the preference for Cassandra over JA in the
intellectually insipid atmosphere of Godmersham Park, Edward Austen
Knight’s home. (See the fuller account in RAJ in this collection.)

A nephew of hers: identified by Deirdre Le Faye as Frank Austen’s second
son, Henry Edgar Austen (–), who was only  years old when JA
died (‘Jane Austen’s Nephew––A Re-identification’, Notes and Queries,
 (), –). JEAL is at this point paraphrasing something
recorded by his sister Caroline (MAJA, ). The section ‘A nephew of
hers . . . her enlivening influence’ was added in Ed..

quizzed: ‘to quizz’ is ‘to make fun of’. ‘She never abused . . . less preva-
lent now than it was then’, was added in Ed..

 Mr. Gell to Miss Gill, of Eastbourne: JEAL is the first to publish this
verse. There are at least two surviving manuscripts (David Gilson, ‘Jane
Austen’s Verse’, Book Collector,  (), –). In Memoir Ed. it was
also reproduced as an apparently autograph manuscript facsimile, where
it appears as two stanzas, with each of the four printed lines forming two
short lines. In the manuscript version, ‘eyes’ and ‘ease’ are thus written
out with the consequent loss of some of the playful punning of JEAL’s
printed ‘iis’ and ‘ees’. Minor Works, , appears to base its text on this
manuscript version. The illustration from Ed. is reproduced in this
edition at p. .
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On the Marriage . . . in her Youth: JA mentions this verse in a letter of 
November , jokingly referring to her brother James’s ‘great
improvement’ to it (Letters, –). No surviving manuscript is presently
known, and Chapman prints the version from the Memoir as the most
authoritative text in Minor Works, . But a variant text suggests that
two versions were in circulation in the family. In the other version:

Camilla good humoured & merry & small
For a Husband it happened was at her last stake;
& having in vain danced at many a ball
Is now very happy to Jump at a Wake.

This version is taken from the diary, now in Hampshire Record Office,
of Stephen Terry, father-in-law to Anna Lefroy’s fourth daughter Geor-
giana (printed in Letters, , n. ). It is possible that James Austen’s
improvements included the changes, for discretion’s sake, to ‘Maria’ and
the more flattering ‘handsome, and tall’. If so, his children kept both
versions alive––one for private enjoyment and the other perhaps for more
public circulation. The occasion of the verse was the engagement of
Urania Wallop (her mother was Camilla) to the elderly Revd Henry
Wake. The title is supplied in the Memoir.
at the play last night . . . in Isabella: an extract from a letter to Anna
Lefroy,  November  (no.  in Letters). JA is at this time staying
in London at her brother Henry’s. The play was David Garrick’s Isa-
bella; or the Fatal Marriage ().

‘So, Miss B. is actually married . . . in print’: again, from a scrap of an
undated letter to Anna Lefroy, of February or March  (no.  in
Letters).

 In measured verse I’ll now rehearse: no manuscript of these verses is
known, and all other printings derive from JEAL’s. Caroline suggested in
her letter of  April [?] (see the Appendix, p. ) that her brother
include the poem by way of ‘stuffing’, as a harmless piece unlikely to
embarrass the family or compromise their aunt’s mature reputation. It is
taken to be written for Anna Austen (later Lefroy) and to reflect the
‘mercurial and excitable’ aspects of her character in youth (Life & Let-
ters, ). As such, the dating within the family is closer to  than the
 July  (three days before she died) confidently but inexplicably
attached to it by Doody and Murray in Catharine and Other Writings, .
The geography of the poem––‘Ontario’s lake’, in fact the smallest of the
five Great Lakes, ‘Niagara’s Fall’, and ‘transatlantic groves’ (groves
beyond the Atlantic)––represents a popular, even hackneyed, setting for
romantic adventure in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries.
See, for example, Charlotte Smith, The Old Manor House () and
Mary Brunton, Self-Control (), to which JA makes amused reference
in a letter to Cassandra: ‘I am looking over Self Control again . . . an
excellently-meant, elegantly-written Work, without anything of Nature
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or Probability in it. I declare I do not know whether Laura’s passage
down the American River, is not the most natural, possible, every-day
thing she ever does’ (Letters, ).

 a niece . . . amusing herself by attempting a novel: again, the reference is to
JA’s correspondence with Anna Lefroy, at this time still Anna Austen,
who was writing a novel under the title ‘Which is the Heroine?’ In her
manuscript ‘Family History’ (written c.–), Anna’s daughter Fanny
Caroline Lefroy, looking back from old age to events before her own life,
records of her mother’s early attempt at fiction: ‘With no Aunt Jane to
read, to critic[i]se and to encourage, it was no wonder the M.S. every
word of which was so full of her, remained untouched. Her sympathy
which had made the great charm of the occupation was gone and the
sense of the loss made it painful to write. The story was laid by for years
and then one day in a fit of despondency burnt. I remember sitting on the
rug and watching its destruction amused with the flame and the sparks
which kept breaking out in the blackened paper. In later years when I
expressed my sorrow that she had destroyed it, she said she could never
have borne to finish it. but incomplete as it was Jane Austen’s criticisms
would have made it valuable’ (HRO, MS M///unpaginated).
Although this early attempt was destroyed, Anna Lefroy subsequently
published a novella, Mary Hamilton, in the Literary Souvenir for 
and two slight works for children––The Winter’s Tale () and Spring-
tide (); she also attempted and later abandoned the completion of
JA’s unfinished novel Sanditon.

Chawton, Aug. , : extract from a much longer letter full of critical
comment and advice (no.  in Letters), written between  and 
August. This portion is from  August.

Sept. : extract from a much longer letter, written – September 
(no.  in Letters).
Sept. : extract from a longer letter (no.  in Letters), already quoted
from at p. .

 Hans Place (Nov. ): again to Anna, within the last few weeks mar-
ried to Ben Lefroy––hence the appositeness of the joke about suitors
being in love with aunts. JA writes from her brother Henry’s London
address (no.  in Letters).
your husband: JA wrote ‘Ben’ (Letters, ).

spilikins . . . cup and ball: like the reference below to the neat appearance
of her letters and her sewing, these examples of JA’s dexterity are from
Caroline Austen’s recollections (MAJA, ). In the game of spilikins,
thin slips of wood were thrown in a heap and the player had to pull them
off one at a time without disturbing the rest. In the game of cup and ball,
the ball was attached by cord to a stick having a cup at one end and a
spike at the other. The aim was to toss the ball in the air and catch it
either in the cup or (more difficult) on the spike.
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specimen of her . . . handwriting is here given: at this point in Ed. JEAL
included a lithographic facsimile of the autograph manuscript of the
verses on Mr Gell and Miss Gill. This was replaced in Ed. with the last
few lines and signature of a letter to Anna Lefroy (Letters, no. ), facing
the opening of ch. . Here as elsewhere I have restored the Ed.
illustration.

satin stitch: an embroidery stitch, repeated in parallel lines to give a satiny
appearance.

 housewife: JA gave the ‘housewife’ to her friend Mary Lloyd in January
 when the family moved from Deane parsonage to Ibthorp. Mary
did not become Jane’s sister-in-law until . A ‘housewife’ was a cloth
sewing case for needles, pins, thread, etc., and was a common home-made
gift between women friends. ‘Minikin’ needles, as the word suggests,
would be very small. The accompanying poem is dated ‘Jan:ry ’. For
a description of the manuscript and its slight variants from the text
printed by JEAL, see David Gilson, ‘Jane Austen’s Verses’, Book Col-
lector,  (), . Both bag and manuscript are still in the Austen-
Leigh family.

Two of her nieces were grown up . . . one of them was married: James
Austen’s elder daughter Anna was  and married since November 
at the time of JA’s death in July . Caroline, his younger daughter,
and JEAL’s other chief assistant in the Memoir, was only . But Fanny
Knight, Edward Austen Knight’s eldest child, a few months older than
Anna, was also  and as yet unmarried. As Lady Knatchbull (she mar-
ried Sir Edward Knatchbull in ), she inherited the bulk of JA’s
letters to her sister Cassandra.

her religious principles: it was her brother Henry Austen who in his ‘Bio-
graphical Notice’ (), first presented JA as ‘thoroughly religious and
devout’ and with opinions according ‘strictly with those of our Estab-
lished Church’. The novels offer little evidence of this, but Henry’s views
were quickly absorbed into JA’s nineteenth-century appraisal (see his
‘Biographical Notice’ in this collection). After several changes of career,
Henry Austen had become a Church of England clergyman in .

 so little: Ed. reads ‘nothing’.

was completed: Ed. reads ‘was written’. Here and in the change noted
above we see JEAL revising his text between editions to take account of
the light shed by the unfinished manuscript of The Watsons on JA’s
presumed creative inactivity during her residence in Bath. See note to
p. .

between February  and August : the dates are probably taken
from Cassandra Austen’s brief note on composition. See note to p. 
above. What JEAL implies here has been of great significance to how
critics have viewed JA’s creative life. He suggests, in combination with
his earlier statement at pp. –, that the novels as we know them were

Explanatory Notes



the productions of two distinct creative periods––JA’s early twenties and
her late thirties––and that they were divided by a largely fallow interlude.
But another interpretation of the same evidence and dates might be that,
with the exception of NA (sold to a London publisher in  under the
title of ‘Susan’), all the finished novels were the products of her mature
Chawton years, and that this intense burst of creative completion was
preceded by some twenty years of experimentation.

 She was careful . . . when anyone was coming: an important detail on JA’s
working habits added in Ed.. Cf. Caroline Austen’s recollections, in
MAJA .

Mrs. Allen . . . ‘ . . . to answer her or not’: an edited and not wholly
accurate quotation from NA, ch. .

Egerton . . . Murray . . . seven hundred pounds: Thomas Egerton, of the
Military Library, Whitehall, London, was JA’s first publisher, chosen
partly perhaps from a connection established through James and Henry’s
much earlier publishing venture, The Loiterer, for which Egerton had
been the London distributor. John Murray II (–) of  Albe-
marle Street, London, was a hugely successful publisher and business-
man with a far more impressive imprint than Egerton. He was at this
time at the height of his powers, as Byron’s publisher and co-publisher of
several of Scott’s works. As well as issuing E, NA, and P, he brought out
in  a second edition of MP. During her lifetime JA received around
£ from S&S and P&P together, £ from MP, and £ partial
profits on E and a second edition of S&S. These were nothing like the
big profits some of her contemporaries were making, but nor were they
unrepresentatively modest. (See Jan Fergus, Jane Austen: A Literary Life
(), , n. , for totals of payments.)

no record . . . ‘Sense and Sensibility’: several letters descending from Cas-
sandra Austen to her niece Fanny, Lady Knatchbull, and therefore
unavailable to JEAL, mention the publication of S&S. They were first
published in Letters of Jane Austen, ed. Edward, Lord Brabourne ().
These are nos. , , and , in Letters. See also nos.  and , two
letters to Frank Austen, both first published in Sailor Brothers, –.

 Chawton . . . (): a discreetly edited extract, removing the gossip and
homely detail about headache, jelly, and sweet pears that would under-
mine JEAL’s representation of JA at this point as a serious novelist. The
complete version is no.  in Letters, the original bequeathed by Cas-
sandra to Charles Austen. ‘[M]y own darling child’ is JA’s first copy of
P&P.

Falkener: JA wrote ‘Falknor’, possibly the local manager or coachman of
the London to Southampton coach service. See the humorous reference
to ‘the Car of Falkenstein’ in JA’s letter to Anna Austen, – October
 (Letters, ).

my stupidest of all: in January , when this letter is written, MP was
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well on the way to being finished, though E was not yet begun. It is
tempting to speculate that ‘my stupidest of all’ might refer to the recent
revival () of JA’s hopes of buying back and seeing in print the novel
eventually published after her death as NA.

 typical errors: meaning ‘typographical’ or printing errors.

‘I do not write for such dull elves’: based on a couplet from Scott’s verse
romance Marmion (), canto , st. : ‘I do not rhyme to that dull elf
| Who cannot image to himself’.’ JEAL spoils the wit of JA’s free
appropriation by failing to set it out as verse. See Letters, .

Chawton . . . (): an edited extract from a longer letter, no.  in
Letters, again bequeathed to Charles Austen.

to you for all your praise: JA wrote ‘to you all for your praise’ (Letters,
).

 The following letter . . . in February : what is presented here is an
edited conflation of extracts from two letters, of  January and  Febru-
ary  (nos.  and  in Letters), spliced together randomly and out of
chronological sequence. For the correct ordering of the various sections,
see Letters, –, and –. The letters, both to Cassandra, continue
a discussion of the same people and books, which may account for
JEAL’s confusion of their details. Both were inherited by Charles Austen
and lent to JEAL by Charles’s daughter Cassy Esten.

Fanny’s: Fanny Knight, JA’s eldest niece.

the rejected addresses: [James and Horatio Smith] Rejected Addresses: or, the
New Theatrum Poetarum (), a collection of parodies of well-known
and contemporary poets. JA wrote ‘Mrs Digweed’ and ‘Mr Hinton’
(Letters, ).

 Sir John Carr’s . . . Capt. Pasley of the Engineers: Sir John Carr, Descrip-
tive Travels in the Southern and Eastern Parts of Spain and the Balearic
Isles, in the Year  (); Sir Charles William Pasley, RE, Essay on the
Military Policy and Institutions of the British Empire (). A ‘Society
octavo’ is a book in octavo format (technically, one printed so as to pro-
duce eight leaves to each sheet, the commonest size at this time for new
fiction and non-fiction) borrowed from the Chawton Book Society or
Reading Club. In Letter no.  JA writes: ‘The Miss Sibleys want to
establish a Book Society in their side of the Country, like ours. What can
be a stronger proof of that superiority in ours over the Steventon &
Manydown Society, which I have always foreseen & felt?’ (p. ).

Clarkson or Buchanan . . . the two Mr. Smiths of the city: Thomas Clark-
son, History of the Abolition of the African Slave Trade (); probably
Claudius Buchanan’s very popular Christian Researches in Asia ().
For the two Mr Smiths, see note to p.  above.

‘Mrs. Grant’s Letters’: Anne Grant, Letters from the Mountains ( vols.,
).
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lie on her table: JA wrote ‘lay in her House’ (Letters, ).
where you now are: JA wrote ‘at Manydown’, the home of their good
friend Alethea Bigg, whom Cassandra was visiting.
I detest a quarto: a book size (see note to p.  above). A quarto is printed
so as to produce four leaves to each sheet of paper and is therefore usually
larger and more splendid than an octavo. The quarto is a size often
reserved, as JA’s joking comment suggests, for a scholarly and less port-
able work. Cf. Crabbe, The Library (), ‘Then quartos their well-
order’d ranks maintain, | And light octavos fill a spacious plain.’
no Government House . . . alter it to the Commissioner’s: a reference to a
detail in MP, ch. , the novel JA was then writing.
The following letter: from this point to the end of the chapter is an add-
ition to Ed..

 curricle: a light, two-wheeled carriage, drawn by two horses abreast and
with a seat for the driver and one passenger.
Sloane Street . . . May  (): again extracted from a letter
bequeathed to Charles Austen (no.  in Letters). JEAL’s main omissions
are of the homelier details of JA’s London visit––of food eaten and plans
for shopping trips.
the Hog’s-back: ‘A narrow ridge of bare chalk hills between Farnham and
Guildford’ with ‘extensive views over six counties’ (Letters, , n. ).

 full of modern elegancies: JA did not finish here, but continued: ‘& if it had
not been for some naked Cupids over the Mantlepeice, which must be a
fine study for Girls, one should never have Smelt Instruction’ (Letters,
).
Henrietta Street . . . March  (): no.  in Letters, again bequeathed
to Charles Austen.

 different: JA wrote ‘very different’ (Letters, ).
the ‘Heroine’: Eaton Stannard Barrett, The Heroine; or, Adventures of A
Fair Romance Reader (). As JA explains later in this letter, Barrett’s
novel was a burlesque on the style of Gothic romance made popular by
Ann Radcliffe in the s and later parodied by JA in NA.
peace was generally expected: March  saw the fall of Paris to the allies;
Napoleon abdicated in April.
the two-penny post: a reference to the local London letter post, dating
from the late seventeenth century and doubled in price from a penny to
twopence in . In S&S, ch. , Marianne Dashwood uses it to send a
letter to Willoughby.
Md B.: Madame Bigeon, Henry Austen’s housekeeper, to whom JA was
to leave a legacy of £ (see Letters, , JA’s will).

 the rage for seeing Kean: JA wrote ‘Keen’ (Letters, ); Edmund Kean
(–), Shakespearean actor. He made his first appearance at
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Drury Lane in January  and was an immediate huge success. JA is to
see The Merchant of Venice.
little Cass . . . bed comfortable last night: JA’s sentence goes on: ‘& has not
filled it with fleas’ (Letters, ). ‘Little Cass’ (JA wrote ‘little Cassandra’)
is Charles’s daughter Cassy Esten (b. ), and in  the letter’s
owner.
Dr. Syntax . . . Gogmagolicus: References included to amuse little Cassy
Esten––William Combe, The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of the Pictur-
esque (), a comic poem, hugely popular owing to its engravings by
Thomas Rowlandson of the be-chinned cleric, Dr Syntax, in preposter-
ous situations; and Gogmagolicus (JA wrote ‘Gogmagoglicus’), a legend-
ary giant who according to one tradition was captured and made to serve
as a porter at the Guildhall in London, where his statue was still to be
seen.

 Fanny Burney, afterwards Madame D’Arblay: referred to already in this
Memoir, as a novelist much admired by JA and as an important critical
comparison for her growing reputation (see note to p.  above).
Through her father Charles Burney, author and musician, as well as by
her own early literary success (her first novel, Evelina, appeared in 
when she was ), Burney was able to mix in London’s intellectual cir-
cles. Hester Thrale (see note to p.  above) attracted many eminent
figures to her social gatherings in Streatham, among them the actor and
playwright David Garrick (–) and the society painter and writer
on aesthetics Sir Joshua Reynolds (–). Himself a literary patron,
Reynolds was a long-standing friend of Charles Burney. Samuel Johnson
was Mrs Thrale’s lodger at Streatham. An assiduous diarist throughout
her life, Burney recorded her early meeting with Johnson and the
Thrales in an entry for  July . From the same time she has left a
vivid account of her first visit to Reynolds’s splendid house in Leicester
Fields (now Leicester Square). (See The Early Journals and Letters of
Fanny Burney, vol. , ed. Lars E. Troide and Stewart J. Cooke (),
ff.)
Anna Seward: sentimental poet and letter-writer (–), known as
‘the Swan of Lichfield’, where she lived for most of her life. Despite
rarely travelling, she managed, by tactical flattery and determined cor-
respondence, to situate herself at the centre of an extensive literary circle,
which included Johnson (born at Lichfield), the Edgeworths, Hester
Thrale, and Walter Scott, to whom she bequeathed her literary works.
Joanna Baillie and Maria Edgeworth: Joanna Baillie (–), Scottish
poet and dramatist, who enjoyed some commercial success and much
educated admiration; she moved to London in  and numbered Wal-
ter Scott and the intellectual Anna Barbauld among her friends. For JA’s
admiration of Maria Edgeworth, see note to p.  above. For most of her
life Edgeworth lived in the family home at Edgeworthstown, County
Longford, Ireland.
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Crabbe . . . Campbell, Moore, and Rogers: for JA’s admiration of the poet
George Crabbe, see notes to p.  above. His best-known poetry was
written in rural Suffolk and Leicestershire, where he was a clergyman.
His acquaintance with the fashionable society poets Thomas Campbell
(–), Thomas Moore (–), and the banker-poet Samuel
Rogers (–), famous for his literary breakfasts, can be dated to
, when he absorbed himself for a time in the London social life of his
publisher John Murray and the liberal circles of Lady Holland at Hol-
land House, Kensington. He recorded his experiences in his ‘London
Journal’, subsequently published in the posthumous Life (), by his
son, also George Crabbe.

 Scott’s guest . . . George IV . . . in that city: Crabbe had met Scott in
London, through John Murray, though the two were already cor-
respondents. Crabbe visited Scott in Edinburgh in August , coincid-
ing with the ludicrous tartan extravaganza of George IV’s triumphal state
visit at which Scott was master of ceremonies.

a new term, ‘Lakers’: a term coined by Francis Jeffrey (–), the
critic and chief voice of the influential Edinburgh Review (see issue 
() ), to denote the coterie of Lake District poets Wordsworth, Col-
eridge, and Robert Southey.

Charlotte Brontë’s life: Charlotte Brontë (–), longest lived of the
three Brontë sisters, all of whom were novelists and poets. After the
remarkable success of her novel Jane Eyre (by ‘Currer Bell’) in , she
devoted herself to writing and remained much of the time in the isolated
solitude of Haworth parsonage, West Yorkshire. Her fellow novelist,
Elizabeth Gaskell, wrote her biography immediately after her death,
making public its melancholy details. Brontë’s ‘kind publisher’ was
George Smith, of Smith, Elder, and Co., and the incident in Willis’s
Rooms, where Brontë attended a lecture given by Thackeray, is described
in Gaskell’s Life of Charlotte Brontë (), ch. . Gaskell’s biography is
a point of reference to which JEAL returns.

Miss Mitford: see note to p.  above. Her plays Julian (), Foscari
(), and Rienzi () were all performed in London. She had pub-
lished her collected plays in , with an autobiographical introduction.

Milman and Talfourd: both significant men of letters to JEAL’s gener-
ation. Henry Hart Milman (–), minor poet, playwright, biblical
and classical scholar; Sir Thomas Noon Talfourd (–), essayist,
editor, and biographer of the poet and essayist Charles Lamb.

to know where she was buried: the incident is subsequently related in the
Autobiography of Mrs Elizabeth Fletcher, –, ed. Lady Richard-
son (), .

 one of the Prince Regent’s physicians: identified by Deirdre Le Faye as
possibly Dr Matthew Baillie of Lower Grosvenor Street (Fam. Rec., ).
Henry Austen’s illness in October  was serious enough for JA to fear
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for a while that his life was in danger. It may have delayed the publication
of E, for which she was negotiating with Murray at the same time as
nursing her brother.

 Carlton House: the magnificent London house of the Prince of Wales
(Prince Regent, ; George IV, ) from . It was demolished in
.

at that time in the press: permission to dedicate E to the Prince Regent was
something of a two-edged compliment. JA hoped the knowledge might
speed up production at the printers, but saw no evidence for this. On the
other hand, she did become liable to costs which had to be paid out of
her own pocket––an expensive red morocco presentation binding (see
Gilson, A, p. ).

Mr. Clarke . . . Dr. Clarke . . . Bishop Otter: the Prince Regent’s Librarian
and Domestic Chaplain was the Revd James Stanier Clarke (–).
His brother was Edward Daniel Clarke (–), a distinguished
traveller (Travels in Europe, Asia, and Africa ( vols., –) ). William
Otter (Bishop of Chichester in ) published Life and Remains of E. D.
Clarke in .

Nov. , : a copy of JA’s letter to J. S. Clarke descended to Charles
Austen and his family. It appears in Letters as no. (D), a draft pre-
served by JA for her own reference.

 Carlton House, Nov. , : no.  in Letters, again descending from
Cassandra to Charles Austen and his family.

Beattie’s Minstrel . . . yet none knew why: from James Beattie, The Min-
strel; or, the Progress of Genius (–), book , st. , slightly misquoted
by JEAL but not by Clarke in his original letter (see Letters, ).

Goldsmith . . . ‘Tableau de Famille’: the reference is to the sentimental
portraits of clergymen in Oliver Goldsmith, The Vicar of Wakefield
() and in the French translation (Nouveaux Tableaux de Famille, ou la
vie d’un pauvre ministre de village allemand et ses enfants () ) of August
Lafontaine, Leben eines armes Landpredigers ().

 no man’s enemy but his own: in the comic ‘Plan of a Novel, according to
hints from various quarters’, which JA drew up in  as a direct con-
sequence of her correspondence with J. S. Clarke, she there proposes to
describe ‘a Clergyman, one who after having lived much in the World had
retired from it . . . of a very literary turn, an Enthusiast in Literature,
nobody’s Enemy but his own . . . ’ (Minor Works, –). As she must
have known when mimicking Clarke, his smugly self-referential phrase
(‘no man’s enemy but his own’) is filched from Henry Fielding, Tom
Jones, book , ch. , where it is a description of the hero. (For the verbal
closeness of the ‘Plan’ and Clarke’s letters, see notes to pp. – below.)

Dec. : no. (D) in Letters, again part of Cassandra Austen’s bequest
to her brother Charles.
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 Prince Leopold . . . Princess Charlotte: Prince Leopold of Saxe-Cobourg
(–) married the Prince Regent’s daughter, the Princess Char-
lotte of Wales (–), in .

‘an historical romance . . . just now be very interesting’: a loose extract from
no.  in Letters.
Sir William Ross: (–), miniature-painter.

‘My Dear Sir . . . honoured . . . ’: no. (D) (JA’s own draft) in Letters,
where it is dated Monday  April .

 But when his free course . . . With willing sport: Shakespeare, Two Gentle-
men of Verona,  . vii. –, slightly misquoted (‘free course’ should be
‘fair course’).

 ‘should hardly like to live . . . confined houses’: from Charlotte Brontë’s
correspondence with George Henry Lewes, an extract from a letter of 
January , quoted by Gaskell, Life of Charlotte Brontë, ch. .

‘Plan of a novel . . . from various quarters’: the manuscript, in JA’s hand, is
now in the Pierpont Morgan Library, New York. It clearly dates from the
period of the Clarke correspondence (Nov. –Apr. ). But to
appreciate the full flavour and sharpness of JA’s comedy, the ‘Plan’ needs
to be read with the complete text of Clarke’s letters. JEAL’s selective
extracting of both almost perversely obscures their interconnection, by
omitting from the edited correspondence most of the points which
appear in the ‘Plan’, and from the ‘Plan’ most of the suggestions
incorporated verbatim from Clarke’s hilariously self-preening letters.
The ‘Plan’ along with Clarke’s correspondence was in Cassy Esten’s
possession at this time and available to JEAL. Writing to her brother after
the Memoir’s publication, Caroline Austen comments on his handling of
these materials: ‘I see you have been very merciful to Mr. Clarke in
omitting the most ridiculous parts of his letter’ (see the Appendix, p.
). Clarke’s letter, no.  in Letters, is the vital missing link and is
itself as funny (in its complete misunderstanding of JA’s novelistic tal-
ents) as anything in the ‘Plan’. He advises her thus: ‘Pray continue to
write, & make all your friends send Sketches to help you––and Memoires
pour servir––as the French term it. Do let us have an English Clergyman
after your fancy––much novelty may be introduced––shew dear Madam
what good would be done if Tythes were taken away entirely, and
describe him burying his own mother––as I did––because the High
Priest of the Parish in which she died––did not pay her remains the
respect he ought to do. I have never recovered the Shock. Carry your
Clergyman to Sea as the Friend of some distinguished Naval Character
about a Court––you can then bring foreward like Le Sage many interest-
ing Scenes of Character & Interest’ (Letters, ).

names of some of those advisers: see Minor Works, –, for a complete
text of the ‘Plan’, including JA’s original marginal notes (there printed as
footnotes), indicating the source of each suggestion.
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 chaplain to a distinguished naval character about the court: JA writes at this
point in her manuscript the marginal note ‘Mr. Clarke’. A comparison
with the extract from Clarke’s letter of  December , no. ,
quoted in the note to p.  above, shows that JA is here drawing on it
virtually verbatim. Clarke was, of course, weaving autobiographical
details into his proposals––he had been a naval chaplain from –.

tithes: literally ‘tenths’, the tithe being estimated at one-tenth of the
produce of the land in a parish, to be paid for the support of its church
and clergy. In practice, it was a specific assessment landholders paid to
constitute the clergyman’s income. It could lead to serious inequalities
between rich and poor parishes and between curates, who might do most
of the work but be paid very little, and the rector who enjoyed a good
income. Again, see Clarke’s letter quoted in note to p.  above.

 Often reduced to . . . work for her bread: JA is glancing slyly at the fashion
for sensational adventure in the contemporary female novel. Ellis-Juliet,
the heroine of Fanny Burney’s The Wanderer; or, Female Difficulties
(), undergoes various sufferings in a downward spiral of poverty,
trying to earn her living as a music teacher, performer, and seamstress. A
more direct comparison can be found in Mary Brunton’s Self-Control
(), where the heroine Laura Montreville resolves somewhat
impractically to earn a living for herself and her invalid father by selling
sketches: ‘Could she but hope to obtain a subsistence for her father, she
would labour night and day, deprive herself of recreation, of rest, even of
daily food, rather than wound his heart, by an acquaintance with poverty’
(ch. ). Laura’s many sufferings eventually culminate in escape by canoe
from a wilderness confinement in the region of Quebec. For JA’s humor-
ous response to this novel, see her letter to Cassandra, quoted in the note
to p.  above.

Kamtschatka: modern Kamchatka, a peninsula at the eastern extremity of
Asia, acquired by Russia in the eighteenth century. The setting is chosen
for its improbability––even surpassing the remoteness of Quebec. Doody
and Murray (Catharine and Other Writings, , note to p. ) suggest
that JA is here alluding to Madame Sophie Cottin’s Elizabeth; or, Exiles
of Siberia (), another tale concerned with the heroine’s unlikely
sufferings for the sake of her father. It was translated into English in
.

and living in high style: in Ed., Chapter  ends at this point.

Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street: John Murray III (–), son of JA’s
publisher (for whom, see note to p.  above). JA’s own estimate of
Murray is somewhat more qualified than JEAL’s. In her letter of 
October  to Cassandra, she describes him as ‘a Rogue of course, but
a civil one’ (Letters, ).

Hans Place . . . (): no.  in Letters, the original being in the John
Murray Archive,  Albemarle Street, London.
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 ‘Waterloo’: Walter Scott’s poem, The Field of Waterloo, jointly published
by Murray in October . It commemorated the allied victory against
Napoleon in June  and its profits went to the Waterloo subscription.
Hans Place, December  (): no.  in Letters, again in the Murray
archive.
all unbound: that is, in publishers’ boards, a temporary covering until the
book should be leather-bound by the purchaser. Murray allowed JA
twelve presentation copies of E in addition to the copy for the Prince
Regent. His three-volume set was presented already bound in red
morocco leather, at JA’s own expense. JA published E on commission, a
method she used for S&S and MP–– that is, she as author was respon-
sible for paying all the expenses of publication (paper, printing costs, etc.)
out of profits, while the publisher distributed the copies and took a per-
centage commission on what was sold. In this way JA reserved copyright
in the work to herself––hence her freedom to publish a second edition of
MP with Murray rather than with Egerton, its first publisher, a detail
mentioned at the end of this letter. But publishing on commission meant
that she also took upon herself the risk of financial loss and, as this letter
suggests, she still had to rely heavily on her publisher’s sense of the
market. The best account of JA’s dealings with her publishers is to be
found in Fergus, Jane Austen: A Literary Life. For precise details of the
printing of E and MP (nd edn.) see Gilson, – and –.

 Hans Place, December  (): no.  in Letters. JEAL’s copy in the
Memoir is the source for all other printings, the original being untraced.
the proper place for a dedication: Murray must have pointed out immedi-
ately that dedications are not normally printed on title-pages.
Chawton, April , : no.  in Letters, the original now in King’s
College Library, Cambridge.
Reviewer of ‘Emma’: this was JA’s first major critical review. The
anonymous reviewer was Walter Scott, in the Quarterly Review,  (dated
October , but published March ), –. The Quarterly was
Murray’s own periodical and it was he who asked Scott to promote the
novel: ‘Have you any fancy to dash off an article on “Emma”?’ (see
Gilson, ). We do not know whether JA knew that Scott was the ‘clever’
reviewer.
the late event in Henrietta Street: JA wrote, ‘the late sad Event’, a reference
to Henry Austen’s bankruptcy, declared  March .  Henrietta
Street, Covent Garden, housed the offices of the banking business of
Austen, Maunde, & Tilson. The best family account of the circum-
stances surrounding the bankruptcy, and its effect on the Austen family
and on JA’s health, is to be found in Caroline Austen’s Reminiscences,
–.

 the Countess of Morley: Frances Talbot (–), second wife of John
Parker, second Lord Boringdon, created in  first Earl of Morley.
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Lady Morley was a witty woman, with literary interests, and for a time
was thought to be the authoress of both S&S and P&P. It is not known
how JA became acquainted with her, but the likeliest explanation is that it
was through her brother Henry’s London society contacts. See W. A. W.
Jarvis, ‘Jane Austen and the Countess of Morley’, Jane Austen Society
Report (), –. In Ed. this interchange of letters was placed at the
end of Chapter . They are nos. (A) and (D) in Letters, and were
bequeathed by Cassandra to Charles Austen. JA had sent the Countess
one of the twelve presentation copies of E. See Letters, , where she
jokes to Cassandra of her ‘near Connections––beginning with the P.R. &
ending with Countess Morley’. For the Countess’s less favourable opin-
ion of E, as expressed to her sister-in-law, see Fam. Rec., .
Woodhouse family . . . Norrises: Emma Woodhouse and her father in E;
the Bennets in P&P; the Bertrams and Mrs Norris in MP.

 Archbishop Whately . . . review of Madame D’Arblay’s: for Richard
Whately, see note to p.  above. Thomas Babington Macaulay (–
), politician, essayist, and historian, and early JA enthusiast. He associ-
ates her talent for characterization with that of Shakespeare in his
unsigned article, ‘Diary and Letters of Madame D’Arblay’, Edinburgh
Review,  (Jan. ), – (at pp. –). His claim is taken up and
repeated by several major mid-century critics, including G. H. Lewes
and Julia Kavanagh.

 Horace’s ‘satis est Equitem mihi plaudere’: Horace, Satires, . x. line : ‘It
is enough if the knights applaud me’ (part of Horace’s defence of an
exclusive readership).
the following letter to Mr. Cadell: Thomas Cadell, of the reputable London
firm Cadell and Davies, well established as novel publishers. In her letter
of  April [?] offering materials to her brother for the Memoir, Caro-
line Austen provides a copy of the letter to Cadell, observing shrewdly: ‘I
do not know which novel he would have sent––The letter does not do
much credit to the tact or courtesy of our good Grandfather for Cadell
was a great man in his day, and it is not surprising that he should have
refused the favor so offered from an unknown––but the circumstance may
be worth noting, especially as we have so few incidents to produce. At a
sale of Cadell’s papers &c Tom Lefroy picked up the original letter––and
Jemima [Anna Lefroy’s daughter] copied it for me––’ (see the Appendix
p. , for a longer extract from this letter). The manuscript of JA’s
father’s letter is now in St John’s College Library, Oxford.
author’s risk . . . the property of it: that is, publication on commission or
through the author’s sale of the copyright to the publisher. For JA’s
preferred method of publication, see note to p.  above. Fanny Bur-
ney’s Evelina () had been an unexpected runaway success; it is also
mentioned in order to give some idea of the length of the offered manu-
script and therefore the likely cost (in paper, type-setting, etc.) involved
in publishing it.
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to a publisher in Bath: though JA was at that time living in Bath, the
manuscript of ‘Susan’, a version of which had been written, according to
Cassandra’s memorandum, in  and , was in  offered to and
bought by the small London publisher Crosby and Co. However, it seems
likely that Crosby had provincial connections with booksellers in Bath
(Gilson, ); so JEAL’s information is not necessarily inaccurate. JA
enquired after her manuscript in April  when Crosby informed her,
somewhat oddly, that its purchase had not bound his firm to publish the
manuscript, and that she might have it back on repayment of the £ (see
Letters, –). It is not known exactly when JA bought it back––perhaps
not until early in . At this time she changed the heroine’s name and
the working title to ‘Catherine’; but the novel was only published post-
humously, under the title Northanger Abbey, which by family tradition
Henry Austen gave it (Fam. Rec., – and ).

 old fishing-tackle in Scott’s cabinet: Walter Scott himself tells this story of
the interrupted composition of Waverley () in the ‘General Preface’
() written for the collected edition of his novels. There he claims the
work was begun in  but ‘laid aside in the drawers of an old writing
desk’, and only rediscovered several years later when he ‘happened to
want some fishing-tackle for the use of a guest . . . and, in looking for
lines and flies, the long-lost manuscript presented itself ’ (Waverley, ed.
Claire Lamont (), –).
One of her brothers: Ed. reads ‘Her brother Henry’.
for that which had cost her nothing: JEAL is here drawing on Henry
Austen’s words in his ‘Biographical Notice’ (). Writing to Frank
Austen on – July , JA noted with pleasure that the first edition of
S&S had sold out and earned her £ in profits (Letters, ).
extracts from two of her letters: both to Anna Lefroy (nos.  and  in
Letters). Both were given by Anna to JEAL for use in the Memoir, and
both are since lost (see notes to Letters,  and ).
Mr. C.’s opinion . . . in my list: in Letters, , ‘Mr.C’ reads ‘Mrs Creed’.
The list, which survives, records ‘Opinions of Mansfield Park’, and is in
Minor Works, –, with Mrs Creed’s preference of S&S and P&P
over MP at p. .
a close imitation of ‘Self-Control’: for JA’s anxious preoccupation with
the success of Mary Brunton’s Self-Control and the popularity of its
highly decorous heroine, see note to p.  above and her own humorous
‘Plan of a Novel’ (pp. – above).
‘Rosanne’ in our Society: Laetitia Matilda Hawkins, Rosanne; or, a Father’s
Labour Lost (), a novel written to illustrate ‘the inestimable advan-
tages attendant on the practice of pure Christianity’. ‘Our Society’ is the
Chawton Book Society or Reading Club.

 Two notices . . . in the ‘Quarterly Review’: see notes to pp.  and 
above.
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 ‘as tiresome in fiction as in real society’: the three preceding references are
to Walter Scott’s anonymous review, in the Quarterly Review,  (Oct.
), –, at pp. , and . Of Elizabeth Bennet’s change of
heart, he wrote: ‘The lady . . . does not perceive that she has done a
foolish thing until she accidentally visits a very handsome seat and
grounds belonging to her admirer.’
Wilkie’s pictures: the Scottish painter, Sir David Wilkie (–),
noted like the Dutch painters of the Delft School for the high degree of
realism in his domestic representations.

 ‘. . . full maturity and flavour without them’: closing a long quotation from
Whately’s review, Quarterly Review,  (Jan. ), –, at pp. –.

 Southey . . . to Sir Egerton Brydges: Robert Southey (–), poet
and biographer, whose early revolutionary sympathies soon gave way to
political and social conservatism. He was made Poet Laureate in . In
view of the comparison JEAL has already set up between JA and Char-
lotte Brontë, Southey’s opinion of Austen’s novels might be compared
with the well-known advice he gave Brontë when she applied to him
about publishing her writings: ‘Literature cannot be the business of a
woman’s life, and it ought not to be’ (included in Gaskell’s Life, ch. ).
Southey records his views on JA in a letter of  April , in Brydges,
Autobiography (), ii. . For Brydges and his connection with the
Austen family, see note to p.  above.
A friend of hers . . . Rev. Herbert Hill: JA’s friend Catherine Bigg (see note
to p. ) had married Herbert Hill (–) in October . Hill was
Chaplain to the British factory or trading settlement in Oporto (not
Lisbon), Portugal, between  and . Southey visited his uncle Hill
there in . Some of JA’s later letters mention visits to Catherine at
Streatham, where Hill became rector in  (e.g. Letters, ).
S. T. Coleridge: the poet and critic Samuel Taylor Coleridge (–).
His opinion of JA’s novels, to be found in Specimens of the Table Talk of
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, ed. Henry Nelson Coleridge (nd edn., )
(in Collected Works,  (), ed. Carl Woodring (),  n.), is all the
more remarkable in view of his open contempt for the modern female
novelist. In Lecture  of his  Lectures on European Literature he
notes that ‘Women are good novelists . . . because they rarely or never
thoroughly distinguish between fact and fiction. In the jumble of the two
lies the secret of the modern novel . . . ’ (Collected Works,  (), ed. R. A.
Foakes (), ).
Miss Mitford: see note to p.  above.
Sir J. Mackintosh: Sir James Mackintosh (/–), political and
moral philosopher and historian, author of Vindiciae Gallicae (),
History of England (), and Progress of Ethical Philosophy ().

 Madame de Staël: (–), born in Paris Anne Louise Germaine
Necker, the daughter of a Swiss banker Jacques Necker, Louis XIV’s
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finance minister. A prominent intellectual and political opponent of
Napoleon, she wrote two major works, Corinne, ou l’Italie (Corinne, or
Italy () ) and De l’Allemagne (On Germany () ). In December
 JA can be found recommending an acquaintance to read ‘Corinna’
(Letters, ). Subsequently, JA and de Staël shared a publisher in John
Murray.
Mons. Guizot: François Pierre Guillaume Guizot (–), conserva-
tive French politician and historian and a prolific writer on general
topics. He became French minister of education and prime minister.
Susan Ferrier (–), an Edinburgh novelist whose first novel,
Marriage (), was her most popular.
‘Keepsake’ of : R. W. Chapman notes that this should be . A
popular annual miscellany, the issue for  has at p.  the verses
printed here. They form one of the earliest expressions of the senti-
mental enthusiasm that came to be known as ‘Janeism’. Their author was
George Howard, sixth Earl of Carlisle (–). Among the female
novelists compared unfavourably to JA are Elizabeth Inchbald (–
); Mary Brunton (–), already mentioned in this Memoir
(see p. ); and Amelia Opie (–); Susan Ferrier (see preceding
note), was author of The Inheritance ().

 admiration felt by Lord Macaulay: Macaulay’s sister, Lady Hannah Trev-
elyan (–), provided the information from her brother’s journal
entry of , where he recorded: ‘If I could get materials I really would
write a short life of that wonderful woman, and raise a little money to put
up a monument to her in Winchester Cathedral.’ This subsequently finds
its way into his nephew George Otto Trevelyan’s biography, The Life and
Letters of Lord Macaulay ( vols., ), ii. .
Sir Henry Holland: (–), fashionable London physician, doctor
to Queen Victoria, and cousin of Elizabeth Gaskell. He was unrelated to
Henry Fox, third Lord Holland, here described. See Sir Henry Holland,
Bart., Recollections of Past Life (),  n.
Sir Denis Le Marchant: (–), politician, had married in 
Sarah Eliza Smith, sister of JEAL’s wife Emma.
Mr. Whewell: William Whewell (–), Professor of Moral The-
ology at Cambridge, –, and Master of Trinity College from 
to his death.

 Lord Lansdowne: Lord Henry Petty-Fitzmaurice, third Marquis of
Lansdowne, referred to at p.  above. In his edition of the Letters of Jane
Austen (), i. , Edward, Lord Brabourne, Fanny Knight’s son,
records on the authority of his aunt Louisa Knight, now Lady Hill, that
Lord Lansdowne was ‘grieved and affected’ to hear of JA’s death.
Sydney Smith: (–), essayist and wit, one of the founders, in ,
of the Edinburgh Review, a hugely influential periodical aimed at educat-
ing middle-class taste. He was a member of the great Whig political and
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intellectual salon of Lord and Lady Holland (Elizabeth and Henry Fox),
at Holland House.

 ‘Catena Patrum’: literally, ‘chain of fathers’, list of authorities.

finely written: Scott wrote ‘very finely written’.

 list of criticisms: for the ‘Opinions of Mansfield Park’ and ‘Opinions of
Emma’, collections of comments with their authors, gathered and tran-
scribed by JA, see Minor Works, –. They were first printed, in part
and less accurately, in Life & Letters, –. The manuscripts, in JA’s
hand, are now in the British Library.

‘Quot homines, tot sententiæ’: ‘as many opinions as there are men’, Ter-
ence, Phormio, .

 a long letter of his sister’s: this is the letter to Martha Lloyd, Frank
Austen’s second wife, sent to the American autograph hunter Susan
Quincy. It is included in Ed. of the Memoir, at p.  above, thanks to
Susan Quincy, who returned a copy of it to JEAL. For the exchange of
correspondence between the Boston Quincys and Frank Austen, see note
to p. .

 ‘Northanger Abbey’ in : according to Cassandra’s memorandum, it
was ‘written about the years  & ’. See note to p.  above.

 merely took a likeness of that actor: Joshua Reynolds (see note to p. 
above). He painted several portraits of his friend the actor David Gar-
rick, but the more allegorical representation, ‘Garrick between Tragedy
and Comedy’, was exhibited in . Interestingly, Reynolds considered
the same distinction in an address to the Royal Academy in  (Dis-
course ), where he contrasts ‘all the truth of the camera obscura’ and
truth as ‘represented by a great artist’, interpreted and mediated, that is,
by the imagination (Sir Joshua Reynolds, Discourses on Art, ed. Robert R.
Wark (), ).

drawn by Miss Mitford: see note to p.  above. ‘The Talking Gentleman’,
like ‘The Talking Lady’, ‘The Touchy Lady’, and ‘A Quiet Gentle-
woman’, is a character sketch from Our Village.

A reviewer in the ‘Quarterly’: this is Walter Scott, in his unsigned review
of E, Quarterly Review,  (Oct. ), , where he writes: ‘A friend of
ours, whom the author never saw or heard of, was at once recognized by
his own family as the original of Mr. Bennet, and we do not know if he
has yet got rid of the nickname.’

by a friend: in October  JEAL received a letter from the Revd G. D.
Boyle, vicar of Kidderminster, with an account of a Mrs Barrett, now
dead, who he claimed had, in her younger days, known and corresponded
with JA. JEAL here includes extracts from Boyle’s letter in which he
apparently quotes the sentiments of JA as remembered by Mrs Barrett.
(See the Appendix for the letter, from a transcript held in the NPG,
RWC/HH, fos. –.)
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personal affection for Darcy and Elizabeth: in two letters to Cassandra of
 January and  February  (nos.  and ). The relevant extracts
are printed at pp.  and  above.

 ‘to see your Jemima’: this was Anna Jemima, eldest daughter of Ben and
Anna Lefroy, born  October . JEAL here paraphrases no.  in
Letters, a scrap only: ‘As I wish very much to see your Jemima, I am sure
you will like to see my Emma, & have therefore great pleasure in sending
it for your perusal.’ Emma was announced as published on Saturday 
December , and it is not possible to date the scrap of letter closer
than December  or January .
‘. . . no one but myself will much like’: JEAL’s Memoir is the source for this
now famous authorial comment. The family view was that the character
of Emma was, perhaps unintentionally, based on Anna Austen Lefroy
(Fam. Rec., , on the authority of Fanny Caroline Lefroy’s ‘Family
History’).
subsequent career of some of her people: these subsequent adventures of her
characters are preserved from the memories of Anna Lefroy and JEAL.
The anecdote relating to Mr Woodhouse was added in Memoir Ed.. Life
& Letters, , records a further example of the post-print continuations,
spun for the amusement of JA’s nieces and nephews: ‘According to a less
well-known tradition, Jane Fairfax [in E] survived her elevation only nine
or ten years.’

 some family troubles: apparently a discreet reference to Henry Austen’s
bankruptcy, which occurred in March . But the letters from which
JEAL goes on to quote date from April and May  and refer to the
disappointment felt in the Austen family at the will of James Leigh
Perrot, Mrs Austen’s brother, who had died on  March . As he
was childless, his sister’s family reasonably expected immediate benefit
under his will, and since Henry’s bankruptcy had hit several members of
the family hard they were much in need of this. However, although he
made generous provision for the Austens in the longer term, Uncle Leigh
Perrot left everything to his wife for her lifetime. For the Leigh Perrots,
see notes to pp. , , and  above. As chief beneficiary on Mrs Leigh
Perrot’s death in , JEAL would obviously be discreet in recording
this disappointment as he was earlier in his omission from the Memoir of
Mrs Leigh Perrot’s prosecution for theft. But family tradition, as well as
her own correspondence, suggest that the terms of the will were a con-
siderable shock to JA and even exacerbated her illness (Fam. Rec., –).
a letter . . . to Charles: no. , where it is dated  April . JEAL prints
a severely edited extract. JA wrote: ‘I have been suffering from a Bilious
attack, attended with a good deal of fever.––A few days ago my complaint
appeared removed, but I am ashamed to say that the shock of my Uncle’s
Will brought on a relapse . . . I am the only one of the Legatees [JEAL
alters this to ‘party’] who has been so silly, but a weak Body must excuse
weak Nerves. My Mother has borne the forgetfulness of her extremely
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well;––her expectations for herself were never beyond the extreme of
moderation, & she thinks with you that my Uncle always looked forward
to surviving her’ (Letters, –).

to another correspondent: a short extract from no. , in Letters, where Le
Faye conjecturally dates it / May  and from College Street Win-
chester. JA and Cassandra had arrived there as recently as  May, in a
last attempt to seek medical advice which might delay the progress of the
illness. This is JA’s last known letter and the first to be published: it is
only known through Henry Austen’s use of extracts from it in his ‘Bio-
graphical Notice’ (). Le Faye further conjectures that the letter’s
recipient was Mrs Frances Tilson, wife of Henry’s partner in the now
failed Austen, Maunde, & Tilson bank in London (see Le Faye, ‘JA:
More Letters Redated’, Notes and Queries,  (), –). In his
‘Notice’ Henry made it quite clear that the letter was written ‘a few
weeks before her death’ (p. ), which makes JEAL’s insertion of it
into a narrative of Spring  the more surprising. R. W. Chapman, the
first editor of the collected Letters, thinks, naturally enough, that Henry
himself may have been the recipient (see Letters (; nd edn., ),
note to Letter ).

‘My Dear E.’: JA wrote ‘My dear Edward’. This is no.  in Letters, and
JEAL is now drawing on materials which do relate to Summer . He
is himself the recipient of the letter, the autograph of which is now on
deposit in the British Library.

your mother: James Austen’s second wife, Mary Lloyd. In her Reminis-
cences, , Caroline Austen records under the year : ‘My mother was
very unwell [for a] great part of this summer, and in August she was
advised to go to Cheltenham. Aunt Cassandra accompanied us.’

 finesse: artifice, trick.

Mary Jane: Frank Austen’s eldest daughter, then aged nine.

cleared off the rest yesterday: in JEAL’s edited version of this letter a
section is here omitted detailing various family comings and goings––
trips to London and Broadstairs–– in which JA is not included. It con-
cludes with an interesting postscript mentioning a forthcoming journey
to France by Henry and two of his Godmersham nephews. For the full
text, see Letters, –.

go to Oxford and not be elected: JA first wrote ‘must not go to Oxford’ and
then cancelled ‘not’. The election in question was presumably JEAL’s
award in  of a Craven Founder’s Kin Scholarship at Exeter College,
Oxford.

 improvement: JA wrote ‘improvements’, a precise term in landscape gar-
dening at this time. Cf. MP, ch. , where the foolish Mr Rushworth is
looking to improve the grounds on his estate.

Mrs. S. . . . Tangier: Mrs Sclater of Tangier Park, Hampshire, a
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seventeenth-century house near Manydown, home of JA’s friends the
Bigg-Wither family.
‘My Dear E.’: no.  in Letters, where JA wrote ‘My dear Edward’.
Again the autograph is on deposit in the British Library. In his ‘Bio-
graphical Notice’ of  Henry Austen had slightly misquoted from this
letter the now famous disclaimer about ‘the little bit (two Inches wide) of
Ivory on which I work with so fine a Brush’. JEAL omits a final para-
graph in which JA alludes to the long-running family joke that she is to
marry Mr Papillon, rector of Chawton: ‘I am happy to tell you that Mr

Papillon will soon make his offer, probably next Monday, as he returns on
Saturday . . . ’ (Letters, ).
Charles Knight: Edward Austen Knight’s eighth child, now  years old
and a pupil at Winchester College.

 very superior sermons: Henry Austen was ordained deacon in December
 and priest in early , becoming curate at Chawton. See JA’s
letter to Alethea Bigg ( January ), included at p.  below: ‘Our
own new clergyman is expected here very soon . . . ’
Lovell is the reader: a reference to Walter Scott’s novel The Antiquary,
published in May . The episode to which JA refers occurs in ch. .
In Scott, the hero’s name (a disguise) is Lovel (with one final ‘l’).
Two chapters and a half: In a letter of  September , JA had informed
Cassandra: ‘Edward is writing a Novel––we have all heard what he has
written–– it is extremely clever; written with great ease & spirit;–– if he
can carry it on in the same way, it will be a firstrate work, & in a style, I
think, to be popular.––Pray tell Mary [his mother] how much I admire
it.––And tell Caroline that I think it hardly fair upon her & myself, to
have him take up the Novel Line . . .’ (Letters, ).
vigorous sketches: it is so in Henry Austen’s ‘Biographical Notice’, but JA
wrote ‘spirited sketches’.
how well Anna is: Anna Lefroy had given birth to a second daughter, Julia
Cassandra, in September , only eleven months after her first, Anna
Jemima. Ben was her husband. Writing to Fanny Knight in March ,
JA expresses concern at Anna’s frequent pregnancies (she was at this
time recovering from a miscarriage): ‘Poor Animal she will be worn out
before she is thirty’ (Letters, ).
‘tell him what you will’: a joking reference to a line from Hannah Cowley’s
Which is the Man? (), a play in the repertoire of the family theatricals
at Steventon in the s (Austen Papers, ).

 Joseph Hall: Mrs Austen’s tenant at Steventon (Letters, , n. ).
Dame Staples: a Steventon villager (Letters, ).
importunities of a little niece: this is JEAL’s sister Caroline, who tells the
story of the three chairs in MAJA, , in this collection.

 brought to an end in July: according to Cassandra’s memorandum, P was
‘begun Augt th  finished Augt th ’. In its unrevised version the
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final chapter (manuscript now in the British Library) is dated on the last
page ‘July . ’.
two others, entirely different, in its stead: the two concluding chapters of P
were originally numbered  and  (that is, volume , chapters  and
). What JA in fact did was to cancel the greater part of this first version
of chapter  and substitute for it two new chapters,  and . The
original chapter  was largely retained and became chapter . In most
modern editions the three chapters are numbered continuously, without
regard for the original two-volume division, as chapters –. So, the
final version of the ending was completed on  August . What we
have in manuscript are the drafts for the cancelled chapter  and the
unrevised chapter  (which became volume , chapter , or chapter
). The cancelled chapter was first printed by JEAL in Ed. of his
Memoir but is not included in this edition because of its wide availability
as an appendix to most modern editions of the novel. Along with the
fragment of the unfinished novel (Sanditon), the manuscript chapters of
P descended after Cassandra’s death to Anna Lefroy.
The following letter: this marks the beginning of a long section (over four
pages) added in Ed., comprising the letter to Alethea Bigg, the short
extract from JA’s letter to Caroline, and the quotation from Caroline’s
subsequent recollections. Ed. reads: ‘the suppression of which may be
almost a matter of regret. [new paragraph] In May  she was per-
suaded to remove to Winchester . . . ’
Miss Bigg . . . Robert Southey: JA’s letter is to Alethea Bigg whose sister
Catherine was married to Southey’s uncle. See note to p.  above.
three days before . . . her last work: the reference is to the unfinished novel
now known as Sanditon. According to the date at the top of the first page
of the manuscript (now in King’s College, Cambridge), JA began writing
on  January . The tradition in the family was that she intended to
call it ‘The Brothers’, but Anna, who inherited the manuscript fragment,
is calling it ‘Sanditon’ in a letter of  (see Appendix). JEAL refers to it
as ‘The Last Work’ and adopts that phrase for the title of ch.  of Ed.
of the Memoir, in which he includes extracts amounting to about one-
sixth of the total. As late as , when R. W. Chapman first published
the fragment in its entirety, it was still ‘Fragment of a Novel’.

 ‘My Dear Alethea’: extracts from no.  in Letters. JEAL omits other
family news from the letter he prints in order to focus attention more
steadily on JA’s health.
I am convinced: JA wrote ‘I am more & more convinced’ (Letters, –).
a good account of his father: Jane’s eldest brother James was in poor health
and died in December .

 between Streatham and Winchester: Alethea Bigg lived in Winchester with
her widowed sister Mrs Elizabeth Heathcote, and was at this time visiting
their other sister Mrs Catherine Hill in Streatham.
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‘Poet’s Pilgrimage to Waterloo’: , by Robert Southey, nephew of
Catherine (Bigg) Hill’s husband, the Revd Herbert Hill. Southey’s
beloved son Herbert died aged  in April , soon after the poem with
its proem celebrating domestic contentment was completed.
to her niece: Caroline Austen. The extract is from the closing section of a
longer letter (no. ), where it reads: ‘I feel myself getting stronger than
I was half a year ago, & can so perfectly well walk to Alton, or back again,
without the slightest fatigue that I hope to be able to do both when
Summer comes’ (Letters, ).
of the niece: again Caroline Austen, slightly altered in wording from her
recollections printed here as MAJA, (–).

 Mrs Leigh Perrot . . . late husband’s affairs: see notes to p. . Caroline’s
father, James Austen, was to be the chief beneficiary of his uncle James
Leigh Perrot’s will, but subject to the widow’s life interest; as it turned
out, she survived him by sixteen years.
Mr. Lyford: Giles King Lyford (–), surgeon-in-ordinary at the
County Hospital, Winchester. His father and uncle were also surgeons in
Basingstoke and Winchester. Mr Lyford had already been called in and
his treatment yielded some temporary relief while JA was still at Chaw-
ton (Letters, ).
in College Street: at no.  College Street (still to be seen), where a Mrs
David offered lodgings.

 There is no better way, my dearest E.: no.  in Letters, to JEAL, then at
Exeter College, Oxford. JA wrote: ‘I know no better way my dearest
Edward.’
Charles: Edward Austen Knight’s eighth child, then a pupil at Win-
chester College.
William: William Heathcote, Elizabeth (Bigg) Heathcote’s son and
JEAL’s boyhood friend.

 a letter . . . before printed: no. , for which see note to p.  above. This
extract, like the former, is known only from its earlier publication in
Henry Austen’s ‘Biographical Notice’ of , where the wording is
slightly different (see p.  in this edition).
her sister-in-law, my mother: Mary Lloyd Austen, whose memories of the
deathbed are woven into Caroline’s account in MAJA, –.
two of her brothers . . . clergymen: James and Henry.

 she amused them even in their sadness: a reference to ‘When Winchester
races first took their beginning’, a set of comic verses written by JA three
days before her death, and so her last literary work. Cf. Henry Austen:
‘The day preceding her death she composed some stanzas replete with
fancy and vigour’ (‘Biographical Notice’, p. ). The younger gener-
ation were uncomfortable with the idea of publishing such frivolous
verses as JA’s deathbed production, and Henry’s embarrassing reference

Explanatory Notes 



to the verses, described by Caroline Austen, as late as , as an unlucky
allusion, was removed from his ‘Memoir’ of , perhaps under family
pressure. See Caroline’s letter appended to this edition at pp. –; and
Deirdre Le Faye, ‘Jane Austen’s Verses and Lord Stanhope’s Disap-
pointment’, Book Collector,  (), –. The verses were first
printed in Sailor Brothers, –. R. W. Chapman includes them in
Minor Works, –, from a manuscript version possibly in James
Austen’s hand but under his own title ‘Venta’ (the Roman name for
Winchester). Doody and Murray offer a version of the text, from a
second manuscript (they speculate it is Cassandra’s hand, from JA’s dic-
tation, now in the Berg Collection, New York Public Library), in
Catharine and Other Writings, .
‘a kind sister to me, Mary’: these and JA’s last words are recorded in
Caroline’s account, presumably from Mary Lloyd Austen’s witnessing of
the final moments (MAJA, ). They are the more poignant for the
reservations JA felt towards James’s second wife, partly on account of her
ungenerous treatment of Anna, James’s daughter by his first wife. As
recently as  May, JA had noted in her letter to her old friend Anne
Sharp, former governess at Godmersham, that Mary ‘is in the main not a
liberal-minded Woman’ (Letters, –). Mary had been nursing JA for
perhaps a month or more, as James’s June letter to JEAL at Oxford
makes clear (Life & Letters, –). JEAL’s restrained account of the
deathbed, at which he was not present, can also be supplemented by
Cassandra’s stoical and tender letter, written only two days after, on 
July , to her niece Fanny Knight (Letters, –). JEAL was pre-
sumably ignorant of this letter’s existence.

 had actually destroyed . . . facilitated: cf. Caroline Austen to JEAL,  April
[?], writing to encourage him in compiling the Memoir: ‘I am very
glad dear Edward that you have applied your-self to the settlement of this
vexed question between the Austens and the Public. I am sure you will do
justice to what there is––but I feel it must be a difficult task to dig up the
materials, so carefully have they been buried out of sight by the past
generation’ (see the Appendix, pp. –).
the happiest individuals . . . have no history: cf. ‘for the happiest women,
like the happiest nations, have no history’, George Eliot, The Mill on the
Floss (), book , ch. ; and Proverbs .

 prefixed to these pages: a reference to the passage from Sir Arthur Helps,
The Life of Columbus (), used as epigraph to the Memoir.
Miss Mitford . . . Life, vol. i. p. : see note to p.  above. Mitford in a
letter of  April , to Sir William Elford. The passage continues: ‘and
a friend of mine, who visits her now, says that she has stiffened into the
most perpendicular, precise, taciturn piece of “single blessedness” that
ever existed, and that, till “Pride and Prejudice” showed what a precious
gem was hidden in that unbending case, she was no more regarded in
society than a poker or a fire-screen, or any other thin upright piece of
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wood or iron that fills its corner in peace and quietness. The case is very
different now; she is still a poker––but a poker of whom everyone is
afraid’ (The Life of Mary Russell Mitford, ed. L’Estrange (), i. –
). Mitford does, however, qualify the description a few lines later when
she observes that the friend from whom she has it is, owing to a family
legal dispute, not on good terms with the Austens. The further post-
script, detailing Mitford’s accusation and JEAL’s rejoinder, appeared in
Ed. but was omitted from Ed.. R. W. Chapman restored it in his 
reprint of Ed..

 , ‘Biographical Notice of the Author’ ()

The ‘Biographical Notice’ has a special importance as the first attempt to
provide the public with the details of the novelist’s life, presenting her by
name in its opening page, though not on the title-page, as the author of S&S,
P&P, MP, and E. Written within months of JA’s death, it was prefixed to the
posthumously published NA and P (issued late in December , dated
). JEAL drew on details from this short notice in his Memoir as well as
using it as the sole authority for one of JA’s latest letters. The ‘Biographical
Notice’ has remained widely known in the twentieth century, through its
reprinting in R. W. Chapman’s continuously available Oxford edition of The
Novels of Jane Austen ().

Jane Austen’s fourth brother, Henry (–), had a colourful and
varied career. After St John’s College, Oxford, he took up soldiering with
the Oxford Militia, was later partner in a London banking firm, was declared
bankrupt in March , and in December  became a clergyman in the
Church of England. He acted informally as Jane Austen’s literary agent.
According to family tradition, he was Jane Austen’s favourite brother.

 D’Arblay and . . . Edgeworth: Fanny or Frances Burney (see note to p. 
above); and Maria Edgeworth (note to p.  above), both contemporary
women novelists much admired by JA.

 stanzas replete . . . and vigour: Henry Austen’s reference to the comic
verses ‘When Winchester races first took their beginning’, written by JA
on her deathbed, caused the next generation of the family much dis-
comfort. This may explain why the reference is excised from his ‘Mem-
oir’ of . The verses were not published until . See note to p. 
above.

 her eloquent blood . . . her modest cheek: paraphrasing John Donne, ‘her
pure and eloquent blood | Spoke in her cheeks’, from ‘Of the Progress of
the Soul. The Second Anniversary’ (), ll –.

 Gilpin on the Picturesque: William Gilpin (–), author of Three
Essays: on Picturesque Beauty; Picturesque Travel; and on Sketching Land-
scape ().
Johnson in prose . . . Fielding quite so high: see notes to p.  above, where
JEAL appears to be drawing on Henry Austen’s ‘Biographical Notice’.
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 ‘What should I do, my dearest E.’: from a letter to James Edward Austen,
 December []. For the full text, see Letters, no. . and Memoir,
pp. – above, where JEAL quotes more extensively from the same
letter, written to him by his aunt.
a letter . . . before her death: a letter known only from its publication here
by Henry Austen. JEAL subsequently draws on it, at pp.  and 
above.

 , ‘Memoir of Miss Austen’ ()

This is a rewriting by Henry Austen of his ‘Biographical Notice’ of .
Much of the original information remains, but there are omissions, alterations,
and additions. Henry Austen provided the new memoir to accompany Sense
and Sensibility, published by Richard Bentley as No.  in his ‘Standard
Novels’ series, dated . Bentley had recently bought from Henry and
Cassandra Austen, as joint proprietors, the copyrights of the five novels (the
exception was P&P) which had remained in JA’s ownership at her death
(Austen Papers, –), and he was now preparing the first edition of her
works since . Henry subjoins to the memoir the date ‘October . ’,
and in a letter to Bentley of  October he describes it as ‘A biographical sketch
of the Authoress, which is to supersede that already publishd’. He continues:
‘I heartily wish that I could have made it richer in detail but the fact is that My
dear Sister’s life was not a life of event. Nothing like a journal of her actions or
her conversations was kept by herself or others.’ (For the full text of the letter,
see Deirdre Le Faye, ‘Jane Austen: New Biographical Comments’, Notes and
Queries,  (), –.) Bentley continued to issue Henry Austen’s
revised memoir in separate and collected edition printings of S&S until ,
after which it was rendered redundant by his publication of JEAL’s substan-
tial Memoir. Intended to replace the ‘Biographical Notice’ of , the fate of
the  memoir since the late nineteenth century has been quite the opposite.
Regularly assumed by critics to be merely a reprint of the earlier piece (Brian
Southam dismisses it as a ‘slightly altered version’, in Jane Austen: The Crit-
ical Heritage, vol. , – (), ), it saw no reprinting between the
s and  and has largely dropped from critical view. But the  text
remains significant in several ways. The biographical details retained since
 have been pruned and rephrased, their lighter and more intimate touches
(‘She was fond of dancing, and excelled in it’, the listing of her favourite
writers, the mention of her deathbed comic verses) giving way to a greater
formality and sobriety. The new material includes the anecdote recorded only
here of JA’s refusal of the invitation to meet Madame de Staël; finally, Henry
supplements what he now feels to be an inadequate record ‘of so talented a
woman’ with long passages extracted from ‘a critical journal of the highest
reputation’. As David Gilson has recently shown, the published criticisms
Henry draws on are from two sources––Maria Jane Jewsbury in the Athenaeum
and Richard Whately in the Quarterly Review. In effect, Henry’s selection of
their critical perspectives as the summation of his second biographical study
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set the terms on which readers encountered JA’s writings in the mid-
nineteenth century. (See David Gilson, ‘Henry Austen’s “Memoir of Miss
Austen” ’, Persuasions,  (), –, and ‘Jane Austen and the Athenaeum
Again’, Persuasions,  (), –.)

 Madame de Staël would be of the party: Henry Austen is our only source
for this story of JA’s refusal to meet the French intellectual and novelist
Germaine de Staël (for whom see note to p.  above). By  JA and de
Staël were both publishing with John Murray; but the date to which
Henry Austen assigns the meeting that never was, summer  (‘soon
after the publication of MP’), was after de Staël’s departure from Eng-
land. If we are to credit the story, then we must set it back a year, possibly
to JA’s London visit of October .

 fastest since she died: the whole of this long quoted paragraph is digested
from Maria Jewsbury’s article, ‘Literary Women. No. II. Jane Austen’,
Athenaeum,  ( Aug. ), –, which Henry Austen selectively
adapts (see Gilson, ‘Jane Austen and the Athenaeum Again’, –). What
looks like a grammatical error at p.  (‘the fellows to whom may be met
in the streets’) is also to be found in the Athenaeum version.

 evidently a Christian writer: this paragraph is taken from Richard Whate-
ly’s unsigned review of NA and P in the Quarterly Review,  (Jan. ),
– (at pp. –). There are slight differences in the wording in the
Quarterly, and Whately writes ‘Miss Austin’ throughout.

Cœlebs: a reference to Hannah More’s Cœlebs in Search of a Wife (), a
hugely popular moral novel setting out the duties of a model wife.

 Madame D’Arblay . . . Miss Porter: For D’Arblay and Edgeworth, see
notes to pp.  and  above. Amelia Opie (–) was the author
of domestic novels, Adeline Mowbray () and Simple Tales ();
Jane Porter (–) contributed successfully to the vogue for the
historical novel with The Scottish Chiefs ().

 , ‘Recollections of Aunt Jane’ ()

HRO, MS M//, ‘Items found interleaved in the published works and
related papers of R. A. Austen-Leigh, –’. Anna Lefroy’s letter to her
brother JEAL is item M///, and described as ‘found in p. ’. It
forms an irregular booklet of fourteen pages (approx. . × . cm), made
up of three small sheets (pp. –) and two larger sheets, folded down
the centre to make pp. , , ,  (sheet ) and pp. , , ,  (sheet ). The
left-hand edges of sheets – are wrapped round the centrefold and stitched
lightly to the back at p. . I reproduce for this edition the text as it appears in
this fair-copy manuscript, though for ease of reading I have not recorded
erased words or page breaks. I have, however, retained irregularities of orthog-
raphy and punctuation. JEAL took some details (JA and Cassandra walking in
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pattens in the sloppy lane between Steventon and Deane, JA’s physical
appearance, JA’s accompanying Cassandra to the Abbey School) from Anna’s
recollections (Memoir, , , ), and he quotes extracts from her letter,
as ‘the testimony of another niece’ (p. ), on JA’s gift for storytelling and
amusing young children. At some point Anna’s third daughter, Fanny Caro-
line Lefroy, made copies of her mother’s recollections, and these copies were
used by the next generation of biographers. Constance Hill, in her Jane
Austen, Her Homes and Her Friends (; nd edn., ), –, quoted,
with some discrepancies, perhaps derived from Fanny Caroline Lefroy’s tran-
scription, the central section of Anna Lefroy’s letter (her long-running joke
with JA over the novels of Mrs Hunter of Norwich); R. W. Chapman, from
another copy made by Fanny Caroline, extracted Anna’s reproduction of JA’s
spoof letter addressed to Mrs Hunter, and included it in his edition of JA’s
letters (no.  in Letters, ed. Le Faye). The Austen-Leigh archive holds the
final autograph copy of Anna’s ‘Recollections’, but she also wrote some draft
notes for the letter and these stayed with her Lefroy descendants. They were
sold, together with Anna Lefroy’s attempt at a continuation of Sanditon, to
America in December  and have since been transcribed and edited, as
Jane Austen’s Sanditon: A Continuation by her Niece; together with ‘Reminis-
cences of Aunt Jane’ by Anna Austen Lefroy, ed. Mary Gaither Marshall ().
It is clear from her transcriptions that Mary Marshall did not know of the final
copy of the letter in the Austen-Leigh archive, though she speculates about
the status of the drafts from which she works: ‘[a] number of deletions and
additions have been made in the manuscript, both at the time of writing and
after a later reading; therefore it is probably a copy of the letter she sent to
Edward’ (p. ). Anna’s two draft versions of the ‘Recollections’ differ in
some respects from the Austen-Leigh copy, itself a conflation and reordering
of the two, most particularly in elaborating on JA’s trustworthiness as a confi-
dant, as told to Anna by her cousin Fanny Knight. (‘Time however, as it
always does, brought new impressions, or modification of the old ones; in the
latter years of Aunt Jane’s life there grew up an especial feeling between
herself & her eldest niece of that family [the Knights]––a confidence placed on
one side meeting with sympathy & sound advice on the other––The particular
circumstances were never fully known to me, & would not be to the present
purpose but the matter was never really revealed to Aunt Cassandra––“To tell
Aunt Jane anything I once observed is the same thing as to tell Aunt C. you are
mistaken was the reply Aunt Jane is entirely to be trusted[”]––They were so
much to each other those Sisters! They seemed to live a life to themselves, &
that nobody but themselves knew. I will not say their true but their full feelings
& opinions upon any subject’ (draft recollections, ed. M. G. Marshall, pp.
–).) This detail is omitted from the final copy of the letter in the Austen-
Leigh archive, though it finds its way into Fanny Caroline’s manuscript
‘Family History’ (HRO, MS M//). Deirdre Le Faye, ‘Anna Lefroy’s
Original Memories of Jane Austen’, Review of English Studies, ,  (),
–, first provided a full transcription of the manuscript in the Austen-
Leigh archive.
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Anna (Jane Anna Elizabeth) Lefroy (–), daughter of James Austen
and Anne Mathew, was born at Deane, Hampshire. Only  when her mother
died, she spent much of the next two years, until her father remarried, at
Steventon with her grandparents and aunts Jane and Cassandra. She married
Ben Lefroy, the son of a neighbour, in , and bore him seven children, but
was widowed early (in ). She died in Reading. She was protective in later
years of her special relationship to Jane Austen, who had encouraged her early
attempts at writing fiction and, though the novel she was writing at Austen’s
death was later destroyed unfinished, she eventually earned a little money
from a novella, Mary Hamilton () and two small books for children––The
Winter’s Tale () and Springtide (). At Cassandra’s death she inherited
Jane Austen’s unfinished manuscript ‘Sanditon’ and tried unsuccessfully to
finish it. In  she wrote out for her half-brother her ‘Recollections of Aunt
Jane’.

 the Goodneston Bridgeses: JA’s brother Edward Austen Knight was mar-
ried to Elizabeth Bridges of Goodneston Park, the sixth of Sir Brook
Bridges’s thirteen children. Lady Knatchbull, mentioned a few lines
later, was their eldest daughter, Fanny Austen Knight (for whom, see
note to p.  above).

 Mrs Hunter of Norwich: Rachel Hunter (–). The novel here
referred to is Lady Maclairn, the Victim of Villany (). (See Deirdre
Le Faye, ‘Jane Austen and Mrs Hunter’s Novel’, Notes and Queries, 
(), –.)
the note . . . weeks afterwards: no.  in Letters, where Le Faye tentatively
dates it – October . No original manuscript surviving, Le Faye
takes her text from that in Anna Lefroy’s ‘Recollections’, but adds a
further sentence from a copy taken by Anna’s daughter Fanny Caroline
(see Letters, , n. ).
Nicholson or Glover: Francis Nicholson (–) and John Glover
(–), landscape painters.

 Car of Falkenstein: a nonsensical name for the Alton coach, invented for a
mock-heroic story which Anna was at this time writing with JA’s
encouragement. Caroline refers to it in MAJA,  (‘it had no other
foundation than their having seen a neighbour passing on the coach,
without having previously known that he was going to leave home’).
Dr and Mrs Cooper at Bath: The Revd Dr Edward Cooper and his wife
Jane, Mrs Austen’s sister and JA’s aunt. See note to p.  above.

 , My Aunt Jane Austen: A Memoir ()

Caroline Austen wrote her memoir of Aunt Jane apparently for family con-
sumption, ‘that she herself should not be forgotten by her nearest descend-
ants’, though as revisions to the text (noted below) show, she took some trouble
in the crafting of it. It is described on the final page as ‘Written out’ ‘March
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’. JEAL drew on it extensively for his Memoir, especially in the enlarged
second edition of . Twelve years younger than her half-sister Anna, seven
years younger than her brother JEAL, Caroline spent much of her childhood
with her aunts Jane and Cassandra at Chawton: she was only  when the
Austens moved there in . To her we owe the description of Chawton
Cottage and the intimate details of JA’s daily routine there, together with the
most touching of the accounts of her affinity with children, the little observa-
tions about her dexterity with cup and ball, her neat satin stitch, and the care
she took with the look of her letters and the placing of the sealing wax on the
envelope; so, too, the story of the three chairs which substituted for a sofa, and
the record of JA’s final illness, as reported by Caroline’s mother, Mary Lloyd
Austen, who witnessed it. JEAL incorporates Caroline’s memories, deepening
their effect in Ed. by further verbatim quotation and the addition of new
details, like JA’s warning to Caroline against writing too much while young
(Memoir, , –, , , –). Caroline’s account was again a source
for the next generation of family biographers–– for JEAL’s youngest son
and grandson, William and Richard Arthur Austen-Leigh, in Life & Letters
(); and it was printed in almost complete form by Caroline’s niece, Mary
Augusta Austen-Leigh, JEAL’s daughter, in her Personal Aspects of Jane
Austen (), –. It was not published independently until , when
R. W. Chapman prepared it for the Jane Austen Society. His edition received
a brief mention in the Times Literary Supplement,  June , p. . It
was reissued in . The present edition, based on Chapman’s, has been
corrected against Caroline’s manuscript by Deirdre Le Faye. I am greatly
indebted to Miss Le Faye for this generosity. The manuscript was presented to
the Jane Austen Society in  by Richard Arthur Austen-Leigh and now
hangs, framed, in JA’s House, Chawton.

Caroline Mary Craven Austen (–) was James Austen’s youngest
child, born at Steventon. She did not marry, but lived with her mother Mary
Lloyd until , thereafter moving to be near her brother James Edward.
From her mother she inherited ‘pocket-books’ recording family events and
heard first-hand accounts of Aunt Jane. In adult life she spent much time with
Aunt Cassandra.

 last long surviving Brother: Admiral Sir Francis (Frank) Austen (–
). The death of Frank Austen, her last surviving sibling, seems to
have been one of the major factors in prompting the next generation to
assemble a publishable biography of JA.

Cowper’s dwelling place at Olney: see the note at p.  above, where JEAL
draws extensively on this section of Caroline’s memoir.

 The front door opened on the road: Caroline first wrote ‘The front door of
the house opened on the road’, subsequently crossing out ‘of the house’.

 he had many children: Charles Austen’s first wife died in September ,
leaving him with three daughters, Cassy Esten, Harriet Jane, and Frances
Palmer. Frank Austen eventually fathered eleven children, the seventh
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being born just before JA died. His eldest child, Mary Jane (–),
often stayed with her aunts, as did Cassy Esten. Both are mentioned a
little later in Caroline’s memoir, at p. []. On  January , JA writes
to Cassy Esten of a visit to Chawton Cottage made by Frank and his six
children, then living, courtesy of Edward Austen Knight, at Chawton
House (Letters, no. ). They subsequently moved to nearby Alton.
One of my cousins: he has been identified by Deirdre Le Faye as Frank’s
second son, Henry Edgar Austen (–). See note to p.  above.
‘Behold how good . . . in unity’: Psalm : .
the time came . . . forbearance and generosity: a reference to Henry’s bank-
ruptcy in March , which hit several members of the family hard. See
notes to pp.  and  above. Caroline’s later Reminiscences, –,
contains the most detailed family account of the bankruptcy and its
consequences.

 chiefly at work: referring here exclusively to needlework.
 quizzed: made fun of.

one of her nieces: Anna Austen Lefroy; a reference to the tale spun around
the ‘Car of Falkenstein’, as described in Anna’s ‘Recollections’.

 History has charged her memory: see note to p.  above.
 I dare say: meaning, somewhat differently from nowadays, ‘I am quite

sure’.
should cease writing: Caroline first wrote ‘should write no more’.
a volume of Evelina: Fanny Burney’s first novel, published in .

 her especial pride and delight: her fourth brother, Henry.
 Two of the great Physicians: Henry Austen was seriously ill during Octo-

ber and November . He was first attended by Mr Charles Haden,
who lived nearby in Sloane Street, but later, during the crisis of his
illness, Dr Matthew Baillie was called in, one of the Prince Regent’s
physicians (Fam. Rec., ).

 afforded some amusement: one consequence of this amusement was JA’s
‘Plan of a Novel’, written late –early . See note to p.  above
and Caroline’s letter to JEAL in which she remarks on his ‘very merciful’
handling of the ridiculous Rev. Clarke in the recently published Memoir
(see the Appendix, p. ).
In a letter to me she says: no.  in Letters, written  March .

 pocket books in my possession: these were Caroline’s mother’s, Mary Lloyd
Austen’s, pocket books, in which she recorded brief, diary-type notes of
events as they occurred. They formed the basis for Caroline’s later
Reminiscences, written in the s.
They stayed: Caroline first wrote ‘They stayed with us’.
Mr. Fowle’s at Kintbury: the Revd Fulwar Craven Fowle (–), of
Kintbury, Berkshire. He had been a pupil of JA’s father at Steventon,
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–, and was married to Eliza Lloyd, sister of Martha and of Mary,
Caroline’s mother. Mary Jane Fowle was Fulwar Fowle’s eldest daughter
and Caroline’s cousin.
a letter . . . dated Jany. rd–: no.  in Letters. JEAL quotes this
extract in Memoir, Ed. (p.  above).
Mr. Leigh Perrot’s death: JA’s uncle died on  March . For the
distress caused in the family by the arrangements of his will, see note to
p.  above.

 one of the eminent physicians of the day: possibly Dr Matthew Baillie (see
note to p.  above).



 NPG, RWC/HH: a file of correspondence between Henry Hake of the
National Portrait Gallery and the Austen scholar R. W. Chapman, –.
This includes a set of typed sheets, sent by Chapman to Hake, comprising
copies of letters made by Richard Arthur Austen-Leigh of correspondence
addressed to JEAL around the time of the preparation and publication of
the Memoir. (‘Copies of parts of various letters addressed to JEAL about
the date of the composition & publication of the Memoir and preserved
by him in an album–– lent to me by RAAL ’ RWC.) JEAL’s album
containing the originals of these letters is now lost or destroyed. The file
consists of typed extracts of letters from Anna Lefroy ( letters), Caroline
Austen ( letters), Catherine Hubback (Frank Austen’s daughter) (
letters), T. E. P. Lefroy (Tom Lefroy’s nephew and Jemima Lefroy’s
husband)( letter), Cassandra Esten Austen (Charles Austen’s daughter)
( letter), Elizabeth Rice (Edward Austen Knight’s daughter) ( letters),
Louisa Knatchbull-Hugesson (Fanny Knatchbull’s daughter) ( letters),
Revd G. D. Boyle of Kidderminster ( letter). It is not possible to
determine whether errors or idiosyncratic features of orthography and
punctuation are original to the lost manuscripts or were introduced at the
typing stage.
Veneroni Grammars: Giovanni Veneroni, The Complete Italian Master
() and further editions in , .

 Lady Le Marchant: wife of Sir Denis Le Marchant and JEAL’s sister-in-
law. See Memoir, –, where JEAL records Sir Denis’s anecdotes of
famous opinions of JA’s novels.
Mrs George Austen: wife of Frank Austen’s son George. For Poll’s letter,
see note to Memoir, .
Cassandra Austen . . . Fanny: probably a reference to Charles Austen’s
daughters Cassandra and Frances. Another Fanny (Frank’s daughter
Frances Sophia) had letters from JA to Frank which she offered to JEAL
on condition that he did not publish them, but the daughter referred
to here as possibly objecting to handing over manuscript material is
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probably Frank’s other surviving daughter Catherine, now Mrs Hub-
back, suspected of having copies of The Watsons and Sanditon. Portsdown
Lodge, near Portsmouth, was Frank Austen’s last home.

Herbert Austens: Frank Austen’s fourth son Herbert and his wife.

 Mr. Austen’s letter to Cadell: used in the Memoir, at p. . Anna Lefroy’s
eldest daughter Anna Jemima was married to the purchaser of the letter,
Tom Lefroy, usually distinguished as T. E. P. Lefroy, nephew of JA’s
former admirer of that name.

 to his daughter Maria: a reference to ‘Evelyn’ from Volume the Third. See
Memoir,  and note.

still living ‘Chief Justice’: a reference to Tom Lefroy, who died in 
months before the publication of the Memoir. See p.  and note.

 pocket book of : a reference to their mother Mary Lloyd Austen’s
diary for that year with its brief record of events, including JA’s death.

the Manydown story: this and the following anecdote of JA’s seaside
admirer find their way into the second edition of the Memoir at p.  (see
note).

 HRO, etc.: Hampshire Record Office, Austen-Leigh archive, MS
M.

young Hastings: a reference to the infant son of Warren Hastings who
died in the Austens’ care in . See Memoir,  and note. Other
details recorded in this letter are included at Memoir, .

One Lime . . . by our father: HRO, MS M// includes a poem by
James Austen, copied in JEAL’s hand, entitled ‘To Edward, On planting
a lime tree on the terrace in the meadow before the house. January ’.

W Knight: JEAL’s cousin, William Knight, since  rector of
Steventon.

 HRO, MS M//b item : Caroline is responding to the recep-
tion of the recent, expanded second edition of the Memoir in which JA’s
manuscript writings were first published. Lord Stanhope had written to
the publisher Richard Bentley expressing disappointment at not finding
JA’s deathbed verses in the new edition. Bentley forwarded the letter to
JEAL who shared its contents with his two sisters. We have only Caro-
line’s defensive response. This extract is also quoted in Deirdre Le Faye,
‘Jane Austen’s Verses and Lord Stanhope’s Disappointment’, The Book
Collector,  (), – (at pp. –).

unluckily Uncle Henry . . . half a Century ago: the verses are those known
as ‘Winchester Races’. Henry Austen referred to them in his ‘Bio-
graphical Notice’ () as an indication of his sister’s cheerfulness of
spirits only days before her death. The reference was deleted from his
 ‘Memoir’. But the comic verses and Henry Austen’s tactless pride
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in them seem to have caused his nephew and nieces some embarrass-
ment. See Memoir,  and note for further details.

 a very great gain: Caroline is referring to the expansion of Memoir, ch. 
in Ed., to include two letters from JA recording visits to London in 
and . See pp. – above.
Charlotte Craven: Charlotte Elizabeth Craven (–), mentioned in
Letters, – and , and in Memoir, .

Catherine Hubback: Frank Austen’s fourth daughter and a novelist.

Mr Withers proposal: Harris Bigg-Wither, younger brother of Catherine
and Alethea Bigg of Manydown Park. See Memoir,  and note.

Dr Blackall: the Revd Dr Samuel Blackall (–), Fellow of
Emmanuel College, Cambridge, introduced to JA by Mrs Lefroy, at
Christmas , in the hopes of his replacing Tom Lefroy in her affec-
tions. JA found him pompous and loud and was unimpressed. (See Let-
ters,  and .) The story of his interest in their aunt, handed down by
Cassandra Austen, seems to have been confused in the minds of the next
generation with Cassandra’s other story of the seaside romance cut short
so tragically by death. There is no evidence that JA was at all attached to
Dr Blackall. See Memoir, .

 Mr. Clarke: the Revd James Stanier Clarke, the Prince Regent’s Librar-
ian. See note to p.  above, which explains the ‘mercy’ JEAL showed to
his memory.

The portrait: the steel-engraved portrait of JA, derived from a sketch by
Cassandra Austen, which formed the frontispiece to the first edition of
the Memoir. See note to p.  above.

 Her groves of green myrtle: For identification of the songs, see Deirdre Le
Faye, ‘Three Missing Jane Austen Songs’, Notes and Queries,  (),
–.

Rev. F. W. Fowle: Fulwar William Fowle (–) was the eldest son
of Fulwar Craven Fowle, a one-time pupil of Jane Austen’s father and
brother of Tom Fowle who was engaged to Cassandra. See Fam. Rec.,
, where F. W. Fowle’s description of Jane’s appearance, as remem-
bered in , is quoted, from Kathleen Tillotson, ‘Jane Austen’, Times
Literary Supplement,  Sep. , p. . Fulwar Fowle’s mother was
Eliza Lloyd, sister to Martha and Mary. Hence, James Edward, Caroline,
and Fulwar Fowle were cousins.

 Marmion: by Walter Scott. See note to p. .

 NPG, RWC/HH, fos. –: for a transcript of the letter and an investiga-
tion into the identity of Mrs Barrett and her relationship with JA, see
R. W. Chapman, ‘Jane Austen’s Friend Mrs Barrett’, Nineteenth-Century
Fiction,  (), –; and Deirdre Le Faye, ‘Jane Austen’s Friend Mrs
Barrett Identified’, Notes and Queries,  (), –, where the letter
is again reproduced. Le Faye identifies her as Ann Barrett, wife of an
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attorney living in Alton and helping with the business of the Chawton
estate during the period c.–. JEAL draws on these recollections
(as ‘by a friend’) at Memoir, .

 HRO, MS M//: a substantial, unpaginated prose manuscript,
written c.– by Fanny Caroline Lefroy (–), Anna’s fourth
child, recounting the history of the Austen and Lefroy families. It con-
tains copies of JA’s letters to Anna Lefroy, transcribed extracts from
Caroline Austen’s manuscript books (published as Reminiscences of
Caroline Austen, ed. Deirdre Le Faye, ), and extracts from the papers
of other members of the Austen family. Though not the account of
someone known to JA, it nevertheless became a repository for copies
of primary documents of those who did know her. Included here
are extracts from the ‘Family History’ describing the reaction to JA’s
death, in the words of her brother Frank Austen and of her mother, Mrs
Cassandra Austen, Fanny Lefroy’s great grandmother.
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INDEX

Abercromby, General Sir Ralph   and
note

Alton, Hants  , , , 
Amateur theatricals   and note
Amiens, Treaty of  
Austen family, origins of  –
Austen, Anna, see Lefroy, Jane Anna

Elizabeth
Austen, Caroline Mary Craven (–;

JA’s niece, daughter of James) ill.
, ; describes Chawton Cot-
tage  –; closeness in later years
to Aunt Cassandra  

and JA: character and appearance  ;
JA and children  –, , ; JA’s
daily routine  –; letter from JA
; JA’s relationship to Cassandra
; possible JA romances  ,
–; JA’s dexterity  –, ;
JA’s singing  ; JA’s portrait  ;
JA’s writing  –; JA’s last illness
–, –; JA’s funeral  ;
objects to making public JA’s last
verses  –; inherits JA memora-
bilia   n.

literary activities: childhood stories  ,
; helps JEAL with Memoir  
and passim, –, ; Memoir of
My Aunt Jane Austen  –, 
headnote; Reminiscences   n.,  n.

Austen, Cassandra (–; JA’s
mother), Mrs George Austen (née
Leigh): ancestry   and note,
; marriage and early days at
Deane  , ; character and traits in
common with JA  ; health  , ;
gardening   n.; offer of Chawton
Cottage  , –; death  

and family: fostering out of children
 and note; and story of JA’s refusal
to be separated from Cassandra  ,
; domestic routine at Chawton
, ; Leigh Perrot will   n.;
on JA’s death  –

Austen, Cassandra Elizabeth (–;

JA’s sister): character  ; boarding
school   and note, ; engagement
 and note; death  ; ‘the best
of then living Authorities’  ;
Caroline Austen on  , ; and
Godmersham, Kent  ; excursion
to the Wye with brother Charles  

and JA: their closeness  – and note,
, ; memorandum of JA’s
novels   n.; portrait of JA   and
note, ; ‘does not like desultory
novels’  ; in JA’s last illness
–, , , , , ;
destroys JA’s letters  ; dispersal
of JA’s manuscripts and
memorabilia   n.,  n., 

Austen, Cassandra (Cassy) Esten
(–; JA’s niece): as child  
and note, , ; co-operates
with JEAL on Memoir   n.,  n.,
 n.,  n., , ; memorabilia of
JA   and note

Austen, Catherine Anne, see Hubback,
Catherine Anne

Austen, Charles John (–; JA’s
brother)  –, –, –;
character  –; childhood
anecdote of  ; naval career  –
and note; death  

and family: gives crosses to sisters  
and note; children   and note;
receives news of Leigh Perrot will
 and note; excursion to the Wye
with sister Cassandra  

and JA: details from his naval
experiences incorporated in her
novels   n.,  n.; letter from JA
 and note; not at her funeral  

Austen, Edward, see Knight, Edward
Austen, Edward, see Austen-Leigh, James

Edward
Austen, Elizabeth (–; JA’s

sister-in-law, née Bridges)   n.,
 n.; Anna Lefroy on her lack of
fondness for JA  



Austen, Elizabeth, see Feuillide, Eliza de
Austen, Fanny Catherine, see Knight,

Fanny Catherine
Austen, Francis (Frank) William

(–; JA’s brother): ‘Fly’
 n.; character   and note;
childhood anecdote of   and note;
naval career   and note, ;
disappointment at missing Battle of
Trafalgar   n.; living at Chawton
and Alton   and note; his death
prompts preparation of Memoir  
and note

and family: shares house with mother
and sisters in Southampton   n.;
‘many children’   and note, 
and note,  and note; re-marriage
to Martha Lloyd   n.

and JA: letters from JA (not to be
printed by JEAL)   n.,  n., ;
Captain Harville in P modelled on
 n.; writes to Ben Lefroy of JA’s
death  ; at JA’s funeral  , ;
gives away JA autograph  –;
inherits JA manuscripts  

Austen, Revd George (–; JA’s
father)  – and note, , , ,
–; appearance  ; coaches
pupils  ,  and note; literary taste
, ; death  ,  and note

and JA: dedicatee  ; letter to Cadell
 and note, ; ‘Where are the
Girls?’  

Austen, George (–; JA’s
brother)   n.

Austen, Henry Edgar (–, JA’s
nephew and Frank’s son)   and
note

Austen, Henry Thomas (–;
JA’s brother), ill. ; character and
biography  – and note, , ;
letter to Warren Hastings   n.;
illness and recovery  –, –;
failure of bank   and note, 
and note,  and note; ordination /
‘Our own new clergyman’  

and family: marriage to Eliza de Feuil-
lide  

literary activities: The Loiterer
 n.; ‘superior sermons’  ;
‘Biographical Notice of the Author’

–,  headnote; ‘Memoir of
Miss Austen’  –, –
headnote

and JA: entertains JA in London
–; reading MP  –; negoti-
ations on novels  –,  and
note; and JA’s last illness  , ,
; JA’s ‘especial pride and delight’
 and note; no letters from JA
kept  ; unlucky allusion to JA’s
deathbed verses   and note;
arranges JA’s funeral  ; sells JA
copyrights to Richard Bentley,
publisher  

Austen, Revd James (–; JA’s
brother)  , ; produces amateur
theatricals   and note; inhabits
Steventon rectory   n., ; illness
and death   and note

and family: ‘my own father’ (JEAL)
; re-marriage to Mary Lloyd  ;
visits Henry Austen when ill  ;
arranges Uncle Leigh Perrot’s affairs
after death  

literary activities: The Loiterer   and
note; his poetry quoted   and note,
 and note; author of prologues and
epilogues   and note

and JA: directs JA’s early reading  ;
writes to JA  ; JA sends message
to  –; in Winchester during JA’s
final illness  , ; not at JA’s
funeral  , 

,  (–) ill. ;
appearance  , , , , ;
books and reading   n., , ,
; ‘I detest a quarto’  ; ‘she
seldom changed her opinions either
on books or men’  ; chronology
lviii–lxii; enthusiasm for navy  ;
favourite authors  –, ;
languages  , – and note, ;
love of dancing  , ; music
 n., , –, ; opinions on
history  , ; politics  , , ;
portraits  ; sewing and manual
dexterity  –; songs  ,  and
note, ; voice  , , –, 

life: birth and baptism  , ; early
years at Steventon  –,  n., –,
; earliest anecdote of  –;
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possible love affairs  –, ,
–, –; at Bath  –; at
Southampton  –; at seaside
–,  n., ; move to Chawton
, –; household duties at
Chawton  ; ‘with Chawton . . .
that her name as an Author, must be
identified’  ; visits to London
–, –, –, –; last
known letter   and note, , ,
–; final illness, last words, and
death  , –, , –, ;
grave in Winchester Cathedral  ,
, , 

and family: closeness to sister  –,
, ; strong family unity  ,
, ; nurses Henry Austen
–, –; on JEAL  ; and
Eliza de Feuillide   n., ; and
Fanny Knight  , , –, 
headnote; and Anna Austen Lefroy
, , – and note, –; shock
at Leigh Perrot will   and note;
and Mary Lloyd   and note, 
and note

and friends: the Fowles  ,  and
note, – and note; Anne Lefroy
 and note, –, ; the Lloyds
 and note,  and note,  n., ,
, –, ; the Bigg-Wither
family   n.,  and note, ,
–, , , , –, ;
Bath society  –; Chawton society
–; Chawton Reading Club  
and note

and publishers: Thomas Cadell  
and note; Crosby and Co.   and
note; Thomas Egerton   n.; John
Murray   n., –; methods of
publication   n.; novel profits  
and note

qualities: inherited features  , ;
character  , , ; powers of
observation  ; distress at leaving
Steventon   and note, ; love of
natural scenery  –; Christian
beliefs  –, , –; kindness
to children  –; love of the
ridiculous  –; seclusion from
literary world  , –, 

non-family recollections of JA: Ann

Barrett  –; Egerton Brydges  
and note; Fulwar William Fowle
; Mary Russell Mitford  –
and note

her letters: ‘not to expect too much
from them’  ; ‘more truly
descriptive of her temper . . . than
any thing which the pen of a
biographer can produce’  ; ‘no
transcript of her mind’  ; to
Cassandra Austen  –, , –,
–, –, –, –; to Charles
Austen   and note; to Martha
Lloyd  –; to Anna Austen Lefroy
, , –, –, ; to JEAL
–, –, –, ; to
Caroline Austen  ; to an
unnamed correspondent (Mrs
Frances Tilson?)   and note, ,
; to Alethea Bigg  –; to
James Stanier Clarke  –, –,
–; to John Murray  –; to
Lady Morley  –

as writer: first compositions: ‘juvenile
effusions’  –, ; habits of
composition  –, , 

views on her own talents  –; ‘three
or four families in a country village’
; ‘I could no more write a romance
than an epic poem’  ; ‘desire to
create, not to reproduce’  ; ‘the
little bit . . . of ivory on which I
work’  ; authorship, a secret  ,
–; on her characters’ later
lives   and note; manuscripts
dispersed  ; ‘she always said her
books were her children’  ;
th-c. admirers  –

novels: Emma: dedication to Prince
Regent   and note, , ;
‘Opinions’ on   and note;
reviewed in Quarterly Review  
and note, –, ; views on  ;
Anna Lefroy as Emma   n.;
Mansfield Park: ‘nothing of herself
in Fanny Price’  –; at work on
, ; approved by Henry Austen
–; revised for second edn.  ;
‘Opinions’ on   and note,
; Northanger Abbey (‘Susan’,
‘Catherine’)  , , ,  and
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note; traces of early burlesque in  ;
negotiations to publish  – and
note, ; posthumous appearance
; Persuasion  ; cancelled
chapter   and note; posthumous
appearance  ; ‘the most beautiful
of her works’ (Whewell)  ; ‘Anne
Elliott [sic] was herself’  ; Pride
and Prejudice (‘First Impressions’):
first completed novel  ; early
attempt to publish   and note;
revised at Chawton  ; its price  ;
JA’s views on  –; her personal
affection for Darcy and Elizabeth
–, ; Fanny Knight on  ;
Walter Scott on  , , ; Sense
and Sensibility (‘Elinor and Mari-
anne’): its early history  –, ;
revised at Chawton  ; profits
on   and note, ; Elinor and
Marianne believed to be portraits of
JA and Cassandra  

other writings: ‘the betweenities’, and
family views on publishing  – and
note, ; ‘Catherine or The Bower’
; ‘Evelyn’  ; ‘The History of
England’   n.,  n.; Lady Susan
,  n., ; in Fanny Knight, Lady
Knatchbull’s possession  ;
‘Mock Panegyric on a Young
Friend’  , ; ‘The Mystery’
–; ‘Plan of a Novel’  – and
notes; Sanditon (‘The Last Work’):
‘the manuscript on which she was
engaged’  ; family views on
publishing it  ; Anna Lefroy
attempts to complete it  
headnote; précis published  ; ‘To
the Memory of Mrs Lefroy’  –;
‘When Winchester Races’ (JA’s
deathbed verses)   and note, ,
–; The Watsons (so titled by
JEAL)  ,  and note

Austen, Mary, see Mary Lloyd
Austen, Mary Jane (–; daughter

of Frank Austen and JA’s niece)
– and note, 

Austen, Philadelphia, see Hancock,
Philadelphia

Austen-Leigh, Revd James Edward
(–; JA’s nephew) ill.  lxiv;

his biography i; JA on his character
; early memories of JA  , –,
; JA’s letters to  –, –,
–; at JA’s funeral  , 

literary activities: writing a novel  
and note, , ; Recollections
of . . . the Vine Hunt   and note

Memoir of JA: major changes between
first and second edns.  xlix–l; edits
JA’s manuscript writings for second
edition of Memoir  ; motive for
writing  , –; help from sisters
and cousin  , and passim; ‘extreme
scantiness of . . . materials’  ;
undertakes researches for  –

Baillie, Joanna  
Baillie, Dr Matthew, Prince Regent’s

physician   n., 
Barrett, Mrs Ann   and note, –

and note
Barrett, Eaton Stannard, The Heroine  ,


Bath, JA living in  –
Beattie, James, The Minstrel  
Bentley, Richard, publisher   headnote
Bigg, Alethea  –, , 
Bigg, Catherine (later wife of Revd

Herbert Hill)  
Bigg, Elizabeth (later Mrs William

Heathcote)  , , 
Bigg-Wither, Harris, brother of Alethea,

etc.: proposes to JA   n., –, 
Blackall, Revd Dr Samuel  –
Brontë, Charlotte, compared to JA  ,

–; on JA’s novels  
Brunton, Mary, Self-Control   n., 

and note
Brydges, Sir Egerton, recollections of

JA   and note
Brydges, Mary (Poll; JA’s great-

grandmother)   and note, 
Burney, Frances (Fanny)  , , ;

Evelina and Camilla  , ; and
Samuel Johnson  ; JA’s prose style
preferred to Burney’s ‘grandi-
loquent’ style  

Cadell, Thomas, publisher: refuses the
manuscript of a novel by JA   and
note
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Carlton House, London  
Carr, Sir John, Travels in Spain  
Chandos, Lady Eliza, author of a ‘very old

letter’  , 
Chawton, Hants, JA’s home  –, –;
‘with Chawton . . . that her name as an

Author, must be identified’  
Cholmeley, Jane, see Leigh Perrot, Jane
Chute, William John, MP for Hants  
Clarke, Revd James Stanier  , –,

; letters to JA, containing hints
for a novel  –, 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, opinion of JA’s
novels  

Cooke, Revd George Leigh (JA’s cousin)
– and note, 

Cooper, Revd Dr Edward (JA’s uncle)  
Cooper Revd Edward (JA’s cousin)  –

and note
Cooper, Jane Leigh (JA’s aunt)  
Cooper, Jane (JA’s cousin)  – and note
Cowper, William, one of JA’s favourite

poets  ; his house a tourist
attraction  , 

Crabbe, George  ; one of JA’s favourite
poets  , ; ‘being Mrs Crabbe’


Craven, Charlotte  , 
Crosby and Co. , NA sold to in  : 

and note

D’Arblay, Madame, see Burney, Frances
David, Mrs, Winchester landlady   n.,


Deane rectory  , , 
Digweed, Mr and Mrs William   and

note,  n., , , 

Edgeworth, Maria  , ; JA’s
admiration of her novels  

Egerton, Thomas, publisher of S&S,
P&P, and MP   and note

Ferrier, Susan, novelist  
Feuillide, Eliza de (–; née

Hancock, JA’s cousin); character  
and note; first marriage, flight from
France, marriage to Henry Austen
; and theatricals   and note

and JA: dedicatee   n.; JA’s French
learnt from  

Feuillide, Jean François Capot de, first
husband of Eliza Hancock   and
note

fostering out   and note
Fowle, Revd Fulwar William,

recollections of JA  – and note
Fowle, Revd Tom, fiancé of Cassandra

Austen   and note
Fowles of Kintbury  
France, war with   and note

Gay, John, Trivia  
Gaskell, Elizabeth: as novelist  ; as

biographer of Charlotte Brontë  ,


Gilpin, Revd William, on picturesque, a
favourite writer of JA’s  

Goldsmith, Oliver, as historian and
novelist  , 

Grant, Mrs Anne, Letters from the
Mountains  

Guizot, M., French politician and writer,
opinion on JA’s novels  

Hancock, Philadelphia (–; JA’s
aunt)   and note

Harwood family, of Deane   and note
Hastings, George (son of Warren H.)  ,

 and note
Hastings, Warren   and note
Hawkins, Laetitia Matilda, novelist

–
Heathcote, William (husband of Elizabeth

Bigg)  , 
Henry, Robert, History of England  
Heroine, The   and note, 
Hill, Revd Herbert (husband of Catherine

Bigg and uncle of Robert Southey)


Holland, Henry Fox  rd Lord  
Holland, Sir Henry  
Hubback, Catherine Anne (–;

Frank Austen’s daughter)   and
note; opinion on possible JA
romances  –

Hume, David, as historian  
Hunter, Mrs Rachel, novelist  –

Ibthorp   and note

Jewsbury, Maria, opinion on JA’s novels
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–; ‘a thorough mistress in the
knowledge of human character’  

Johnson, Samuel, one of JA’s favourite
authors  , 

Kean, Edmund, actor  
Knatchbull, Lady, see Knight, Fanny

Catherine
Knight, Edward (–; JA’s

brother): his character  , ;
adoption by Thomas Knight  ;
offers his mother Chawton Cottage
 and note, –

Knight, Fanny Catherine, later Lady
Knatchbull (–; JA’s niece):
closeness to JA  –,  head-
note; praise for P&P  ; inherits JA
manuscripts and letters   n.,  n.,
; later opinion of JA quoted  xxiv

Knight, Thomas II, patron of Austens,
and adoptive father of JA’s brother
Edward   and note

La Fontaine, August  
Lansdowne, nd Marquis of  
Lansdowne, rd Marquis of  
Latournelle, Mrs, of school in Reading

 and note, 
Lefroy, Anna Jemima (b. , daughter

of Anna Lefroy),  and note, 
Lefroy, Anne (née Brydges; ‘Madam

Lefroy’)   and note; character and
accomplishments  ; JA’s verses on
–; and JA’s romance with Tom
Lefroy  

Lefroy, Ben (son of Anne Lefroy, husband
of Anna Austen)   and note, ;
news of JA’s death  

Lefroy, Fanny Caroline (–;
Anna Lefroy’s daughter), ‘Family
History’   n., – and note

Lefroy, Jane Anna Elizabeth (–;
‘Anna’, JA’s niece) ill. , ;
biography   headnote; early life
and character   n., –

literary activities: novel, criticized
by JA  – and note; ‘Car of
Falkenstein’ and ridiculing popular
novels  –, ; begins a family
history   n.; novel destroyed   n.;
tries to continue Sanditon   n., ;

‘Recollections of Aunt Jane’ ()
–, –; helps JEAL with
the Memoir  , , , , ,


and JA: on JA  , ; on JA and
children  , ; on JA and God-
mersham  ; companionship with
JA  , , ; letters from JA  ,
, –, –, ; on JA’s
closeness to Cassandra  , ; on
JA and Fanny Knight  –, ;
JA’s verses on   and note; as
Emma   n.; on destruction of
JA’s correspondence  ; not
remembering hearing early version
of P&P  ; early anecdotes of JA
; inherits JA memorabilia   n.;
on Sanditon and the dispersal of JA’s
manuscripts  ; ‘the original of
Poll’s letters’  

Lefroy, T. E. P. (husband of Anna Jemima
Lefroy)   n.; purchases Revd
George Austen’s letter to Cadell


Lefroy, Thomas Langlois (–):
and romance with JA   and note,
; still living when Memoir in
preparation   and note

Leigh, Dr Theophilus, Master of Balliol
and JA’s great-uncle  –,  n.,


Leigh, Revd Thomas, JA’s maternal
grandfather  

Leigh Perrot, James (–; JA’s
uncle): author of epigrams  , ; at
Bath  – and note; surety for
Henry Austen   n.; his death and
will   n., 

Leigh Perrot, Jane (née Cholmeley; JA’s
aunt)   and note, ; shoplifting
charge   n.; and JEAL  i,  n.,
 n.

Le Marchant, Sir Denis (JEAL’s
brother-in-law): collects opinions on
JA’s novels  –

Leven, Lord and Lady  –
Lloyd, Martha (–; second wife

of Francis Austen): friend of JA  
and note, ; JA’s letter to  –;
joins the Austen household   n.,
, 
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Lloyd, Mary (–; second wife of
James Austen and mother of JEAL
and Caroline): JA’s gift to   and
note; illness  –; JA on her
shortcomings   n.; nurses JA in
her final illness  , –, ,
; JA’s last words to   and note,


Lloyd, Mrs   and note
Loiterer, The   and note
London, JA visits  –, –, –,

–
Lyford, Mr, surgeon of Winchester  

and note, , 
Lyme Regis  –,  and note

Macaulay, Thomas Babington, opinion of
JA’s novels  ; intention of writing
a memoir of her  

Mackintosh, Sir James, opinion of JA’s
novels  –

Manydown Park, Hants   and note
Mitford, Mary Russell   and note, ;

on JA  – and note; admiration
for JA’s novels  ; her writings
compared to JA’s  

More, Hannah, Cœlebs  
Morley, Countess of (Frances Parker,

Viscountess Boringdon), cor-
respondence with JA  –

Morpeth, Lord (th Earl of Carlisle),
poem on JA’s novels  –

Murray, John, publisher of E, NA, and
P   and note; correspondence and
relations with JA  –

Northleigh, Oxon, estate of James Leigh
Perrot  

Oxford: Balliol College  –, ; St
John’s College  , 

Papillon, Revd John R, rector of
Chawton  

Pasley, Captain, Essay on . . . Military
Policy  

Perigord, Mrs  
Perrot family  
Prince Regent, admires JA’s novels  ,

–; JA dedicates E to   and
note, , 

Quarterly Review  ,  and note
Quincy, Eliza Susan, American autograph

hunter   n., –

Rejected Addresses   and note
Reynolds, Sir Joshua  , 
Richardson, Samuel  ; Sir Charles

Grandison  , , 
Robertson, William, historian  
Rosanne, a novel   and note
Ross, Sir William  
Russell, Dr, rector of Ashe  , 

Saxe Cobourg, House of, subject for a
romance  

Schooling  , 
Scott, Walter, his poetry  –; The Field

of Waterloo  ; Marmion parodied
 and note; Waverley  ; The
Antiquary  ; Paul’s Letters to His
Kinsfolk  ; compared to JA  ,
; review of E in Quarterly  
and note, –, ; his opinion
on JA’s novels  ; ‘has no business
to write novels’  ; ‘a critique on
Walter Scott’  

Self Control, a novel   n.,  and note
Seward, Anna  
Shakespeare, JA compared to  , –,


Smith, Sydney  
Southampton, Austens living at  –
Southey, Robert, his admiration for JA

; Poet’s Pilgrimage  
Spectator, The  , 
Staël, Anne Louise Germaine, Mme de,

‘found no interest in’ one of JA’s
books  ; JA does not meet  
and note

Stent, Mrs  , 
Steventon  –

rectory ill.  ; JA’s early years in
–,  n., –, , ; its
appearance  ; the Austens leave
, , ; JEAL attempts to trace
its remains  –

Theatricals, amateur   and note
Thrale, Mrs Hester Piozzi  , 
Tilson, Frances   n.
Trafalgar, Battle of   and note
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Vine Hunt, JEAL publishes Recollections
of   and note

West, Mrs, novelist   n.
Weymouth  –
Whately, Richard, Archbishop of Dublin,

review of JA’s novels   and note,
–; ‘evidently a Christian writer’


Whewell, William, admiration for JA’s
novels  –

Williams, Captain Thomas  
Winchester: Edward Austen Knight’s sons

at school at  ; JA on schoolboys
; JA’s last days  –; races, JA’s
verses on  , –; visitors to JA’s
grave  ; a wish to erect a monu-
ment to her there  

Index
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