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PREFACE,

i

Trooven many notices of Miss Edgeworth have appeared
from time to time, nothing approaching to a Life of
her has been published in this conntry, As I have hag
the good fortune to have sccess to an wunpublished
memoir of her, written by her step-mother, as well ag
to a large number of her private letters, I am cpabled
to place what T hope is at least an authentic biography
before the reader. Besides much kindness received
from the members of Miss Edgeworth’s family, I have
also to acknowledge my obligations for, help afforded
in the preparation of this little book to Mrs, and Miss
Micknor of Rhode Island, U.S.A., Mrs, Le Breton, Siy
Henry Holland, Bart., the Rev. Canon Holland, the
Rev. Dr, Sadler, and Mr, F. Y. Edgeworth.

H. Z
London, Angust 1883,
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MARIA EDGEWORTH.

CHAPTER 1.
INTRODUCTORY.

Too many memoirs begin with tradition; to trace
a subject ab ovo scems to have a fatal attraction for
the humsan mind. It is not needful to retrace so far
in speaking of Miss Edgeworth; but, for a right
understanding of her life and social position, it is
necessary to say some words about her ancestry. Of
her family and descent she might well be pround, if
ancestry alone, apart from the question whether those
ancestors of themselves merit the admiration of their
descendants, be a legitimate source of pride. The
Edgeworths, originally established it is believed at
Edgeworth, now Edgeware, in Middlesex, would appear
to have settled in Ireland in the sixteenth century.
The earliest of whom we have historical vecord is
Roger Edgeworth, a monk, who followed in the foot-
steps of his sovereign, Henry VIIL.,, both by being
a defender of the faith, and by succumbing to the
bright eyes of beauty, for whose sake he finally
renounced Catholicism and married. His sons—

1



2 MARIA EDGEWORTH.

Edward and Francis—went to Ireland. The elder
brother, Edward, became Bishop of Down. and Connor,
and died without issue, It was the younger, Francis,
who founded the house of Edgeworth of Edgeworths-
town ; and ever since Edgeworthstown, in the county
of Longford, Ireland, has remained in the possession of
the family whence it derived its name. The Edge-
worths soon became one of the most powerful families
in the district, and cxperienced their full share of the
perils and vicissitudes of the stormy period that ap-
parently cnded with the victories of William IIIL.
Most members of the' family seem to have been gay
and extravagant, living in alternate effiuence and dis-
tress, and several of Maria Edgeworth’s characters of
Irish sqnives are derived from her ancestors, The
family continued Protestant—the famous Abbé Edge-
worth was a convert—and Maria Edgeworth’s great-
grandfather was so zealous in the reformed cause as to
earn for himself the soubriquet of * Protestant Frank.”
His son married a Welsh lady, who became the mother
of. Richard Lovell Edgeworth, 2 man who will always
be remembered as the father of his danghter, He was,
however, something more than this; and as the lives
of the father and daughter were throughout so inti-
mately interwoven, a brief account of his career is
necdful for a comprehension of hers.

Richard Lovell Edgeworth was born at Bath in 1744,
and spent his early years partly in England, partly in
Ireland, receiving a careful education. In his youth
he was known as “a gay philosopher,” in the days
when the word philosopher was still used in its true
sense of a lover of wisdom, Light-hearted and gay, good-
humoured and self-complacent; possessed of an active
and cultivated mind, just and fearless, but troubled
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with neither loftiness mor depth of feeling, Richard
Lovell Edgeworth was nevertheless a remarkable per-
sonage, when the time at which he lived is taken into
account, He foresaw much of the progress our own
century has made, clearly indicated some of its features,
and actually achieved for agriculture and industry a
multitude of inventions, modest as far as the glory the
world attaches to them, but none the less useful for
the services they render. Many of his ideas, rejected
as visionary and impracticable when he first promul-
gated them, have now become the common property of
mankind. He was no mere theorist; when he had
established a theory he loved to put it into practice,
and as his theories ranged over many and wide fields,
so did his experiments. Even in late life, when most
persons care only to cultivate rcpose, he threw him.
self, with all the ardour of youth, into schemes of
improvement for the good of Ircland; for he was
sincerely devoted to her true welfare, and held in
contempt the mock patriotism that looks only to
popularity., In early life he sowed a certain quantity
of wild oats, the result of the superabundant animal
spirits that distinguished him, and at the age of sixteen
contracted a mock-marriage, which his father found
needful to have annulled by a process of law. After
this escapade he was entered at Corpus Christi,
Oxford, as a gentleman commoner. During his resi-
dence he became intimate with the family of Mr.
Elers, a gentleman of German descent, who resided at
Black Bourton, and was father to several pretty girls.
Mr. Elers had previously warned the elder Edgeworth
against introducing into his home circle the gay and
gellant Richard, remarking that he could give his
daughters no fortunes that would make them suitable

1#



4 MARIA EDGEWORETH.

matches for this young gentleman. Mr. Edgeworth,
however, turned a deaf ear to the warning, and the
result was that the collegian became so intimate at
the house, and in time so entangled by the court
be had paid to one of the daughters, that, although
he had meanwhile seen women he liked better, he
could not honourably extricate himself. In later life,
he playfully said: ¢ Nothing but a lady ever did
turn me aside from my duaty.” Ile ccrtainly was
all his days peculiarly susceptible to female charms,
and, had opportunity been afforded him, might have
rivalled Henry VIII. in the number of his wives.
This sccond marriage gave as little satisfaction to his
father as the first, but the elder Edgeworth wisely
recognised the fact that he was himself not wholly
blameless in the matter. He, therefore, a fow months
after the ceremony had been performed at Gretna
Grecn, gave his consent to a formal re-marriage by
license. Thus, before he was twenty, Richard Lovell
Edgeworth was a husband and a father. The marriage
entered upon so hastily, proved unfortunate; the pair
were totally unsuited to one anothor; and though
Mzs. Edgeworth appears to have been s worthy woman,
to judge from the few and somewhat ungenerous
allusions her husband makes to her in his biography,
they did not sympathise intellcctually, a point he might
have discovered hefore marriage. The consequence
was, that he sought sympathy and pleasure elsewhere.
Ile divided his time between Ircland, London, and
Lichficld. The latter city was the centre of a some-
what prim, self-conscious, exclusive literary coterie, in
which Dr. Darwin, the singer of the Bosanic Garden,
Miss Anna Seward, the “ Swan of Lichfield,” and the
eccentric wife-trainer, Thomas Day, the author of
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Sandford and Merton, were conspicuous figures. They
were most of them still in their youthful hey-day, un-
known to fame, and, as yet, scarcely aspiring towards
it. Here, in this, to him, congenial circle of eager
and ardent young spirits, Richard Lovcll Edgeworth
loved to disport himself; now finding a sympathetic
observer of his mechanical inventions in Mr. Watt,
Dr. Darwin, or Mr. Wedgwood ; now flirting with the
fair Anna. Ile must have posed as a bachelor, for he
relatcs how, on one occasion, when paying compli-
ments to Miss Seward, Mrs. Darwiu took the oppor-
tunity of drinking “ Mrs. Edgeworth’s health,” a name
that caused manifest surprise to the object of his
affections. Here, 100, he became imbued with the
educational theories of Roussean, which clung to him,
in a modified degree, throughout his life, and according
to which, in their most pronounced form, he educated
his eldest son. Here, further, at the age ol twenty-
8ix, he met the woman he was to love most deeply.
From the moment he saw Miss Honora Sneyd, Mr,
Edgeworth became enamoured, and in his attentions
1o her he does not seem to have borne in mind the
fact that he was a married man.

“Iam not a man of prejudices,” he complacently
wrote in later life, ‘I have had four wives.* The
second and third were sisters, and I was in love with
the second in the life-time of the fivst.”

The man who could make this public statement, and
who could, moreover, leave to his daughter the task of
publishing the record of his ill-assorted union with the
woman who was her mother, was certainly one in

—_—

* It was his habit, and that of his fumily, to drop all mention of
the earher marriage
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whom good teste and good fecling were not pre-
eminent. ‘The birth of this daughter, who was destined
to be his companion and friend, is an event he does
not even note in his memoirs, which are more occupied
with his affection for Miss Sneyd, from whose fascina-
tions he at last felt it would be prudent to break away.
He left Bngland for a lengthened stay in France,
taking with him his son, whose Roussean education
was to be continued, and accompanied by Mr. Day,
who, to please Miss Elizabeth Sneyd, was about to put
himself through a course of dancing and deportment,
with a view to winning her consent to a marriage if
he could succeed in taming his savage limbs and ideas
into proper social decorum. The death of his wife
recalled Mr. Edgeworth to Bngland. With all possible
specd he hastened to Lichfield, proposed to Honora
Sneyd, was accepted, and married her within four
months of his wife’s demise. Mr. Edgeworth, the
elder, had died some time previously ; the son was now,
therefore, master of Edgeworthstown. Immediately
after his marriage he set out for Irveland, taking with
him his hride and four little children. Hrom that
date forward a new era in his life commenced; it

was not to run any longer in a separate course from.
that of his family.




CHAPTER II.
EARLY YEARS.

Mania EpgeworrTn was born January lst, 1767, in
the house of her grandfather, Mr. Elers. Thus this
distinguished authorcss was an Englishwoman by
birth, though Irish and German by race. At Black
Bourton her earliest years were spent. Iler father,
who had taken in hand his little son to train accord-
ing to the principles enunciated in Emile, took little
notice of her, leaving her to the care of a fond soft-
hearted mother and doting aunts. The result was
that the vivacity of her early wit was encouraged
and the sallies of her quick temper unrepressed. Of
her mother she retained little remembrance beyond
her death, and how she was taken into the room to
receive her last kiss, Mrs. Edgeworth had died in
London at the house of some aunts in Great Russell
Street, and there Maria remained until her father’s
second marriage, Of her new mothey Maria at first
felt great awe, which soon gave place to sincere regard
and admiration, Her father had been to her from
babyhood the embodiment of perfection, and the mere
fact that he required love from her for his new wife
was sufficient to ensure it. But she also learnt to



8 MARIA EDGEWORTH,

love her for her own seke, and, indeed, if the state.
ment of so partial a witness as Mr. Edgeworth can
be accepted, she must have been a woman of un.
common power and charm,

Of ber first visit to Ireland Maria recollected little
except that she was & mischicvous. child. One day,
when no one heeded her, she amused herself with
cutting out the squares in a checked sofa-cover.
Another day she trampled through a number of hot-
bed frames that had just been glazed and laid on
the grass. She conld recall her delight at the crashing
of the glass; but most immorally, and in direct oppo-
sition to her later doctrines, did not remember either
cutting her feet or being punished for this freak.
It was probably her exuberant spirits, added to the
fact that Mrs. Honora Edgeworth’s health began to
fail after her removal to the damp climate of Ireland,
that caused Maria to be sent to school. In 1775 she
was placed at Derby with a Mrs, Lataffiere, of whom
she always spoke with gratitude and affection. Though
eight years old she would seem to have known very
little, for she was wont to record that on the first
day of her entrance into the school she felt more
admiration at & child younger than herself repeating
the nine parts of speech, than she ever felt after
wards for any effort of human genius, The first letter
cxtant from her pen is dated thence, and though of
no intrinsic merit, but rather the ordinary formal
letter of a child under such circumstances, it deserves
quotation because it is the first.

Desr Mamya, Derby, March 80, 1776.
It is with the greatest pleasure I write to you as I flatter

wyself it will make you happy to hear from me. I hope you and my

dear paps aro well. School now seems agreenblo to me, I have begun
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Trench and dancing, and intend to make [* great” was writton, but o
line drawn throngh it] improvement in everything Ilearn, I know thai
it will give you groat satisfaction to hoar thai I am a good girl. My
consin Clay sonds her love to you; mine to my fathor and sisters, who
T hope are woll. Pray give my duty to papa and accopt the same
from, dear Mamma,

Your duliful Danghter.

It was at Derby that Maria learnt to write the clear
neat hand that never sliered to the end of her life; and
here too sho acquired her proficiency in embroidery,
an art she also practised with success. As her parents
shortly after came to reside in England for the benecfit
of Mrs. Edgeworth’s health, Maria spent her holidays
with them, Her step-mother appears 1o have taken
great pains with her, conversing with her as an equal
m every respect but age.

Her father had alveady commenced with hor his
system of educating the powers of the young mind
by analytical reflcction. He soon saw that lLers was
of no ordinary capacity. In 1780 he writes to her :—

It would be very agrecable to mo, my dear Maxrin, to have lotiors
from you Fammyanry: I wish to know what you like snd what you
dwlike; I wish to commnunicate to you whai little knowledge I have
acquired, that you may have a tmoture of every species of literature,
and form your taste by choice and not by chance. Adiou!l enjoy the
pleasuro of incressing the love and esteem of your excellent mother
and of your

Affectionate Father.

‘Your poor mother continues extremely ill.

Less than a month afterwards Mr. Edgeworth had
to announce the death of his wife, The letter in which
he does so throws light on the relationship of father,
daughter, and stepmother :—

My pEsR DAvenTER,
Ab six o'clock on Thursdey morning your oxcsllent mothor

expired m my arms. She now lies dead beaide me, and I know I am
doing whet wonld give her pleasore if she were capable of fecling
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anything, by writing to you at this time to fix her excellant imago in
your mind.

As you grow older and become acquainted with more of my friends,
you will heer from every mouth the most exalted charactor of your
incomparable mother. You will be convinced, by yonr own reflections
upon her conduct, that she fulfilled the part of a mother towards you
and towards your sisters, without partiality for her own or servile
indulgenco townrds mine. Her henrt, conscious of roctitudo, was
nbove the fear of raising suspicions to her disadvantagen the mind of
your father or in the minds of your other relatives. And though her
timely restraint of you, and that stondiness of hohaviour, yielding
fondnoess towards you only by the exact measure of your conduct, af
first alprmed those who did not know her, yet mow, my deareat
daughter, every porson who has the loast connoction with my family
is snxious to give sineers testimony to their admiration of those
very circumstances which they had too hestily, and from a common
and well-grounded opinion, sassociated with the idea of a socond
wite.

Continue, my dear daughter, the desire which you feel of bacoming
amiable, prndent, and of usE. The ornamenial paris of a character
with such an understanding as yours nocessarily ensue: bui irue judg-
ment and sagaocjty in the choice of friends, and the rogulation of yom
behaviour, can be had only from reflection and from being thoroughly
convinced of what experience teaches, in general too late, that to be
bhuppy we must be good.

God bless you and make you ambitious of that valuable praise which
the amiable character of your denr mother forces from the virtuous
and the wise. My writing to you in my present situation will, my
dearest daughier, bo remembered by you as the strongest proof of the
love of

Your approving and saffectionate Father.

This letter, written at such a time, conveyed the
impression intended, and thenceforward, even more
than previously, the will to act up to the high opinion
her father had formed of her character constituted
the key-note of Maria Edgeworth’s life, the exciting and
controlling power,

At school as well as at home, Maria distingunished
herself as an entertaining story.teller. She soon
learnt, with all the tact of an improvisatrice, to know
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which tale was most successful, Many of these were
taken from books, but most were original. While
entertaining her companions Maria studied their
characters. It was at school she developed her keen
penetration into the motives that sway actions. Here
also she saw numbers, though on a small scale, and
could estimate the effect of the voice on the multitude
and the case with which a mass can be governed.
Very early indeed her father encouraged her to put
her imaginings on paper; a remarkable proof of his
enlightenment, for those werc the duys when foemale
authorship was held in slight ecsteem, when for a
woman to use her pen was regarded as a dangerous
stepping beyond her boundary, which oxposed her to
suspicion and aversion. Soon after Mrs. IIonora
Edgeworth’s death Mr. Edgewarth wrote :—

I also beg that yon will sond moe & iale, about tho longth of a
Spectator, upon the subjoct of GunNrrorry; it must bo tekou from

history or romanece, and must bo sent the day so'nnighi after you
receive this, and I beg you will take some pains about it.

The samo subject was given to a lad at Oxford, and
Mzr. Sneyd was chosen as nmpire. He pronounced
Maria’s far the best. “An excellent story,” he
said, “and extremely well written, but where is the
Generosity?” a saying which became a household
proverb. This first story is not preserved; but Miss
Edgeworth used to say that there was in it a sentence
of inextricable confusion between a saddle, a man, and
his horse.

The same year Maria was removed from her unpre-
tentious school to a fashionable establishment in
Londen. Here she was to learn deportment and the
showy accomplishments that in those days constituted
the chief branches of a young lady’s education, She
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was duly tortured on backboards, pinioned in iron
collars, made to use dumb-bells, and some rather
giringent measures were taken to draw out her muscles
and increase her stature. In vain; by nature she was
5 small woman, and small she remained. She also
learnt to dance with grace in the days when dancing
was something more dignified than a tearing romp,
but music she failled in uiterly. She had no taste
for this art, and her music master, with & wisdom
unhappily too rare, advised her to abandon the
attempt to learn. She had becn so well grounded
in French and Ttalian, that when she camo to do the
exercises set her, she found them so casy that she
wrote ont at once those intended for the whole
quarter, keeping them strung together in her desk,
and unstringing them as requited. The spare time
thus sceured was employed in reading for her own
pleasure. Her favourite seat during play-time was
gnder a cabinet which stood in the school-room, and
here she often remained so absorbed in her book as
to be deaf to all uproar. This early habit of con-
centrated attention was to stand her in good stead
through life.

While his daughter was thue acquiring culture
Mr. Edgeworth was once more engaged in courtship,
Mrs. Honors Edgeworth, recognising her husband’s
nature, had recomwmended him on her death-bed to
marry her sister Elizabeth, whose proposed marriage
to Mr. Day had long ago fallen through. Though
neither Elizabeth nor Mr, Edgeworth thought them.
sclves suited to one another, Honora’s advice Prevailed,
and within eight months after his last wife's depth
‘Mr. Edgeworth was once more married. Tt does not
appear what Maria, now old enough to judge, thought
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of this new marriage, contracted so precipitately after
the loss of one to whom Mr. Edgeworth was so devoted ;
but sho doubtless held it right, as she held all done by
her fathor, and she became to her new mother & warm
and helpful friend.

Soon after this marriage Maria’s eyes grew inflamed,
and a leading plysician pronounced in her hearing
that she would infallibly lose her sight. The physical
and mental suflerings hereby induccd were kecn,
but they were borne with fortitude and patience.
The summer holidays were spent as she had spent
some prcvious ones, at Mr. Day’s., This occentric
person had at last found a wife to his mind, and
was settled in Surrey. The contrast between the
mental atmosphere of her school, where externals were
chiefly considered, and that at Mr., Day’s, where these
were scorned, did not fail to exercise an influcnce.
She was deeply attached to her host, whose lofty mind
and romantic character she honoured. His meta-~
physical inquiries carried her into another world.
Forbidden to use her eyes too much, she learnt in
conversation with him ; the icy strength of his system
came at the right moment for annealing her principles;
his severe reasoning and uncompromising love of truth
awakened her powers, and the questions he put to her,
the necessity of perfect accuracy in her answers, suited
the bent of her mind, Though such strictness was not.
always agreeable, she cven then perceived its advan-
tages, and in after lifc was deeply grateful to Mr. Day.
The direction he gave her studies influenced her, as
his friondship had in carlier days influenced her father,
Mr. Day further plied her with tar-water, then deemed
a sovereign remedy for all complaints. Either owing
to this or the change of air, her eyes certainly grew
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better, and her general health improved, although she
remained delicate, subject to headaches, and unequal
to much bodily exertion.

The following year (1782) her father resolved to
return to Ireland to reside. He had seen on his brief
visits the mischievous results of absenteeism, and fel
that if it were in the power of any man to serve the
country which gave him bread, he ought to sacrifice
every inferior consideration and reside where he could
be most useful. As, however, Mrs. Honora Edge.
worth’s health could not be pronounced an ¢¢inferior
consideration,” Mr. Edgeworth had been forced to live
in England, Now, though his new wife had even before
marriage shown consumptive symptoms, her constitu-
tion had so much strengthened that it seemed possible
to inhabit the fawmily house. Mr. Edgeworth therefore
returned to Ireland with a firm determination to dedi-
cate the vemainder of his life to the education of
his children, the improvement of his estate, and the
endeavour to contribute to the amelioration of its
inhabitants, He took Maria with him, and there now
began for her the tranquil current of existence that
was diversified by no remarkable events outside the
domain of friendship and kindred. The home she
now entered, the social and domestic duties she now
undertook, continuned the same for life, Her return
o Treland marks an epoch in her history,
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CHAPTER III.
GIRLHOOD.

TreLAND is not among those countries that arouse in the
hearts of strangers a desire to pitch their tents, and
to judge from the veadiness with which her own
children leave her, we cannot suppose that they find
her a fascinating land. And little wonder, when we
consider the state of ferment and disorder which, in
a greater or less degree, has always prevailed there.
Yet Miss Bdgeworth says:—

Things and persons arc so much improved in Ireland of latter days
that only those who can remember how they were somo thirly or
forty yoars ago, can conceive tho variety of domestic grievances
which, in those times, assailed the mastor of a family immediatoly
upon his arrival at his Trish home. Wherevor he tmrned his eyes, in
or out of his house, damp, dilapidation, waste, appeared. Painting,
glazing, rooflng, fencing, furnishing, all were wanting. The back-
yard, and even the front-lawn, round the windows of the houge, wore
filled with loungors, * followers,” and petartioners; tonants, under-
tenents, drivers, sub-agont and agent, wore to have andience; and
they all had grievances and secret informations, accusations, racipro-
onting and quarrels each under each interminably. Allernately as
landlord and magistrato, the proprietor of an estate had to listen to
perpotnal oomplamua, petty wranglings and equivoeations, in which no
human sagaoty could discover the truth or awsrd justice.

Returning to the country at the age of sixteen*

* Miss Edgeworth, in her father’s Life, states that she was bub
twolve years old when she returned to Ircland. The date she gives,
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Maeria Bdgeworth looked at cverything with fresh eyes,
8he was much struck with the difference between
England and Ireland ; the tones and looks, the melan-
choly and gaicly of the people were new and exira.
ordinary to her. A deep impression was made upon
her observant mind, and she laid the foundations for
those acute delineations of Irish character with which
she afterwards delighted the world. It was her good
fortune and ours that at an age when the mind is most
impressionable she came into thesc novel scencs in liew
of having lived in their midst from childhood, when
it is unlikely that she would so well have seized their
salient traits.

It was June when the {amily arrived at Bdge
worthstown, and though nominally summer, there was
gnow on the roses Maria ran out to gather. She felt
as if transported into a novel and curions world,
Unfortunately neither the situation nor the house of
Edgeworthstown were beautiful; there was nothing
here to arouse romance in the girl’s nature. The
country of Longford is in general flat, consisting of
laxge districts of bog ; only on the northern boundaries
are there some remarkably sterile mountains, The
house was an old-fashioned mansion huil with no
pretensions to beauty. It nceded much alteration
ond enlargement to suit the requirements of a grow-
ing family, and fo accommodate his seven children
suitably Mr. Edgeworth saw himselt forced to build.
His cxtreme good scnse guarded him from the usnal

bowever, und that afterwards given by hor stepmother, show that
she must have heen sistesn when the removal took place, It can,
therefure, ave heen g more lipsus ealumi on Loy part, as this emi-

nently sensible woman was incapable of the silly wonknosa of cona epling
her age.
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grrors committed by the Irish squires of that period,
who were either content to live in wrelched houses,
out of repair, or to commence building on a scale as
though they had the mines of Peru at their com-
mand, and then abandoning their plans as though they
had not sixpence. The house at Edgeworthstown,
without ever having pretensions to architecture, was
simply made habitable. From the very commence-
ment they began the even tenor of life that was to
distinguish the family., The father was the centre
of this remarkably united household. Miss Edgeworth
says i—

Some meu live with their family without lotting them know thair
alinirs; and however great may be thoir affoction and ostoem for
their wives snd children, $hink that thoy havo nothing to do wiik
buginess, This was noi my father's way of thinking, Whatever
Pusiness he had to do was done in tho midst of his family, wenally
in the common sitting-room, so that wo were intimatoly acquainted,
not only with his general principles of condust, but wiith the most
minute details of their overy-day apploation. I fwrther enjoyed semo
peculier advantages:—ho kindly wished to give me habits of busi-
ness; ond for this purpose allowed ms, during many yonrs, to assist
him in copying his letters of businoss, and in receiving his rents,

Indeed from their arrival the eldest daughter
was employed as her father’s agent, for it was Mr.
Edgeworth’s conviction that to remedy some of the
worst evils of his unhappy country, it was needful to
get rid of the middle-men. On his own estate he was
resolved not to let everything go wrong for the, good
old Irish reason that it had always been so. He
Iaboured with zeal, justice, forbearance. He received
his rents divect, he chose bis tenants for their character,
he rosisted sub-division of holdings, and showed no
favour to creed or nationality. Miss Iidgeworth proved
herself his worthy daughter. She exhibited acuteness

end patience in dealing with the tenants, admiring

1]
A
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) /:a,lents while seeing .their faults; generous, she
theird ot to be duped; and just, she was not severe,
Wi'hns in a brief time, thanks to this firm but kindly

government, their estate came to be one of the best
managed in the county. The work it induced was
certainly fortunate for Marin; besides teaching her
liabits of business, it made her familiar with the modes
of thought and expression of the Irish. She learnt
to know them thoroughly and truly at their best and
at their worst.

But Maria’s entire time was not occupied with the
tenantry. It was a part of her father’s system that
young children should not be left to servants, from
whom he deemed, not without justice, that they learnt
much that was undesirable. He therefore committed to
the charge of each of his elder girls one of their younger
brothers and sisters, and little Henry, Mrys. Elizabeth
Edgeworth’s child, fell to Maria’s lot. She devoted
herself with ardour to the hoy and was fondly
attached to him, But it was of course the father who
superintended the general education, following the
lines afterwards laid down in Practical Education.
His system certainly succeeded with his numerous
children, though it might as a rule incline to make
the pupils somewhat presumptuous, self-sufficient and
pragmatical. The animation spread through the house
by connecting the children with all that was going on
wes highly useful; it awakened and excited mental
exertion, and braced the young people to exercise inde-
pendence of thought. Mr, Edgeworth made no empty
boast when he wrote to Mr. Darwin :—

“1 do not think one tear per month is shed in this

house, nor the voice of reproof heard, nor the hand of
restraint felt.”
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How primitive was the state of Ireland in those
days can be gathered from the fact that except bread
and meat, all articles of food and household require-
ment were to be had only in Dublin, and not always
even there,  Neither was there much congenial
society. The Edgeworths had mo liking for the
country gentlemen who spent their lives in shooting,
bunting, and carousing, hooby squires who did not
even know that their position put duties wpon thom.
Tormal dinners and long sittings with the smallest of
small talk were the order of the day and night.
They were, however, fortunate in finding in this
social wilderness some few persons really worth know-
ing, chief among whom were the families resident at
Pakenham Hall and Castle Forbes, The former house,
the residence of Lioxd Longford, was only twelve
miles distant, but it was separated from Edgeworths-
town by a vast bog, a bad road, an awkward ferry and
an ugly country. Ncvertheless these obstacles were
braved, and at Pakenham Hall Maria met many
people of literary and political distinction, At Castle
Forbes, some nine miles distant, by a more practicable
road, there was also to be met socicty varied and
agreeable, more especially so when Lady Granard’s
mother, Lady Moira, was in the country. Lady Moira
was a woman of noble character, much conversational
talent and general knowledge. As daughter to the
Countess of Huntingdon she had seen much strange
society, and had been in the very midst of the Evan-
gelical revival. Besides this she was a person of great
influence in Ireland; her house in Dublin was the
resort of the wise and witty of the day, hence she was
able to initiate Maria into a new and larger world, to
expand her idecas, and to increase her insight into

2*
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character. Tt was indeed fortunate for Miss Edgeworth
that this old lady took a special fancy to her. She
was in those days very reserved in manner and little
inclined to converse, a contrast to after years, when
her conversation delighted all listeners, It was, per-
haps, partly weak health that made her silent, but
probably yet more the consciousness of great powers
which were under-rated or misunderstood by her
youthful contemporaries. She had no frivolous society
small talk to offer them. Lady Moira, however,
recognised the capacity of this timid, plain, inoffensive
young girl. She talked to her, drew her out, plied her
with anecdotes of her own experiences in life, and gave
ber the benefit of her riper wisdom.

Thus Miss Edgeworth early lived with and learnt to
understand the fashionable society of which she wrote
so much. It is always fortunate for a novelist to be
born, as she was, amid the advantages of refinement
and breeding, without being elevated out of reach of
the interests and pleasures which dwell in the middle
ranks. TFor want of this many, even amongst the
most eminent writers of fiction, have suffered ship-
wreck.

‘While thug reserved in society, Maria relaxed with
her father. She knew he appreciated her powers, and
Lis approbation was sufficient at all times to satisfy
her. One of her pleasures was to ride out with him—
not that she was a good horse-woman, for she was
constitutionally timid,—but because it afforded her the
opportunity of uninterrupted exchange of talk, It
was on these rides that most of their writings were
planned.

In the autumn of their return to Ireland (1782)
Miss Edgeworth began, at her father’s suggestion, to
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translate Madame de Genlis’s Adele et Théodore.
It was her first work intended for publication. The
appearance of Holeroft’s translation prevented its
execution, but neither she nor her father regarded the
time bestowed on it as misspent: it gave her that
readiness end choice of words which translation teaches.
Mr. Day, who had a horror of female authorship,
remonstraied with Mr, Edgeworth for having cver
allowed his daughter to tramslate, and, when he
heard that the publication was prevented, wrote a
congratulatory lotter on the event. It was from the
recollection. of the arguments he used, and from her
father’s replies, that five years afterwards Miss Edge-
worth wrote her Letlers lo Literary Ladies, though
they were not published iill afier the death of Mr.
Day. Indeed, it is possible that had he lived Maria
Edgeworth would have remaincd unknown to fame; so
great was her father’s deference to his judgment,
though sensible that there was much prejudicc mixed
with his reasons. ¢ Yet,” adds Miss Edgeworth,
“though publication was out of our thoughts, as
subjects occurred, many essays and tales were written
for private amusement.”

The first stories she wrote were some of those now
in the Parent’s Assistant and Early Lessons. She
wrote them on a slate, read them out to her sisters
and brothers, and, if they approved, copied them. Thus
they were at once put to the test of childish criticism ;
and it is this, and living all her life among children,
that has made Miss Edgeworth’s children’s stories soin~
imitable. She understood children, knew them, sympa-
thised with them. Her father’s large and ever-increasing
family, in which there were children of all ages, gave
ber a wide and varied audience of youthful eritics,
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among the severest in the world. Many of her longer
tales and novels were also written or planned during
these years, Her father had, however, imbued her
with the Horatian maxim novumgue prematuy in annum,
so that many things lay by for years to be considered
by hor and her father, recorrected, revised, with the
result that nothing was ever given to the world but
the best she conld produce.

Thus, contented, busy, useful, the even course of
her girlhood flowed on and merged into early woman-
hood, with no more exciting bresks than the arrival
of a box of new books from London, an occasional
visit to her neighbours, or best of all to Black Castle,
a few hours’ drive from Edgeworthstown, where lived
her father’s favourite sister, Mrs. Ruxton, her aunt
and life-long friend. For forty-two years aunt and
niece carried on an uninterrupted correspondence,
while their meetings were sources of never-failing
delight.

In 1789 the sudden death of Mr. Day deprived Mr.
Edgeworth of a valued friend. This man, who, for a
person not actually insane, was certainly one of the
oddest that ever walked this earth, with his mixtare of
mauvaise honte and savage pride, misenthropy and
philanthropy, had exercised a great influence on both
their lives, They felt his loss keenly, Another sorrow
quickly followed. Homora, the only daughter of Mrs.
Honora Edgeworth, a girl of fifteen, endowed with
beanty and talents, fell a victim to the family disease,
The next year Lovell, the now only surviving child of
Honors, also showed signs of consnmption, It became
needful to remove him from Ireland, and Mr, and Mrs.
Edgeworth therefore crossed to England, leaving Maria
in charge of the other children. A house was taken.
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at Clifton, and here Miss Edgeworth and her charges
vejoined their parents. The conveying so large a
party so long a journey in those days was no small
undertaking for a young woman of twenty-four. The
responsibility was terrible to her, though she after-
wards dwelt only on the comic side. At omc of the
inns where they slept, the landlady’s paticnce was so
much tried by the number of little people getting out
of the carriage, and the quantity of luggage, that sho
exclaimed, “ Haven’t you brought the kitchen grate
too? ¥

At Clifton the Edgeworths resided for two years,
Miss Edgeworth writes to her uncle Ruxton :—

Wo live just the asmo kind of lifo that wo uwsod Lo do al Edgo-
worthstown, and thongh we move amongst wmmbers aro nol moved
by them, but feel indopondent of ithem For aur dwily amvsemoni.
All the Phantasmas I had conjured up io frighten myself, vauishod
after I had been hera a woek, for I found that thoy wore bul phantoms
of my imagination, as you vory truly told me. Wo livo vory near
the Downs, where we have almost every day charming walks, and al
the children go bounding about over hill and dale along with us.

In a later letter she says that they arve not quite as
happy here as at home, but have a great choice of
books which they enjoy. While at Clifton the eldest
son visited them, Mis Roussean education had {urned
him out an ungovernable child of nature; he neither
could nor would learn, so there remained no alternative
but to allow him to follow his inclinations, which
happily led him towards nothing more mischievous than
a sailor’s life. At Clifton, too, they became acquainted
with Dr. Beddoes, who soon after married Maria’s sister
Anng, and became the father of Thomas Lovell Beddoes,
the poet of Death. A baby child also died within
those two years, which thus embraced meetings, part-
ings, courtships, much pleasant social intercourse and
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much serious study. For Maria it also included a
visit to an old school-fellow in London :—

She was exceoding kind to me, and I spent most of my time with
her ae I liked. I say most, becanse & good deal of it was sponbin
company, where I heard of nothing but chariots and horses, and
currieles and tandema. Oh, to what contempt I exposed myself in s
Tuckless hour, by asking what a tandem was! Since I have been
away from home I have missed the sooiety and fondnoss of my father,
mother and sisters, more than I can express, and more than before-
hend T could have thought possible; I long to see them all again.
Hven when I am most amused I feel a void, and now I understand
what an aching void is perfectly well.

A letter written from Clifton is a charming speci-
men of Miss Edgeworth’s easy warm-heerted family
missives, which, like most family letters, contain little

of intrinsic value, and yet throw much light upon the
nature of their writer :—

Clifton, Dee. 18, 1792
The doy of retribution is at hand, my dear aunt. The manth of

Meay will goon come, and then when we meet face to face, and voucher
to voucher, it shall be troly seen whase letter-writing account stands
fullest and fairest in the world. Till then %we'lllaave it all 4o your
honour's honour.” But why dees my dear aunt write *I can have bu
little more time fo spend with my brother in my lfe?” as if ghe
was an old woman of one hondred and ninety-nine and upwerds, I
remember the day I laft Black Castle you told me, if you raccllect,
that “ you had one foot in the grave”; and thaugh I saw you standing
hefare me in perfect health, sound wind and limh, I had the weekness
to feol frightened, and never to think of examining whera your fest
really were. But in the month of May we hape to find them safa in
your shoos, and X hope that the sun will then shine out, and that all
tho black elonds in the political horizon will be dispersed, snd that
“ froemen " will, by that time, eal their puddings and hold their tongues,
Amga and I stayed one wook with Mrs. Powys, at Bath, and wars
very thoroughly oeonpied all the time with secing and—I won't say
with heing soen; for though we were at three halls, X da not bolieve
wnyono saw us. The upper rooms we thought very splendid and the
plsy-honses pretty, but not 20 good as the theatra at Bristol, We
-talked all over Bath with my father, and liked i extremely: ho
showad us the honse whera he was barn.
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The day of retribution wes indeed nearer at hand
than she anticipated. In the autumn of 1798 the news
of Irish disturbances grew so alarming that Mr. Edge-
worth thought it his duty fo return immediately.
The caravan was therefore once more transported to
Edgeworthstown.
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CHAPTER IV.

‘WOMANHOOD,

On their return the BEdgeworths at first inclined tor
think that the English papers had exaggerated the
Irish disturbances. Accustomed to a condition of
permanent discontent, they were relieved to find that
though there were alarms of outrages committed by
“ Hearts of Oak Boys”’ and “ Defenders” though there
were nightly marauders about Edgeworthstown, though
Mz, Edgeworth had been threatened with assassination,
still, all things considered, “ things in their neighbour-
hood were tolerably quiet.” In this matter as in
athers, of course, the basis of comparison alone consti-
tutes the value of the inference deduced. In any case
the family resumed their quiet course of existence;
Mr. Edgeworth busy with theinvention of a telegraph,
Miss Edgeworth writing, helping to educate the little
ones, visiting and being visited by her aunt Ruxton.
[n the cvenings the family gathered round the fireside

and the father read alond. Late in 1798 Miss Edge-
worth writes :—

This evening wy fathor has been rending out Gay’s Trivig, to our
grent entertainment, I wished very mnch. my desr punt, that you
and Sophy hed boen sitting round the fire with us. If you have
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Trivig, and if you have time, will you humour your niece o far as fo
look atit? I had much rather make a hargain with anyone I loved
4o road the ssme book with them at the same hour, thon to loock al
ho moon ke Ronssean’s famous lovers, ¢ Ahl that is bootuse wmy
{lear nece hoa no taste and no oyos.” But I assure you I am lenrning
the use of my eyes main fasl, and make ne doubt, plense Heaven I
livoto be sizty, to soe as well as mny neighbours. I am seratching
gway vory hard ot the Freeman Fomily.*

Thet Miss Edgeworth was not affected by the current
gentimentalism of the period the above remark shows,
Tndeed, her carliest letters cvince her practical straight-
forward common-sense. Romance had no place in her
pature. In 1794 she was cngaged wpon hey Lotfers
io Literary Ladies. 8ho wrote 1o her cousin

Thank my annb and thank yoursolf for kind inquirios aflor Letters
to Literary Ladies. T nm sorry lo sny thoy aro nob as woll an aan be
expocted, nor aro thoy likely to mend at prosents whon thay ave At 4o
be sean—if that happy time ovor arrives—ihoir Qrat visil shall ho to
Black Costle. Thoy are now disligured hy all mamner of erooked
marks of Papa's critice] indignation, hosides varions ahusivo murginal

notes, which I would not have you soo for half-n-crown storling, nor
my amnt for & whole orown as pure as King ioro's,

The srts of peace, as she horself expresses it, weve
going on prosperously side by side with those of war;
the disturbances, of which Miss Edgeworth continues
to write quite lightly, having become sufficiently serious
to require military intervention.

In 1795 the Letlers to Literary Ladies wore pub-
lished. Considering the time when the work was
written it showed much independence and advance of
thought, though to-day it would be stigmntiscd as
somewhat retrograde, It is nothing more than a plea
in favour of female education, repeating arguments
that of late years have been well-worn, and of which

* Afterwards changed into Patronage
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the world, for some time past convinced of the wisdom
of according education to women, no longer stands
in need. The book is interesting to-day merely as
another proof of how much Mr. Edgeworth and his
daughter were advanced in thought. They could not
be brought to the common opinion then prevalent that
ignorance was s woman’s safe-guard, that taste for
literature was caleulated to lead to ill-conduct, though
even & thinker so enlightened in many respects as
Mr. Day endorsed Sir Anthony Absolute’s dictum
that the extent of a woman’s erudition should consist
in her knowing her letters, without their mischievous
combinations,

Not even the honours of first authorship could
cause Miss Edgeworth’s private letters, then any more
than afterwards, to be occupied with herself. 1T beg,
dear Sophy,” she writes to her cousin, * that you will
not call my little stories by the sublime title of ‘my
works’; I shall else be ashamed when the little
mouse comes forth,” It is the affairs of others, the
things that it will please or amuse her correspondents
to hear, that she writes about. The tone is always
good-humoured and kindly.

Ever and again the noiseless tenor of her way was
disturbed by the insurgents. She writes, Jan. 1796 :

Yon, my dear aunt, who wera so brave when the county of Meath
-was the seat of war, must know that we emulate your courage; and
T assure you, in your own words, * that whilst ouf terrified neighbomrs
sea nightly visions of massacres, we sleep with our doors and windows
unbarred.” X must observe, though, that it is only thoso doors and
windows that have neither bolts nor bars that we leave unbarred, and
those are moro ot present than we wish even for the reputation of our
valour, All that I erave for my own part is thai if I am to have my
throat cut, it may not be by a man with his face blackened with

charcoal, I shwlllook at evory porson that comes here very closely,
4o ses if there be anv marks of chareoal npon their visages. Old
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wrinkled offenders, I shonld suppose, wonld never be ableto wash out
their stains, but in others & very clean faco will, in my mind, be a
sirong symptom of guilt,—eclean hands proof positive, and clozn nails
ought to hang a man.

In 1796 appeared the first volume of the Parent's
Assistant, 1t is agreeable to learn from a letter of
hers that she was not responsible for this clumsy title.

My {athor had sent tho Parent’s Friend, but Mr. Johnson has do”
graded it into tho Parent’s Assistant, which I dislike partioulsrly from
asgociation with an old book of arithmetic oalled the Zutors
Assistant,

The book was so successful that the publisher
expressed a wish for more volumes, to be brought out
with illustrations. Miss Beaufort, the daughtor of
a neighbouring clergyman, was entrusted with the
artistic commission, which led to an intimagy hetween
the families. Meanwhile Miss Edgeworth, stimulated
by success, continued to write new stories and to correct
and revise old ones. The Moral Tales were conceived at
this time, and tho idea of writing on Irish Bulls had
occurred to her. She was also busy upon Practical
Education. At the same fime Mrs. Elizabeth Edge-
«worth’s health, that had long been precarious, gave way,
and in November 1797, to the sorrow of all the circle,
she fell a victim to consumption. As beforo, Mr.
Edgeworth was soon consoled. It was in the direc-
tion of Miss Beaunfort that he turned his eyes. There
must certainly have been something attactive in this
man, now past fifty, three times a widower, with a
numerous family by different wives, that could induce
& young girl to regard him as a wooer. Miss Edge-
worth frankly owns that when she first knew of this
attachment she did not wish for the merriage. But
her father, with lis persuasive tongue, overcame her
objections.
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Mr. Edgeworth himsclf announced his intending
nuptials to Dr, Darwin, at the cnd of a long letter
dealing with the upas tree, frogs, agriculture, hot water-
pipes, and so forth.

And now for my piece of news, which I have kopt for the last: I
am going to be married to 2 young lady of small fortune and large
aocomplishments—eompared with my ago, much youth (not qute 30)
and more prudence—some benuly, more sense—uncommon talents,
mors tnecommon temper—hked by my family, loved by me, If I can
say all this three years hence, shall not T have been o fortunate, not to
say o wise man?

He was able to say so not only three years after, but
to the end of his life, Whatever may be thought of
Mr. Edgeworth’s many and hasty marriages, it must
be admitted that they all twrned out to the happiness
of himself and his children. Miss Edgeworth wrote 2
long letter to her future stepmother, characteristic
both of her amiable disposition, her filial piety, and her
method of regerding love. “Miss Edgeworth’s Cupid,”
as Byron observed, “ was always something of a Pres-
byterian.” 1In it she assures Miss Beaufort (who was
her junior) that she will find her “gratefully exact
en belle fille” ; a promise she fulfilled beyond the letter.

‘Within seven months of his late wife’s death, just as
public affairs were assuming a still stormier aspect,
and the nation about to burst into the rebellion of
1798, Mr. Edgeworth was once more a bridegroom.
The wedding trip of the couple took them through
the disturbed districts; they beheld rebels hidden in
the potato furrows, and passed a car hetween whose
shafts the owner had been hanged—a victim to the
“Defenders.” But in the house of Edgeworthstown
there was, as ever, peace and concord ; and the trying
situation upon which the new wife was called to cnter
was smoothed for her even by the children of the
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woman whom she had so quickly displaced in their
father’s affection.

In an incredibly short time all things and people
found themselves in their proper places, and the new
Mzs, Edgeworth soon proved herself a fitting person
to hold the reins of household government. Only a
month afler the marriage Miss Edgeworth can tell her
cousin ;

Wo ora indacd happy: the more T sea of my friand and mothaer, the
more I lovo end esioom her, and the more T facl ithe iruth of all thai
Ihave heard you apy in her praise. So little change has Dboecr made
jn the way of living, that youn would feel as if youn woro going on with
your usual occupations and convorsalion amongst us. Wo langh and
talk and enjoy tho good of ovory day, which is moro than sufficient.
How long this may last we cannet toll. T am going on in the old way,
writing stories. I cannol be a caplain of dragoons, and sitling with
my hands before me would not make any of us one dogree safer, I
have flnished a volumo of wee-wee slorios aboui the mize of the
Purple Jar, all sboul Rosamond. My father has made owr litile
rooms 80 nice for ns; they are all frosh paintoll and papered. Oh,

1shels! ok, French | spare them. Wo have nover injured you,and all
we wish is to seo averybody as happy as oursclves.

The summer passed with immunity from open insur-
tection in county Longford ; but it shortly appeared that
the people were secretly leagued with the rest of their
countrymen, and only waited the arrival of the French
to break into rebellion. Soon the whole district about
Edgeworthstown was disturbed, and in September it
was needful for the family to beat a precipitate retreat
from home, leaving it in the hands of the rebels.
Happily it was spared from pillage, thanks to one of
the invaders, to whom Mr., Edgeworth had once shown
kindness, The family were only away five days; &
battle had speedily settled the rebels snd dispersed
the Trench, whom their own allies had desorted at
the first volley. But those days, although only five
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days, seemed a life-time to Miss Edgeworth, from the
dangers and anxieties the family underwent in their
course,

By November all disturbances had so far subsided
around Edgeworthstown as to allow the family to busy
themselves with private theatricals, Miss Edgeworth
writing the play, the children acting it, the father
building the stage. At the end of the year M.
Edgeworth was returned for the last Irish Parlia-
ment, and the family went with him to Dublin. The
Union was then the hot theme of debate, the Irish
having incontestably shown themselves incapable of
home rule. Mr. Edgeworth very characteristically
spoke for the Union and voted against it, declaring
¢ that England has not any right to do Ireland good
against her will,”

In the spring of 1799 Mr., Mus,, and Miss Edge-
worth went to England and renewed their acquaint-
ance with Mr. Watt, Dr. Darwin, and Mr. William
Strutt of Derby. They also came into contact with
many literary celebrities, Mr. Edgeworth now posing
as an author upon the strength of Practical Education,
wrilten in partnership with his daughter, who was
ever not only willing but anxions that he should bear off
all the honour and glory. Among their acquaintance
was Mrs. Barbanld, for whom both father and
danghter conceived a genuine regard, and whom Mr.
Edgeworth liked the more because she was a proof
of the soundness of his belief that the cnltivation of
literary tastes does mot nccessarily unfit a woman for
her domestic duties, In London they also visited their
publisher, Mr. Johnson, an intelligent, generous, but
most dilatory man, who was then confined in King’s
Bench Prison on account of some publication held
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{rensonable, Of this Bnglish visit there are, unfov-
tunately, only two lctters preserved; one announcing
the birth of another baby into this already huge
family, the other treating of “a young man, Mr,
Davy,* who has applied himself much to chemistry,
has made some discoveries of importance, and en-
thusiastically expects wonders will be performed by
the use of certain gases.”

With the dissolution of the last Irish Parliament,
Mr. Edgeworth’s public duties came to an end, and the
quiet happy life at Bdgeworthstown recommenced its
even course, marked only by the publication of Miss
Edgeworth’s works, and by births and deaths in the
family circle,

* Afterwards Sir Humphrey Davy.
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CHAPTER V.

% PRACTICAL: EDUCATION.'-—(HILDREN'S BOOES.

Two circumstances must never be lost sight of in
speaking of Miss Bdgeworth’s writings ; the one, that
ghe did not write from the inner prompting of genius,
but rather because it had been suggested by her
father ; the other, that she wrote throughout with a
purpase in view, and by no means only for the sake of
affording amusement. To blame her, therefore, as has
been x0 often done, for being utilitarian in her aim, is
to blame her for baving aftained her goal. A minor
consideration, but one that often proves of nmo minor
weight, was the fact that Miss Edgeworth never needed
to follow authorship as a profession ; its pecuniary
results were of no moment to her, and hence she was
spared all the bittexrness and incidental anxieties of an
author’s life, the working when the brain should rest,
the imperative need to go on, no matter whether there
be aught to say or not. Her path, in this respect, as
in all others, traversed the high-roads of life. Fame
at once succeeded effort; the heart-sickness of hope
deforred was mnever hers; she was therefore neither
soured nor embittered by feeling within herself powers
which the world was unwilling or slow to acknowledge.



« PRACOTICAL EDUCATION.” 35

Tt was in 1798 that were published two large octavo
volumes, called Practical Education, bearing upon the
title-page the joint names of Richard Lovell and Maria
Bdgeworth. This was the first partnership work of
father and daughter, that literary partnership ¢ which
for so many years,” says Miss Edgeworth, *“was the
joy and pride of my life,” The book was the cutcome
of a series of observations and facts relative to children,
not originally intended for publication, registered first
by Mr. Edgeworth and his wife Honora, and after-
wards continued by Mrs. Elizaboth Edgeworth. In
consequence of Mr. Edgeworth’s cxhortations, Miss
Edgeworth also began in 1791 to note down anecdotes
of the children around her, and to write out some of
her father’s conversation lessons. The reason for
giving all this to the world was that though assertions
and theories on education abounded, facts and experi-
ments were wanting. Undaunted by the fear of
ridicule, or the imputation of egotism, Mr. Edgeworth
bade his daughter work the raw materials into shape,
blending with anecdotes and lessons the principles of
education that were peculiarly his. For this work, Miss
Edgeworth claims for her father the merit of having
been the first to recommend, both by practice and
precept, what Bacon called the experimental method
in education. My, Edgeworth, as we know, was a
disciple of the crude mechanical school of Roussean;
and though, owing to his failure with his eldest son,
he had seen the necessity of some modification, he
had never wholly abandoned it, and had imbued his
deughter with the same ideas. Happily for her, how-
ever, her earliest training had been less rigid than
that of her brothers and sisters, She thus obtained
elbow-room for that development which her father’s

g *
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formal and overloading system might have crushed.
But of this she was unconscious, and she was ready to
echo his opinions, believe in them blindly, and propa-
gate them,

The book, though prolix, dull, and prosy in part,
containing much repetition, many paltry illustrations,
many passages, such as the chapter on servants, that
might be omitted with advantage, was, as a whole, of
value, and would not even now he quite out of date.
But its chief and abiding merit is that it was a step in
the right direction; and its worth must, on that account,
be emphasised, although this was exaggerated by Miss
Edgeworth’s filial fondness. There were in those days
10 text books for the first principles of knowledge for
the young ; and though education had been a favourite
theme with all the philosophers, from Aristotle to
Locke, their systems were too remote for practical
application. The inevitable but lamentable conse-
quence was, that theories of cducation were disregarded
just by those very persons who had the training of the
young in their hands. They were pleased to sncer at
them ss metaphysics. So much space was given in
works of this nature to speculation, so little to prac-
fical application of proved and admitted truths, that
the mere word metaphysics sounded to the majority of
readers as a name denoting something perplexing and
profound, but nseless as a whole. Yet, as Miss Edge-
worth pertinently observed in her preface to Harry and
Lucy, after being too much the fashion, metaphysics
had been thrown aside too disdainfully, and their vse
and abuse confounded. Without an attentive ex-
aminetion of the operations of the mind, especially ns

developed at an early age, every attempt at systematic
education is mere working st random. The great
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merit of Mr, and Miss Edgeworth’s work may be
stated in her own words :—

Suroly it would be doing good serviee to bring into popular form
gl that metaphysicians have discovered which can be applied to
practice in education. This was early snd long my father's object.
Theo art of teaching to invent—I dare not say, but of awakening and
ngaisting the inventive power by daily exercise and excitement, and by
the apphication of philosophie prineiples to trivinl oceurrences, he
belisved might be pursmed with infinite advantage to the rising
generation.

The authors of Practical Education did not seek to
appeal to grave and learned persons like the former
writers on these themes, but to the bulk of mankind,
in whose hands, aficr all, lies their application. In
this series of somewhat rambling essays, of the most
miscellaneous description, thcre are no abstruse or
learned disquisitions, there is nothing like a process of
reasoning from beginning to end; it is essentially a
treatise for the mass. On every page there are remarks
for which previous authorities can be found; original
ideas are rare ; neverthcless the whole is expressed so
lucidly and familiarly, the entire work is so crowded
with illustrations of the simplest and most obvious
kind, that *the unwary reader can easily be entrapped
into the belief that he is perusing nothing more serious
then a lively and agreeable essay upon the tempers and
capacities of children, written by two good-patured
persons who are fond of amusing themselves with
young people.”” My, Edgeworth believed according to
the proverb, * that youth and white paper can take all
impressions,” that everything could be achieved by
education ; that, given the individual, it was possible to
meke of him whatever the instructor pleased. Of
course our present more scientific mode of thought,
our superior scientific knowledge, shows us the un.
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tenability of so dogmatic a persuasion; but it wes
characteristic of the eighteenth century, forms the
key-note to many of their edumcational experiments,
and furnishes the reason of their failures. The tames
when Mr. Edgeworth wrote and devised his doctrines
were “the good old days when George the Third was
King,” when education was at a discount, when to
have a taste for literature was to be held a pedant or
aprig. 1F Mr. Bdgeworth went too far in his earnest
advocacy of careful treining for the young of both
sexes, in his belief in the result, our modern schaol
has perheps, in the latter respect, erred on the other
side. We know now that it is out of the power of
education to change nature. Yet our scientific know.
ledge has inclined us, perhaps vnduly, to under-rate
the value of training, and to allow too much play to
the doctrine of lmissez-faire. As ever, the truth lies
in the middle; and in any case, because we are at
present going through a period of reaction, we should
refrain from sneering at those perhaps over-earnest
men, of whom Mr. Edgeworth was a type, who, in a
frivolous age, rebelled against their unthinking eon-
temporaries, It is too much the fashion to stigmatise
these men as prigs; pragmatic no doubt they were,
conceited end seif-confident, and, like all minorities,
over-ardent. Still it cannot be enough borne in mind
that the people of that period who thought, thought
more and read more thovoughly than those of to-day.
They came ta original conclusions; they did not im-
hibe so much at second-hand by means of criticism
and ready-made opinions, Of this, Miss Edgeworth
and her father were notable exsmples; to this her
letters bear abundant testimony,

In the preface to Practical Education the respective
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shares of father and danghter in the work are stated.
He wrote all relating to the art of teaching in
the chapter on tasks, grammar, classical literature,
geography, chronology, arithmetic, and mecchanics;
the rest, considerably more than half, was by her.

“The firm of Edgeworth and Co.” as Sydncy
Smith named them, had now attained literary notoricty.
Their book, on its appearance, was praised and abused
enough to render its aunthors specdily famous. Mr
Edgeworth, with his enormous family, had, of conrse,
had good opportunities of observation and experiment
in the domain of education. It was conceded that
there was much that was wise and useful in his pages
mixed with much that was absurd and dogmatic., But
the resl life and enimation for his tenets was to come
from his daughter, who was to carry them further than
they would undoubtedly otherwise have gone, and the
fact that quite two gonerations of English men and
women were instilled into Edgeworthian doctrines is
«due entirely and alone to her. She made it the businoss
of her life to illustrate the pedantic maxims of her
father, and it has been ably remarked that between
these narrow banks her genius flowed through many
and diverse volumes of amusing tales, It was with
this aim in view that The Parent’s Assistant, Harry
and Lucy, Frank and Rosamond, and Early Lessons,
those companions of the nursery, were penned. Though
not all published at this time—the continuation of
Hurry and Lucy not, indeed, until many years later—
it is convenient to treat of them all together, as they
are one in unity of thought and design.

Fully to estimate what Miss Edgeworth did for the
children of her time, and that immediatcly succeeding
it, it is needful to point out the wide contrast between
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those days and oars. To-day the best authors do not:
think it beneath their dignity to write for childven,
quite otherwise; while formerly few persons of any
literary ability condescended to write children’s.
books., In those days, therefore, nursery libraries
werc not, as now, richly stocked, and children either
did not read at all, or, if they were of a reading
disposition, read the works intended for their elders,
often, it must be admitted, with the good result, thet
a solid foundation of knowledge of the Einglish classics
was laid. Still it was only exceptional children who.
attempted these tougher tasks, most either did not read
at all or read such poor literature as was at hand. In
a series of able articles published some years ago, Miss
Yonge has traced the history of children’s books, For
a long time there were no such things, then came
some tales translated from the French and judiciously
trimmed, hesides a few original stories of more or less
merit, to which latter category belonged Goody Two-
Shoes. This was followed by the reign of didactic
works which began with Mrs. Trimmer, whose originak
impulse came from Rousseau, It was his Emile thet
had aroused the school which produced Madame de
Grenlis in France, Campe in Germany, and in England:
the Aikins, Hanngh More, the Taylors of Norwich,.
and Mr, Day. It was a famine that had to be met,.
sud much stodgy food wes devoured, many long hard
words were laborionaly spelt out, the pabulum offered:
was but too ofien dull and dreary. Realism had
inveded the nursery, strong high purpose was the
first aim in view, and entertainment was held &
secondary consideration, As for the poor dear fairies,
they had been placed under a ban by the followers of
Jew. Jacques, Fairy tales were treated as the novels.
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of childhood, and held by this school to cultivate the
heart and imagination unduly, and to arouse disgust
with the assigned lot in life, which is rarely romantic,
but consists rather of common-place pleasure and
ain,
? 'The Edgeworths’ ambition was to write the history
of realilies in an entertaining manner; they held that
it was better for purposes of education, and more
suited to the tastes of children, than improbable fiction,
The first proposition may, perhaps, be conceded, the
second scarccly. In any casc, however, Mr. Bdgo-
worth, who had a special leaning to the jejune, had a
particular dislike to this form of fiction. “'Why,” he
asked, “ should the mind be filled with fantastic visions?
‘Why should so much valuable time be lost? Why
should we vitiate their taste and spoil their appetitc
by suffering them to feed npon sweetmeats?” Even
poetical allusions, he thought, should be avoided in
books for children. On the other hand, with the happy
intuition he often displayed, he recogmised that the
current children’s books of his time erred in intro.
ducing too much that was purely didactic, too many
general reflections. He urged his daughter to avoid
these errors, to bear action in view, and that, whethey
in morals or in science, the thing to be taught should
seem to arise from the circumstances in which the
little persons of the drama were placed. He saw
that in order to prevent precepts from tiring the eye
and mind, it was necossary to make the stories im
which they were introduced dramatic, to keep alive
hope, fear, and curiosity by some degree of intricacy,
Admirably did his daughter carry out the precepts.
he thus laid down. It was Miss Edgeworth who really
inaugurated for England the reign of didactic fiction
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quite otherwise; while formerly few persons of any
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of childhood, and held by this school to cultivate the
heart and imagination unduly, and to arouse disgust
with the assigned lot in life, which is rarely romantic,
but consists rather of common-place pleasure and
ain,
! The Edgeworths’ ambition was to write the history
of realities in an entertaining manmer; they held that
it was better for purposes of education, and more
suited to the tastes of children, than improbable fiction.
The first proposition may, porhaps, be conceded, the
second scarcely. In any case, however, Mr. Bdge-
worth, who had a special leaning to the jejune, had a
perticular dislike to this form of fiction. “Why,” he
asked, *“ should the mind be filled with fantastic visions?
Why should so much valuable time be lost? Why
should we vitiate their tasto and spoil their appetite
by suffering them to focd upon sweelmeats?”  lven
poetical allusions, ho thought, should be avoided in
books for children. On the other hand, with the happy
intnition he often displayed, he rocognised that the
ourrent children’s books of his time erred in intro-
ducing too much that was purely didactic, too many
general reflections. He urged his daughter to avoid
these errors, to bear action in view, and that, whether
in morals or in science, the thing to be taught should
seem to arise from the circumstances in which the
little persons of the drama were placed. He saw
that in order to prevent precepts from tiring the eye
and mind, it was necessary to make the stories in
vhich they were introduced dramatic, to keep alive
hope, fear, and curiosity by some degree of intrieacy,
Admirebly did his daughter carry out the precepts
he thus laid down. It was Miss Edgeworth who really
ingugurated for England the reign of didactic fiction
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Though never losing sight of her aim, she also never
lost sight of the amusement of her young readers,
She rightly comprehended that only by captivating
their senses could she conquer and influence their
reason. Her children’s tales, written with motion and
spirit, were told in the simple language of the young,
She went straight to the hearts of her little readers
because thcy could understand her, they needed no
grown person to explain to them sesquipedalian words,
There is a freshness about her stories that children
are quick to respond fo, and it arises from the fact
that the children she depicts for her readers are
real. Miss Edgeworth knew what children were
like, she saw them not only from without but from
within, she had lived all her life among little
people. Their world never became a paradise from
which she was shut out. The advantages she tnus
enjoyed were as rare as tney are important for the due
comprehension of the needs of childhood, and she
utilised them to the utmost. The chicf charm of her
tales, that which makes them sui generis both now
and then, is that she not only wrote in the language
of children, but, what is even rarer, from the child’s
point of view.

There are yet among us those who owe their earliest
pleasures to Miss Edgeworth, and if of late she has
been somewhat jostled out of the nursery and school-
room because it is the tendency of the modern child to
revolt against all attempts to teach it unawares, we
are far from sure that the change is wholly for the
better. It was a just perception of this that caused
Miss Yonge to say in The Stokesley Secret that her
heroes ““would read any books that made no preten-
gions to be iustructive, but even a fact about a lion or
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an elephant made them detect wisdom in disguise and
throw it aside.” The modern child finds, it is said,
Miss Edgeworth’s tales dry; American books of a
gemi-novelistic character, rattling stories of wild ad.
venture, are preferred.

This may be so, but we cannot help thinking that,
just in these days, when the ethical standard held up
to children is not too high, a judicious admixture of
these works with Miss Edgeworth’s high-minded
stories, inculcating self-sacrifice, unselfishness, obedi-
ence, and other neglected virtues, might be of great
advantage. There are sundry of Miss Rdgeworth’s
children’s tales that arve fruly cngrossing, veritable
masterpieces of style and execution. Who is there,
no matter how advanced his age, who cannot read with
pleasure the tales of Lazy Lawrence, Tarlton, The
Bracelets, Waste not Wont not, Forgive and Forget—
& tutti quanti, Who is there whom it much disturbs
that the account of Eton Montem is not accurate, and
that perbaps there could have been mnothing more
unfortunate than to lay the scene of action of The
Little Merchants in Naples, the one spot in all the
earth where the events therein described could not
have happened ? Change the name of the locality,
the charm of the tale remains, and the absurdity is
removed. Nor must it be forgotten that children,
Jess well read than their elders, are less alive to
these blemishes, which are, after all, of no real import.
Of Simple Susan, so great a person as Sir Walter
Scott said that “when the boy brings back the lamb
to the little girl, there is nothing for it but to put
down the book and cry.” Then as to Rosamond,
who docs not feel a true affection for that impetuous,
impulsive little girl, and who is there (so greatly have
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our ideas of morality changed) that does not think that
in the matter of the famous Purple Jar, an unjustifi-
able trick was played upon her by her mother? It was
a part of the Edgeworth system to make misdirected or
mistaken desires stultify themselves; but the child
should have been informed of the nature of the jar,
snd if then she still persisted in her choice, she would
have been feirly treated, which now she is not. Frank
remains a capital book for little people, and if, occa-
sionally, Miss Edgeworth’s juvenile tales veflect too
much of the stiff wisdom of her age, these are matters
which children, not morally blasé, hardly remark. On
the other hand, there is never anything mawlkish in her
pages, she never fills the mind with yearnings for the
impossible, she never works too much upon the suscep-
tibilities, which modern child-literature so often does.
Her writings for children are certainly sui generis, not
because she has attempted what hasnever been attempted
before, but becanse she succeeded where others failed.
She made even her youngest reader comprehend that
virtue is its own reward, while avoiding the error invari~
ably fallen into by writers for the young, of representing
virtue as always triumphant, vice as uniformly punished
—a fallacy even children are quick to detect. It
has been objected to her that she checks enthusiasm,
the source of some of the noblest actions of mankind.
This is true, she has somewhat erred on the repressive
side, but her purpose was right and good. Sho saw
plainly that enthusiasm, generous in its origin, is but
too often the source of misfortuns, ill-judged effort,
and consequent disappointment. Moderation, the
duties of contentment and industry, are what she loves

to uphold ; the lower, humbler, but no less effective
virtues of existence.
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On the other hand, it is clenr, from her letters, that
she herself was not devoid of enthusiasm, and here,
again, it was probably her father’s influence that made
her exclude it from her writings. In onc of her letters
ghe says :—

Vive Denthousiaeme! Without it characters may be very snug and
comfortable in the world, but there is a degroe of happiness which

they will nover taste, and of which they have no more idea than an
oyeter can have.

Harry and Lucy falls sharply into two parts. The
esrlier portion was intended to be read before Rosa-
mond, and after Frank, the latter was the last of the
juvenile series. The work had been begun by Mr. Edge-
worth and his wife Honora, from the need of a book
to follow Mrs. Barbauld’s lessons, and as a story to
be inserted in this work Mr. Day had originally
written Sandford end Merton. Harry and Lucy was
printed, but not published. It was kept, as originally
meant, only for the Edgeworth children ; but after more
than twenty years, Mr. Edgeworth passed the work on
to his danghter, and bade her complete it and prepare
it for publication. The first portion thus came out
early in the century, while the last part did not appear
1ill 1825.

Harry and Lucy is unquestionably heavy in parts,
especially the latter half, yet first principles are well
-explained and popularised, and instruction and tale
so skilfully blended that the young reader cannot
skip the onc and read the other. The main idea
and the chief merit of these volumes, not at once
perhaps obvious, is that of enforcing in a popular form
'the necessity of exercising the faculties of children,
80 that they should be, in part, their own instructors,
and of adding to those more common incéntives to



46 MARIA EDGEWORTH.

study, which consist of rewards and punishments, the
far surer, nobler, and more effective stimulus of
curiosity kept alive by variety and the pleasure of
successful invention. It was the desire of the authors
to show with what ease the faculty of thinking may
be cultivated in children, a point on which Mis
Edgeworth insists in other of her tales. In Hamy
and Lucy arve explained simply and familiarly, some-
times in conversations between the children and their
parents and friends, sometimes in dialogue between the
children thomselves, the rudimenis of science, princi-
pally of chemistry and physies, and ihe application of
these to the common purposcs of life. And herein we
again encounter one of tho grand merits of the Edge.
worths, which we can to-day betier appreciate than
their contemporaries, They saw clearly what in their
day was apprchended only by very few, the importance

that the study of science was to acquire in the {uture.
Miss Edgeworth says :—

My fathor long ago foresaw thol the tasto for sciontific as well s
literary knowledge, which has rison so rapidly and spread so widely,
would render 1 necessary to make some provision for the early

instruction of youth in science, in addition to thoe great and suacessful
attention paid 1o clasaionl litoratures

And even apart from the immense importance of
science in our daily life, science is, of all studies, that
best suited to the growih of a child’s mental powers,
Novelty and variety are the spells of early life, and to
work these well and helpfully is the greatest good that
cen be done tp young people. Miss Edgeworth in
Harry and Lucy, 2s a wholo succeeds in rousing her
readers’ curiosityy without making them suspect design,
und avoids all idep of a task. Thus the leading prin-
cinles of science sre unfolded in familiar experiments
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which give young learners the delight they would have
in playing some interesting game, exercising their
ingenuity without tiring them. Then, having once
felt the pleasures of success, a permanent incentive
to knowledge is induced, which it remains with the
perents or tutors to improve. The books are obviously
not such as arc meant to be read at a sitting, and there-
fore con only be put into the hands of young people
with judicious care. But in the Edgcoworths’ time,
neither old nor young devoured books after the manner
of to-day. The apparently desultory and accidental
plan of the book was really designed, purpose and
moral being more skilfully disguised than is the case
with Miss Edgeworth’s tales for her equals. One
of its great charms lies in the characters of the
principal dramatis persone, whose temperaments are
exquisitely sketched, maintained, and contrasted.
Lucy, the lively, playful girl, who often allows her
imagination to go rambling far afield from her judg-
ment, a little inclined to be volatile, loving a joke, is
cousin german to Rosamond, and, like this little girl,
truly lovable. She supplies the lighter element, while
the sterner is supplied by Harry, the brother she
idolises, who is partly her companion, partly her
teacher, He has a sure and steady, rathcr than a
brilliant and rapid intellect, great mental curiosity, and
great patience in acquiring information. He is more
apt to discern differences than to perceive resemblances,
and therefore he does not always understand the wit
and fun of Lucy, which at times even provoke him.
In the conversations between them there is much
judicious sprinkling of childish banter and nonsense,
“an alloy necessary to make sense work well,” to use
Miss Edgeworth’s own expressive words. A pity that
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the ever delightful * Great Panjandrum »* therein intro.
duced is not her own, but only a quotation from alittle.
known nonsense gonius.

This sequel to Harry and Lucy was far from finding

universal favour. Sir Walter Scott wrote of it to
Joanna Baillie :~—

I hove not the pen of our friend Miss Edgeworth, who writes all
‘the while she laughs, talks, aats and drinks, and I beliave, thoughI
do not protend to be so far in the scerel, all the time she sloeps too,
She hes good Inck in having a pon which walks abt onee so un-
woariedly and so well. T de nol, however, quite like hor last book
on education (Iuiry and Lucy), oonsidored na o goneral work, She
should have limited the iitle to Jodication in Natural Philosophy,
or same such {orm, for {hare is no groal unse in {eaching children in
genoral to roof houses ar build bridgos, which, afier sll, & oarpenter
or o mason doos a great deal hotber al %a, 6d. a day. Your ordinery
Hury should bo kept to his grammar, and your Luey of most
common ogourrence would be kept employed on hor samplor, mstead
of wasting weod and cutling their fingers, which I am convinced thoy
did, though their historian says nothing of it

That both she and her father exacted much from
their pupils and readers is beyond guestion, but they
regarded this as a wholesome effort, and they were
probably right. One thing is certain; that whatever
their short-comings, Miss Edgeworth’s children’s tales
exercised a wide, deep, and lasting influence over a
long range of time, and nothing of equal or even
approximate importance arose coeval with them. It
was she who first brought rational morality to the
level of the comprehension of childhood, who taught
the language of virtue and truth in the alphabet of
the young, thus forestalling the teaching of schools
by her rare power of combining ethics with entertain-
ment. Miss Edgeworth can still with advantage and
pleasure hold her own even upon the present well-
stocked nursery book-shelves, and it might be well
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for the next generation if we saw her there a little
oftener. Better Miss Edgeworth eny day, with all
her arid utilitarianism, her realism, than the sickly
sentimental unreslities of a far too popular modern
school,
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CHAPTER VI

IRISH AND MORAL TALES,

In 1800 was published anonymously a small book
called Castle Rackrent. It professed to be a Hiber-
nian tole, taken from facts and from the manuers of
the Irish squires before the year 1782. It proved to
be 2 most entertaining, witty history of the fortunes
of an Irish estaie, told profcssedly by an illiterats,
partial old steward, who recounted the story of the
BRackrent family in his vernacular with the full confi-
dence that the affaivs of Sir Patrick, 8ir Murtagh, Sir
Kit, and Sir Condy were as intercsting to all the
world as they were to himself, Honest Thady, as this
curious but characteristic specimen of Irish good-
humour, fidelity and wrong-headedness was pleased to
call himself, having no conception of the true applica-
tion of this epithet, had certainly shown literary per-
ception, or rather his creator for him, For this was
10 other than Maria Edgeworth, who stood confessed
upon the title-page of the second edition that was
clamorously demanded within a few mounths of issue.
The confession was wrung from her because some one
had not only asserted that he was the author. but had
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actnally taken the tromble to copy out several pages
with corrections and erasures, as if it were his original
menuscript. It was in this work that Miss Edgeworth
first struck her own peculiar vein, and had she never
written anything but Castle Rackrent her fame could
not have died. It is a page torn from the national
history of Ireland, inimitable, perennially delightful,
equally humorous and pathetic, holding up with
shrewd wit and keen perception, mingled with sym-
pathetic indulgence, the follies and vices that have
cansed, and in a modified degree still cause, no small
proportion of the social miseries that have afflicted
and still efflict that unhappy land. Here are por-
trayed a series of Irish landlords with their odd
discrepancies and striking individuslities, alternately
dronken, litigious, pugilistic, slovenly, and densely
ignorant; or else easy, extravagant, and good-natured
to the point of vice; all, however, of one mind in
being profoundly indifferent to their own or their
tenants’ welfare. The sharp contrasts of the magni-
ficent and paltry that characterised their state of
- living, with the mixed confidence in a special Pro-
vidence and their own good luck that distingnished
their muddle-headed mode of thought, is forcibly held
up to view. No conclusions are drawn ; the narrafive,
which never flags or drags, is rattled off with spirit,
the abundant anecdotes are poured forth with true
Irish exuberance, while the humour of the story arises
in great measure from the sublime unconsciousness
of the story-teller to the wit, naivete, or absurdity
of his remarks, We are held spell-bound, we laugh
and weep in a breath, we are almost over-persuaded
by loyal old Thady to pardon the errors of the
family, “one of the most ancient in the kingdom,

4*
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related to the kings of Ireland, but that was before
my time.”

If there was an ullerior end in view in this story
beyond that of recording national characteristics which
she had had peculiarly good opportunities of observing,
and which she here reproduced from the life with
broad, full strokes, Miss Edgeworth has masked it so
happily that it does not obtrude itself. The society
and manmers of the Irish are painted as equally pro-
voking and endearing. The book is an epitome of the
TIrish character, * fighting like devils for conciliation,
and hating one snother for the love of God.” Never
did laughter and tears, sympathy and repugnance, lie
more closely together than in this tale. Tt is curious
to read the suthor's prefatory apology when there
are still alive, in every exasperated form, the very con-
ditions she thinks belong to a state of things rapidly
pessing away “owing to the probable loss of Irish
identity after the union with England.” The supposed
“ obsolete prejudices and animosities of race * are un-
happily still extent. Perhaps it is partly this fact that
makes Miss Edgeworth’s Irish Tales so fresh to this
day. But only in part, on their own account alone
they are delightful, and Castle Rackrent even more
than the rest.

‘We have Mrs. Barbauld’s testimony that Miss Edge-
worth wrote Cusile Rackrent unassisted by her father,
and judging how infinitely superior in spontaneity,
flexibility, and nervousness of style, force, pith, and
boldness, it is to those of her writings with which he
meddled, it is forcibly impressed upon us that Mr.
Edgeworth’s literary tinkering of his daughter’s works
was far from being to their advantage. Her next
published book was her first attempt to deal with the
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novei proper, In Belinda she strove to delincate the
follies and hollowness of fashionable life. The heroine
is rather a lifeless puppet; but the more truly promi-
nent figuro, Lady Delacour, is drawn with power and
keen intuition. A woman of gay and frivolous ante-
cedents, striving to rise into a higher atmosphere
under the ennobling influences of a pure friendship,
and finding the task a difficult one, wes no easy
character to draw or to sustain. Had Lady Delacour
died heroically, as Miss Edgeworth had planned, and
as the whole course of the story leads the reader to
expect, the book would have heen a success, But to
allow her to recover, to cause her to evolve a reformed
character after a type psychologically impossible to
one of her temperament, weakened the force of the
foregoing pages, and rendered them untrue. Again,
it s on Miss Edgeworth’s spoken testimony to
Mrs, Barbauld that we learn that she meant to make
Lady Delacour die, but that it was her father who
suggested the alteration ; and since it was a part of the
BEdgeworthian creed to believe in such simple and
sudden reformations, she accepted his counsel, to the
artistic injury of her tale. It was Mr, Edgeworth, too,
who wrote and interpolated the worthless, and high-
flown Virginia episode in which Clarence Harvey takes
to the freak of wife-training after the pattern of Mr,
Day. This incident is quite out of keeping with the
character of Clarence, who is depicted a wooden dandy,
but not a romantic fool. Those changes, willingly sub-
mitted to by Miss Edgeworth, who had the most un«
bounded belief in her father’s superior wisdom on all
points whatsoever, also mark his idiosyncracy, for
Mr. Edgeworth was a most rare and curious compound
of utilitarianism and wild romance,
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It is almost possible, in Miss Edgeworth’s works, to
venture to point out the passages that have heen
tampered with, and those where she has been allowed
free play. Thus there are portions of Belinda in which
she is as much at her best as in Castle Rackrent, or
other of her master-pieces, Who but she could have
penned the lively description given by Sir Philip
Baddeley of the fétes at Frogmore? How exquisitely is
this ill-natured fool made to paint himself, how truthful
is the picture, free from any taint of exaggeration. Sir
Philip’s endeavour to disgust Belinda with Clarence
Harvey, his manner of attempting it, and his final
proposal, is a very masterpiece of caustic humour.

Belinda was no favowrite with Miss Edgeworth, Writ-
ing to Mrs. Barbauld some years later, she says :—

Belinda is but an uninteresting personage after all. . . . I wasnot

either in Belinda or Leonora sufficiently sware that the goodness of o

heroine interests ouly in proportion to the perils and trials to which
it is exposed.

And again, after revising it for republication, she
SBYS i~

I renlly was so provoked with the eold tameness of that stisk or
stone Belinda, that I could have torn the pages to pieces; really,I
have nob the heart or the patlonce to correct her. As the hackney
coschman said, «Mend you! Better make a new one,”

Miss Edgeworth was therefore capable of gelf criti-
cism, Indeed, at no time did she set even a due value
on her own work, still less an exaggerated one. To
the day of her death she sincerely believed that all the
honour and glory she had reaped belonged of right to
her father alone. But there was yet another reason
why Miss Edgeworth never liked Belinda. She was
staying at Black Castle when the first printed copy
reached her, Beforc her aunt saw it, she contrived to
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tear out the title pages of the three volumes, and Mrs.
Ruxton thus read it without the least suspicion as to its
authorship, She was much delighted, and insisted on
reading out to her niece passage after passage. Miss
Edgeworth pretended to be deeply interested in some
book she was herself reading, and when Mrs. Ruxton
exclaimed, “Is not that admirably written?* replied,
« Admirably rcad, I think.” It may not be so very
good,” added Mrs. Ruxton, ““but it shows just the sort
of knowledge of high life which pcople have who live in
the world.” But in vain she appealed to Miss Edge-
worth for sympathy, until, provoked by her faint
acquiescence, Mrs, Ruxton at last accused her of heing
envious. “I am sorry to sce my little Maria unable to
bear the praiscs of a rival author.” This remark
made Miss Edgeworth burst into tears and show her
sunt the title-pages of the book., But Mrs. Ruxton
was not pleased, she never wholly liked Belinda after-
wards, and Miss Edgeworth had always a painful recol-
lection that her aunt had suspected her of the meanness
of envy.

In 1802 was published the Essay on Irisk Bulls,
bearing on its title page the names of father and
daughter. Its title appears to have misled even the
Irish; at least it is related that an Irish gentleman,
secretary to an agricultural society, who was much
interested in improving the breed of Irish cattle, sent
for it, expecting to find & work on live stock. 'We have
Miss Edgeworth’s own account of the genesis of the
book :—

The first design of the essny was my father’s: under the semblance
of attack, ho wished to show the Hinglish publio the eloguonce, wit,
and talents of the lower classes of people in Ireland, Working
zeslously upon the idens which he suggested, sometimes what was
spoken by him was afferwards written by me; or when I wrote my
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firnt thoughts, they woro corrocted and improvod by him; so that ne
hook waa aver writlen move completoly in partnership. On this, e
on most subjects, whether light or gevious, when wo wrote together,
it would now be diffionl, almeat impossible, to recollectk which
shoughts originally waro his and whish werp mine, All passages it
which thers are Laotin quotations or clpssienl allusions muat be his
oxclurively, becanse I am cntlvely igmorant of the laayned language,
The notes on the Dablin shos-black’s metaphorical Iangnage I reacllect
ore chiefly his.

T have hoard him tell that story with all the natural, indeseribably
Trih tones and goestures, of which written language can give bul &
feint iden. He exoelled in imitating the Irish, bocaunss he never over-
stoppad the modesty or the assurande of nature. Ho marked ex-
quisitely the happy confidenco, the shrewd wit of the people, withoud
condoscending to produce offect by carieaturs. o knew notb euly
their comic falents, but their powors of pabhos; and ofton when he
had just heard from them somo pathetle complaint, he hoa ropssted
#t"to me whils the impronsion was fresh, In the ehapbor on wit md
cloquoneo in frish Bulls thers is o apooch of a poor frooholder fo &
condidate who asked for his vabe ; this speoch was made to my father
when he was cenvassing the county of Longford. It wns ropented to
e a fow houra nfterwards, snd I wroto ib down instantly, without, I

‘believe, the varintion of a word,

The complaint of a poor widow against her landlord,
and his reply, were quoted by Camphell in his Leciures
on Eloguence, as happy specimens, under the convie-
tion that they were fictitions, Miss Edgeworth assures
us that they are * unembe]lished facts,” that her father
was the magistrate before whom the complaint and de-
fence were made, and that she wrote down the speechas
word for word as he repeated them to her, This Hssay
on Irish Bulls,though a somewhat rambling and dis-
cursive composition, is & most readable one, full of good
gtories, pathetic and humorous. Besides giving
critical and apt illustrations, the anthors did justice to
the better traits of the Irish character. It was sn
earnest vindicstion of the national intellect from the
charge of habitnal blundering, showing how blundering
is common to all countries, and is no more Irish than
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Porsian, They further proved that most so-called bulls
are no bulls at all, but often a poetic license, a heart-
spoken effusion, and that thus the offence became a
grace beyond the reach of art,

Moral Tales also saw the light in 1801. They too
were written to illustrate Practical Education, but
aimed at readers of a more advanced age than the
children’s tales ; in fact both here and elsewhere Miss
Edgeworth strove to do on a larger scale what was
achieved by the ancient form of parable, to make an
attractive medium for the instruction and convietion
of minds. It was a fancy of hers, and perhaps a
characteristic of her age, when fomale anthorship was
held in somewhat doubtful repute, that she invariably
insisted on appearing before the public under cover of |
her father’s name, He thercfore wroto for Moral Tales,
a8 afterwards for all her works, one of his ludicrously
bombastic prefaces, which, whatever they may have
done in his own time, would certainly to-day be the
most effective means of repelling readers. The stories
are six in number. Forester, The Prussian Vase, The
Good Auni, Adngelina, The Good French Governess,
and Mademoiselle Panache. Of these the plots are
for the most part poorly contrived, the narrative
hammered out invita Minerva, and, owing to their
aim, nothing capricious or accidental is permitted.
Too obviously they are the mature fruits of purpose
and reflection, not happy effusions of the fancy, and
hence also not always successful. Sometimes the
fault lay with the subject that afforded too little
scope, sometimes the moral striven after did not
admit of the embellishments requisite for a work of
sumusement. One thing, however, is certain; that
Miss Bdgeworth honestly endeavoured to combine
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entertasinment with instruction, and that, taken es a
whole, she succeeded. She did not sheller herselt
behind the saying that I est permis dennuyer en
moralités d’ici jusquw’'s Constantinople. But it is the
key to her writings, to their excellencies and their
defects, that the duty of a moral teacher was always
uppermost in her mind. Her aim was not to display
her own talents, but to make her readers substantially
better and happier, to show how easy and agreeable to
practice are high principles. Again and again she
insists, with irvefragable force, that it is the ordinary
and sttainable qualities of life rather than the lofty
and heroic ones on which our substantial happiness
depends, an insistance ncw in the domain of fiction,
which as a rule preaches other doctrines. With this
end in view she had necessarily to sacrifice some free-
dom and grace of invention to illustrate her morel
aphorisms, her salutary truths, and she yielded to the
temptation to exaggerate in order to make her work
more impressive. Her Moral Tales are a series of
climaces of instances, an enlargement of La Bruybre’s
idea, a method allowable to creations of fancy, but
not quite justifiable when applied to the probable.
Moreover, it was a feature of the 18th century, to
which in many respects Miss Edgeworth belonged,
that its tales and novels were not analytic. Psychology
based upon biology was as yet unknown, or in so
empirical a stageas to be remote from practical appli-
cation. The writers of those days depict their charac-
ters not as the complex bundles of good and had
qualities and potentialities' that even the veriest
scribbler paints them to.day,\but as sharply good or
bad, =0 that one flaw of char ter, one vice, one folly,
was made t0 be the origin of al their disasters. Itis,
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of course, always dangerous when the author plays the
part of Providence, and can twist tho narrative to suit
the moral ; but this censure applies to all moral tales,
by no matter whom. Miss Edgeworth strove to.
civilise and instruct by the rehearsal of a tale, and if
we all, from the perversity of human nature, rather
revolt against being talked to for our good, it must
ever be added in her praise that she generally allures
us and makes us listen to her maxims of right living,
Her self-imposed task was neither humble nor easy,
but one that required judgment, patience, and much
knowledge of the world; her moral wholesomeness
cennot be rated too highly or be too much commended.
Tf she ascribed too large a share of morality to the
head instead of the heart, this was the result of the
doctrines with which her father had imbued her.

The most successful of the Moral Tales is beyond
question A4ngelina. Its moral is not obtrusive,
its fable is well-construcled, the tale is told with
point, spirit, gentle but incisive satire. The senti-
mental young lady, a female Don Quixote, roaming
the world in search of an unknown friend whose
acquaintance she has made solely through the
medium of her writings, is a genus that is not extinet,
Never has Miss Edgeworth been happier than here,
when she combats her heroine’s errors, not by serious
arguments but with the shafts of ridicule. The tale
is & gem, Forester, on the other hand, for which
Mr. Edgeworth claims that it is a male version of the
same character, does not strike us in that light, nor
is it as perfoct in conception or execution. The charac-
ter of the eccentric youth who scorns the common
forms of eivilised society, and is filled with visionary
schemes of benevolence and happiness, was based, it
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would. seern, upon that of Mr, Day, and, 88 a porfrai,
was doubtless a happy one, But the hero fails o
interest, his aberrations sre simply foolish, the mesns
whereby he is redeemed too mechanical and crude, the
whole both too detailed and too much condensed tohold
our attention or to seem probable. The Good French
Governess emhodies the Edgeworthian mode of giving
lessons, which was to make them pleasures, not taska
to the papils; maxims now universally recognised and
practised, but new in the days when for little childen
there were no plessant roads to learning in the shape
of kindergiirten. The Good Aunt insists upon the
necessity of home example and instrnetion, the lack of
which no school training can supply. It is the weakest
of all the tales, and verges dangerously upon the
namby-pamby. Mademoiselle Panache, according to
Mr. Edgeworth, is “a sketch of the necessary con-
sequences of imprudently trusting the happiness of &
daughter to the care of those who can teach nothing
but accomplishments ¥ ; but which, according Yo most
veaders, will be pronounced the melancholy result of an
ignorance that could mistake an illiterate French
milliner for an accomplished French governess. Itis
unjust to lay the results of the tuition of such a per-
sonage to the cherge of that favourite scape-goat, the
frivolity of the French nation. The Prussian Vase,
a tale, again acccording to Mr, Edgeworth, « designed
principally for young gentlemen who are intended for
the bar,” is » pretty but apocryphal anecdote attri-
buted to Frederic the Great, of a nature impossible to the
mental bias of that enlightened despot. It is moreover
an enlogium of the English mode of trial by jury.
Taken as a whole, these tales may be said to enforce
the doctrine that unhappiness is more often the result
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of defects of character than of external circumstances,
Like all Miss Edgeworth’s writings, they found instant
favour and were translated into Fremch and German,
With no desire to detract from their merits, we cannot
avoid the inference that this circumstance points to a
grest lack of contemporary foreign fiction of a pure
and attractive kind,
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CHAPTER VII.

IN FRANCE AND AT HOME.

TuE peace, or rather the truce, of Amiens had induced
mony travellers to visit France. They all returned
enraptured with what they had seen of society in Paris,
and with the masterpieces of art dragged thither as the
spoils of military despofism. Letters from some of
these tourists awakened in Mr. Edgeworth a wish to
revisit France. The desire took shape as resolve after
the visit to Edgeworthstown of M. Pictet, of Genevs,
who promised the family letters of introduction to,
and a cordial welcome among, the thinkers of the land,
As txanslator of Practical Education, and as the editor
of the Bibliothéque Britannique,* in which he had pub-
lished most of Miss Edgeworth’s Moral Tules, and
detailed criticisms of both father and daughter, he had
certainly prepared the way for their favourable reception.
The tour was therefore arranged for the autmmn of
1802, a roomy coach was purchased, and in Septem-

ber Mr., Mrs., Miss, and Miss Charlotte Edgeworth,
started for their continental trip,

* Miss Edgeworth ervoneously, but persistently, spesks of this
publication as the Journal Britunnique,
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The series of letters Miss Edgeworth wrote home
during this time are most entertaining, vnaffected,
sprightly, and graphie. She often sketchesa character,
» national peculiarity, with a touch, while on the
other hand, she does not shirk detail if only she can
succeed in presenting a vivid picture of all she is
beholding to those dear ones at home who are debarred
from the same onjoyment. Carnarvon, Bangor,
Etraria, and Leicester were visited on the way out,
At Leicester Miss Edgeworth had an amusing adven-
ture :i—

Hondsome town, good shops. Walkod, whilst diunor was gething
rendy, to & cirenlating library. My [athor asked for Belinda, Bulls,
&o.: found they were in good repute; Castle Rackrent in beilor—iho
others often borrowed, but Castle Racksent often bought, Thoe book-
geller, an open-hearted man, bogged us to look at a book of poems
just published by a Leicestor lady, o Miss Waits. I recollocied to
have seen some yonrs ago a specimon of this Indy’s proposed irans-
lation of Tasso, which my father had highly admired, Ie 10ld the
bookseller that we wonld pay our rospocts lo Miss Wailts, if it would
be agreeable to her. When wo had dined, we sot oubt with our
enthusiastic booksellor. We were shown Ly the light of s lanthorn
along a very narrow passage between high wells,to the door of a decent-
looking honss: s maid-servant, candle in hand, received ms. *Be
plensed, ladies, to wall upstairs.” A neatish room, nothing extra-
ordinary in it except the inhabitants—DMrs. Watts, a tall, black-ayed,
prim, dragon-looking woman in the back-ground; Miss Watis, & tall
young lady in white, fresh colour, fair, thin, oval face, rather pretty.
The morment Mra. Bdgeworth entered, Miss Watts, taking her for the
anthoress, darted forward with arms, long thin arms, outatretched to
their utmost swing. ¢ Oh, what an honour this ia!” each word and
syllable rising in tone till the last reached & scream, Insload of
umbracing my mother, as her fivst action threatened, sho started back
to tho farthest end of the room, which was not light enough to show
her nttitudo distinetly, but it seemed to be intended to express the
receding of awe-struck admiration—stopped by the wall. Charlotie
and I passed by unnoticed, and seaied ourselves, by the old lady’s
desire; she, aftor many twistings of her wiists, elbows and »peck, all
of which appeared to be dislocated, ized herself in her arm-chair,
resting her hands on the black mahogany splayed elbows, Her
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person was no socner at rest than her eyes and all her fontures hegan
to move in all directions. She looked like a norvous and suspieious
poreon eloctrified. She seemed fo be the acting pertner in this house,
to waich over her treasure of a daughter, to supply her with worldly
wisdom, to look upon her a8 & phonix, and—scold her.

Miss Watts wans all cestasy and lifting up of hands and eyes,
spoaking always in that loud, shrill, theatrical tone with which a
puppet-master supplies his puppets. I all the time saf like & mouse,
My father agked, « Which of those ladies, madam, do you think is
your sister-authoress? ” I am no physiognoreist”—in g screoch—
¢ but I do imegine that to be the lady,” bowing, as she sat, almost {0
the ground, and pomting to Mrs, Edgeworth. “No; guoss again”
% Then that must be sho,” bowing to Charlotte. *“No.” ¢ Thon thig
lady,” looking forward to see what sort of an animal I was, for she
had never seen me till this instant. To make me some mmends, she
now drow her chair close to me, and began to pour forth proises;
% Lady Delacour, oh! Letters for Literary Ladfes, oh!”

Now for the pathetic part. This poor girl sold a novel in four
volumes for ten guiness to Lano, My father is afraid, though she
has considarable talents, to recommend her to Johnson lest she should

not answer! Poor girl! what a pity she had no friend to direct her
talents! How much she made me fesl the value of mine!

After a trip through the Low Countries, the
travellers entered France and rveceived many civilities
in all the towns they passed through, thanks to the
fact that the Bibliothéque Britannique was taken in
every public library. At Paris the Edgeworths were
admitted into the best society of the period, which
consisted of the remains of the I'rench nobility, and of
men of letters and science, The old Abbé Morellet,
‘ respected as one of the most reasonable of all the
wits of France,” the doyen of French literature, was a
previous acquaintance. By his introductions and those
of M. Pictet, added to the prestige of their own names
and their relationship to the Abbé Edgeworth, the
most exclusive houses were opened to the family, and
they thus became acqusinted with everyone worth
knowing, among whom were La Harpe, Madame de
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Genlis, Kosciusko, Madame Recamier, the Comte de
Segur, Dumont, Suard, Camille Jordan. Tn all circles
the subject of politics was carefully avoided ; the com-
pany held themselves aloof, and wilfully ignored the
important issucs that were surging around them ; their
conversation turned chiefly on new plays, novels, and
critical essays. As is usual in such small circles with
limited interests, a good deal of mutual admiration was
practised, and the Bdgeworths received their due share.

Atthe Abbé Morellet’s Miss Edgeworth met Madame
d’Oudinot, Roussean’s “Julie.” This is her impres-
sion :—

Julie 18 now seventy-lwo yoars of age, & thin woman in 2 little
black bonnet; she appeared to mo shockingly ugly; she squints
g0 much that it is impossible to tell which way she is looking; but
no sooner did I hear her spoak than I bogan to like her, and no
sooner was I seatod beside her than I began to find m her
countenance a mosf benovolent and agreeable expression, She
entered into conversation immediatoly; her manner inviled and
aquld nat fail ta ablain coufldenca. $he eeeray on goy sad opeus
hearted as a girl of fifteen, It has boen said of her that she not enly
naver did any harm, but never suspected any. Sho is possessed of
thet art which Lord Knaimes said he would prefer to the flnest giff
from the quoen of the fairies: the axt of scizing the best side of every
object. She hns had great misfortunes, but she has still retainod the
power of making herself and her frionds happy. Even during the
borrors of the Revolution, sf she met with a flower, a buttorfiy, an
agrovable smell, o protty colour, she would turn her atfontion to
these, and for a moment suspend tho sense of misery—nol from
frivolity, but from real philosophy. No one has exortod themselves
with more energy in the service of her friends, I felt in her company
the delightful influence of a choerful ,femper and soft, attractive
manners,—enthusiasm whieh age eannot extingnish, and which spends,
but does not weste itself on small but not trifling objocts. I wish I
could at seventy-two be such o woman! She told me that Rousseau,
whilst he wae writing so flnely on eduncation, and leaving his own
children in the Foundling Hospital, dofended himself with so much
eloquence thet even those who blamed him in their hoarts couldgaue®
find tongues to answer him, Once at dinner at Madame d’Otﬁ
there was o fine pyramid of frmit, Rousseau in helping

Al
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ook the poach which formed the base of the pyramid, and the res
fell immediately., ¢ Roussenn,” said sho, “ihat is what you alwaye
do with all our systoms: you pull down with a single touch;
bubt who will build up what you pull down?” I asked if he wae
grateful for all the kindness shown to him? “No,he was ungrate-
ful; he had a thousand bad qualities, but I turned my aitention
from them to his genius and the good ho had done mankind.”

La Harpe was visited in his own home :—

Hao lives in a wretched houso, and wo went up dirty stairs, through
dirty passagos, whero I wondored how fine ladies’ trains and nosos
could go ; and were roceived in & dark, amall den by the philosopher,
or rather Dévot, for hoe spurns the namo of philosophoer. IIo was in a
dirby, reddish night-gown, and very dirty night-cap bound round the
forchead with a supeilativoly dirty, chaocolate-coloured ribbon.
Madamo Recamier, the heautiful, the elegant, robed in white satin,
‘rimmed with while fur, seated herself on the olbow of his arm-char,
and bagought lim to repeat his verses. Charlotte has drawn a picturs
of this scene,

L
An intercsting visit was also paid to Madame de
Genlis :— S2/3%)

She had previounsly written to say she would be glad to be personally
aequainted with Mr, ond Miss Bdgawerth, She lives—whara do goo
think P~—where Sully used to live, at the Arsenal. Buonsparte has
given her apartments there. Now, I da not know whet you imegine
in reading Sully’s memoirs, but T always imagined that the Arsensl
was one large building with a fagade to if, like a very lnrge hotel or
a palaas, and I fancied it was somewhere in the middle of Paris. On
the contrary, it is quite in the suburbs. We drove on and on, and sb
last wa eame to & heavy archway, like what you see at the entrancetoa
fortified town. We drove under it for the length of three or fonr yards in
total darkness, and then we found ourselves, aa well as we could see by
tholight of somo dim lamps, in & large square court surrounded by build-
inga: here we thonght we were Lo alight. No suchthing: tho coach-
man drove anfder another thick srehway, lighted at the entrance by o
single Inmp., 'We found ourselves in another court, and still we went
on, archway afier archway, court aftor court, in all which roigned
desolato silonce. I thought the srchways and the courts and the
desclate silence would nover end. At Iast the conchman stopped, aud
avkod for tho tenth time whero the lady lived. It is excessively
diffioult to find people in Parie; we thought the names of Madame do
Geonlia and the Araenel would have heen suflcient; but the wholo of
this congregation of courts end gnteways and houses is called tho
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Arsenal; and hundrods and hundreds of pooplo inhabit it who ave
probably perfect strangers to Madame do Genlis. At the doors whore
our conchman enquired, some answered that they knew nothing of
her; some that she lived m the Fauhowrg Si Germain; others
holieved ihat she might bo at Passy; othors had heard thet she had
apartments given to her by the Government somewhere in the
Arsenal, but could not tell where. ‘While the coachman thus begged
his way, we, enxiously looking out at im from the middle of the
greet squaro where wo were left, listoned for the answers that were
given, snd which often from tho distance escaped our cars. At last o
door protty near to us opoued, and our coachman’s head and hat wore
Mluminated by the cendle held by the porson who opened ihe door;
znd as the two figures parted from each othor, wo counld distinctly ses
the exprossion of the countenances and their lips move. The result
of this parley was succossful: we were directed to the lhouse where
Madame de (enlis lived, and thought all difficulties ended. No such
thing: her apailments were still to be sought for. Wo saw beforo ns
o large, orooked, ruinous stono staircaso, lighted by a single bit of
candle honging in e vile {in lantern, in an anglo of the bare wall at
the tarn of the stairease—only just light enough to sce that the walls
were bare and old, and tho stairs immoderately dirty. There ware
no signs of the place being inhabited oxeepl this lamp, which counld
not have been hghted without hands. I stoed still in melancholy
astonishment, while my father groped his way into a kind of porter’s
lodge or don at the foot of the stairs, where he found a man who was
porter to varions people who inhabited this house. You know the
Parisinn houses are inhabited by hordes of different people, and the
stairs are in fact stroets, and dirty streets, to their dwellings. The
porter, who was neither obliging uor intelligent, carclossly seid that
« Madame de Genhs logeait au seconde & gauche, guil faudrait tiver sa
sonnette”—he bolieved she was at home if she was not gone cut. TUp
we went by ourselves, for this portor, though we wore strangers, and
pleaded that we were so, naver offered to stir a step to gmde or to
light us, When wo got to the sccond stage, we finally saw, by the
light from the one candle at the fArst landing-place, two dirty large
folding-doors, one set on the right and one on the left, and having on
ench a bell no larger than what you see in the small parlonr of a
small Enghsh inn. My father pulled one bell and waited some
minutes—no answer; pulled the other bell and waited—no answor ;
thumped at the lefl door—no answer; pushed and pulled at it—counld
not opon ib; pushed open one of the right-hand folding-doors—utter
darkness ; ‘wont in as well an we could feel—thore wns no furnitnre,
Aftor we had been there a fow seconds, we could discern the bare
walls and some strange lumber in one corner, The Toom was a

5*
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prodigious height, like an old play-house, and wo wont down again to
the stupid or aurly porter. Ile came upsinirs very unwillingly, and
pointed to & deep recess botween the stars and the folding-doors:
¢ Alle=! voilic la porte; tirez la sonnette” He and his oandle went
down, and my futher had just {ime to seize iHo bandle of the bell,
when wa wore again in darknoss. Afier 1inging this feeble boll, wo
presenily heard doors open and little foolsteps approaching mgh,
The door was oponed by a girl of about Honora’s sizo, holding an ill-
set-np wavering candle in hoer hand, the light of which fell full upon
her face and figure. Tlor face wos romarkably intelligent, durk
sparkling eyes, dark hair, cmled in the most fashionable long cork-
screw ringlels over her oyos and cheelts. She parbed the ringlets to
{ake a full view of ug, and we were equelly impatient 1o lake o full
view of her. The droess of her figuro by no meana suited the head
and the elogance of her attitndo, What hor ¢ nother weeds” might
be we could not dislinotly see, but they scemed to be a coarse, shork
petticoat, like what Molly Bristow's children would woar, not on
Sundays; a woollen grey spencer above, pinned with a single pin by
the lapels taght across the neck under the chin, and open all below.
After surveying us and hearing that our name was Edgoworth, she
smiled graciously, and bid us follow her, saying, © Maman est chez
elle,” She led the way with the grace of a young lady who has bewu
taught to dance, across two anle-chambers, misorable-looking, but,
miserable or not, no hounse in Paris can bo withont them. Tho girl,
or young lady, for we wore still in doubt which to think her, led us
into & small room, in which the candles were so well scrsened by s
greon tin screen that wa could secarcely distinguish the tall form of &
lady in black who rose from her arm-chair by the fireside as the door
oponad ; o grent pufl of smoke came from the huge fireplace at the
same moment. She came forward, and we made our way towards
her as well ag wa aculd through o donfusion of tables, chairs, and
work-baskets, china, writing-desks and inkstands, and bird-cages,
and & harp. She did not speak, and as her back was now turned to
both fire and candle I could not see her face, nor anything but the
outline of her form and her attitude. Hor form was the remains of
a fine form, and her attitude that of & woman nsed to a better drawing-
room, I, being foremost, and she silent, was compelled o spesk to
the fiyure in darkness: « Madame de Genhs nous & fait I'honneur de
nous mander qu'elle voulait bien nous permetive da lui rendre visite, et
da Iui offrir nos respects,” said I, or words to that effect; to which she
roplied by taking my band, and saying something in which ¥ charméee”
was tho most intolligible word,  Whilst sho spoke she looked over my
shonlder as my father, whose how, I prosume, told her he was &
gentleman, for sha spoke to bim immedintely as if sho wished te
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please, and seated us 1n fautenils near the fire. I ihon had a full view
of her faco and figure. Sho looked like the full-longth pictmo of my
great-grandmothor Bdgeworth you mey have seon in tho garroi, very
thin and molancholy, but her face not so handsome as my grand-
mother’s ; dark oyes, long sallow cheeks, compressed thin lips, two
or ihroe black ringlots on a high forehead, a eap that Mrs Grier
might woar—altogother an appearance of fallen forlumes, worn-out
health, and excessive but guarded irritability. To mo there was
nothing of that engnging, captivating manner which I had been taught
to expech by many even of her ensmics. She scomed fo me o bo
alive only to literary quarrels and jenlousies; the muscles of her face
as ghe spoke, or my father aspoke to her, quickly and too emsily
exprossod hatred and anger whonever any not of hier own party were
mentioned. She is now, you know, devofe acharnde. When I
mentioned with some enihusissm the good AhbE Morellet, who has
writton so courageously in favour of the French exiled nobility and
their ohildven, she answored in a sharp voico, ¢ Oui, cest un homme
de beaucoup d'esprit, & ce quon dit, & ce gue jo crais méme, mais il
faut vous apprendre qu'il west pas des Nétres.” My father spoke of
Pamels, Lindy BEdward Fitzgorald, and oxplained howhoe had defonded
her in the Irigsh House of Commons, Instond of being pleased and
touched, her mind instantly diverged into an elahorate and artificial
exoulpation of Lady REdward and herself, proving, or attempting to
prove, that sho never know any of hor husband’s plans; that she
uttorly disapproved of them, at lenst of all she suspected of thom,
This defence was quite lost npon us, who never thought of attacking ;
but Madame de Gonlis seems to have beon so much used to be
stiackod that she has dofencos and apologies ready prepared, suited.
to all possibilo occasions. She apoke of Madame de Stail's Delphine
with detestation ; of another new and fashionable novel, Amédlie, with
abhorrence, and kissed my forohead twice because I had not rend it,
“ Vous autres Anglaises, vous étes modestes!” Where was Madame de
Genlis’ sense of delicacy when she penned and published Les Chevaliers
du Cigne? Forgive, my doar Aunt Mary. You bogged me to see her
with favourabloe eyes, and I wont to ses her after soeing her Rosiére
de Salency, with the most favourable dispesition, but I could not Iike
her. There was something of malignity in her countenance and
conversation that repelled love, and of hypocrisy which annihilated
estooms and from lime to time I saw, or thought I saw, through the
gloom of her comutenance, a gleam of ooquelry.* Bui my father

* A contemporary epigram ran thus:—
% La Genlis se consume on offorts superflus,
La vertu n'en vent pas; le vice n'en veut plus.”
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judgos much moro £avourably of hor than I do; she evidently ek
paing la plense him, and he sxys he is surs sho1s o person aver whe
mind ho conld gain gread sscendancy. He thinks bor s woman of
violent passions, unbridled imagmation, snd ill-tempered, but mot
malevolont ; one who haa boen so torn to plocos thab sho now twm
upon her enemiss, and longs to tenr in bor tnrn. Ho says sho by
cortainly greal powers of plensing, though I cartainly nelther saw noe
folt them. But you know, my dear aunt, thut I am not famous for
judging sanely of strangers on o flveb vists, and Tuiight be prejudicsd
or mortified by Madame do Gonlis assuring me thab she had never
ead anything of mine exoept Belinda, had hourd of Practice! Edue.
tion, and heard it mueh proissd, bub had never soen it. Bhe hes fus
published an additional volume of her Lesits Romans, in which thore
aro some boautiful astorios; bub you wmusl nob ozpoch snother
Mudemoiselfs ds Clermont—one such story in an ogo in as much 29 ons
san reasonably expoct.

I had almost forgotien o tell you thnt the litilo girl who shoved
ut in i 2 glrl whom sho i educnting. % Elle wuppelle Maman, mois
efle west pas me fille” The manuer i whieh this litilo glel apoke to
Madamo do Goulis, and looked at her, appenrod to me more in her
nvour than anylhing dlse, She eoxtmuly spuke bo hor with fresdom
and fondnoss, and withoot any affoctation. [ went to look sb whit
the child wes writwngs sho was transleiing Derwin's Zoonomis. 1
rond some of the franslation, it wns excollont; she was, I think she
80id, ten yenrs 0)d, Itis cortain thet Madame de (enlis mads the
prosent Duke of Orleans # suoh an excellont mathematician that when
he wag, duing his omigratiom, in dwstross for bread, ho taught
mathematios as a professor in one of the German universities. If we
could ses or convevas with one of har pupils, and hear what thoy
think of her, wa should be akle to form o better judgment than from
oll that her books and her enemios say for or against ber, 1 say ber
books, uot her friends and enemies, for I four she has no frisnds to
plead for ber except her books. T never meb anyene of say party
who was her friend, This strikes me with real melancholy, to 888 &
woman of the firat talents in Burops, who had lived and shone inthe
gay court of the gayest natlon in the world, now descrted and forlorn,
Hving in wretehod lodginge, with some of the picturas and fnory—the
wrock of her fortones—before har oysa; without seciety, withond &
single friond, admired—snd dospised ; she lived literally in spite, nob
n pity, Her cruelty in drawing a profligato charactor of the Quest

* Alterwords King Lionis Philippe, 1% was at & Swise school tha
o tavght, not ab a German university,
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affer her sxeoution, in Les Chovaliers du Cigne; hor lakiug her pupils ab
the boginning of the Revolution to tho revolulionary elubs; her con-
pection with the late Duke of Orleans, and her hypoerisy about it; her
insisting on being governess to s childron when the Duchess did nob
wish it, and its boing eupposed thet it was she who instigated tho
Duke in all his horrible conduct; and, more than all the rest, her
own sttacks and apologies, have brought her into all ihis isolated
stato of reprobution. And now, my dear aunf, I have told you
all T know, or have heard, or think ehout her; and perhaps I
have tired you, but I fancied that it was a subjeet particularly
mboresting to you; and if T have been mistaken, youn will, with
your ususl good naturs, forgive me and sey, ¢ I am sure Maria meant

1 kindly.”

While at Paris, at the mature age of thirty-six,
there happened to Miss Edgeworth what is said to be
the most important episode in a woman’s life,—she fell
in love. 'The object of her affections was a M. Kdel-
crantz, a Swede, private secretary to the King,
whose strong spirited character and able conver-
sation attracted ber grcatly, She had not, however,
reasoned concerning her feelings, and never realized
either how strong they were or dreamed that they wonld
be reciprocated. Knowing herself to be plain and, as
she dcemed, unattractive, and being no longer young,
it did not occur to her that any man would wish to
merry her. ‘While writing a long, chatty letter to her
aunt one day in December, she was suddenly inter-
rupted by his visit and proposal :—

Hers, my dear aunt, I was interrupted in a manner that will surprise
you 2§ much as it surprised me, by the coming in of Monsicur Edel-
orantz, a Swodish gentlemsn, whom we have mentioned to you, of
suporior understanding and muld maenners: he came to offer me his

hand and heart 11

My heart, you msy suppose, cannot retwrn his attachmont, for I
have soen very little of him, and have not had time to form any
judgment, excopt that I think nothing could tempt me to leave my
own dear frionds and my own country to live in Sweden. My dearest
aunt, I write to you the first moment, 28, next to my father and
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mother, no person in the world feels so mmoh intorest in all thet
concerns me. I need not toll you that my father,

“ Such in this moment as in all the past,”

is kindness itself—kindness far suporior to what I deserve, but I am
grateful for it

A few dayslater she writes to her cousin ;—

I take it for granted, my dear friend, that you have by this time
seen u lettor T wrolo a few days ago to my aunt. To you, as to her,
avery thought of my mind is open. I peraistin refusing to leave my
eountry and friends to live ai the court of Siockholm. And he tells
mo (of courns) that there is nothing ho wonld not sncrifico for me
except his duty ; he has boeon =1l hia lifo in tho sorvico of 1the King of
Sweden, has plases undor him, and is actually employed in collesting
information for a largoe politienl establishment. Ho thinks himself
bound m honour to finish whai he has bognn. He saya he should nob
fenr the ridienle or blame thai wonld be thrown upon him by bis
countrymon for quitting his couniry at his age, but thet he wonld
despisc himself il he abandoned his duly for any passion, This s all
vory reasonable, but rensonable for him only, not for me, and I have
never felt anything for him but esteem and gratitude,

Mrs. Bdgeworth supplements these letters in the
unpublished memoir of her step-daughter, which she
wrote for her family and nearest friends. She says :—

Even after her return to Edgeworthstown, it was long before Maria
recovered the clasticity of her mind, She exerted all her powers of
self-command, and turned bher aftention to everything which her
father euggosted for her to write, Bub Leonora, which she began
mmediwtely after our return home, was written with the hape of
plensing the Chevalier Bdelerantz ; it was written in a style which he
liked, and the idea of what he would think of it was, I beliave, present
to hor in every page she wrote. She never heard that he had oven
read it. From the time thoy parted at Paris, there was no sorl of
communiration between them; and beyond the chance which bronght
ns sometimes info company with travellors who had beon in Swedon,
or tho casnnl mention of M, Bdelorantz in tha nowspapers or scientifle
jowrmals, we never beard more of one who had been of such suprome

interest to her, as to us all at Paris, and of whom Maria continned fo
hove all her life the most romantic recollaction.

Miss Iidgeworth’s self-control was manifested at
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once—in none of her other letters does the matter
recur, they are as chatty and lively as ever; but the
incident throws much light both upon her character
and the precepts of repression of feelings she loved to
inculeate. She had not merely preached, but practised
them.

In January 1803 Mr, Edgeworth suddenly received a
peremptory order from the French Government to quit
Paris in twenty-four hours, and France in fifteen days.
Much amazed, he went to Passy, taking Miss Edge-
worth with him, and quietly awaited the solution of
the riddle. It proved that Bonaparte bclieved him to
be brother to the Abbé Edgeworth, the devoted friend
of Louis XVI,, and not till it was explained to him that
the relationship was more distant was Mr, Edgeworth
allowed to return. The cause for the order, as for its
withdrawal, was petty. 'The Edgeworths’ visit was,
however, after all, brought to an abrupt conclusion.
Rumours of imminent hostilities began to be heard and
though the reports circulated were most contradictory,
Mr. Edgeworth thought it wise to be ready Lor departure,
It was decided that M. Le Breton, who was well-
informed about Bonaparte’s plans, should, at a certain
evening party, give Mr. Edgeworth a hint, and, as he
dared neither speak nor write, he was suddenly to put
on his hat if war were probable. The hat was put on,
and Mr. Edgeworth and his family hurried away from
Paris. They were but just in time. Mr. Lovell Edge-
worth, who was on his way from Geneva, and never
received his father’s warning letter, was stopped on his
journey, made prisoner, and remained among the
détenus til} 1814,

After a short stay in London, the family went to
Edinburgh to visit Henry Edgeworth, who had shown
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signs of the family malady. Here they spent an agree.
able time, seeing the many men of learning who iy
those days made Edinburgh a delightful residence,
‘Warm friendships were formed with the Alisons, the
Dugald Stcwarts, and Professor Playfair.

Returned to Bdgeworthstown, Miss Edgeworth set to
work industriously to prepare for the press her Popular
Tales, and write Leonora and several of the T'ales of
TFashionable Life. She excried all her powers of scll-
command to throw her energy into her writing, and
to follow up every suggesiion made by her father;
but it was clear to those who observed her closely, that
she had not forgotten the man of whom, all her life,
she retained a tender memory. It was long before
ghe thoroughly recovered her elasticity of spirits, and
the mental struggle did not pass over without leaving
its mark. Early in 1805 Miss Edgeworth fell seriously
ill with a low, nervous fever; it was some while
before she could leave her room, read, or even speak.
As she got better, she liked 1o be read to, though scarcely
able to express her thanks. The first day she was really
convalescent was destined to mark an era in her life.
While she was lying on the library sofa, her sister
Charlotte read out to her T'he Lay of the Lust Minstrel,
then just published. It was the beginning of Miss
Edgeworth’s enthusiastic admiration of Scott, which
resulted in a warm friendship between the two authors.

From the time of the Edgeworths’ return, Ireland
had been agitated with the fears of a French invasion,
and Mr. Edgeworth once more exerted himselfto estab-
lish telegraphic communication across the country. As
usual, his family joined him in his pursuits, and Miss
Edgeworth, with the rest, was kept employed in copy-
ing out the vocabularies used in conversations. The
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year 1804 was almost engrossed by this. Nevertheless,
she found time to write Griselds at odd moments in her
own room. Her father knew nothing either of the
plan of the book or of its execution, and she sent it on
ber own account to her publisher, Johnson, with the
request to print the title page of a single copy without
her name, and to send it over to Mr. Edgeworth as a
new novel just come out. Miss Sneyd, who was in the
secret, led him to peruse it quickly. He read it with
surprise and admiration, and feeling convinced that
Miss Edgeworth had not had the actual time to write
it, and yet sceing it was like her style, he fancied his
daughter Anna (Mrs. Beddoes) must have written it
to please him. When at last he was told that it was
by his favourite daughter, he was amused at the trick,
and delighted at having admired the book without know-
ingits anthor. This was one of the many little ways in
which the Edgeworths loved to please one another. A
happier, more united household it would be hard to
find among circumstances fraught with elements of
domestic discord—the children and relatives of four
wives, of the most diverse characters and tastes, living
peaceably under one roof. Vitality, unwearying activity
free from restlessness, distingnished most of its mem-
bers, and especially the father and eldest daughter.
Nor was there anything prim or starched in the home
atmosphere ; though ethically severe and maintained at
a high levcl of thought, gaiety, laughter, and all the
lighter domestic graces prevailed. Miss Edgeworth’s
letters reflect a cheerful, united home of the kind she
loves to paint. Like many united families, the Edge-
worths were strong in a belief in their own relations,
they had the clan-feeling well developed. Not a
member went forth from the paternal nest but was held.
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in constant remembrance, in constant intercouvse with
home, and it was usually Miss Edgeworth's ready pen
that kept the link wellknit. Hence the large number
of her family letters extant, many of which have ng
scparate interest for the world, but which, taken as o
whole, refiect both her own unselfish personality, and
the busy life of young snd old around her. Inher
letters she never dwells on troubles; they overflow with
spirits, life, and lLope. As they are apt to be long and
diifuse, it is not easy to quote from them ; but every one
presents a nature that beat in unison with all thetis
noble and good. She was alive to everything around
her, full of generous sympathies, enthusisstic in her
admiration of all that had been achieved by othem,
Her praises came fresh and warm from s wam
and cloquent Ivish heart. That these utterances are
toned down and tawmed in her books, is yet another
proof how the need to illustrate her father’s ulterior
aims cramped her in the expression of her feelings. His
mind, though she kuew it not, was inferior to hers, and
though it was in some respects like her own, it yot
hung heavy on the wings of her fancy. In later life she
wrote 1more letters to acquaintances than at this time.
In these years she says to a friend who upbraided her
for not writing oftener :—

T do not carry on what iz callsd a rogular correspondenca with
anyhody except with one or two of my very nearsst relations, And
it {s best to tell you the plain truth, that my father partienlarly dis-

Tikes to 5ee me writing letters ; therofore I write as few as I possibly
eAD,

OF herself she speaks least of all, of her writings
seldom, and when she does, but incidentally. Without
certainly intending it, she painted herself when she writes
of Mrs. Emma Granby (“the modern Giriselda’’) i—

Al her thonghts were intent upon making her friends happy. Sho

LS
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seered to Hvo in them more than in horself, and from sympathy rose
the greatost plensure and pain of her cxistence. Her sympathy was
not of that usoless kind which is called forth only by the elegant
fetitions sorrows of a horoine of rorance; hers was ready for all the
aceastons of real lifo; nor was it to be easily chocked by the imper-
{ections of those to whom sho could be of sorvice.

It is one of the most delightful features in Miss
Edgeworth, that in her the dignity of the aunthor is
sustained by the moral worth of the individual, a com-
bination unhappily not common.

Visits to and from neighbours or friends, more or
less eminent, visits from nephews and nieces, letters
from all quarters of the globe, prevented the life at
Edgeworthstown from ever becoming stagnant, cven if
4 home so full of young people could have been devoid
of life, Then, too, though the Edgeworths kept them-
selves aloof from polities, the coursc of public affairs
did not always hold aloof from them, and at various
times the disturbed statc of Treland caused them dis-
comfort and fears. Sorrows and sickness, too, did not
refrain from entering that happy home. There were
the usual juvenile illnesses, there were births, there
were sicknesses among the elder branches. In 1807
Charlotte, the darling of the family, died after much
suffering, a vietim to hereditary consumption. In 1809
Mr. Edgeworth himself was seriously ill, and Henry’s
health, too, became so precarious that it was needful
to send him to Madeira. For a long time it seomed
likely that Miss Edgeworth would go out to nurse him,
but the project fell to the ground ; and a few years later
this brother, her especial nursling, also died of pul-
monary disease,

The sorrow for Charlotte’s death cast a cloud over
all the year 1807. Duringits course Miss Edgeworth’s
greatest pleasure was the planting of a new garden her
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father had laid out for her near to her own room, thet
had been enlarged and altered together with soms
alterations to the main building. She was at all times
an enthusiastic gardener, finding pleasure and health
in the pursnit. “My garden adds very much to my
happiness, especially as Honora and all the children
have shares in it,” Then, too, Miss Edgeworth was
kept constantly employed attending to the affaira of
the tenants; no rapid, easy, or routine task in Irelend,
Thus she writes on one occasion :i—

This being May-Day, one of tho wettest I have ever seen, I have
beon regaled, not with garlands of May flowers, but with the logal
pleasures of the season: I have heard nothing but giving notices to
quit, taking possession, ejectments, flittings, &s. What do you think
of a tenont who took one of the nice new houses in this town, and
1oft it with every lock forn off ths doors, and with a large stons, snch
as Jobn Langan* conld not lift, driven actually through the boarded
floor of the parlounr? The brute, howover, is rich; and if he does
not die of whitky bofore the lnw can got its hand into his pocket, be
will pay for this waste.

No wonder she once sighs, “I wish I had time to
write some more Early Lessons, or to do half the
things I wish to do.” With the calls on her time,
domestie, philanthropia, and social, it is only amazing
that she wrote so much. Her method of working is
described by herself in some detail. From its very
nature it could not fail to induce a certain stiffness
and over-anxious finish, She says :—

TWhenever I thought of writing anything, I always told my father
my fAirst rough plans ; and always, with the instinct of a good critis,
he nsed to fix immodiatoly upon that which would best answer the
purpose. * Sketch that, and show it to me.” The words, from the

* John Liangan was the steward ; in face and Agure the prototype
of Thady in Castle Rackient
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oxperience of his sagacity, naver iniled to inspive me with hopo of
success. Ii was then sketched, Sometimes, when I was fond of a
porticuler part, I used to dilale on it in the sketeh; bul to this
he always objected, I don't want any of your painting—mone
of your drapery! I can imagine all that, Lieb me see the bare
skeloton.”

It seemod to me sometimes impossible that he could understand
the very slight sketches I made; when, bofore I was oconscions
that I had exprossed this doubt in my countenance, he always
saw it.

# Now, my dear little daughler, Iknow, doos not beliave that Iunder-
stond hor.” Then he would, in his own words, A1l up my sketch, paint
the dencaiption, or represent the charactor intendod, with snch lifo, 1hat
I was quite convinced ho not only seized the ideas, bul that he saw
with {he prophetic eye of tasto the utmost thai could bo made of
thom. After a skotch had his approbation, he would not see tho
filling it up 4ill it had beon worked upon for a week or forinight, or
1ill the first thirty or forty pagos were writlen; then they were read
to him, and if he thoughi them going on tolerably well, the ploasure
in his eyes, the approving sound of his voice, even without the praise
he so warmly bostowed, wore suffleiont and delightful incitements to
%go on and finish.” When he thought that there was spiit in whal
was written, but that it roquired, as it often did, great oorrection, he
would say : ¢ Leave that to me; it is my business to cut and correct,
youra to write on.” IIis skill in cniling, his decision in criticism, was
poculiarly useful 10 me. Hia ready invention and infinite resource,
when I had run myself into difficulties, never failed to extricate me
o my ulmost need, It was the happy esporience of this, and my
consequent reliance on his ability, decision, and perfect honesty, that
relieved mo from the vacillation and. anxiety to which I was so much
subject, that I am sure I should not have written or finished anything
without his support. He ingpired in my mind a degree of hope and
confldence, essential in the first instance to the full excrtion of the
mental powers, and necessary to ensure perseverance in any ocou-
petion.  Such, happily for me, was his power over my mind, that no
one thing I ever began to write was ever left nnfinished.

That such a process was calculated to check inspira-
lion is obvious. To suffer one hand to chisel and
clip the productions of another, to insert into a
finished frame-work incongruous episodes intended to
work out a pet idea, was as inartistic asit was pernicious.
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The method could not fail to induce a certain self.
consciousness on the part of the writor fatal to Spol.
taneity, a certain complacent, careful laying omt of
plans, apt to disturb, if not to distraet, the reader by
drawing his attention from the fabric to the machinery,
It was this that laid Miss Edgeworth open 1o the
charge, so often made, of a mechanical spirit in her
writings. For our own part, after reading her letter,
with which her father certainly did not meddle, we are
inclined fo lay most of her faults to the charge of the
monitor and guide, whose assistance she so much
over-rated. He, on the other hand, saw other dan.
gers in their system. Writing to Mrs. Inchhald, he
BN ;—

Maris has one grent disadvaniage in this howse—she has eight ox
nine auditors who are ne contomptible judgos of litorature, to whan

sho rends whatever she intends to publish, Now, sho roads and nets

g0 adwmirably woll, that sho can mako what is reslly dull appoar to ba
lively,

Indeed, everything was done in public in thst
family. All Miss Edgeworth’s works were written in
the common sitting-room, with the noise of playing
children about her. Her early habits of abstraction
stood her in good stead, and, at her little table by
the fire, she would sit for half an hour together,
without stirring, with her pen in her hand, or else
scribble away very fast in the neat writing that never
altered o the end. A cerfein occasionel want of
closeness in her reasoning may, perhaps, however, have
resulted from this habit of writing in publie, since the
effort of abstraction made by the brain must of
necessity absorb some of its power, Considering how
large was the family contimually around her, it is suff-
ciently astonishing that she could do it at all. Oneco
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when such surprise was expressed, Mrs. Edgeworth
said : “Maria was always the same, her mind was so
rightly balanced, everything so honestly weighed, that
she suffered no inconvenience from what would disturb
or distract any ordinary writer.””
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CHAPTER VIIL
FASHIONABLE AND POPULAR TALES.

Wuzy the literary history of the nineteenth ecentury
is written, its historians will be amazed to find how
important & part the contributions of women have
played therein. At the meeting-point of the two
centuries it was Miss Edgeworth in Ireland, Miss
Angten in England, and Miss Ferrier in Scotland, who
for Great Britain inaugurated an era of female authoz-
ship that stood and sought to stand simply upon its
own merits, neither striving to be masculine nor
addressing itself exclusively to women. Fielding,
Smollett, and the older novelists were not solicitous
about virtue. They wrote for men readers only, and
if they amused, their end was attained. But when
women became readers a new need arose, and with
the need came a new supply. The finer ethical
instinets of women were vevolted by the grossness of
the Tom Joneses, the Tristram Shandys of literature ;
and as society became purer, manners less coarss,
men too asked for mental food that should be less
gross in texture. Miss Burney had led the way to a
new era, a new style, both in fetitious literature and
in female anthorship. It was in her foot-steps that
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Miss Edgeworth trod ; but while Miss Burney aimed
at amusement only, Miss Edgeworth inaugurated the
novel with a purpose.

Perhaps no phrase has been more misunderstood
than this of & novel with a purpose.” Obviously it is
not only right but imperative that a novel, or any work
of art, should have a leading idea, an aim ; but this is
markedly different from a didactic purpose, which is
implied by the phrase. Readers of novels demand
before all else to be entcrtained, and arc justified in
that demand, and they merely submit to such instruc-
tion or moralising as can be poured into their minds
without giving them too much trouble. Miss Edge-
worth lost sight of this too often; indeed, it was a
pont of view that did not enter into her philosophy,
narrowed as her experience was by the boundaries of
home and the all-pervading influence of her father’s
passion for the didactic. The omission proved the
stumbling-block that bhindered her novcls from attain-
ing the highest excellence. A moral was ever upper-
most in Miss Edgeworth’s mind, and for its sake she
often strained truth and sacrificed tenderness. She
was for ever weighted by her purpose; hence herimagi-
nation, her talents, had not free play, and hence the
tendency in all her writings to make things teke a
more definite course than they do in veal life, where
purpose and results are not always immediately in
harmony, nor indeed always evident. Miss Kavanagh
hes aptly said, *“ Life is more mysterious than Miss
Edgeworth has made it.” Having said this, however,
we have laid our finger upon the weak point of her
novels, in which there is so much to praise, such
marked ability, such delicious humonr, such exuberant
creative fancy and variety, that the general public does

f =



84 MARIA EDGEWORIL.

»
very ill to have allowed them to sink so much into
oblivion.

Between the years 1804 and 1818 Miss Edgeworth
published Leonora, Griselda, and the stories of various
length that were issued under the collective titles of
Tales from Fashionable Life and Popular Tales, Leo-
nora was the first work she wrote after her return from
France, where she had enlarged the sphere of her
mind and hearl. It is a marked improvement upon
Belinda, the fable is better contrived, the language
flows more easily. It was penned with a view to please
M. Edeclerantz, and in respect of being writlen for
one special reader, Leonora rccalls that curious work
by Madame Riccoboni, Lettres de Fanni Butlerd &
Milord Charles Alfred, published as a fiction, but in
reality only the collection of the writer’s love-letters
to the Englishman who had wronged and deserted her.
“ Mistris Fanni to one reader,” was the significant
heading to the preface of that book.

Miss Edgeworth’s purpose in Leonore certainly led
her into an entirely new path. To nse her own words,
no one would have believed that she could have been
such an expert in the language of sentimental logic.
For her doubly romantic purpose she was able to argue
with all the sophisiry and casuistry of false, artificial,
and exaggerated feeling that can meke vices sssume
the air of virtues, and virtues those of vices, unfil it
is impossible even to know them ssunder. The story
itself rests upon a narrow and not very probable foun-
dation. Its great fault is that it is too long drawn
out for its base. The principal characters are a virtuous,
outwerdly cold and precise, inwardly warm-hearted
English wife, and a well-bred English husband, led
astray by the machinations of a Frenchified coaustte
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who sets upon him from pure déseuvrement, and for
whom any other person who had come into her path
af that moment would have been equally acceptable
game. The work is thrown into the form of letiers,
which gives to Miss Edgeworth an oppoxtunity, inimit-
ably carried out, of making all the personages paint
themselves and speak in the language that is most
natural to them. These letters are excellently varied.
Lady Olivia’s teem with French and German sentiment
and metaphysics of self-deception ; Leonora’s are as
candid and gencrous as herself, yet though her
motives ave lofty, we disecern a certain air of aris-
tocratic hauteur; while the good sense in General
B——'s is bluntly expressed.

The fault of the story is that the husband’s conver-
sion ought o have been brought about by purely
moral means, and not by the accidental interception of
his false mistress’s letters. Thus the value of the
whole moral is destroyed by its creator, That Delphine
in 2 manner suggested this story, that but for this
romance Leonora might not have assumed its peculiar
shape, may be taken almost for granted. A certain
notion of refuting this corrupt story, then at the high
tide of its popularity, may also have been present in
Miss Edgeworth’s mind, who at no time was so much
self-absorbed as to lose sight of the ultimate aim in all
her writings. Those werc the days of excessive sensi-
bility, when to yearn after elective affinities was the
fashion. From such a state of feeling Miss Edgeworth’s
temperament and training secured her, and for very
fear of it she erred in an opposite extreme. But with
the true artist’s instinet she recognised that it was in
the air, and ghe makes it the theme of a romance
that holds it up not only to ridicule, but shows with
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relentless force into what abysms it may lead its
votaries, Over this novel Miss Edgeworth expended
much time and care; it was subjected to frequent
revision, while her father “cut, scrawled, and inter.
lined without merey.” It is certainly polished ad
unguem, a8 he rightly deemed that a book of this
nature, devoid of regular story, must be; but it might
have been cut down still more with advantage.

It is the peculiarity of Miss Edgeworth’s novels, and
may be accepted as their key-note, that she systemati-
cally addressed herself to the understanding rather
than to the heart of her readers, and that she rarcly
forgot her educational aim. After having striven to
instruct children and young men and women, she
tried, in a series of tales selected from fashionable life,
“ to point out some of the errors to which the higher
classes of society are disposed.”” It is an open question
whether it is possible to correct society, or whether
that is a hopeless task becanse socioly is too vain and
silly to listen to words of wisdom. ¢ England,” said
Mr. Pecksniff, *“ England expects every man to do
his duty. England will be disappointed.” Miss
Edgeworth, however, who never doubted the value of
tuition, attempted the task, and shc was certainly
right in so far that if it were possible to open the eyes
of this class of persons, it would be by means of enter-
taining stories. Of course she only appealed to those
who, though not gifted with enough good sense to go
right of their own accord, arc yet not past teaching,
or too devoid of sense to be teachable, and she took
immense pains to show how the greater part of our
troubles in life arise from ignorance rather than from
vice or incapacity. To teach the art of living, the
stievce of being happy, is her one endeavour; and
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thus her fancy, her wit, her strictures are all made to
bend to her main purpose, that of being the vehicles
of her practical philosophy. Yet to regard Miss
Edgeworth as a more teaching machine is to do her
gross injustice. Like most people, she was better
than her creed. Despite her doctrines, her genius was
too strong for her, and it is thanks to this that sundry
of these tales from ¢ Fashionable Life * are among her
highest and most successful efforts, They are also as
a whole more powerful and varied than any of hor
previous productions.

The first series consisted of four stories. Ennui,
The Dun, Mancuvring, and dlmeria,” of which the
first is by far the longest. As is too often the case
with Miss Edgeworth, the plot is clumsily and coldly
contrived, the proportions not well maintained; but
the work abounds with masterly dclineations of charac-
ter, and is a striking picture of the satiety induced by
being born, like the hero Lord Glenthorne, on the
pinnacle of fortune, so that he has nothing to do but
to sit still and enjoy the barrenness of the prospect,
or to eat toffee like the Duke in Patience. He tries
ell amusements but finds them wanting, and he would
probably have been ruined mentally and bodily if a
convenient catastrophe bhad not precipitated him tem-
porarily into indigence and aroused all those better
qualities of his nature and excellent abilities that lay
buried and inert. It is not the least skilful part of
this clever tale that it is told as an autobiography,
the hero himself both consciously and unconsciously
dissecting his foibles. Much of the scene is laid in
Treland, and gives Miss Edgeworth scope for those
amusing collateral incidents, those racy delineations
of the various classes of Irish society, in which she is
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still unsurpassed. She knew how to hit off to the
life the several peculiarities of respective stations and
characters, and we know not whom most to admire
and delight in : the Irish pauper who officiates as postil-
lion, and who assures Lord Glenthorne that his crazy
chaige is the best in the country—* we have two more,
to be sure, but one has no top and the other no
bottom ”—the warm-hearted, impulsive, happy-go-
lucky Irish nurse who has no scruple about com-
mitting a crime for the sake of those she loves; or
Lady Geraldine, the high-born, high-bred Irish peeress
who speaks with an Irish accent, uses Irish idioms,
snd whose language is more interrogative, more
exclamatory, more rhetorical, accompanied with more
animation of countenance and demonstrative gesture,
than that of the English ladies with whom she is con-
trasted. With inimitable skill we are made to see
that there iz something foreign in this lady’s manner,
gomething rather French than English, and yet not
French either but indigenous. Of course rebels play
a paxt in the story—it would not be a trae Irish story
without them—but, as usual, Miss Edgeworth dwells
by preference upon the milder, more engaging aspects
of the ITrish character, npon their strange pathetic life;
and while not ignoring, brings into as little prominence
as may be, the frequent perjuries, the vindictive pas-
sions, the midnight butcheries, the lawless ferocity,
the treacherous cruelty of her half-savage com-
patriots.

The Dun is a short tale in Miss Edgeworth’s most
didactic and least happy style, dealing with a theme
that should be more often emphasized and brought
into view; namely, the unfeeling thoughtlessness of
the rich, that withholds from the poor the result of
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their earnings, one of the most frequent and serious
injuries perpetrated by the wealthy upon their indigent
brethren.

Maneuvring is a detailed account of the machina-
tions of a certain Mrs, Beaumont, a country lady, who
expends a great deal of Machiavellism, left-handed
wisdom, and intrigue upon the projects of her children’s
morriages, and also upon securing fo her family the
fortune of an old gentleman who never had a thought
of disposing of it otherwise. The mortifications and
defeats to which her circnitous policy constantly
gxposes her, constitute the plot and the moral of the
tale, which is not ill-conceived, and yet for some cause
fails to interest us long.

In Almeria, Miss Bdgeworth’s admirable story-telling
powers, her grace and shrewdness, are once more seen
at their very best. It is the history of a woman who
has sacrificed all the happiness of life, all the better
instincts of her naturve, for the empty ambition of
being admitted into the charmed circle of fashionable
society ; and who, though she finds out in time thet it
18 Dead-Sea apples she has sought, has become z0 im-
meshed that she cannot break away, but leads an
existence of pleasure-hunting, ever seeking, never
finding that commodity, a warning example of

How the world its veterans rewards—

A youih of folly, an 0ld age of cards.
The moral is not insisted on, but is allowed to speak
for itself, and is, on that account, far more eloquent,

Except when dealing with Irish scenes, Miss Edge-
worth is never happier than when painting the perverse
or intriguing fine ladies of society, who, having no real
troubles or anxieties to occupy them, shielded from
the physical evils of existence, make to themselves
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others, and find occupation for their empty heads and
hours, with results put beforc us so simply, and
devoid of euphemism, by Dr. Watts, Well in.
deed has the proverb said, “ An empty mind is the
devil’s house.” In her kindly way Miss Edgeworth
can be scathing, and she excrcises this power upon
women of mere fashion, The ladies of the period
were less occupied with public and philanthropie
schemes than they are now, and hence had more time
to expend on follies and frivolities. The whole pitiful
system of unreal existence lecd by these women is
exposed with an almost remorseless hand, for Miss
Edgeworth had no tenderness for foolish failings.
Inimitably, too, we are made to see how then, as now,
there was tolerated in fashionable society a degree of
vulgarity which would neither be suffered nor attempted
in lower life. It was just because Miss Edgeworth’s
lines were cast among the rich and idle that she was
able to understand all the misery and heartlessness of
the lives of a latge section of this community. We
see how their petty cravings, their preposterous pur-
suits, bring positive misery on themselves, if not on
others ; how their dispositions are sophisticated, their
tempers warped, their time and talents wasted, in their
restless chase after social distinction, after the craze of
being in the fashion. “The scourges of the pros-
perous,” thus happily have these giant curses of mers
fashionable life been defined. Miss Edgeworth cer-
tainly understood fully the nature of the disorder of
her patients, the ennui, the stagnation of life and
feeling that devoured them and sunk many of them at
last to a depth at which they no longer merited the
name of rational human beings, At the same time,
und this is & point that must be insisted upon, there is
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no sourness about Miss Edgeworth’s pictures of good
socisty ; her pen, in speaking of it, is not dipped in
vinegar snd wormwood, as was the pen of Thackeray,
and sometimes even that of George Eliot. Without
snobbishness, without envy, she writes quite simply,
and absolutely objectively, of that which surged around
her whenever she left the quiet of Edgeworthstown and
visited in some of the many noble houses of Ireland,
Scotland, and England, in which she was a familiar
friend. That her pictures of contemporary society
were correet has never been disputed. She reproduced
faithfully not only its coarser and silly side, but also
the more brilliant conversational features, that make it
contrast so favourably with that of our own day, in
which the art of talking has been lost. Lord Jeffrey,
an authority, and one not given to flattcry, says that
Miss Edgeworth need not be afraid of being excelled
in “that faithful but flattering representation of the
spoken langoage of persons of wit and politeness—in
that light and graccful tone of raillery and argument
—and in that gift of sportive but cutting médisance
which is surc of success in those circles where success
is anpposed to be most difficult and desirable.” In
support of his statement he points to the conver-
sation of Lady Delacour (Belinda), Lady Dashfort
(dbsentee), and Lady Geraldine (Ennui).

The first series of Tales from Fashionable Life met
with so much favour, that the publisher clamoured for
more. Some were lying ready, others had to be
written, but in 1812 Miss Edgeworth was able to issue
a second series, containing three stories, of which one,
The Absentee, ranks worthily heside Castle Rackren? as
a masterpiece. The evils this story sought to expose
came daily under Miss Edgeworth’s observation; she
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beheld the Irish landed gentry forsake their homes
and their duties in order to go to London and cut
a figure in fashiomable society, spending beyond
their means, oblivious of the state of home affairs,
and merely regarding their properties as good milch
kine. How their unfortunate tenants were ground
down in order to meet these claims they neither knew
nor cared. Lord and Lady Clonbrony, the absentees,
are drawn with vivid touches: she is devoured by
ambition to shine in a society for which she is nat
fitted, and voluntarily submits to any humiliations and
rebuffs, any sacrifices, to attain this end; he, uprooted
from his wonted surroundings, cannot acclimatise him-
self to new ones, and, merely to pass his time, sinks
into the vices of gaming and betting. Lady Clon-
brony affects a contempt for her native land, and
pretends she is not Irish. As, however, she cannot rid
herself of an Irish pronunciation and IYrish phrases,
she is constantly placed in the dilemma of holding her
tongue and appearing yet more foolish than she is; or,
by mistaking reverse of wrong for right, so carica-
turing the English pronunciation that thus alone she
betrayed herself not to be English. In vain, too, this
lady stroggles to school her free, good-natured Irish
manner, into the cold, sober, stiff deportment she
deems English. The results to which all this gives
rise are delineated with consummate skill and good-
humoured satire, The sccnes that occur in Tondon
society are highly diverting, but the story geins in
deeper interest when it shifts to Ireland, whither Lady
Clonhrony drives her only son, Liord Colambre, whom
the has sought to marry against his will to an English
heivess, Unkuown to his tenants, from whom he has
8o long been absent, and further purposely disguised
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in order to elicit the truth concerning certain un-
favourable rumours that have reached his ears, Lord
Colambre is a witness of the oppressions under which
his tenants labour from an unserupulous and rapacious
agent, who feels secure in his master’s absence, and in
that master’s indifference to all but the money result
of his estate. Charmingly is the Irish character here
described ; we see it in its best phases, with all its
kindliness, wit, generosity. There are elements of
simple pathos scattered about this story. With dolicate
snd playful humour, we are shown the hercic and
imaginative side of the Irish peasantry. We quite love
the kindly old woman who kills her last fowl to furnish
supper to the stranger, whom she does not know to
be her landlord. On the other hand, we are amused
beyond measure with Mrs. Rafferty, the Dublin grocer’s
vife and parvenue, who, in the absence of those who
should have upheld Irish society, is able to make that
dash that Lady Clonbrony vainly seeks to make in
London. Her mixture of taste and incongruity, finery
end vulgarity, affectation and ignorance, is delightful.
The dinner-party scene at her house would make the
reputation of many a modern novelist. It was a
dinner of profusion and pretension, during which Mrs,
Rafferty toiled in vain to conceal the blunders of her
two untrained servants, who were expected to do the
work of five accomplished waiters, talking high art
megnwhile to her lordly guest, and occesionally venting
ber ill-humour at the servants’ blunders upon her
unfortunate husband, calling out so loud that all the
table could hear, “ Corny Rafferty, Corny Rafferty,
you’re no more gud at the fut of my table than a stick
of celeryl” As for the sceme in which Lord Co-
lambre discovers himself to his tenantry and to their
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oppressor, Macaulay has ventured to pronounce it the
best thing written of its kind since the opening of
the twenty-second book of the Odyssey. No mean
authority and no mean praise! As a story it is certainly
one of the best contrived, and the cnd is particularly
happy. Instead of a tedious moral there is a racy
letter from the post-hoy who drove Lord Colambye
and who paints, with true Hibernian vivacity and
some delicious malaprops, the ultimate return of
the Clonbrony family to their estate, which, to the
optimistic Yrish mind, represents the end of all their
troubles and the inauguration of a new era of pros-
perity and justicc. For one thing, it is so much more
in kceping that an uncultured peasant, rather than a
thoughtful and philosophical mind, should believe in
s0 simple a solution to evils of long standing, that what
we should have felt an error in Miss Edgeworth, he-
comes right and natural in Larry. The suggestion
for this conclusion came from Mr. Edgeworth, and he
wrote a letter fox the purpose. Miss Edgeworth, how-
ever, wrote one too, and her father so much preferred
hers that it was chosen to form the admirable finale
to the Absentee.

‘What perfect self-control Miss Edgeworth possessed
may be judged from the fact that the whole of
the dbseniee, so full of wit and spirit, was written
in great part while she was suffering agonies from
toothache. Only by keeping her mouth full of some
strong lotion, could she in any way allay the pain,
yet her family state that never did she write with
more rapidity and ease. Her even-handed justice, her
stern love of truth, are markedly shown in this novel,
she does mot exaggerate for the sake of strengthening
her effects; thus, for example, she does not make all
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her agents bad, as some writers would have done,
indeed, one is a very model middle-man. She is always
far more careful Lo be trme than to be effective, she
uses the sober colours of reality, she paints with no
tints warmer than life. The chief and abiding merit
of her Irish scenes is not that of describing what had
not been described before, but of describing well what
had been deseribed il

Vivian was written with extreme care, and by mno
means with the same rapidity, yet it cannot be com-
pared to the dbsentee. Here Miss Edgeworth was once
more clogged by her purpose, and unable for a moment
to lose sight of it. “I have put my head and shoulders
to the business,” she writes to her cousin, *“ and if I
don’t make a good story of it, it shall not be for want
of pains.” It proved no easy task, and only the fact
that her father so much approved it, upheld her. “ My
father says Vivian will stand next to Mrs. Beaumont
and Ennui. 1 haveten days more work on it, and then
huzza! ten days more purgatory at other corrections,
and then a heaven upon earth of idleness and reading,
which is my idleness.” Vivianis a particularly aggra-
vating story, so excellent that itis hard to comprehend
why it is not of that first-class merit which it just seems
to miss, Tts aim is to illustrate the evils and perplexi-
ties that arise from vacillation and infirmity of purpose,
and it is rather a series of incidents than one well-
rounded plot. Miss Edgeworth loves to paint, not an
episode in a life, but the history of a whole life career.
This permits her to trace out those gradual evolutions
of some fault of character in which she displays such
consummate ability, such precision, and metaphysical
subtlety, The hero, Vivian, a man of good dispositions,
but lacking firmness of purpose, cannot ssy ‘no,”
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while at the same time he has all the spirit of opposi.
tion which seerms to go hand in hand with weak charac.
ters, and is by them mistaken for resolution. The
faults, the errors, the griefs, this trait of character leads
him into are the staple of the story, which ends mourn-
fully, since Vivian’s inability to cure himself of his
fault finally leads to his own death in a duel. He has
not inaptly been named ¢ & domestic Hamlet.” Like
Hamlet, he is neither able to accommodate himself to
life as it is, nor strong enough to strike out a new life
on his own account. The tale abounds in clever
pictures of aristocratic and political society, and is full
of the intrigues, the petty meannesses of social leadexs.
As usual, the moral instances are both striking and
amusing, reason and ridicule being mixed in those just
proportions that Miss Edgeworth knew how to blendso
happily. A serious defect is undoubtedly the fact that
it is nobt possible to care for the hero, and hence we
grow rather indifferent to his good or ill fortune, and
after a while are weary of the undounbted skill and per-
verted ingenuity with which he apologises for his vacilla-
tion. On the other hand, as ever with Miss Tidgeworth,
the subordinate characters are throughout excellent,
drawn with force and life-like power. Lord Gliston-
bury alone would redeem the book from the possibility
of being dull, This talketive, conceited man, of neither
principle nor understanding, who chatters adopted
opinions and original nonsense, who loves to hear
himself speak, and believes he is uttering great things,
ia a distinct creation.

The story of Madame de Fleury is slight in texture.
It relates the experience of a rich and benevolent
French lady who conducts a school for poor children
after the Edgeworth type, and is rather a transcript from
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real life than a tale, Formal and conventional though
it is, however, it was never wholly possible to Miss
Edgeworth to belie her genius, Invariably she intro-
duces some character, trait, or observation that redeems
even o dull tale from condemnation. In this case it is
the delicate skill with which is depicted the gradual
decline in. character of Manon, who, from an wun-
conscientious child becomes a bold, wunscrupulous
woman, It was in penning Madame de Fleury that
Miss Edgeworth enmcountered the difficulty she had
observed of making truth and fiction mix well together.
Emilic de Coulanges is the too correctly virtuous
and rather colourless daughter of a refugee French
countess, whose provoking character is deftly depicted
with its selfishness, its self-absorption, that renders
her both ungrateful and regardless of the comfort
of the English lady who has most generously enter-
tained her at no little personal inconvenience. Un-
fortunately an irritable temper mars Mrs. Somers’s
good generous nature, and causes her to weary out even
the affections of those who have most cause to love her.
It also renders her suspicious of the probity, the good
intentions of her friends. She loves to arouse senti-
mental quarrels, the bickerings and ultimate reconcilia-
tion give her real pleasure, as a form of mental titilla-
tion, and she fails to see that, though with her it is all
surface, as her real feelings are not aroused, this may
not be the case with her victims. Mrs, Somers, who
may rank as the true heroine, is a bold, yet highly
finished portrait, conceived and executed in Miss Edge-
worth’s best manner, The countess is little less happy.
Miss Edgeworth possessed in a high degree that intui-
tive judgment of character which is more common in
women than in men, and which, when properly exer-



98 MARIA EDGEWORITIL

cised, balanced by judgment and matured by experi.
ence, explains the success they have met with in the
domain of fictitious literature.

Again and again Miss Edgeworth proved the fecund
creativencss with which she could delineate the moral
and intellectual anatomy of the most varied and varions
characters. Her personages are animate with life and
brightness, Above all else she was an artist in detail,
and never more felicitous than when furnishing studies
of foible in female form. Of this the Modern Griselds
is a notable instance, a brilliant pexformance, almost too
brilliant, for it scintillates with wit and epigrammatic
wisdom, it never fails or flags for one little moment, so
that at last the reader’s attention is in danger of being
surfeited by a feast of good things. The fable is the
direct opposite to that of the old story of Griselda. In
the words of Milton we are shown how it hefalls the man

‘Who to worth in woman over-trusting,
Lota her will rule: rosiraint she will not brooks

And left to harself, if ovil thence ensue,
She firat his weak indulgence will accuse.

This the Modern Griselda does to her husband’s
cost and her own, The story is a remarkable evidence
of Miss Edgeworth’s independence of genius. She
showed no weak sympathy with the failings of her sex
just because it was her sex, but, like a true friend, held
them up to view and pointed them out for correction.
Her objectiveness did not ensure her, however, from
misconstruction ; Mrs. Barbauld wrote to her :(—

1 seceme very impntiont for your Griselda before Johnson thought
prosor to produce it; need I add we have read it with great plea-
sw. Itis charming, ke everything you write, bat I can tell you
the gentlemen like it better than the ladies, and if you were to be
trivl by » jury of your own sex, I do nof know what punishment you
might be sentenced to for having betrayed their cauge, ¢ The auther
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ia ono of your own Sex, we men have nothing to do bub to stand by
and langh,” was tho remark of a gentlomen, no less candid o man
then Dr. Aiken: and then the moral (a general moral if I understand
it night) that a man must not mdulge his wifo too muoh! I I were
8 new-married woman, I do not know whether I would forgive yon till
you had made the amende honorable, by writing something to expose
tho men. All, however, are unanimous in admiring the sprightliness
of tho dialogue and the ingenions and varied perversaness of the
heroine,

To this letter Miss Edgeworth replied :—

Lot mo agsure you that the liltle tale was written in playfalness,
not bitterness of heaxt. Not one of the female committee who sab
upon it every day whilst it was writing end roading, evor imagined
that it should bo thought a severa libel upon the sex, perhaps beoause
their attontion was fixed upon Mrs, Granby, who at least is as much
a panegyrio as Mrs, Bolingbroke is a satiro upon the sex.

Popular Tales were issucd, and also in great part
written, before the two series of Fashionable T'ales, and,
taken as a whole, do not approach them in merit.
They are more crude in conception, more didactic in
menuner ; the moral is too obviously thrust into view,
and at times even the very philosophy the author
strives to inculeate is halting. The intensily and
severe restraint of her purpose had blinded her vision,
perverted her logic; and thus the value of some of
these ingenious apologues is lowered. There is a
character of childishness and poorness about many of
these tales that detracts seriously from the really
accurate cbservation and acute knowledge of human
nature that they enclose. Further, too, there is always
such a sober, practical, authentic air about all Miss
Edgeworth’s narratives that glaring inconsistencies and
forced catastrophes strike us with double force as
ludicrous and unnatural when introduced by her. We
certainly incline to think that the result of perusing
at one sitting the two volumes of Miss Edgeworth’s

7
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Popular Toles conld load to that outburst of phari-
saical pride:

8aid I then to my heart,  Hero 's a lesson for me

That man’s but a picture of what I mighi be;

But thanks to my friends for their eare in my breeding,
Who have tanght mo, betimes, o love working and reading”

Popular Tales were devised with a view to correct
the errors and temptations of middle-class life, and
were intended for a class which in those days was not
much in the habit of reading.

Mr. and Miss Edgeworth, though advanced and
liberal thinkers in many ways, were conservative in
others, and, curiously cnough, carried the idea of class
distinction into the domain of reading. They deemed
that to reach the middle classes a different character
of story must be conceived from that destined for per-
sons of rank. There is a naivetc, a gentle absurdity,
sbout this simple fancy that we cannot help attribut-
ing to Mr. Bdgeworth’s unimaginative mind. In a
brief but bombastic preface this worthy personage
sets forth the pretension of the writer of these stories,
and gives o list of the classes for which they are
adapted. Why did he not also devise some method
by which to ensure that none of the tales should be
read or bought save by persons of a certain social
standard? It would have been equally reasonable.
To make a distinction between tales for children and
for adults is proper and right; fo draw a fine distine-
tion between closses, uufit and childish. The process
of natural selection will of its own accord cffect the
result that no one will read that which is tedious. Yet
even when hampered by the illustration of copy-book
morality, Miss Edgeworth could not hide her power.
She never repeats herself, every story is unlike the
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other; she does not angrily apply herself to the cor-
rection of the vices and abuses she holds peculiar to
the class she addresses; neither does she magnify, even
though she emphasizes. We only behold them shorn
of the indulgences and palliations they too often meet
with., She was neither a Utopian purist nor a sen-
timental innocent; mor can she belie a natural
tendency to make her ethics rather a code of high-
minded expediency than of high principle for its
own sake only. Throughout her writings she shows
that from low as well as high motives, good actions
are the best; but she never suflers her characters
to rest in the reward of a quiet consciemce. Her
supreme good sense was always mingled with a regard
for the social proprietics ; she never loses these quite
from sight, her idea of right is as much to preserve
these as for right itself. TFor, after all, Miss Edge-
worth’s life revolved amid the fashionable world, and
lofty as her aims are, she was not wholly untainted
by her surroundings. She accounts it no crime in her
heroines if they look out for a good establishment,
money, horses, carriages; provided always that the
man they marry be no dunce, she will overlook any
little lack of affection. But, after all, she was teaching
only in accordance with the superficial philosophy of
the last century, which led people to found their
docirines entirely upon self-interest.

Still a tone of rationality and good sense was so new
in the tales of Miss Edgeworth’s period, that to this
alone a large share of the undoubted success and
popularity of the Popular Tales may be ascribed.
Lord Jeffrey, criticising them at the time of their
appearance, remarked ¢that it required almost the
same courage to get rid of the jargon of fashionable
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lifs, and the swarms of peers, foundlings and seducers,
as it did to sweep away the mythological persons of
antiquity and to jntroduce cheracters who spoke and
acted like those who were to peruse these adventures,”
Miss Edgeworth was certainly the first woman to
make domestic fiction the vehicle of great and neces-
sary truths, and on this account alone she must ever
take high rank, and be forgiven if that which has been
said of her in general be specially true of Pupuler
Tales, that :—* She walks by the side of her characters
as Mentor by the side of Telemachus, keeping them
out of all manner of pleasant mischief, and wagging
the monitory head, and waving the remonsirating

finger, should their breath come thick at approaching
adventures,”
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CHAPTER IX.
VISIT TO LONDON.—MR. EDGEWORTH'S DEATH,

BusiLy, happily, uneventfully time flowed on at Edge-
worthstown, while abroad Miss Edgeworth’s fame was
steadily on the increase. But whatever the world
might say, however kind, nay flattering, its verdict,
this pre-eminently sensible woman did not suffer herself
to be deluded by success. That she knew precisely,
and gauged correcily, the extent and limits of her
power, is proved by a letter written to Mr. Elton
Hawmmond, who had over-zealonsly defended her from
criticism :—

I thank you for your friendly zeal in defence of my powers of
pathos and sublimity, but I think it carries you much too far, and
you 1maagine that I refrain from principle or virtne from displeying
powers which I really do not possess. I assurs you I am not i the
loast degree eapable of writing a dithyrambie ode, or any other kind of
ode. Therefors it wonld be the meanost affsctation in mo to pretend
to refrain from such efforts of genius. In novel-writing I certainly
have from principlo avoided all exaggerated sentiment ; but I am well
aware that many other writers possess in & much highsr degree than
X do the power of pathos and the art of touching the passions. As
to how I should use these powers if Thad them, perhaps I eannot
fairly judge, but all T am at present sure of is that I will not dopre-
ciate that which I do not possess.

Ancther letter to the same correspondent deserves
quotation, as giving her views on authorship. Mr,
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Hammond had consulted her as to the advisability of
his adventuring on that career. Miss Edgeworth
replied :—

If averyhody were to wait till they could write a book in whith
there shonld not be a single fault or error, the press might stand still
for ages yet nnborn, Mankind must have arrived at the smmmit of
knowledge before language counld be as perfect as you expect yours
40 be. Till ideas are exact, just and sufficiont, how can words which
ropresent them be scourate ? The advantage of the art of printing is
that the mistekes of individuals in reasoning and writing, will be cor-
rooted in time by the public—so that the oause of truth cammot suffer,
and I presumo you are too muoh of & philosopher to mind the trifling
mortifleation to your vanity which the detection of o misteke might
occasion. You know that some sensible person has ohserved, only in
other words, that we are wiser to-day than wo were yesterday. .. .1
think that only little or weak minds are so dreadfully afraid of being
ever in thewrong. Those who feclthat they have ressurces, that they
have means of compensating for orrors, have never this horror of

being found in a mistake.

In the spring of 1818, Mr,, M»s., and Miss Edge.
worth, visited London, where they were much lionised,
According to contemporaries, it was the daughter for
whom the attentions were mainly meant, though she,
of course, deemed them intended for her father.
Crabb Robineon said that Miss Edgeworth gained
the good-will of everyone during this visit. Not so0
ber father: his “ cocksureness,” dictatorial and dog-
matic manner, gave much offence in society.

They met everyone worth meoting during their brief
stay, and many famous names glint across the pages of
the one letter that has been preserved treating of this
London visit. Perhaps it was the only one written,
for she describes themselves as being, from morning
till night, in a whirl of gaiety and sight-seeing, ¢ that
how we got through the day and night with our heads
on our shoulders, is a matter of astonishment 0
me. . .. But I trust we have left London without
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acquiring any taste for dissipation, or catching the
rage for finery and fine people.” In this one letter
there are, unfortunately, none of those delightfully
detailed descriptions of persons and evonts that she
gave from France. Among the distinguished persons
she met, Liord Byron is mentioned. Singularly enough
she dismisses him with just the last remark that ome
would have expected concerning the poet, abont whose
good looks, at least, the world was unanimous: «“Of
Lord Byron, I can only tell you that his appear-
ance is nothing that you would remark.” He, on his
part, was moro favourably impressed. He writes in
* his journal :—

I had been tho lion of 1812, Miss Edgeworth and Mmo. de Staiél.
with The Cossack, towards the end of 1813, wore the oxhibitions of the
mooceeding year. I thought Edgeworth a fino old fellow, of a clarety
clderly red complexion, but active, brisk, and restless. Ha was 70"
bot did not look 50, no, nor 48 even, I had seen poor Fitz-Patrick
not very long before—a man of pleasure, wit and eloguence, all
things, He tottered—but atill talkad like a gentleman, though feebly;
HBdgeworth bounced abont and talked loud and long; but he seemed
nsither weakly nor decrepit, and hardly old,

Byron then remarks that he heard Mr. Edgeworth
boast of having put down Dr. Parr, a boast which
Byron took leave to think not true. He adds:

TFor the rost, he seemed intelligent, vehement, vivacious, and fnll
of lifs, He bids fair for a bhondrod years. He was not much ad-
mired in Iiondon, and I Temember a ¢ ryghte merrie” and conceited
jost which was rife among the gallants of the day—viz. & papor had
heen presentod for the recall of Mrs. Siddons to the stage, to which all
men had been called to suhsoribe; whereupon Thomas Moors, of
profane and poetical memory, did propose that a similar paper should
be subseribed and circumseribed for the recall of Mr. Edgeworth to
Ireland! The foct was, averybody eaved more abont Aer. She was a
nice little unassuming * Jeanie Deens” looking body, as wo Scotch
say,and if not handsome, cortainly not ill-looking, Her conversation
was a8 quiet a8 herself. One wonld never have gnessed she conld
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write her namo; whereas her father talked, not as if he conld writs
nothing else, but as if nothing olse was worth writing.

To turn from them fo their works, I ndmire them ; but they ozeite
no feehng and they leave no love—except for somo Irish steward or
postillion. However, the impression of intellect and prudonce is pro-
found—and may be usoeful

To the Edgeworths® regret, they left London before
the arrival of Madame de Stacl, for whom all the
world was cagerly looking. The poet Rogers, noted
for malicious sayings, asserted at a dinner-party that
this was not accident, but design; that Madame de
Staél would not arrive till Miss Edgeworth had gone.
“ Madame de Sta€l would not like two stars shining at
the same time’’ Tortunately, for once, he was re-
proved ; for it happened that, unknown to him, Madame
de Stadl’s son was of the company, who indignantly
repelled the insinuation that his mother could be
capable of such meanness.

As always, Miss Edgeworth was glad to get home
again :—

The brillisnt panorama of Londen 1s over, and I have onjoyed mora
pleasure and have had more amusoment, infimtely more than I
expected, and raceived more attention, more kindness, than I conld
have thought it poasible would be shown to me; I have enjoyed the
delight of secing my father esteemed and honoured by the best judges
in England; I have felt tho pleasure of seeing my true friend and
mother—for she has been a mother to mo—appreciatod in the best
society : and now, with tho fulness of content, I return home, loving
my own friends and my own modo of life preferably to all others,
after comparison with all that is fine and gay, and rich and rare,

L * * * [ L L] *

T foel that I retarn with frosh pleasure to literary work from having
beon so long idle, and I have o famishing appetite for reading. Al
that we saw in London I am sure I enjoyed, while it was passing, as
wmuch a8 possible; but I should be very sorry to live in that whirling
vortex, and I find my taste and conviction confirmed on my return to
wy natural iriends and my dear home.

Seeing Patronage through the press, and writing the
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continuations of Frank, Rosamond, Harry and Lucy,
were Miss Edgeworth’s immediate occupations on her
return,

Early in 1814, Mr. Edgeworth showed the first
infirmities of age, which resulted in a long and painful
illness, During its course, Miss Edgeworth’s letters
were only bulleting of his health. The anxiety the
family had so long felt concerning Lovell Edgeworth,
on whom, on Mr. Edgeworth’s death, all his dutics
would devolve, and who was still a prisoner, was
beightened by this event. It was, therefore, an in-
creased joy when, upon the entrance of the Allies into-
Paris, after a forcible detention of eleven years, Lovell
Edgeworth was at last released, and able to hasten
home, The pleasure of seecing him helped to restore his
father’s health; but it was evident that Mr. Edge.
worth’s constitution had received a shock, and he
himself never swerved from the opinion that his ex-
istence might be prolonged a year, or even two, but
that permanent recovery was out of all question. 'This
did not depress him. As before, he continued to be
actively employed, interested in all new things, in all
the life about him, and repeatedly exclaimed, “ How
I enjoy my existence!” “He did not for his own
sake desire length of life,” says his daughter, “ but it
was his prayer that his mind might not decay before
his body.” He assured his friends that as far as this
might be allowed to depend on his own watchful care
over his understanding and his temper, he would
preserve himself through the trials of sickness and
suffering, to the last, such as they could continue to.
respect and love. This assurance he faithfully re-
deemed, by dint of a self-control and a regard for the
comfort of others that cannot be too much commended,.
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and which of itself alone would win pardon for many
of his irritating faults,

Waverley had just appeared, and everyone was
reading and discussing it. Scott, who had always
been an ardent admirer of Miss Edgeworth, and who
spid in after years that he should in all likelihood
never have thonght of a Scotch novel had he not read
Maria Edgeworth’s exquisite pieces of Irish character,
had desired his publisher to send her a copy on its first
appearance, inscribed, * From the Author.” She had,,
however, not yet received this copy when late on..,
night, after having finished hearing the story rut,
aloud to her family, in all the first fervour of adm¥e- \
tion, she sat down to write to the unknown axfame
Mrs. Edgeworth, who had been the reader, relatnantly
as she closed the volume, Mr. Edgeworth excld. be
“ Aut Scotus, oui Diabolus,”’ and with these word
Miss Edgeworth began her long and avdently-appre
ciative letter fo the nameless novelist. All Miss
Edgeworth’s ready, generous, truly Irish enthusiasm
breaks forth in this epistle, which is too laudatory, too
much written & la volée to be truly critical. But Miss
Edgeworth never was critical when her feelings came
into play, or were allowed their course unchecked.
She narrates to Scott how the story was read aloud,
how when ended they all felt depressed to think that
they must return to the flat realities of life, and how
little disposed they were to read the “Postscript, which
should have been a Preface.”” While she was writing

her letter, Mrs. Edgeworth opened the book again, and
noticed this chapter,

*'Wall, lot us hear it,” said my father. Mre. Bdgeworth read on
Oh! my doar sir, how mmch pleasurs would my iather, my mother
wy whele family, 8 well as myself, have lost if we had not raad
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the last page! And the plessurs camo upon us so unexpectedly—ive
had been 50 completely absorbed, Lhat every thoughi of ourselves,
“of our own authorship, was far, far away, I thenk you for the
honour you have done us, and for the plessure you have given us,
grest in proportion to the opinion wo had formed of the work we had
just perused, and, bolieve me, every opinion I have in this lettor ox-
preased, was formed before any individual in the family had peeped
to the end of the book, or knew how much we owed you,

Your obliged and gratefnl

Marrs BDGEWORTH.

To this letter Ballantyne replied ; thus, even towards
Miss Edgeworth, Scott kept up his anonymity. A little
later she tells a fricnd :—¢ Scott says npon his honour
that he had nothing to do with Guy Mannering, though
he had a little to do, he says, with Waveriey.”

The following winter was spent by the family at
Dublin, for the sake of first-class medical advice for
Mr. Edgeworth. That indefatigable, active-minded old
man meantime, though far {rom well, made experi-
ments on wheel carriages, and published a report.
There was much gaiety and some interesting society to
enliven the winter, but nothing worthy of note is
recorded by Miss Edgeworth. Anxiety on account of
her beloved father was uppermost in her mind, yet she
continued to write, and was busy upon some plays and
upon preparing a third edition of Paironage. In this
third edition she made some important alterations,
changing the dénouement to gratify remonstrances that
had reached her. She did not like this alteration, and
doubted the propriety of making it after a work had
gone through two edilions. Her father, however, ap-
proved, and the public was more satisfied. There was
certainly much that was unmatural in the previous course
of the tale, in which the newly-married wife refuses to
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go abroad with her adored husband, but lets him go
alone and remains with her father, who, it is trus,
was in grief, but who had another daughter to console
him. This might be Edgeworthian, but it was not

human nature ; and the incident gave universal
offence.

Every new book of value found its way to Edge
worthstown, and was eagerly read and discnssed by the
family. Miss Austen was soon an established favourite,
while Mrs. Inchbald had long been valued. An occa-

sional correspondence was maintained with her

Writing of the GSimple Story, Miss Edgeworth
Bays:—

By the force that is necesssry to ropross foelings we judge of the
intensity of the faeling, and you always conirive to give s by intelli-
gible but simple signs tho measure of this force, Wrilers of inferior
gonius waste thoir words in doscribing feeling, in maling those who
pretend to be agitated by passion deseribe tho effecta of that pas-
gion and talk of tho rending of their hearts, &o.—~n gross blunder, as
gross 2s any Irish blunder—for the heart cannot focl and desciibe its
own foehngs ab the same momont, Tt is ¢ Bdaing lke a bird in two
places at once,” . . . Did you really draw the characters from life, or
did you invent them? You excel, I think, peculiarly, in avoiding
what is commonly ealled fine writing—~a sorl of writing which I detest,
which calls the attention away from the hing to the manner, from the

inj to the language, which sacrifices overything io the sound, te
rounding of a period, which mistakes stage effect for nature,
at all used to writing know and detect tho trick of the trads
and, speaking for myself, I know that the writing which
appenranee of literary monufucture, almost always
pleases me theéybest. It has more originality in narration of fotitions
events, it most Bgnrely succeeds in giving tho idea of realiiy andin
making the biograypher for the tune pass for nothing. But there are
few who can in %this maonner hesr the mortification of staying
behind the scenas. ey peep out, cager for applause, and dostroy
all illusion by orying, [ snid 1 I wroba it! J invented it all!
Oall e to the atage, 8, 0d crawn me direoily!” !

b
Mrs. Inchhald L& ‘Ed written praising Patronage, but
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she bad also found some fanlts. To this Miss Edge-
vorth replied :—

Mr DEAR MzS, INOWBALD,

Nobody living bub yourself conld or would have written the
Iatfor I have just recoived from you. I wish you could have been
prosent when it was read at our breskfast tuble, that you might have
seon what hearty entertainmont and delight it gave to father, mother,
author, aunts, brothers, and sisters, all to the number of twelve,
Loud laughter af your utter detestation of poor Erasmus ¢‘as nau-
8e0us 88 his medieinos,” and your impatience at all the varicty of
impertinent charaslers who distracl your attention from Lord Old-
borough. Your elinging to him quite satisfled ns all. Ii was on this
charncter my father placod his dependonee, and wo all agreed lhat
it you hed not liked him there would have been no hope for us. Wo
ore in the main of your opinion, that Erasmus and his loltors are tire-
some; butthen please raeolloct that we hnd our moral to work out, and
to show to the salisfnction or dissatinfnction of the roader how in
various professions young mon may gob on without patronago.
To the good of our mornl we wero obliged to snarifice, porhaps we
have sacrificed in vain. Wherever we are firesome we rany bo protty
sure of this, and after all, as Madame de Stail snys, “good intentions
go for nothing in works of arl"—much better in French, ¢« La lonne
tntention nlest da rien en fuit d’esprit”

You will make me forswear truth altogether, for I find whensver I
meddle with the least bit of troth I can make nothing of it, and it
regularly turns out ill for me. Three things to which you object are
facts, and that which yon most abhor is most trme. A nobleman
whom I never saw and whose name Thave forgotten, else I should not
have used the snecdote—the word whick you thought X could nat
have written and ought not to bhave known how to spell. But pray
observe, the fuir anthoress does nob sey this odions word in her own
proper person.” Why impute to me the characteristio improprieties
of my charncters? I meant o mark the contrast betweon the nice-
ness of his grace’s pride and tha coarseness of his expression. I have
now changed the word severe into comrse to mark this to the reader.
Bat I cannot alter, without spoiling the fach. I fried if saliva wounld
do, but i would not. So you must bear it as well as yon can and
hato His Grace of Greenwich 2a much pe you will—bub don't hate me,
Did you hate Cervantes for drawing Sanche Panze eating behind the
doar ?

My next fact, you say, is an old story. May be so, and may ba it
bslouged to your writer originally, but I can asswre you it happoned
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very lately to a gontleman in Ireland, and only the parting with the
sorvant was added. I admit the story e ill told, and not worth tall-
g, and you must admib that 1t is very natural or it wonld not have
happened twice.

Tho sixpenco undor tho seal is my third fact. This happenedin our
own fammly. One of my own grandfather’s uncles forged a will, and
my grandfather rocovered tho estate my father now possosses by the
deteetion of the forgery of a sixpenco undor tho seal.

Thoank you, thank yom, thank you, for liking the two Clays,
Dut pray dont envelope all tho country gentloman of England in
Tnglish Clay.

Thank you, thank yom, thank you, says my father, for liking
Lody Jane Grandville. Her ladyship is his favourite, but nobody has
over mentioned her in thoir letters but you. I oannot belive that you
ever resemblod thal selfish, hollow Lady Angelica. Would you ever
have guessed that the characler of Rosamond is hlke——M. T ? Al
who know me intimately sayit is s lilko as 1t is possible. Those who
do not know wme intimately would never guess it.

Harrington came next. The idea of writing a story
of which the hero should be a Jew was not her own,
but suggested Ly an unknown correspondent in the
United States, a Jewish lady, who gently reproached
her for having so often made Jews ridiculous, and
begged she would write a story that should treat of a
good Jew. Scarcely was it finished than she began
Ormond. In February 1817 she read the first chapter
to her father as they were driving out to pay a visit,
the last Mr. Edgeworth ever paid. His health had
become a source of grave anxiety, and though he
masked all his suffexings with cheerfulness and touch-
ing unselfishness, it was too evident that his case was
serious, 'The interest and delight he took in Ormond,
and his desire to see the story finished, encouraged Miss
Edgeworth to go on.

Her stepmother writes :

In all her anguish of mind ab the state of his health, Maria,

by & wonderful effort of affection and genius, produced thoze
gay ond brilliant pages, some of the gayest and most brilliant che
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over composed . . . The admirablo characters of King Corny
end Sir Dlick O'Shane, and all the wonderful scenes full of wit,
humour, and fesling, were wriiten in agony of anxiety, with trembling
hand end tearful oyes. As she fimishod chapter after chapler, she read
them out, tha whole tamily assembling in hov father's room to listen
to them. Her father enjoyed these readmmgs so exceodingly, as o
reward hor for the wonderful efforts she made.

Enfeebled as he was by illness, and often while en-
during pain, Mr, Edgeworth nevertheless continued
as before to revise his daughter’s MS. with “an
acuteness, a perseverance of attention of which I
cannot bear to think,” she writes.in after years. ““He
would work at it in his bed for hours together, once at
an end for six hours, during an interval of sickness and
exquisite pain.”

Thanks to the kindness of her publisher, she was able
on Mr. Edgeworth’s birthday (May 1817) to put the
printed volumes into his hands. It was the last book of
hers to which he was to write a preface, and it was
characteristic, like his others :—

In my seventy-fourth year, I have the satisfaction of sesing another
work of my daughter hronghtbefors the public. This was more then
1 conld have expected frommy advanced age and declining health, I
have beeh reprehended by Rome of the public aritics for the notices
which I have annesed to my daughtor’s works. As I do not know
thoir reasons for this reprehension, I camnot submit even to their
respectablo authority. I trust, however, the British public will sym-
pothise with what o fother feols for a daughter’s literary success,
partioularly as this father and danghtor have written various works
in partnership. Tho natural and happy confidence reposed in me by
my daughter puts it in my power to assure the public that she does
not writa nogligently, I can esaert that twice as many pages wore
written for these volumes ag are now printed.

And, now, indulgent reader, I beg you to pardon this intrusion, and
with the most grateful acknowlodgments, I bid you farowell for
over,

Rrcmarp Lovert Epeeworto,

This preface was dated May 81st, 1817. On Junc
fe)
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18th Mr. Edgeworth died, retaining to the last, as he
had prayed, his intellectual faculties. His death was
an acute grief to the whole family, a terrible, an irre-
parable blow to his eldest daughter. She was almost
overwhelmed by sorrow, and during the first months that
followed her father’s death she wrote scarcely any letters.
She had not the heart to do so; besides, her eye-sight
had been so injured by weeping, as well as by overwork
the previous winter, when she had been sitting up at
night, struggling with her grief and writing Ormond, that
it caused real alarm to her friends. She was unable to
use her eyes without pain, * the tears,” she said,  felt
like the cutling of a knife.” On this account, as well
as from her sorrow, the rest of the year is a blank in
her life. In the late antumn she went to stay at Black
Castle with Mxs. Ruxton, who checred and nursed her,
With rare strength of mind she followed the medical
directions to abstain from reading and writing.
Needlework, too, of which she was fond, was forbidden
to her; she therefore learned to knitin order to employ
herself. With patience, fortitude, and cheexful dis.
regard of self, she bore the mental and physical suffer-

ings that marked the year 1817 a black one in her
life,
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CHAPTER X.
LATER NOVELS.—GENERAL ESTIMATH,

Frew of Miss Edgeworth’s stories were written guickly.
In her case, however, the Horatian maxim was scaveely
justified, for her best tales are almost without excep-
tion those written with a running pen. Puadronage was
one that was longest in hand, having originated in 1787
From a story told by Mr. Edgeworth to amuse his wife
when recovering from her confinement, From her
frequent mention of it, quite contrary to her usual
custom, one may conclude she did not find it an
easy task. In 1811 she writes, “ I am working away
at Patronage, but cannot at sall come up to my idea of
what it should be.” We do not know whether it ever
did, but whatever her verdiet may finally have been, it
is certain that Pafronage, though one of the longest
and most ambitious of her stories is, as a story, one of
the least successful, It is laboured; art and design
are too apparent, the purpose has too fatally hampered
the invention. There is no denying that, while con-
taining many excellent scenes, much shrewd observation.
of character, Patronage drags, and the rcader is weary
ere he has done, If isboth artificial and commonplace,
and what is more unfortunate still, the whole fabric is
8 *
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built upon a confusion of premises. Its purpose is to
demonstrate the evils that result from patronage, and
to show how much more successful are those who rely
only upon their own exertions. Both premises involvea
petilio principii. A capable person helped at the
outset may have cause ctcrnally to bless the patron who
cpabled him to start at once in his proper groove,
instead of wasting strength and time after the endea-
vour—often vain—to find it unassisted. Had she
attempted to prove that it was better for each person
to fight his way alone, because this was better for the
moral development of his character, it would have been
another matter. But this is not the line she pursues,
There are no such subtle psychic problems worked out.
The whele question is treated from the surface only,
and the two families chosen to “ point the moral’’ aye
not fairly contrasted. The Percys, the good people
who shrink from help so nervously that they would
rather do themselves harm than accept a helping hand,
possess every virtue and capacity under the sun, while
their rivals and zelatives, the Falconers, have no
resources but those of cringing falsehood. They are
absolutely ineapable, have learnt mothing, do not care
to learn, and depend cntirely upon finding a patron.
They further rely upon their luck that, when settled in
their various posts, no uwtoward accident may reveal
their inability to fill them. Thus sound morality, good
sense, and an independent spivit, are contrasted with
meanness, folly, and ignorance. As an eminent critic
has well remarked :—¢The rival families are so un-
equal that they cannot be handicapped for the race.
The one has all the good qualities, the other almost
all the bad. Reverse the position: encumber the
Percys (to borrow a Johusonian phrase) with any
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amount of help ; leave the Falconers entirely to their
own resources; and the sole difference in the result
undor any casily conceivable circumstances will be,
that the Percys will rise more rapidly and the Falconers
will never rise at all.”

The materials of the fable, therefore, are not happy,
neither, such as they are, are they artfully managed.
The working out is bald, the moral bluntly enforced.
Never was Miss Edgeworth more weighted by her aim,
never were the fallacier of her cut-and-dried theories
better illustrated. In this, her longest work, it is
specially evident that her manner was not adapted
to what the French call ouvrages de longue haleine.
But if we at once dismiss from our minds the
idea of deriving instruction from the fable, if we
judiciously skip the dull pages of rhetoric or moral
preachings that are interspersed, we can gain much real
enjoyment from this book, whose characters are excel-
lently planned and consistently cerried out. Patronage
containg some of Miss Edgeworth’s finest creations.
The Percys as a whole are

Too bright and good

For human nature’s daily food 3
but even in their family had grown up a character
whom we canlove, with whom we can sympathise—the
warm-hearted, generously impulsive, sprightly Rosa-
mond, who, according to her own testimony, resembled
her creator. Caroline Percy is one of the very wise,
self-contained, and excellent young persons who so
often appear under different disguises in Miss Edge-
avorth’s tales, She is exactly one of those heroines to
» whom applies the wickedly witty remark put by Bulwer
into the mouth of Darrell in What will he do with it ?
“‘Many years since I read Miss Edgeworth’s novels,
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and in conversing with Miss Honoria Vipont, methinks
I confer with one of Miss Edgeworth’s heroines—so.
rational, so prudent, so well-behaved—so free from silly
romsantic notions—so replete with solid information,
moral philosophy, and natural history—so sure to.
regulate hor watch and her heart to the precise mo-
ment, for the one to strike and the other to throb—
and to marry at last a respectable steady husband,
whom she will win with dignity and would love with
—decorum! a very superior girl indeed.” *

There is also a certain family likcness in the good
fathers of her books. They are, as & rule, pretere
naturally wise, circumspect, and apt to resemble Mr,
Bdgeworth. It has been well remarked that though
we are told that a just man sins seven times a day, Miss
Edgeworth’s just heroes and heroines never fall., Un-
doubtedly there is a want of variety as well as of human
nature in her good characters, but not so in her bed.
There she ranges over so wide a field that we can but
wonder whence she gathered all this vast experience.
She owned a perfect mine of social satire, and the skill
with which she drew upon it and shaped her various
characters, so asto give them a positive personal inte-
rest and vitality, is astounding. She is equally bappy
in her villains, her fools, her fops ; indeed, in painting
these latter species Miss Bdgeworth is unrivalled. She
seemed to know every weakuess and absurdity of which
human nature is capable. The manner in which she
holds this up to view is sometimes almost remorseless,
as from the altitude of one who has absolutely nothing
in common with such creatures. In Paironage we have

* Tt ia bat fair to add that Bolwer in n note disclaims the excessive
gavarity and aweeping charactor of this eritiolsm,.
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several such, Inimitable are the two Clays, brothers,
men of large fortunes, which they spend in all manner
of extravagance and profligacy, not from inclination
but merely to purchase admission into fine company.
They are known respectively as French and English
Clay: the one affecting a preference for all that is
French ; the other, a cold, reserved, dull man, as affec-
tedly denouncing everything foreign, hoasting loudly
that everything about him is English, that only what is
English is worthy attention, “but whether this arises
from love of his country or contempt of his brother”
does not appear, If there is anything to choose between
these two capital creations, English Clay is perhaps the
better. His slow, surly reserve, supercilions silence,
and solemn self-imporiance ave wonderfully sustained ;
but hardly less excellens is his brother, with his affected
tones, his foreign airs, and quick, talkative vanity.
Lord William is another remarkably well-drawn
picture. He is anupright, honourable, and enlightened
nobleman, who constantly fails to do himself justice,
because he labours under that morbid shyness known
28 mauveise honle, so common in England, so rare out
of her borders. The patron, Liord Oldborough, & high.
minded, austere, but absorbingly ambitious man, is
claborated with much care and penetration. Very
skilfully are we made to feel that his vices are rather
those of his position than of his heart. Nor must
Buckhurst Falconer be passed over, the only member
of the Falconer family who has one redeeming feature.
He ouce had a heart, and, though wesk as water, and
swayed by tho low principles that prevail in his family,
he cannot succeed in stifling every good or mnohle
feeling, though he has striven hard to compass this end.
These will crop forth occasionally, though they canno
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stay his descent down the path of corruption. Butthey
permit us to foel for him,to pity him ; he is no cut-and-
dried mechanical knave,

A book that containg so many fine conceptions
cannot be called a failure even to-day, and sines Miss
Edgeworth’s contcruporaries admitted her premises, it
is no wonder that on its appearance Paironage achieved
a great success. In those days, when novel-writing
had not become so much of an art as now, the rapid
downfall of the whole Falconer family within the space
of a fow wecks presented nothing ludicrous. Such in.
cidents were familiar in romance, and held allowable
there, even if known to be untrue to lile, We now
judge from the latter standard only, and reject, even in
fiction, tho improbable. In Paironage, Miss Edge-
worth’s fondness for poetical justice has certainly
carried her very far. Here, as in other of her stories,
difficulties are not allowed to develop and be overcome
gradually, but the knot is cuf in the most ludicrously
childish and awkward manner, a summary catastrophe
is imagined, so that the modern rcader cannot forbear
a smile. Still, Patronage remains a remarkable book,
replete with sound sense, acute observation, and rapid
graphic illustrations of character.

Scarcely so Harrington. Here, as in Paironage,
Miss Edgeworth had set herself to work out a moral,
this timo an apology for the Jews. It was written to
suggestion, and was on a theme that lay entirely out-
side the domain of her experience. She had to evolve
a Jew out of her moral consciousness, and her de-
lineation is as little successful as that of other writers
who have set themselves the same task. Her zeal
ontran her judgment; her elaborate apology is feeble;
and if the J eﬁ'ﬁ needed vindication they could hardly
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be flattered by one of this nature. For she does not
introduce us to a true Jew at all. Her ideas were
based upon that rare and beautiful character Moses
Mendelssohn, & character as little typical of the Jewish
as of any other race or religious creed, but common to
all men who think and feel philosophically and have
raised themselves above the petty prejudices of man-
kind. This was as much as to say that only a Jew
who was no Jew was admirable and estimable. And
even his daughter Berenice, whom we are led to regard
thronghout as a Jewess, is finally discovered to have
been born of a Christian mother, and christened in her
youth, so that her lover Harrington can marry her
withouti any sacrifice to his social and racial prejudices.
This is weak indced, since the whole purpose of the
story was to overcome the baseless dislike Harrington
had from childhood entertained for the meve name of
Jew. It would, therefore, have been far morc to the
purpose had his prejudices been really, and not only
apparently, overcome. The truth is that Miss Edge-
worth herself was a lady not free from prejudices;
and a regard for the opinion of the world, for birth
and social station, was one of these, At the cleventh
hour she probably could not reconcile herself to letting
her hero, a man of good society, marry a Spanish
Jewess; and since he had shown himself willing to do
8o, carricd away by his deep and sincere feeling, she
donbtless held that he had done enough, and so terrible
a fate must be averted from his head.

The story could not, and did not, satisfy Miss
Mordecai’s requirements, though she aacepted it is
an attempt at making amends. But the authoress
herself recognised, in later life, that her friend “had
1o reason to be satisfled with it, as the Jewess turns
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out to be a Christian. Yet she was good enough to
accept it as a peace-offering, and to consider that this
was an Irish blunder, which, with the best intentions,
I could not avoid.”

Contemporary opinion certainly treated Harrington
as not one of the happiest of their favourite novelist’s
stories. Yet, with all its palpablo defects, there is such
an admixture of excellence, that Harringfon should not
be left unread, even though we may regrot that such
capital figures, painted with such nice skill and delicate
diserimination, should be imbedded in so pucrile a tale,
The characters are keenly and lightly drawn, standing
out boldly and clearly. The jargon of society is once

~more successfully reproduced, as well as those fashion~
able ladies who hide the elaws of a tligress under a
velvet paw, and whose complex and shifting mature
Miss Edgeworth understood so well and reproduced so
faithfully. How she, with her simple direct character,
came to comprehend them so fully, is almost a marvel,
But intuition of character was a forte with Miss Edge-
worth, and the grand secret of her novelistic success,
Her iruth of touch was remarkeable. Lady Anne
Mowbray is a perfect model of that mixture of feline
. grace and obstinate silliness which the world so much
v admives in its young ladies; while her mother’s insig-
I"*.iﬁca.nce, which is not disguised by a stately formal
}h-anner, is delineated and sustained to perfection.
SLoi-d Mowbray is yet another of Miss Edgeworth’s
maryellously acute portrsits of a true man of the
worll], of an evil nature. This is concealed by a fair
sembl'ance and good manners, so that it is needful to
know Yoim well to guess at the villain that is hidden
under this attractive disguise.
Miss al‘ildgewurth is at her ease and at her happiest
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in Ormond. Herc she is on Irish ground, always for
her the best, where she moves with most abandon;
whero she casts aside for a time some of her cold
philosophy, and allows herself to appear as the viva-
cions Irishwoman, which at heart she was. Ireland,
with its long history of bloodshed and social disorder,
had none of those romantic incidents to offer to the
novelist that were to be found in the equally wild but
more noble and chivalric history of Scotland. Hence
Sir Walter Scott had an easier task to perform than
Miss Edgeworth, The history of which he treated
allowed of judicious and poetic gilding, It lifted into.
more romantic regions, Irish history has, unfortu-
nately, never been elevating, soul-ennobling. It is
too much the record of rebellions seditions and foolish
intrigues, lightly entered upon, inconsistently carried
out. Such a history could scarcely kindle romantic
ideas and desires in the hearts of youth as did Scott’s
pictures; and Miss Edgeworth did wisely in her Irish
tales to leave history carefully on one side, and to deal
only with the Hibernian character and the delineation
of social manners, For many years the mere name of
Irishman had been regarded in England as a term of
reproach, and they figured as buffoons in all the novels
ond plays of the period. It was Miss Edgeworth who
first came to the rescue of her countrymen, and she did
this by no exaggerated praises, but by sympathetic, yet
true,presentment. Her national story of Castle Rackrent
had established for her a reputation as a relentlossly
truthful writer, She had invested the tale with none
of the poetical glamour employed by most historical
novelists, who seek to hide from sight the ugly sores
that exist in the society they depict, and thus endeavour
to make us deem that those good old tiwmes of which
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they write had, despite their lawlessness, some power
of sirength and goodness unknown to us. Miss Edge.
worth was too realistic a portrait painter to employ
such methods; hence, where Sir Walter Scott’s rich
imagination led him at times astray, she, on her part,
was oftener hampered for want of that faculty, Stil],
her very rescrve was fortunate, considering the theme
on which it was exercised, as matters Irish have, for
some cause, never been troated with judicial calmness,
Hence to no writer are the Irish so much indebted.
Their less judicious fricnds were satisfied with indig.
nantly repelling the charges made against them, whils
national partiality magnified aoll their gifts. Miss
Edgeworth felt with them, loved them, but she was not
blinded by her affection. Starting from the assumption
that the prejudices which existed against her country-
men arose from imperfect acquaintance with them, she
candidly presented them, just as they were, with both
their virtucs and vices unvarnished.

After Castle Rackrent, Ormond was certainly the
finest effort of Miss Edgeworth’s genius; and if is
scaxcely fanciful to believe that it owes some of its
excellence to the influence cxerted upon her mind by
Waverley. Had she but had Scott’s eye for nature,
and introduced us to some of the beautiful scenery in
which her story oceurs, the book might worthily rank
BEl}de any of the Scotch Waverley novels, Was it
-owing to Scott’s influence, also, that we have in this

a less obtrusive moral ?
m%eha\story of Ormond is in some respects the reverse
of Viviun. The hero possesses innate force of charac-
ter, and ‘we watch in his career the progress of a mind
that has not been cultivated but shows itself capable
of being educated by circumstances. Ormond is one
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of those persons in whom nafive intuition takes the
place of instruction, and who of their proper strength
are equal to all emergencies. The complications of
the story arise from these inward propensities of his
neture and the contending influences from without
with which he has to grapple. He was an orphan
who had been adopted by Sir Ulick O’Shane, but had
nol been educated becaunse Sir Ulick deemed that
there was no use in giving him the education of a
landed gentleman when he was not likely to have an
estato. An unfortunate difference with Sir Ulick’s
wife obliged Ormond to leave his guardian’s roof emd
avail himaself of the hospitality of a cousin, Cornelins
O’Shane, who called himself King of the Black Islands
after his estate. Morc familiarly this original is spoken
of as King Corny. Besides being one of the most
delightful creations in romantic literature, he is an
instructive study towards the comprehension of the
Irish character. Macaulay pointed out, in speaking
of the aboriginal aristocracy of Ireland, that Miss
Edgeworth’s King Corny belonged to a later and much
more civilized generation, but added that, ¢ whoever
hes studied that admirable portrait can form some
notion of what King Corny’s great-grandfather must
have been like” King Corny iz a most genuine
character; there is no nonsense, no false reticence
about him; he is hasty and violent at {imes, but he
is not ashamed to show it, neither does he hide his
warm, kind heart, His frank and unsuspecting nature
makes him adored by all his tenantry, none of whom
would wrong their king. There is not a page in
which he figures that docs not furnish charming read-
ing, and there is not a reader but will resent that King
Corny is made to die so early in the book. Itis all
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the more vexatious to have the most original and at.
tractive figure thus removed, becanse it was needless for
the due development of the story, That the interest,
which certainly flags after his demise, is sustained at
all is a proof that the story, as a story, is above Miss
Bdgeworth’s average. And, indeed, attention is well
maintained to the end, notwithstanding a few most
marvellonsly unnatural incidents that occur in the
latter portion and stagger belief. They once more
reveal Miss Edgeworth’s curious clumsiness in getting
her brain children out of the difficulties in which she
has involved them. The quick alternation of laughter
and tears that is a marked feature of her Irish tales
recurs in the earlier portions of the book, where the
scene is laid in the Black Islands, of which Harry
Ormond becomes “ prince presumptive.”’ The famous
postilion’s letter in the 4bsentee is hard run by the letter
King Corny writes to Ormond when offering him his
hospitality, Admirable, too, is the account of his
reception hy the single-hearted, generous, though
eccentric monarch, This reception scene is character
istic of the primitive and somewhat dissolute manners
of the time. Indeed, the whole of Harry Ormond’s
residence in the Black Islands affords Miss Edgeworth
opportunities for exercising her peculiar felicity in dis-
playing mamners and customs. She does not present
these by merely a few prominent and striking traits,
but with delicate skill she insinuates little touches here
and there that give local colour and perfume to the
whole. It is quito true that Miss Edgeworth’s books
bear reading twice; once for the general impression,
the second time to see how cunningly this impression
is produced.

Miss Edgeworth, not having in the case of Ormond
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weighted herself with a text, we have hardly any of
her “unco’ gude” characters, but many of those
mixtures that are truer to poor humanity. The excep-
tons are Liady and Miss Annaly, some of her monoto-
nously similar pattern women, and Dr, Cambray, one
of her dull and wooden immaculate men, Happily
they sppear but little in the story. The most able
character, after king Corny, is Sir Ulick O’Shane, the
political schemer and trimmer. A more vulgar or
common-place writer would have represented him as an
offensive hypocrite. Miss Edgeworth does not paint
him in repellent colours, but lets him reveal his
baseness litlle by little, and rather against his
will, until the final catastrophe presents him in
all his native vileness. His easy and agreeable
social manners, his gentlemanly mode of foeling and
acting, due, no doubt, to a long inheritanco of gentle-
menly traditions, are shown with profound penetration,
Itis a part of Miss Edgeworth’s power to evince how
¢ great effects from trivial causes spring™; she makes
us vividly realise all the circumstances under which her
events occur. Thus we witness their development,
instead of being only presentod with the final results,
This was rather a new departure in her day, when
evenis finished, cut and dried, were alone considered
worthy of note. In her conversations she shows con-
siderable dramatic skill; they are enlivened not only
by looks and gestures, but by what is often as signi-
ficant, by moments of silence, by chtnges of counten-
ance, by all the minor matters that distinguish spoken
from written words. Neither in dramatic presentation
of incident, nor in picturesqueness and vividness of
character-drawing, has Miss Edgeworth ever touched a
higher standard than in Ormond. The fact that it



128 MARTA EDGEWORTH,

was written and sent to press so quickly, in order
to gratify her sick father, proved in its favour. The
result was that it was penned with more spontaneity,
was less carefully worked up then cither Paironage,
or Belinda, or even The Abseniee, and consequently it
reads more naturally. Therc are fewer forced sentences,
fewer attempts at pointed and epigrammatic writing,
These epigrammatic sentences, which, with but few
exceptions, are but hall epigrams, are somewhat aggra.
vating, especially if too constantly repeated, since they
thus picture neither common nor uncommon talk, Tt
is this tendency, carried to its highest expression in the
Madern Griselda, that makes Miss Bdgeworth’s person-
ages, while acting and thinking like real people, not
always talk as men and women would. As a rule, how-
ever, her style is easy, finished, flexible, and at times
racy, and, while seldom rising 10 eloguence, never sink.
ing to tameness. Now and then it is a trifle cold, and
she is too fond of erndite or far-fetched illustrations,
The conversation of her day was, to use the language
of the day, “polite”; that is to say, slightly stilted,
prim, and confined within narrow bounds, and that she
reflected it is & matter of course, but, as a whole, she
managed to keep hersell singularly free from its worst
features. Indeed, her work was really of first-rate
quality, and if we read it without troubling ourselves
about her ethical designs or expecting to find a cleverly
told plot, we cannot fail to derive enjoyment from i,
or to comprehend: why her contemporaries rated her so
highly, though they, on their part, perhaps, valued her
moral teaching more than the present generation, which
does not believe in mere scrmons as panaceas. Indeed,
now-a~days, the fashion is too much to divorce art
from didactic intention. In those days it was the
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fashion to over-rate the service works of imagination
can render virtue.

It would be easy to bring forward testimony regard-
ing the fervent admiration bestowed on Miss Edgeworth
by her contemporaries.  She certainly missed, but she
only just missed, the highest greatness. Did Madame
de Sta&l put her sure finger on the cause when she said,
after reading Fashionable Tales and cxpressing her
great admiration, “ que Miss Edgeworth était digne de
Penthousiasme, mais qu'elle Sest perdue dans lu triste
utilité?¥ Yet to preach utility was held by Miss Bdge-
worth as a duty ; but for this she might perhaps never
have written at all, since no pecuniary needs drove her
to authorship, And allowing for this moral strain in
her works, and the blemishes that result thence, which
compared with all she achieved are but trivial, in
estimating her work as a whole, we may well afford
to change what Chateaubriand called “the petty and
meagre criticism of defects, for the comprehensive and
prolific criticism of beauties.” We must not look for
features such as she cannot furnish, any more than we
should seek for figs upon an apple tree. There are
certain things Miss Edgeworth can do, and do inimi-
tably, there are others entirely foreign to her sphere,
Her novels have been described as a sort of essence
of common-sense, and even more happily it has been
said that it was her genius to be wise. We must be
content to take that which sho can offer; and since she
offers so much, why should we not be content? Miss
Edgeworth wrote of ordinary human life, and not of
tremendous catastrophes or highly romantic incidents.
Hers was no heated fancy ; she had no comprehension of
those fiery passions, those sensibilities that burn like
tinder at contact with the feeblest spark ; she does not

Y
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believe in chance, that {avourite of so many novelists ;
veither does she deal in ruined castles, underground
galleries nor spectres, as was the {ashion in her day, In
her stories events mostly oceur asin sober and habitual
fact. In avoiding the stock-in-trade of her contem.
poraries, she boldly struck out a line of her own which
answers in some respects to the modern realistic novel,
though devoid, of course, of its anatomical and physio.
logical character. She used materials which her pre.
decessors had scorned as worthloss. She endeavoured
to show that there is a poetry in self-restraint as well as
in passion, though at the very time she wroteit was the
fashion to sneer at this, and to laud as fine that self-
forgetfulness, that trampling down of all ohstacles, no
matter of what nature, sung by Byron and Shelley. She
permittod justthat amount of tenderness which the owner
could keep under duc control. She had no taste for what
was named the grandeur, beauty, and mystery of erime.
She seldom devoted her attention to crimes at all, but
gave it to those minor virtues and vices that contribute
more largely to our daily sufferings or enjoyments, The
novels of her day were too apt to bring forward angels
or monsters, and though she, also, erred at tipes in
the former respect, yet on the whole she departed from
it, and was among the first to strike out that path
since so successfully trodden, especially by female
novelists, and notably by George Eliot, that of inte-
resting us in persons moving in the common walks of
men, In her Populer and Moral Tales she was en-
cnmbered like a clergyman in his sermon, and hence
a too solemn and rather stifiing air of moral reflection
is apt to pervede. That she overcame it as much a3
she did, that her novels are as attractive and readable
a8 they are, is to the credit of her genius, which nob
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even Mr. Edgeworth could wholly overlay and stifle,
and she thus with few exceptions triumphed over that
tendency to the “ goody,” from which it seems so
difficult for works intended for edification to keep
themselves exempt. Next to her children’s and Irish
tales she is most excellent in her studies from fashion-
able life, Her heroes and heroines moving in the
dismal round of inanities, mis-called diversions, are
portraits touched up with nice care in detail, with a
keen eye for subtiltics and demi-tints. She loved to
expose the false and mawkish doctrines thought fit for
women, Her fashionable heroines followed the senti-
mental teachings of Rousseau and Mrs, Chapone, and
held that the highest mission of woman is to please,
and that she should be not only excused but com-
mended if she employed every art to compass that end.
High-mindedness was a factor unknown or at'least
unadmitted in their philosophy, fashion governed all;
%0 be in the fashion was the main object of their lives,
Miss Edgeworth did not condemn this too mercilessly
or from too lofty a platform, Her moralily, though
unexccptionable, is never austere; she allows and
even sanctions worldly wisdom within certain limits,
she was too much a woman of the world herself to set
up Utopian or ascetic standards. To make conscience
agree with the demands of polite opinion was admitted
to be a desirable and important factor. After all, we
are all more or less affected by the mental atmosphere
in which we live ; none of us can wholly get outside the
spiritual air that environs us, and see things from
different points of view; and Miss Tdgeworth could
do 80 less than many because she was less highly en-
dowed with sympathetic imagination. Thus her short-

comings are in her case, more than in that of many
a*
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others, the fanlt of her surroundings and education,
For, placed immediately under My. Edgeworth’s per.
sonal influenco, his powers of suasion and plansible
presentment, it was not easy to escape, and his
daughter never questioned his final wisdom or de.
sired such escape. In a critical reading of ber books
it is amusing to note how ever and again her father
crops forth. Thus her heroes constantly ask what
mapner of education the young lady of their choice
has received, because as * prudent mon ” they feel that
only on this can they base their future hopos of happi.
ness. And yet, strangely enough, with this absolute
faith in the power of education, is combincd a belief
that nothing, not even this almighty thing, can over-
come the fact that if a girl be the daunghter of a woman
who has at any time forgotten herself, no matter bow
good the education may have been, no matter that
this parent may have dicd at her birth or the child
never lived boside her, Miss Edgeworth’s heroes
vegard her as necessarily lost, comsider that it i
impossible she should coutinue in the straight path.
They will stifle their strongest feelings, make them-
selves and the girl miserable rather than marry her,
A special instance of this occwrs in The Absenles,
where Lord Colambre prefers to break off his en-
gagement with his adored cousin, the charming
and high-principled Grace Nugent, rather than wed
her after he hears a rumour that her mother has
not been legally married to her father. Hence a deus
ez machina has to be evoked, who, like all such gods
cuts the Gordian knot in bungling fashion. After
attributing all possibilities to education, there is quite
6 comic inconsistency in this method of visiting the
offences of the wrong-doer upon the vietim, But
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Miss Edgeworth, or rather her father, appeared to
have no comprehcnsion of the fact that misfortunes
of birth most frequently act on the children as a
"deterrent; so that they make, as it were, hereditary
expiation, But herc appears the want of tenderness
in Miss Edgeworth’s work, a quality she owned as a
woman, and lacked as an author, The two were cer-
tainly curiously different at times., But though not
tender, she is always amiable and kindly, even though
slie does not look far bencath the surface, and never
deals with the soul. Unknown to her were its silent
tragedies, its conflicts, hopes and fears. Those feel-
ings that did not manifest themselves in life or action
were beyond her range of comprehension. She had
& genius for observing such things as can be observed ;
the lower depths are never stirred by herself or her
characters. But it was her genius for observation,
her power of rcproducing what she had seen, that
made her greatness, a greatness limited in its extent,
but none the less greatness of its kind. Her works
fully merit the admiration they have so long enjoyed.

An amusing summing-up of Miss Edgeworth’s
novels is given by Leigh Hunt in his poem, “ Blue
Stocking Revels.” Apollo gives a ball to all the
eminent contemporary authoresses, and criticises his
guests as they enter.

At the sight of Miss Edgeworth, he says :—

% Hore comes one
As sincere and as kind 8 lives under the sun
Not paotical, eh? nor much givon to insist
On utilibes not in utility's list.
(Things neverthelesa without which tho large heart
Of my werld would but play & poor husk of o part.)
But most truly, witlun ker ewn sphere sympathetic,
And that's no mean help towards the practic-poetio.”
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Then smiling, ho said & most singnlar thing,

He thanked her for making him ¢ saving of eiring!”

But for fear she should [ancy he did nol approvs her in
Mattors moro woighty, praised hor Meneuvring.

A book wneh, it aught could pierce craniums so dengs,
Might supply cunning folke with n little good sense.

% And her Irish * (ke added)  poor souls ! so improssod him
Re knew not if most they amused or disiressed him,”

And now, finally, we are confronted with the ques.
tion, will Miss Edgeworth’s works live, or will they be
left to grow dusty upon the library-shelves, in company
with many names much respected in their day? Who
shall say? The novel is, of its very essence, the
most ephemeral style of literature, since it deals with
the ever-ghifting pictures of ils time, Nor is this
unjust. The novelist of worth receives, as a rule, his
meed of recoguition in his life-time, which is not the lot
of writers in all branches of literature. On the other
hand, to the student of manners, novels have a value
no historian can outvie, and on this account alone
Miss Bdgeworth’s should not be left unread. Buf not
only on this account, for it is perhaps just in this
direction that they err somewhat; for though no
doubt true pictures of one section of society, there is
no denying that Miss Edgeworth’s outlook is not
catholic; that the world, as she saw it, was prescribed
almost exclusively within the bounds of so-called
* good society,” a circle in which the heights and
depths of life and feeling ave ravely fouched, because
of the conventional boundaries within which its in-
mates are cooped.

Whence then the undeniable fact that Miss Edge-
worth has gradually grown fo join that band of
authars known ss standard, who are more spoken of
than read? 'There is so much in her mode of life-
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conception that is entircly modern, so much that is in
keeping rather with the advanced school of utilitarian
ethicists than with the more sentimental school of her
day, that it certainly does appear puzzling why she has
not better maintained her place ; for it would be idie
to pretend that she has maintained it such as it was
in her life-time. 1t cannot be because her plots are
ill-constructed. When at her best she holds attention
notwithstanding. Nor does an author’s power to
engross us at all depend on his constructive faculty.
Tudeed, some of those writers who most hold their
readers have distinetly lacked this gift, which often
exists independently of fine novelistic qualities. In
portions of her work, Miss Edgeworth need fear no
rivals. ‘Why is it, then, that in attempting an estimate
of her powers, while allowing to her first-class excel-
lencies, we have to deny her a first-class place, thus
condaning, to some extent, those who leave her unread
to turn to less edifying and admirable writers. Is it
not because there is abscnt from Maria Edgeworth’s
writings that divine spark of the ideal that alone
allows works to live for all time, that spark which it is
given to many an inferior anthor to own, while it is
here denied to a woman of great intelleotual power.
‘While pre-eminently upright, high.principled and
virtuons, Miss Edgeworth’s ethics are pervaded by a
certain colduess and self-consciousness, that irresistibly
gives to her good people a Pharisaical character; an
impression {rom which it is always difficult, and at
times impossible, for the reader to shake himself free.
Her heroos and heroines act with too little spontaneity;
they scem to cnleulate and know too suvely the exact
sum total of ultimate gain that will, in o justly-ordered
world, accrue to them for their good actions, their
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self-sacrifice and devotion. Her heroes are almost gs
calculating as her villains.

It is a severe test to which to put an aunthor, to read
all his works consecutively; but it is one that more
surely than aught else enables us to mark his place
of merit. IE he can stand this trial, he is decidedly
above the average; if he issue thence triumphant, he
may, without besitation, be pronounced among the
great. Miss Edgeworth weathers this test very re-
spectably ; indeed it, more than all else, enforces upon
the rcader the great versatility she displays in character
and situation. Yet it is just after such a perusal that
the absolute lack of the ideal element is so strongly
borne in upon uws. As the thirsty mountaincer drinks
eagerly from the first clear streamlet that meets him
trickling down from the heights, so Miss Edgewortl’s
readers eagerly turn from her to some more spontaneous
writer to quench the drought that this continuous
perusal has engendeved. Even in this prosaic and
materialistic age the belief in blue roses is happily not
wholly dcad ; and though we will not suffer the garden
of a novelist to grow no other plant, becanse we know
that one filled with blue roses only is out of nature in
this terrestrial globe, yet, in a well-ordered parterre,
we do require that the blue rose should also have its
place. It is to novelist and poet that the cultivation
of this rare and heaven-born plant has been entrusted.
Miss Edgeworth knew 1t not. Neither by hereditery
tendency, nor by training, had she made acquaintance
with this wonder-flower, for whose botanical analysis
Mr. Edgeworth would have searched a Flora in vain,
and whose existence he would, therefore, stoutly have
denied. With “ little stores of maxims,” like Tenny-
son's faithless love, Miss Edgeworth, acting from the
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very highest motives, after careful and philosophic
deliberation, at personal suffering to herself, in her
printed words, preached down the instincts of the
heart. She knew not that excecllent as utilitarianism
is in its place and sphere, there is something more,
something beyond, that is needed to form the basis
upon which human actions are set in motion. For
the spiritual and divine clement in man she made no
allowance, and it was this that drew down on her,
from shallow contemporary critics, that condemnation
of want of religion, flung in a narrow dogmatic spirit,
that wounded her so deeply. Outwardly the Edgeworths
conformed to the established faith, and though liberal,
in the sense of being wide-minded, they were not, in
religious matters, advanced in thought, Indeed, they
thought little, if at all, of the next world, finding full
occupstion for their minds in this, Miss Edgeworth
was hemmed in by the visible; she did not seek to
justify the ways of God to man; life was to her no
riddle; if man would but act rightly, all would be
well; she deemed that it is given into his own hands
to do good or evil, to be happy or the reverse. There
was in her nothing of the poet and the seer; and by
so much as she fails to speak to humanity in all its
aspects, by so much she fails to take rank among the
greatest teachers of our race. But, with wisdom and
good sense, she recognised her limitations; she set
herself a humbler, but no less useful task ; she carried
out her aim faithfully and conscientiously, and by so
much she too must be ranked among the good and
faithful servants who do the work appointed by their
Lord. Ang, after all, is not the harmony of humanity
best served by the free emission of the most diverse
notes? Miss Edgeworth set herself to preach utili-
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tarianism, and the minor virtues, She succeeded ; and
in so far as she succeeded in that which she set
hersell to do, life was for her successful, and she was
great.
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CHAPTER XI.
VISITS ABROAD AND AT HOME.

Lirg at Bdgeworthstown underwent no outward change
owing to the death of its master. His place was taken
by his eldest and unmarried son Lovell, who sought,
to the hest of his abilities, to keep the house &
home for his father’s widow and his numerous brothers
and sisters, an endeavour in which he was successful,
Miss Edgeworth descrihes herself at this time as
¢ quite absorbed in low domestic interests, of which
only those who love home and love us can possibly
bear to hear,”

For some years after her father’s death all she did
was done as an effort, and more from a high sense of
duty and from the thought that it would have pleased
him who was gone, than from any inner desire to.
act. When the family, after a short absence, re-
assembled at Edgeworthstown, it required all her
inherited activity of mind, all her acquired self-
command, to enable her to keep up her spirits on
re-entering that house in which for her the light was
quenched, It was well for her not only that work
was the purpose in life of all that family, that no
drones were suffered in that household, but that hex-
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work had been planned for her by her father, and that,
in settling down to it, she was obeying his commands,

Tt had been not only his darling wish, but his dying
injunetron, that she should complete the memoir of
his life which he had begun and abandoned ten years
previously. 'Why Mr. Edgeworth had written his life
is not made clear, even by the preface in which he
attempts to cxplain the reasons that impelled him.
The rcal reason was probably the excessive importance
he attached to himself and his actions. It had always
been his intention that Miss Edgeworth should revise
and complete this memoir ; but, when he was dying, he
emphatically enjoined that it should be published
without any change. This complicated her task, which
she felt a heavy one. Excepting a few passages, he
had never shown what he had written even to his own
family; and, when he was urged by them to continue
it, he unsed to say, “hc would leave the rest to be
finished by his daughter Maria.” Almost hefore her
eyes were recovered she set to work upon her pious
duty, Her anxiety lest she should not do justice to
the theme weighed upon her so greatly that she conld
hardly speak of the memoirs even to her most intimate
friends, It is reflected in the touchingly helpless
preface she prefixed to the second volume :—

Till now I hava never on any occasion addvessed myself to the
pablic alone, and speaking in the first porson. This ogotism is not
only repugnant to my habits, but most pmnful and melancholy.
Pormerly I had slways o friend and father who spoke and wrote for
me; one who exeitaed for me all the powers of his strong mind, even
to the very last, Farmore than his protecting kindness I rogret, ab

‘this moment, the want of his guiding jndgment now when i is most
importont to me—where Ads famae is at steke.

To save her eye-sight, her sisters assisted her in
<copying, or in writing from her dictation; but, even so
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she was forced to use her own vision, and while busy
with the memoirs she allowed hersclf little of what
was now her gréatest relaxation, writing letters to
her friends :

‘We are locking to the bright side of overy objoet thab remains 1o
us, and muny blessings wo have still. I am now correcling what I
had writton of my fathor's life, and shall be for some months, so shall
not writo any lotters of such longth as this.

Bear up and struggle as she would, bitterly and
pamnfully she missed the always kind and ready ad-
viser, the sympathetic intellectual companion, who had
stood by her side till now and aided her in every
difficult task. She felt like ¢“drifting over an unknown
sea, without chart or compass.” Nor were her spirits,
or those of the family, raised by outward events, Wet
seasons had induced famine and typhus-fever, and the
tenants were sulfering from disease and distress. Then,
too, the family had their own private anxieties in the
illness of William, Lovell, and Fanny. They were all
more or less delicate; most of them had inherited
consumptive tendencies, and many months rarely passed
without Miss Rdgeworth having to vecord cascs of
sickness in those about her. These illnesses always
absorbed her whole attention, called forth all her kind-
liness and unselfishness. She was ever the ready
willing nurse, the writer of bulletins to those away,
the cheerer of long sad hours of suffering. They were
weary months those early ones of 1818, and only in
her affections did she find comfort. She writes:

I wes always fond of being loved, but of lale I am bocoms
more sensiblo of the soothing power of affectionate exprossions
Indeed, I have reason, although muck las Dbeon taken from me.
to be henrtily grateful for all I have left uf excollent friends and
for muck, mueh unexpocted kindness which has been shown to we
and mine, not only by persons unconneoted by any natural ties with
mo or them, bat from mere acquaintance besoma friends.
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In June, she is able to aunounce, I am now withiy
two monthe’ work of finishing all I mesn to write;
but the work of revision and consideration—O! most
anxions consideration.” She was still desivous of
having the opinion of friends, and more especially she
-desired the opinion of M. Dumont. Hearing he was to
stay with Lord Lansdowne, at Bowood, she yielded
to the importunities of these friends, and went there
to meet him, taking with her her sister Honora. She
was soon able to tell Mrs. Edgeworth that Dumont
** has been very much pleased with my father’s manu.
seript; he has read a good deal and likes it. He hates
M. Day in spitc of all his good qualitics ; he says he
knows be could mnot bear that sort of man, who has
such pride and misanthropies about trifles, raising
a great theory of morals wupon an amowr propre
blessé.”

The change of scene was clearly beneficial to her,
Once more her letters were filled with the anecdotes,
the interesting talk she hears, accounts of which she
knows will give pleasure to those at home. To give
pleasure to others was always the one thought upper.
most in her mind, “I am & vile correspondent when
I have nothing to say ; but at least I do write in some
sort of way when I know I have something to say that
will give pleasure to my friends,” The whole character
wof the woman is revealed in these simple words.
Among the good stories she tells from Bowood is one
condgrning Madame de Stagl :—

* Moadame tha Statl—I tumble ancedotos together ag I recollect them
—Madame de *nél had a grestwish to ses Mr. Bowles, the poet, oras
Lord Byron call Bim, the sonneteer ; she admived his sonnets and his
“ Spirlt of Maritime\Discovery,” and ranked him high as an English
genins  In riding to FRQWood; he foll and eprained his shomlder, bub
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still oame on. Tiord Lensdowne alluded {o this in presonting him to
Madamo de Stacl, before dinnor, in the midst of Lhe lstening cirele,
She began to compliment hin and hersclf wpon the exortion ho had
made to come and see her: 0 ma'am, say no more, for I would have
dono a groat deal more to see so great a enriosity!” Lord Lans.
downe says it is impossible to deseribe the shock in Madame de Statls
fnco—the breathless astonishment and the lotal change produced in
hor opinion of the man, 8he said afterwards 1o Liord Liansdowno,
who had told her he was & simple country clergyman, * Je vois bien
que 8 west quun simple cur€ qui n'a pas le sens commun quoique grand
poéte!”

From Bowood Miss Bdgeworth paid some othep
visits, seeing meny old friends, and among them Mrs,
Barbauld and the Miss Baillies.

Josmna. Baillie and her sister, most kind, cordisl, and warm-
heartod, came running down their little flagged walk {0 woloome ns—
both Joanna and her sister have such agreesble and new conversation
—not old irumpery literature over again, and reviews, but new cironn-
gtances worth telling apropos to every subject that is tonehed upon:
fronk observationa on charactor without cither ill-nsture or tha fenr
of committing themselves: no blne-stocking tittle-fattle or habits of
worshipping or being worshipped: domestic, affectionate, good to
live with and without fussing, continnally doing what iz most obliging
and whatover makes ns foel most at home. Breakfast is very plog-
sanb in this honsse, the two good sisters look so neat and cheerful.

Although she had met with much encouraging eriti-
cism in the matter of her father's life, she still hesitated
to publish. “ The result of all I see, think, and feel
she tells her step-mother, *“is, that we should be in no
haste.” Down to the very business srrangements the
hook weighed on her. She had hitherto left all such
details to her father; and her kind friend Johnson
being also dead, she felt yet more undecided how to
act, Al every moment, in every detail of her life, she
missed her father ; but she was too brave a woman not
to struggle with her grief, or not to adapt herself to
gltered conditions. Her eyes still caunsed her much
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trouble, and for nearly two years she was obliged to
give them slmost entire rest.

Bat for her patience and fortitude in following the
doctor’s injunctions, it seems possible she might have
entircly lost her sight. As it was, a complete recovery
took place ; and though at times her eyes were weak,
she was able, to the cud of her life, to read, write, snd
work with ease, At the end of the year 1819 she is
able gleefully to tell her cousin that she must now
make up for lost time and read.

“Now that T have eyes to read again, I find it
delightful, and I have a voracious appctite and a relish
for food ; good, bad, and indifferent, I am afraid, like
& half famighed shipwrecked wretch. |

She read all the new literature of the day, and
eagerly inguired among all her friends what they
commended. Byron’s Don Juen had caused much
talk, but this did not attract her.

After what yon have told mo, and after all T hoar from svery good
judge of Don Juan, Inever dosire to see it—the only regret I feel
upon the gubject is, that any posrls sbould bo found, as I am {old
they may ha found, in this intellastual dung-hill, How ean the publie
allow this drunken, flagitious aotor to appear bofore them, disgracing
genius and the tests of his counfry? In Scott'a last tales there are sll
the eigns of a master mind, bot now and then all the spnsms in the
stomach, for which I piby him, I am glad ho is going to try some

new sohems, for ho has, I think, exhansted every varisty of Seoteh
charactor,

It was not till early in 1820 that the memoirs of Mr.
Edgeworth were completed. Having arranged that they
should appear at Easter, Miss Edgeworth resolved to
omxry out a long-cherished plan, that of visiting Paris
in company with her two young sisters, Fanny and
Harriet, At one time it seemed as if political events
were too wnsettled to make this project advissble
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on which account she asked her good friend, Dr.
Hollnnd, of Knutsford to propose some other plans,
Very significant is the remark she makes: “Observe
that Faony and I both prefer society, good society,
cven to fine landscapes, or even to volcanoes.” Finally
Paris was pronounced safe, and they set out thither,
It was on this occasion, when crossing to Holyhead,
that she made her first acquaintance with asteam-boat.
Shedisliked what she called the * jigging motion,” which,
she said, was like the shake felt in a carriage when a
pig is scratching himself against the hind wheel while
waiting at an Irish inn door. Her letters to her step-
mother and sisters during this trip are frequent and
detailed, At Pavis they stayed some months, establish-
ing themselves domestically in apartments in the Place
du Palais Bourbon. “ Madame Marie Edgeworth et
Muademoiselles ses seeurs® ran their visiting cards, which
were soon left at the best Parisian houses. Many new
friends were added to those they had previously made,
and under the changed régime, the connection of Miss
Edgeworth with the Abbé Edgeworth became a pass-
port to the homes of the old nobility. The circum-
stance that Miss Edgeworth was a most accomplished
French scholar, speaking the language with as much
cage as if it were her own, enabled her thoroughly to
enter into and enjoy the society that was offered her.
Her knowledge of French classic literature charmed
her hosts, and brought out all their best powers of
conversation. Hor ready sympathy and real interest
won their hearts and induced many of them to tell her
the sad stories of their adventures in the revolutionary
days. But her intercourse was not confined to the aris.
tocracy. Her hereditary taste for science brought her
in contact with most of the distinguished scientific men

10
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of France, while literary saciety was, of course, thrown

open to her. She noticed a great alteration in manners
since their last visit.

I should ohsarve that a great chenge has takon places the men
huddle together now in France as they nsed to do in England, talking
polilies with their hacks to the women in a corner, or evenin the
middlo of the room, withont minding them in the lenst, and the
ladies complain and look very disconsolate, and many aalk, «if this
be Paria? " and others screnm Ultra nonasense or Liberal nonsenss to
mako th Ives of q and to aftract the attention of the
gentlemon, In 1808, under the Firat Consul's reign, when all free
dom of discussion on public aifaivs was dangerous, and when all par-
{ies wora glad te forget the harrora of the rovolutionary days, conver.
pation waa limited {o literary or seientific anbjocis, and was tharafors

muol more ngresable to foreigners ; now in 1820, the vert politiquer,
o tnlk politics, had beon invented.

As a foreigner, Miss Edgeworth was enabled to visit
at the honses of all factions, and she found much enter.
tainment in heaving their opinions and diametrically
opposite views, The Emigrants spoke of the Libersls
with the bittercat detestation asrevolutionary monsters,
the Liberals spoke of the Ultras as bigoted idiots, One
of these said of a lady celebrated in 1808 as & brilliant
talker, © Autrefois elle avait de Pesprit, mois elle est
devenue Ulira, dévote et béte.” While not sympathising
with the insclence of either party, Miss Edgeworth
extracted some diversion and yet more moral reflection
from all she saw. Writing to Dr. Holland after she
had been an observer for some time, she says:—

Upon tha whole, after eomparing the society in Paris and Toudon,
1 far prefer the London socioty, and feel & much stronger desireio
roborn b0 London then ever to revisit Paris. There is scarcely avy
new literatura or any tastoe for old litersturein Paris. In London the
production of a single article in the Edinbors' or Quarterly Review,
the Justre, however evanescent, it casts on the vaviawer or the auther,
is 8 proof of the importance of literature in fashionable socisty. Na
ench thing in Parie. Even the Parisisn men of seience, many of than
*equel, soms superior o omre, are obliged or think themaelves obliged

.
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‘g0 turn statesmen, and gorry statesmon they make. Everything in
Parision soclety is, as it were, tainted by politica, and the paliticians
themselves seem to be mere actors. I could forgive all their viclence
and the noise they make, scroaming always all ab a $ime, if they were
roelly actuated by patriotism, but it seemed to me all for effect. A
fow exceptions of comrse to prove tho rule.

The more she saw of Parisian life, the more convinced
she felt that the French required, if not a despot, at
least an absolute monarch to reign over them. A
brilliant and ready talker, Miss Edgeworth was also an
able listener, and hence her society was much sought
after, while the beauty, intelligence, and excellent
dressing of her sisters caused them also to be regarded
as acquisitions in days when the continent was not
swamped with tourists as it is now, and natives were
therefore able to open their doors. A galaxy of bril-
liant and historical names pass across the pages of Miss
Edgeworth’s letters, and many a reminiscence she has
.presexved of them. Her account of the various parties to
which they went are so vivacious and graphic that those
for whom they were written must have felt as if they
had been present too, and had listened to all the talk
in which science, politics, literature, and nonsense were
mixed in happy proportions. Here is an account of an
evening at Cuvier’s :

Prony, with his hair nearly in my plate, was telling me most entor-
taining anecdotes of Bonaparte; and Cuvier, with his head nearly
meeting him, talking as hard as he conld, not siriving to show learn-
ing or wit—quitethe contrary; frank, open-hearted genins, delighted
to be together at home and at case. This was the most fattering
and agreeable thing to me that could possibly be. Iarriet was on the
off side, and every now and then he {urned to her in the midst of his
.aneodotes, and made her so sompletely onoof us; and there was such
a prodigions noise, nobody conld hear but ourselves. Both Cuvier
and Prony agreed that Bonaperte never could bear to bave any
but » docided smswer. “One day,” said Ouvier, “I nearly ruined
myself by considering before I answered. He asked me, ¢ Faut il
introduire le sucre de bettelrave en France#* * D'abord, Sire, il faut

) » 10 #*
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songer & vos colontes——" ¢ Faut il avolr le sucre de betietrave en Froncet?

t Mai's, Sive, il fout examiner——' ¢ Bah! jele demanderai & Berthollet!
This despotie, lasonie mode of insisting on learning everything in two
words had its inconveniences. One day he asked {he master of the
woods at Fontainebloau, “ How many acres of wood hora?” The
master, an honest man, stopped to recolloct. BahI™ and the
under-master cume forward and ssid any number that eame into hig
head. Bonaparte immediately took the masiership from the firsf
snd gave It to the second. ‘¢ Qu'arrivait #1?” continned Prony;
# the rogne who grva the guess answer wes soon fouud culting down
and selling quentities of the trees, and Bonaperte had fo take $he
rangership from him and reinstate the honest hesitator.”

Many of her good stories had to be cut short or
omitted for lack of time to tell them. I find always
that when I come to the end of my paper, I have not
told yon half the entertaining things I had treasured
up for you,” she tells her step-mother. As in London,
they lived in a comstant whirl of gaiety. But Mis
Edgeworth never forgot others amid the distinctions paid
to berself. She was constantly thinking either what
would plesse those left behind, or what kind act she
could do for those around her; and if it were nothing
more than helping other English visitors to gain »
glimpse of French Society, she set herself with all
ardour to accomplish it,

Noxt to the delight of sesing my sisters so justly appreciated and

80 happy st Paoris, my groatest pleasure has been in the powerof

introducing people to eash other, who longed to meet, but could nok
contrive it before.

Social suceess did not turn her head.

Certainly no people ean have seen mors of the world than we have
done in the lasy three months. By scelng the world, I mean seeing
varietiea of cheracters and mommers, and being behind the scenes of
life in many different socioties and families, The constent chorus
ot onr Moral as wa drive home fogether ab night is, ¥ How happy we
are 10 be 8o fond of each other. How happy we are to be indepen-

dent of all we see herel How happy that we have our dear home o~
retnrn to at last |



PARIS. 149

Her sisters told on their return how readily Miss
Edgeworth would quit the company of the greatest
people of the day, to superintend their dress or
arvange some pleasure for them. ¢ We often won-
dered,” they said, “ what her admirers would say, after
all the profound remarks and brilliant witticisms they
had listened to, if they heard all her delightful nonsense
with us.”

The sisters’ gay life continued without intermission,
only varied now and then by visits to French country
bouses, Among the most agreeable people they met
Miss Edgeworth numbered some Russians and Poles,
At the house of the Princess Potemkin she first made
wondering acquaintance with, what is now fortunately
a matter of course, the more rcfined mode of serving
dinner known as ¢ la Russe. She met too Prince
Rostopehin, the man who burned Moscow, by first
setting fire to his own house.

I never saw a more striking Calmuck countensnce. From his con-~
veraation, as well ns from his actione, I should think him a man of
great strength of character. Speaking of the Russians, he comparsd
their civilisation to & naked man looking st himself in o gilt-framed
airror, and he told an aneadote that illustrated the perfunctory
method of government :—Tho Governor of Siberia lived at Peters-
burgh and never went near his Government. One day the Emperor,
in presonce of this governor and Rostopehm, was boasting of his far-
sightedness. “ Commend me,” smid Rostopehin, % to M. lo Gouvernsur,
mho seos g0 well from Petoreburgh {o Siberia”

At a breakfast at Camille Jordain’s, were assembled
three of the most distingunished of the party who called
themselves Les Docirinaires, and alleged that they
were more attached to measures than to men.

These three Doctrinaires were Oasimir Perier, Royer Collard, and
Benjamin Constant, who is, I believe, of & more violent party, I do

not like him at all; his countenance, voice, manner and conversation
are nll disagreenble to mo. Heis a fair  whithky *-looking man, very
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near-sighted, with spectaoles which seomod to pinch his nose. He-
pokes out his chin 1o keep his speciacles on, and yet looks over the
top of his spactacles, squinching uwp his eyes, so that you cannot see
your way into his mind, Then he speaks throuvgh his nose and with
a lisp, strangely eontrasting with the veherence of his emphasis, e
does not give me any confldence in tho sincerity of his patriotism, nor
any high idea of his talonts, thongh ho scems to have a mighty high
iden of them himsolf, He has boen well called Ls Héros des Brochures.
We sat besido one another, and I think felt a mutual antipathy., On
the other sida of mo was Royer Qollard, suffering with toothache and
swelled face; bul notwithstanding the distortion of the swelling, the
nalural expression of his countenance and the strength and sincority
of his sonl made their way, and the frankness of his character and

plain superiority of his taulenls were manifest in five minutes’ conver-
sation.

In June Miss Edgeworth and her sistorsleft Paris for
a tour in Switzerland, visiting their friends the Moilliets,
who lived at Pregny, near Geneva. Their house, which
had formerly belonged to Josephine, commanded a
superb view of the lake and of Mont Blane. It wassa
surprise to Miss Edgeworth to find how much she was
impressed with the beauty of the scenery about her.

I &id nob conceive it possible that X should feel so much plea-
sure from the beaunties of nature as I have done since I came to this
oountry. The first moment when I saw Mont Blanc will remein an
ora in my life—a now idon, & new feeling, standing alone iu the

nind.

Geneva was at that time enjoying what has been
termed its Amugustan age. An unusual number of
distinguished persons resided there, and it was besides
largely resorted to by eminent men and women from
all lands, most of whom Miss Edgeworth met at the
house of her host. Besides, Monsieur Pictet and Mon~
gieur Dumont, these old, faithful friends, were also:
domijciled at Geneva, and strove to do the honours
of the place. Among temporary residents were such
men and women as Dr. and Mrs Marcat, Arago, De
Candolle, the botanist, Freiherr von Stein, Madame.
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Necker de Saussure, and Sismondi. They also met
Bonstetten, the poet Gray’s youthful friend, thenan old
man, who spoke with enthusiasm of Madame de Stagl.

This mixture of persons from all parts of the world
gave & piquancy to the réunions that were held at
Geneva, Sometimes the guests met in the evening at
a house in town, sometimes at breakfast in the different
country villas in all the freshness of the sweet Swiss
morning, sometimes by wmoonlight on lawns sloping
down to tho lake; when they would sit under trees or
stroll about, while tea and ices and the famous
varieties of Geneva cakes were handed vound, It was
at one of these evening assemblies that Miss Tdge-
worth, while talking to de Candolle in her most bril-
liant strain, atiracted a crowd five deep.

Beveral short excursions into the lower Alpine
regions were made from Geneva by the sisters and
their friends; but though Miss Edgeworth enjoyed the
beauties of nature beyond her expectations, she yet,
a8 before in her letters, mentions persons and matters
of intellectual interest more frequently than scenery,
It was a keen gratification to her that M. Dumont
spoke well of the now published memoirs. She
cared more for this than for the many compliments
that were paid to herself, only a few of which she
modestly records, snd then only because she knows they
will please the dear ones at home. At Coppet the party
breakfasted with M. de Staé&l, who showed them all the
rooms once inhabited by his mother, which Miss
Edgeworth “* could not regard as common rooms, they
have a classical power over the mind” M, de Stadl
told her—

That his mother nover gave any work to the public in the form in
whioh she had criginally composed it; she changed the arrangement
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and expression of her thoughts with such facility, and was za litle
attached to her own firat views of the subjaot, that often a work was
complataly re-modelled by her while passing through the press. Her
father disliked to see her make any formal preparation for writing
when she was young, so that she used to write ofien on the eorner
of the ehimney pisce, or on & pasteboard held in ber hand, and always
in the room with aothors, for her father could not bhear her to be oni
of the room, and this habit of writing without preparation ehe pre-
served ovor aftorwards.

3L do Staél told me of & ourions interview he had with Buonaparta
when he was enraged with his mother, who had published remarks
on his government——concluding with “ Bk bien! vous avex raison
ausss. Je congois qutun fils doit ioyjours faire la defense de sa mére, mais
enfin, st monsiewr veut derire des libelles, il fout aller en Angleteyre, On
bien §'il cherche ln gloire cest en Angleterre quiil jfout aller. Cest
D Anglaterre, ou la France—il 2’y a que ces daux pays en Burope~dans
e monde.

During her absence abroad Miss Edgeworth had ve-
vised the manuscript of the latter portion of Rosamond
and sent it home to press. At the eleventh hour her
publisher discovered that there was not enough material
to complete two volumes, and urged her to supply more
copy without delay. “I was a little provoked,” she
writes on first hearing the news, * but this feeling
lasted but & moment, and my mind fixed on what is
to he done. Itis by no means necessary for me to
be at home or in any parvticular place to invent or to
write” Instantly she set to work, and, in the midst
of all the social attractions and distractions around her,
she wrote the two additional chaptors called The
Bracelet of Memory and Blind Kale.

Late in October the Misses Edgeworth left Switzer-
land for Paris, visiting Liyons on their way. The town
bad aspecial interest for Miss Edgeworth because of her
father’s early residence there. By the end of October
they were once more settled at Paris in a floor to them-
selvea with a vales de place and o femme de chambre.



HOME AGAIN. 153

Another gay three months followed, seeing old friends
and making new ones,

Wo have seen Mademoiselle Mars twice, or thrice rather, in the
Mariage de Figaro, snd in the little pieces of Le jaloux sans amour
and La jeunease de Ilenri Cing, and admire her exceodingly. FEn petit
comité the othor night at the Duchesse d’Esecars, a discussion took
place between the Duchesse de la Force, Marmoni, and Pozzo di
Borgo on tho bon et mauvais ton of different expressions ; lionne socide
is an expression bourgeoise. You may say bonne compagnie or la
haute socidtd, “Voila des nuances,” as Madamo d’Escnrs said. Such a
wonderful jabbering as these grandees made about these small
matters. It puts me in mind of & conversation in the World on good
company, which we all used o admire.

In December the travellers were back again in
London, but several more visits were paid before they
returned to Ireland. Thus, they halted at Clifton, to
see Miss Edgeworth’s sister Emmeline who was married
there, and stayed at Bowood, Easton Grey, Badminton,
and various other houses, in all of which they met
with a warm welcome. Beloved Aunt Ruxton, too,
had to be seen on the way home. It was March before
the sisters reached Edgeworthstown, after not quite a
year’s absence, a year that seemed to Miss Edgeworth
like a delightful dream, full of Alps and glaciers and cas-
cades, and Mont Blane, and “ troops of acquaintances
in splendid succession and visionary confusion,” a
dream of which the sober certainty of happiness
remained, assuring her that all that had passed had
been no dream but a reality,
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OHAPTER XIL
THE MEMOIRS PUBLISHED.—I1821 7o 1825,

Tap Memoirs of Richard Lovell Edgeworth had beem
published during Miss Edgeworth’s stay on the Conti-
nent. After all the anxiety sho had felt while pre-
paring the work for the press, she was now able to
write to her friends at home :—

You would scarooly believe, my doar friends, the ealm of mind and
tha sort of matisfled resignation Ilecl 48 to my father's life, I sup-
poss tho two yoars of doubs and sxiremo anxioty thab I felt, exhausted
all my power of doubting. I know that I have dona my very best, I

know that I have done my duby, and I Svmly beliove thal it my dear
father could seo the whole, he would be satiafied with what I have

done,

N Btill she was sensitive to what those said who had

g and loved him; and though Mrs. Ruxton had

through the manuseript, it was a satisfaction to

Rer oA that on seeing the work in print she had

her views on i, She wrote :—

« . ydiable words ance past the pross, I knew thab the

The itreBity wag ot stake. Mven if all tho rest of the warld

happiness of Wy 1104 heen diseatiefled, how misershle T should
had praieed it a

have been.”
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acquiesced in what Miss Edgeworth had felt, that she
of all persons was the least fitted to be the biographer
of the man whom she so blindly adored.

The first volume is entirely Mr. Edgeworth's own
writing, the second is hers; she takes up the narrative
on his final removal to Ireland Although written in
his heavy-footed, stilted style that broke forth now and
again into comic pomposity, of the two, his is the most
entertaining,for he tells many stories that donot concern
himself alone. Thus, though he is by no means a
graphic writer, we can gather from his pages some
notion of the little provincial Mutual Admiration Society
that was gathered together at Lichfield under the sgis of
Dr.Darwin ; of the nature of society in Ireland during
his youth; of the state of mechanical science in
England. But there is also much that is puerile, some
few things that are in bad taste; and the book contuins,
besides, some really careless blunders with regard to
events for which the data were within reach of all.
In Miss Edgeworth’s portion it is easily seen that she
does not write freely. Even her style, usually more
flexible and spontaneous, has caught a reflection from
his, while the position in which she stood to the object
of her work hindered her from exercising that keen
critical judgment which she possessed, and which would
certainly have come to the fore had the subject of her
work been a stranger to her. Only while writing
about such events as do not immediately deal with her
father is she herself. Probably the very anxiety she
felt regarding the book was a dim, unformulated con-
sciousness that she had not made it all she desired.
The press spoke but coolly. The Quarterly Review
published a somewhat savage article; indeed, with so
much bitterness was it written, that though one is at
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all times inclined to deprecate the theory of personal
-enmity, so dear to the wounded vanity of authors, it
does snggest the possibility of having been the out.
come of malice. Bubt more likely still is it that Me,
Edgeworth’s boastful egotism so irritated the writer
that he wrote what certainly could not fail to be
cruelly wounding to a family who regarded their hero
as perfect in all respects. After every allowance has
been made for this acrimonious tone (no rare featurein
ither of the quarterlies in the days of their bumptions
youth), the attack certainly contained much that was
warranted by circumstances. The writer had not
impugned thoughtlessly or ignmorantly. He put a
sure finger on the contradictions and inaccuracies that
occurred in Mr. Edgeworth's narrative, and he gave
-chapter and verse for his objections. Such criticism,
though severe, could not be called wholly unjnst. The
article, however, raised a perfect storm of indignation
amoung the Edgeworths’ friends. Some called it wicked,
others only denounced it as silly. Miss Edgeworth,
being in France, was out of the way of seeing the
Quarterly, and after what she had heard, she simply
and wisely resolved never to read it. Indeed, she took
the whole matter more philosophically than her friends,
and bastened to beg her dearest Aunt Ruxton never
to lose another night’s sleep or another moment’s
thought on the Quarierly Review. And certainly,
whatever the reviewers might say, Miss Edgeworth
had the satisfaction before the year was out of pre-
paring a second edition, and in her seventy-seventh
year a third was called for. For this third edition she
re-wrote nearly the whole of her portion. With her
habitual modesty she assumed that it was her part of
the work that nad been found long and heavv.
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Nothing is more touching, more lovable, than the
modesty of this woman, so lauded, honoured and
praised by all her generation that she could not remain
ignorant of her fame. But simplicity was the very
foundation of her charecter, and the woman always
went before the author.

On her return from France Miss Edgeworth resumed
the quiet, dearly-loved routine of home life. She was
always glad to get home again, even mnow, and to be
with the step-mother, sisters and brothers she loved
so tenderly. Here is a pretty picturc of the daily
course of their existence :—

So you like 1o hear of all our little doings; so I will tell you that,
about sight o'clock, Fanny being by thai time up and dressed, and
at her little table, Harriet comes and reads to me Madame de Sevigné's
letters, of which I never tire; and I almost envy Fanny and Harriet
the pleasure of reading them for the firat time. After breakfastltake
my little table into Luey's room, and write there for an hour: she
likes 1o have me 1 her room, though she only heara the scrihble,
soribble; she is generally reading at that hour, or doing Margaret's
delight—algebra. I am doing the sequel to Frank. Walking,read-
ing, and talking A1l the rest of the day. I do not read much, it tires
my eyes, and I have not yet finished the Life of Wesley. I thinkita
mos$ eurious, entertaining, and inetructivehook. Alife of Pift by the
Bishop of Winchester is coming out; he wrote fo Murray about it,
who asked s friends, ¥ Who is George Winton, who writes to me
sbout publishing Pitt's Ufe? ”

Soon after his return from enforced exile Lovell
Edgeworth had established a school at Bdgeworthstown,
after a plan proposed by his father, in which boys of
all classes and creeds should be educated together., It
succeeded admirably and was a source of interest and
occupation not only to its founder, but to Miss Edge-
worth, who always threw herself with ardour into
everything that interested those about her.

The lives of women sre rarely eventful, and Miss



158 MARIA EDGEWORTH.

Edgeworth’s was perhaps less so than that of most,
Her existence moved in the quiet circle of home, and
like most women she was much and often occupied
‘with what she happily calls “ the necessary business of
‘life, which must be done behind the scenes” The
monotony of her existence was only broken by visiis
to and from friends, and by receiving letters, events in
‘those days of few newspapers, when letters were longer,
1oore detailed than they are now, when they were sent
round to a whole circle for perusal, when those who
‘were abroad penned long descriptions of all they saw
in what are now beaten tracks familiar to most persons
.88 Piccadilly. The even course of life at Edgeworths-
town certainly did not farnish much material for
letters except to those interestod in the well-being of
the numerous membars of the household, and Miss
Edgoworth’s are mostly filled with domestic details of
this nature. In August 1821 she writes :—

‘What do yon think iy my employment out of doors, and what it hax
boen this week pest? My garden? No such elegant thing; bmb
making a gutber! a sewer and a pathway in the street of Edgeworths-
town; and I do deolare Tam as much interesied about it as Iever
-wae in writing anything in my life, ‘We have never here yot fonnd it
nocessary to have recourseto publio contribution for the poor, but it is

necesssry to give some assistance to the labonring olass; and I #nd

that making the said gutter and pathway will employ twenty men for
$hree weeks.

In the late antumn she yielded to the invitations of
her many English friende to spend some time among
them, She took with her her former travelling com-
panions, for without some of her family Miss Edge-
worth felt as if she had left too many pieces of herself
behind, and could not enjoy anything thoroughly,
‘Once more the sisters passed some interesting and
agreeable months, visiting at the houses of various
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Priends; and during the spring and winter months
hiring a house of their own m London, where they
entertained and were cntertained. They lived in a
whirl of town dissipation, knowing six different and
totally independent sets, * scientific, literary, political,
travelled, artist, and the fine fashionable of various
shades.” Miss Edgeworth found the different styles
of conversation very entertaining, and sent home bright
pictures of the various things she saw and heard.

In $he hurried life wo have led for some weeks past, and among the
grent varioty of illnstrions and foolish pecpls wo have seen pass in

r2pid panoramss beforo us, some remain for ever fixed m the memory
and some fow touch the heart.

At one house, Mrs. Somorville was met and thus
described :—

Mrs. Somerville—~little, slightly made, fair hair, pink colour ; small
grey, round, intelligent, smiling eyes; very pleasing countenancs ;
remarkably soft voico, strong bul well-bred Scotch aceent; timid, not
disgualifying timid, but naturally modeat, yet with a degree of self-
posaession throngh 1t which pravents hor being in the least awkward,
and gives her all the advantage of her understanding, at the same
t#me that it adds a propossossing charm to her manner and fakes off
all dread of her superior scientifio leaxning.

Some days were happily spent visiting Mr. Ricardo,
with whose fairness in argument Miss Edgeworth was
struck. While her sisters danced, acted charades, ox
played round games, Miss Edgeworth conversed with
the elders of the company; but she was ever ready to
turn from grave to gay, and often the first to improvise
a masquerade or to arrange an impromptu charade.
Wherever there was laughter and young people, there
she was a favourite and sought-for companion. Her
life, during these months in England, certainly did
not lack outward variety, and she was happy for her-
self, and yet happier because she saw her sisters pleased



160 MARIA EDGEWORTH.

and beloved. A few extracts from her London letres,
best reflect her Life :—

Yestorday we went, the moment we had swallowed our brealfast,
by sppointment to Newgate. The private door opened st sight of
our tickets, and the great doors and the litila doors, end the thick
doors, and doors of all sorts, wors unbolted and unlocked, and on we
went through dreary but clean passages, till we came to a room where
rows of empty benches fronted wus, and a fable, on which lay = Jarga
Bible. Several ladios and gentlemen entored and took their seats on
benches at eilher pide of the table, in silence,

Eoter Mys Fry in a drab-coloured silk closk, and plain borderless
Quaker oap; @& most benevolont countenance—Guide Madonnn face
~aorlm, benign. “I must make an inquiry, is Maria Edgewarth here,
and whera?” I went forward: she hade us come and sit beside her, Her
Brst smile as she looked npon me I can nover forget. The pri-
sonera came in, and in an orderly manner ranged themselves on the
benches. All quite clean faces, hair, caps, and hands, On a very Jow
bench in front, little children wore seated and wero setiled by their
mothars, Almost all these womon, about thirty, were under sentence
of transportation, some few only wore for imprisonment, One whe
did not appear was under sentenco of denth—frequently women when
sontenced to death beooms ill and unesble to attend Mrxas, Fry; the
others come regnlarly and voluntarily.

She opened the Bible, and read in the mosl sweetly solemn, sedate
voice I ever heard, slowly and distincily, without anything in the
manner that could distrect atbention from the matter. Sometimes
gha paused o explain, which she did with great judgment, addressing
the convicts, “ We have falt; we are convinced.” They were very
attentive, unexpectedly interested, I thought, in all she said, and
touched by her manner. Thers was nothing put on in their coun~
tenances, not any appearance of hypoerisy. I studied their coun-
tenanoes carefully, hut I could not aee any which, without knowing to
whom they belonged, I should have decided was bad; yet Mrs, Fry
asgured me that all those women bad been of the worst sort, She
confirmed what we have read and heard, that it was by their Jove of
their children that she Brst obtained influence over these abandonad
wornen. 'When she first ook notice of one or two of thair fine chil-
dren, tha mothers seid that if she counld but save their children from
the misery they had gone through in vice, they would do anything she
bid them, And when they saw the change made in their children by
hor schooling, they begged to attend themselves, I could not have
conceivad that the love of their childrem could have remained so-
strong in hesrts in which every other feeling of virtue had so long
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beon dead, The Vicar of Wakofield’s sormon in prison is, it seoms,
foundod on a deep and true knowledge of human nature,—the spark
of good is often smathered, never wholly extinguished. Mrs, Fry often
gays an oxtemporo prayer, but this day she was quite silent, while she
sovered hor face with her hands for some minutos; the women wore
perfeotly silont with their eyes fixed upon her, and when she said,
#You may go,” they wont away slowly. The children asat quite still
the whole time,—when one leanod, her mothor behind sot her upright.
Mrs, Fry told us that the dividing tho women into olasses has been of
tho greatost advantage, and putting them undor the care of monitors.
There is some liitle poouniary advantege attached to the office of
monitor, which makes them emulous to obiain it. We went throngh
tho female wards with Mre. Fry, and saw the women 2% various
works, knitting, rug-making, ete. They have done a groat deal
of neadlo-work very neatly, and some very ingemous, When I az-
preasod my foolish wondor at this to Mis, Fry's sister, she replied,
% Wa have lo do, recollect, ma'ax, not with fools, but with roguss.”
* * * * * L *

Par from being disappointed with the sight of whal Mrs, Fry has
offocted, I was delighted. We emerged agnin from the thick dark
eilent walls of Nowgatie lo the busthng cily, and thence Lo the elegant
part of the town; and before we had time to arrange our ideas, and
while the mild Quaker faco and voice, and wonderful resolution and
guccessful exzertion of this admirable woman were fresh in our minds,
morning visilors flowed in and common life again went on.

At Almack’s, that cxclusive Paradise of Fashion to
which they were admitted, Lord Londonderry came up
and talked to Miss Edgeworth about Custle Rackrent
and Ireland generally. He expressed himself as having
been dying with impatience to be introduced to her.
She naively says:—

It curpritged me vory much to perceive the rapidity with which
o minister's having talked to a person spread through the room.
Everybody I met afterwards that night and the next day obsorved
to me that thoy had seen Lord Londenderry talking to me a greab
while.

Mrs, Siddons was among the persons whose acquain.
tance they formed,

She gave ua the history of her first acting of Lady Macbeth, and
of her resolving, in the sleep scene, to lay down the candle-stick, cone

11
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teary to the precedant of Mrs, Pritohard and 2} the traditions, hofore
che began to wash hor hands and say, *Ont vile spot!” Sheridan
knocked violently at her door during the five minutes she had
dosired to have ontiroly to herself to compose her spirits before the
play began. Ho burst in, and prophesiod that sho would rnin her
self for over if she perssvered in this resolntion to lay down the
candle-gtick | She persisted, however, in her delermination, succeeded,
was applanded, and Shoriden beggad her pardon., She deseribed well
the awe she folt, and the power of the sxcitement given to her by the

gight of Burks, Fox, Shoridan, and Sir Joshua Reynolds in the
pit,

Morning, dinner, evening parties, succeeded one
another, Miss Edgeworth had not even time to note
them. In June (1822), the sisters at last returned
home, Miss Edgeworth by no means loth to resume
the thread of her domestic affairs, She set to work
upon the Sequel to Harry and Lucy, which was one
among the duty-tasks she decmed it right to do,
becanse her father had wished it to be completed.
#T could never be easy writing anything for my own
amusement till I have done this, which I know my
father wished to have finished.”

Portions of Treland were suffering from famine that
summer, The deplorable state of the south in especial
aroused all Miss Edgeworth’s sympathies, But she

feared that 98 one source of grievance was removed
another would spring up.

The minda hent on mischief ave unconguoved, In faet it {s almost
the avawed abject of the people to drive the remaining resident gentry
from the country. I do not think the hatrved is botweon Proiestant
and Oatholie, but between landlord and tenant, Ishould say, hetweon
tenant gnd landlord, The landlords are the greatest suﬁe}'ers.
Obsexrve what I have 8aid applies only to the aouth. The north i8 in
good condition. The neighbourhood of Scotland and imported grafted
hobite of industry, have made that part of Ireland elmost Seoteh.
Qur tenantry poy comparatively well.

tshe proceeded to show, however, that they were all at
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fleast a year behind-hand with their rent, and that
Lovell let them pay just when they liked, not insisting
upon & rent-day.

In the spring of 1823, Miss Edgeworth and her
sisters, Sophy and Harriet, paid some visits in Scot-
land. At Edinburgh they settled into lodgings near
their friends the Alisons; but the very first evening
was spent with Scott, who desired that they should
hear some Highland boat-songs at his house, Of this
introduction to Scott, and the first evening spent with
him, Miss Edgeworth penned a most vivid account.

The next day Scott insisted on showing them the
sights of Edinburgh, about whose beauties he was
enthusiastic.

His conversation all the time hetler than anything we conld sae,
full of apropos anecdoto, historie, serious, or comis, just as oceasion
called for it, and all with a bonkommie and an ease thet made s forget
it was any trouble even to his lameness to mouni flights of eternal
atairs,

Indeed Scott almost took forcible possession of the
Miss Edgeworths, so anxious was he to show honour
to the suthor whom he regarded as the most dis-
tinguished of contemporary novelists.

How Waltor Soott can find time to write all he writes, I cannot
eonocive ; he appears to have nothing to think of but to he amusing,
and he never tires, though he 18 so entertajning. He far surpasses
my expectations.

Their delight in each other’s society was mutual.
Scott wrote to a friend at the time:—

I have very little news to send you: Miss Edgeworth is ab present
the great lioness of Edinburgh, and a very nice lionoss; she is full
of fun and spirit; a litlle slight figuro, very active in her motions,
vory good-humoured, and full of enthusiasm,

Many of the ¢ Northern Lights” were absent at the
time of Miss Edgeworth’s visit, but she made the

11 *
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acquaintance of Jeffrey, renewed many old friendships,
and formed new ties. It was a feature of Miss Edge.
worth, as it had been of her father, and it is one that
speaks eloquently in favour of their characters, that
they never lost a friend, or dropped connection with
those in whom they had once been interested. Friends
once made were Friends for life, and were sure of a
warm welcome if they came to Ireland, or of a ready
answer to any call they might make upon time or
heart. Miss Edgeworth’s amiable character won for
her a far larger circle of friends than her father ever
possessed, she had none of those angles in her character
which repelled so many from him, Wherever she went
she expressed her gratified surprise at the cordiality
which people showed towards her, and she met no less
of it in Scotland than elsewhere.

After a few weeks spent at Edinburgh, William Edge-
worth joined his sisters in & tour through the High.
lands. Loch Katrine had, of course, special interest to
her, because of its connection with Scott, She does
not think it more beautiful than Killarney:  But
where is the lake of our own or any other times,
that has such delightful power over the imagination
by the recollection it raises ?”

This Highland tour afforded her great pleasure.
“The ¢felicity-hunters’ have found more felicity than
such bunters usnally meet with.”” Unfortunately it
ended badly. She caught cold, and was taken ill with
a very severe attack of erysipelas that laid her np forten
days in a small Scotch inn, She had been ailing more
or less for some months past, and this attack was pro-
bably only a climax. As soon as she could move, some
friends took her into their house and nursed her
tenderly, but she was weak for some time after. But
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almost before it was true, she tells her step-mother that
she is off the invalid list. Scott was anxious to have
ter at Abbotsford, and promised to nurse her carefully.
At the cnd of July she and her sisters yielded to his
friendly entreaties, and spent a fortnight with him in
his home, Lockhart speaks of the time of her visit as
one of the happiest in Scott’s life. Until the Miss
Edgeworths arrived the season had been wet. It
was g great joy to Sir Walter that with her appear-
ance summer appeared too. On his expressing this,
Miss Sophy Edgeworth mentioned the Irish tume
“¢'You’ve brought the summer with you,” and repeated
the first line of the words Moore had adapted to it.
“ How pretty | said Sir Walter; ““Moore’s the man
for songs. Campbell can write an ode and I can write
2 ballad, but Moore beats us all at 2 song.”’

Miss Edgeworth was charmed with Scott and his
home, with the excursions he took them, with the
drives she had with him in his little carriage, during
which the flow of his anecdotes, wit, and wisdom, nevex
«ceased. His joyous manner and life of mind, his
looks of fond pride in his children, the pleasantness of
his easy manners, his keen sense of humour, enchanted
her, She also liked Lady Scott, a liking that was
weturned. Miss Edgeworth considered her

A most kind-hearted, hospitable porson, who had mnch mors sense
and more knowledgo of character and diserimination then many of
those who ridiculed her. I know I nevercan forget her kindnees to
me when I was ill at Abbotsford. Her last words ab parting were,
% Gtod Dloss you! we ghall never meet again” At that time it wans
much more likely that I should have died, I thought, than she,

This was not Miss Edgeworth’s first visit to Edin-
burgh, and Lady Scott expressed her surprise that Sir
Walter and she had not met earlier.  Why,” said Sir
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Walter, with one of his quecr looks, “you forget, my
dear, Miss Edgeworth was not a lion then, and my
mane, you know, was not grown at all,”

Sir Walter Scott was as sorry to part with his guests
as Miss Edgeworth was to go, but she felt that the
longer shelingered the more difficult it would be to.
depart.

After paying some more Scotch visits, and a few
Irish ones, the Miss Edgeworths retnrned home in
September, and life once more became uneventful,
Even to Mrs. Ruxton there was nothing to tell.

It is a long timo since I havo written 1o you, always waiting & day
longer for somobody's coming or going, or sailing or launching. You
ssk whatT am doing? Nothing, but reading and idling, and paving a
gutter and yard to Honora's pig-stye and school-house. What have
I been reading? Tho Sieges of Valenciz, by Mrs Ilemans, which is

san hour foo long, but it contains some of the most beautiful poetry
I have read for years.

Sickness, deaths, marriages and births were of fre.
quent occurrence in that large family. Miss Edge.
worth’s heart was capacious and could answer to all
calls made upon it. Whether it was to rejoice with
those that rejoiced, or to weep with those that wept, she
always responded.

Tt is the condition, the doom of advancing, advanced age, to see
friend aftor friend go, for so much it detaches one from life; yet l@
still more makes us value the friends we have left. And continually,,

at every fresh blow, I really wonder, and am thankful, most truly
thankful, that I have so many, so much left.

A young sister who had ailed for years, and was
obliged to lie flat on a couch, was a constant source of
solicitude. 'What could be done to divert her, to com-
fort her, or alleviate her sufferings, was always in Miss.
Edgeworth’s mind. Lucy’s name occurs often in her
letters, and whenever she is absent and there is anv-
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thing especially amusing to relate, the letter is always
addressed to her. In 1824 Miss Edgeworth lost her
sister, Mys. Beddoes. A fow months before, Sophy
was married to a Captain Fox. She was grieved
to lose this sister, and the marriage affected her
deeply.

Though Miss Edgeworth was now past fifty, she
ghowed neither bodily nor mental signs of advancing
years. Indecd, mentally she was as fresh and as young
as ever, and her letters reflect the same pleasure in life
and all it offers that they evinced throughout. Only on
New Year's Day, which was also her birthday, does she
indulge in any reflections concerning the flight of time.
Here is & letter written in 1825 :—

A happy pew year fo you, my desrest aunt, to you to whom I now
100k as much a8 I ean 1o anyone now living, for the rays of ploasure
that T expect to gild my bright evening of life. As we advance in life
we hecome more eurious, mora fastidions in gilding and gilders; we
find, to our cost, that all that glittors is not: gold, and your every-day
bungling earvers and gilders will not do. Qur evening gilders must be
more skilful then thoso who flashed and dsubed away in the morning
of life, and gilt with any tinsel,the weathercock for the morning sun.
'You may perceive, my dear aunt, by my having got so finely to the
weathercock, and the rising sun, that I am out of the hands of all my
dear apothecaries, and playing away sgain with o superfluity of life.
(N.B. I sm surprisingly prudent.) Honora’s cough has almost sub-
gidod, and Imey con sit upright the greater part of the day. *God
bless tho mark!” as Molly Bristow would say, if she hesrd me,
« don't be bragging.”

Not many days later, when her step-mother and
some friends, * poor souls and full-dressed bodies,”
had gone out to dinner, she penned another long
letter to the same correspondent, a letter delightfully
fresh in tone and full of her personality :—

Tna fow doys Itrust—~you know I am a grest truster—youn will
tecaive a packet franlked by Lord Bathnrst, contalning only a litile
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pookeb-book—Friendship's Offering for 1825, dizened out. I fear you
will think it too fine for your imats, but there is in if, 28 yon will
find, the old Mental Thermometer, which was once a favourite of
yours. You will wonder how it came thers, Riraply thus:—Tast
autumn eame by the coach a parcel containing just such o bock ns
this for last year, and s lettor from Mr. Lupton Relfe—e foreigney
sottled in London—and bo prayed in most polite bookaeller steain that
Y would look over my porifolio for some trifle for this book for 1825,
I might hava looked over “my portfolio* 411l doomsday, as I hava not
an unpublishod serap, except Taken for Granted. But I reoccllected
the Alenicl Thermomater, snd thet it had novor boen out, oxcepl in
the Irieh Farmer’s Jowrnal~~not known in Fingleud. 8o I routed in
the garvet, nnder pyramide of old nowspapers, with my mother's
proguostios that I naver should Bnd i, and loud propheciss that I
should oatoh my death, which I did mot; but dirly and dusty and
eobwobby, I eame forth, after two hours’ grovelling, with my objectin
my hand, Out it ont, added a fow lines of new end to it, and packed it
off to Tuptan Ralfe, tolling hiwa that it wes an old thing wrilton when
I wag sixteon. Weels elapsed, and I hoard no move, when theve came
6 lotter exuberant in gratitude, and sonding o pareol countaining six
vopies of tho new moemorandum book, and a most benutifal twelfth
edition of Sootl's poetionl works, bound in tho mosat clegant manver,
and with most beantifully engraved frontispieces and vignottes, and a
£5 noto, I was quite ashamed—but I have done all I could for him,
Yy giving the Friendskip’s Offerings to all the fine paopleI could think
of, The set of Beolt’s works made a nice naw yoor's gift for Harrieh;
ehe had soon this edition at Edinbwgh and porticularly wished for it
Tho £5 T have sent to Harriet Beaufort to bs laid oub in books for
Foony Stewart. Litfle did I ihink the poor old Thermometer wonld
give me so much plensure, Here oomes the carriage rolling round.
I feel guilly. Whab will my mother say to mo, so long a lotter ab
this time of night? Yours affectionately, in all the haste of guilt,
aonacience atricken : that is, found out,
No; all safe, all innocent—hecause not found out,
Frxis.
By the anthor of Moral Tales and Practical Education,

In 1825, Scott paid his long-promised visit to Edge-
worthstown. e came in August, bringing with him
his danghter, Lockhart, and Mr, Crampton, a surgeon
friend of the Edgeworths, « who equally gratified both
the novelists by breaking the toils of his great practice
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{0 witness their meeting on his native soil.” Miss
Edgeworth writes :—

I am glad that kind Orampton had the reward of this journey;
though frequently hid from each other by clouds of dust in their
open carringe, they had, as they told us, nover censed talking. They
1like ench othor 28 much a8 two men of so much genins and so much
benevolence should, and we rojoice to be the hond of union.

- % * L] * *» »

Sir Walter duhights the herrt of every crealure who asess, hoars,
and knows him. 1l is moat benignant as well as most entertaining ;
the noblust and the gontlest of hons, and hia face, especially the lower
part of if, ia excossively like a lon; he and Mr. Orampton and Mr,
Jephson woie dalighted together, The school band after dinner by
moonlight playing Seotch tunes, and the boys ab leap-frog, delighted
Sir Walter, Next day we wont to the sghool for a very short time,
and saw o Httle of overything, and o most favourable impression was
left, It being Snturday, religions instruction was going on when we
wont in. Catholies with their priest in one room ; Protestants with
Mr, Kenting m the other, More delightful eonvorsation I have seldom
in my life heard than we havo been blessed with these three days.
What a touch of sorrow must mix with {the pleasures of all who have
had great losses. L.ovell, my mother, and I, at twelve o'slock at
night, joined in exclaiming, “How delightful! 0! that he had lived
to ses and hear thisl”

Of the details of this visit, Lockhart, in his Life of
Scott, has furnished an account. He draws attention
to the curious coincidence that Goldsmith and Maria
Edgeworth should both have derived their early love
and knowledge of Irish character from the same
district, Pallesmore being indeed in the property of the
Edgeworths.

After a week’s stay, Sir Walter and his friends
departed to visit Killarney ; and Miss Edgeworth, her
sister Harrict, and brother William, were easily per-
suaded to be of the party. The journey was a delightful
one to all concerned; and though a few little mis-
haps occurred, such as the difficulties of finding post-
horses to convey so large a party, everything was
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turned to enjoyment, Sir Walter and Miss Edgeworth
shered this faculty of looking on the bright side of the
necessary discomforts of a journey, and extracting
amusement from every incident, a faculty for want of
which so many travellers fail to enjoy themselves,
They charmed all with whom they came in contact,
down to the very bhoatman who rowed them on the
lake of Killarney, and who, rowing Yord Macaulay
twenty years afterwards, told him that the circumstance
had made him amends for missing a hanging that day!
On Sir Walter Scott’s birthday a large gathering of
the clans Edgeworth and Scott took place at Dublin,
“8ir Walter's health was drank with more feeling than
geaiety,” and on that same evening he and Miss Edge-
worth parted, never to meet again.




17

CHAPTER XIII.
1826 To 1834,

Ir was in 1825 that the second part of Harry and Lucy
was published, completing the labours planned for Miss
Edgeworth by her father. The good reception it met
with cansed her to contemplate writing some more
short tales, but she missed the guiding friend that had
so long directed her. A story called Taken for Granted
had long been on the stocks. Though never finished,
she was occupied with it for some time, and began to
see clearly where her difficulties lay.

Your observations sbout the dificultion of Taken for Granted are
excellant; I *take for grented” I shall be able to conquer tham, If
only one instance were taken, the whole story must turn upon that,
and bo conmstructed to boar on one poin; and that pointing to the
morsl would not appeer natural. As Sir Walter said to me in reply to
my observing, “It is diffienlt to introduce the moral without dis-
pleasing the readex,” % The rats won't go intothe trap if they smell the
hand of the rat-ontoher.”

The opening of the year 1826 was one of general
financial depression. This was, of course, felt yet more
acutely in Ireland, where money affairs are never too
flourishing. Even the estate of Edgeworthstown, that
had as yet safely weathered all storms, was affected, and
it was in consequence of this that, at her brother
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Lovell’s desire, Miss Edgeworth once more resumed
the rent.receiving and general management, which,
since her father's death, she had abandoned. With
consammeto skill and energy she managed so that her
family escaped the flood that swamped so many. For
Miss Bdgeworth had keen business faculties, though,
except in the matter of tho estate, they had never been
called into play. Her step-mother tells how :—

“The great difficnlty was paying everybody when
rents were not to be had; but Maris, resolutely avoid-
ing the expense and annoyance of employing a solicitor,
undertook the whole, borrowing money in small sums,
paying off encumbrances and repaying the borrowed
money as the times improved ; thus enabling her brother
1o keep the land which so many proprietors were theh
obliged to sell, while never distressing the tenants, she
at last brought the whole business to a triumphant
conclusion.”

Yet at no time was Miss Edgeworth absorbed in one
thing only; her wide and universal interests could not
slumber, Thus, with all the work of a large estate on
her hands, she still found time to read extensively. The
detters published by Sir Walter Scott under the
peeudonym of Sir Malachy Malagrowther hed just
appeared, They interested her strangely.

Lord Onrrington was 80 kind as to frank to me these extraordinary
‘performances, whiah shall reach you through Lord Roess, if you plasde.
It is wonderful that a poet sould work up such an enthusasm aboub
-ono-pound notes; wonderful that a lawyer should veniurs to be so
viclent on the ooension as to talk of brandishing elaymores, and
passing the flery cross from hand to hand; snd yot there is the
“Chencellor of the Exohequer answering 1t from bis place in Parliament
a8 o national congern! If Pat had written if, the Attorney-Gonoral

would, perhaps, have noticed it; but # Up with the shillela|” in Pai's

mouth, and « Ont with the claymore!” in Bir Malachy’s, are different
<quite.
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A visit from Sir Humphrey Davy during the
summer was a great delight. Miss Edgeworth speaks
of the range and pitch of his mind with high praise,,
and relates besides an amusing anecdote thathe told:—

Sir Humphrey repeated to us a remarkable criticism of Bonaparte’s
on Talma's acting: “ You don't play Nero well; yon gesticulate oo
much ; you apeak with too much vehemence, A despot does notnesd
all that; he neod only pronounce. Il sait quil se suffit. And,” added
Talma, who told this to Sir Humphrey, ¢ Bonaparte, as he said this,
folded his arms in his well-known manner, and stood as if his altitude
expressed tho sentiment.”

A little later another sister was taken from the
family circle by marriage ; this time it was Miss Bdge-
worth’s travelling companion and friend Harriet, who
merried Mr. Butler, a clergyman. The home party
was thinning, and Miss Edgeworth, who liked to have
a large number of her loved ones ahout her, felt this
keenly. But happily young nephews and nieces were
springing up to take the place of those who were gone
and fill the house with that sunshine of child life and
child laughter, that had seldom been absent from its
walls.

She wrote to her brother about a little nephew :—

How you will like that child and make it ses “ upper air” How
long sinoe thoso times when you used to show its mother and Harriet
upper air] Do you remember how you used te doit to frighien mo,
and how I used to shut my eyes when you threw them up, and how you
nsed to call me fo look! .Ahk! s bon temps! But we are all very

happy now, and it is delightful to hear a child’s voice cooing, or even
orying, again in this house,

She was devoted to children, and never happier than
when surrounded by them, They in their twrn loved
the kind little old lady—for she was getting an old lady
now—who played with them so merrily, who entered
into all their fun, who told them such pretty stories,
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who plied them with pennies and all manner of good
and pretty things. She never lost the power of speak.
ing their language, her letters to children are among
some of the most genial she wrote. She was pleased
and gratified when the little ones liked her or her
stories.

Visits to Mrs. Ruxton at Black Castle, to married
brothers and sisters, or to friends, formed more and
more frequent interludes in her home life; but each
time she returns, Miss Edgeworth records her excossive
happiness to find herself at Edgeworthstown again, with
her beloved step-mother and those who still were left.

* After one such visit to Mrs. Buxton, she writes to
her :—

After spending four months with you, it is most delightful to me to
receive from you auch assurances that I have boen a plessura and a
comfort to you. I oftentihink of William's most just and charscteriatie
expression, that you have given him & desire to live to advanced age,
by showing him how much happiness can he felt and conterred in age,
where the affections and intollectanl faoultios are preserved in all their
vivacity. In you there is a poculiar hahit of allowing constautly for
tho compensating good qualities of all connected with you, and never
unjustly expscting impossible perfoctions, This, which I have so ofler
admired in you, I have often determined to imitate; and in this my
gixtieth year, to commence in a fow days, I will, I am resolved, make
great progress. ¢ Rosamond at sizty,” says Margaret. Wo aresll a
vory happy party hers, and I wish you could sse ab this moment,
sitting opposite to me on a sofa end in an arm-chair the mother and
danghter and grand-child.

The outward course of existence at home was one of
quiet routine. Habits of order had been early impressed
upon Miss Edgeworth by Mrs. Honora Edgeworth, and,
though naturally impetuous, she had curbed herself to
act with method. It was thanks to these acquired
habits that she was able to accomplish daily sucha
surprising amount of multifarious work. It was her
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«<nstom to get up at seven, take a cup of coffes, read
her letters, and then walk out about three quarters of
an hour beforc breakfast. So punctual and regular
was she that for many years a lady residing in the
village used to he roused by her maid with the words,
¢ Miss Edgeworth’s walking, ma’am, it’s eight o’clock.”
She generally returned with her hands full of roses or
other flowers that she had gathered, and, taking her
needle-work or knitting, would sit down at the family
breakfast, a meal that was a special favourite of hers,
though she rarely partook of anything. But while the
.others were eating she delighted to read out to them
such extracts from the letters she had received as she
thought would please them. She listened, too, while
the newspaper was read aloud, although its literary and
scientific contents always attracted her more than its
political ; for in politics, except Irish, she took little
interest.

This social meal ended, she would sit down to write,
penning letters, attending to business, or inditing
stories if any such were in progress. She almost always
wrote in the common sitting-room, as she had done
during her father’s life-time, and for many years on a
little desk he had made for her, and on which, shortly
before his death, he had inscribed the words ;—

On this humble desk were written all the numerons works of my
daughior, Maria Edgeworth, in the common sitling-room of my family,
In these works, which were chiefly wrilten fo pleass me, the has
never eltacked the personal charactor of any human being, or infers
fered with the opinioms of any soct or party, religions or political ;
while endeavonring to inform and instrnot others, she improved and
amused her own mind and gratified her heart, which I do believe ia
better than her head.

R.LE

After her father’s death she vsed a writing-desk that
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had been his, and which accompanied her whenever
she went away., At home it was placed on a table he
had made, and to which she, inheriting some of hig
Faculty for mechanical inventions, had attached some
ingenious contrivances of her own, such as brackets,
fire-screens, and paper reste. In swmmer time this.
little table was generally rolled into a recess behind the
pillars of the library, in winter it stood near the fire,
She wrote on folio sheets, which she sewed together in
chaptors, and her MSS. were wonderfully neat, clean,
and free from erasures, At luncheon time she ceased
writing, and since she made this her chief meal in the
day, she was obliged, often most unwillingly, to forego.
her desire to return toher desk. But she knew that to
write directly after eating was bad for her, and she
submitted instead to doing some needle-work. It was
while working with her ncedle, however, that most of
her stories were conceived and developed.

Sometimes she would drive out in the afternocon,
She was rather nervous about horses, and always sat
with her back to them that she might not see them.
When quite at her ease on the score of coachman and
steeds, she greatly enjoyed a drive in an open carriage,
talking and laughing all the time, and amusing her
companions with her endless flow of anecdotes and fun,
‘With her habitual indifference to nature she rarely
knew and still less carcd whither the drive had heen
directed, Most commonly she wrote again till dinner
time. In her latter years she would retire and sleep:
for an hour after this mesl, rejoining the family circle
at the tea-table. The evenings were usually spent in
reading alond; sometimes Miss Edgeworth was the
reader, sometimes she would work and listen while
others read. The enjoyment she felt in literature was
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imparted to those about her; she would manage to
extract something, either knowledge or amusement,
out of the dullest book. Her stepmother says that
she would often linger after the usual bed-time, to
talk over what she had heard, when bright, deep, or
solid observations would alternate with gay anecdotes
apropos of the work or its author, For Miss Edge-
worth’s best talk was not reserved for abroad, but was
rather poured forth at its best when surrounded by
those she loved. That her conversation was at all
times delightful there is abundant testimony, Mr.
Ticknor says of it: * There was s life and spirit about
her conversation, she threw herself into it with such
abandon, she retorted with such brilliant repartee, and,
in short, she talked with such extraordimary flow of
natural talent, that I don’t know whether anything
of the kind- counld be finer.”

It is said that even those who came to pay a mere
worning call would often remeiu for hours, loth to
terminate the conversation. Nor was her talk by any
means uniformly grave; she knew most happily how
to blend the grave and gay ; she loved to laugh herself
and arouse laughter in others, and when she laughed,
she did so with all the exuberant enjoyment of an
Irishwoman. Indeed, there was far more of the light-
hearted merry Irishwoman in Miss Edgeworth than
her writings, especially her moral tales, would lead the
world to suppose. In her, Irish good qualities were
mingled with practical wisdom, judgment, and good
sense, and produced 'a combination hoth rare and
charming, ‘She said of herself that she was ugly,
remarking that she was the last ugly person left, tho
vest of thefworld were no longer anything but plain ;
but i:lz.o’i’l who knew her did not subscribe to this

12
!
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verdiect. She was not, and never had been, good.
looking#*; but a face that beamed such kindliness,
reflected such intelligence, could never be really plaix,
In form, she was petite; her well-made, almost elegant
figure, that remained slight to the last, was enhanced
by a scrupulously trim appearance. She was very neat
and particular in her dress, and was not only always
tidy, but well-attired, and in accordance with the
fashion, She maintained throughout her life that a
woman should not be sbove attending to her dress,
Ostentation of any kind was foreign to her nature.
‘When a relative died, leaving her a pair of valuable
diamond ear-rings and pearl bracclets, her instant
thought was, whai good could she do with them.
They were sold at once, and with the proceeds she
built a village market-house, and a room for the
magistrate’s petty sessions. Her generosity, both in
giving money, time, and labour for others, was bound-
less; and her kindnesses were made doubly kind by
the thoughtfulness with which they were executed.
Thus, for example, many of her tenants and neigh-
bours had relations or friends who had emigrated to
the United States. These poor people often found
that letters they wrote to America miscarried, a fre-
quent reason being, of course, insufficient or illegible
addresses, To obviate this, Miss Edgeworth caused
them to send her all their lefters, which she then
forwarded once a month, This labour often gave her
no small trouble, but she grudged neither this nor
the time spent in making up the monthly packet.
Her poor neighbours, she deemed, repajd her only
}

* She elways refused o have hor portrait taken, and \all published
a-callod portraits of Maria Bdgoworth are purely fancy pioduckions.
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400 richly by their gratitude. She was certainly one
of the few people who practise what they preach;
she exemplified in her own person all those judicious
plans and rules for helping the needy which she had
brought forward in her works. When it is further
remembered that Miss Edgeworth retained to the very
last, until her 82nd year, that faculty, which is judged
the exclusive gift of youth, of admitting new interests
into her life, and that she further made them to yun
side by side with those she had held of yore, in this
mode enriching and widening her mental and emotional
horizon, it is little wonder that her old age was ons
of serene felicity.

The marriage of Fanny Edgeworth, Miss Edgeworth’s
favourite among all her younger sisters, was a real
grief to her for the moment, though, with her usual
unselfishness, she upbraided herself for feeling such
“shameful, weak, selfish sorrow, at parting with this
darling child.” A pleasure of a very different kind
came to her shortly after in the shape of Bir Walter
Scoft’s introduction to his collected Waverley Novels.
The sheets, while passing through the press, had been
sent to her, and she felt that Scott had, in the
most delightful and kind manner, said everything that
could gratify her “as an suthor, friend, and human
creature.”

You might well say that I should be ¢ill Yo please™ —you might
have said impossible to ploase—if what you sent to me had ot
plensed, gratified, delighted me fo the top of my bent; saturaied me
head and hoart with the most gratoful sense of the kindness of my
most admired friend, and with the anepeakable gratification of such a
testimony of his esteem and affaction, I know full well, most
sincerely I foel, that he over-values infinitely what I have writlen;
but of this T am prond, because it proves to me that private friend-
ship of his which I value above all, aven his public praise. . . .

12 »
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Bolleve me, my dear sir, I feel it all; and if I could, a8 yom
sy, llattor myselt that Sir Waller Scott was in any degres infiuenced
to write and publish’ his novels from sesing my sketches of Irish
character, I should indeed trinmph in the thought of having been tha
proximate canse of such happiness to millions.

Among the many advanced movements that Mr,
Edgeworth had advocated was the cause of Catholic
Emancipation. In such public measures as her father
had felt an interest, Miss Edgeworth felt one too; and
it was a great joy to her that not only she, bat her
lather’s sister, had lived to see this measure carried.
It is amusing to learn that it was a grievance of
O’Connell’s against Miss Edgeworth that she never
divectly espoused this cause by means of her pen,
"This was, in real fact, a compliment, as showing what
» power her writings had become,

In the summer, the ¢ rcaper whose name is death *
re-appeared amidst that united family, carrying off
this time the able enginecr, Willinm Edgeworth, who
also succumbed to the fatal family malady. Tt was &
shock and a grief to his devoted sister, who sorrowed
the more when she saw her juniors go before her,
and the grief told on her own health. She was ailing
until antumn, often confined to the sofa, and forbidden
her pen, though happily for her, neither her needle
nor her books. Her idle fancy began once more for
weave romances, and she planned the story of Helen,
and made some notes for it. Contrary to her previous
custom, she did not draw up a complete sketch, as she
had done while writing under her father’s guidance.
She jotted down the rough outlines, and trusted to
spontaneons promptings to fill in the details. But she
wag not even certein at all whether she should attempt
to write it; and, although encouraged by the success-
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of Harry and fucy, she was nervous about grappling
with higher work, deprived of the gnide who had been
her life-long stay. For years she had rejected all
suggestions to turn her attention once more to novel-
writing, and, but for the encouragement of her sister
Harriet (Mrs. Butler), Helen would probably never
have seen the light. It was first seriously thought of
in 1830, but proceeded slowly. Life brought more
interruptions to her than it had done in youth—family
«events, visits of kindness and pleasure, absorbed much
time, Then, too, she was greatly engrossed by her
agency business, to which all else was made to defer.
She was punctual, we are told, not only to the day, but
to the hour, of her paymenta; and ber exertions to
have the rents paid, and the money ready for these
payments, were unvarying. She herself looked after
the repairs, the lelting of the village houses, the drains,
gutters and pathways, the employment of the poor,—
in short, all the hundred and one duties that devolve
apon the steward of landed property. It was con-
gidered by her family that all this cxertion was in no
wise too much for her, that, on the contrary, it was
good for her health, inducing her to walk out and take
more exercise than she would have done without an
-object in view. Even the very drudgery of accounts,
and letters of business, says her step-mother, ¢ though
-at times almost too much for her bodily strength,
dnvigorated her mind; and she went from the rent-
book to her little desk and the manuseript of Helen
with renewed vigour. She never wrote fiction with
more life and spirit than when she had been for some
time completely occupicd with the hard realities of
life.”

Nevertheless, Helen progressed slowly, and was
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several times in danger of being thrust aside. She
wrote to her sister :—

My dear Harriet, can you conceive yourself to bo an old lamp.
ot the point of extinotion, and dreading the smell you would make
at going out, and tho execrations whioh in your dying flickerings
you might hear? And then you can conceive the sudden sterting
up again of the flame when fresh oil is poured into the lamp,
And can you concoive what thai poor lamp would feel retwrning
to light and life? So felt I when I had read your lettor on
reading what I sont to you of Helen. You have given me new life
and spirit to go on with her. I would have gone on from principle,
and the desire to do whei my father advised—to finish whalaver I
began ; but now I feel all the difference botween working for a dead or
¢ live horse,

To the day of her death, Miss Edgeworth never
became the prudent, staid, self-contained person, we
should imagine her from her hooks, did we possess
them only as guides to her character. Rosamond
remained as genmerously impulsive as ever. On one
occasion she writes to Mrs. Ruxton :—

It is very happy for your little niece that you have so much the
habit of expressing to her your kiud feelings. I really think that if
wy thonghts and feelings were shut up completely within me, I should
burst in & week, like a steam engine without a snifting-clack, now
colled by the grander name of a safsty-valve. You want to know
what I am doing and thinking of: of ditchos, drains, and sowers, of
iragging quicks from one hedge and sticking them down into another,.
o4 the imminent peril of their green lives; of two houses to let, one
tenant promised from the Isle of Man, and snothor from the Irish
Survey; of two bullfinches, esch in his cage on the table—ono who
would sing it he could, and the other who could sing, I am 1old, if
he would. Then I am thinking for three hours a day of Helen, %o
what purpose I dare nob say.

Before the year 1830 was ended, Miss Edgeworth
had lost this aunt, whom she had loved so long and'
fondly, It was the severing of a life-long friendship,
the heaviest blow that had befallen her since her
father’s death. She was in London when the event
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took place, and it was some comfort to her to find
herself go kindly welcomed by those whom she had
liked best in years gone by. She says sadly :—

It is always gratifying to find old fuends the same after long
absence, but it has been particularly so to mo now, when not anly
tho leaves of tha pleasures of life fall naturally in its winter, bus
whon the great branches on whom happiness depended are gone.

During this visit she kept out of all’large parties,
but rencwed many old ties. One of the things she
enjoyed most was a children’s party at Mrs, Lockhart’s.
She was in her element among the young ones. “If
Mrs. Lockbart had invented for ever she could mnot
have found what would please me more.” This London
visit extended over some months,

014 a8 I am, and imaginative as I am thought to be, I heve really
always found that the plensures I have expected wonld be groat, have
getually beon greater in the enjoyment than in the anticipation, This
is written in my sixty-fourth year. The pleasure of boing with Fanny
has boen far far greater than I had expected The ploasures here
altogother, including the kindness of old friends, and the civilities of
asquaintances, are still mors enhanced then I had ealoulated upon by
the home and the quist library, and easy-chair morning retrest, X
enjoy.

On her return to Edgeworthstown she wrote :—

My last visit to naiversal London sonfirms to my own feelings your
enloginm. I never was so happy there in my life, becnuse T hed,
bogides all the externsl plonsures, tho solid satisfaction of a home
thore, and domestic pleasures, without which I should soon grow
a~wonry of the world, and wish the business of the town were done.
Tt is most gratifying to me, at such a distance, to hear and to beliove
that snch kind and cultivated friends as yon miss my company, and
wish for my future return, I should be very sorry if I were told this
minute that I was never to sec Liondon again, and yet I am wondrous
aontented and happy at home.

It is a curious eircumstance, but a fact of frequent
ohservation, that large families are often morc united
than small ones. The Edgeworths were a case in
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point. They had that devoted affection; that blind
bolief in one another, that often distinguishes a clan,
They preferred each other’s society to that of strangers;
they regarded themselves as beings apart; ewhat one
did, the others approved; harmony and, good-will
reigned supreme. With so many different families
living under one roof, it was a rare and curious fusion,
this home party, of which one of the brothers said
that *“ each siar is worthy of separate observation for
its serenity, brilliancy, or maguitude; but it is as a
constellation they claim most regard linked together
by strong attachment, and moving in harmony through
their useful course.”

It was as a star of the first magnitude in this constel
letion that Miss Edgeworth loved to move and have
her being, and she chose to be set there rather than
shine in hrilliancy alone. Miss Edgeworth, the
woman, must always be thought of in connection with
her home and home attachments. To love, shrouded
in the quiet obscurity of domestic life, was the secret
of existence to this simple-minded nature,

That Helen was liked by the home circle was a real
pleasure to its author. She was anxious for criticism
and took all she received in good part. “I am a
creature,” she once said, * that can take advice, can be
the better for it, and am never offended by it.” The
family approval given, the manuscript was despatched
to London with more confidence than she had ever
expected to feel again in a literary work. Lockhart
managed the business arrangements, for to this she
did not feel equal, and when asked if the book should
be in two or three volumes, replied ;—

I have satisfied my own conscience, which is my point, as I know
that, far from having streiched a single page, or a singlo sontence, to
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make out & third volume, I have cut as much as everI sonld—out it to
the quick; and now it matbers not whether it be printed in three or in
twovolumea. T tiresome to the ear in thrae, it would be oqually so in
dwo, and would look worse to the eye.

The reason why her new story was not an Irish one
she gives in & letter to a brother in India:—

1 should tell you beforchand that there is zo humonr in it, and no
Irigh character. It is impossible fo draw Ireland as sl nowis in a
book of fiction—realities are too strong, party-passions ioe violeni to
bear fo see, or rare to look at tholr faces in tho looking-glnes, The
poople would only hreak the glass, and eurse the fool who held the
mirror up to nalure—distorted nature, in a fevor, Weo are in too
perilonn & case to laugh, humour would be out of season, worse than
bad taste. Whonover tho danger ia past, ns the man in the sonnet
says, “ We may look back on the hardest part and Isugh' Then I
shall be ready to join in the laugh. Sir Waltsr Scott onee said to me,
Do explain 1o tho puhlic why Pat, who gets forward so well in other
countries, is 8o miserablo in his own ?” A vary dioult quesiion: I
dear ahove my power. But I shall think of it continually, end listen,
and look, and rasd.

Things were once more in a bad way in that unhappy
country, and Miss Edgeworth saw great distress all
around her. A letter written at that time might
almost he written to-day :—

I fe~¢ wo have much to go through in this country before we come
to quiet, setlled life, and & ready obedience to the laws. Thero is
litarally no rein of law at this moment to hold the Irish; and through
the whole country there is what I caunot justly oall a spirit of Reform,
‘but & spuit of REvoruTIoN, under the mame of reform; s restless
desire fo overthrow what /s, and a hope—more than 2 hope—an
expectation, of gaining liberty or wealth, or both, in the struggle ; and
df thay do gain either, they will lose both again, and he worse off than
aver—they will afierwards gunrrel amongst themselves, destroy ono
enother, aud ba agein enslaved with honvier chains. I am,and have
been all my life, a sincere friond to moderate moamires, a8 long as
reason can be heard; bub there cowes 2 time, at the actusl com.
mencement of uproar, when renson cannot be heard, and whon the
witimate law of force must be resorted to, to prevent greater evils
That time was lost in the beginning of the French Revolution—I. hope it
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mpy nob baloet i Troland. Tt is soaresly possible that this sountry
oan now bo tranqguillised without military forco to ra-ostnblish lnw ; the
peoplo 1us? bo made o cbey the laws, or they eannot bo ruled after
any concassions. Nor wonld tho mob be nblo to rule If they got all
thay desira ; they would only teer each other to pieces, amd dia drunk
or famish g0RER. The misloriune of this country hes been that
England has alwaya yieldod to clamour what should have heen grantsd

to justice.

As Miss Edgeworth advanced in life she often spoke
of “my poor Ireland,” showing that hopelessness with
regard to the problem had dawned on her, She wasa
patriot, but belonged to no party; and was blind
neither to the nation’s wrongs, follies, nor crimes.
She grew more and more to advocate the laissez fuire
gystem. She contended that her observations, which
extended over so long a period of timo, had shown her
steady progression in Ircland, and she believed that
the lend would ultimately do well if people would only
not force their political nostrums upon it. What
she did demand from England was equality of legisla-
tion, but no more ; and this accorded, she believed
Ireland would rise from her state of degradation,
though of necessity the rise would be slow,since the
length of time of recovery must be in proporbion to
the length and foree of the infliction. Mrs, Hall w
rightly remarked that Miss Edgeworth’s affection fo
Ireland was “philosophie.”” Yet another change Missy
Edgeworth chserved in the Irish, and one that made
them less useful to jher for literary purposes :

The modern pea.suntfcy imegine they have a part to play in
he orgenisation of thell country; thoir heads are fuller of polities’
than fun; in faot, thdy havo boen drilled into thinking about
what they cannct undefstand, snd so have become reserved end
suspicious—ihat {s, to what they used to ba,

After Helen hedl passed through the press, Miss
Edgeworth sccomphnied her friends Sir Culling and
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Lady Smith in a trip through Connemara. Of the
adventures they had on this journey—real Irish
adventures, with innumerable sloughs to traverse, with
roads that imperilled life, with inns whose dirt and
discomfort passed belief, with roadside hospitality
from kindly but cccentric gentlefolks—Miss Edge-
worth wrote & letter some forty pages long to a brother
in India. For fun and graphic vivacity it is not sur-
passed by the bost of her printed Irish scenes. After
her return “rents and odious accounts” kept her
mind from running too much upon Helen, about which
she was more anxious than about any book she had
ever sent into the world. It soon proved as grest a
suceess as her earlier works, and a sccond edition was
demanded after a few weeks. Her own feclings abont
the matter are expressed in a lstter she wrote to M.
Bannatyne, who had congratulated her on its publie
reception :—

My pBAR M=, BANNATYNE,

I thank yon with all my hoaxt for the *nervousness® you felh
about my venturing again before the public, and it is a Aegrt-folt na
well as a head-felt satisfaction to me that you do not think I have
Jowered whkat my father took such pains to raise for me. You
oannot conceive how much afraid I was myself to vonture what had
not his correctiona and his sanetion. For many, many years that
foeling deterred me from any aettempt in this line. Of what conse-
quenae, then, to my happiness it is to be assured, by friends on whose
smncerity and jndgment I ocan depend, that I have not done what I
ought to repent, or to be ashamed of.

Concerning Helen contemporary public opinion was
much divided; some regarded it as a falling-off in
power, others as an advance, but all agreed that there
was a change. The change is one of tone and feeling,
induced in part, no doubt, by the fact that it was the
emanation of her own brain only; in parf that years.
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had caused Miss Edgeworth, as it causes all of us, to
regard life from a different standpoint.

Experience
had taught her to

N Gentler scan hor brother man

than she did in earlier life. Helen is so much superior
in ease, nature and poetry, that it makes us deplore
that Miss Edgeworth’s talents had not been allowed
unchecked sway. Not only is the fable more skilfully
framed, but the whole shows greater passion and finer
insight into the more subtle moods of humanity,
'Too often when men and women go on writing far
into their latter years we are apt to wish that, like
Prospero, they had buried their wand before it had
lost its power. This is not the case with Miss Edge-
worth. Helen, her last novel, which appeared after so’
long = silence, is in some respects the most charming
of her tales, a fact doubtless due in some measure to
the time that had elapsed since the cessation of her
father’s active influence. The old brilliancy, the quick
humour, the strong sense of justice and truth which
ds the moral back-bone of her work, are there as before;
but through the whole tale there breathes a new spirit
«of wider tenderness for weak, struggling human nature,
and a gentleness towards its foibles which her earlier
writings lacked. Years had tanght her a wider tolera-
tion, had shown her, too, how large a part quick
unreasoning instincts and impulses play in the lives
of men and women, even of those whose constant
struggle it is to subdue act and thought to the rule of
duty, Helen is more of a romance than any of its
predecessors, perhaps because the chief interest of the
‘tale is concentrated in the heroine, who is the central
figure round which the other persons of the story
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revolve, while in Miss Edgewortl’s earlier novels the
subsidiary characters are the most interesting and
amusing. We wish Belinda well, but she does not
move our feelings as does Lady Delacour, and Sir
Philip Baddeley is infinitely more diverting than
Clarcnce Harvey is fascinating, And it is the same in:
all the others, while the centre of Helen is the girl her-
self. Yet the other characters are no less admirably
drawn, with the old delicacy and firmness of touch, the
occasional quaint gleams of humour, In its way Miss
Edgeworth never limned a finer portrait than that
of Lady Davenant, the large-brained, large-hearted:
woman of the world, endowed with strong principle,
keen sense and real vigour of character, mingled with
prejudice, impulsive likes and dislikes, an imperfect
adherence in practice to her own theories of right
and wrong, and a stern power of self-judgment, There
is nothing exaggerated in this admirable and vigorous
piece of work, We comprehend Cecilia's nervous fear
of the mother whese unswerving truth cows her, while
it attracts the answering truth of nature of her truer
and stronger friend. Equelly good is the character of
Lady Cecilia, through whose duplicity and cowardice
arise all Helen’s troubles; her husband, General
Clarendon, who held

All fraud and cuuning in disdain,
A friend to truth, in speech and action plainj

‘the malicions Lady Beatrice and her silly pretty sister;
‘while Horace Churchill, the man about town, who is
more modern in tone than Miss Edgewortl’s earligr
portraits of the seme class, Joses nothing by comparison
with them. Despite his restless egotiam, his spiteful-
ness, his generally unpleasant character, he is a gentle.



190 MARIA EDGEWORTAH.

man in all outside seeming, the old-fashioned perfect
tone of high-breeding marks him, and he is even capa-
ble of a certain generosity that seems more an inherited
instinet than a part of his individual nature. Esther,
the General’s sister, is one of the quaintest and most
delightful characters in the book, drawn with kindli.
ness and humour, a girl with the power of a noble
woman hidden under the crust of a gruff and abrupt
exterior, which springs half [rom shyness, half from a
defiant love of truth and hatred of conventional chains,
The purpose of Helen is to show how much the suffer.
ings and dissensions of social life arise from the pre-
vailing digressions from truth, often due in the firsi
instance to small society politencsses. Itskey-note lies
in the ejaculation of Miss Clarendon: “I wish that
word fib was out of the English language, and white lie
drummed out after it. Things by their right names, and
we should all do much better. Truth must be told,
whether agreeable or mnot.” Most perfectly and
naturally is the imbroglio brought to pass, the en-
tenglement caused by the love-letters, the way in which
every fresh deceit on the part of Cecilia, meant to be
harmless, tells in her husband’s mind against the
{friend behind whom she is bascly hiding her own fanlt.
With Cecilia, whose failings were of the kind with
which Miss Edgeworth had least mercy, she is singu-
larly gentle. For once she lets us pity the offender
while we condemn the erime. Life had probably
taught her that consequences are so surely unpitying,
that she no longer felt the need to insist on this as she
hed done in former years, when she would probably
have sketched for us the whole course of Cecilia’s
punishment, whose nature she now only indicates,
Helen is a charming heroine, no wax doll of impossible
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perfection, but a very woman, wayward and weak some-
times, but true, high-spirited, impulsively generous,
staunch ,in her friendship and her love, with deep
and passionate feelings controlled, not crushed, by
duty. Another marked change is shown in the
manner in which Helen and Granville Beaunclere
fall in love. Miss Edgeworth had always protested
against the doctrine that love is a mere matter of
personal beauty, she showed how it may enslave for a
moment, but that a preference resting on so precarious
a foundation was but a paltry tribute to her sex. Love,
she rightly preached, must be founded on higher
motives; but her heroes and hercincs were too apt to
fall in love in an edifying and instructive manner, they
knew too well why they succumbed to the tenderpassion.
Until now she had almost denied the existence of
romantic love, agreeing, it would seem, with her own
Mrs. Broadhurst: © Ask half the men yon are acquainted
with why they are married, and their answer, if they
speak the truth, will be—° Because I met Miss such-a-
one atsuch aplace, snd we were continually together.”*
“¢ Propinquity, propinquity,’ as my father used to say—
and he was married five times, and twice to heiresses.”
‘That amiable and rcspectable Bluebeard, Miss Edge-
-worth’s father, had hitherto held final sway over her
characters, Was it the removal of his influence that
allowed Helen and Granville to fallin love in a more
rational manner? Helen does not now wait to see
whether Beauclerc has every virtue under the sun
before she ventures to love him; indeed, she sees his
foibles clearly, and it is just when she believes that
he hes shown a lack of honour and sincerity that
in her burst of gricf she discovers that she loves
him, loves him whatever he is, whatever he does, As
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for Granville, he falls in love in a thorough-going,
earnest manner which incrcases our feeling of his
reality. It has been objected to Miss Edgeworth’s
love-making that it is stiff as compared with that
of the present day. It certainly presents a contras
to that of the Broughton school; but the loves of
Helen and Granville as told by her in so real and
human a menner, reveal their feelings to be none the
less tender that they are not hysterical, or any the les
deep for their power of modesty, reverence, and reserve,

Helen was suggested by Crabbe’s tale, The Confidant,
but that feeling which is sinfully gratificd and severely
punished in Crabbe’s story becomes refined and
reformed in Miss Edgeworth’s crucible, Itis, however,
interesting to compare her romance with tho rapid
sketch of the stern original. Another new foature in
Helen is a tendency to describe natural objects. Until
now, there had mever been in Miss Edgeworth’s
writings a description of scenery or a sign of delight in
it. She had, as we know, a contempt for the mere
pleasurcs of the senses, and so little appreciation of the
beautiful that she once condemns a character who buys
something to gratily the cye, not recognising that the
eye, as well as the body amd mind, must be fed. Yet
in Helen, to our surprize, we en~ounter some lovingly
detailed scenic bits, we even find her citing Words.
worth. It is clear she had not remained wholly un.
touched by the new influences surging around her.
Another feature of Helen is the lack of a didactie
tone. Speaking of Scott’s novels, she remarks thathis
morslity is not in purple patches,.gstentatiously obtru.
sive, but woven in through the very textire of the stuff.
She knew that her faults lay in the oppopite direction,
and it is evident she had siriven to avipid them., A
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writer who can learn from criticism and experience,
who can adopt a new method of writing when past the
age of sixty, is a remarkable writer indeed.

The fears that Miss Edgeworth had felt concerning
Helen were truly uncalled for, but the eagerness with
which she listened to criticisms upon it showed how
little confident she felt of it herself. To her friend
Dr. Ilolland she wrote sfter its appearance :—

DEAR BiR,

I am very glad that you have boen pleased with Zelen—far
above my expectations! And I thank yon for that warmth of kind-
ness with which you enter into sll the details of the characters and
plan of the story. Nothing but regard for the author could have
made you give so much importance to my tale. It has always boon
my fault to let the moral end I had in view appear too soon and too
cloarly, and I am not surprised that my old fault, notwithstanding
some pains which I certainly thought I took to correob it, should still
abide by me. As to Liady Davenant's loving Holen better than she
did her deughter—I can't help it—nor could she. It is her faanlt, not
mine, and I oan only say it was very natural that, after having begun
by mistake and neglect in her early educatien, she should feel after-
warda disinclined to one who was a constant objeot of self-reproach
to her, Lady Davenant iz nol repressnted as a perfect character.
All, then, that I have to answer for is, whether her fanlta are natnral
to the oharacter I drew, and tend in their representation io the moral
I would enforce or insinuate.

Oh, thank yon faor telling mo of my blunder in making the Dean die
of apoplezy with his eyes fixed on Ilelan. Absurd! How shall I kill
him in the next edilion, if ever I am allowed an opportunity? Would
palsy do? May there not be a partial power of will surviving a
stroko of palsy, which would permit the poor old man to die with his
eyes directed:to his njece? Please to answar this question ; and if
palsy will not do my business, ploass to suggest something that will,
and with as little alteration of the text as may be. Not because I am
unwilling to take the trouble of correcting, but that I don $hink it
worth while to make alierations, even cmendations, of great length.
Botter make a new one, according to Pope's hackney acoachman's
principle. (The punctuation shall be mended.)

13
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CHAPTER XIV.
LAST YEARS,

Moxnz and more Miss Edgeworth’s life revolved round
home and friends, “In this world, in which I have
lived nearly three-quarters of a century, I have found
nothing one quarter so well worth living for as old
friends,” she said. In her person, old age was seen
in its most attractive form. Ier lively interests re-
mained undimmed, At seventy she even sof herself
to learmm a new language, Spanish, while her impul-
siveness never became extinct, though she playfully
hoped that—provided she lived so long—she might
perhaps at eighty arrive at years of discretion. It was
in 1835 that Mr, Ticknor, the American historian of
Spanish literature, visited Edgeworthstown. He has
reeorded in his journal a pleasing and vivid picture of
his visit. He describes Miss Edgeworth as small,
short, and spare, with frank and kind manners, always
looking straight into the face of those she spoke to
with a pair of mild, deep grey eyes. IJer kindness and
vivacity instantly put her visitors at ease. Mr. Ticknor
was also impressed with the harmony that existed
in a family composed of the most hetcrogeneous
relationships, What struck him about Miss Edge-
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~worth herself was her uncommon quickness of per-
ception, her fertility of allusion, and the great resources
of fact which a remarkable memory supplied to her,
He likens her conversation to that of her own Lady
Davenant. Mr.Ticknor observed that though she would
talk freely about herself and her works, she never intro.
duced the subject, and never seemed glad to continue
it. Indeed, though he watched carefully for it, he
could not detect either any of the mystification or the
vanity of authorship. He was struck with her good
nature and desive to defend everybody, even Lady
Morgan, as far as she could, though never so far as to
‘he unreasonable.

“In her intercourse with her family she was quite
delightful, referring constantly to Mrs. Edgeworth,
who secms to be the authority in all matters of fact,
and most kindly repeating jokes to her infirm qunt,
Mrs, Sneyd, who cannot hear them, and who seems
i0 have for her the most unbounded affection and
admiration,”

The dispersion of so many members of her family
imposed much letter-writing on Miss Edgeworth, for
all turned to her graphie pen for news of the dear old
home. And, as before when she was away, those she
left behind had to share in her pleasures, or they
would be but sorry pleasures to her, Death, as well
-a8 marriages, had thinned the family ranks. Tenacious
and warm in her affections as she was, Miss Edgeworth
never took a morbid view concerning those who were
gone, Bverything morbid was foreign to her nature,

Thers is something mournful, yet pleasingly painfal, in the sense of
tho ideal presence of the long-loved dead, Those images poople and
1l the mind with unselflsh thoughts, and with the salutary feeling of
ragpansibility and con tant desive to be and to act in this world as the
superior friend would have wished and approved. 13 %
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And thers were so many still left to love, young m{
old, “Who would not like to live to be old if thy
could be so happy in friends as I am?” The enthus.
astic effection in her peculiar family relations, whith
she kept unimpaired, cannot be better shown than by
guoting onc of the countless letters she wrote con
cerning those dear to her:—

Edgoworths Town,
My poar MB. AND Mgrs. TIOKNOR, Nov. 1at; 1838,
1know 30 well your kind feolings towarda all this family, thet1
atn sure you will bo pleased with the intelligence which X am going
aommunicate to yor.

My aister, Honora, i8 going to be happily moxvied to a parson overy
wey suited o her (and thet is saylng a grest deal), as you who most
kindly and justly appreciated hor will rondily join with moe in thinking,
The gentleman’s name, Onptain Benufort, R.N., porhaps you may by
aequainted with, aa he is in a publio situation, end net uuknown to
literary and aciantific fame. Tfo is & naval offoor (T hope you like this
officer’s name?). He mado some years ago o survey of tho constof
Oaramania, snd wrote n small volumo on thnt survey, which has
obtained for him a good roputation, Hohaa baen for soma yonrs Hydro-
grapher Royal; . . . in ono word, ho is n pavsen publicly osteemsd,
And privetely he is belovoed and esteomaed by all who know him, most
by those who know him hest. He is and has boan well known to ue
ever since the present Mrs Edgeworth’s marrisge with my father;
Onptain Bagufort is Mrs. Edgeworth's youngost brother. As Mra B.
iu Honora's step-mother, you sea that he iz no relation whatevar {0
Honors., Bub the nearness of the connexion has given us all the best
means of knowing him thoronghly. Ho was my dear father's most
elovod pupil snd friend ; by pupil T only moan thet his being so much”
younger made him louk up to my father with reverence, snd learn
from him in gclance and literatura with dolight. Thus has be beon.
long connected with all I love. e has been a widower two years.
Heo haa thres sons and four daughters. . . . The yonngest daughter,
Emily, is a delightful ohiid. Captain Bosnfort Hves in London,
11 Glovasater Flace; has a vary comfortabls house, and sufficient
fortune for all their moderate wishes, Honrora's fortuns, Which is
ample, will giva them afuence.

My dear Mrs. Ticknor, I imow yon partionlarly Hited Honora, and
thet you will be interested in heaying all these partioulars, though it
Beamns mpertinent to detail them across the Atlantla to one whe wige
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U fear, never see anyone of the persons I have mentioned. Yet
affections such as yours keep warm very long and at a great
-distance.

I feol that I have gob into & snug Little corner in both your hearts,
ond thet yon will exouse a great deal from me, therefors I go on
without seruple drawing upon your sympathy, and you willnot protest;
wmy draft,

You saw how dovoted Honora was to her aunt, Mrs, Mary Sneyd,
-~whom yon liked so much; and you will easily imegine what a struggle
there has been in Honora’s mind before she could consent to a marriago
with even such a man as OJaptain Beaufort, when it must separate her
irom hor aunt. Captain Beaunfort himseli felt this so much thab he
never wonld have pressed it. He once thought that she might bo
Jreveilod upon to accompany them to London, and to live with them.,
But Mrs, Mery Sneyd could not bear o loave Mrs. Edgeworth, and this
place which she has made hor heart’s home, She decided Captain
Boaufort and her nioce to make her happy by completing their union,
and letting her feel that she did not provent the feliclty of the two
Jpersons she loves hest now in the world. She remains with us.

, The marriage is to tako place next Tuesday or Thuraday, and my
aunt Mary will go to the church with her niece and give her away. L
must tell you a little characteristio trait of this aunt, the least selfish
of all human beings, She has been practising getting up early in the
morning, which she has not done for two years——has never gotup for
breakinst. Butb she has trained herself to rising at the hour at which
she must rise on the wedding-day, and has walkked up and down her
own room the distance she must walk up and down the aisle of the
church, to ensure her being acoustomed fo the exertion, and able to
accompligh it easily, This she did for a long time withous our
:knowing it, till Honore found it out, Mrs. Mary Sneyd is quite well
and in excellent spirits.

A younger sistor of mine, Luey, of whom you have heard ns speak
25 en invalid, who was at Clifton with that dear Sophy whom we have
lost, is now recovered, and has returned home to take Honora's place
‘with her aunt Mary ; and aunt Marylikes to have her, and Lmey feala
“this & great motive o her to overcome a number of nervous feelings,
which formed part of her illnoss. A regnlar comrso of cconpations n..nd
dutios, and fesling herself essential to the happiness and the hold{ng
together of a family she so loves, will be the best strengthening
medicine for her, She srrived at home last night. My sistor Fenny
ond her husband, Testocke Wilaon, are with us, My sister has much
improved in health; she is now sblo to walk without pain, and bore
her long journey and voyage here wonderfully. T have always,
wegretted, and always shall regret, that this sister Fanny of mine had.
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not the pleasure of becoming asqueinted with you. You really must:
ro-viait England. By sister Harriel Butler, and Mr. Butler, and the
threo littlo dear Foxes, are all round me ub this instant, By Pox,,
their father, will be with us in & few days, and Oaptain Basufort
returns from London on Monday. You see what a large and happy
family wo arelll

Do I not give you some proof, my dear Mr. and Mra, Ticknor, of my-
affection in writing to you at this moment, and if I writo without muoh,
gense or connoxion you will nob be surprised.

My head is veally upside down, and my feelings so divided botween
joy and sorrow—joy for Honora's happiness, bub sorrow for the parting
that must bo!

It will all seltle down under the hand of strang necessity and of
leniont time. My sislers Fanny and Hardot will stay with us some
weeks after tho marriage; this will be a great comfort,

Mr. Butler will porform tho heppy, awful ceremony. How peoplo
who do not lova oan over daro to mary, o approach the sltar to-
pronounce thel solemn vow, I cannot eonceivo.

My thoughts are so ongrossed by this subjoot that I absolulely
oamnot tell you of anything else. You must toll mo of overything that
interests you, else I shall not forgive mysolf for my ogotism,

I am most sincorely and affootionately, my dear Mra, Ticknor, with

affectionate remembrances to your ongeging daughter, not forgetiing.
your little darling,

Yours most sincoroly,
Mazpis EpgEwWORTH,

Mention Loclthart’s Memoirs of Seott, of which my head and hoarb
wore full before this present all-engrossing subjoct overcame me.

I shall be quite rational again, I am sure, hy tho time your answer
reachea me, 50 pray do nob treat me as quite a hopeless person to
write rationally to.

Mra. Edgeworth dosires me %o send you hor very affectionate.
remembrancos.

I believe, T am almoat sure, that I wroteto you, my deax Mr. Ticknor,
some months agoe while you wore on the Continent, to thank you for
the present you sont me, through Mr. Norton’s means, of an American
edition of my works, I thought it beautifnlly printod and bound, and
the engravings excellont, pariicularly that for Helen, and the vignsite
for Helen, which we have not in the English edition, I have another
American copy of this edition, and I have left yours for life with my
brother Franels and my Bpanish sister Rosn, who live in & little
coltage mear Windsor, and heve not money to indulge themselves in
the luxury of boaks. I hope you will not be angry with me for so
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doing ; no, I think you will be glad that I made your present give mo
1ho greatest possible sum of pleasure. Take into account the pride I
folt in saying, Mr. Ticknor sent me these books,
I am ashamod to see thaf I have come so far in a second sheet, and
in spite of all the wonderings at what can Marin be about?
Sense 1 my nezxt.

In answer to & letter from Mr. Ticknor, describiug
to her his library, in which the only picture was one of
Sir Walter Scott, Miss Edgeworth wrote a reply, of
which a portion has been published, but which conteins
besides an able parallel, or rather contrast, between
Washington and Napoleon, worthy of preservation for
its own sake, and as a testimony to her unimpaired
powers,

Trist, Nov. 19th, 1840,

#Who talks of ¢ Boston’ in & voice so sweet”? | Who wishes to see
me thers? and to shew mo their home, their family, their country ?
I have been there—at Boston? ¢ Yes—and in Mr. and Mrs, Ticke
nor’s happy beautiful home,” I have beenup “the slope of the Boston
Hill-side” hnve seon “ tho 50 aores of public park” in all its verdure
with “its rich and venerable trees,” its gravelled promenade suxround-
ing it with those noble rows of venerable elma on sithor side. I have
gone up the hill-side and the steps profusely decked with luxuriant
croepers,-—I have walkod into Mr, and Mra. Ticknor's house as I was
desived,~have secn the three rooms opening into one another, have
sat in the librery too—and thought,—and thought if all chaiming]
Looking into the country as you know the windows all do, I saw down
through ¢ the visia of trees” to the guiet bay and *the beautiful”
hills beyond, and I ¢ watched the glories of the® setiing sun lighting
up country and town, ¢ trees, turf, and water!”—an Italian sun net
more gorgeonaly attended than this # New England luminary " gotting
orvising, I met Sir Walter Seott in DIr. Tieknor's library with all his
benign ealm expression of countemance, his eye of genins and his
mouth of humor—such as he was before the life oflife waa gone, anch
a8 genius loved 1o see him, such as American genius has given him
to Americon friondship, immortalized in person as in mind. Hia vary
self I see feeling, thinking, and about to speak—and o & friend to
whom he loved to speak—and well placed and to his liking he
geems in this congenial Library—presiding and sympathising. DBat my
dear Madam, Ten thoussnd books, ¥ ahout ten thousand books? do
Jou say this library contains? DMy deer Mrs, Ticknor! ThenIam
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afraid you must have double rows—and thatis a plague. But you
may ask why do I eonceive you hanve double rows? DBeonuse I osn-
not conceive how else the book-cases conld hold the 10,000. Your
Library is 84 by 22 you say. Bub to bo sure you havo not givenme
the hoight and that height may make out room onough. Pray have
it measured for me; that I may drive this odious notion of doubls
rows out of my head—" and what & head, you may say, thal must he
that conld calenlato in such a place and at such a time!” Tt was
not: my poor hosd I assure you, my dear Mrs. Tickner, but Captein
Boanfort’s ultra-acourato head. I gave him through Honors the
doaoription of your library—and he (jealous X am clear for the mag-
mitude and nomber of his own Hbrary and volumos) seb to work at
22X 84&—ond there I loave him—till I have the height to confound
him gompletely, ‘You sce, my dear frionda, that you nood not egain
a8k me to go to ges you—for I have soon and I know everything about
your homo} full as well I know Boston and your home as you know
owrs at Er]gownrthstown It is yowr {mrn mow to come %o ses us
again, But I am afteid to inviteyon, lost you should he disonchanted,
and we ghould losa the delightful gratification wa enjoy in your
glamour of friondship, Auni Mary, however, is roelly sall you think
and snw her—and in her 91st yenr still a proof as you desoribe her,—
and a remarkablo procf of the power of mind over time, suffering and
infirmities; and an oxample of Christian virtuos making old age
lovely and intorosting.

Your prayer, that she might have heallh and strength io
enjoy the gathering of friends round her has been granted.
Honora, and her husband, and Fanny end her husband, have
all been with us this summer for months; and we heve enjoyed
ourselves 8 much g8 your kind heart aould wish. Hapeoially
“that beautiful specimen of « highly cullivated gentlewoman,” a8
you g0 well called Mrs, E., has been bleat with the sight of all
her childven round her, all her iving daunghters and their husbands,
end her grand-children, Francis will seltle at home and be &
good comntry gentlemen and his own sgent—io Mrs. B's and all
our inexpressible comfort and support—-slso for the good of the
country, as a resident landlord and magistrate muck needed. As
he i ot home I can be spared from the rent-receiving business, &o.,
and leaving him with his mother, Annt Mary and Lmocy, I can
indulge myself by accepting an oftan-urged invilation from my two
sigtors Fanny and Honora, to spend some months with them in
London. Ihave chosen to go at this quist time of yoear as I partica-
larly wish not to enconnter the bustle and dissipation and lienising of
London. Foy the’ I am such » minnikin lon now, and =o cld, literally
withaut tecth or claws, still there be, thet might rattle at the grate to
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make me get np and come oul and stand up to play tricks for them—
and this I am not able or inclined to do. I am afraid I should growl
—1I never could be as good-humored gs Bir Walter Scotit nsed to be,
-when rattled for and made to #comse out and stand on his hind logs *
a8 he unsad to deseribe it, and then go quietly to sleep agnin,

Ishall use my priviloge of 72—rising 78—and shall keep in my
¢omfortable den—I will not go out. *Nobody asked you, Ma’am,” to
pley Lion, may perhapa be said or sung to me, and I shall not be
sorry nor mortiflod by not being asked to exhibit,~but heartily happy
1o be with my sisbers and their family and family friends—AN for
which I go—knowing my own mind very well I speak the mere plain
troth. I shall return home to Edgeworthstown before the London
Season, as it is callod, commences, 7., by the end of March, or at the
wery hoginning of April

This 18 all I have, for the present, to tell you of my desr sclf, or
of our family doings or plannings. You see I dopend enough on the
sincerity of your curiosily and sympaihy, and I thank you in kind
for oll you havo been so affectionately good to tell me of yourselves.

T have been latoly reading Thibeaudeau’s ten volumes of the History
of Napoloon—Le Consulat und P Empire"—immedintely aftér having
read the life of Washington by Sparks, a book which I think I men-
tioned to you had been sent to me by an American Jewess of Philadel-
phia, Miss Gralz. A most valuable present-—a most interesting work
.t 18. The compariaon between the characters, power, deeds, fortune and
fate of Washington and Nepoleon coniinnally pressed on my mind as
I rend their lives; and cantinmally I wished that some modern
Plutarch with more of religious, if not more of moral and pelitical
knowkdge and philosophy than the anclent times afforded, would
+drew a parallel—no not & parallel, for that could not be—but a com-
parison between Napoleon and Washington, It would give in the
Tesult & comparison between Moral and Intellectual power on the
highost scalo, and with the fullost display in which they have ever
beon seen in two national heroes. The superior, the universal abili-
ties of Bonaparte, his power of persaverance, of transition, of resonree,
of comprehensiveness, of ndeptation of means to ends and all {ending
to his own aggrandisement, and his appetite for dominion growing
wvith what it fed wpon, have altogether been most astonishingly dis-
pleyed in the Frenchman’s history of Napoleon, Tho inbegrity, dis-
interestedness, diserotion, persevering adherenss to one great pur-
‘pose, morking the character and the carser of Washington, ave all
faithfully portrayed by his American biographer, and coufirmed by
state pepers and by the iestimony of an independent World, The
comparison hotween what Napoleon and Washington did living, and
Feft dying, of the fruits and econsequencos of their deeds, would suroly
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be amoat striking and uscful moral and political lesson on true ang
false glory, and further wounld afford tho strongost illustralions of the
differonce in human affairs of what i8 ocallod the power of Fortuns
and the influenco of prestige and the power of moral character and
virtue, See Napoleon doscriod at his utmost need, by those his™
prosperous bounty gorged. See Napoleon foread to abdicato his twice
snatched Imporial sceptre I—and eompare this with your Washington
laying down his dictatorship, his absolute dominion, voluntarily, the
moment, he had accomplishod his great purpose of making his beloved
country, the New World, froe and independent, Then the decp silent
attachment shown to him whon ho rotired from the army, pmted from
military power, took leave of publie lifo, is most touching—quite sub-
lime in 1t8 truth and simplicity,in ag strong contrasl as poaasiblae with.
allthe F'rench aoclamations, inconstanoy, fiivolily, dosertion, iveachery,
insult loward their prostrato idel of an Emperor. I foli while I read,
and I focl while I reflact, how much of the difference betwoon Napo-
leon and Washington mual be ascribed to the differont times, nations,
circumsiances in which thoy were plnced. But indopendent of all
these, the somparison ably and clearly drawn would lie between the
individual characters—between moral and religions power and
influence and intollostnal powers evon supported by military glory
and politieal despotism. The comperison would ullimately lie
between sucoess and merit—and hetween iheir transient and durable
effecte—their worldly and never-dying conseguencee.

Forgive me, my dear Mra. Tickmor, for my having been sotnally
1un away with thus, and forgotting what I was golng to say when I
began, I was going to say thai I wish Mr, Ticknor would draw the
comparison between these two heroes of False and Tine Glory—
between real Patiiotism, true and greal to the last, and Ambition
using patrictism as & mask and having it struck from his hand
powerless st the last, Thers is no one more able, belter fitted 0
draw thizs than your husband. Channing has seid well of the
character of Napoleon ss far ps he went, But Mr. Ticknor, I con~
ceive, has wider views, more means of information, and & less
thetorieal style than Chenning ; and Sparks, having boon tho blographer
of Washington, might be considered a8 a party t0o much soncerned
to be quite impartial. T am ashamed to have written so much that
must seem common-place to him, But I will not tear the pages, a8 I
am temptod to do, because there is a possibility that when you resd

them fo him il might twn his mind to the subject—and no matter for-
the rest.

L] * * * * *
I do not know whether I was most interested, dear Mrs. Ticknory
in your picture of your domestie life and happy houso and home, o¥
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by the visw you gave mo of your public festivity and celebration of
your Ameriean day of days—your nutional festival in honor of your
Declaration of Indepondence. It was nevor, I suppose, more joyously,
innocently, end advaniageously held than on the day you describe so
delightfully with the accuracy of an cye-witness. I think I too have
goon o]l this, and thank you for showing it to me. Tt is & picturs that
will never leave the momory of my heart. I only wish that we could
ever hope to have in Ireland any occasion or possibility of such
happy and peaceable mestings, with united sympathy and for the
keoping alive o feoling of national patiictiem. No such point of union
can bo found, alss, in Ircland—mno subject npon which socts and
parties could coalesco for ono how, or join in rojeicing or feeling for
their country! Fathor Matthews, one might have hoped, considering
the good ho has effecied for all Ireland, and considering his own un-
impeacheble character and his roal liberalty, admitting all sects and
oll pariios fo take his pledge and share his benevolent efforts, might
have formed a coniral point round which all might gather. But no
such hope! for s I am just now essured, his very Christian charity
and liborality are complained of by his Onmtholic brethren, priests
and laity, who now begin to abuse him for giving the pladge to
Proresrints, and say, ¢ What good our fastings, our temperance, our
being of the true faith, if Father Matihews treate heretics all as one,
a8 Oatholics themselves! and would have 'em saved in this world and
tho noxt too! Then I would not donbt but at the last he’d turn fail!
aye, turn Protestant himself ENTIRELY.” I have written so much to
Mr, Ticknor about Father Matthews that I must hers stop, or take
oare lest I run on with him again. Orco sot a running you see how I'
go on, You having encouraged me, and I from having conversed
with yon even for a few dnys, wo have so much knowledge of each
other's minda thet it is a8 onsy and pleasant lome to write ae o speak
toyoun. I will send you some Irish Tales newly published by Mrs.
Hall, which I think yon will like, both from their being well-written
and interesting portraitures of Irish life and manners, and from the
oconeilinting, 1.minble, and truly feminine (nob monning feeble) tone in
‘which they are written,
* * ® * * »

I havo not yet thanked you enough, I feel, for Zoflo. Our children
all, and we oursclves, delight in him at ploy and at work, and every
way, and we wish to see more of him, If there be any more of him,
pray pack him up bag and baggage and sond him off by first
steamor, stepm-haste. DBy the by, aro you or your children ao-
quainted with the Elephant who in his haste forgot to pack up his.
trunk,
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If you are nob sequointod with him, I shall have tho pleasns of
introdueing him fo you and yours.

Meantimo, it you wish to be smused, and with what is new and

what is true, read Mrs, Wilmott's Memoirs of the Princess Dashkof,
and her own vesidence in Ruseia. Wa know onough of the author i
warrant the whole to be true, I do not say that she tells tho whals
truth, bub that all she doos toll is troo, and what sho does nob tell she
was bound in honor and friondship, and by the tmcit inviolahle com-
poct between confidonce shewn and acceplod, never to revesl, mnch
loss fo publish, Both in the Princess Dashkoff’s own Memoirs (very
able and curious) and in Mrs. Wilmott's eontinnation (very amueing
snd new), there are from ime to time groab gaps, on coming to which
the rendor crios Le! Ha! and feels that ho must skip over, Those
gaps are never covered over ; and when we como even to dangerons
ground wo see that we must not turn that way, or hope to geb on in
catter darkness and our guide deserling—or, if not deserting, slanding
stock still, obstinately dumb, Thess memoira are not a book on
which History conld absolutely be founded, but a book to which the
{udiolous historian might safely refer for élhustrations—ond even for
materials—all which it affords being sound and solid, Much mors, in
short, mey thess Memoirs bo depended upon than any or many of the
French varpished and vemped up Mdmoires pour servir & P Histoire.

Atter reading the hook T wrote to Mrs, Wilmob, and afier homage
«{due to her talents and hor truth, I veniursd to oxpress, what I
am gure you will feel if you resd the volume, some horvor, towads
the closa, at the Princess Dashkofl's aceopting for herself or her sisber,
or for whoever it was, & ball from Orloff the murderer—that Orlofi
who with his own hand strangled his emperor.

Mrs, Wilmot made me but & lame apology for her dear princess,I
think, and an odd answer for herself, In the firat place, she said,Ii
+was so long ago. As if such & murder conld be s by-gone tale! or as
if thirty or forty or any number of yesrs could purify or cleansed
murderer in the eyes and sense of Humanity or Justice! In ths next
place she plended that she was eo much pleased by Orloff's angel
«danghter who stood beside him, and then with his parental delight in
her heauty, eimplicity, and elegance in the dance.

Mra, Wilmot was sure I should have felt as she did, and have for-
gotten the murderer in the father. But, on the contrary,I am afraid
I skould have forgotten the father in the murderer; I fear I should
have seon only * the wls spot ! which would never out of thab hendl
And oh! that horrible knee—I see it prossing on tha body of the
hronthloss Poter; and, through sll the mmusic of the ball~room bend,
wpathinks I hear * shrieks of an agonising king.”

Possibly in Russia, * murder is lawinl made by the excess nnd
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may be pelliated by the impartial historian’s chserving, ¢ It was then
necassary that the Emperor should omAS® 10 Bn"—soft synonyme for
aggassination |

T ought not to leave Mrs, Wilmot and the Princess Dashkoff, how=
ever this may be, with a trogical and nnmerited impression on your
mind. I am quite convineed the princess had nothing io do with this
horrid affair, or that onr countrywoman never wonld have gone or
never would have staid with her,

1 can also assuro you that when you read these momoirs, you will
bo convinced, as I am, that the Princess Dashkoff was quite pure from
all the Bmpress Oatharine's libertine intrigues (I can use no softer
phrass). This is proved by facts, not words, for no word does she
say on the subject. But the fact is that during Orloff, the favorite
Orloff's roign and his numerous successors, the Princess Dashkoff was
never ab court, banished horself on her travels or abt her far distant
tarritories, she over-ratod, idolised Catharine, but was her real friend,.
not flatterer.

It is scarcoly worth telling you, but I will for your diversion mention,
thal I asked Mrs. Wilmot whether the Princess Dashkoff evermore
want about in the costume, which ghe deacribed, of 8 man's great coat,.
with stars and sirings over it, at the ball, and with the sontimental old
souvenir silk handkerchief about hexr throat. Yes. But Mra, Wilmot
would not lot me laugh at her friend, and I liked her all the better.
Sho dofended the oddity, by the kindness of the motive, I{ was not
affectation of singularity, but privilege of originality that should be
allowed fo a being #0 feoling and so eduncated by cireumstances, and
80 jsolated—s0 let theragged hendkerchiof and the old gloves musenm--
ized pass, and even tho old overall of the man's cont on » woman and
& princess—so be it.

But from the time of the Oardinal Chigi and his one atnmp of a.
twenty-years-old pon on which he pigned himself, I quito agree with
Cardinal Mazarin* that these petty singulerities are proofs of o little
mind, instead of originality of gontus.

And now, my denr Mrs, Tickuor, ¢ Bisogna levar lincommodita™—
to nae the parting phrage of a vulgar Italian who faels that she has
made an unconscionable visit; or, as the Cockney would say as she
gotup to depart from a morning visitation, * Time for me to be going, I
think,” And if you do not think so, or have not thought so ton pages
ago, you are more indulgent and fonder of me than I had any right
or reason to expect, even aftor all I have hoard from and seen of you,

I promise yon that you shall nat be so tried again for a twelvemonth.

* This aneedote, attribuled by Miw Rdgoworth o Mazorin, is told.
by De Retz, and is to be found in his Memoira.
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to come, ot the lonst. Give my kind romembrances to yomr eldes
danghter who so kindly remombora o, and give a kiss for me to your
youngeat, that dear little play-thing who cannot remember mo, bu
whom I shall never forgot; nor her fnther’s fond look ab her, whey
the tear was forgot 25 soon as shed,

Tiver affectionaboly, Dear Mrs. Ticknor,
Your obliged friend,

Manrs Eperwonrd,
Turn over,
and &s tho children's Fairy boards say, * You shall se
whet you shall soo,”

N.B.—~Among the varions soratchifications and scaxifiontions in this
volume, you may romark that there have boen reiterated seratchos ap
Mrs. and Miss Wihnot, and atlompls altornately to turn the Indy inte
Mrs, and RMiss,

But be it now declared and undorstood thet the lady fs not uither
Mrs, or Miss Wilmot, but Mre. Bradford—born Wilnot, daughter of
o Mr. end Mrs, Wilmot of Cork——wonl aver to Rusaln to detéer lerslf
ab tho invitation of the Prineoss Dashkoff, who had, in a visit to
Ireland, become noqunintied with soma of hor family, What motives
inducod her to go to Russia—excopt tho gonoral notion of bettering
her fortune—I esmmot tell. Buai sho did Letler hor forlune, for the
princess gave her pearls in strings, and dinmonds in necldaces and
rings, and five thousand sclid pounds in her pooket, for all which she
had like to have been poisoned before she could clear away with them
out of Rusaia,

‘When she came back she married, or was married to, Mr, Bradford,
a olergyrosn, end now lives in Sussex, England,

Now, in eonsidoration of my having further bored you with all this,
be pleased whenever you see Mrs. or Miss Wilmot in the forsgoing
pages to read Mrs. Bradford, and you will save me thereby the
tronble and danger of seratching Mrs. or Miss Wilmot into ten or
eleven holes,

The visit to London referred to was paid. Part of
the time was spent agreeably visiting friends, seeing
sights, and reading new books, among them Darwin’s
Voyage in the Beagle, which delighted Miss Edge-
worth., But the larger portion of her stay was
ocoupied in nursing her sister Fanny through a weary
illness, with the added mental anxiety of knowing
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that Mrs. Edgeworth was ill at home. Both invalids,
however, happily recovercd, yot Miss Edgeworth was
to find an empty chair on her return ; her aunt, Mary
Sneyd, had been laken away, at the advanced age of
ninety. As often before, she felt the sorrow keenly,
but rallied bravely from its eflects for the sake of those
who were left, and who depended on her yet more,

During the summer of 1842, Mr. and Mrs, 8. C.
Hall visited Ireland. They spent some days at Edge.
worthstown, with the avowed purpose of writing of its
occapants, and we have from their pen also a pleasant
picture of the family home.-life.

¢ The library at Edgeworthstown" [say the writers]
“is by no means the reserved and solitary room that
libraries are in general. Tt is large and spacious and
lofty; well stored with books, and embellished with
those most valuable of all classes of prints—the sug-
gestive ; it is also picturesque, having been added to
80 as to increase its breadth; the addition is supported
by square pillars, and the beautiful lawn seen through
the windows, embellished and varied by clumps of
trees judiciously planted, imparts much cheerfulness to
the exterior. An oblong table in the centre is a sort
of rallying-point for the family, who group around it
—reading, writing, or working; while Miss Edge-
worth, only anxious upon one point—that all in the
house should do exactly as they like, without reference
to her-—sits quietly and abstractedly in her own
peculiar corner on the sofa, her desk—upon which lies
Sir Walter Scott’s pen, given to her by Lim when in
Ireland—placed before her upon a little quaint table,
as unassuming as possible. Miss Edgeworth’s ab.
stractedness would puzzle the philosophers: in thai
same corner, and upon that table, she has written nearly



208 MARI4 EDGEWORTH.

all that has enlightened and delighted the world, There

she writes as eloquently as cver, wrapt up to all ap-

pearance in her subject, yet knowing, by a sort of

instinct, when she is really wanted in dialogue; and,

without laying down her pen, hardly looking up from

her page, she will, by a judicious sentence wisely and.
kindly spoken, explain and elucidate in a few words, so.
as to clear up any difficulty; or turn the conversation

into a new and more pleasing current, She has the

most harmonious way of throwing in explanations—

informing without embarrassing. A very large family

party assemble daily in this charming room, young and

old bound alike to the spot by the strong cords of
memory and love. Mr. Francis Edgeworth, the

youngest son of the present Mrs, Edgeworth, and of’
course Miss Edgeworth’s youngest brother, has a
family of little ones who seem to enjoy the freedom of

the library as much as their elders. To set these little
people right if they are wrong ; to rige from her table to-
fetch them a toy, or even to save a servant a journey;.
10 monut the steps and find a volume that escapes all.
eyes but her own, and, having done so, to find exactly
the passage wanted,—are hourly employments of this.
most unspoiled and admirable woman, She will then
resume her pen, and, what is move extraordinary,
hardly seem to have even frayed the thread of her ideas ;.
her mind is so rightly balanced, everything is so
honestly weighed, that she suffers mo inconvenience

from what would disturb and distract an ordinary
writer,”’

Miss Edgeworth wrote of this notice :—

Mrs. Hall has sent to me her last nomber, In which she gives:
Edgeworthsfown. All the world here are pleased with it, and s0 am
1, Ilike the way in which she has montioned my father narficularlv..
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Thera is an evident kindness of heart, and care to aveld everything that
eould hwt any of our feolings, and at the same iime a wannth of
affectionate feeling unaffectodly oxpressed, that we all like it in spite
of our dislike fo that sort of thing,

Early in 1843, Miss Edgeworth was taken seriously
ill with a bilious fever, from the eflects of which she
recovered but slowly. In late antumn she once more
went to London to pass the winter with her sister. It
was to be her last visit. She enjoyed it with all the
freshness of youth, sight-seeing and visiting without
fatigue, cven attending an opening of Parliament,
which she protested had not tired hor more than if she
hed been cightcen. Her prayer and hope was, as it
had been her father’s, that her body might not survive
her mind, and that she might leave a tender and not
unpleasing recollection of herself in the hearts of her
friends. Her letters certainly showed no falling-off in
power, as is amply proved by one written during this
visit to her Boston friends ;—

London, 1, North Audley Streat,
Grosvenor Square, Jannary lat, 1844.

My pEar Frimxps Mn. aANp Mes. TiomNoR,—I camnot begm this
new year better, or more to my own heartfelt satisfaciion, than by
groeting youn with my best wishes for many many happy years fo you of
your damestio felicity and puablic estimation—estimation superier to
aelebrity, you know, My, Ticknor, disdaining notoriety, which all low
minds run afier and all high minds dospise. How I seo this every
dey in this London world, and %ear it from all other werlds—Iloudly
from your new world across the groat Atlantie, whero those who mt}ko
their boast of independence and equality sre struggling and quarreling
for petty pre-eminence aud “ vile trash.”

I have boen hoere with my sister, Mra, Wilson, in a peaceful hanpy
home those six weeks, and ihe rattlo of Grosvenor Square, ab the
corner of which her house is, never disturbs the quist of her liiile
library, which is at the back of the house, and looks out npon gardens
and trees (snch as thoy arel!) ... .

Among the plensantest days I have enjoyed in Londen sacie
among frlends of old standing and sogusintance of distingui

14 7
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talents, I spent two days at my very good old friend Dr. Holland's,
where I heard your name and your letter te your countrymen on
Sidney Smith's memorial spoken of in the highest terms of just
estimation! You know that Dr. Holland is married to Sydnoy Smith's
daughter, I hope you know Dr Holland's book, Medical Notes,
which, though tho title might seem exclusively professional, is full of
such general and profound views of the human mind a8 well as body,
that it conld not but be interesting to youw, and would prove to you
for my present purpose that he is a person whose estimation and whose
praise is worthy of you. . . .

I do not know whether you made aequaintance, when you were in
London, with Sydney Smith's brother, Mr, Robert 8., or as he is
strangely cognomenod (or nicknamed) Bobus Smith. He ja well
known ae one of ihe colebrities of Holland Ilonse, whero he has hean
figuring this half contnry. But he no longor fgures as a diner-ouf,
and indeed T beliove from that notoricty he slways soceded. Ko is
now old and blind, but novertheless has a most intelligent, onergetic
eountenance, and I ehould almost say ponetrating eye. Whon he
turns and seems to look at me, I feol as if he looked into my face, and
am glad so tofesl, as he oncourages me to opon my mind to him by open-
ing his own at once to me. Isaw him for the firsl timo & few evenings ago
at Dr. Holland’s, and sat between him and your American ambassader,
Mr. Everott. I was much pleased by their manner towards each other,
and by all they seid of the letter of which I spoke, Mr. R. Smith has
in the opinion of all who know him and his brother, the strongest and
highest and deepest powera of the two; not so much wit, but a more
sonnd, logical understanding—superior might in the reasoning faculty
It the two brothers’ hands grasped and grappled for mastery, with
elbows set down upon the fabls, in the fashion in which sshoolboys
and others try sirength, Robert Smith's hand would be uppermost
and Sidney’s must give way, laughing perhaps, and pretending that he
only gave way to ight another day. But independsntly of vistory or
trinls of atrength, the earnestness for truth of the blind brother wonld
decide my interest and sympathy in his favor.

Mr. Everett and Mr, R. Smith socomed to me properly to esteem
eech other, and o speak with perfect courtesy and discration npon
the most delicate national questions, on which, in truth, they liberslly
agreed more than could have haen or was expected by the bystanders
of different portics. Oh, Party Spirvit! Party Spirit! how many
follies, how many outrages are committed in thy name, even in
common conversation |

Mr. Bverett did me the honor to come to visit us a few mornings

u‘afterI had first met him at Dr. Holland’s, and sat & good hour con-
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-versing as if we had been long known to each other. It is to me
the most gratifying proof of estesm to be thus let ab once into
the real mind, the sanctum sanctorum, instead of being kept with
ceremonizls and complimenta on the steps,in the anbechamber, or
‘oven In the salle de reception doing Kofoo Chinese or any other
fashion.

We went over vast flelds of thonght in our short hour, from America
to Franco, and to England and to Ireland, Washington, La Fayette,
Bonsaparte, 0'Connell. You may guess it could only be o wue d'oisean,
flying too, but still n. pounce down upom a true point mow and then,
ond agreeing in our general unchangesble view that moral sxcellence
is essentisl to make the man roelly grest; that thehighest intellectnal
superiorily that can be given by Ommnipetenae io mortal ought not snd
does nol, even in human opinion, entitle him without moral worth to
the charnctor of grent. Mr. Evoratt tolls ma thet Washington Irving
18 going o publish another life of Washington. I fenr his workman-
ship will be foo fine and dolleate for the main mastor. Boliness——
boldness—Dboldness—and hrovity. Oh, the stronglh of Brevity!
Brovity keeps fasf hold of the mexmory, end more fast hold of the
judgment ; the whole procoss, en pelit compris, goen in & fow words
with the verdiel to *long posterity,” whils clegance only charms the
taste, accords wilh thoe prosent fashion of literature, and passes away
gliding gracefully into « more oblivion”

Lecture upon brevity well exemplified by present correspondent,

A severe attack of erysipelas laid her low this
summer ; but, if it weakened her body, it did not
depress her mentel faculties. She writes to her cousin
with all the buoyancy of youth:—

I am right glad to look forward to the hope of sesing you again,
ond {nlking all manner of nonsense and sense, and laughing myself
and making you langh, as I nsed to do, though I am six yems
beyond the allottod age and have had so many attacks of fllness
vithin the last two yoars; but I am as Bess Fitzherbert end poor
desr Sophy need to say, like one of those pith puppets that yom
Inock down in vain, they always stext up the seme as ever. ...
Bir Honry Marsh managed me with skill, and let me racover slowly
28 Nature requires at advanced age. I am obligad to ropeat mysel,
“ sdvanced age,” because really and truly nefther my spirits nor my
‘powers of locomotion and facility of runming up end down stairs
wotdd put me in mind of it. I do mot find either my love for my
¥riends or my love of literature in the loast falling. I enjoyed even
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when flattest in my bed hearing Harriot Bullor reading fo me ¢ill
eloven o’cloek ot night.

Her interest in the current literature was sustained ;
and though she had little sympathy with the romantie
school of poetry and fiction that had arisen, her
criticisms were both fair and acute. Of the modern
French writers she said :—

All the fashionable Ironch Novolists will soon be reduced to
adver tising for 2 new vice, instead of, liko the Roman emperor, simply
for » new plensure. It soems to me with the Parisinn novelisis &
fiist prineiple now that thero is no plessure without viee, and no vice
without pleasuro, but that the old world vices having beon exhansted
they must siram thoir gonins to invenl new; and se they do, in the
most wondorful and approved bad munner, if I may judge from the
few specimens I have looked af.

Henrietta Temple she condemns as “trash,” “morally
proving that who does wrong should be rewarded with
love and fortune.” Indeed, so eager was she over
books, so ardently did she still enter into all adventures
and details, that when she was ill her doctor found it
needful to prescribe that her reading must be confined
to some old well-known worl, or elsc something that
should entertain and interest her without over-exciting
her or straining her attention,

During the whole of 1846, the long illness and
death of her brother Francis absorbed all Miss Edge-
worth’s interest. Next year came the terrible potato
famine., She strained every nerve to help the sufferers;
her time, her thoughts, her purse, her whole strength,
were devoted to the poor. She could hardly feel or
think on any other theme ; plans to relieve the distress,
petitions for aid, filled her letters, She even turned
her attention once more to writing, in order to got
morc money for her starving countrymen, The result
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was Orlandino, a tale for children, relating the fortunes
and reformation of a graceless truant. It was the
lest work she published, her literary carcer thus
ending, as it begen, with a tale to give gladness to
childhood. She had her reward in a great pleasure
that came to her from America, The childven of
Boston, hearing what pains their kind friend in Ireland
was taking for lLer unhappy compatriots, as a recog-
nition of their love for her and her writings, organised
& subsoription. At the end of a few wecks, they were
able to send her 150 barrels of flour and rice. They
came with the simple address, worth more to her than
meny phrases, “To Miss Edgeworth, for her poor.”
Sho was deeply touched and grateful. It touched her
also that the porters, who carvied the grein down to
the shore, refused to be paid; snd, with her own
hends, she knitted a woollen comforter for each man,
ond sent them to a friend for distribution. Before
they rcached their destination, the hands that had
worked them were cold, and the beating of that warm,
kind heart stilled for ever.

For scarcely was the famine over, and before Miss
Edgeworth’s over-taxed strength had time to recoup,
another and yet heavier blow was to befall her.
Indeed, many deaths and sorrows as she had known,
in some respects this was the severest that had for
some years come upon her. It was natural to see the
old go before her, but not so the young, and when in
1848 her favourite sister Fanny died ra.thgr sud'denly,
Miss Edgeworth felt that the deavest living object of
her love had gone.

The shock did not apparently tell on her health, a8
she continued to employ herself with her usual interest
and sympathy in all the wesl and Woe of her family
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and many friends, but the life-spring had snapped,
1unknown perhaps even to her, certainly unknown to
those around her, For she bore up bravely, cheer.
fully, and was to all appesrance as bright as ever,

Next to doing good, reading was still her greatest
pleasure :—

Our pleagures in liternture do not, I think, decline with age. Laat
1st of January was my oighty-scoond birthday, and I think that I
bad 25 much enjoyment fxom books as ever I had in my life.

History gave her pariicular delight :—

T am gurprised to {ind how much more history interosts me now
~than when I was young, and how mneh more I am now intersstod in
tho same gvents roporded, aud thoir causcs andl consequonces sbown,
in this history of tho Fronch Rovolntion, and in all tho history of
Hurope during the lasl quartor of o ceutury, than T wae when the
nows oame fresh and frosh in thoe newspapers. I do not think Ihad
sende enough to tgke in the rolations and proportions of the events.

Tt was like moving n magnifying glass over the parts of 2 beotle, and
ot taking in the whole,

Macaulay’s history charmed her, and in all her first
«enthusiasm she wrote a long letter sbout it to her old
friend Sir Henry Holland. He showed it to Macanlay,
who was so struck with its discrimination and ability
that he begged to be allowed to keep it. Among
all the incidents connected with the publication of his
book, nothing, it is said, pleased Macaulay more than
the gratification he bad contrived to give to Miss
Edgeworth as a small return for the enjoyment which,
-during more than forty years, he had derived from her
writings,

Mx pear Dr, Hovrrawp, Trim, April 2nd, 1849,

I have jusb finished Masanlay’s two voluwmes of the History of
England with the same feeling thet you expressod—vegret ab coming
%o the ond, and longing for another volume—the mosh nnsommeon
Heoling, I suppose, thab readers of two thick octavo volumes of
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history of England and of times so well known, or whose atory has
been 8o offen written, ever experienced. In truth, in the whols course
of reading or hearing it read I was sorry to slop and glad to go on.
Tt beurs peculiarly well $hat severe test of being read aloud ; it never
wearies the ear by the long rosounding line, but keepe the attention
elive by the energy ehown. It is the perfection of style, so varled,
and yet the same in fitness, in propriety, in perapicuity, in grace,
dn dignity and eloguence, and, whenever naturally callod forth, in that
just indignation which makes tho historian as well as the poet. If
Vollaire snys trus that # the style is the man what a man must
Macanlay be! Bub the men is in fact a8 mnch more than tho style,
a8 the matior is moro than the manner, It ia astonishing with what
-ense Maoaulay wields, manages, arranges his vast materinls collocted
dor ond noar, and knows their valuo and proporiions so as to give
the utmost etrength and foreo and light and lifa to ihe whole, and
sustaing the whole, Such new lights are thrown upon historio facta
and historio characiers that the old appesr ner, and that whioh had
been dull becomes bright and entorlaining and interesting. Exosed-
ingly interesting ho has mado history by the happy use and aid of
biography ond anecdote. A word brings the individual befors wus,
and shows not only his character, but the charactor of the times, and
at once illustratos or condemns fo everlasting fame, Macaulay hus
proved by example how false Madame de Stadl’s principle was that
biography and biographical snacdotes were eltogether inadmissible in
history—helow the dignity or bresking the proportion or umity, I
suppose she thought. But whatever might be hor reasons, sho gave
dhis opinion to Dumont, who told it to me. Much good it did her!
How much more interesting historical preeis in painting or in writing,
which is painting in word, are made by the introduction of portzaits
of calobraled individualy—either as actors or oven as spectators, the
bold figures live, and merely by their life further the action and
impress the sense of {ruth and raality. I have pleasure, my dear
Dr. Holland, in pointing out to you, warm as it first comen, the
admiration which this work has raised to this height in my mind, I
Enow this will give yon sympathetio plessure. N

And now, my good friend, in return I require from you prompt
-and entire halief in an assertion which I am ahout to make, which
may eppear to you at first ineredible. But fry-try, ot all events the
«effort will give you occasion 0 determine a question which, perhaps,
-excellent metaphysician as you have shown yourself, you never
Bettled, whether you ean or cannot belicve at will.

That which I require you to beliove is g that all the admiration
4 have oxprossed of Maceulny's work is quite uninfluenced by the
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gelf-gatisfnotion, vanity, pride, surprise, delight, I had in finding my
own namoin anote! 11111

Be assured, believo il or not, as you may or can, thal neither my
vanily nor my gratitude weighed with my judgment in the slightess
degree in the opinion I formed, or in that warmth with which it was
poured out. In facl, I had formed my opinion, and expressed it with
no loss warmth to my friends round me, ronding the book to me,
before I came 1o that note ; moreover, there wos a mixture of shame
end twinge of pain with the pleasuro, the pride I felt in having a lino
in his immoxtal History given to me when tho historian makes no
mention of S+ Walter Scott thronghont the work, even in places
‘where il seems impossiblo that Gonius could resist paying {ho becommg
tribote which Genins owos and loves to pay to Gonins. T cannok
conceive how this could be. I cannot bring myself to imagine thet
ihe words Tory or Whig, or Dissonior or Churchman, or focling of
party or natural spirit, could bias such a man as Macaulny. Porhaps
heo reserves himself for the 45, and I hopa in heaven it Is so, and that
you will {oll me T am vory impetuous and promaturely imperiivent.
Meanwhila, be so good to make my grateful and deoply-felt thanks
to the great aulthor for tho honor which ho has done mo, When I was
in London some yoars ago, and when I had tho pleasure of meeting
Mz, Macanlay, I {ook the lihorty of expressing » wish that he would
visit Ireland, and that if he did wo might have the honor of seeing
him a% our hounse, 1 am verygiad o find that the Daiilo of the Boyne
will bring him here. Ha musl have now so many invitations from
those who heve the highest indnecement to offer, that I hardly dnre to
repeal my request, But will you, my dear frionds, do whatever you
can with propriety for us, and say how much Mrs. Edgoworth and
myself and our whole family would be gratified by his giving us even
o oall on hie way to some belter place, and oven an hour of Lis con-
versation. I am now at Trim with my sister and dear brother, Trim
and its raing, and the towor, and whare kings and generals and poets
have been, would perhaps, he may think, bo worth his seeing. Dean
Butler and my sister feel as 1 do how many claims Mr. Macauley
must have upon his time in his visit to Ireland ; but thoy dosire me
to say that if anything should bring him into this neighbourhood,
thoy should think themselves lughly honoured by recerving him. I
am. sure he would he intorested by Mr. Builer's conversation and
Temarks on varicus parts of Macaunlay's Hislory, 7 should exceedingly
like to hear commentated and discussed. Little i must come in, you
geo, a% every olose. You will observe that, in speaking of Macaulay's
work, I have spoken only of the stylo, the only point of which I
could presume to think my opimon could be of any velus, Of the
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greab attribotes, of the essential qualities of the historian, aceuracy,
fidelity, impartisliby, I could not, even if I thought myself qualified
to judge, attempt to spenk in this lotter, Bubt I am gensible that I
have neither the knowledge nor tho strength, muoh loss the coolness
of judgment necessary,to make opinion valuable on such subjects.
I could easily give my own opinion, but—of no use. The logs I am
inclined to speak when I do not know, the more I am anxious to hear;
and most delightful and profitable would it bo to me to hear iho
great historian bimself spoak on many points which I hear discussed
by my learned brother, Dean Butler, and others (on Clarsndon's
character, &c. &o. &o.). Wo have not yoi seen any of the publie
reviews of Macaulay's Ilistory. No doubtthe stingiug, littla, ephemeral
inseots will come out in swarms to buz and fiy-blow in the sunshine,
The warmer, the brightor, the thicker the swarm will be to prick. I
hope yon will read this unconscionabls lengthy lettor when you are
in your carriage, rolling about from patient to pationt, and he
patient yoursolf then, my dear doctor, You are always so very
good and kind o me {hat——I encroach. I seldom write such long
espistles. As tho most impudent beggar-woman in our town says te
Mrs. K., # Ma'am, your ladyship, I never beg from anyone so much as
your ladyship ; troth, never from any but you” ., .

@ive my mosi kind and affectionate remembrances to Mrs. Holland
and your daughters and sons, and

Beliave me most garrulously and sinceraly yours,
Manta EDGEWORTE.

This letter, so characteristic in its humility and
generous admiration, shows no sign of old age or im-
paired facnlties, neither is there any trace of this in
one of the last she ever wrote, addressed to her sister
Harriet :—

Ism heartily obliged snd delighted by your being ench a goose
snd Richard such & gander, as to bo frightoned out of your wits af
my going up the ladder to lake off the top of the clock! Know, then,
that I ax quite worthy of that most wnmerited definition of man, “A
oreaturo that looks befora and after.” Before I /et on to anybody my
doubts of my own tepability of reaching the nail on which to hang
+the top, I called Shaw, and made her atand ab the foot of the ladder
while I went up, and found I could no more raach the mail then I
woould reach the moon. Exit Shaw! 15
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Prudence of M, B, Act 2: Summoned Oaesidy, and informed him
that I was to wind op the olook, and that he was promoted to take
off the top for me; and then up I went and wound the clock, and
wound it a8 I had done before you were borm, es thore is nothing
easier, only to seo that it is not going to maéntain at the very instant,
whuch is plainly to be noted by the position of the maintaining pin on
the little outer wheel relative to the first deep tooth, 'You see I am
not guite 2 nincompoop, I send my lines :—

« Ireland, with all thy faults, thy follies too,
Ilovo thee still: siill with a candid eye must view
Thy wib tao guick, slill blundering into sense;
Thy reckless humour ; sad improvidence;

And even what sober judges follies call—
I, Yooking at the heart, foxget them all.”

Mazta I, May 1849,

Miss Edgeworth had been staying with Mr, and
Mxrs. Butler in the spring. When taking leave she
was unusually agitated and depressed, but said as she
went away: ©“ At Whitsuntide I shall return” On
the very day before she was to redeem this promise
she drove out in apparent good heslth, when a
sudden feeling of weakness overcame her and made
her return to the house. Severe pains in the region
of the heart set in, and after a few hours illness
Maria Edgeworth died—died as she had fondly wished,
at home, in the arms of her step-mother. Yet
another of her wishes was granted: she had spared
her friends the anguish of seeing her suffer from
protracted illness, May 22nd, 1849, she rose from
the banquet of life where, in her own words, she had
been a happy guest.

In her latter years Miss Edgeworth had been asked
to furnish prefaces of & biographical character to her
novels. She refused, saying she had nothing personal
to tell. “As a woman, my lifs, wholly domestic,
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cannot afford anything interesting to the public; I
am like the “needy knife-grinder,’ I have no story
to tell.”

'Was she right? or is not the story of so loving and
lovahle a life worth telling ?
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