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Chapter XII.

The Cancelled Chapter (Chap. X.) of ‘Persuasion.’

With all this knowledge of Mr. Elliot and this 
authority to impart it, Anne left Westgate 
Buildings, her mind deeply busy in revolving 
what she had heard, feeling, thinking, recall-

ing, and foreseeing everything, shocked at Mr. Elliot, sighing 
over future Kellynch, and pained for Lady Russell, whose 
confi dence in him had been entire. Th e embarrassment 
which must be felt from this hour in his presence! How to 
behave to him? How to get rid of him? What to do by any 
of the party at home? Where to be blind? Where to be ac-
tive? It was altogether a confusion of images and doubts—a 
perplexity, an agitation which she could not see the end of. 
And she was in Gay Street, and still so much engrossed that 
she started on being addressed by Admiral Croft, as if he 
were a person unlikely to be met there. It was within a few 
steps of his own door.

‘You are going to call upon my wife,’ said he. ‘She will be 
very glad to see you.’

Anne denied it.
‘No! she really had not time, she was in her way home;’ but 

while she spoke the Admiral had stepped back and knocked 
at the door, calling out,

‘Yes, yes; do go in; she is all alone; go in and rest your-
self.’

Anne felt so little disposed at this time to be in company 
of any sort, that it vexed her to be thus constrained, but she 
was obliged to stop.

‘Since you are so very kind,’ said she, ‘I will just ask Mrs. 
Croft how she does, but I really cannot stay fi ve minutes. 
You are sure she is quite alone?’

Th e possibility of Captain Wentworth had occurred; and 
most fearfully anxious was she to be assured—either that 
he was within, or that he was not—which might have been 
a question.

‘Oh yes! quite alone, nobody but her mantua-maker with 
her, and they have been shut up together this half-hour, so 
it must be over soon.’

‘Her mantua-maker! Th en I am sure my calling now would 
be most inconvenient. Indeed you must allow me to leave 
my card and be so good as to explain it afterwards to Mrs. 
Croft.’

‘No, no, not at all—not at all—she will be very happy to 
see you. Mind, I will not swear that she has not something 
particular to say to you, but that will all come out in the 
right place. I give no hints. Why, Miss Elliot, we begin to 

hear strange things of you (smiling in her face). But you have 
not much the look of it, as grave as a little judge!’

Anne blushed.
‘Aye, aye, that will do now, it is all right. I thought we 

were not mistaken.’
She was left to guess at the direction of his suspicions; 

the fi rst wild idea had been of some disclosure from his 
brother-in-law, but she was ashamed the next moment, and 
felt how far more probable it was that he should be mean-
ing Mr. Elliot. Th e door was opened, and the man evidently 
beginning to deny his mistress, when the sight of his mas-
ter stopped him. Th e Admiral enjoyed the joke exceedingly. 
Anne thought his triumph over Stephen rather too long. At 
last, however, he was able to invite her up stairs, and stepping 
before her said, ‘I will just go up with you myself and show 
you in. I cannot stay, because I must go to the Post-Offi  ce, 
but if you will only sit down for fi ve minutes I am sure Sophy 
will come, and you will fi nd nobody to disturb you—there 
is nobody but Frederick here,’ opening the door as he spoke. 
Such a person to be passed over as nobody to her! After being 
allowed to feel quite secure, indiff erent, at her ease, to have 
it burst on her that she was to be the next moment in the 
same room with him! No time for recollection! for planning 
behaviour or regulating manners! Th ere was time only to 
turn pale before she had passed through the door, and met 
the astonished eyes of Captain Wentworth, who was sitting 
by the fi re, pretending to read, and prepared for no greater 
surprise than the Admiral’s hasty return.

Equally unexpected was the meeting on each side. Th ere 
was nothing to be done, however, but to stifl e feelings, and 
to be quietly polite, and the Admiral was too much on the 
alert to leave any troublesome pause. He repeated again what 
he had said before about his wife and everybody, insisted on 
Anne’s sitting down and being perfectly comfortable—was 
sorry he must leave her himself, but was sure Mrs. Croft 
would be down very soon, and would go upstairs and give 
her notice directly. Anne was sitting down, but now she arose, 
again to entreat him not to interrupt Mrs. Croft and re-urge 
the wish of going away and calling another time. But the 
Admiral would not hear of it; and if she did not return to the 
charge with unconquerable perseverance, or did not with a 
more passive determination walk quietly out of the room (as 
certainly she might have done), may she not be pardoned? If 
she had no horror of a few minutes’ tête-à-tête with Captain 
Wentworth, may she not be pardoned for not wishing to 
give him the idea that she had? She reseated herself, and the 
Admiral took leave, but on reaching the door, said—

‘Frederick, a word with you if you please.’
Captain Wentworth went to him, and instantly, before 

they were well out of the room, the Admiral continued—
‘As I am going to leave you together, it is but fair I should 

give you something to talk of; and so, if you please—’
Here the door was very fi rmly closed, she could guess by 

which of the two—and she lost entirely what immediately 
followed, but it was impossible for her not to distinguish 
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parts of the rest, for the Admiral, on the strength of the 
door’s being shut, was speaking without any management 
of voice, though she could hear his companion trying to 
check him. She could not doubt their being speaking of her. 
She heard her own name and Kellynch repeatedly. She was 
very much disturbed. She knew not what to do, or what 
to expect, and among other agonies felt the possibility of 
Captain Wentworth’s not returning into the room at all, 
which, after her consenting to stay, would have been—too 
bad for language. Th ey seemed to be talking of the Admiral’s 
lease of Kellynch. She heard him say something of the lease 
being signed—or not signed—that was not likely to be a 
very agitating subject, but then followed—

‘I hate to be at an uncertainty. I must know at once. Sophy 
thinks the same.’

Th en in a lower tone Captain Wentworth seemed remon-
strating, wanting to be excused, wanting to put something 
off .

‘Phoo, phoo,’ answered the Admiral, ‘now is the time; if 
you will not speak, I will stop and speak myself.’

‘Very well, sir, very well, sir,’ followed with some impatience 
from his companion, opening the door as he spoke—

‘You will then, you promise you will?’ replied the Admiral 
in all the power of his natural voice, unbroken even by one 
thin door.

‘Yes, sir, yes.’ And the Admiral was hastily left, the door 
was closed, and the moment arrived in which Anne was alone 
with Captain Wentworth.

She could not attempt to see how he looked, but he walked 
immediately to a window as if irresolute and embarrassed, 
and for about the space of fi ve seconds she repented what she 
had done—censured it as unwise, blushed over it as indelicate. 
She longed to be able to speak of the weather or the concert, 
but could only compass the relief of taking a newspaper in 
her hand. Th e distressing pause was over, however; he turned 
round in half a minute, and coming towards the table where 
she sat, said in a voice of eff ort and constraint—

‘You must have heard too much already, Madam, to be in 
any doubt of my having promised Admiral Croft to speak to 
you on a particular subject, and this conviction determines 
me to do so, however repugnant to my—to all my sense of 
propriety to be taking so great a liberty! You will acquit me 
of impertinence I trust, by considering me as speaking only 
for another, and speaking by necessity; and the Admiral is 
a man who can never be thought impertinent by one who 
knows him as you do. His intentions are always the kindest 
and the best, and you will perceive he is actuated by none 
other in the application which I am now, with—with very 
peculiar feelings—obliged to make.’ He stopped, but merely 
to recover breath, not seeming to expect any answer. Anne 
listened as if her life depended on the issue of his speech. He 
proceeded with a forced alacrity:—

‘Th e Admiral, Madam, was this morning confi dently 
informed that you were—upon my soul, I am quite at a 
loss, ashamed (breathing and speaking quickly)—the awk-

wardness of giving information of this kind to one of the 
parties—you can be at no loss to understand me. It was very 
confi dently said that Mr. Elliot—that everything was settled 
in the family for a union between Mr. Elliot and yourself. It 
was added that you were to live at Kellynch—that Kellynch 
was to be given up. Th is the Admiral knew could not be 
correct. But it occurred to him that it might be the wish of 
the parties. And my commission from him, Madam, is to 
say, that if the family wish is such, his lease of Kellynch shall 
be cancelled, and he and my sister will provide themselves 
with another home, without imagining themselves to be 
doing anything which under similar circumstances would 
not be done for them. Th is is all, Madam. A very few words 
in reply from you will be suffi  cient. Th at I should be the 
person commissioned on this subject is extraordinary! and 
believe me, Madam, it is no less painful. A very few words, 
however, will put an end to the awkwardness and distress 
we may both be feeling.’

Anne spoke a word or two, but they were unintelligible; 
and before she could command herself, he added, ‘If you will 
only tell me that the Admiral may address a line to Sir Walter, 
it will be enough. Pronounce only the words, he may, and I 
shall immediately follow him with your message.’

‘No, Sir,’ said Anne; ‘there is no message. You are misin—
the Admiral is misinformed. I do justice to the kindness of 
his intentions, but he is quite mistaken. Th ere is no truth in 
any such report.’

He was a moment silent. She turned her eyes towards 
him for the fi rst time since his re-entering the room. His 
colour was varying, and he was looking at her with all the 
power and keenness which she believed no other eyes than 
his possessed.

‘No truth in any such report?’ he repeated. ‘No truth in 
any part of it?’

‘None.’
He had been standing by a chair, enjoying the relief of 

leaning on it, or of playing with it. He now sat down, drew 
it a little nearer to her, and looked with an expression which 
had something more than penetration in it—something 
softer. Her countenance did not discourage. It was a silent 
but a very powerful dialogue; on his supplication, on hers 
acceptance. Still a little nearer, and a hand taken and pressed; 
and ‘Anne, my own dear Anne!’ bursting forth in all the ful-
ness of exquisite feeling,—and all suspense and indecision 
were over. Th ey were re-united. Th ey were restored to all 
that had been lost. Th ey were carried back to the past with 
only an increase of attachment and confi dence, and only 
such a fl utter of present delight as made them little fi t for the 
interruption of Mrs. Croft when she joined them not long 
afterwards. She, probably, in the observations of the next ten 
minutes saw something to suspect; and though it was hardly 
possible for a woman of her description to wish the mantua-
maker had imprisoned her longer, she might be very likely 
wishing for some excuse to run about the house, some storm 
to break the windows above, or a summons to the Admiral’s 
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shoemaker below. Fortune favoured them all, however, in 
another way, in a gentle, steady rain, just happily set in as 
the Admiral returned and Anne rose to go. She was earnestly 
invited to stay dinner. A note was despatched to Camden 
Place, and she staid—staid till ten at night; and during that 
time the husband and wife, either by the wife’s contrivance, 
or by simply going on in their usual way, were frequently 
out of the room together—gone upstairs to hear a noise, or 
downstairs to settle their accounts, or upon the landing to 
trim the lamp. And these precious moments were turned to 
so good an account that all the most anxious feelings of the 
past were gone through. Before they parted at night, Anne 
had the felicity of being assured that in the fi rst place (so far 
from being altered for the worse), she had gained inexpress-
ibly in personal loveliness; and that as to character, hers was 
now fi xed on his mind as perfection itself, maintaining the 
just medium of fortitude and gentleness—that he had never 
ceased to love and prefer her, though it had been only at 
Uppercross that he had learnt to do her justice, and only at 
Lyme that he had begun to understand his own feelings; that 
at Lyme he had received lessons of more than one kind—the 
passing admiration of Mr. Elliot had at least roused him, and 
the scene on the Cobb, and at Captain Harville’s, had fi xed 
her superiority. In his preceding attempts to attach himself 
to Louisa Musgrove (the attempts of anger and pique), he 
protested that he had continually felt the impossibility of 
really caring for Louisa, though till that day, till the leisure 
for refl ection which followed it, he had not understood the 
perfect excellence of the mind with which Louisa’s could 
so ill bear comparison; or the perfect, the unrivalled hold it 
possessed over his own. Th ere he had learnt to distinguish 
between the steadiness of principle and the obstinacy of self-
will, between the darings of heedlessness and the resolution of 
a collected mind; there he had seen everything to exalt in his 
estimation the woman he had lost, and there had begun to 
deplore the pride, the folly, the madness of resentment, which 
had kept him from trying to regain her when thrown in his 
way. From that period to the present had his penance been 
the most severe. He had no sooner been free from the horror 
and remorse attending the fi rst few days of Louisa’s accident, 
no sooner had begun to feel himself alive again, than he had 
begun to feel himself, though alive, not at liberty.

He found that he was considered by his friend Harville 
an engaged man. Th e Harvilles entertained not a doubt of 
a mutual attachment between him and Louisa; and though 
this to a degree was contradicted instantly, it yet made him 
feel that perhaps by her family, by everybody, by herself even, 
the same idea might be held, and that he was not free in hon-
our, though if such were to be the conclusion, too free alas! 
in heart. He had never thought justly on this subject before, 
and he had not suffi  ciently considered that his excessive inti-
macy at Uppercross must have its danger of ill consequence 
in many ways; and that while trying whether he could attach 
himself to either of the girls, he might be exciting unpleasant 
reports if not raising unrequited regard.

He found too late that he had entangled himself, and that 
precisely as he became thoroughly satisfi ed of his not caring 
for Louisa at all, he must regard himself as bound to her if 
her feelings for him were what the Harvilles supposed. It 
determined him to leave Lyme, and await her perfect recov-
ery elsewhere. He would gladly weaken by any fair means 
whatever sentiment or speculations concerning them might 
exist; and he went therefore into Shropshire, meaning after 
a while to return to the Crofts at Kellynch, and act as he 
found requisite.

He had remained in Shropshire, lamenting the blindness 
of his own pride and the blunders of his own calculations, 
till at once released from Louisa by the astonishing felicity 
of her engagement with Benwick.

Bath—Bath had instantly followed in thought, and not 
long after in fact. To Bath—to arrive with hope, to be torn 
by jealousy at the fi rst sight of Mr. Elliot; to experience 
all the changes of each at the concert; to be miserable by 
the morning’s circumstantial report, to be now more happy 
than language could express, or any heart but his own be 
capable of.

He was very eager and very delightful in the description of 
what he had felt at the concert; the evening seemed to have 
been made up of exquisite moments. Th e moment of her 
stepping forward in the octagon room to speak to him, the 
moment of Mr. Elliot’s appearing and tearing her away, and 
one or two subsequent moments, marked by returning hope 
or increasing despondency, were dwelt on with energy.

‘To see you,’ cried he, ‘in the midst of those who could 
not be my well-wishers; to see your cousin close by you, con-
versing and smiling, and feel all the horrible eligibilities and 
proprieties of the match! To consider it as the certain wish 
of every being who could hope to infl uence you! Even if 
your own feelings were reluctant or indiff erent, to consider 
what powerful support would be his! Was it not enough to 
make the fool of me which I appeared? How could I look 
on without agony? Was not the very sight of the friend who 
sat behind you; was not the recollection of what had been, 
the knowledge of her infl uence, the indelible, immovable 
impression of what persuasion had once done—was it not 
all against me?’

‘You should have distinguished,’ replied Anne. ‘You should 
not have suspected me now; the case so diff erent, and my 
age so diff erent. If I was wrong in yielding to persuasion 
once, remember it was to persuasion exerted on the side of 
safety, not of risk. When I yielded, I thought it was to duty; 
but no duty could be called in aid here. In marrying a man 
indiff erent to me, all risk would have been incurred, and all 
duty violated.’

‘Perhaps I ought to have reasoned thus,’ he replied; ‘but 
I could not. I could not derive benefi t from the late knowl-
edge I had acquired of your character. I could not bring it 
into play; it was overwhelmed, buried, lost in those earlier 
feelings which I had been smarting under year after year. I 
could think of you only as one who had yielded, who had 
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given me up, who had been infl uenced by anyone rather than 
by me. I saw you with the very person who had guided you 
in that year of misery. I had no reason to believe her of less 
authority now. Th e force of habit was to be added.’

‘I should have thought,’ said Anne, ‘that my manner to 
yourself might have spared you much or all of this.’

‘No, no! Your manner might be only the ease which your 
engagement to another man would give. I left you in this 
belief; and yet—I was determined to see you again. My spirits 
rallied with the morning, and I felt that I had still a mo-
tive for remaining here. Th e Admiral’s news, indeed, was a 
revulsion; since that moment I have been divided what to 
do, and had it been confi rmed, this would have been my 
last day in Bath.’

Th ere was time for all this to pass, with such interruptions 
only as enhanced the charm of the communication, and Bath 
could hardly contain any other two beings at once so ratio-
nally and so rapturously happy as during that evening occu-
pied the sofa of Mrs. Croft’s drawing-room in Gay Street.

Captain Wentworth had taken care to meet the Admiral as 
he returned into the house, to satisfy him as to Mr. Elliot and 
Kellynch; and the delicacy of the Admiral’s good-nature kept 
him from saying another word on the subject to Anne. He 
was quite concerned lest he might have been giving her pain 
by touching on a tender part—who could say? She might be 
liking her cousin better than he liked her; and, upon recollec-
tion, if they had been to marry at all, why should they have 
waited so long? When the evening closed, it is probable that 
the Admiral received some new ideas from his wife, whose 
particularly friendly manner in parting with her gave Anne 
the gratifying persuasion of her seeing and approving. It had 
been such a day to Anne; the hours which had passed since 
her leaving Camden Place had done so much! She was almost 
bewildered—almost too happy in looking back. It was neces-
sary to sit up half the night, and lie awake the remainder, to 
comprehend with composure her present state, and pay for 
the overplus of bliss by headache and fatigue.

/

Th en follows Chapter XI., i.e. XII. in the published book 
and at the end is written—

Finis, July 18, 1816.

Chapter XIII.

The Last Work.

Jane Austen was taken from us: how much unexhausted 
talent perished with her, how largely she might yet have 
contributed to the entertainment of her readers, if her life 
had been prolonged, cannot be known; but it is certain 

that the mine at which she had so long laboured was not 
worked out, and that she was still diligently employed in col-
lecting fresh materials from it. ‘Persuasion’ had been fi nished 
in August 1816; some time was probably given to correcting 
it for the press; but on the 27th of the following January, ac-
cording to the date on her own manuscript, she began a new 
novel, and worked at it up to the 17th of March. Th e chief 
part of this manuscript is written in her usual fi rm and neat 
hand, but some of the latter pages seem to have been fi rst 
traced in pencil, probably when she was too weak to sit long 
at her desk, and written over in ink afterwards. Th e quantity 
produced does not indicate any decline of power or industry, 
for in those seven weeks twelve chapters had been completed. 
It is more diffi  cult to judge of the quality of a work so little 
advanced. It had received no name; there was scarcely any 
indication what the course of the story was to be, nor was any 
heroine yet perceptible, who, like Fanny Price, or Anne Elliot, 
might draw round her the sympathies of the reader. Such 
an unfi nished fragment cannot be presented to the public; 
but I am persuaded that some of Jane Austen’s admirers will 
be glad to learn something about the latest creations which 
were forming themselves in her mind; and therefore, as some 
of the principal characters were already sketched in with a 
vigorous hand, I will try to give an idea of them, illustrated 
by extracts from the work.

Th e scene is laid at Sanditon, a village on the Sussex coast, 
just struggling into notoriety as a bathing-place, under the 
patronage of the two principal proprietors of the parish, Mr. 
Parker and Lady Denham.

Mr. Parker was an amiable man, with more enthusiasm 
than judgment, whose somewhat shallow mind overfl owed 
with the one idea of the prosperity of Sanditon, together 
with a jealous contempt of the rival village of Brinshore, 
where a similar attempt was going on. To the regret of his 
much-enduring wife, he had left his family mansion, with 
all its ancestral comforts of gardens, shrubberies, and shelter, 
situated in a valley some miles inland, and had built a new 
residence—a Trafalgar House—on the bare brow of the hill 
overlooking Sanditon and the sea, exposed to every wind that 
blows; but he will confess to no discomforts, nor suff er his 
family to feel any from the change. Th e following extract 
brings him before the reader, mounted on his hobby:—
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‘He wanted to secure the promise of a visit, and to get as 
many of the family as his own house would hold to follow 
him to Sanditon as soon as possible; and, healthy as all the 
Heywoods undeniably were, he foresaw that every one of 
them would be benefi tted by the sea. He held it indeed as 
certain that no person, however upheld for the present by 
fortuitous aids of exercise and spirit in a semblance of health, 
could be really in a state of secure and permanent health 
without spending at least six weeks by the sea every year. 
Th e sea air and sea-bathing together were nearly infallible; 
one or other of them being a match for every disorder of the 
stomach, the lungs, or the blood. Th ey were anti-spasmodic, 
anti-pulmonary, anti-bilious, and anti-rheumatic. Nobody 
could catch cold by the sea; nobody wanted appetite by the 
sea; nobody wanted spirits; nobody wanted strength. Th ey 
were healing, softening, relaxing, fortifying, and bracing, 
seemingly just as was wanted; sometimes one, sometimes the 
other. If the sea breeze failed, the sea-bath was the certain 
corrective; and when bathing disagreed, the sea breeze was 
evidently designed by nature for the cure. His eloquence, 
however, could not prevail. Mr. and Mrs. Heywood never 
left home. . . . Th e maintenance, education, and fi tting out 
of fourteen children demanded a very quiet, settled, careful 
course of life; and obliged them to be stationary and healthy 
at Willingden. What prudence had at fi rst enjoined was now 
rendered pleasant by habit. Th ey never left home, and they 
had a gratifi cation in saying so.’

Lady Denham’s was a very diff erent character. She was a 
rich vulgar widow, with a sharp but narrow mind, who cared 
for the prosperity of Sanditon only so far as it might increase 
the value of her own property. She is thus described:—

‘Lady Denham had been a rich Miss Brereton, born to 
wealth, but not to education. Her fi rst husband had been a 
Mr. Hollis, a man of considerable property in the country, 
of which a large share of the parish of Sanditon, with manor 
and mansion-house, formed a part. He had been an elderly 
man when she married him; her own age about thirty. Her 
motives for such a match could be little understood at the 
distance of forty years, but she had so well nursed and pleased 
Mr. Hollis that at his death he left her everything—all his 
estates, and all at her disposal. After a widowhood of some 
years she had been induced to marry again. Th e late Sir 
Harry Denham, of Denham Park, in the neighbourhood of 
Sanditon, succeeded in removing her and her large income 
to his own domains; but he could not succeed in the views 
of permanently enriching his family which were attributed 
to him. She had been too wary to put anything out of her 
own power, and when, on Sir Harry’s death, she returned 
again to her own house at Sanditon, she was said to have 
made this boast, “that though she had got nothing but her 
title from the family, yet she had given nothing for it.” For 
the title it was to be supposed that she married.

‘Lady Denham was indeed a great lady, beyond the com-
mon wants of society; for she had many thousands a year 
to bequeath, and three distinct sets of people to be courted 

by:—her own relations, who might very reasonably wish for 
her original thirty thousand pounds among them; the legal 
heirs of Mr. Hollis, who might hope to be more indebted to 
her sense of justice than he had allowed them to be to his; 
and those members of the Denham family for whom her 
second husband had hoped to make a good bargain. By all 
these, or by branches of them, she had, no doubt, been long 
and still continued to be well attacked; and of these three 
divisions Mr. Parker did not hesitate to say that Mr. Hollis’s 
kindred were the least in favour, and Sir Harry Denham’s 
the most. Th e former, he believed, had done themselves ir-
remediable harm by expressions of very unwise resentment at 
the time of Mr. Hollis’s death: the latter, to the advantage of 
being the remnant of a connection which she certainly valued, 
joined those of having been known to her from their child-
hood, and of being always at hand to pursue their interests 
by seasonable attentions. But another claimant was now to 
be taken into account: a young female relation whom Lady 
Denham had been induced to receive into her family. After 
having always protested against any such addition, and often 
enjoyed the repeated defeat she had given to every attempt 
of her own relations to introduce ‘this young lady, or that 
young lady,’ as a companion at Sanditon House, she had 
brought back with her from London last Michaelmas a Miss 
Clara Brereton, who bid fair to vie in favour with Sir Edward 
Denham, and to secure for herself and her family that share 
of the accumulated property which they had certainly the 
best right to inherit.’

Lady Denham’s character comes out in a conversation 
which takes place at Mr. Parker’s tea-table.

‘Th e conversation turned entirely upon Sanditon, its pres-
ent number of visitants, and the chances of a good season. It 
was evident that Lady Denham had more anxiety, more fears 
of loss than her coadjutor. She wanted to have the place fi ll 
faster, and seemed to have many harassing apprehensions of 
the lodgings being in some instances underlet. To a report 
that a large boarding-school was expected she replies, ‘Ah, 
well, no harm in that. Th ey will stay their six weeks, and out 
of such a number who knows but some may be consumptive, 
and want asses’ milk; and I have two milch asses at this very 
time. But perhaps the little Misses may hurt the furniture. 
I hope they will have a good sharp governess to look after 
them.’ But she wholly disapproved of Mr. Parker’s wish to 
secure the residence of a medical man amongst them. ‘Why, 
what should we do with a doctor here? It would only be 
encouraging our servants and the poor to fancy themselves 
ill, if there was a doctor at hand. Oh, pray let us have none 
of that tribe at Sanditon: we go on very well as we are. Th ere 
is the sea, and the downs, and my milch asses: and I have 
told Mrs. Whitby that if anybody enquires for a chamber 
horse, they may be supplied at a fair rate (poor Mr. Hollis’s 
chamber horse, as good as new); and what can people want 
more? I have lived seventy good years in the world, and never 
took physic, except twice: and never saw the face of a doctor 
in all my life on my own account; and I really believe if my 
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poor dear Sir Harry had never seen one neither, he would 
have been alive now. Ten fees, one after another, did the 
men take who sent him out of the world. I beseech you, Mr. 
Parker, no doctors here.’

Th is lady’s character comes out more strongly in a conver-
sation with Mr. Parker’s guest, Miss Charlotte Heywood. Sir 
Edward Denham with his sister Esther and Clara Brereton 
have just left them.

‘Charlotte accepted an invitation from Lady Denham to 
remain with her on the terrace, when the others adjourned 
to the library. Lady Denham, like a true great lady, talked, 
and talked only of her own concerns, and Charlotte listened. 
Taking hold of Charlotte’s arm with the ease of one who felt 
that any notice from her was a favour, and communicative 
from the same sense of importance, or from a natural love of 
talking, she immediately said in a tone of great satisfaction, 
and with a look of arch sagacity:—

‘Miss Esther wants me to invite her and her brother to 
spend a week with me at Sanditon House, as I did last sum-
mer, but I shan’t. She has been trying to get round me every 
way with her praise of this and her praise of that; but I saw 
what she was about. I saw through it all. I am not very easily 
taken in, my dear.’

Charlotte could think of nothing more harmless to be 
said than the simple enquiry of, ‘Sir Edward and Miss 
Denham?’

‘Yes, my dear; my young folks, as I call them, sometimes: for 
I take them very much by the hand, and had them with me 
last summer, about this time, for a week—from Monday to 
Monday—and very delighted and thankful they were. For 
they are very good young people, my dear. I would not have 
you think that I only notice them for poor dear Sir Harry’s 
sake. No, no; they are very deserving themselves, or, trust 
me, they would not be so much in my company. I am not the 
woman to help anybody blindfold. I always take care to know 
what I am about, and who I have to deal with before I stir a 
fi nger. I do not think I was ever overreached in my life; and 
that is a good deal for a woman to say that has been twice 
married. Poor dear Sir Harry (between ourselves) thought 
at fi rst to have got more, but (with a bit of a sigh) he is gone, 
and we must not fi nd fault with the dead. Nobody could 
live happier together than us: and he was a very honourable 
man, quite the gentleman, of ancient family; and when he 
died I gave Sir Edward his gold watch.’

Th is was said with a look at her companion which implied 
its right to produce a great impression; and seeing no rap-
turous astonishment in Charlotte’s countenance, she added 
quickly,

‘He did not bequeath it to his nephew, my dear; it was no 
bequest; it was not in the will. He only told me, and that but 
once, that he should wish his nephew to have his watch; but 
it need not have been binding, if I had not chose it.’

‘Very kind indeed, very handsome!’ said Charlotte, abso-
lutely forced to aff ect admiration.

‘Yes, my dear; and it is not the only kind thing I have done 
by him. I have been a very liberal friend to Sir Edward; and, 
poor young man, he needs it bad enough. For, though I am 
only the dowager, my dear, and he is the heir, things do not 
stand between us in the way they usually do between those 
two parties. Not a shilling do I receive from the Denham 
estate. Sir Edward has no payments to make me. He don’t 
stand uppermost, believe me; it is I that help him.’

‘Indeed! he is a very fi ne young man, and particularly el-
egant in his address.’

Th is was said chiefl y for the sake of saying something; 
but Charlotte directly saw that it was laying her open to 
suspicion, by Lady Denham’s giving a shrewd glance at her, 
and replying,

‘Yes, yes; he’s very well to look at; and it is to be hoped that 
somebody of large fortune will think so; for Sir Edward must 
marry for money. He and I often talk that matter over. A 
handsome young man like him will go smirking and smiling 
about, and paying girls compliments, but he knows he must 
marry for money. And Sir Edward is a very steady young 
man, in the main, and has got very good notions.’

‘Sir Edward Denham,’ said Charlotte, ‘with such personal 
advantages, may be almost sure of getting a woman of for-
tune, if he chooses it.’

Th is glorious sentiment seemed quite to remove suspi-
cion.

‘Aye, my dear, that is very sensibly said; and if we could 
but get a young heiress to Sanditon! But heiresses are mon-
strous scarce! I do not think we have had an heiress here, nor 
even a Co., since Sanditon has been a public place. Families 
come after families, but, as far as I can learn, it is not one 
in a hundred of them that have any real property, landed or 
funded. An income, perhaps, but no property. Clergymen, 
may be, or lawyers from town, or half-pay offi  cers, or wid-
ows with only a jointure; and what good can such people 
do to anybody? Except just as they take our empty houses, 
and (between ourselves) I think they are great fools for not 
staying at home. Now, if we could get a young heiress to be 
sent here for her health, and, as soon as she got well, have her 
fall in love with Sir Edward! And Miss Esther must marry 
somebody of fortune, too. She must get a rich husband. Ah! 
young ladies that have no money are very much to be pitied.’ 
After a short pause: ‘If Miss Esther thinks to talk me into 
inviting them to come and stay at Sanditon House, she will 
fi nd herself mistaken. Matters are altered with me since last 
summer, you know: I have Miss Clara with me now, which 
makes a great diff erence. I should not choose to have my two 
housemaid’s time taken up all the morning in dusting out 
bedrooms. Th ey have Miss Clara’s room to put to rights, as 
well as mine, every day. If they had hard work, they would 
want higher wages.’

Charlotte’s feelings were divided between amusement and 
indignation. She kept her countenance, and kept a civil si-
lence; but without attempting to listen any longer, and only 
conscious that Lady Denham was still talking in the same 
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way, allowed her own thoughts to form themselves into such 
meditation as this:—‘She is thoroughly mean; I had no ex-
pectation of anything so bad. Mr. Parker spoke too mildly 
of her. He is too kind-hearted to see clearly, and their very 
connection misleads him. He has persuaded her to engage 
in the same speculation, and because they have so far the 
same object in view, he fancies that she feels like him in other 
things; but she is very, very mean. I can see no good in her. 
Poor Miss Brereton! And it makes everybody mean about her. 
Th is poor Sir Edward and his sister! how far nature meant 
them to be respectable I cannot tell; but they are obliged 
to be mean in their servility to her; and I am mean, too, in 
giving her my attention with the appearance of coinciding 
with her. Th us it is when rich people are sordid.’

Mr. Parker has two unmarried sisters of singular character. 
Th ey live together; Diana, the younger, always takes the lead, 
and the elder follows in the same track. It is their pleasure 
to fancy themselves invalids to a degree and in a manner 
never experienced by others; but, from a state of exquisite 
pain and utter prostration, Diana Parker can always rise to 
be offi  cious in the concerns of all her acquaintance, and to 
make incredible exertions where they are not wanted.

It would seem that they must be always either very busy 
for the good of others, or else extremely ill themselves. Some 
natural delicacy of constitution, in fact, with an unfortunate 
turn for medicine, especially quack medicine, had given them 
an early tendency at various times to various disorders. Th e 
rest of their suff ering was from their own fancy, the love of 
distinction, and the love of the wonderful. Th ey had chari-
table hearts and many amiable feelings; but a spirit of restless 
activity, and the glory of doing more than anybody else, had 
a share in every exertion of benevolence, and there was vanity 
in all they did, as well as in all they endured.

Th ese peculiarities come out in the following letter of 
Diana Parker to her brother:—

‘My Dear Tom,—We were much grieved at your accident, 
and if you had not described yourself as having fallen into 
such very good hands, I should have been with you at all 
hazards the day after receipt of your letter, though it found 
me suff ering under a more severe attack than usual of my 
old grievance, spasmodic bile, and hardly able to crawl from 
my bed to the sofa. But how were you treated? Send me 
more particulars in your next. If indeed a simple sprain, as 
you denominate it, nothing would have been so judicious as 
friction—friction by the hand alone, supposing it could be 
applied immediately. Two years ago I happened to be calling 
on Mrs. Sheldon, when her coachman sprained his foot, as 
he was cleaning the carriage, and could hardly limp into the 
house; but by the immediate use of friction alone, steadily 
persevered in (I rubbed his ancle with my own hands for four 
hours without intermission), he was well in three days. . . . 
Pray never run into peril again in looking for an apothecary 
on our account; for had you the most experienced man in his 
line settled at Sanditon, it would be no recommendation to us. 

We have entirely done with the whole medical tribe. We have 
consulted physician after physician in vain, till we are quite 
convinced that they can do nothing for us, and that we must 
trust to our knowledge of our own wretched constitutions 
for any relief; but if you think it advisable for the interests 
of the place to get a medical man there, I will undertake the 
commission with pleasure, and have no doubt of succeeding. 
I could soon put the necessary irons in the fi re. As for getting 
to Sanditon myself, it is an impossibility. I grieve to say that 
I cannot attempt it, but my feelings tell me too plainly that 
in my present state the sea-air would probably be the death 
of me; and in truth I doubt whether Susan’s nerves would 
be equal to the eff ort. She has been suff ering much from 
headache, and six leeches a day, for ten days together, relieved 
her so little that we thought it right to change our measures; 
and being convinced on examination that much of the evil 
lay in her gums, I persuaded her to attack the disorder there. 
She has accordingly had three teeth drawn, and is decidedly 
better; but her nerves are a good deal deranged, she can only 
speak in a whisper, and fainted away this morning on poor 
Arthur’s trying to suppress a cough.’

Within a week of the date of this letter, in spite of the 
impossibility of moving, and of the fatal eff ects to be ap-
prehended from the sea-air, Diana Parker was at Sanditon 
with her sister. She had fl attered herself that by her own 
indefatigable exertions, and by setting at work the agency 
of many friends, she had induced two large families to take 
houses at Sanditon. It was to expedite these politic views that 
she came; and though she met with some disappointment of 
her expectation, yet she did not suff er in health.

Such were some of the dramatis personæ, ready dressed and 
prepared for their parts. Th ey are at least original and un-
like any that the author had produced before. Th e success of 
the piece must have depended on the skill with which these 
parts might be played; but few will be inclined to distrust the 
skill of one who had so often succeeded. If the author had 
lived to complete her work, it is probable that these person-
ages might have grown into as mature an individuality of 
character, and have taken as permanent a place amongst our 
familiar acquaintance, as Mr. Bennet, or John Th orp, Mary 
Musgrove, or Aunt Norris herself.
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Chapter XIV.

Postscript.

When fi rst I was asked to put together a memoir 
of my aunt, I saw reasons for declining the at-
tempt. It was not only that, having passed the 
three score years and ten usually allotted to 

man’s strength, and being unaccustomed to write for publica-
tion, I might well distrust my ability to complete the work, 
but that I also knew the extreme scantiness of the materials 
out of which it must be constructed. Th e grave closed over 
my aunt fi fty-two years ago; and during that long period no 
idea of writing her life had been entertained by any of her 
family. Her nearest relatives, far from making provision for 
such a purpose, had actually destroyed many of the letters 
and papers by which it might have been facilitated. Th ey 
were infl uenced, I believe, partly by an extreme dislike to 
publishing private details, and partly by never having as-
sumed that the world would take so strong and abiding an 
interest in her works as to claim her name as public property. 
It was therefore necessary for me to draw upon recollections 
rather than on written documents for my materials; while the 
subject itself supplied me with nothing striking or prominent 
with which to arrest the attention of the reader. It has been 
said that the happiest individuals, like nations during their 
happiest periods, have no history. In the case of my aunt, it 
was not only that her course of life was unvaried, but that 
her own disposition was remarkably calm and even. Th ere 
was in her nothing eccentric or angular; no ruggedness of 
temper; no singularity of manner; none of the morbid sen-
sibility or exaggeration of feeling, which not unfrequently 
accompanies great talents, to be worked up into a picture. 
Hers was a mind well balanced on a basis of good sense, 
sweetened by an aff ectionate heart, and regulated by fi xed 
principles; so that she was to be distinguished from many 
other amiable and sensible women only by that peculiar ge-
nius which shines out clearly enough in her works, but of 
which a biographer can make little use. Th e motive which 
at last induced me to make the attempt is exactly expressed 
in the passage prefi xed to these pages. I thought that I saw 
something to be done: knew of no one who could do it but 
myself, and so was driven to the enterprise. I am glad that I 
have been able to fi nish my work. As a family record it can 
scarcely fail to be interesting to those relatives who must ever 
set a high value on their connection with Jane Austen, and 
to them I especially dedicate it; but as I have been asked to 
do so, I also submit it to the censure of the public, with all 
its faults both of defi ciency and redundancy. I know that 
its value in their eyes must depend, not on any merits of its 

own, but on the degree of estimation in which my aunt’s 
works may still be held; and indeed I shall esteem it one of 
the strongest testimonies ever borne to her talents, if for her 
sake an interest can be taken in so poor a sketch as I have 
been able to draw.

Bray Vicarage:
Sept. 7, 1869.

/

POSTSCRIPT PRINTED AT THE end of the fi rst edition; omitted 
from the second.

Since these pages were in type, I have read with astonish-
ment the strange misrepresentation of my aunt’s manners 
given by Miss Mitford in a letter which appears in her lately-
published Life, vol. i. p. 305. Miss Mitford does not profess 
to have known Jane Austen herself, but to report what had 
been told her by her mother. Having stated that her mother 
‘before her marriage’ was well acquainted with Jane Austen 
and her family, she writes thus:—‘Mamma says that she was 
then the prettiest, silliest, most aff ected, husband-hunting 
butterfl y she ever remembers.’ Th e editor of Miss Mitford’s 
Life very properly observes in a note how diff erent this de-
scription is from ‘every other account of Jane Austen from 
whatever quarter.’ Certainly it is so totally at variance with 
the modest simplicity of character which I have attributed 
to my aunt, that if it could be supposed to have a semblance 
of truth, it must be equally injurious to her memory and to 
my trustworthiness as her biographer. Fortunately I am not 
driven to put my authority in competition with that of Miss 
Mitford, nor to ask which ought to be considered the better 
witness in this case; because I am able to prove by a reference 
to dates that Miss Mitford must have been under a mistake, 
and that her mother could not possibly have known what 
she was supposed to have reported; inasmuch as Jane Austen, 
at the time referred to, was a little girl.

Mrs. Mitford was the daughter of Dr. Russell, Rector of 
Ashe, a parish adjoining Steventon, so that the families of 
Austen and Russell must at that time have been known to 
each other. But the date assigned by Miss Mitford for the 
termination of the acquaintance is the time of her mother’s 
marriage. Th is took place in October 1785, when Jane, who 
had been born in December 1775, was not quite ten years 
old. In point of fact, however, Miss Russell’s opportunities 
of observing Jane Austen must have come to an end still 
earlier: for upon Dr. Russell’s death, in January 1783, his 
widow and daughter removed from the neighbourhood, so 
that all intercourse between the families ceased when Jane 
was little more than seven years old.

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

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

Nov. 17, 1869.




