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Serene will be our days and bright,

And happy will our nature be,

‘When love is an unerring light,

And joy its own security.

And they a blissful course may hold

Even now, who, not unwisely bold,

Live in the spirit of this creed;

Yet seek thy firm support, acoording to their need.
‘WorpsworTH: Ode to Duty.
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CrILDREN OF JoHN BARTLETT ALLEN OF CRESSELLY
(1733-1808).

1. Elizabeth (Bessy) (1764—1846) m. Josiak Wedgwood of Maer.
2. Catherine (Kitty) (1765—1830) m. Sir James Mackintosh.
3. Caroline (1768—1835) m. Rev. Edward Drewe.
4. John Hensleigh (1769—1843) of Cresselly, m. Gertrude Seymour.
5. Louisa Jano (Jane or Jenny) (1771—1836) m. John Wedguood.
6. Lancelot Baugh (Baugh) (1774—1845), Master of Dulwich
College, m. 2,
7. Harriet (sometimes called Sad) (1776—1847) m. Rev. Maithew
Surtees, of North Cerney.
8. Jessie (1777—1853) m. J. C. do Sismondi, historian.
9. Octavia, died young.
10. Emma (1780—1866) unmarried.
11. Frances (Fanny) (1781—1875) unmarried.

Cuioren oF JonN HensueiGH ALLEN oF CRESSELLY
(1769-1848).

1. Seymour Phillips (1814—1861) of Cresselly, m. Catherine dau.
of Earl of Portsmouth.
2. Henry George (1815—1908).
3. John Hensleigh (1818—1868).
4. Isabella Georgina, m. G. Lort Phillips of Laurenny.

CrioreN oF Sk Jaues anp Lapy MackiNTosi.
1. Bessy (1799—1823) unmarried.
2. Fanny (1800—1889) m. her cousin Hensleigh Wedquwood.
3. Robert (1806—1864) m. Mary Appleton.
VoL. II. xi



xii Dramatis Persone

CuiLoreN o Mrs Drewe.

1. Harriet, Lady Gifford.

2. Marianne, Mrs Algernon Langton.
3. Georgina, Lady Alderson.

4. Edward, m. Adéle Prévost.

CmLoreN or Jostam Wepawoop oF Etrumia
(1780-1795).

1. Susannah (1765—1817) m. Dr Robert Waring Darwin. Charles
Darwin was their son.

2. John (1766—1844) Banker, m. Jane Allen.

3. Josiah (1769—1843) of Maer, Potter, m. Klizabeth Aflen.

. Thomas (1771—1805).

5. Catherine (Kitty) (1774—1823) unmarried.

6. Sarah Elizabeth (1778—1856) unmarried.

'S

CuLprex or Jouy Wepewoon (1766-1844).

1. Sarah Elizabeth (Sally, then Eliza) (1795—1857) unmarried.

2. Rev. John Allen (Allen) (1796—1882), Vicar of Maer.

3. Thomas (Tom) (1797—1862) Colonel in the Guards, m. Anne
Tyler.

4. Caroline, died young.

5. Jessio (1804—1872) m. her cousin Harry Wedguood.

6. Robert (1806—1880) m. 2.

CriLprEN oF Josian Wepewoop oF Magr (1769-1848).

1. Sarah Elizabeth (Elizabeth) (1793—1880) unmarried.
2. Joluh (Joe or Jos) (1795—1880) of Leith Hill Place, m. his cousin
line Darwin.

3. cxmlom(mv—lsos) m. Rev. Charles

4. Henry Allen (Harry) (1799—1885) Barister, m. his cousin
Jessie Wedguwood.

5. Francis (1800—1888) Potter, m. Frances Mosley.

6. Hensleigh (1803—1891) Police Magistrate, Philologist, m. his
cousin Fanny Mackintosh.

Fanny (1806—1832) unmarried.

Emma (1808—1896) m. her cousin Charles Darwin.

L
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s or Dn Ropenr Wanmva Damwiy (1766-1848)
ms Wirs Susswam Wapawoon (1765-1817).
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A CENTURY OF FAMILY LEITERS

CHAPTER I
1838—1839

Charles lnﬂ Emma engaged;obr Darwin's dehghb—Suburbl versus
m

l'l geems to have been in the summer of 1838 ﬂmt my
determined to ask Emma to be his wife. He was

far from hopeful, partly because of his looks, for

the strange idea that his delightful face, so full of

T md sweetness, was repellently plain. He went to

on Nov. 8, and on Nov. 11 “%hs day of days,” is
written in his d.\ary The letters which follow show how

warmly the engagement was received by friends and
relatives alike.

Charles Darwin to Charles Lyell.

SHREWSBURY,
My pEAR LYELL, Monday [12 November, 1838].

I suppose you will be in Hart St. to-morrow, the
14th. I write because I cannot avoid wishing to be the
first person to tell Mrs Lyell and yourself that I have the

very good, and shortly since very unexpected fortune, of
‘dnx to be married. The lady is my cousin, Miss Emma
Wedgwood, the sister of Hensleigh Wedgwood, and of the
elder brother who married my sister, so we are connected
by manifold ties, besides on my part by the most sincere
love and hearty gratitude to her for accopting such a one

as myself.
T determined when last at Maer to try my cbmee, but
VoL. I
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I hardly expected such good fortune would turn up for
me. I shall be in town in the middle or latter end of the
ensuing week. I fear you will say I might very well have
left my story untold till we met. But I deeply feel your
kindness and friendship towards me, which in truth, I may
say, has been one chief source of happiness to me ever
since my return to England : so you must excuse me. Iam
well sure, that Mrs Lyell, who has sympathy for everyone
near her, will give me her hearty congratulations.
Believe me my dear Lyell,
Yours most truly obliged,
CHas. DARWIN.

Dr Darwin to Josiah Wedgwood.
Dear WEDGWOOD, SHREWSBURY, 13 Nov. 1838.
Emma having accepted Charles gives me as great
happiness as Jos having married Caroline, and I cannot
say more.

On that marriage Bessy said she should not have had
more pleasure if it had been Victoria, and you may assure
her I feel as grateful to her for Emma, as if it had been
Martineau herself that Charles had obtained. Pray give
my love to Elizabeth, I fear I ought to condole with her, as
the loss will be very great.

Ever, dear Wedgwood, your affectionate Brother,

R. W. DARWIN.

Josiah Wedgqwood to Dr Darwin.

My DEAR DOOTOR, MazR, 15 Nov.,, 1838.

A good, chearful, and affectionate daughter is the
greatest blessing a man can have, after a good wife—if
I could have given such a wife to Charles without parting
with a daughter there would be no drawback from my
entire satisfaction in bestowing Emma upon him. You
lately gave up a daughter—it is my turn now. At our
time of life our happiness must be in a great measure re-
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flected from our families, and I think there are few fathers
who have on the whole more cause to be satisfied with the
conduct and present ci and future of
our families. I could have parted with Emma to no one
for whom I would so soon and so entirely feel as a father,
and I am happy in believing that Charles ins the
kindest feelings for his uncle-father.

I propose to do for Emma what I did for Charlotte and
for three of my sons, give a bond for £5,000, and to allow
her £400 a year, as long as my income will supply it,
which I have no reason for thinking will not be as long as
1 live.

Give my love to your fireside and believe me,
Affectionately yours,
Josian WEDGWOOD-

My pEArR UNcLE,

I have begged a bit of Papa’s letter to thank you
from my heart for the delightful way in which you have
received me into your family, and to thank my dear Marianne
and Susan for their affectionate notes, which gave me the
greatest pleasure. One of the things that gave me most
happiness is Charles’s thorough affection and value for
Papa. Iam, my dear uncle, yours affectionately,

Emya W.

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

SHREWSBURY, Wednesday Morning

My pEAR Emya, {14 Nov. 1838].
Marianne and Susan will have told you what joy
and hnppmms the news gave all here. We have had in-
jons; and the one lusion I exult in is
that there was never anyone so lucky as I have been, or so
good as you. Indeed I can assure you, many times since
leaving Maer, I have thought how little I expressed how
much I owe to you; and as often as I think this, I vow to
try to make myself good enough somewhat to deserve you.
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I hope you have taken deep thought about the sundry
knotty points you will have to decide on. We must have a
great deal of talk together when I come back on Saturday.
Do have a fire in the Library—it is such a good place to have
some quiet talk together. The question of houses, suburbs
versus central London—rages violently around each fire-
place in this house. Suburbs have rather the advantage at
present; and this, of course, rather inclines one to seek out
the arguments on the other side. The Governor gives much
good advice to live, wherever it may be, the first year
prudently and quietly. My chief fear is, that you will find,
after living all your life with such large and agreeable parties
as Maer only can boast of, our quiet evenings dull. You
must bear in mind, as some young lady said, ““ all men are
brutes,” and that I take the line of being a solitary brute,
80 you must listen with much suspicion to all arguments
in favour of retired places. I am so selfish, that I feel to
have you to myself is having you so much more completely
that I am not to be trusted. Like a child that has something
it loves beyond measure, I long to dwell on the words my
owndear Emma. AsIam writing just as things come upper-
most in my mind, I beg of you not to read my letters to
anyone, for then I can fancy T am sitting by the side of my
own dear future wife, and to her own self I do not care
what nonsense I talk—so let me have my way, and scribble,
without caring whether it be sense or nonsense.

My father echoes and re-echoes uncle Jos’s words, “You
have drawn a prize!” Certainly no man could by possi-
bility receive a more cordial welcome than I did from
every one at Maer on Monday morning. My life has been
very happy and very fortunate, and many of my pleasantest
remembrances are mingled up with scenes at Maer, and now
it is crowned. My own dear Emma, I kiss the hands with
all humbleness and gratitude, which have so filled up for me
the cup of happiness—It is my most earnest wish I may
make myself worthy of you. Good-bye.

Most affectionately yours,
CHas. DARWIN.
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1 would tear this letter up, and write it again, for it is a
very silly one, but I can’t write a better one.

Since writing the former part the post has brought in
your own dear note to Katty. You tell me to be a good
boy, and so I must be, but let me earnestly beg of you
not to make up your mind in a hurry : you say truly Elizabeth
never thinks of herself, but there is another person who never
thinks of herself, but now she has to think of two people,
and I am, thank Heaven for it, that other person. You must
be absolute arbitress, but do, dear Emma, remember life
is short, and two months is the sixth part of the year, and
that year, the first, from which for my part, things shall
hereafter date. Whatever you do will be right, but it
will be t00 good to be unselfish for me until I am part of von
—Dearest Emma, good-bye.

i Emma Wedgwood to Madame Sismondsi.

My DEAR AUNT JESSIE, MazRr, Nov. 15th [1838].

Nothing is pleasanter than writing good news, and
I am sure you will be pleased with what I have to tell you.
When you asked me about Charles Darwin, I did not tell
you half the good I thought of him for fear you should
suspect something, and though I knew how much I liked
him, I was not the least sure of his feelings, as he is so
affectionate, and so fond of Maer and all of us, and demon-
strative in his manners, that I did not think it meant any-
thing, and the week I spent in London on my return from
Paris, I felt sure he did not care about me, only that he
was very unwell at the time. He came to see us in the
month of August, was in very high spirits and I was very
happy in his company, and had the feeling that if he saw
more of me, he would really like me. He came down again
last Thursday with aunt Fanny, and on Sunday he spoke
to me, which was quite a surprise, as I thought we might
80 on in the sort of friendship we were in for years, and
very likely nothing come of it after all. I was too much
bewildered all day to feel my happiness and there was a
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large party in the house, so we did not tell anybody except
Papa and Elizabeth and Catherine. Dear Papa, I wish
you could have seen his tears of joy, for he has always
had a great regard for Charles, and Charles looks up to
him with the greatest reverence and affection. I believe
we both looked very dismal (as he had a bad headache)
for when aunt Fanny and Jessie [Wedgwood] went to bed
they were wondering what was the matter and almost
thought something quite the reverse had happened. Fanny
Hensleigh was ’cuter, and knew quite well what had hap-
pened. I went into their rooms at night, and we had a
large party talking it over till very late, when I was seized
with hunger, and Hensleigh went down to forage in the
kitchen and found a loaf and 2 Ib. butter and a carving
knife, which made us an elegant refection. Catherine was
delighted, indeed I was so glad to find that all of them
had been wishing for it and settling it. It is a match that
every soul has been making for us, so we could not have
helped it if we had not liked it ourselves. He and Catherine
went off to Shrewsbury on Monday, so that I had not much
to do with him, but we had time for some satisfactory little
talks which made us feel at ease.

I must now tell you what I think of him, first premising
that Eliz. thinks pretty nearly the same, as my opinion
may not go for much with you. He is the most open,
transparent man I ever saw, and every word expresses his
real thoughts. He is particularly affectionate and very nice
to his father and sisters, and perfectly sweet tempered,
and possesses some minor qualities that add particularly to
one’s happiness, such as not being fastidious, and being
humane to animals. We shall live in London, where he is
fully occupied with being Secretary to the Geological
Society and conducting a publication upon the animals of
Australia® I am so glad he is a busy man. Dear Eliz.
rejoices most sweetly with me and forgets herself entirely,
as, without meaning a compliment to myself, I am afraid
she must miss me very much. I am sure I could not have

1 The Zoology of the Voyage of the *“ Beagle.”
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brought myself to rejoice in her marrying. Mamma takes
it very comfortably and amuses herself a good deal with
planning about houses, trousseaux and wedding-cake, which
Jast we were in hopes she would not have thought of, as
it is a useless trouble and expense. I bless the railroad
every day of my life, and Charles is so fond of Maer that
1 am sure he will always be ready to steam down whenever
he can, so that we shall always be within reach of home.
T think I have egotized nearly enough, but I feel sure that
you and my dear uncle will enter entirely into my happiness.

Catherine and Charles’s return home made a great sen-
sation, for she had written word that they were not coming
till Tuesday. Susan says the Dr looked very much pleased
when he heard the cause of their return. Aunt Sarah was
delighted ; she told Eliz. she had quite given it up in despair.
We are going to dine with her to-day, when we shall do &
considerable quantity of talking. I don’t think it of as
much consequence as she does that Charles drinks no wine,
but T think it a pleasant thing. The real crook in my lot
I have withheld from you, but I must own it to you sooner
or later. It is that he has a great dislike to going to the
play, so that I am afraid we shall have some domestic dis-
sensions on that head. On the other hand he stands concerts
very well. He told me he should have spoken to me in
August but was afraid, and I was pleased to find that he
was not very sure of his answer this time. It was certainly
a very unnecessary fear. Charlotte returned home before he
came, which was very vexatious, and I am afraid she is too
good a wife to leave her husband again so soon. I have
been writing a good many letters so I will wish you good
bye, my dearest. Give my tenderest of loves to M. Sis-
mondi. I now rejoice more than ever in having met you at

Paris. Your affectionate
Em. W.

. 1 went strait into the Sunday School after the important
interview, but found I was turning into an idiot and so
came away.
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Monsi i i to Bmma Wed d.

CHErE EMMA, Cuing, 23 Novembre, 1838,

C’est moi qui prens la plume avant ma femme,
parceque je veux étre le premier & embrasser, au moins,
en idée, ma jolie niéce, & la féliciter du bonhéur que je vois
commencer pour elle, ou si elle est trop fisre pour le
permettre, & me féliciter du moins moi-méme de ce que
cette charmante personne, si faite pour le mariage, si faite
pour répandre du bonheur autour d’elle, va enfin accomplir
sa destinée. Tout ce qu’on peut désirer dans un époux me
semble réuni dans celui & qui vous donnez la main, je mets
au premier rang de ses qualités le bon goit de vous avoir
choisie et d’avoir su vous plaire, mais il a tenu déja beau-
coup de place dans leslettres de toute votre famille quoique
aucune ne m’eut préparé i ce qu'il en devint partie, et toutes
donnoient I'envie de le connoitre et de I'aimer. Cette envie
est redoublée a présent que ma gentille niéce fait avec
lui la plus grosse de ses alouettes comme elle les appelle;
j'espére et je compte que vous lui ferez voir notre Suisse, et
que vous nous le ferez voir.

Il a un grand ouvrage & publier, tant mieux; c'est une
garantie de bonheur pour la femme autant que pour le
mari, qu'une occupation sédentaire, mais il y aura un tems
de relache, et pendant cette intermission du travail, je
Pespére, vous viendrez nous voir pendant que nous durons
encore. . . .

Chére Emma, dites & votre pére, je vous prie, combien
je prens part & sa joie. Nous disons ici que I'amitié a
besoin de communications reguliéres, je les regrette bien ~
vivement avec lui; je voudrois de tems en tems renouveler
des sentiments, des pensées, des témoignages et son souvenir,
mais au moins il me fait éprouver que votre maniére anglaise
d’étre mort I'un pour Pautre dés qu’on est séparé, n’ébranle
point Pamitié, car je sens pour lui la méme vivacité d’affec-
tion, le méme respect pour son caractére, la méme joie dans
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 sa joie, que si je 'avois vu encore hier. Rappelez-moi avec
‘une sincére amitié & tout les votres, préparez votre époux
‘me vouloir un peu de bien, et aimez-moi—adieu.

f J. C. L. pE SISMONDI

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Wedgwood.

Sismondi has taken the first place on my sheet of paper
because he would not be limited in space, for the expression
of his sympathy in your happiness. Dearest Emma, I
conceive no greater happiness this side heaven than that
you are at this moment enjoying. Everything I have
ever heard of C. Darwin I have particularly liked, and
have long wished for what has now taken place, that he
would woo and win you. I love him all the better that
he unites to all his other qualifications that most rare
one of knowing how well to chuse a wife, a friend, com-
panion, mother of his children, all of which men in general
never think of. I am glad you bring Elizabeth as voucher
of the pretty character you have given of him, I might per-
haps not have believed all on your word only, but I should
have believed you thought so, and have enjoyed with you
the isite happi you must ily feel in saying,
such is my protector, guide, friend, companion for the rest:
of life, and God grant you a long and happy one together.
1 hiope some of your larks may bring you out to us before
your cares and business make you prisoners. I know I
shall love him. I knew you would be a Mrs Darwin from
your hands! . . . Now that your person will belong to
another as well as yourself, I beg you not to go to Cran-

Alley to cloathe it, nor even to the Palais Royal.
1 do not believe in the economy of it; a substantially good
thing is never to be found in such places. I will answer
for Jessie’s Paris hat, lasting at least two of yours. But
be that as it will, if you do pay a little more, be always
dressed in good taste; do not despise those little cares

! Palmistry. Madame Sismondi loved the minor superstitions.
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which give everyone more pleasing looks, because you
know you have married a man who is above caring for
such little things. No man is above caring for them, for
they feel the effect imperceptibly to themselves. I have
seen it even in my half-blind husband. The taste of
men is al.mosls universally good in all that relates to
dress di and They are th L
little aware of it, because they are seldom called to judge
of it, but let them choose and it is always simple and
handsome, so let those be your piédestals. You have given
me no intimation when the wedding is to take place, if
I had a mind to go to it. Yet that is always the first
question put after an information of that sort.

A match here which had set everybody talking, has
just been broken off in a way which has set them talking
still more, and which I, worldly as I am, find quite sublime.
One of our oldest English baronets, with a show place for
beauty in England, with £30,000 per ann., fell in love with
a daughter of one of our pasteurs, with whom the baronet
had been en pension. He had neither father nor mother to
consult, but Mons. Eymer, the girl’s father, refused his
consent for two years, saying his daughter was too young.
This autumn Sir J. Thnssel as far as I can make out the

name d by a forei returned triumpk to
claim his promise md his bride, preoeded by a magnificent
suite of di ds and other gifts. The day

was fixed, but Mlle. Eymer, only 17, became more and
more sad. At last she told her father, “I have been
dazzled by the offer, but I do not love him; I have never
known a happy moment since I accepted him. I feel all
my happiness remains in my own country and my own
family. I therefore retract my promise and will not go
with him.” Her father represented to her that she must
never hope to marry another, that affairs between them
had gone too far, she had been too long considered the
wife of another for any Genevais ever to think of her, but
to do as she pleased. She said she was quite aware of the
truth of what he said, but if she never quitted the parental
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roof she would not leave it then, and for a man she did
not love: so packed up her diamonds and other gifts, and
returned them to the baronet with his congé. He is on his
road to England, sick of love and disappointment, and she
js making a little tour with her mother while the wonder
lasts. She tried on her diamonds before returning them,
and shewing herself in them to her mother, *“ Regarde-moi
bien Maman, car trés assurément tu ne me verras jamais
plus en diamans.” Her decision taken, she was gay with
joy, and had hardly once smiled when her greatness hung
over her. Now do not judge this after your 3 or 400 pr.
ann. or your father’s comfortable establishment, but after
‘s Swiss pasteur’s daughter, a dowerless girl, one who will
probably be obliged to have recourse to some occupation
to aid even her simple way of living, and tell me if it is
not sublime at 17 to know so well where and how to fix

her happiness.
What angelic love is that of sisters! Dear Elizabeth’s
lfish rejoicings in your I i are a proof. That
men are the greatest fools that walk the earth is proved
in her being still to be asked for. May God bless her,
and you all indeed, and give you, my dearest Emma, all
the happiness you anticipate and I fervently wish you.
J. 8.

Her two earliest friends Georgina and Ellen Tollet wrote
asfollows. Their friendship in after life included my father,
and was only ended by death. I inherited my share and
have the happiest memories of these two able and delightful
‘Women.

Georgina Tollet to Emma Wedgwood.

My DEAR, DEAR Eanua, (13 or 14 Nov., 1838.]
T hope I am as glad as I ought to be at the thing
happening that I have been longing for, but you ought to
be gratified at my selfish sorrow when I think of losing my
earliest friend. It is seldom one thinks two people so
enviable as we think you and Charles; we think you as lucky
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as you could possibly wish, but we must allow that we have
still better reason to know that he is indeed a blessed man.
I certainly was surprised at its coming so soon; it was very
handsome in him to fancy he doubted. It is very like a
marriage of Miss Austen’s, can I say more! Those greedy
girls Ellen and Carry are crying out to write. You must
come any day before Friday in the week. I don’t give
Catherine Darwin any credit for what you call her good
nature. I shall write to her soon and tell her what I think
of her luck.
Heaven bless you, Your loving friend,
G. ToLLET.

Bllen Tollet to Emma Wedgwood.

. You two will be quite too happy together, and I hope
you will have a chimney that smokes, or something of that
sort to prevent your being quite intoxicated. It will be
quite enchanting to come and see you, but you will be an
untold loss. You are the only single girl of our own age in
this country worth caring much for—but life is short and
one ought to be cheerful as long as one is neither cold nor
hungry, I am both just now.

Charles was, as his letters shew, very eager for the mar-
riage to follow quickly. Emma appears to have felt doubts
as to leaving Elizabeth alone, to a life that was one of
watching and nursing. Her father was now in broken
health and was troubled with a shaking palsy. Her mother
had long been a complete invalid.

No letters from my mother to my father have been pre-
served, either before or after marriage. ~Whether she
deatroyed them on his death, or whether he did not keep
them, I do not know, but he had not the habit of keeping
Jetters except those of scientific interest. A selection from
those he wrote to her during the engagement, all of which
she carefully treasured, are here given.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
[Postmark, 23 Nov., 1838], ATaN £vM, Tuesday Night.

.. . I positively can do nothing, and have done nothing
this whole week, but think of you and our future life.—You
may then well imagine how I enjoy seeing your hand-
writing. I should have written yesterday but waited for
your letter: pray do not talk of my waiting till T have time
for writing or inclination to do so.—It is a very high en-
joyment to me, as I cannot talk to you, and feel your pres-
ence by having your own dear hand within mine. 1 will now
relate my annals: On Saturday I dined with the Lyells, and
spent one of the pleasantest evenings I ever did in my life.
Lyell grew qmte a.udu:mus at the thoughta of having a
married and prop gomg to dine
at the Athenzum together and leaving our wives at home.
Poor man, he would as soon “ eat his head > as do such an
action, whilst I feel as yet as bold as a lion. We had much
geological and economical talk, the latter very profitable.
By the way if you will take my advice, you will not think
of reading [Lyell’s] Elements [of Geology], for depend upon
it you will hereafter have plenty of geology. On Sunday
evening Erasmus took me to drink tea with the Carlyles;
it was my first visit. One must always like Thomas, and T
felt particularly well towards him, as Erasmus had told me
he had propounded that a certain lady was one of the
nicest girls he had ever seen. Jenny [Mrs Carlyle] sent
some civil messages to you, but which, from the effects of
an hysterical sort of giggle, were not very intelligible. It
is high treason, but I cannot think that Jenny is either quite
natural or lady-like. . . .

And now for the great question of houses. Erasmus
and myself have taken several very long walks; and the
difficulties are really frightful. Houses are very scarce and
the landlords are all gone mad, they ask such prices.
Erasmus takes it to heart even more than I do, and de-
clares I ought to end all my letters to you * yours incon-
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solably.” This day I have given up to deep cogitations
regarding the future, in as far as houses are concerned.
It would take up too much paper to give all the pros and
cons : but I feel sure that a central house would be best for
both of us, for two or three years. I am tied to London,
for rather more than that period; and whilst this is the
case, I do not doubt it is wisest to reap all the advantages
of London life: more especially as every reason will urge
us to pay frequent visits to real country, which the suburbs
never afford. After the two or three years are out, we then
might decide whether to go on living in the same house, or
suburb, supposing I should be tied for a little longer to
London, and ultimately to decide, whether the pleasures of
retirement and country (gardens, walks, &c.) are preferable
to society, &c., &c. It is no use thinking of this question
at present. I repeat, I do not doubt your first decision
was right : let us make the most of London, whilst we are
compelled to be there; the case would be different if we
were deciding for life, for then we might wish to possess
the advantages both of country and town, though both in
a lesser degree, in the suburbs.

After much deliberate talk (especially with the Lyells)
1 have no doubt that our best plan will be to furnish slowly
a house for ourselves—it will be far more economical both
in money and time; but not in comjfort just at first. —Will you
rough it a little at first ?

I clearly see we shall be obliged to give at least £120 for
our house, if not a little more. . . . 1 will steadily go on
looking and pondering: I believe I have good reason for the
points I have spoken on; but I wish much to hear all sug-
gestions from you. . . .

Until yesterday I intended to have paid Maer a visit
on Thursday week, the day after the Geolog. Soc., but
yesterday I heard of the death of the mother of Mr Owen,
who was to write the next number of the Government
work, which now he will not probably be able to do, and I
am put to my wit’s end to get some other number ready.
How long this will delay me I can hardly yet tell. I hope
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most earnestly not long, for I am impatient to see you
again. It is most provoking I cannot settle down to work
in earnest, just at the very time I most want to do so.
There is the appendix of the Journal and half-a-dozen
things besides this unlucky number, all waiting my good
pleasure—every night I make vows and break them in the
morning. I do long to be seated beside you again, in the
Library; one can then almost feel in anticipation the happi-
ness to come. I have just read your letter over again for
the fifth time. My own dear Emma, I feel as if I had
been guilty of some very selfish action in obtaining such a
good dear wife with no sacrifice at all on my part. . . .

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
(30 November, 1838], Friday Evening.
[After many details on house hunting and domestic affairs.]

Powers of sentimentality forgive me for sending such a
letter: it surely ought to have been written on foolscap
paper, and closed with a wafer. I told you I should write
to you as if you really were my own dear, dear wife, and
have not I kept my word most stoutly ? My excuse must
be, 1 have seen no one for these two days: and what can
& man have to say, who works all morning in describing
hawks and owls, and then rushes out and walks in a be-
wildered manner up one street and down another, looking
out for the words ““ To let.” I called, however, to-day on
the Lyells. I cannot tell you how particularly pleasant
and cordial Lyell’s manner has been to me: I am sure he
will be a steady and sure friend to both of us. He told me
he heard from his sister (whom I know) in Seotland this
morning, and she says, “So Mr Darwin is going to be
married: I suppose he will be buried in the country, and
lost to geology.” She little knows what a good, strict wife
I am going to be married to, who will send me to my
lessons and make me better, I trust, in every respect, as
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I am sure she will infinitely happier and happier the
longer I live to enjoy my good fortune. Lyell and Madame
gave me a very long and solemn lecture on the exireme im-
portance, for our future comfort during our whole London
lives, of nhounng llowly and dehbenmly our. vmhng
every
qnuntmce must separate us from our relations and rul
friends (that is without we give up our whole lives to
visiting), for the evenings we sacrifice might have been
spent with them or at the theaire. Lyell said we shall find
the truth of his words before we have lived a year in London.
How provokingly small the paper is, my own very dear

Emma.
Good-night, C. D.

Emma Wedguwood to Monsieur and Madame Sismonds.

My pEaR Uscre, MAER, Friday, Dec. 28, 1838.

I have been a long time without thanking you for
your kind, affectionate letter, which gave me the greatest
pleasure, but I have been away to London with Fanny
and Hensleigh to help Charles to look for a house. I
thought we should only have to walk out into the street
and take one, but we found it very difficult, and after a
fortnight’s hard work I came home without having taken
any, but I heard yesterday that Charles had succeeded in
taking one that we had very much set our hearts upon
in Gower Street, so that is very pleasantly settled.

How I should enjoy coming to see you and my dear
aunt Jessie; and I have some hopes that we shall accom-
plish it some day or other, as Charles has the most lively
wish to see Switzerland and the Alps, and then I should
send him off to geologise at Chamounix by himself, and I
should stay with you. But I am afraid it cannot be this
year or next either, he is too busy. I quite agree with you
in the happiness of having plenty to do. You don’t seem
at all afraid of making me vain in what you say, but indeed,
I don’t think you will give me any worse feeling than the
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warmest gratitude and affection in return for yours. I am

ing to write about dress and all sorts of frivolity to aunt
Jessie, as I think it will suit her better than you, so I will
wish you goodbye, my very dear uncle, and believe me, yours
affectionately, Esma W. Papa wishes to speak for him-
self.

Thmk you, my dea.r aunt Jesme, for your warm con-
1 ympathy with my i I was very
ghd to return home last Saturday, as I grudge every day
away from home now. Fanny and Hensleigh look so com-
fortable in their nice little house that I feel quite sorry
to think how soon they must give it up. We had a fly
every day and used to go into town to look at houses and
[buy] my clothes, and I think I have obeyed your orders,
for though I have not bought many things, they are all
very dear and the milliner’s bill would do your heart good
to see. I have bought a sort of greenish-grey rich silk for
the wedding, which I expect papa to approve of entirely,
and a remarkably lovely white chip bonnet trimmed with
blonde and flowers. Harriet has given me a very hand-
some plaid satin, a dark one, which is very gorgeous, hand-
somely made up with black lace; and that and my blue
Paris gown, which I have only worn once, and the other
blue and white sort of thing will set me up for the present.
Jessie and Susan gave Fanny strict orders not to let me be
shabby. (And a grand velvet shawl too.) Our gaieties
were first going to the play, which Charles actually proposed
t0 do himself but T am afraid it was only a little shewing
off. It was the Tempest, and we all thought it very tire-
some (I shall like plays I know still, notwithstanding).
We also went to a party at Sir Robert Ingliss, who is the
kindest of men and shook me by the hand * till our hearts
were like to break,” and I did not know when we could leave
off again.

Another day we dined at the Aldersons and met a family
of Sam Hoares. I thought I knew the young ladies’ faces
very well, and soon discovered that they had come over in
the steam-hoat with us. They all looked full of happmeu

VOL. 1.
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and goodness, as well as a brother of theirs, a young clergy-
man. The presence of so much goodness made Georgina
feel very good too, for she was in the happiest state of
affectation I ever saw.

I admire your little pasteur’s daughter extremely, but
1 think she should have been a little more sorry for the
baronet, though he was rich.

Mama is quite well. I must tell you what sort of a house
ours is that you may fancy me. A front drawing-room with
three windows, and a back one, rather smaller, with a cheer-
ful look-out on a set of little gardens, which will be of great
value to us in summer to take a mouthful of fresh air; and
that will be our sitting-room for quietness’ sake. It is
furnished, but rather ugly. Goodbye, my dearest, no more
room.

1t was evident that in choosing their house they neither
of them gave a thought to its looks. That it should be
cheap mg‘ have the requisite number of rooms and be in a
part of London where they wished to live were the sole
considerations.

This house, 12, Upper Gower Street (afterwards 110,
Gower Street), is now part of Shoolbred’s premises. 1 well
remember how my father often laughed over the ugliness of
the furniture with which they began life. * Macaw Cot-
tage ” he christened the house in allusion to the gaudy
colours of the walls and furniture,

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
Saturday Afternoon (20 December, 1838].
My pEAR Emma,

I am tired with having been all day at business
work, but I cannot let a post go by without writing to tell
you Gower Street is ours, yellow curtains and all. I have
to-day paid some advance money, signed an agreement, and
had the key given over to me, and the old woman informed
me I was her master henceforth. . . . I long for the day
when we shall enter the house together; how glorious it
will be to see you seated by the fire of our own house. Oh,



- 1gas-1890] Macaw Cottage 19

that it were the 14th instead of the 24th. Good-bye, my own
‘dear Emma.
1 find I must wait in town till the latter end of next
" week, on account of the lease and paying the money, and
suspect 1 must attend the Geolog. Soc. on the 9th, so my
are hampered. But what does anything signify to
the possessor of Macaw Cottage ?

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.

Jan. 1, 1839. !! 12, UpPER GOWER STREET !!
My pEAR Exma,

Many thanks for your two most kind, dear, and
affectionate letters, which I received this morning. I will
finish this letter to-morrow. I sit down just to date and
begin it, that I may enjoy the infinite satisfaction of writing
to my own dear wife that is to be, the very first evening of
my entering our house. After writing to you on Saturday
evening I thought much of the happy future, and in conse-
quence did not close my eyes till long past 2 o’clock, awoke
at 5 and could xmt go to sleep—got up and set to work with
the good 1 of ding a quiet day—about 11
o’clock found that would never do, so rang for Conington
and said, “ T am very sorry to spoil your Sunday, but begin
packing up I must, as I cannot rest.” ‘ Pack up Sir, what
for 2 said Mr Conington with his eyes open with astonish-
ment, as if it was the first notice he had received of my
flitting. So we arranged some of the specimens of Natural
History, but did no real packing up. I, however, sorted a
multitude of papers. This morning however we began
early and in earnest, and I may be allowed to boast, when I
say that by half-past three we had two large vans full of
goods, well and carefully packed. By six o’clock we had
them all safely here. There is nothing left but some few
dozen drawers of shells, which must be carried by hand. I
was astounded, and so was Erasmus, at the bulk of my
hw and the porters were even more 0 at the weight

my G There never
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was so good a house for me, and I devoutly trust you will
approve of it equally. The little garden is worth its weight
in gold. About 8 o’clock the old lady here cooked me some
eggs and bacon (as I had no dinner) and with some tea I
felt supremely comfortable. How I wish my own dear lady
had been here. My room is so quiet, that the contrast to
Marlborough [Street] is as remarkable as it is delightful.
1t is now near 9, and I will write no more, as I am thoroughly
tired in the legs, but wish you a good night, my own good
dear Emma, C.D.

Tuesday morning. Once more I must thank you for
your letters, which I have just read. I have been busy at
work all morning, and have made my own room quite
charming, so comfortable. The only difficulty is that T
have not things enough /! to put in all the drawers and
corners. . . .

I can neither write nor think about anything but
the house, I am in such spirits at our good fortune.
Erasmus & Co. used to be always talking of the immense
advantage of Chester Square being so near the Park. Would
you believe it I find by the compasses we are as near, within
100 yards of Regent’s Park as Chester Square is to Green
Park. 1 quite agree with you that this houseis far pleasanter
than Gordon Square. In two more days I shall be quite
settled, and this change from mental [to] bodily work, will
I do not doubt rest me, so that I trust to be able to finish
my Glenroy Paper and enjoy my country Holiday with a
clear conscience.

Charles Darwin lo Emma Wedgwood.
Wednesday Evening, ATeEN £vM [2 Jan., 1839],
My pEarR Emma,

After a good day’s work, here am I sitting very
comfortably, and feeling just that degree of lassitude
which & man enjoys after a day’s shooting terminated by
an excellent dinner. All my goods are in their proper
places, and one of the front attics (henceforward to be
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called the Museum) is quite filled, but holds everything very
‘well. I walked for half-an-hour in the garden to-day and
‘much enjoyed the advantage of so easily getting a mouthful
of air. Erasmus’s dinner yesterday was a very pleasant
one: Carlyle was in high force, and talked away most
steadily; to my mind Carlyle is the best worth listening to of
any man I know. The Hensleighs were there and were very

t also. Such society, I think, is worth all other
and more brilliant kinds many times over. I find I cannot
by any exertion get up the due amount of admiration for
Mrs Carlyle: I do not know whether you find it so, but T
am not able to understand half the words she speaks, from
her Scotch pronunciation. She certainly is very far from
natural; or to use the expression Hensleigh so often quotes,
she is not an unconscious person. . . .

I long for the hour of inducting you into the glory, T
dare not say comfort, of Gower Street. I wish I could
make the drawing: look as le as my own
studio: but I daresay a fire will temporarily make things
better, but the day of some signal reform must come, other-
wise our taste in harmonious colours will assuredly be
spoilt for the rest of our lives. . . .

Charles Darwin to Emma W edgwood.

Sunday Night, 12, UpPER GOWER STREET,

My pEAR Eaoa, {7 Jan., 1839].

I have just returned from my little dinner at the
Lyells’ in which I did some geology and some scrattle about
coal and coal-merchants. You will say it was high time, for
when 1 came in and began to poke the fire, Margaret said,
“ You must take care, Sir, there is only one lump left for
to-night and to-morrow morning. .

You will say that the house is too good when you hear
that I have lost all wish of going beyond the limits of tho
spacious and beautiful garden. To-day, however, it rained
80 heavily that I had my walk in the drawing-room. With
a little judgment we shall make the room comfortable, I
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cansee. Ihave been trying the plan of workmg for an hour
before break and find it ly. I jump
up (following Sir W. Scott’s rule, for, as he says, once turn
on your side and all is over), at 8, and breakfast at 10, so
that I get rather more than an hour, and begin again at'11
quite fresh. You see I quote Sir W. Scott. I am reading
in the evenings at the Atheneum his life, and am in the
sixth volume. I never read anything so interesting as his
diary, and yet somehow I do not feel much reverence, or
even affection towards him, excepting to be sure, when he
is talking about Johnnie, his grandson. I am well off for
books, for I have a second in hand there almost more in-
teresting, and that is poor Mungo Park’s travels, which I
never read before. It is enough to make one angry to
think that having escaped once, he would return again:
and yet to a man possessing the coolness under danger
which Park had, I can fancy nothing so intensely inter-
esting as exploring such a wonderful country: it is a strange
mixture our love of excitement and tranquillity. . . .

I wish the awful day was over. I am not very tranquil
when I think of the procession: it is very awesome. By
the bye, I am glad to say the 24th is on a Thursday, so we
shall not be married on an unlucky day. I havebeen very
extravagant and ordered a great many new clothes. Mr
Stewart wanted me to have a blue coat and white trousers,
but I vowed I would only put on clothes in which I could
travel away decently. I want you very much to come and
take charge of the purse strings as I have already bought
several things which I do not much want. . . .

You tell me to mention when I received your last letter:
it came on Friday, the day after it was written.—Good mght
and good-bye, my dearest.

Monday morning. Fanny has just called. She has made
enquiries about the cook, whom Sarah recommended, and
has decided she is the best, and therefore has agreed to take
her at £14. 14. 0. per year with tea and sugar.

The Hensleighs have strongly urged me to send the odious
yellow curtains to the dyers at once, and have them stained
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yery pale drab, slate, or grey colour: Now will you send me
word by return of post whether you would like me to do so
and choose to trust to my taste and that of the Dyers, or
whether you choose to wait till after our marriage. . . .

The marriage was fixed for January 20th, 1839, at Maer-
Charles made one hurried visit there in the middle of
January, and on his return to Gower Street, wrote:

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
Sunday Night, ATaes zvy [20 Jan., 1839],

. . . I cannot tell you how much I enjoyed my Maer
visit, I felt in anticipation my future tranquil life: how I
do hope you may be as happy as I know I shall be: but
it frightens me, as often as I think of what a family you
have been one of. I was thinking this morning how it
came that I, who am fond of talking and am scarcely ever
out of spirits, should so entirely rest my notions of happi-
ness on quietness and a good deal of solitude. But I believe
the explanation is very simple. It is that during the five
years of my voyage (and indeed I may add these two last),
which from the active manner in which they have been
passed may be said to be the commencement of my real
life, the whole of my pleasure was derived from what passed
in my mind while admiring views by myself, travelling
across the wild deserts or glorious forests, or pacing the deck
of the poor little Beagle at night. Excuse this much egotism,
1 give it you because I think you will humanize me, and soon
teach me there is greater happiness than building theories
and accumulating facts in silence and solitude. My own
dearest Emma, I earnestly pray you may never regret
the great, and I will add very good deed, you are to per-
form on the Tuesday. My own dear future wife, God bless
you.

I will not be solemn any more, but will tell you of an
addition to our plate-room, which is to astonish all Gower
Street. My good old friend Herbert, sent me a very nice
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little note, with a massive silver weapon, which he called
a Forficula (the Latin for an earwig) and which I thought
was to catch hold of soles and flounders, but Erasmus tells
me, is for asparagus—so that two dishes are settled for our
first dinner, namely soup and asparagus. . . .

The Lyells called on me to-day after church, as Lyell
was so full of Geology he was obliged to disgorge; and I
dine there on Tuesday for an especial conference. I was
quite ashamed of myself to-day, for we talked for half-an-
hour unsophisticated Geology, with poor Mrs Lyell sitting
by, a monument of patience. I want practice in ill-treating
the female sex. I did not observe Lyell had any com-
punction; 1 hope to harden my conscience in time; few
hushands seem to find it difficult to effect this. '

Since my return I have taken several looks, as you will
readily believe, into the drawing-room. I suppose my
taste in harmonious colours is already deteriorated, for I
declare the room begins to look less ugly. 1 take so much
pleasure in the house, I declare I am just like a great over-
grown child with a new toy; but then, not like a real child,
1 long to have a co-partner and possessor.

Charles Darwin to Emma Wedgwood.
Saturday, SEREWSBURY [26 Jan., 1839].

. . . The house is in such a bustle, that I do not know
what I write. I have got the ring, which is the most im-
portant piece of news I have to tell. My two last days in
London, when I wanted to have most leisure, were rendered
very uncomfortable by a bad headdche, which continued
two days and two nights, so that I doubted whether it ever
meant to go and allow me to be married. The railroad
yesterday, however, quite cured me. Before I came to
Maer last time, I was eager in my mind for the advantage
of going straight home after the awful ceremony. You,
however, made me just as determined on the advantages
of not going straight home, and now your last letter (for
which I return you thanks, for being so good a girl as to
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write) has just put me half way between the two plans.

. This will give you hopes of my being a very docile husband,
thus to have become twice an absolute convert to your
goheme. I settled the matter by telling the housemaid to
have fires lighted on Tuesday, and if we did not come then
to have them Wednesday, so that you may decide precisely
as you please at any moment you please. I went as near
a falsehood as any honest man could do, by pretending to
deliberate and saying in a very hesitating voice, “ You need
not have a fire on Monday,” by which anyone would sup-
pose we were to be married on that morning. Whether T
took them in I do not know. . . .
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CHAPTERJIT
1839

The wedding at Maer—Caroline’s baby dies—Life at Gower Street
ena? h becomes Registrar of Cabs—Elizabeth gives up
t.he S\md& -sehool—Charles and Emma’s first visit to Maer—
Their g born Dee. 27, 1839—My mother’s character.
CHARLES DARWIN and Emma Wedgwood were married on
Tuesday, the 29th January, 1839, at Maer Church. The
wedding was perfectly quiet, and they went at once to
Upper Gower Street.

Bmma Darwin to her mother.

Gower StrRERT, Thursday [Jan. 31, 1839].
My DEAR Mamma,

It was quite a relief to me to find on coming out
of Church on Tuesday that you were still asleep, which
spared you and me the pain of parting, though it is only
for a short time. So now we have only the pleasure of
looking forward to our next meeting. We ate our sand-
wiches with grateful hearts for all the care that was taken
of us, and the bottle of water was the greatest comfort.
The house here was blazing with fires and looked very
comfortable and we are getting to think the furniture quite
tasteful. Yesterday we went in a fly to buy an arm-chair,
but it was so slippery and snowy we did not do much.
We picked up some novels at the library. To-day I sus-
pect we shall not go out as it is snowing at a great rate.
1 have been facing the Cook in her own region to-day, and
found fault with the boiling of the potatoes, which I thought
would make a good beginning and set me up a little. On
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Monday or Tuesday we are going to give our first dinner-
party to the Hensleighs and Erasmus. 1 hope the H.’s will
gleop here, we shall see them so much more comfortably.
I came away full of love and gratitude to all the dear
affectionate faces T left behind me. They are too many to
icularize. Tell my dear Eliz. I long to hear from her.
Nothing can be too minute from dear home. I was very
to leave Caroline so uneasy and looking so unwell. T
am impatient to hear of her and the baby. I don’t know
how to express affection enough to my dear, kind Papa. but
he will take it upon trust.
Good-bye, my dearest Mamma,
Your affectionate and very happy daughter,
E.D.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Fanny Allen.

My DEAR FaNNY, MaxRr, Friday, Feb. 1, 1839.

I have no heart to write you an account of the
wedding, it has had such a sad sequel. Yesterday Caroline
lost her poor baby ... She is as miserable as anyone
can be, but she exerts herself very much, and I think the
best thing to counterbalance her own grief will be her
anxiety about Jos. Of course the chief part of his feeling
is for her, but he often cannot command himself when he
is sitting with her, and is obliged to leave the room. She
came into my mother’s room to see us two hours after its
death, which I took exceedingly kindly of her, and came
into the drawing-room this evening to see my mother again
and Charles [Langton] whom she had not seen. She does
her utmost not to yield, but she is very unwell and T never
felt greater pity for anyone in my life. It is quite affecting
to see poor dear Jos’s face and hear his depressed voice.
The Dr [Dr Darwin] came yesterday at 5, and C. had a
good deal of comfort in talking over everything with him,
the more so, I have no doubt, from the exceeding interest
he has always taken in the poor little thing. The funeral
i8 to be to-morrow—Susan and Charlotte, as well as my
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father, will attend. They will go to Fenton in the evening
and Susan will go there on Monday, which I am as glad of
for Jos’s sake (who seems to find her the greatest comfort)
as for C’s. It will make him not so unwilling to go as usual
to his employment—but what poor Caroline will find to do
1 cannot think; for the last so many months the thoughts
of this precious child and the preparations for it have
occupied her in an intense way that I never saw in anyone
else. But 1 will write no more on this sad subject.

We had such a happy and sweet little letter from Emma
to-day that neither my father nor mother could read it
without tears. . . . The ceremony was got through very
stout-heartedly, and then there was not much more time
but for Em. to change her clothes and pack her wedding
bonnet and sit a little by the dining-room fire with Char-
lotte and me before she set off, and I did not much mind
anything but just the last. It is no small happiness to
have had such a companion of my life for so long; since
the time she could speak, T have never had one moment’s
pain [from] her, and a share of daily pleasure such as few
people have it in their power to shed around them. I am
more afraid of my father’s missing her than my mother.
They had not to be sure a great deal of talk together, but
her sunny face will leave a vacancy. . . .

Bmma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Gowsr SteEeT, Saturday [2 Feb., 1839].
My DEAR ELIZABRTH,

Your letter was indeed a shock, and one quite un-
expected by me, though not so much so for Charles, as
Susan had told him how much alarmed she was at the
baby’s looks. Poor dear Caroline what fortitude she has.
To-day they are returning home and a miserable return it
will be. T could not believe what was coming when 1 read
your letter.

My dear sweet Elizabeth, how I do thank you for your
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}h‘ for me. I have been wishing to tell you that though
ﬁ# own selfish happiness filled my thoughts so much, I
never forgot what your dear aflectionate heart would feel
in losing me, and I am afraid there are many little troubles
or discomforts that I helped a little to lighten to you. In

’vw case 1 never could have behaved as you did; and
don’t think 1'am complimenting myself, for T am sure you
would miss a sister very much, if she only loved you half
as well as I do you. The time will fly very quick before
our Maer visit.

. On Thursday, Charles and I did some shopping, which
ﬁpmiﬂueu rather to like, and I bought my morning gown,
a sort of clarety-brown satin turque, very unobjectionable.
And then we went slopping through the melted snow to
Broadwood’s, where we tried the pianoforte which had Mr
Stevens! name written in it, and it sounded beautiful as
far as we could judge. If you were virtuous perhaps you
would write a note to Mr Stevens to say that I like it par-
ticularly in every way, and never heard a P. F. I admired
more. We hope to have it home to-day. Yesterday we
trudged out again, and half-ruined ourselves at the plate

, and in the evening we actually went to the play,

which Charles thinks will look very well in the eyes of the

§

I am cockered up and spoilt as much as heart can wish
and I do think, though you and Char. may keep this to
yourself, that there is not so affectionate an individual
a8 the one in question to be found anywhere else. After
this candid and impartial opinion I say no more. I am
80 glad my dear Mama was comfortable all about the
wedding. Give her my best love and to Papa and Charlotte.
wish I had Fortunatus's cap to come and curl my hair
over it dear old fire with you and Charlotte. I did so

enjoy my walks and talks with Charlotte. Good-bye, my

-

dearest.
Em. D.
! The Rev. Thomas Stevens, founder and first Warden of Bradfield
College. He married Caroline Tollet.
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The piano mentioned above was her father’s present to
ber. I remember it well in its handsome mahogany case;
it kept its beauty of tone lo; than any later piano.
For the sake of quiet they l.iv‘:f,“ grand piano and all, in
the smallish back room looking on the garden, which
smoky though it was, was a great boon to their country
souls.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her daughter Emma Darwin.

Maxg, February 4 (1839].

A thousand thanks to you, dearest Emma, for your de-
lightful letter which from the cheerful happy tone of it
drew tears of pleasure from my old eyes. I am truly
thankful to find you so happy, and still more so that you
are sensible of it, and I pray heaven that this may only be
the beginning of a life full of peace and tranquillity. My
affection for Charles is much increased by considering him
as the author of all your comfort, and I enjoy the thoughts
of your tasty curtains and your arm-chairs, hoping your
Piano js by this time added to them. Mr Stevens is now
below, strumming away upon our old affair, and I hope the
girls have told him that you like the one he has fixed upon
for you. . . .

1 have had excellent nights, and have escaped my morn-
ing sicknesses for a good many days. These are among my
present blessings for which I am very thankful. I can
write no more except tender love to Charles and to the
Hensleighs and thanks for your letter to Elizabeth. I hope
to have another happy letter from you soon. God bless
you, my ever dear, you will have no difficulty in believing
me your affectionate ““ Mum,” E. Wxpowoop.

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Maxg, Monday Night, February 4 (1839].
My pEAREST EMMA,
I can hardly tell you how your affectionate ex-
pressions go to my heart. I have felt them too sacred
to read them to anybody but Charlotte, and only part to
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1 “,m'nhnunry fortable and very
. We have just had a long talk over my fire, for this is the
ﬂquiﬁuu‘lpnvuwhmel can find to write to you in.
aq not however deserve your compliment, for it was only
that I minded much beforechand the thoughts
‘Wyou The weddmg was a sort of thing always
in view to intercept one’s attention. I have minded the
more than I expected, but that will not last, and I
q doubly enjoy the piece of your society I shall get,
”1 shall not have it all. I shall be obliged to practise
‘more decision of character now I have not you to help me
to settle everything great and small. I have always felt
ashamed of the compliments in the letters to my unselfish-
ness, for what mother ever was not rejoiced at a daughter’s
malnppy marriage, and people look on it as a thing
of course.  And so it is, though there are not many daughters
or gisters have so many qualities for making those they
live with happy. I think indeed Susan runs you hard.
She is gone to-day to Fenton, where she will stay all the
week at least, and she will be of the greatest comfort to
Jos at any rate.

You have had your dinner-party to-day and I dare say
‘Charles looked very proud to have you at the head of his
table. I found Mary, the night before last, sitting by my
fire crying over a poem she had cut out of the paper, “ The
Bride's farewell to her Parents,” dated the 20th of January
too. There really were many pretty thoughts in it.

My father says he should like to have a drawing of you,
'I\ﬁl 1 am very glad of. Is Mr Richmond come back ?

't know whether Mr Holmes is better than him or
» 1 rather think he is tho’.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Gowser StREET, Tuesday, February 5 [1839).
MY pEAR Enizasers,
I can’t remember what we did on Saturday, except
walking about a good deal and meeting a pianoforte van in
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Gower Street, to which Charles shouted to know whether it,
was coming to No. 12, and learnt to our great satisfaction
that it was. Besides its own merits, it makes the room
look so much more comfortable, and we expect Hensleigh
and Fanny to be struck dumb to-day at our beautiful
appearance. I have given Charles a large dose of music
every evening.

To-day we feel much excited with the thoughts of our
first dinner-party, turkey and “ vitings  if you wish to know.
The blue wall looks much better now we have a few prints
and drawings hung up. . . .

I long for some news of poor Caroline. Write quite
openly, for I shall keep your letters to myself, and only
read aloud parts. I hope Charlotte will write to me one of
these days. Give my best love to my dear Mamma and
Papa. I hope some of you have complimented Allen on
the way he did the service.

Good-bye, my dear Eliz.

Bmma Darwin to her mother.

Gowsr STREET, Thursday [8th Feb., 1839].
My DEAREST Mamma,

T cannot tell you how pleased I was to see your dear
handwriting and how much I thank you for writing me
such a nice long letter. I shall always preserve it with
great care. I was very glad to find you have had such
comfortable nights. I will now go back to my annals. On
Tuesday . . . Hensleigh came in, quite agitated with happi-
ness at lmving obtained this registrarship? It is such a
wonderful plece of good fortune I could hardly believe it;
nnd it is gmm hlm m suuh a gratifying way, without any

or ybody. T should like to
know whether it is all Lord J ohn Russell’s doing, or whether
Lady Holland has had any hand in it. She has been very
civil lately and sent them 2 dozen apples, &c. Hensleigh

¥ Bwn of e-lbl. an office of less emolument and importance
than the he had given up. i
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does not think it will be at all a hard place. He will be
yyed from 10 till 4, about four days a week. Fanny’s
maids have been very uneasy at the shortness of our house-
maid and are afraid that she is not tall enough to tie my
. She is about the size of Betty Slaney, so I hope
gz:y set their minds at ease on that point. Our dinner
went off very well, though Erasmus tells us it was a base
imitation of the Marlborough Street dinners, and certainly
the likeness was very striking. But when the plum-
pudding appeared he knocked under, and confessed himself
conquered very humbly. And then Edward is such a
perfect Adonis in his best livery that he is quite a
sight. Fanny and Hensleigh slept here, and Hensleigh
‘went the next morning to the office. Catherine has very
id ly sent us a 'y paper that we may
see ourselves in print, and as she drew us up she has all an
author’s feelings on the subject. Charles is not quite used
to my honours yet, as he took up a letter to me the other
day and could not conceive who Mrs C. Darwin could mean.
He has set to his work in good earnest now. The Lyells
have called and we were rather sorry to miss them. Yester-
day we settled to sit up in state till four o’clock, to see all
the crowds who should come, but there only came two
callers. We then walked in the Regent’s Park and were
caught in the rain, which agitated us both a good deal for
fear of spoiling my best bonnet. It however was none the
worse. I am very much pleased that Papa wants a draw-
ing of me. I don’t know whether Mr Richmond is come
back. T will go and get it done when you have settled who
is best.

Charles desires his best love to you. Will you tell Mary,
with my love, that I forgot to tell her about Pitman’s Lec-
tures, which I wish her to have as a Keepsake from me,
and Elizabeth is to get it bound for her.

My mother told me that when they came to London it
Was considered impossible not to keep a man-servant, though
they Wﬁguld have been much happier with only women-

VOL. I 3
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Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood to Mrs Marsh at Boulogne.
4, CLipTON TERRAC Hiur,
Febmnvy laﬂ [18391

. . . Your New Year’s wishes and hopes do indeed seem
now like prophetic anticipations, my dear Amme. ... I
must tell you how surprised we have been at this proof of
Ld. John’s good sense and discrimination, and we hear
from Lady Holland that he mentioned his intentions of
offering it as soon as the vacancy was known to him, and
since has written a very pretty letter to Hensleigh to that
effect. It is only to be £500 a year, so we shall not be
extremely rich, and my year’s practice in economy will be
very useful. . . .

You will hear from Mr Marsh that Emma is established
in her new home; and most comfortable and snug they
looked the only day we have as yet broke in on them.
Yesterday they dined here for the first time. Emma is
looking very pretty and unanxious, and I suppose there are
not many two people happier than she and Charles. I want
to know and hear what effect she makes in the London world,
if the word can be applied to such simplicity and trans-
parency, and (to one] who has so little notion of making
an effect. They made their first appearance in the world
at Dr Holland’s, where they had a very pleasant day,
Hibberts, Coltmans, &c. We have been unusually dis-
sipated also of late in the evening party line, and Mr Rogers
has been taking us up, I can’t think why, inviting us to
breakfast and a party, and coming out here to present me
with a lovely copy of his poems. We met a little collection
of blue ladies, H. Martineau, Mrs Austin,! Mrs Marcet, &c.,
which is T believe quite a new line for him. Mrs Austin
is much found fault with for being too aristocratic; since
she has gone to Mayfair they say she only frequents parties
of the highest distinction. . . .

1 Wife of John Austin, philosophical jurist. She was one of the

Taylors of Norwich, translator an¢ nuﬂmr of various works, a beauty,
and mother of the beautiful Lady Duf Gordos
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Blizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Mazg, Sunday Morning [3;March, 1839).
My pEAR EMMaA,

It is really quite luxurious of & Sunday morning to
find myself with nothing to do.* T am beginning this letter
to you purely to say how pleasant it is. I feel so idle I can
hardly sit to anything else. How much obliged I am to
the beggars for their singular and generous forbearance in
not coming near one of a Sunday, for I cannot imagine
any other motive but kind consideration for me in that
‘piece of self-denial of theirs, which is clearly so much against
their own interest. About five-and-twenty years I have
had the unsatisfactory bother of that school, and I hope
1 have done with it for life. The other school is not likely
to be very orderly; but I think the children learn, and I mean
to try what some switching of fingers, steadily administered
to Tommy and Billy Philips will do. Tf it does not succeed
they must be turned out. The only time I miss you much
is in my room at night. I keep on my fire, and have got a
table full of books, but it will feel at present that you are
gone. Very soon, I hope, it will begin to feel that you are
coming. Good-bye, my dear Em. It is the greatest pleasure
that can be, your letters.

- 1 well remember my aunt Elizabeth teaching in the
little school she set up close to her Sussex home where she
moved after her parents’ death. There she went regularly
morning for an hour or two. Her delight in giving
l'lg Maer school makes one appreciate more what the
ort, and self-sacrifice must have been in this later work.
The mention of beggars brings up a sad part of her life.
She let herself be preyed upon by all kinds of worthless
people and impostors, and must have done harm, as well
as much good.

* Elizabeth appears to have given up teaching the Sunday-sehool
this epring.
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Charlotte Langton to her sister Emma Darwin.
My pEAR EMMA, [Ox1BURY, March, 1839).

T think it will be a very good plan for your and
Flizth.’s letters to be made to do double duty, and save
you both a good deal of repetition; and it will serve my
purpose very well too, for I sometimes feel it absolutely
necessary to give a sign of life when I have not wherewithal
to fill a sheet or half a sheet, and on those occasions it will
be a great relief to me to have a letter to hook on to. Eliza-
beth seems to enjoy her Sundays very much. Her pity is
thrown away upon me, our Sunday-School is so short.
Religion and virtue is all that T mean to teach, other things
being taught at the day school. But as at the end of half-
an-hour I find those topics totally exhausted, I am obliged
to resort to a little reading, and a great relief it is. . . .

Fanny Allen to Mrs Marsh at Boulogne.
MY DEAR ANNE, TexNsY, March 5th [1839].

Your letter has been with me, as a companion, for
nearly six weeks, watching for a quiet couple of hours that
1 might tell you what pleasure your warm and affectionate
measure of me gives me. I feel myself of greater value
from your opinion of me. I believe praise, after the age of
vanity, is of great use to character, by raising your own
standard, for it must be a natural feeling not to betray the
opinion those whom you value greatly have formed of you.
Continue to love me, dear Anne, and I will try not to lose
an affection so dear to me. Since I wrote last, indeed
since you wrote, how much the Wedgwoods have enjoyed
and suffered ! Poor Caroline’s sorrow is I am afraid yet

Elizth. has suffered from the loss of Emma more than
she expected I fancy—her joy at Emma’s happy prospects,
while T was there, kept her from falling back on herself and
thinking of her loss, but that time must have come.
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Emma is as happy as possible, as she has always been—
there never was a person born under a happier star than
she, her feelings are the most healthful possible; joy and
sorrow are felt by her in their due proportions, nothing
yobs her of the enjoyment that happy circumstances would
naturally give. Her account of her life with Charles Darwin
and in her new ménage is very pleasant. . . .

T have been long convinced that it is for the happiness
of children that they should not have amusements or

too readily or they become none; a healthful
is the atmosphere of both a good education and
happiness for children. Two of the happiest families I
know are those whose amusements could not be purchased
if they would—there is a curse on all that is bought in that
way. My two examples enjoyed more real pleasure than
those whom I knew had what they coveted immediately;
they were always devouring the amusements of the age in
advance, and at 16 and 17 they were ennuied and blasé. I
have heard many people regret [the want of] riches for their
children’s sake, when I felt the conviction that a blessing
attended the want. You are a very happy mother, and I
have no doubt you are a more affectionate mother by being
from circumstances brought in closer contact with your
children; and they again must gain immensely by this, so
whatever your loss is, they have gained, I am convinced,
by your fall in fortune.

I did not see Sydney Smith while I was in town, so T
must have expressed myself ill, but what pleased me as a
token of his remembrance, was receiving an affectionate
little note from him, hearing I was at the Aldersons. You
have seen his little pamphlet against the ballot, he says
everything that can be said against it, but I am not of his
opinion, and he does not touch the moral part of it. If you
give a political right to poor people you should secure that

1 Mr Marsh's father was the sleeping and senior partner in the
banking house of Marsh, Sibbald and %o This Bank was ruined
by the managing partner, Fauntleroy, the famous forger. He was

tried for his mi , and hung in 1824. Mr Marsh senior resigned
every penny he possessed to meet the liabilities of the Bank.
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the use of it does not injure them, otherwise do not give
it them. Macaulay is our great man, I believe; the article
you mention of his is an excellent one. 1 am reading
Sismondi’s French History and I am glad to find it very
interesting and pleasant reading; he is an honest writer,
that loves the mass of mankind, and you see his character
in every page. I am so glad to like what he writes, and to
like himself, indeed, so much better than I ever expected
to do at one time. This is probably owing to both our
characters being mitigated. He has as great a dislike and
fear of radicalism as you have—this is a change in him.
In this country the radicals, as they call them, maintain in
politics the moral questions, and while that is the case, T
cannot help being of their opinion. [Does your brother
Stamford] mean to settle at Linley ? If he lives there he
must marry and re-people it again, or the shades of the
past will make it a too painful residence. How pretty the
little wood was covered with blue-bells in Spring ! but then
you and your sisters lighted the place up with a glory that I
shall not soon see again.

Adieu, my dear Anne, you never gave me cause to forgive
you for any neglect. From a busy person, such as you
are, with children that required your constant time, I could
not and did not expect answers to my letters. I found you
always the same when I saw you, and it was by that I took
the measure of your affection. Give my kind love to all
your girls, -
Ever yours most tenderly,

F. ALLEN.

Emma Darwin to her sister Charlotte Langton.
Gowsr StreeT, Friday (15 March, 1839].
My Charles has been very unwell since Sunday. We
went to church at King’s College and found the church not
warmed, and not more than half-a-dozen people in it, and
he was so very cold that I believe it was that which has
made him so unwell. We had Ellen Tollet to dine with us
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yesterday and go to the play, and I think it has cured
Charles; at least he is much better to-day, and he was very
much interested and clapped and applauded with all his
heart. It was the new play of Richelieu, and it was a
pleasant sight to see the pit crammed full of people listening
with all their ears. It is an interesting play and very well
acted, but Macready tottered and made himself too old;
and it was quite ridiculous when he was called for at the
end of the play he came tottering on, though not so much
as when he was acting.

I must tell you of our domestic troubles. I have a great
desire to part with the cook, and yet have no fault to find
with her but a general feeling that she is too cute, and is
rather making the most of us. I particularly wish not to
find out any dishonesty, that I may be able to give her a
character, and so I shall take courage to-morrow and tell
her she does not suit, and I hope she will take it quietly
and not require any explanation. Susan has heard of some-
body she thinks will do, and it will be quite refreshing to
have a countrified woman. I have rather a desire to send
off the housemaid too, but I have really no fault to find
with her but being vulgar and plain, and as she is really a
wery good servant, it would be foolish, for a whim I suppose.

T expect Charles to get quite fond of the theatre, but as to
dinners and parties he gets worse I think, and T don’t care
how few dinners we go to either. Drinking wine disagrees
with him, and it is so tiresome not drinking that he can’t
resist one glass. Next week we dine at Dulwich and go to
Blagrove’s concert, which I am afraid will be a great deal
too deep for Charles.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
GOWER STREET, Good-Friday [29 March, 1839].

« « . Thank you for your letter which came to-day. I
forgot to mention the basket. All the poultry was quite
fresh and Fanny says the turkey was excellent, and Maer
tongues are quite as superior as Hartfield pork. On Thursday
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Mr Sedgwick® called and was very pleasant; there is some-
thing remarkably fresh and odd about him. The Hens-
lows? come on Monday, and Charles is much more alarmed
at the thought of them than I am. On Monday the Lyells
dine with us; Tuesday we shall leave open for any public
amusement they may like to go to; Wednesday they dine
at the Lyells; and Thursday we all dine at Dr Fitton’s, if
they stay so long, so we have plenty of things cut out for
them. The cook is pretty good so T am not afraid about
the dinners.

Snow was rather naughty one day here, so after they
were gone to bed and she had been repentant, Fanny heard
her say to Bro., “ Oh Bro., I can’t bear it, turn your face
towards me, kiss me, Bro.” So Bro. cautiously asked, *“Is
your face wet with tears ¥’ However he turned and kissed
her which seemed to give her great comfort.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
UrpER GOWER STREET, Tuesday, April 2, 1839.

\

. I must tell you how our learned party went off
yesterday. Mr and Mrs Henslow came at four o’clock and
she, like a discreet woman, went up to her room till dinner.
The rest of the company consisted of Mr and Mrs Lyell and
Leonora Horner, Dr Fitton and Mr Robert Brown.®? We
had some time to wait before dinner for Dr Fitton, which
is always awful, and, in my opinion, Mr Lyell is enough to
flatten a party, as he never speaks above his breath, so
that everybody keeps lowering their tome to his. Mr

1 Rey. Adam Sedgwick (1785—1873). Fellow of Trinity College,
Cambridge, Woodwardian Professor of Geology and afterwards Canon
of Norwich. My father was taken by him on @ geological tour. He
tells how ick sent him to make independent observations, and
adds: “1I have little doubt he did this for my good, as I was too
ignorant to have aided him.

2 The Rey. John Stevens Henslow (179%1561), Professor of
Botany at Cambridge. My father, who was one of his favourite
SRiloy solls\ how av o odateradnats, b6 wes Mwestraakiat the
amount of his knowledge, and yet perfectly at ease with him, owing
to his i transparent. sinoerity of character and kindness of heart.

n (1780—1861), physician and geologist. Robert
Bmwn (1773—1858), Dotanist.
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Brown, whom Humboldt calls “ the glory of Great Britain,”
Jooks so shy, as if he longed to shrink into himself and dis-
appear entirely; however, notwithstanding those two dead
weights, viz., the greatest botanist and the greatest geologist
in Europe, we did very well and had no pauses. Mrs Hens-
Jow has a good, loud, sharp voice which was a great com-
fort, and Mrs Lyell has a very constant supply of talk. Mr
‘Henslow was very glad to meet Mr Brown, as the two great
botanists had a great deal to say to each other. Charles
was dreadfully exhausted when it was over, and is only as
well as can be expected to-day. There never were easier
guests than the Henslows, as he has taken himself off all
day, and she is gone out in a fly to pay calls, and Charles
and I have been walking in the garden. He is rather
ashamed of himself for finding his dear friends such a
burden. Mr Henslow is so very nice and comfortable that
it is & pleasure to look at him. It is said of him that he
never wishes to eat, but always eats everything offered to
him. The dinner was very good. . . .

Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
MaER, Tuesday Night [11 April, 1839].

.+ « To-morrow month you will be here which will soon
be here; and the fortnight, alas ! soon gone, but then there
will be your visit in August to look forward to next, and
my run up to you sometime.

1 went and had agood batch of gardening after the Hollands
‘were gone, planting a great patch of crocuses, in imitation of
Shrewsbury, in the grass, and sowing seeds; till at last a
feeling took me by surprise that I was doing it all alone and
for nobody else to take any interest in, and I took a fit of
sadness, which, however, will not come again, for one really
does take interest in the plants for their own sakes, and
one likes gardening like any other art for its own sake.
Moreover the little Spring bed is very gay and pretty. It
has been a real bright day to-day though with an east wind
still. . . .
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
MAER, Wednesday, 5 June [1839].

. . . I have been enjoying three weeks of Emma’s com-
pany. She and Charles stayed a fortnight here, and I went
on with them to Shrewsbury, Eliza [Wedgwood] kindly
taking my place here meanwhile; and the feeling that she
was procuring me a great pleasure, and the retirement,
made her, I think, quite enjoy her week. It was agreed by
all the members of the colony that Emma’s time was so
short she could not be spared to divide any of it amongst
them away from Maer, and that they would all come and
see her here, so that we had the whole of her visit. It was
rather spoilt by Charles being so unwell almost the whole
time of his stay in the country, and Emma not very well
herself. Charles got some of his father’s good doctoring
and is much better again, but I suppose he is feeling
the effect of too much exertion in every way during his
voyage and must be careful not to work his head too hard
now. His journal is come out at last along with two other
thick volumes of Capt. Fitzroy and Capt. King of the same
voyage, but T have not had time to read it yet. It isa great
pleasure to see Emma so entirely happy in her lot, with the
most affectionate husband possible, upon whom none of her
pleasant qualities are thrown away, who delights in her
music, and admires her dress. I quite agreed with all your
good advice to her on that head, and I even mean to dress
well myself, now the credit of the family rests on me.

You do give me some very nice doses of poison, dearest
Jessie, if T believed anything about them except that you
love me—but of the rest of what you say so beautifully, I
hope I do feel most gratefully the truth. There cannot be
a happier or easier task than making the lives comfortable
of my father and mother. There never were people who
gave so much and required so little. Indeed it often makes
me ashamed and touches me very tenderly to see my father
get up to pay me some little kind attention that would
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come so much more appropriately from me to him. We
have very seldom been only our own selves since Emma
went. Now I have had these three weeks of her company,
1 feel satisfied and think no more of her loss, and have got
rid of the fits of sadness that would take me sometimes un-
awares. The Hensleighs are coming down the end of this
month, and Hensleigh will return to town after bringing
them down, and I then mean to run up with him and see
Emma in her own house for ten days or so. The Hensleighs
have just taken a house four doors only from Emma, which
Emma very much likes. She will find it a great comfort,
for they are neither of them idle people to fall into the error
of running in and out at all hours. Charles goes to his own
room to work after breakfast till two o’clock, so that Emma
has a good deal of time to herself in the mornings, which I
should think very comfortable.

Mrs Josiah Wedgwood to her husband in
Gower Street.

My pEAR Jos, MaER, Wednesday, Dec. 11¢h, 1839.

I need not I am sure tell you how glad I was to
receive your letter yesterday, giving so good a report of
your journey and of the outlyers in London.

'We have not rejoiced in your absence nor “ rode Towzer,”
you are away, and the only visitors I have had
have been my little birds, who have found out my store of
suet. The principal is one Greater Titmouse, who had
nearly usurped the whole bracket and is so pugnacious that
he presents arms whenever one of the other little birds
presumes to show himself on the bracket. Jessie [Wedg-
Wwood] is & most welcome as well as agreeable third; she
came on Saturday, bringing with her the kind offering of a
little pig and I hope she will stay till we are tired of her.
Elizabeth gave me a fright last night by taking a hot bottle
to bed, lest it should burst and scald her, but I got reassured
by hearing that you used one almost every night without
injury, and I slept my usual good night.
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I have two commissions for you, the first to buy some
Dutch beef for grating; the second, a Magic Lantern to
make my court to the darlings here. You may bring these
two articles with you or send them by Elizabeth.

Ever yours, my dear Jos,
E. W.

Elizabeth went up to be with Emma for the birth of her
first child, which took place on Dec. 27th, 1839. Their
mother wrote:

My pEAR ELiZABETH, Maxer Harr, December 28, 1839.

T received your letter of good news yesterday with
great joy. It cost me a good cry, but such tears are precious
and I was very happy while shedding them. Remember
my love and blessing to both parents of the welcome
stranger, who will, I hope, be as great a comfort to them as
their predecessors have been to us. We have been guessing
at his name and have guessed Robert. So no more from
your affectionate mother, as Fanny has been so kind as to
promise a little gossip of her own in addition to this. Ever
yours, my dearest Elizabeth,

E. WEDGWOOD.

This is the last of Bessy’s letters in the Maer collection.
The handwriting is so changed from the beautiful penman-
ship of the earlier letters, that no one would know they were
by the same hand.

William Erasmus was an immense joy to both his parents.
My father took an unusual delight in his babies, and we
have all a vivid memory of him as the most inspiriting of
playfellows. Emma, as mother, was all that was tender
and comfortable. Her sympathy, and the serenity of her
temper, made her children feel absolutely at their ease with
her, and sure of comfort in every trouble great or small,
whilst her unselfishness made them know that she would
never find anything a burden, and that they could go to
her with all the many little needs of a child for help or
explanation. Our elder cousin, Julia Wedgwood, said that
in our house the only place where you might be sure of
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not meeting & child, was the nursery. Many a time, even
during my father’s working hours, was a sick child tucked
up on his sofa, to be quiet, and safe, and soothed by his
presence. Y d

My mother had ten children and suffered much from ill-
health and discomforts during those years. Many of her
children were delicate and difficult to rear, and three died.
My father was often seriously ill and always suffering, so
that her life was full of care, anxiety, and hard work. But
she was B“EBOM by her perfect union with him, and by
the sense that she made every minute of every weary hour
more bearable to him. And though her life could not but
be anxious and laborious, I think it will be seen by her
letters that it was happy as well as blessed.

I give here, at the outset of her married life, the best

i I have been able to draw of her character. It
must, however, be kept in mind that I am thinking of a
much later time, as my memories of her are naturally more
wvivid in her later-middle and old age.

These old letters speak of her as gay and merry, and [
have been told by old friends of hers that she had the
charm of abounding life and high spirits. When I re-
member her as she was in my childhood, it is as serene but
somewhat grave. The jokes and the merriment would all
come from my father. One can realise how heavy was the
‘burden of anxiety borne by her so calmly, from seeing what
deep effect it produced on her character.

Her charm is difficult to describe, but all who knew her
well, felt its power. A i at first i
ﬂﬂﬂl@lﬂ{o misunderstood what she was, and felt awed,
before spoke, by a certain reserved gravity in her ex-
pression. one thing I am sure,—that she was naturally

d. I mean that I have known those who impress one as
aving conquered their evil tendencies, but with her there
seemed no evil to conquer. Therefore, though she was the
most unselfish person I have ever known, there was no
trace in her ch. of the self: ion which is often
found in those who have had to struggle for unselfishness.
Hq tastes, her dislikes, her whims even, were all vivid and
vividly d, and her Ifish did not proceed
from any want of a strong personality. Everything about
her was wholesome and natural ; mdy it was impossible to
imagine her having an unkind or vain thought, nor can I
ever remember her making a harsh judgment.
Complicated characters, with a certain introspective self-
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consciousness, are generall )Z thought to be the most in-
mresﬁn%“ and hers was neither, yet intercourse with her was
always full of interest. Her judgment was good, and there
was about her a bright aliveness, and a many-sided interest
m the world in books and in poht.ms Her utter sincerity

hy to her opini and there were
de].\gheful surprises in her way of taking things. She had,
too, a happy enjoyment of fun or humour Jessie Sis-
mondi a&lg of her that she would “lark it through life,”
and this remained true in one sense. To the very end of
her eighty-eight years she kept an extraordinary youthful-
ness of mind. It was, I think, almost her most remarkable
quality. She never stiffened, and continued to understand
and sympathise with the joys, the pains, and the needs of
youth. Any little unexpected change in her daily habits
remained a pleasure to her, instead of becoming a pain as
it does to most old people. This youthfulness of nature
showed itself in all her enjoyments—in her delight at the
first taste of spring, and in her warm welcome of anyone she
cared for. She would hurry to the front door at Down,
eager for the first moment of greeting, or in summer weather
she would be on the little mound which overlooks the
entrance road, waiting to wave a welcome as the carriage
drove up. The contrast of this outspringing warmth with
her usual calm demeanour, made every arrival a kind of
:pecial festival and fresh delight which I shall never
orget.

She always made the most of the little pleasures of life.
I well recollect once calling her to the wmdow to look at
two blue titmice, who to be
way. They were playing leap- tmg over each other s backs
on the lawn, we supposed each trying to get first at some-
thing good to eat, and flashing blue.in the spring sunshine.
I remember thinking how nice it was to show her little
things, and that she would laugh and look with the kind of
enjoyment one calls girlish.

But her dignity o character was as remarkablo as her
light-heartedness. It would be impossible to imagine any-
one taking a liberty with her, or that she should let harself
be put in a false position. = As I have said, people were some-
times afraid of her at first—to my great surpnse—for 1o one
really was more or less in judg-
ment. Ttistrue that she ily wearied with tedi
in people, and would flash out agamst their tedium, the
never to themselves. But there was no malice nor shade of
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indness in these little outk ; and how the super-
ficial contrast with her real nature, her essential tolerance
and undemanding unselfishness, made this impatience
characteristic and entertaining. She was also impatient
of tedium in books and in seeing sights. I remember her
saying in fun that she could see a cathedral in five
minutes.

Another side of this impatience was the fact that she was
a little inclined to jump to conclusions, and did not always
thoroughly weigh all sides of a question. Also it was an
analogous quality that made her courage, of which she had
plenty, sometimes degenerate into rashness.

Nothing was ever a trouble or a burden to her, and she
never made much of difficulties. It was remarkable how she
infused this spirit into the household and made the servants
ready to co-operate with her, often even at great inconveni-
ence to themselves. She had a delightfully ready and

houghtful ity. Her kind and h were
fountains that never,ran dry, and if only a little alleviation
of any trouble was possible, she always did that little, instead
of thinking, as one is often tempted to do, that it is not
worth while. She was very sensitive, although her reserved
nature did not always let her show what she was feel-
ing. She told me once that she was troubled in the night
by remembering instances where she thought she had failed
in courtesy to someone. I have often thought over this
with ler, as 1 can never remember anything in her
behaviour but perfect tact and consideration for the feelings
others.

She had no sympathy with any i lity or over-
b of expressi implicity, even bareness of
manner, was more to her taste. But she rejoiced in the
expressions of my father’s love, though such expressions
would have been impossible to her self-contained nature.
There was about her a certain inability to cope with

, which was marked in the whole Wedgwood
group, notably in her sister Charlotte, but appearing more
or less in all.  The warm expressiveness of t}]):ne Allens and
Darwins thawed the silence and reserve of the Wedgwoods,
whilst they leant on the Wedgwoods’ sincerity and strong
common-sense. Their natures were complementary and
thus their many ties of affection were founded on an enduring

My mother’s calm strength made her the most restful
person to be with I ever knew. To the very last it was
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always my impulse to pour out every trouble to her, sure
that I should have sympathy, comfort, and helpful counsel.
She was a perfect nurse in illness. Her self-command never
gave way and she was like a rock to lean on, always devoted
and unwearied in devising expedients to give relief, and neat-
handed and clever in carrying them out.

She did not laugh much, but when she did her laugh had
a frank enjoyment delightful to hear. Her voice too was
sympathemc and plemnf, and she read aloud clearly and
well. The I of he hy never deadened. She
lived with her children md gra.ndch:ldxen in every detail
of their lives. But she was never a doting mother. She
knew what we were and never imagined we were perfect or
interesting to the outer world. I remember one little
speech 't true but still characteristic—** I do not feel my
sons are my sons, only young men with whom I happen to
be intimate.” It expresses one fact which lay at the root
of her happy relations with her children, grandchildren, and
ne, h:]:vs and nieces, her profound respect for their indi-

ualit;

But 1 think her most remarkable characteristic was her
l'l:solllte sing?]rityA In littlﬁltlu?gs and great t.hing; it was
the same. e was incapable of a or feigning
&g, Tho s thimge i 1 boss Niiats gty T
great things we are many of us sincere. For instance, in
answer to some visitor who remarked how interesting it
must be to watch my father’s experiments, she told the
sim le truth—that to her it was not interesting. She once

to my sister that when she married she had resolved
bo enter into my father’s tastes and thought she would be
able, but found it im; ible. He used to tell how during
some lecture at the British Association he said to her, “ [
am afraid this is very wearisome to you,” to which’ she
quietly answered, ‘“ Not more than all the rest.” He often
xg)oted this with delight. She was also quite incapable of

e weakness of pretending to care for things because it was
correct to do so. Few people would venture to say as she
did when speaking of Tennyson’s Queen Mary, *“ 1t is not
nearly so tiresome as Shskespere » It is fair to add that
some plays of Shakes given her gre: leasure.
Her favourite was M Ada nbmu Nothmg, bnt often
spoke of the charm of Imogen and Viola.

She had no strong taste for poetry, and though she read
much and widely, poetry filled but a small place. Still
there is a little book in which she copied out poems that
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and there I found the following verses from
ﬁimyhhlyuﬂthﬁﬁeymm

@& The Coamplete Work.of Charles Darwin Online:
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CHAPTER III
1840—1842

Tho illhealth. of Charles Darwin—The Sismondis at Gower Stroct
+iss Bdgeworth on Erua Darwin—Anne Elizabeth Darwin,
e o el Doddy a
Shregv::bm‘y—sumnndu fatad Ainess—The birth of Bdvnd

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

12, UrPER GOWER STREET, Feb. 7 [1840].

MY DEAR AUNT JESSIE,

It seems very odd to me that I should have been all
this time without writing to you, but I have been so helpless
and unable to do anything that I never had the energy to
write, though I was often thinking of it. Now I am quite
well and strong and able to enjoy the use of my legs and my
baby, and a very nice looking one it is, I assure you. He
has very dark blue eyes and a pretty, small mouth, his nose
I will not boast of, but it is very harmless as long as he is a
baby. Elizabeth went away a week too soon while he was
a poor little wretch before he began to improve. She was
very fond of him then, and I expect she will admire him as
much as I do in the summer at Maer. He is a sort of grand-
child of hers. . . .

Charles and I were both very much pleased at having a
visit from Papa, and he looked comfortable in his arm-
chair by the fire, and told us that Gower St. was the quietest
place he had ever been at in his life; and Elizabeth finds it
very quiet after Maer, though she had a little private dissi-
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of her own, dining and going to parties, but she has
‘a different sort of bustle at Maer.
* 1 was delighted to hear by your letter that your coming
to England was positively fixed, and I hope to catch you
here and at Maer. Charles and I had been planning to
get you to come straight to us when you came to town,
and I cannot tell you what a pleasure it would be to receive
both in my own house and show you my own dear
‘husband and child, but T have been telling him this morning
that while his health continues in such a very uncomfortable
state, it would neither do for him nor you. He has cer-
tainly been worse for the last six weeks, and has been
pretty constantly in a state of languor that is very dis-
tressing, and his being obliged to be idle is very painful to
him. He is consulting Dr Hoelland, but without much
good effect.

Feb. 10. Here is a gap in my letter, but I can find
time for nothing, as nursing and looking after the baby
fills up any number of hours. Charles has been better
again these three days, and I hope he has made a turn and
will continue mending, and that I shall have the happiness
of having you and my dear M. Sismondi with us. I should
see 50 much more of you in the mornings and at odd times,
and perhaps he would be going out more than you would
like, and then I should catch you. I have not forgotten
my happy stay at Paris, and the precious bits of talk I had
with you. Tt was a bright, happy time.

It is a pleasure in writing to you that one’s letter is
only seen by two, and one may say whatever comes upper-
most, and so I will be as egotistical as ever I please. It is
@ great happiness to me when Charles is most unwell that
he continues just as sociable as ever, and is not like the
Test of the Darwins, who will not say how they really are;
but he always tells me how he feels and never wants to be
alone, but continues just as warmly affectionate as ever,
50 that I feel I am a comfort to him. And to you I may
say that he is the most affectionate person possible, as
much o as your own Sis, and I am sure I could say no
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more for him. It is a great advantage to have the power of
expressing affection, and I am sure he will make his children
very fond of him. I have been pretty well coaxed and
spoilt all my life but T am more than ever now, so I hope
it does one no harm, but I don’t think it does.

I have no doubt it will be a painful moment to you
when you see Papa and Mamma at first, but I think you
will find that Mamma’s affections are much more alive than
when you saw her last, though I suppose her mind is cer-
tainly much weaker. She lights up occasionally very much
into her old self. Mr Cliffiord was very charming and nice
t0 her, and I think his visit at Maer was a satisfaction to
him. I was very glad to catch him, as I had been longing
to see him again these 20 years, and he was very much his
old self, only grown very old. I am glad you like Charles
Langton. It is a pretty part of his character his fondness
for Mamma. Charlotte told me that he seemed to see
through her into what she had been, more than she should
have thought possible in a person who had not known her
before. I am going this evening to take Fanny [Hensleigh]
and the children to see the illuminations for the Qneen’s
marriage. 1 am sorry the rabblement have such & rainy
day for seeing the fun.

I have been reading Carlyle, like all the rest of the world.
He fascinates one and puts one out of patience. He has
been writing a sort of pamphlet on the state of England
called “Chartism.” It is full of compassion and good
feeling but utterly unreasonable. Charles keeps on reading
and abusing him. He is very pleasant to talk to anyhow,
he is so very natural, and I don’t think his writings at all
so. Write to me soon like a good soul, and I never will
be so long again. Goodbye, my dearest. My best of loves
to M. Sis. The baby performed his first smile to-day, a
great event.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

My pEAR Eana, Sunday, SHREWSBURY [5 April, 1840].

You are a good old soul for having written to me
so soon. I, like another good old soul, will give you an
Wnt of my p di from the beginnis At the
station I met Sir F. Knowles, but was fortunate enough to
get into a separate carriage from that chatterbox. In my
carriage there was rather an elegant female, like a thin
Lady Alderson, but so virtuous that I did not venture to
open my mouth to her. She came with some female friend,
also a lady, and talked at the door of the carriage in so
Joud a voice that we all listened with silent admiration.
1t was chiefly about family prayers, and how she always had
them at half-past 10 not to keep the servants up. She
then charged her friend to write to her either on Saturday
night or Monday morning, Sunday being omitted in the
most marked manner. Our companion answered in the
most pious tone, ** Yes, Eliza, I will write either on Saturday
night or on Monday morning.” As soon as we started our
virtuous female pulled out of her pocket a religious tract
and a very thick pencil. She then took off her gloves and
commenced reading with great earnestness, and marking
the best passages with the aforesaid thick lead-pencil.
Her next neighbour was an old gentleman with a porten-
tously purple nose, who was studying a number of the
Christian Herald, and his next neighbour was the primmest
she-Quaker I have ever seen. Was not I in good company ?
Inever opened my mouth and therefore enjoyed my journey.
At Birmingham I was kept ing in the office three-
quarters of an hour in doubt, whether I could have a place,
and I was so tired that T regretted much that I took one.
However to my surprise the journey rested me and I arrived
very brisk at Shrewsbury. In the office at Birmingham I
Wwas aghast to see Mr J. H., an indomitable proser, taking
his place. He did not know me, as I found by his addressing
a chance remark to me, and I was instantly resolved on the
desperate attempt of travelling the whole way incognito.
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My hopes were soon cut off by the appearance of Mrs H.
with whom I shook hands with vast surprise and interest,
and opened my eyes with astonishment at Mr H., as if he
had dropped from the skies. Our fourth in the coach was
Mr Parr of Lyth, an old, miserly squire. Mr H. opened his
battery of conversation. I stood fire well at first and then
pretended to become very sleepy, the proser became really
80, 80 we had the most tranquil journey. Old Parr, the
miser, was sadly misused at the Lion, for he had ordered a
fly to take him home, and there was only one; and Mark
persuaded the man to take me up first, and gave a hint to
the porters to take a wonderful time in getting old Parr’s
things off the coach, so that the poor old gentleman must
have thought the porters and flymen all gone mad together,
s0 slowly no doubt they did everything, whilst I was driving
up with the most surprising alacrity. My father is appear-
ing very well. I have begun to extract wisdom from him
which I will not now write. . . .

I enjoy my visit and have been surprisingly well. I
suspect the journey and change will do me good. I have
begun like a true old Arthur Gride, making a small collec-
tion, and have picked up several nice little things, and have
got some receipts for puddings, etc., and laid down some
strong effectual hints about jams, and now you may send
the empty jars whenever you please.

Susan is very flourishing. Be sure you give Mr Hoddy
Doddy [the baby] a kiss for me. . . .

The following letter shows that mEniaﬁhet was not well

enough for my mother to have the happiness of receiving
the Sismondis in Gower St., but the house was lent to them.

Madame Sismondsi to her miece Emma Darwin.
TENBY, June 26 [1840].
. . . Your roof, my Emma, brought us good luck while
there, everything went to our hearts’ content ; be it observed
that Parslow! is the most amiable, obliging, active, service-

! Madame Sismondi’s hopes that Parslow would never leave us
were fulfilled. He stayed till he was past work, and then lived on
as an old friend and pensioner at Down, where he died in 1898.
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able servant that ever breathed. I hope you will never part
with him. Our good luck took leave of us almost the
‘moment we left. At the station, where confusion was worse
confounded, 150 persons running from one coach to another
as if they were mad, Sismondi and I among the runners, we
got our pockets picked and were left pennyless for the rest
of our journey, but for Fanny. At Reading® we very nearly
lost Fanny, and Sismondi by a trick detained the coach,
pretending he could not get down, and the coachman swear-
ing he must drive off, and I with my head out of the window
sereaming ““ Fanny.” . . . We began our voyage most agree-
ably, sitting causy in the carriage, till we arrived at the
great sea, when oh ! what a change!! waves washing over
us and pouring into the carriage in spite of the windows
up—wind, rain, horrors indescribable below, whither I was
soon driven. And then what groans and cries, not a sopha
or chair vacant. T lay upon the ground groaning too, and
that for nearly 16 hours. You may imagine the delight of
arriving. About one o’clock we heard, “ We are off Tenby,”
and in half-an-hour we were in Sad’s [Harriet Surtees]
delicious room—a fire (for it was very cold), fruit, flowers
and tea. None of us could sleep for joy, and every day since
I haye been in an ecstasy. I do little but look out of the
window at the coming and going sea, the bathers, the
walkers, the merry dogs, riders, and ass riders that cover
the shore. We are terribly becousined, there never was a
greater crowd collected together, and we have visits from
immediately after brealkfast till dinner at 5 o’clock, so that
it is hardly possible to do anything or to gossip among our-
selves till night. Harriet and I sleep in the same room and
are often found talking till 1 o’clock.
Give my love to your husband and my grateful thanks
his munificent reception of us, even when not there to
do the honours. 1 hope his silver will not suffer. I found
ho had left out wine also, in short I never saw such a Tecep-
tion, invisible as it was. It was like having entered an
! The railway stopped at Reading. It was continued to Bristol

in 1841. Presumably they went by coach from Reading to Bristol
and there took lhip:fylitﬁnyg in their own carriage.
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enchanted castle, everything was there before one wanted
it; you inspired your servants too I think. When I asked
for the washing bills, they said they had orders not to send
the linen to the wash till after we were gone. Is not this
your very mother ? and is it not conspiring against your
husband’s purse ?

I have just been down to ask 8. if he had any commands.
I found him in an ecstasy over your husband’s book. He
said it was the most attractive reading he had met with;
that notwithstanding his ignorance of natural history he
found the greatest interest in it, that it was written with so
much feeling, so good, so right a heart. . . .

In Maria Edgeworth’s published letters there is the fol-
lowing description of my mother. There had been a friend-
ship between the Edgeworths and Wedgwoods dating back
from the time of the first Josiah Wedgwood. In 1840
Miss Edgeworth was 73 years old. (Dec. 26, 1840): “ Off we
went to Mrs Debrizey’s, Mrs Darwin’s, Mrs Edward.
Romilly’s. Mrs Darwin is the oungest daughter of Jos
Wedgwood, and is worth; {oth father and mother;
affectionate and unaffect , young as she is, full of
old times. She has her mother s mduntly cheerful counte-
nance, even now, debarred from all London gaieties and all
gaiety but tlmt of her own mind by close attendance on her
sick husband.”

The life of watching and nursing, which was to be my
mother’s for so long, had now cut her off from the world.
London was no longer suitable for either of my parents and
they were beginning to think of moving to the country.

Madame Sismondi to her wiece Bmma Darwin.
CutNg, Jan. 26, 1841.

. If 1 had written to you ten days ago I should have
told you Sismondi was much better, but within that time
his hiccup has returned as violent as ever, and lasts the
whole day. He continues to work in spite of it all the

1 A Naturalist's Ve Kzluga round the World.
2 Sismondi's fatal illness began during their stay in England in 1840.
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morning, and he will walk out, but he will not see anyone
if he can help it. . . .

Lady Bulwer will not let go her correspondence with
Bis. He bears it with Christian patience. If he was to
publish his letters they would make a good quarto in the
year, his journal makes another, and he has completed a
thick vol. of his history since his return. I am interrupted
this moment by a letter from Patty Smith. She says her
sister Nightingale is near neighb to Ld. Pal
who regards Napier as a [second] Nelson. That notwith-
standing the great successes with which he [Palmerston]
will meet Parliament, anxiety has aged him ten years in
these last ten months.?

Give our united love to your husband and a kiss to your
child. Remember me kindly to Parslow. God bless you,
my dear little Emma.

It may be mentioned that the epithet “little > which
Jessie Sismondi often uses in writing to my mother does
not s::]:? to mhﬁmwﬁm& My mother was not little
physi , nor she the kind of playful or appealing
charm w{ich makes the expression suitable. i
ls‘nle!smnd child, Anne Elizabeth, was born on March 2nd,

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
12, UrpER GOWER STREET, May 9, 1841.

« - . Wo are thinking of going to Maer on the 1st June.
It will be delightful to find ourselves there but I rather
dread the journey for Charles. I wish he would let me
and the babbies and nurses go by ourselves and he by
himself, but he says it would look so bad he can’t consent
to that plan.

» Admiral Sir Charles Napier had distinguished himself at the

of Acre, in the war between the Porte and Mehemet Ali.

helping the Sultan against his vassal, at the risk of a war with

Was Palmerston’s polioy, which he had carried through with

loulty, against the views of the Court and of some of his
colleagues in the Melbourne cabinet.

o
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1 have taken to playing a little on the piano and enjoy
the feeling of health and being able to play with the little
boy and walk about and do what I like, without always
thinking about oneself which is very tiresome. Before my
confinement I could take so little notice of the little boy
that he got not to care a pin for me and it used to make
me rather dismal sometimes, but he likes nobody so well as
Charles and me now, but I think C. is the prime favourite.

I must tell you a nice thing of Erasmus as you used
not to like him, but it is a profound secret so you must not
tell anybody. The other day he wrote to Miss Martineau,
thinking that owing to her long illness she might be in want
of money, to ask if he could help her. He carried about his
letter in his pocket for some days without having courage
to send it; but he did at last and poor Miss M. was very
much gratified by it, though she would not let him help her.
She refused very nicely by openly entering on her affairs
with him and telling him exactly what she had, to show
him that she was not in want. She has nothing but what
she has earned. I am afraid she has little chance of recovery,
which I am very sorry for. Life was of great value to her,
though she seems resigned to quit it. She told him she
would let him know if she was in any distress. Goodbye,
my dearest aunt J. My best love to my dear uncle.

During part of their stay at Maer my father went Lo
Shrewsbury leaving my mother and the bal g
Willy (cslled Doddy) must have gone to Shrewsbury ﬁrst

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin at Maer Hall.
[SHREWSBURY, lst July, 1841.]

I will give you categorical account, and first for my own
beggarly self. I was pretty brisk at first, but about four
became bad and shivery. I was very desolate and forlorn
and missed you cruelly. But to-day I am pretty brisk and
enjoy myself. I think my father looking rather altered and
aged, though he and the two old chicks appear very well
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and charmingly affectionate to me. Doddy’s reception of
" me was quite affecting. He sat on my knee for nearly a
quarter of an hour, gave me some sweet kisses and snig-
gered and looked at my face and pointing told everyone
1 was pappa. Everybody seems to like him, they say he
is so meek and good. When I had had him for about five
minutes I asked him where was Mama, and he repeated
your name twice in so low and plaintive a tone, I declare
it almost made me burst out crying. He is full of admira-
tion at this new house and is friends with everyone and
sits on grandpapa’s knees. He shows me the different
things in the house—dear old Doddy, one could write for
ever about him. I am grieved to hear my father, who
is kindness itself to him, thinks he looks a very delicate
child. I felt quite ashamed at finding out, what I pre-
sume you did not know any more than I, that he has had
half a cup of cream every morning, which my father (who
seemed rather annoyed) says he believes is one of the most
injurious things we could have given him. When we are
at home we shall be able to look more after him. Only
conceive, Susan found him when he started in the carriage
with his stockings and shoes half wet through; my father
says getting his feet wet on the grass, when afterwards
changed, is rather a good than a bad thing, but to allow
him to start on a journey in that state was risking his
health. Last night Susan went into Doddy’s room and
found no water by his bedside. I tell you all these dis-
agreeablenesses that you may feel the same necessity that
I do of our own selves looking and not trusting anything
about our children to others.

I hope and suppose I shall hear to-morrow about your-
self and little Kitty Kumplings [Annie, 4 months old], who,
as I have several times remarked to myself, is not so bad
a girl as might be expected of Doddy’s rival. Give my
kindest love to Elizabeth and to Uncle Jos and Aunt Bessy.
Good-bye, my dear. Right glad I shall be to see you on
Tuesday.

Your affectionate, C. D.
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All through my father’s middle age, his large frame,
clear grey-blue eyes, and brown out-of-door looking com-
plexion, so deceived many of his friends that they :::Ie

apt to believe his ill-health to be more than 3
The following letter proves that even a keen gocto!’s eye
might have been at fault.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin, at Maer Hall.

[SHREWSBURY, July 3, 1841.]

. . . It seems natural to write you a scrap, though I
have not to thank you for ome. Rather severe I guess.
I was very well yesterday, and to-day am looking so well
that my father owned he should not have known, if I had
been a new face, there was anything the matter with me.

To-day at breakfast there was much scrattle talk, as the
annual account was wound up, which amounted to £1380,
£10 less than last year. Is not this marvellous, considering
my father’s personal expenses and presents, and everything
except his children’s allowances, are included in this ? A
thunderstorm is preparing to break on your head, which has
already deluged me, about Bessy not having a cap, “ looks
dirty ”—*like grocer’s maid-servant,” and my father with
much wrath added, ““ the men will take liberties with her,
if she is dressed differently from every other lady’s maid.”
T generously took half the blame, and never betrayed that
1 had beseeched you several times on that score. If they
open on you, pray do not defend yourself, for they are very
hot on the subject. . . . My father seems to like having me
here: and he and the girls are very merry all day long.
T have partly talked over the Doctor about my buying a
house without living in the neighbourhood half-a-dozen
‘years first. You never saw how the girls dote on Doddy,
they say he is the most charming of all the children. A frog
jumped near him and he danced and screamed with horror
at the dangerous monster, and I had a [bout] of kissing
at his open, bellowing mouth to comfort him. He threw my
stick over Terrace wall, looked at it as it went, and cried
Tatta with the greatest sang froid and walked away. . . .
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Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.
[CafNE, Sept. 17th, 1841.]

My nephew and niece Isa®! and her husband, passed
ten or twelve days with us before they left Geneva and I
enjoyed their visit. . . . We both like his honest, warm,
Welsh heart, Tory as it is, and I found Isab®. even more
than affectionate, she was tender, considerate, both of the
inconveniences of a small establishment as well as of Sis-
mondi’s unwellness. . . . They were but one day or two
at an inn here, yet in that day they invited Edward Allen?
to dinner and took him with them to Ferney, while Edward
and Adéle [Drewe], in a whole fortnight or three weeks,
never found one day to offer him a kindness, even a dish of
tea. It might be the difference of English and Welsh hospi-
tality, but that had its difference in warm and cold hearts.
I give you these little anecdotes to help my opinion for
which I know you will have no respect, “ Oh this is Aunt
Tnxy mnsy,’ that is the way she is wild after the last person

How ghd I am C. Darwin continues to mend, tho’ it is
butsoslowly. The illness of one destroys all companionship
when there are but two, and my way of life is become very
solitary. I hope as the autumn gives us cool weather I
may prevail on 8. to walk a little, which he does not now
at all. T am very glad indeed Erasmus is better, which is
very generous of me, for I am not fond of him, yet more
shame to me, for he is an excellent man, and I love much
your proofs of it. Miss Martineau was hyperheroic to refuse
4 pension ; not one in the nation would have been a sou the

pDuughter of Jolia Allen of Cresselly; she married Georgo Lort

of Lawrenn; P k.
* 2 Son of B: augly od 17.
3 Leigh Hunt encnbeu w Byron, who apparenc.ly invented this
word, Woulﬂ % mtend that Bm am called ‘enthusiasm’ Entoo

ar{lcombmahnn of lightness, mﬁ
lnd fervom' wmh ich he would pitch out that si
word from his lips, accompanied with a gesture to correspond,
Would really set beforo you the admirablo singer in one of his {thon)
eharacteristio passages of stage dialogu
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poorer and many would be the better for every little she
had, I take it. I forgot till now that S. asked for a bit of
my paper, so God bless thee, my little darling as well as
your Charles. Y

Why shame on my wife, if she thinks that is the place
T asked her to write, in less than a full page it is impossible
to me to put together my ideas. I may take a kiss from
you and send a God bless him to your husband, and that
is all, but Jessie has given you with her writing much more
pleasure than I could have done.

Charles Langton had found that he could not conscien-
tiously continue in the Church, and he and Charlotte came
to live at Maer. He was delightfull; mllmi:‘hnt Charlotte
should help Elizabeth in the care of her father and mother.
Jessie Sismondi wrote of him, “Mr. Langton i n indeed a
i;;:l of a 1 His to my own

was the premm thing I ever saw.” Their only
child, Edmund, was born on November 22nd, 1841.

Charlotte Langton to Emma Darwin, Fanny and Jessie
Wedgwood.

MAER, Tuesday [30 Nov. 1841].

I think I may venture without any harm to indulge the
longing I have to tell my dearest Emma, Fanny and Jessie
kowlthankthemnﬂmdemhfmmmyhmtfor thur
warm p ion in my happi: and tender
of it in all their letters. It is more than I deserve when I
recollect how utterly unfeeling I have always been about
young babies, and felt inclined to think it hard on the
mothers that they should not be prettier and more attrac-
tive. . . . Charles’s disappointment in its not being a girl
was completely swallowed up in other feelings, and I should
be most ungrateful if 1 had the smallest room left for a
regret about it. . . . I have not had a drawback or an
anxiety about the baby or myself, with the exception of a
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for two days lest I should not be able to nurse;
[pulled] thro’ so smoothly and I do feel most
Wud Charles’s great happiness, and now I
Edmmuh,mydmﬁo,whhhndswhvo
Ever your affectionate sister, C. L.
some ten years after Charlotte’s
most intense joy, and the Allen aunts

e at the ts of Charlotte with a bab;
,asonmEliubﬂhuns

@ The Complete Wark. of Charles Darwin Qnline.
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CHAPTER 1V
-« 1842
A Bevo!nﬁon at Genevl—’l‘nhng' uh.ildmn to the
Charles S TR
Emm at _Gower Shwrp—Emmt at Maer—The death of
Sismondi—Jessie moves to Tenby.

S1sMONDI was now seriously ill and Jessie’s life was full of
sadness and anxiety. Her deafness interfered with her
enjoyment of society, and she and Sismondi were miserable
at the revolution which broke out in Geneva. Finding he
could neither guide nor stem it, he was arranging to leave
Geneva and return to Pescia.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CuiNE, January 11th [1842].

. Public events have come nearer me and disturbed
me more than ever they did before. The storm is passed,
but no one yet can tell the ravages it will have made. The
Constituante continues its sittings daily, but Sismondi has
given up attending them and I imagine will be dismissed
if he does not dismiss himself. The Radicals are now
attacking the national Church, and the Methodists and
Catholics unite with them, so that there is little hope but
that it will fall with the Constitution, and the Academy
after that, in short everything of the old Geneva will be
effaced from the earth. There are no concerts, balls, or
soirées among the Genevoises, one meets no one in the
streets or shops. It is exactly as if half the town were
dead and the other half in mourning. The evil they have
done me individually, and after all one’s patriotism,
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humanity, general good, &c., is nothing in comparison, is
to up-root me from hence, and send me to Pescia, and I
shudder to think how unhappy it will make me. My eye
has rested so long with such intense admiration on these
mountains and lake, they have become friends, family, and
country to me. I have formed here valuable friendships,
and from time to time I see my loved country-people and
‘gometimes my family; in short, I have built here my poor
little remnants of happiness and wish I may not break my
heart in leaving.

‘We are going to dine by and by with the Gr. Duchess®
—but how that will agree with Sismondi is a doubt that
prevents my enjoying anything in the outing line, and then
there is not much to enjoy except a little variety. To
seduce 8. out, he is always promised that he shall meet no
one or but one. This does not suit me at all, as I can do
nothing and hear nothing in general conversation, but
thrown by numbers into a téle-d-téte I can still bear my
part as well as another.

You ask me for a list of French books. While S. was
writing Louis XIV I went through memoirs and letters of
those times innumerable. There is a new edition of Mme
Sévigné, 12 octavo vols. of which I read every one, and
mlx delight, but, the greater part of those you have read

100 often. Mme de Simiane’s letters are worth reading,
but in hers one perceives the contrast of the bel esprit of
the Province and one of the Capital. Tt shows what Mack.
used to say, the necessity of position to letter writing. . . .

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
[1st Feb. 1842.]

« « .« Iwent in with the Hensleighs to the pantomime for
the fun of seeing the children’s pleasure. The first thing
Was the most dreadful blood and murder thing with a gibbet
on the stage, and I thought it would be very bad for Bro’s
dreams, however, he stood it, and even the pistols going

* Grand Duchess of Wiirtemberg, sister of the Czar Nicholas T.

VoL. 11, 5
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off very well. Poor Erny put his head down on my lap
whenever he expected any firing, or whenever the chief
comic character, a beadle with a very red face, was on the
stage, whom he seemed to think quite as alarming as any
of the murderers. The second piece was more cheerful and
when we came to the pantomime Snow and Bro were in
extasies and so sorry when it ended at near 12 o’clock. I
was surprised at the extreme innocence of even Snow’s
questions. ¢ Whether they were really killed ¢ (I forget
tho’ whether that was Bro or not) “ whether the wicked
Squire was really a bad man ?” and many discussions as
to whether Mrs Sanders, the waxwork woman, was nice or
not, and they thought all the women so beautiful. If you
will have dissipation for children, they certainly enjoy a
play ten times more than anything else. The first play
ended by the military coming over a wall and shooting
almost all the characters dead, to our great relief. It was
at the Tottenham theatre, very low.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.
12, UrpER GOWER STREET, Feb. 8th [1842].

. . . I came up the other day from Maer by myself and
minded it no more than a drive to Newcastle. Everybody
was civil and gentlemanlike and the policemen at the
stations are very obliging. I enjoyed my week at Maer
heartily. Charlotte was very much occupied with her baby,
and Charles still more so I think; indeed Eliz. says she thinks
she never saw a woman so fond of a baby as he is. I wish it
had been a girl for I think Charlotte’s gravity and want of
looking at the hopeful side (just like my father) will make
her too anxious about a boy. I often fret my soul about
our little boy, which is a great waste of fretting, for I dare-
say he will be a very good boy, but all men go through an
awful ordeal at school and college. It is only wonderful
what good souls they turn out after all. At any rate I had
better put off my fret for 10 or 15 years.
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Last night Charles was at the Athenzum Club to give his
yote for Eras, who was to be balloted for and who came in
triumphantly without one black ball. They have soirées
every Monday evening, and as all the literary and scientific
men in London are in the Club they must be very pleasant,
and I hope C. will soon be able to join them, but he is quite
knocked up to-day.

The London air has a very bad effect upon our little
boy’s v’s and w’s, he says his name is “ Villy Darvin,” and
“Vipe Doddy’s (which is his pet name) own tears away,”
&e.

1 am rather alarmed about America going to war with
us, but if it is about the right of search, or not giving up
the slave in the “ Creole,” it will be in a good cause at any
rate. That wicked Thiers seems trying to do all he can in
the way of mischief too, about the right of search. Charles
went to meet Baron Humboldt at breakfast at Mr Murchi-
gon’s, which he was very anxious to do, as he admires him
8o very much. He paid C. some tremendous compliments,
and talked without any sort of stop for three hours, so that
he is not agreeable. .

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
SEREWSBURY, Tuwesday [March 1st or 8th, 1842].

+ + « I have been telling all about Doddy and Annie,
and they like hearing everything. Catherine gives me up
as a moral teacher, after I have told her of my

pitting Doddy to shew fight to Johnny! and after my
trying whether Doddy or J. should have last blow. Katty
declares she shall always say 1 was once a good father.
They think I probably misuse you very much, otherwise
you never could be quiet while I teach my son such pranks.
« I enjoy the looks of cleanliness and freshness of every-
ﬂllllg and I wish you were here to enjoy them. The
erocuses are looking quite brilliant. Tell me all about the

1 The Harry Wedgwoods® eldest boy.
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chickens, if you are well enough to scribble a bit. Give
my best love to Elizabeth and tell her I expect to see her
when I return. She must not leave you a desolate widow.
Good-bye, my dearest. s

1 was quite right in saying your scratched out passage
would give them plenty of work. Catherine, after having
drawn a chair to the window, cried out (as Susan says):
“ Here is my work for the morning.” She first ascertained
which were false tails and which real; she then found that
many false Hs had been introduced, which made her suspect
some word beginning with H. was unporhmt and then on
the principle of she d “corn law
rhyme,” and so guessed the whole. Marianne wrote by
return of post in a transport of curiosity to know what it
meant. No doubt she well knew that the perseverance of

Shrewshury was not to be baffled.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Sunday [SHREWSBURY] [probably 13 March, 1842).

My pEAR Emwma,

I must go on complimenting you on your letters; it
makes me quite proud, reading them (with skippibus) to
my Father and Co. . . . I know well you are rather a
naughty girl, and do not pipe enough about your good
old self. The other day my Father and all of us united
in chorus how much pleasanter the piping strain was than
the heroic—remember that, though I wish 7 could remember
it less.

I have beg\m my leteer rn.tber latn, IB 1 and Caroline
have been which
are much less than I axmclpa.ted. I wxll give a short
journal: on Friday I walked beyond Skelton Rough, to-
wards Ross Hall—an immense walk for me. The day was
very boisterous, with great black clouds, and gleams of
light, and I felt a sensation of delight which I hardly ever




1842] Charles’s Delight in the Country 69

to experience again. There certainly is great

in the country even in winter. This walk was

pather too much for me, and I was dull till whist, which

1 enjoyed beyond measure. We sat up talking till  past

10. . . .

" 1 think I have picked up some notions by our education-

fights; Caroline is enthusiastic about M. Guizot, and says she

in all his directions. . . . I have just re-read yester-

day’s letter: your account of your economy in fires and

i amused us much. A nice item the new taxes

will be—I calculate about £30 per annum; I have half read

Sir R. Peel’s great speech, it strikes me as very good, and

it is very interesting. I am sure I have sent you a dull
enough letter to-day, so good-bye, my pattern wiieAC 8

The income-tax, now imposed for the first time since the
ﬁe.ﬁ war, was 7d. in the pound. £30 at this rate would
the tax on an income of £1,030.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.

12, UrpER GowEr STREET [April 2, 1842].
My peAREST AUNT JESSIE,

I should not have left your charming long letter so
long unanswered if I had been brisker and not so stupid.
I sympathize with all your painful feelings at breaking up
«all your establishment, and not the least painful one to me
would be leaving your little cat. But I trust that your
chief comfort will be to find that a complete change will be
of the greatest service to M. Sis. . . . My little Annie has
taken to walking and talking for the last fortnight. She
is 13 months old and very healthy, fat and round, but no
beauty. Willy is very much impressed with his own
generosity and goodness to her. . . .

We don’t mean to move this summer, which you will
ﬂunk a good thing—my inclination for the country does
not diminish though. Charles is very busy finishing his
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book on Coral islands, which he says no human being will
ever read, but there is such a rage for geology that I hope
better things. Will you give my kindest love to my Uncle
Sis. 2 God bless you, my dearest Aunt J.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin (at Maer).

Monday Morning [ May, 1842].

. On Saturday I went in the City and did a deal of
printing business. I came back gloomy and tired; the
government money has gone much quicker than I thought,
and the expenses of the Coral volume are greater, being from
£130 to £140. I am be-blue-deviled. I am daily growing
very old, very very cold and I daresay very sly.! I will
give you statistics of time spent on my Coral volume, not
including all the work on board the Beagle. I commenced
it 3 years and 7 months ago, and have done scarcely any-
thing besides. I have actually spent 20 months out of this
period on it! and nearly all the remainder sickness and
visiting ! 1! Catty stops till Saturday; notwithstanding
all my boasting of not, caring for solitude, I believe I should
have been dreary without her. . . . Yesterday 1 went at
2 o'clock and [had] an hour’s hard talk with Horner on
affairs of Geolog. Soc., and it quite knocked me up, and this
makes my letter rather blue in its early stages. After long
watching the postman your letter has at last arrived. You
cannot tell how much I enjoy hearing about you all. How
astonishing your walking round Birth Hill; I believe now
the country will do you good. What a nice account you
give of Charlotte’s tranquil maternity. I wish the Baby
was livelier, for liveliness is an extreme charm in bab-chicks.
Good-bye—TI long to kiss Annie.

C.D.
* An allusion to one of Harry Wedgwood’s verses—an epitaph on
Susan Darwin,

Here the bones of Susan lie,
She was old and cold and uly
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Madame Sismonds to her wiece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
CuiNE, 8th June [1842].

. . . Sis has corrected ¢ sheets of his last Vol. 29th, and
written a conclusion which I think wise, and very touching
—excusing himself from going as far as he had promised,
by declaring his inability from suffering, and describing the
hard struggle he has made to make his work complete.
He judges himself modestly, yet conscious of his merits;
he speaks of his unflinching truth, his strict morality, his
impartiality, his scorn to flatter any nation at the expense
of those virtues, but declares that he has not worked
20 years for a people without becoming attached to them,
that he loves the French (I think that is visible enough
without his saying it), but it is not sufficient for their grasp-
ing vanity. The prize Gaubert was refused him on the
ground of his enmity to the French and to the Catholic
religion. It is the fashion now in France to be very
Catholic without a spark of religion. I think S. never
wrote anything better than those few pages of conclusion.
There is ly in the simul-
taneous dmappeamnoe of all, who for these last 20 years,
have worked together at that history. The author himself
driven from his labour in sight of the goal, only one Vol.
more and his task was done, his bookseller and faithful
friend, Mons. Wustz, who read over and made his observa~

" tion on every sheet sent to him for printing, died this week
unexpectedly; his printer, Mons. Crapelet, a friend too,
and who has worked for him 30 years, correcting himself
the proof-sheets before sending them to S., retired from
business just at the same time from broken health, and
without having made his fortune after 30 years’ indefatigable
labour. He too goes into Italy to recover, if that is pos-
sible, but when physicians send away it is but the knell
of death, the avowal they can do nothing. He talks, poor
fellow, of meeting us there. . . .
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Sismondi died June 25, 1842, at Geneva. Fanny Allen
wrote: “There seems a greater destruction of the living
principle in Sismondi than in that of any person I ever
knew ”’; and many years later: “I am still reading with
continued interest and pleasure Sis’s letters, but they
bring me a painful reproach that I did not value him
as he deserved living; but this, alas! I might say of
everyone almost whom I have lost. I find my life one long
regret when I look back on it.” She had not always be-
haved well to him in old days, so that it is fair to show
that after his death she came to a juster estimate of his
character.

/

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.

CHENE, Sept. 10 [1842].

. . . Nothing you could say would give me pain, dearest
Emma. You have no allayed feeling to awaken up; my
sorrow never slumbers but when I sleep myself. I am
astonished I can, but I do, and eat and am well, and he
gone whom I thought I never could survive. He so filled
every instant of my life, that now my feeling of desolation
passes all description, but that must necessarily be. If I
can but keep off the monster despair, which at times ap-
proaches so near it makes me tremble, I shall learn to
bear my own deprivation, and if at my age it weans me
entirely from this world and makes me pant for that other,
there is no harm done. If I could but have Mrs Rich’s
fum faith that he has only passed from the visible to the
invisible world, and already lives and is waiting for me, oh
what happiness it would be. With what impatience I
should endeavour to make ready.

I am told you have bought a place in the country where
you mean to lie in. You must not think of writing to me
in your present infirm state, but I long to know you like
it, and will be happy in the change. You know that I
have agreed to return with Harriet and Eliza next month.
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1 carry with me too sick a heart and too wearisome a deaf-
ness to repay their affectionate reception, and would rather
hide myself from my friends, as a poor dying dog does,
‘than show myself to them. But to my purpose in writing.
1 am always flying off to my complaints, and I am most
ungrateful to murmur, for I have many mercies from
heaven to be grateful for. My very grief is precious to me,
and I would not change it. Like Ld. Southampton of his
gon, “I would not change my dead husband against any
living one,” then why complain ?

Sismondi wished you to have hig Miltons, that his dear
Mr Jos, as he used to call your father, gave him, and he
said, “I would give my Camoens to Mr C. Darwin if T
found any way of sending them to England.” Now I shall
send off a box of books for myself, tell me if I shall put in
any other books for you ? I have all the English classics,
which your father gave me, is there any of them wanting in
your library ? God bless my dearest niece.

Jessie came to England after winding up Sismondi’s
affairs in Geneva and decided to live with Harriet Surtees
at Tenby. Fanny Allen wrote (Feb. 8, 1843):

“It was a satisfactory visit which T paid to Jessie and

iet. I am convinced the former is as happy and
comfortable as it is reasonable to expect she could be
within a year of the loss of a person who loved her so
entirely and passionately as Sismondi did. She told me
that she was surprised herself how calm she was. She had
suffering and perhaps a violent burst of grief in the course
of a few days, but that in the intervals she is frequently
without effort. She is very much engaged every

, reading and taking out or copying things from

his journals that might serve Sir F. Palgrave for his work,"
or which must be erased from his journals, as they are to
be placed at Pescia with the Desideris. I think Jessie is
ing an idol of him now; it is her nature to do so. It
odd to me that when she was mentioning circum-
stances which required an indulgent feeling for his weak-

! An article on Sismondi by Sir Francis Palgrave, the historian,
Vol. 72, Quarterly Review, 1843, i



74 A Century of Family Letters  [cBA®.1v

nesses and prejudices, Jessie was quoting them almost as
oracles of undisputed truth.

Emma Allen ibes how much Jessio suffers from the
* humiliation ” of her deafness, but adds, “‘I would advise
all who love her not to be afraid of coming near her, she has
such a power of loving and of exciting love that some way
or other I always find it good to be near her.”
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CHAPTER V
DOWN

Doyn—The dangerous illness of Josiah Wedgwood—The death of
Emma’s third ohild—A visit from Snow, Bro, and Emy—The
children get lost in the Big Woods.

For some time my parents had felt a growing wish to live
in the country. Their health made London undesirable in
many ways and they both preferred the freedom and quiet
of a country life. They decided to buy a country-house,
but out of prudence resolved upon not going beyond a
moderate price; and, as they also wished to be near London,
there was a weary search before they found anything at
all suitable. In my mother’s diary under the date
i;l{ 22nd, 1842, there is the entry, *“ Went to Down,”

this must have been her fist sight of her future home.
It was bought for them by Dr Darwin for about £2,200,
and the purchase was quickly completed, for they moved
in on September the 14th.

‘was then ten miles from a station, and the whole
neriﬁomhood, though only sixteen miles from London
B , was entirely rural. To the south there were miles
of copse, now cultivated as fruit grounds. My father was
deliaghd with the varied hedges and many flowers of a

. district, and this charm, which would be slight in
‘Hhhwi!yes‘of some, helped to decide the purchase of Down
ouse,

The house was square and unpretending, built of shabby
bricks, which were afterwards stuccoed, and with a slate
Toof. Tt faced south-west, and stood in about 18 acres of
land. It was of moderate size when bought, but was
gradually added to, and became in time capable of holding
& large party. The rooms were pleasant to live in, both
drawing-room and dining-room large and roomy, but en-
tirely unpretentious, and with sashed windows down to the
ground. Tts principal charm was a row of fine lime-trees
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on thewmdthehounmdahrtdl:wn,vhhhw
dinpnnh.lov.luzu:eﬂa'u\ made a brilliant
com the windows. The house became oovared with
reepers, and ies and d it, except
!mmtholonth where there was an open field. A group of
walnuts, oh«rhl,tﬂdﬁoohhﬂnngwintheﬂnldwm
house, and a few ashes and other trees further off. There
was no extensive view, only a little peep of distant wood-
land. Tt stood high on the rolling cultivated chalk downs,
and must have been bleak enough at first. In south-west
gales one could sometimes taste the salt on the drawing-
room window-panes, although the sea was forty miles lwlzz’
An immense pollarded beech of a mushroom-]
lhape,mnwk mouboundaryhodge,m-ohrw

Man; are more beautiful and varied but few

could have a greater charm of repose, and nowhere do I
know one where it was so pleasant to sit out. Theﬂower-
beds were close under the drawing-room They
were often untidy but had a particularly pyandmied
effect. On the lawn were two yew-trees where the children
had their swing, and behind a bay-tree there was a large
heap of sand for them to dig in. geyandthemo!hmo—
treenwuzheorohnrd and a walk bordered wif

there was a little summer-house and an old t,mdvhuh
the sand was dug which gave it its name. The walk on one
side was always sheltered from sun and wind, whilst the
other was sunny, with an outlook over the quiet valley on to
the woods beyond. The view had the cl c and
somewhat melancholy charm of a chalk country—waterless
uninhabited valleys, bleak uplands, with occasios ym
in the Andhuemdthmsvhlwchnlkpt« .li
brother in lb]coimyflthuwmh he Sand-W:

was our y-gw\md as children, :ndhcvwnounmmnlly






76 A Century of Family Letters  [cuar.v

on the west of the house and a lnrg:edl:wn.ndv:hio)a sloped.
made a brilliant

creepers, ltered it, except
from the south, where there was an open field. A group of
walunts, cherries, and Scotch firs grew in the field near the
house, and a few ashes and other trees further off. There
was no extensive view, only a liftle peep of distant wood-
land. It stood high on the rolling cultivated chalk downs,
and must have been bleak enough at first. In south-west
gales one could sometimes taste the salt on the drawing-
room window-panes, althongh the sea was forty miles away.
immense beech of a peculiar mushroom-]
shape, which grew in oun hedge, was a charac-
teristic landmark.

“ate more beautiful and varied but few

g

12

to the -Walk in connection with my father, my
earliesi recollections coincide with my latest: it shows how
unvarying his habits have been. . . . He walked with a
swinging action using a stick heavily shod with iron which
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he struck loudly against the ground, producing a rhythmical
click which is with all of us a very distinct tion.””?

The village of Down was a quarter of a mile to the north
of our house. It was a pleasant little village of one street.
The church was built of flints with shingled roof and spire,
and with fine old yews growing in the churchyard. I quote
here these passages from an account of Down written by
my father:

1843. May 15th.—The first peculiarity which strikes a

unaccustomed to a hilly chalk country is the valleys,

with their steep rounded bottoms, not furrowed with the

smallest rivulet. Their sides near the summits gener-

ally become suddenly more abrupt, and are fringed with

narrow strips, or, as they are here called, “ shaws * of wood,
gometimes merely by hedge-rows run wild. . . .

In most countries the roads and footpaths ascend along
the bottoms of valleys, but here this is scarcely ever the
case. All the villages and most of the ancient houses are
on the platform or narrow strips of flat land between the

valleys. Is this owing to the summits having
existed from the most ancient times as open downs and the
valleys having been filled up with brushwood ? I have no
evidence of this, but it is certain that most of the farm-
houses on the flat land are very ancient. . . .

Hauly all the land is ploughed, and is often left fallow,
which gives the country a naked, red look, or not unfre-
aumtly white, from a covering of chalk laid on by the

. Nobody seems at all aware on what principle fresh
chalk laid on land abounding with lime does it any good.
however, is said to have been the practice of the country
ever since the period of the Romans, and at present the
many white pits on the hill sides, which so frequently
a picturesque contrast with the overhanging yew-

trees, are all quarried for this purpose.

The number of different kinds of bushes in the hedge-
Tows, entwined by traveller’s joy and the bryonies, is con-
spicuous compared with the hedges of the northern counties.

March 25th [1844 2]. The first period of vegetation, and
the are clothed with pale-blue violets to an extent
I have never seen equalled, and with primroses. A few
days later some of the copses were beautifully enlivened

R 1 i WOoO! and a white
a. Again, subsequently, large areas were brilliantly

1 Life and Letters of Charles Darwin, pp. 109, 115.
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blue with blue-bells. The flowers are here very beautiful,
and the number of flowers; the darkness of the blue of the
common little Polygala almost equals it to an alpine gentian,
There are large tracts of woodland, [cut down] about once
every ten years; some of these enclosures seem to be very
ancient. 811 the south side of Cudham Wood a beech hedge
has grown to Brobdlgmgmn size, with several of the huge
branches crossing each other and firmly grafted together.

Larks abound here, and their songs sound most agreeably
on all sides; nightingales are common. Judging from an
odd cooing note, something hke the pumng of a cat, doves
are very common in the woods.

The move to Down was made on the 14th Sept., and my
mother’s third child, Mary Eleanor, was born there on the
23rd Sept., 1842, and died on the 16th Oct.

Emma Darwin to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.
Dowx, Wednesday [20 Oct. 1842]).

Thank you, my dearest Fanny, for your sweet, feeling
note. Our sorrow is nothing to what it would have been
if she had lived longer and suffered more. Charles is well
to-day and the funeral over, which he dreaded very much. . . .
T think I regret her more from the likeness to Mamma,
which I had often pleased myself with fancying might run
through her mind as well as face. T keep very well and
strong and am come down-stairs to-day.

‘With our two other dear little things you need not fear
that our sorrow will last long, though it will be long indeed
before we either of us forget that poor little face. Every
word you say is true and comforting.

1 think this letter, so simple and sincere, reveals her
nature—at any rate it recalls her to me, just as she was,
in a way I cannot describe.

Josiah Wedgwood, after a long failure in health, had a
dangerous illness this autumn.
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
Bept. 23, 1842.

. . « My father took me for you just now and smiled and
gaid, “ Why how did you get leave to come down ?” I
don’t think I have seen him smile twice this two months.
If he can but regain a small portion of strength and be free
from that terrible shaking and restlessness, what happiness
it will be to see him. Hensleigh came down last night by
the 9 o’clock train. Jos is here and I have no doubt will
stay. He could not keep from tears at one time seeing my
father. I feel very anxious to hear that the Dr [Dr Darwin]
has not suffered. Nothing could possibly be kinder than
he was, and said he would come again at any time, but I
hope and trust there will be no need. He was quite affected
more than once. I feel very grateful to him for such an
exertion. Good-bye my dear Emma. We all feel almost
joyous to-day.

Madame Sismondsi to her niece Blizabeth Wedgwood.
CressELLY, Nov. 19 [1842].

« . . There is such hopefulness in your letter, my own
Elizabeth, that even when in sorrow yourself, they cheer
the soul. Do not let go this virtue for it is a great one.
I do not wonder it is placed among the cardinal ones
though it might well be thought more a gift than virtue,
It has been granted you to be such a comfort, support, nurse,
help, to him you love. In the busy part of serving so much
of thought and suffering is saved, there is something so
delightful to give a cup of cold water in time, or even turn
& pillow if wanted, that I cannot but think you blessed of
heaven, in thé long serving time that has been granted you,
and you continue still the object of my envy. You cannot
imagine how proud I feel that your dear father thought of
me in his extreme weakness, and pronounced my name.

I believe he was the man Sismondi loved best in the
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world, I know he was the one he thought highest of. He
was speaking even in his last illness of the natural attraction
he felt towards him, and lamented it was so little the mode
among Englishmen to write to each other. “Now,” he
said, “ T should have liked to have been in regular corre-
spondence with Mr Jos, but I did not venture to ask him,
I am sure he would not have liked it.” He then drew a
character of him with such warmth and truth I regret I had
not taken it down.

__In the autumn of 1842, Hensleigh Wedgwood had a long

s. Emma, to relieve the strain, took care of three of

his children, Snow aged nine, Bro eight, and Erny five.

These dnldten with her own two, Doddy aged three, and

Annie two, were sent out walking, under the care of a

nursery maid, almost a child herself. The result was they

all got lost in what we cslled the “ Big Woods ”—a mass

of hazel with 1 oaks, and d by narrow

footpaths. " 1t was wintry weather and snow was lying on
the ground.

Emma Darwin to her Sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
‘edgwood.
Sunday (Dow, 6th Nov. 1842].

++ . Snow will tell you of our agitation of the children
losing their way. I was afraid of nothing worse but their
all sitting down to ery together. They had only Bessy
with them, and Snow and Doddy missed the rest somehow
and she brought him home from more than a mile off,
dragging him along up to their ankles in mud. She kept
him from being frightened or erying and from crying herself,
and behaved like a little heroine. Charles and Parslow met
them a short way from home and learnt as much as Snow
could tell them of where the others were. They then found
that Bessie and Annie and the two boys had been enquiring
at a farm-house, and in about half-an-hour Charles found
them and took them in to the farm-house for a slight
refection, and got a man to carry Erny on his back and
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his arms and they all came home in very tolerable
Bro kept up his heart very well. It was in our
,hnﬁlhndg'venthmle&vetogoinboo\ldham
which was rash of me, and I have forbidden it in
1 was easy as soon as I saw Snow, as then I was
would be hunting after them. Poor Bessy had
ing Annie for three hours.

little nursery-maid, Bessy, was ill for a year
adventure. Elizabeth wrote: *‘We are all in

Mﬂltoaehﬂdinhheideaiﬁbmn;’ lost that
: she did not at any rate fall into great

Wedgwood to her aunt Madame Sismondi.

11 Nov. 1842.) Emma’s letter told a nice trait of Erny.

ad been quarrelling with Isabella about putting on a
coat, an old one of Bro’s, so Emma told him if
wear it every day she would give him a shilling.
ct day he came down in it and said, ““ I don’t want

ry of Erny and his shilling illustrates my mother’s
‘bribery. I am afraid it sounds immoral, but
it was so immoral as it sounds. There would

en any bribery as to any action which involved

on of right or wrong. No child would ever

kind to an animal, or to tell the truth. But
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CHAPTER VI
1843—1845

The death of Jobn Allon—Emma and Fauny Allen leave Cresselly—
Wedgwood's —Our nurse Bmdm—nennem
el pt. 25, 1845 Charien st Shrewsbury.
Sismondi_at Chéne—A visit to Combe F’lorey—Emml at Maor
azzini and Carlyle—George Darwin born July 9, 1845—
Tmprovements at Down.

JonN ALLEN, the brother so beloved by all his sisters, died
in April, 1843. Emma and Fanny Allen now left G‘esse
which Seymour, John’s eldest son, inherited, and omed
Jessie Sismondi and Harriet Surtees at their house in 1Jenby
Emma Allen wrote (May 4th, 1843): “ Among us four to
think and talk of him is no pain but all consolation. . .
In my most dear Henry his father’s sweet, affectionato
character is most observable. My love for him has had a
strong increase by seeing what use and comfort he was to
his dear father, What @ blessing and comfort Harry is to
me, Emma,” he said one of the last times he mentioned
him to me.”

Josuh Wedgwood, who had never really recovered from

his illness of the year, died peacefully
on July 12th, 1843. Emma was able to be at Maer,
in.}t,hough she was expecting the birth of her fourth child

Septem]

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My pEAREST EL1ZABETH, [July, 1843].
I feel it almost as necessary as breathing to me now,
to express to you my deep tenderness and feelings for you
at this awful time. Among all his children, who have loved
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4) him so well, it is to you, who must feel his death the most,
one naturally turns with the greatest pity. I do not

think the religious consolation comes immediately, but in
the meanwhile you have the sweetest earthly one, the

~ knowledge that you have been the most helpful, cheer-

' ful and affectionate child that ever father was blessed

~ with. .
- Poor Bessy! I feel for her that she cannot grieve for
‘him as she would have done in time past, the husband whom
she loved with such tenderness only a few years ago! to
my mind her life is sadder than death. . . .

My mother told me that she felt with Fanny Allen that
such a life was sadder than death, but that to Elizabeth
the remnant of her mother’s lovely soul remained her most

precious possession.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Souts Crirr Houss [Texsy], July 19th [1843].

.. . That I am thinking incessantly of you all just now
you will not wonder, and it is a relief to me to do something,
£ho’ it is in fact nothing. But when I have sent off a letter
io .you however insignificant, I feel lighter, as if I had helped
m a little. Every possible case presents itself to my

¥ mon in the constant thought I have of you, and

the fear Bessy might feel a sort of jealousy that

| is addressed to you, and nothing to herself, or that she

neglected, set aside as superannuated, and so some

Mﬂl feeling be awakened. Then by writing, I so fear

 her harm, to rouse her to a feeling that it is a mercy

' should lie dormant, that I do not well know what to do.

1 have at last resolved on writing to her and consigning it
to you. .

BB bave boen talking over your father’s incomparable

t0 us all our lives through, this morning at break-

- Not one of our obligations to him was forgotten but

|
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the most, the high moral atmosphere into which he intro-
duced us, if I may speak so affectedly, but no other phrase
that suits me so well presents itself. The moral standard
of Pembrokeshire was so low, how can we suppose we might
not have settled under it had we been left to ourselves and
to the country ? His was so high, so pure, so true and so
engaging by his exquisite modesty, that it was impossible
it should not have had its effect on us, tho’ we had been
born brutes. . . .

Madame Sismondi 1o her sister Mrs Josiah Wedgwood.
Wednesday [July 19, 1843].
(Enclosed in the letter to Elizabeth.)

DEearest Brssy,

Our common loss awakens so many grateful feelings
in my heart I cannot help writing to you, tho’ I know that
@ letter is rather a fatigue now than a recreation to you. . . .
I have often thought our ion with the dgwood
was one of the blessed circumstances of our lives, sent by
Heaven to raise our moral natures, if we had the wisdom
to profit by it. Some of us, I am sure have. Whether 1
have or not, I am sure I have never thought of Jos’s
brotherly affection to every one of us without a warm glow
of the heart—his open house to all of us—his ready purse
when we wanted help; dearest Bessy, if you had searched
the world you could not have found a husband who would
have been so kind and dear a brother to your sisters; and
you, who were always their stay, support, and sunshine as
it were, would not have been happy if you had not been so
seconded, seconded as he only could, I believe. My own
Bessy, we have so much to be grateful for, it would be sin
not to think of our many blessings and be thankful. When
we can feel gratitude to Heaven we are not far from
happiness.




© 1843-1845) Qur Nurse Brodie 85

I often wish now that I had made my mother talk more
about old times. I have theimpression that she shared in
the general reverence for her father’s character, deeply

_ loved, and was not afraid of him, but that it was her mother
who had the first place in her heart and life.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
TENBY, 9th Sept. [1843].

. . . Why sorrow should make us shy is inexplicable to
me, but I am certain it does. Is it that a strong feeling of
any kind keeps oneself in one’s own mind perpetually, so
that one cannot help feeling as if we were equally in the
minds of others, on the stage as it were ? Nevertheless T
begin to make progress. I felt I had when Harry [Allen]
was here the other day. In driving with him and talking
to him I felt as if I once more enjoyed something. He
coaxed me out in the prettiest way you ever saw, and was
like his own dear father in making me talk, and seeming
interested in what I said, enjoying with a gentle gaiety
everything, “ the air, the earth, the sky,” so that insensibly
e made you sympathize with him. . . .

_ I was born 25th September, 1843. There were now three
in the nursery.

- Emma Darwin to her sister-in-law Mrs Hensleigh
Wedgwood.

Dowx, Wed. [say Oet., 1843].
+. . We sent the maids to a concert at Bromley on
Monday, and it has done Brodie such a wonderful deal of
200d that if she could but get to a play or two, T think it
Would cure her. There have been many breezes in that
apartment, but I have told Brodie that I shall not keep

if she is pert to her, and matters have gone very
Smooth since. Very likely now Brodie is so poorly and over-
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done she may be cross herself, as she says she is indeed.
But whether she is or not, Bessy must put up with it. Iam
reserving a sledge-hammer for her the next opportunity she
gives me by pertness to Brodie. . . .

Brodie, our old Scotch nurse, was an invaluable treasure
to my mother and a perfect nurse to the children. Her
marked features were deelply pitted with smallpox; she
had carrotty hair, china-blue eyes, and a most delightful
smile. Her father, the owner, I think, of a small ship at
Portsoy, had been one of Napoleon’s détenus. I have the
impression that they heard nothing of him for ten long years.
She stayed with us till my sister died in 1851, and then
through grief quite lost her self-control, and, indeed, almost
her reason, and insisted on leaving. She made a little home
for herself in Portsoy in Scotland, from which she paid us
long visits, and remained our dear friend till her death in
about 1873. T can still see her almost as if she was before
my eyes, sitting in the little summer-house at the end of the
Sand-walk, and hear the constant click-click of her knitting-
needles. She did not need to look at her stocking, knitting
in the Scotch fashion with one of the needles stuck into a
bunch of cock’s feathers, tied at her waist, to steady it.
There she sat hour after hour patiently and benevolently
looking on, whilst we rushed about and messed our clothes
as much as we liked.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin in London.

Wednesday [SHREWSBURY, probably Oef., 1843].

. . . Why did you not tell me how your old self was ? be
sure and tell me exactly next letter. As for myself I am
very brisk and have just been paying a call upon Nancy,
and have been admiring her chatean, which really is very
nice. She showed me a letter from Aunt Bessy which came
with crockery, and Mme de Sévigné could not, I should
think, have written more prettily on such an occasion. . . .

I got into a transport over the thought of Doddy and
talked, like an old fool, for nearly an hour about nothing
else, and I really believe the girls sympathized with it all.
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I ended with protest that although I had done Doddy
justice, they were not to suppose that Annie was not a
good little soul—bless her little body. Absence makes me
very much in love with my own dear three chickens. . . .
You were quite right to send me sneers versus Mr Scott.
1 have amused them here with homeopathic stories. My
father observes that as long as he'can remember there has
always been something wonderful, more or less of the same
kind, going on, and there have always been people weak
enough to believe, and he says, slapping both knees, he
supposes there always will be, so that he thinks Mr Scott no

ter a fool than other past and future fools; a more
charitable belief than I can indulge in. By the way I told
him of my dreadful numbness in my finger ends, and all the
sympathy I could get was, “ Yes—yes—exactly—tut—tut,
neuralgic, exactly, yes, yes ! I”’ nor will he sympathize about
money, “stuff and nonsense ” is all he says to my fears
of ruin and extravagance. . . .

Blizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.
MazR, Tuesday [1844].

T think Willy [aged 4] must have the sweetest and most
affectionate disposition in the world. We are all charmed
with your anecdote of him, Aunt Sarah especially. I hope
he will keep his resolution always to comfy Annie, and T
daresay he will easily understand the distinction of
duties between himself and Charles.

~ He did not always charm his great-aunt Sarah. A few

later, to her horror and amazement, he expressed in

ce a fervent wish to have seen an accident which

was being mentioned—a dog run over by a train. She had

Mhnndcmba.nding of boy nature, or indeed of human
nature.
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Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Dowx, June 20 [1844].

. . . We came here yesterday, we three and Fan Hens-
leigh and her baby, filling a nice clean coach. I find even
the drive refreshing, how much more this pretty, brilliantly
clean, quiet house. The repose and coolness of it is de-
licious, let alone the sunny faces which met us so lovingly
at the door, amongst them Charlotte’s sweet one, un-
changed, and so young, I am continually confounding it
with Emma’s. This place and house I find exceedingly
pretty, the drawing-room is a charming one, and the dining-
room excellent. Emma, always the dearest little hostess in
the world, and without any extraordinary out-of-the-way
quality, is the most original little person in her way living.
1 rejoice greatly in getting this bit of Charlotte and finding
her so unchanged in every way, except the anxious mother,
and even anxiety with her is calm, concentrated, unobtrusive.

Fanny [Allen] saw Syd. Smith for half-an-hour in his
very handsome house, mad with spirits, saying he had even
now such an exuberance he did not know what to do with
himself for very joy. He was pressing Fanny to marry, and
recommended a lad of twenty to her. ... Lady Davy
told me she saw little of him, he was very rich, forgot old
friendships or never had any, and really his want of moral
feeling was painful, there was a time for all things, and it
was now become indecorous both his jokes and laughs. . . .

Very soon after the above letter was written Madame

Sismondi, accompanied by her sister Emma, set out for
Geneva and Chéne.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.
A CuENE, July 13th, 1844.
« . . I seem so near him here, that the separation does not:

appear so complete and terrible as when I was in England,
where all the regret for him seemed centred in my own
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heart. Here his name is in every mouth, and sorrow for

" him in every heart, as if he had died but yesterday. Here,
to00, every spot recalls some sweet memory of happiness and
love. I am too variable, and it is too soon to judge rightly,
but certainly as yet I am less unhappy here, for surely here
1 made him happy.

Bossi has written an article for the Almanack that pleases
me so perfectly, T really think he would be very capable of
undertaking the memoirs, but I am afraid to trust to my
own judgment, and I distrust his knowledge of a French
public, for whom they must be written.

On Tuesday in the boat from Vevay here, I began to
guffer almost more than I could bear, when our own familiar
mountains showed themselves. Bossi met us with his car-
riages at the boat, unobtrusively tender as he always is,
but when at Chéne I saw those stairs down which my Own
8o rapidly ran to receive me if I had but taken a walk
without him, I thought my heart would break. It swelled
80 a8 almost to suffocate me; but this first suffering over
1 became every day less unhappy. On Wednesday morning
as soon as I was awake I went to my beloved grave. It
was full of flowers and a crown of everlasting was placed
at the head. I recognised the Gr. Duchess in that. She
is here, and has sent every day with great tenderness to
enquire news of me, saying she would come to me as soon
a8 I could see her without too much emotion. I have
written to her, and expect her every minute. I love her,

- yet would much rather she had been at Berne. 1 wonder
M whether I do really love her, or can there be no amity
complete between the little and the great ? Locked in the
churchyard by this dear grave I pass my best hours. I
pray there more fervently and with more hope than else-
where; no one can see or hear me. I can call upon my Own
and talk to him as tho’ he lived. I am almost ashamed to
tell you, it must seem so weak, but one strong feeling I really
‘believe enfecbles the mind, and I am quite aware T must
take arms against it.
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My DEAR ELIZABETH, Comse FLOREY, Sept. 5 [1844].
After all the trouble you have taken about furbish-
ing me up fit for a fashionable visit, I owe you the earliest
results of my experiment not to let things prized by the
world slip from me when an opportunity occurred of my
taking advantage of them, and [thus] save myself from
future regrets. . . .

Sydney Smith read us this evening a pamphlet he has
written, or is indeed now writing on the Catholic Clergy of
TIreland, so clever, full of fun, good sense, and real eloquence
occasionally, that the evening has passed off very pleasantly,
and has recalled many a pleasant past hour of now nearly
forty years’ standing that authorises in my mind the extra-
ordinary exertion of a long journey to see them. Sydney
said to me at dinner to-day, “ It is now forty years I think
since we have been friends.”” So these things settle the
question of folly which overtook me this morning, and
I shall take the good and ill of the hour without a
question.

1 got here without any difficulty. The stop of nearly two
hours at Bristol was tiresome and disagreeable enough,
from thence we came to Taunton in an hour and a half.
The country is very rich, and this place is lovely. Sydney
was in the flower garden and gave us a hearty welcome.
Mrs Smith I find affectionate, but she is very unwell and
50 is Sydney, though it does not quell his gaiety. Luttrell,
the wit, was invited to meet Mrs L., the beauty, but he is
in the Channel Islands and there have been no tidings of
him. Rogers also was asked, but there has been some huff
in the case, and the Beauty stands alone as far as guests go,
though Sydney performs his part of talking gay nonsense to
her. She is very fashionable and handsome, and as vain as
you cannot imagine, though others may who have a spice
of the same quality. Yesterday Sydney, she, and I were
squeezed into a donkey-carriage to go round the grounds,
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d very pleasant Sydney was. To-day as we can’t get
wits, we are to have Somersetshire Squires, and Syd. says
 he is not responsible for them. . . .

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

‘WooncHESTER, Thursday [12 Sept. 1844).

(Her niece Lady Gifford’s house near Stroud.)
" 1 left the Smiths (true to my purpose of not exceeding
Pw.dﬁlm) yesterday morning. They have been kind and
and have p d their parts as hosts ex-
oudln,@y well; but these extraordinary efforts of 150 miles
to see people whom you are not in the habit of seeing very

, are beyond the warmth of my years.

The life at Combe Florey was very easy, pleasant, and
epicurean. Sydney is a gay and very happy man, and poor
Mrs Sydney is very nearly the reverse. I am convinced
‘that the wife of a wit is under the constant discipline of
~mortification. She has detailed ruder and more offensive
things done to her than I ever heard committed towards
anybody. It seems to me that in the gay world they com-
“ more offences against the decencies of society than in

3 classes, and yet they consider themselves as the
of les bienséances. Mrs L. did not intend to be rude,
M—y, but she did not show common attention to Mrs
‘who was unwell and infirm. She never sat a single
e with her in the drawing-room, but went below to
in the library, when she talked about the polka much
 than listening to him about anything. The power of
e woman is quite extraordinary over men, if she

a .
enjoyed your letter very much. Tt is very pleasant to
one’s letters, as we did at Combe Florey, in our bedrooms
o'clock in the morning. It was pleasant too to have a
bit of natural kindness and family affection to fortify oneself
with, before one joins a life in which every deep and serious

feeling was excluded. The Cecil Smiths were very civil.
{ m’ hastened their dinner-party to catch me, but I was
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inexorable to my day, being convinced that at Combe Florey
more than any place “ brevity is the soul of a visit.” . . .

T have been told by Miss Clarke, the daughter of a neigh-
bounng rector,’ that in so far as these letters give the
sresmon that Sydney Smith was no longer the kind friend
energetic helper of his parishioners it is unfair to him.
Het father and mother were intimate with the Smiths, and
she quotes a characteristic sentence from a note of his to her
father: ““ Pray give your servant a very gentle admonition
respecting leaving open garden doors. He left mine wide
open to-day, and the village pigs, mkmg it as an hint that
1 wished to see them, paid me a visit.”

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Sunday [SHREWSBURY, Oct., 1844).

. My visit is going off very pleasantly; and my father
is in excellent spirits. I have had a deal of “ parchment
talk,” as Catherine calls it, with my father, and shall have
a good deal of wisdom to distil into you when I return,
about Wills, &c. . . . My father says that Susan, the
evening before she went, was enthusiastic in her admira-
tion of you, in which you know how my father joins. I
did not require to be reminded how well, my own dear wife,
you have borne your dull life with your poor old sickly
complaining husband. Your children will be a greater
comfort to you than I ever can be, God bless them and you.
Give my love and a very nice kiss to Willy and Annie and
poor Budgy, and tell them how much I liked their little
notes, which I read aloud to grandpapa. I shall be very
glad to see them again. T always fancy I see Budgy putting
her tongue out and looking up to me. Good-bye, my dears.

C. DARWIN.

My mother paid a visit to Maer in February, 1845. Her
life was at this time almost entirely filled by the cares of
husband and children, and I think no reason less strong
than that of seeing her mother would have taken her from
her home life.

* The Rev. J. B. B. Clarke, Reotor of West Bagborough.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin at Maer.
My pEaR W, [Dowx], Monday night, Feb., 1845.

Now for my day’s annals. In the morning I was
‘baddish, and did hardly any work, and was as much over-
come by my children as ever Bishop Copleston was with
duck.? But the children have been very good all day, and
I have grown a good deal better this afternoon, and had
& good romp with Baby—I see, however, very little of the
blesseds. The day was so thick and wet a fog that none
of them went out, though a thaw and not very cold; I had
a long pace in the kitchen garden: Lewis came up to mend
the pipe, and from first dinner to second dinner was a first-
rate dispensary [dispensation] as they never left him. They,
also, dined in the kitchen, and I believe have had a particu-
larly pleasant day.

1 was playing with Baby in the window of the drawing-
room this morning and she was blowing a feeble fly and
blew it on its back, when it kicked so hard that to my great
amusement Baby grew red in the face, looked frightened,
and pushed away from the window. The children are
growing so quite out of all rule in the drawing-room, jumping
on everything and butting like young bulls at every chair
and sofa, that I am going to have the dining-room fire lighted
to-morrow and keep them out of the drawing-room. I
declare a month’s such wear would spoil everything in the

* whole drawing-room.

1 read Whately’s* Shal p and very i ious and
Mg it is—and what do you think Mitford’s Greece
has made me begin, the Iliad by Cowper which we were
hlhng of; and I have read three books with much more

than I anticipated.
% fuuiay morning. 1 am impatient for your letter this
This must be some family joke. Bishop Copleston had been a

of Sir James Mackinto
Topntomss Whately (d, . 1773), el of Arclibishop Whately. wrote

ulhi it o one of t{e sblese onuoal ‘works that ever appeared.”
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morning to hear how you got on. I asked Willy how Baby
had slept and he answered * She did not cry not one mouth-
o L

' Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

(Dowx], Friday night [probably February, 1845].

My pEAR EMMA,

I shall write my Babbiana to-night instead of before
breakfast. It is really wonderful how good and quiet the
children have been, sitting quite still during two or three
visits, conversing about everything and much about you
and your return. When I said I shall jump for joy when
1 hear the dinner-bell, Willy said, “I know when you will
jump much more, when Mama comes home.” “And so
shall I,” responded many times Annie. It is evident to me
that you must be the cause of all the children’s fidgets and
naughtinesses. Annie [wt. 4] told me Willy had never been
quite round the world, but that he had been a long way,
beyond Leave’s Green. The Babs has neglected me much
to-day, and would not play; she could not eat jam, because
she had eaten so much at tea. She was rather fidgety,
going in and out of the room, and Brodie declares she was
looking for you. 1 did not believe it, but when she was
sitting on my knee afterwards and looking eagerly at pic-
tures, I said, “ Where is poor Mamma ” she instantaneously
pushed herself off, trotted straight to the door, and then to
the green door, saying “ Kitch ’; and Brodie let her through,
when she trotted in, looked all round her and began to cry;
but some coffee-grains quite comforted her. Was not this
very pretty ¢ Willy told me to tell you that he had been
very good and had given Annie only one tiny knock, and I
was to tell you that he had pricked his finger.

My own annals are of the briefest. I paced half-a~-dozen
times along the kitchen garden in the horrid cold wind,
and came in and read Monsters and Co., till tired, had
some visits from children, had very good dinner and very
good negus, played with children till six o’clock, read again
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have nothing to do, but most heartily wish you
ac] ‘;dn. My dear old wife, take care of yourself and be

I
C. D.

16, GowEr STREET, Saturday [4 May, 1845].

. Hensleigh and Fanny make their house so pleasant
ightful that it always gives me, and others too, I
inclination to linger. We had a very pleasant
at Rogers’s! yesterday morning; Hensleigh would
ich I was sorry for, as I never saw R. kinder,
esting or more agreeable. Hensleigh and Fanny

dispute with “ Thomas ” about music. It was an
‘dispute. T. C. could see nothing in Beethoven’s
““it told nothing.” It was like a great quantity

pardonne. 1t was very amusing. Georges Sand’s
ered also into this dispute, and then C. was right
ini on the wrong side. . . .

second son, George, was born on July 9, 1845.

Bogetl, bﬂnkat. art collector, connoisseur, and poet, and

oer in the world of letters, was at
yoars of nu « asts * wero celebrated as gather-
poets, and other eminent persons. He died in 1855,
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondsi.
Dowx, Wednesday [Aug. 27th, 1845].

Eras came to us on Monday. He is surprisingly well.
The children fasten on him all day, which he bears with
wonderful patience, and draws demons and imps for them
with as great, perseverance as he does for his own particular
friends Erny and Tiny. . . . Charles has just finished his
Journal, which has overtired him a good deal, and he is but
poorly, now he has not the excitement of being forced to go
on with his work. He has taken a great deal of pains with
it and improved it a good deal, leaving out some of the dis-
cussions and putting in a few things which are interesting.
As you are so much interested in Blanco White [’s Life] I must
copy what Mr Lyell says about it. ‘I would advise every
soientific man who is preparing a new edition in any rapidly
progressive branch of science, in which he has launched
many new speculations and theories, to read over the life
of St Blanco the Martyr, which I have just finished, and to
be grateful that in the department which he has to teach he
is not pledged to retain for ever the same views, or that the
slightest departure from them need not entail on him the
penalty of the loss of nearly all worldly advantages, domestic
ties, and friendships. How ashamed ought every lover of
truth to feel if mere self-love or pride makes him adhere
obstinately to his views, after seeing the sacrifices which
such a man was ready to make for what he believed to be
truth. This is the moral T draw from the book.”

Charles Darwin to his sister Susan Darwin.

My DEAR SUSAN, Wednesday, 3 Sept. 1845.
It is long since I have written to you, and now I
am going to write such a letter, as I verily believe no other
family in Britain would care to receive, viz. all about house-
hold and money affairs; but you have often said that you
like such particulars.
Erasmus is here yet; he must have found it wofully dull,
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but as he was to have gone on Saturday and then on Monday
and willingly stayed, we have the real pleasure to think,
Mﬂl\ll a8 it is, that Down is not now duller to him than

‘Park Street.
" 1 have just balanced my half year’s accounts and feel
' exactly as if somebody had given me one or two hundred
annum; this last half-year our expenses with some
 extras have only been £456, that is excluding the new
garden wall; so that allowing Christmas half year to be
£100 more we are living on about £1000 per annum; more-
over this last year, subtracting extraordinary receipts, has
‘been £1400, so that we are as rich as Jews.
" We are now undertaking some great earth-works; making
a new walk in the kitchen-garden; and removing the mound
under the yews, on which the evergreens we found did badly,
~ and which, as Erasmus has always insisted, was a great
blemish in hiding part of the field and the old Scotch firs.
. We are making a mound, which will be execrated by all the
family, viz., in front of the door out of the house. It will
make the place much snugger, though a great blemish till
the evergreens grow on it. Erasmus has been of the utmost
 service in scheming and in actually working; making creases
in the turf, striking circles, driving stakes and such jobs; he
s tired me out several times.
sday morning. 1 had not time to finish my foolish
yesterday, so I will to-day. Our grandest scheme is
‘making our schoolroom and one (or as I think it will
n out) two small bedrooms. The servants complained
% what a nuisance it was to them to have the passage
 for everything only through the kitchen; again Parslow’s
try is too small to be tidy. It scemed 5o selfish making
. the house so luxurious for ourselves and not comfortable
i “’W servants, that T was determined if possible to effect
l their wishes. So I hope the Shrewsbury conclave will not
- condemn me for extreme extravagance, though now that
| We are reading aloud Sir Walter Scott’s life, T sometimes
 think that we are following his road to ruin at a snail-like
VOL. 1. 7
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CHAPTER VIL
1846

Emma at Maer—The death of Bessy, March 31, 1846—Elizabeth
leaves Maer—Emma and two of her children at Tenby.
Brssy’s health was now failing fast; Emma went for a few

days alone to Maer in January, 1846, on this account.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismondi.
MAzr, Thursday [Jan., 1846).

. . Elizabeth is looking well and in good spirits. She
is buoyed up by instinctive hopefulness, though if you were
to ask her what it was she hoped, I don’t know what she
would say, but it makes her go through all the nursing with
such zeal and spirit.

1 left Charles and the children all well; Willy in a great
state over a hideous new pea-jacket with great horn buttons.
Hepnu it on at all times of the day when he can get it safe

from Etty, who always insists upon having it on herself
when she catches sight of it. He bears it with the greatest
good nature and never attempts to take it from her, only
keeps it under the sofa that he may get it unknownst. He
is getting on a little with his reading, and I find it a great
pleasure and interest teaching them. But when I am not
well I feel it a great anxiety to be looking after them all day,
or else the small quantity of lessons they do I think I could
always manage.

Edmund [Langton] is a very pleasant little man, and
looking so well it is a pleasure to see him. He is always
being some animal which seems to do for him almost as well
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a8 having a play-fellow: yesterday he was hard at work
driving away the eagles from'taking the ichneumon’s jam,

~ and to-day being an elephant taking care of the babies. He

is surprisingly independent for an only child and receives
any notice socially and pleasantly. My baby is a real

- beauty, except for looking red and rough with the cold. He
~ has fine dark blue eyes, and I can’t conceive how he gets

them. 1 daresay you have forgotten the lecture you gave
‘me on education; I quite agree with your maxims, and
really I think T am rather severe than otherwise. I think
the nonsense is quite knocked out of Susan and Cath.
[Darwin] upon the subject of babies and education. . . .
[They are] rather weary of children in general, and I saw
Susan when she was at Down was rather uneasy till she

- had tidied away the children’s untidiness as soon as they

- arose. I might be all day doing that, so I let them accumu-

~ late till the room becomes unbearable, and then call Bessy

intodoit. . . .

Madame Sismondi to her niece Emma Darwin.

January 12, 1846,
« « » Your account of your mother was very consolatory
to us, never was decline so slow and gentle. That one *
of us who would be the most tenderly and carefully

- nursed, is the only one of us allowed to linger beyond the

i

time here. . . . I entirely forget my lecture on education
10 you. Since you remember it and mean to follow it, I
‘only hope it was a wise one. You are a child after my own

{«n to like the instructing part, and I only wish you may

e allowed intervals that will allow of your being spared

lancholy, the di and di of keeping
@& governess. With a willing mind it might be done, or
‘how could the French, whose lives are so much more social,
‘@ccomplish it ? An upper maid of confidence, whose
‘manners are gentle and good, who was capable of teaching
i to read, would be sufficient for their young years.
When they became rational creatures they would be more
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a pleasure than a plague to you. I think we English lay
much too great stress on bringing children forward in
learning, by which we give them longer lessons than their
little heads can take in, and only serve to weary the poor
teacher. Mrs Somerville, who taught hers, assured me
she never gave lessons longer than ten minutes at a time.
She said longer was only pernicious, no child could give
undivided attention beyond that period. She then sent
them out to amuse themselves as they could, and they
always succeeded and were fresh to give her their attention
for another ten minutes when she called for them. This
could not fatigue any mother, not even Mrs Allen. The
learning that profits our understanding is of our own acquir-
ing, therefore later. Never mind if your children are dunces.
No governess can do what a mother can for their souls,
therefore, if possible, my Emma, keep them in your own
hands. Could you have learnt anything but good from
your nurse, the pious and truthful Molly ¢ ~ Get such another,
only more elegant if you thought necessary.

I find John' has been visiting you: I hope he amused
you; there is something original about him, but I have no
hope he can ever win either of the nonpareils Parthenope
or Florence [Nightingale]. I think we English are far too
shy of the character of matchmaking. As in this free
country there is no forcing them, we only put people in the
way of being happy, should they suit each other, by throw-
ing them together. I have been just answering your sweet-
heart’s letter, and I think it so pretty a one, I enclose it to
you, to show you what you have lost. Seriously it gave
me great pleasure and made me wonder still more than I
did when I saw him, that you seemed more disposed to
laugh at than like “ Tom Appleton.”? Have the Americans

1 Her nephew, the youngest son of the late John Allen of Cresselly.

2 Tom Apl)leton, an American, brother of Mrs Longfellow, was
the most kindly of men. Ho became, in later years, a strong
spiritualist. He was the author of the saying that * good Americans
ﬁa“‘b: Paris when they die.” Oliver Holmel ocalled him

Sydney, Busiéh of the Baaton of his was in no
possible sense my mother’s “ sweetheart,” but 4 nlvnyi liked him.
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no public schools to cool and harden them as we have ?
They are of our blood and family, I do not see why they
~ ghould have so much more sensibility, such quicker sym-
,..bhiel, such readier affections, unless it is that our odious

MW“B

never saw her mother again. She died on the

st March, 1846. Elizabeth wrote to her sister Emma:

2 Oh how thankful T am that her death was so gentle !

!xi the I heard her saying as I had donegbefom,

¢ Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace.” For

her own sake no one could wish her half-extinguished life

to be prolo: . For us it was still a happiness to be able

to on that sweet countenance, and see a faint gleam

now and then of the purest and most benevolent soul that
‘ever shone in any face.”

Fanny Allen to Sarah Wedgwood (sister of
Josiah Wedgwood of Maer).
PexALLY, April 6th [1846).

- Fifteen years ago, what grief we should have felt
ab thk event ! ever since then we have had a gentle wean-
_ ing, and dear Bessy’s life, though deprived of enjoyment
- was, heaven be praised ! one of little suffering! What a
life of kindness I have to be grateful for, when I think of
m and Bessy’s affection and conduct to us! Many, many

Mtter and kindness that had almost slipped from my

m now rise up before me vividly, with the sweet and

te accompanying manner and look. Among the

things that I have to be grateful for through life, the

M is our union to your family. Bessy’s character was

€ by Jos, every generous and affectionate feeling

b in action by him. And then they have left us such

, taught by them, that will bless us, and all around

them, with the like tenderness and love. I mention now

hﬂy Jos, but I gratefully remember every one of you—it
ubetm  long stream of kindness from each of you. . . .
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Elizabeth Wedgwood to her sister Emma Darwin.

My pEAR Enmma, Mazr, Monday [6 April, 1846].
‘We have been talking a little of our plans. T think
we shall come to the conclusion that as we must break up
from here, there is little use in lingering, and that we shall
probably not stay more than a month. I don’t feel that
leaving the place (though I shall never see another I shall
like anything like it) will be much of a grief. How glad I
should have been if Jos and Harry would have taken to it; I
can’t help thinking Jos will regret it. It is so unlike any
other place, so completely its own self, and with alterations
it might be made so very nice a one, and he will find it
almost impossible to fix anywhere else. . . . Thank you my
dear Emma for your invitation, but I think I shall stick
by the Langton’s at present. Charlotte wishes it, and
Charles Langton gives me great confidence he will like it
too.
It is a great pleasure to see how entirely Charles [Langton]
understood and loved my mother—how he felt the trans-
parent brightness of her character, and how everybody
whom we have heard from felt it. There never was any-
one comparable to her. Her look and voice are a bright-
ness gone from the world for ever. I feel it a comfort that
she continued so unaltered to the last. Till that one day
of insensibility she had no look of pain or illness, and T have
not borne to disturb that image in my memory by any sight
since. . . . Charles was mentioning yesterday a circum-
stance that I had never heard before, for I think I could not
have forgotten it, a dream she had of being able to walk,
and what extreme pleasure it gave her. My father was very
much affected at hearing it.
Good-bye, my dear Emma, you may be sure I shall be
very glad to go and see you and dear Charles a little further
on.—Your affect. S.E.W.

Charlotte remarks in the letters they receive how many
revert to the charm of her mother’s smile. Emma wrote:
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time I remember my mother with most affection

ut the time we came from school, and she and my
came to meet us at Stone and gave us such a recep-
I shall never forget her warm glow as she embraced
n and again. Soon after she left us at school again,
midsummer holiday, she went to Shrewsbury, and
ﬂlthﬂmhsomehmﬂt;mmw'henl think of the grief

ummet Emma Darwin went to Tenby, taking her
hildren, Willy and Annie. This ng journey
bt ostnmumﬂ event in her quiet life.

. Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin, at Tenby.

g Dowy, Wednesday [June, 1846].
exceedingly glad to get your letter with so wonder-
good an account of your voyage and of the dear little
‘happiness; I am glad you took them. Do you not
you had better come back by land ? and had you
‘not stay more than a fortnight ? I propose it to
bond fide snd wish you to do so, though I do long to

difficult, and I have had so many letters to write.

very charming, though I did not see much of her

y; she is very affectionate to her dolls, but at last
of them, and declared with great emphasis that

 would have a real live Baby,” and  Mama shall buy
me.”

ke Wird, Thursday afternoon [June, 1846).

To-day has been stormy and gloomy, but rather
nt in the intervals, only I have been sick again but
| very uncomfortable. A proof has come from the
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printers saying the compositor is in want of MS., which he
cannot have and I am tired and overdone. I am an
ungracious old dog to howl, for I have been sitting in the
summer-house, whilst watching the thunderstorms, and
thinking what a fortunate man I am, so well off in worldly
circumstances, with such dear little children, and such a
Trotty,! and far more than all with such a wife. Often
have I thought over Elizabeth’s words, when I married
you, that she had never heard a word pass your lips which
she had rather not have been uttered, and sure I am that
I can now say so and shall say so on my death-bed, bless
you, my dear wife.

Your very long letter of Monday has delighted me, with
all the particulars about the children. How happy they
seem: I will forward it to Caroline, though twice it has * my
dearest N.”

Trotty is quite charming, though I am vexed how little
I can stand her: somehow I have been extra bothered and
busy: and this morning I sent off five letters. . . .

“My dearest N,” means “My dearest Nigger.” He
called himself her * nigger” meaning her slave, and the
expression ““ You nigger,” as a term of endearment, is
familiar to our ears from her lips.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Madame Sismonds.

Dowx, Sunday [probably September, 1846].

- . . Charlotte writes to me for a receipt for a punishment
for Edmund. If she will send me ditto for Etty I will
engage to furnish her, but I am quite as much non-plussed
as she can be. Since she has been unwell the whims in her
little head are wonderful. Now she never will have her
night shift on, and it has to be put on after she is asleep. 1
must come to a downright quarrel I am afraid, but I am
always in hopes these fancies will blow over.

* Etty, called Trotty Veck.
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CHAPTER VIII
1847—1848

Elizabeth Darwin born—Sarah Wedgwood settles at Down—Eliza-
beth Wedgwood and the Langtons leave Staffordshire—Hart-
field—Fanny Allen on a round of visits—The French Revolution
of ’48—Charles Darwin at wsbury—Francis Darwin born
August 16th, 1848—The death of Dr Darwin.

ErnizaeTE DARWIN was born on July 8, 1847.

This year Sarah Wedgwood left Staffordshire and came
to Down to be near my mother, where she lived till her
death. Her house, Petleys, was quite secluded, though
it was close to the little village street.

. I have still a vivid image of my great-aunt Sarah. She
~was tall, upright, and very thin, and looked as different
~ from the rest of the world as any old lady in Cranford. She

~ used to wear a scanty lilac muslin gown, several little capes,
- or small shawls, and a large Leghorn bonnet. She kept
~ several pairs of gloves by her—loose black ones for puM:ing

on coals and shaking hands with little boys and girls, an
others for reading hooks and cleaner occupations. Her life

- was one of Spartan simplicity. She lived in her books, and

. the administration of her charities, and her only society was

shat of my mother and a few old friends and relations. She

had no gift for intercourse with her neighbours, rich or poor,
and I do not believe ever visited in the village. Neither do

think she cared for her garden or ever went into it; and
her horse and phaeton seemed to be kept entirely for our
service, though I suppose that it took her few visitors to
 and from the station—an anxious business, as Jack, her
 horse, was as old-fashioned as his mistress, and could not
be allowed to hear or see a train, or he became quite un-
manageable. The solemn visits to our old great-aunt were

1 The trees of her garden are shown on the left of the picture, and

opposite is the gateway of the houso where later on my Aunt Eliza-
Beth came to end her days.
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rather awful but rare events. Het servants, however, Mrs
s and Henry Hemmings, were our dear
friends, and whenever life was a little flat at home, we could
troop off, crossing the three fields that separated our house
from Pet.leys, sure of a warm welcome from them. The
flowers that grew in her garden seemed to us to have a mys-
terious charm, and once a year there was the excitement of
ithmng bullaces in the hedge of her little field. Mrs
orrey’s gingerbread was like no other we have ever tasted
before or since, and Martha would sing us songs which only
gained by repetition.
All the faxmly but f.ha Frank Wedgwoods had now left
ffordshire. Wedgwoods settled at The
Hermitage, near Wolnng the Josiah Wedgwoods at Leith
Hill Place; and the Langtons at Hartfield Grove, on the
borders of Ashdown Forest, in Sussex, all within & year or
two. Elizabeth shortly after built herself a house, The
Ridge, about & quarter of a mile from the Langtons. The
site was a little grou n¥ of fields, fm-msrly filched from the
open heath and bo ered with holli , beeches, and firs.
All the cousins have the happiest rememlmmon of visits to
these two houses; there was the same atmosphere of freedom
as there had been at Maer, and the surroundings were
particularl, dahghtful for children. There were streams
where we fished for minnows, sand to dig in, and wild heathy
commons to wander freely about. Lately, when I looked
down on both houses from the of Gill's Lap, a high fir-
crowned hill about two miles to the south, I thought that it
was even wilder, and more full of charm than I remembered.
Elizabeth built a little school on the edge of her land for
the few children near by. They came from little straggling
cottages originally belonging to squatters on the forest. It
was her regular occupation every morning for an hour or
two to teach in this school. Before this, but when does not
nTp , she had built a little school on Caldy Island, near
enby, and, I presume, endowed it.

Madame Sismondi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
27 Aug., 1847.

I feel disposed to write to you to-day, dearest, because
my head is full of you and of your works, which I believe
I was one of the first to think romantic. Let me make
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the amende honorable. What you have done at Caldy
and bears fruit more abundantly than I could
ve believed possible. Yesterdasy Emma persuaded
me to lay my oldness aside, and make one of a boat
party to Caldy with John Allen' (School Commissioner)
to visit your school, so that you will see it figure in the
school report. We found 12 or 13 children. After sum-
moning all in that were at hand there were 17 examined.
The school at full amounts to twenty-two. It is, as you
know, amply furnished with all the impl of learning;
and John Allen was particularly pleased with the little
Seriptural prints, in which he examined them with a sort
of parental tenderness. They sang several hymns and
sang them true. There was a devotional earnestness in
one little boy that might have repaid you for all you
have done, if you had looked at him.
- I enjoyed the sail there and back exceedingly beside all
the pleasure I found on the Island itself. We were obliged
to climb up an almost perpendicular rock that frightened
me to look at, but with the adroit aid of Tom Allen I got
up like a goat, and enjoyed it all the more for the
difficulty. . . .

~ Elizabeth’s house at Hartfield was now being laid out,
- and the following letter shows that my mother was pro-
to dig up shrubs from the garden at Down for the

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

Sunday [SHREWSBURY, 31st Oct., 1847].

1 had two wretched days on Friday and Saturday. I
hy all day upstairs on the sofa groaning and grumbling
and reading “ The Last Days of Pompeii.” I have almost
made up my mind to stay here till Wednesday, and I shall
i *gﬂ round by Kew, as Hooker will come to us. Ihave had

1 Afterwards Archdeacon Allen, the well-known friend of Fitz-
gerald and Tennyson.
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plenty of time to think of you, my own dearest, tenderest,
best of wives. I have no doubt I shall be at home on
Thursday. Kiss the dear children for me. . . .
Many thanks for all your very nice letters and your
one this i ‘We all here und d why so
many laurels must be dug up, perhaps you would like the
Azalea and one of the Deodars for Elizabeth. My dearest,
1 kiss you from my heart. Won't you dig up a few of the
apple trees in the orchard ? Are they not too thick ?

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
PERRYSTONE, Sepl. 2nd [1847].

. I found W. Clifford on Thursday at the turnpike
gate with the little carriage and his man George. On
Friday, Mr Cornewall Lewis' and Lady Theresa and her
3 children (Listers) came here, and remain till to-morrow,
we had also the Dean of St Asaph. Lady Theresa is quite
charming—so gay and happy, easy and natural, and I think
very clever. She has a good loud voice, and she carries on
a lively conversation with Mr Clifford without much effort.
If all ladies of quality were like her I should say they were
very superior to the run of ladies in our rank. Her son is
a nice lad at Harrow, who charms W. Clifford by the sweet-
ness of his countenance; the two girls also are nice little
things. He enjoyed himself very much talking nonsense
to Lady Theresa last night, and she responded with great
gaiety. His love for Violet was the theme. Mr Lewis is
a sensible man, rather cold, but he enjoys his wife’s spright-
liness and laughed very heartily when she took him off; they
seem a thoroughly happy family. T thought he eriticised
Macaulay well and justly this morning—he said he thought
he lost sight of truth occasionally from his love of painting
strong scenes and saying striking things, but never from

Sir George Cornewall Lewis, Poor Law Commissioner. He was
auﬂmr of the ‘“life would be tolerable but for its :nnéhm-

Theresn (1803-1865), grand-danghter
enry

Maria
of the lst Eu'l of Chrendon, and widow of Thomas ster.
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He thought him on the whole very veracious.
& man of bad or no taste (I forget which), which is
e in his history, or indeed in whatever he writes. . . .

~ Fanny Allen to her sister Madame Sismondi.
HARTFIELD, Oct. 3rd [1847].

I am very glad to hear that you are going to Cresselly
the christening, and that you have a smart bonnet to
e. Pick up every word of Kitty’s and if you could
serap of her in every letter what treasures they would
1t is indeed a privilege to have such a child as that.
its !
 been deep in the old letters of the family for these
days—poor Tom’s! letters are very melancholy and
and some of Jos’s answers very beautiful. What
they were ! and their attachment to each other so
1 have copied off half a sheet of Tom’s written
Cote in 1804, desiring Jos not to come there on his
nt, and giving a character of himself and Jos so true
ul both, that it is a pity it should not be more
It was a cruel blight that passed over the life of

message to ““Miss Allens, Fanny and Emma,”
pleasant the recollection he had of his stay at

Tom Poole’s letters are interesting. I never
etting that Kitty [Wedgwood] did not accept him.
would have been her life, to that absurd and
us attachment which bound her to Miss Morgan.

y the beauty of Tom’s character, and expressive of
attachment to him. He was a “ man made to

PRI
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It is very lucky you are not near enough to commit the
imprudence of sending me your “* white bonnet to be worn
at Embley.” T shall not want a smart bonnet there, not
50 much as at Down, and I have got my Leghorn, too smart
almost already. Be sure to dress yourself very handsomely
at Cresselly. . . .

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Tue HERMITAGE, Thursday 11th [Nov., 1847).

+ - « I was yearning to write to you the few days of my
stay at Embley? [where] I spent a pleasant time in spite of
the greatest of my losses, Florence. I never liked Mr or
Mrs Nightingale so much before, and Hilary Carter and
Parthe are girls of extraordinary talents and understanding.
Mr N. has something of the charm of Mrs Tollet’s simplicity.
He made us laugh heartily one day at dinner, when some
one observed on the character of Sismondi, of the interest
he took in people, when Mr Nightingale suspended his knife
and fork a little saying, “ It is very amiable, but I can not
for the life of me feel that interest in anybody.” He was
greeted with much laughter of course, but he continued
very grave, protesting his want of power. He made another
confession, that he was very malignant, which I do not see
any indication of, but he knows best. Florence’s letters
were great treats. There were three of them during my
stay. She sees well and describes well. She mentioned
having seen the Nineveh bulls which have lately arrived at
Paris. They are exceedingly grand, 20 feet high, and 12 of
these are coming to England. What can we do with them ?
Where place them ? They have all been dug up at Nineveh.
The Bracebridges and Florence left Paris in the diligence for
Chalons. This new mode of travelling amuses Flo, and she
rather likes difficulties too. What a wife she would make

* The house of Mr Niélt:ﬁngﬂe,

Frances Parthenope, ards
Hilary Bo

father of Florence Nighti le and
rws 2nd
nham-Carter was their first

wife of Sir Harry Verney.
cousin.
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“or colour, they sketch or colour with inconceivable
, and their pencil or colour box is always at hand.
I came up here yesterday with Mr Eyre, a neighbour
Nightingales, and had much conversation with him
he beau monde topics. He proposed the coupé for us to
‘and it is by far the most agreeable seat in the train,
d)noult‘hemxtmnoyougn You hear much

Wy'thmn‘uvoukibtwmﬁndmmynm
ld like well enough to forsake such a home. .

4 TER TERRACE,

,.m ELIZABETH, Elmdq M (28 Nov., lBl7].

1I‘WIllnrr;ymmlssy\mrpnmngkmaxmdiuewellon
day, but when I came down the stairs I had not a
to lose, so I left you without being able to say the
eable word I can ever imagine saying to you.
or at Alderson’s was rather dull and heavy. We
a party of 14, and our 3 best men made but bad talkers
Alderson was so much occupied with carving
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composed of duet talking. The Bishop of Exeter! looked the
very personification of the evil serpent, gliding about and
whispering in deep conversation with the Baron, all with
reference to his plot against Hampden. Soon after he sat
down to dinner he poured much civility on me. He made
me half-a-dozen set speeches, invitations to Torquay and
Devonshire, with much formality, and I guess little sincerity.
I wanted to have Mr Maurice? as my companion, but I got
H.Milman® He praised Jane Hyre exmdmgly, 8o if you
want to order a book get that, the writer is unknown. He
and his wife had been at Paris lately and I asked him about
the Bulls, that you have been laughing at my version of.
They are brazen he said, and he should think their height
was about 12 feet; and instead of 12 Bulls for England,
he said there were a great many more—so I suppose there
are twenty bulls, and I transferred the numbers. Mrs
Henry Milman was exquisitely dressed.

Friday I dined at Mrs Sydney Smith’s. This was a
melancholy contrast to the dinners when Sydney presided.
Mrs Sydney was low and seemed to feel the striking differ-
ence. Everything was as handsome and elegant as in
Sydney’s time, but the soul was wanting, which Mrs S.
seems to feel every moment. I heard no news there, except
great praise of Jane Byre. Fanny [Hensleigh] called for me
at § past nine to go to Mrs Thompson’s literary soirée, which
consisted of about 18 or 20 people, most of them very black.
We had some singing and a little dancing. Sir Edward L.
Bulwer’s son* was there, the most affected young gentleman

- ihe famous « Gorham Caso * was just no begmng in which
Phillpotts, the combative and crafty Bishop of Exeter, was trying to
keep a clergyman out of a benefice to which ho had heon tod,

on the ground that he was not sound on the question of * baptismal
ation.” The Bishop was 4 militant Tory of the fleroest type.

His wife was  nicce of Mr
2 Frederi Dammn Maurice (b, 1605, d. 1872), Chaplain of Lin-

col’'s Inn. Ho may be said to ¢ inspirer of the movement
generally alled FToad Church.” He alsg founded the Working

s Collogo, tho pioncer in the cause of the higher education of
working e, Gladstone affer his Aesth saliod bitn b tro ¢ spiritual

lp!endou!," uof.mg the phrase used by Dante about St D
qul an, the historian, afterwards Dean of St Plnl 8.
. Thl 1st Earl of Lytton, born 1831,
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. of 161 eversaw. He is very handsome, and shakes back his
head of heavy dark curls every time he spoke. His dress
was exceedingly recherché, he is quite a finished petit maitre.

To-day we went to hear Pusey in the morning at Dods-
worth’s Church, and walked afterwards to Lincoln’s Inn
I wish you had been with us to-day. Mr Maurice
gave us a beautiful discourse, and I heard every word. It
amply repaid me for my walk. It was partly on the forgive-
ness of our sins and what Luther had done. It is a sermon
1 should like to read, for it began with our quelling selfish-
ness, but the link that bound that to the latter part of his
germon I cannot recollect. It was a sermon in contrast to
Dr Pusey’s in the morning, which was striking and terrific,
closing with the denunciations of our Saviour to the goats
on the left hand. Thus closes my story of the week. . . .

" Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

My pEAR ELiZABETH, Dee. 26 [1847], [TeNBY].
You will be glad to hear how I have found Jessie, so
I will begin a letter to you this evening. I want also to
~ close the history of my London annals to you, forif I do not
~ write them when they are tolerably fresh I shall forget them
- Thursday, the House of Commons Day, was a failure.
‘Where you sit is not p le to the old i you
cannot easily move, you have a fair sight of the House,
but you hear with difficulty. The only person, or the two
persons I wished to hear, I did not. H. Drummond did not
Speak that night, and Julia Smith would not stay long
enough for D’Israeli. Then I should say the debate was
cold one. Mr Gladstone spoke fluently, but there was no
~ soul in his words, and indeed there were no giants in the
~ House. Saturday it poured. Hensleigh continued ailing
- and would not think of going out to breakfast, so we went
~ without him and had a very pleasant morning. Rogers is
- much more himself, and can manage subjects better in his
own house than when he is thrown into a party of 12, where

VoL. 1, 8
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perhaps he only knows 4 or 5. There was only Mr Ruxton,
I am not sure of the name, but he was clever and agreeable.
Rogers prophesied that Monckton Milnes would extinguish
him, when he should arrive, as he was just come from Madrid,
and we should hear nothing but of Spain. This was not
quite the case as he seemed to have been much amused by
H. Drummond’s speech the night before in the House, and
he did not seem much struck by Madrid. The Queen is
turning out a good-looking woman. Her leisure time is
now engaged in copying Raphael’s celebrated picture of the
Spasimo ! M. Milnes is lively and pleasant but he is plain
and common looking, so that he must make his way with
Florence [Nightingale] by his mind, and not the outward
man. Mrs Sara Coleridge told us his confession to her was
that he wished to be in love and could not.

We called on poor Mrs Sydney Smith on our way back.
How untrue was the report that she was giving parties and
going out ! She has not dined in company since 8.’s death
and has given no parties of any kind. She lives but in the
thoughts of her past life, and of wishes to transmit some-
thing of Sydney to posterity that might show him the gay,
kind, good-natured person he was. She said she would show
me her manuscripts, what she had collected of his letters,
and her own little sketch of her husband’s early life. But
as this could not be now, she gave me a few books of MSS.
to look over before I quitted town. This was good-natured
and the reading of them gave me amusement and pleasure.
The day was too bad for Anne Marsh to come, as she had
intended, so Sara Coleridge sat an hour or more waiting for
her. She [Sara] is not a person that hits my taste, she has
I suspect too much of her father in her. The dinner at
Bunsen’s was a very pleasant ona. Besides the family there
were three gentlemen and their wives and some other learned
men. Bunsen introduced one man, a German (Max Miiller)
who was a great Sanscrit scholar. Another, who sat next
me, was a great Northern linguist and scholar, I believe he
was an Englishman. All the English names I could make
nothing of when Bunsen pronounced them. It was very
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hearing all these men talking of learned times and
which you do not hear at an English dinner-table.
was a frankness in this that was very agreeable.
‘to Bunsen, I should think my neighbour, the Scan-
ian, was the most learned of the party. He seemed to
now all things, so I ventured to try him with my bulls. He
e au fait, told me where they were, not yet arrived
, from whence they come here by vessels. I asked
what their height was, and he said 16 feet high, so
1 shall leave them—a very proper height. He told
had deciphered also some words on the Babylonian
and that Nebuchadnezzar was on every one. The
d was created on Sept. 21, at 3 o’clock in the after-

March 4 [1848].

great a change has taken place in my feelings since this
week, as there did in Paris almost in those wonderful

mmnmedtome,andlmm

(lml Mojon telling me the romantic turn of the Revo-

iment is possible now but a republic, whatever one
Mofpltyforthapoor Orleans, of love and admira-
my heroine, the Duchess. . . . The. Revolution is
0 .lodﬂthmnpoliﬁodm. Will they be able to
their promises to the working classes ? and if they
howmnchmybedreadod{mmmdunppmnhd
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however small, so as to have a living interest in the manu-
factory,” but in this very decree I see a blunder by the
“ mauvaise téte ’ of Louis Blanc. He talks of the “iniqui-
tous oppression ” of the work: sters. It is not true, and
if it was, it is not for the rulers of the masters as well as
workmen to use such language. At a moment when as you
say, ““a little spark kindleth such a blaze ” how cautiously
ought every word to be weighed ! I cannot help thinking
the hand of God is immediately in this revolution. It is so
great, so sudden, so unforeseen, so unmeasured even by those
who seem to have made it, that it has the effect of a miracle
on the soul.

The most hopeful part of this revolution is the awakening
of a religious feeling. Can that be owing only to the piety
of one man, Lamartine ¢ One might doubt it if one did not
see the immense spread of good by one woman, Mrs Fry,
whose memoirs we are now reading, and a very delightful
reading it is. What a blessed woman ! And what a blessed
lot was hers! . . . God bless thee, my beloved child.
Ever thy, s

1 like much the “ thee and thou,” it; seems so pretty in
Mrs Fry.

The following letters were written during a visit to
Shrewsbury in May, 1848. Dr Darwin was very seriously
ill and this was my father’s last visit there during his father’s
lifetime.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Saturday [SHREWSBURY, prabably 20 May, 1848].

Though this will not go to-day I will write a bit of
Journal, which “in point of fact ’ is a journal of all our
healths. My father kept pretty well all yesterday, but
was able to talk for not more than 10 minutes at a time till
after dinner, when he talked the whole evenmg moaf. won-
derfully well and cheerfully. It is an i pleasure
that he has twice told me that he is very comfortable, and
that his want of breath does not distress him at all like the
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dying sensation, which he now very seldom has. That he

i thought with care he might live a good time longer, and that

‘when he died it would probably be suddenly, which was
best. Thrice over he has said that he was very comfortable,
‘which was so much more than I expected. .

Thanks for your very nice letter recelved thls morning,

- with all the news about the dear children: I suppose now

and be-hanged to you, you will allow Annie is * something.”
1 believe as Sir J. L. said of his friend, that she is a second
Mozart ; anyhow she is more than a Mozart considering her
Darwin blood. Farewell for to-day.

Sunday. All goes on flourishing. Susan arrived at
8 o'clock in tremendous spirits. The tour had answered
most brilliantly. She never saw such trees, such post-
horses, such civil waiters, and such good dinners, and as for
Frank Parker, she is in love with him. It has done her a
world of good.

Konday [SHREWSBURY, 22nd May, 1848].
. I was y how it was

1 had plenty of pl (and an employ which I
do not consider mere amusement) for being employed alone
makes me forget myself: really yesterday I was not able to
forget my stomach for 5 minutes all day long. I have read,
since being here, Evelyn’s Life of Mrs Godolphin; it is very
pretty, but she is too virtuous, and too nun-like; her great
beauty counterbalances some of her virtue: if she had been
ugly and so very good she would have been odious. Tell
this sentiment to your Aunt Sarah and see what she will say.
I am also reading an English translation of Mme de Sévigné
and like it much. Give my love to all the dear children and
bless them :

Yours, C. D.
The black-caps sing here so beautifully.

[SurEwsBURY], Tuesday [23 May, 1848].

This lovely day makes me pine rather to be with you
and the dear little ones on the lawn. Thank Willy and
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Annie for their very nice notes, which told me a great many
things I wished to hear; they are very nicely written. Give
them and my dear Etty and Georgy my best love. This
place is looking lovely, but yet I could not live here: the
sounds of the town, and blackguards talking, and want of
privacy, convince me every time I come here that rurality
is the main element in one’s home. . . .

Thursday (SHREWSBURY, probably 25th May, 1848].

I keep very well, though unusually heavy. My father
bad a fair night. He was very cheerful at cards, but the
day here is almost continual anxiety. The Owens as usual
have found me out: the ‘Queen might as well come incognito
here: I hope the Governor! will not come over to-morrow.

Your letters delight me and tell me all the things I most
like to hear: I am very sorry that Annie cannot sing, but do
not give up too soon. You are a lovely girl, I have just
written for you my third note to Mr Blunt.? Eras. says
that the Ls. having gone to the Queen’s Ball, taken with the
Prince’s speech about the Lodging Houses, show that the
Court is determined to encourage the lower orders: I should
like to repeat this to the Ls. It is going to be tremendously
hot to-day.

Your old Nigger, C. D.

I am in love with Mme de Sévigné; she only shams a little
virtue.

My father’s words as to his being in love with Madame
de Sévigné remind me of the mixture of playfulness, defer-
ence, and admiration which made his manner so delightful
to any woman who attracted him—with whom he was in
love as he was pleased to call it. He was often in love with
the heroines of the many novels that were read to him, and
used always to maintain both in books and real life that a
touch of affectation was necessary to complete the charm of
a pretty woman. What he meant is rather difficult to under-

1 Mr Owen of Woodhouse.

3 The Shrewsbury chemist, who was believed at Down to be the
best chemist in the world.
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for he really could not endure affectation. But I
k it was a certain grace of manner combined with an
on to please.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Saturday [Postmark 27th May, 1848]. \

wsoveryg]admgetyourletmthmmummgmth
an account of the Baby as could be expected. I
thankful you had Elizabeth with you; for she of all
beings would be of the greatest comfort to you.
nce is a blessing and joy to everyone. Iam weak
to-day, but think I am improving. My attack was

hether I shall be able to travel on Monday; but I
e no more now. I do long to be with you and under
protection for then I feel safe. God bless you.

C.D
‘my dear Etty for her nice little letter and give

4 my mother’s seventh child, was born on
5t 16, 1848,
Darwin died on November 13th in the same year: I
feeling awe-struck, and crying bitterly out of
y with my father.
e Darwin wrote to her brother Charles (11th Nov.,
): “ My father is perfectly collected, and placid in his
in every way, and one of the most beautiful and
¢ sights that can be imagined, so sweet, so uncom-
g iofn]lofev'erybodyelse of all the servants, the
Susan was up all last night, and
t {&rt of the night before; she is wonderfully able
her most trying part, all his directions being
fo her. He attempted to speak about you this
, but was so excessively overcome he was utterly
.webeggedlnmnottospe&kasweknewwhntha
d have said; the least emotion or excitement exhausts
it is quite dangerous. . . .” And the day following,

& Thé Comblate Work of Chares Darwin Orline



120 A Century of Family Letters [cmaP. Vi

after telling of the peaceful death,she ends her letter, “ God
comfort you, my dearest Charles, you were so beloved by
him.”

My father went down to Shrewsbury, although the journey
was & great effort. He stayed the night with Erasmus
Darwin in London. ;

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
PARK STREET, 3 o’clock.

Here am I and have had some tea and toast for luncheon
and am feeling very well.

My drive did me good and I did not feel exhausted till I
got near here and now I am resting again and feel pretty
nearly at my average. My own dear wife, I cannot possibly
say how beyond all value your sympathy and affection is
to me. I often fear I must wear you with my unwellnesses
and complaints.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Heywoop Laxs, Nov. 27 [1848).

. . . How wise it is in Susan and Catherine Darwin to
decide on remaining at Shrewsbury ! no fresh place can give
them the satisfaction, and the pleasure too, that the parent
nest will. It is also so nice a place in spite of the town, and
it will be so endeared to them by the memory of the father,
that they will probably like it better than ever they did. . . .
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CHAPTER IX
1849—1851

L e o e 8
ndi on F. W. Newman— ¥ youthy age—Heywe
ne—Miss Martineau and Mr Af n.X party at the

'Iafmy Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

DEAR EmMa, 3 Feb. [1849], HEYwooD LoDGE.
1 should be grateful for anything that brought me
your sweet letters, and I most gratefully thank you
- affection which has prompted you to send me a
ir, and though I have no need of one with regard
yet I am sure it will perform its pleasant office of
1g me in mind of you, whenever I sit down to write,
ed whenever T look at it. . . . Your anecdote of
charming—so much love and patience with Georgy.
character in the eldest child, ensures all the rest
You deserve to be a happy father and mother,

ve L fair promise. You are very right, no child

1 by kindness. Men and women have great

> Mrs Nightingale does not bother her daughter to
‘of Monckton Milnes. He is not worthy of her.
seen his life of Keats ? T. Macaulay says he never

: what religion he [M. Milnes] was of till he read his
He expects to find an altar to Jupiter somewhere in
e. We are near the end of Macaulay’s History, and

e o A ol WS AL AL L el S
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views ”’ which they talk of in this history. He seems to me
to have the same that Fox and Mackintosh had in their
fragments. If M. had finished his history, I am sure I should
have preferred it, and W. Clifford says the same of Fox. . . .

As I shall be on the right side of the gulf, I shall certainly
see you this summer, dear Emma. I fear Tenby is too far
for you to venture from Charles and the children. It would
keep you anxious, and that neither of us could bear to see
you. My very kind love to Charles, who I think will get
better as we are coming to a pleasanter time of year. God
bless you, dearest E., may everything go as smooth with

you, as in your own mind. Yours tenderly,
F. ArreN.

At the end my mother wrote: “ Send me back this nice
letter and don’t think I take it all for granted either for self
or children.”

1 was now six years old, but my memory is not a good
one for events long ago, and I remember but little of the
daily life. My impression is that, except for the visits from
relations, and the almost daily calls on aunt Sarah, and
intercourse with the poor people, my mother was entirely
wrapped up in my father and in the children.. One
memory o? my childish days comes back to me as
il ing her calm indul I was very fond of
dressing up, especially when my cousin Hope was with
us. Our plan was to ask my mother for the key of
her jewel box—a simple wooden box in which her jewels,
pearls and all, rattled about loose, with no cotton-wool to
protect them. The key, too, worked badly, and we had to
shake and bang the box violently to get in. Then we locked
her bedroom doors to prevent the maids coming in and
laughing at us, took out of the wardrobe her long skirts
and pinned them round our waists. Out of her lace drawer,
we fitted up our bodies with lace fallals, g:t on the jewels,
and then peacocked about the room trailing the silks and
satins on the floor. A favourite costume was a silver-grey
moiré-antique. When we had done we hung up the gowns,
iut back the lace, and locked up the jewels, and returned the

ey, but she never looked to see whether the two little girls

had lost or damaged any of the jewels, and, to our credit
be it said, we never did.

In the spring of 1849 it was decided to give the water-
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a trial to see if it would do anything for my father.
entries in her diaries show how suffering his state had
7 become. A pleasant house was taken at Great Malvern
e we all went. It shows what a quiet life we led that
remember the intense excitement of even hearing of
osed journey, and could now show the exact pl
road where I was told of it.

Charles Darwin to the Rev. J. 8. Henslow.
Tug Looas, MALVERN, May 6th, 1849.

‘our kind note has been forwarded to me here. You
be surprised to hear that we all—children, servants, and
ave been here for nearly two months. Al last autumn
winter my health grew worse and worse: incessant
c s, tremulous hands, and swimming head. I thought

vt T was going the way of all flesh. Having heard of
success in some cases from the cold-water cure, I
mined to give up all attempts to do anything and
e here and put myself under Dr Gully. It has answered
considerable extent: my sickness much checked and
erable strength gained. Dr G., moreover (and I hear
rarely speaks confidently), tells me he has little doubt
that he can cure me in the course of time—time, how-
5 it will take. I have experienced enough to feel sure
that the cold-water cure is a great and powerful agent and
of all constitutional habits. Talking of habits, the
‘wretch has made me leave off snuff—that chief solace

life. . . . We shall stay here till at least June Ist,
erhaps till July 1st; and T shall have to go on with the
treatment at home for several more months. One
singular effect of the treatment is that it induces in
t people, and eminently in my case, the most complete
ion of mind. I have ceased to think even of bar-

The water-cure did his health great good for a time.
my Allen says on the 20th August that he looked so differ-
b from what he did before, that * one may call him cured.”
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Madame Sismondi to her miece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
SHREWSBURY, August 28 [1849).

1 did enjoy surpassingly the greatest part of my N. Wales
tour. Indeed I might say all. I sometimes felt as' one
intoxicated. I do not believe there is anybody in the world
that can so completely turn the key on all that is in the heart
as I can. I do not respect myself the more for it perhaps,
but how gratefully do I accept the disposition. . . . Emma
[Allen] enjoyed her visit here thoroughly and that is a great
pleasure to me. She has not feared to make a stay that
alarmed me, and that I am very glad comes to an end to-
morrow for the Darwins’ sake, for nothing can be more
luxuriously housed than we are, and the place is so pretty,
80 exquisitely comfortable, that for creature comforts we
could nowhere be so well. But I am ashamed to say of
people young enough to be my children, I am in soggezione
of all the Darwins, men and women. What ean be the
reason ? for never was there such kind, such tender attention
not even in our own nieces, particularly in the dear Susan
whom I love. But she too imposes on me. . . .

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

42, CHESTER TERRACE, Wednesday (29 Aug., 1849).
My pEAR ELIZABETH,

1 was so much shocked that Mrs Rich was engaged
to buy me a shawl from you, after all you have spent for
me, that I begged that she would not, go on with her pur-
chase, but she said her commands were positive. So that
the proper thing for me to do now, is to thank you more
warmly and tenderly than any words I have at hand can
convey, for your ever watchful kindness and your un-
bounded generosity. I should however have preferred
seeing a very beautiful shawl, which Mrs Rich (whose taste
in this article is particularly good) has chosen, on your dear
shoulders rather than on my own. It is a very elegant
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e one, with a rinh and hnmonionu coloured border, no

yourself will see and admmnt I wish you were half
ous to yourself as you are to others, but I, with this
_in my teeth, would not change a bit in your sweet
and I thank heaven you are with us, to teach the

my most dear and tender Elizabeth, I will not
VT e that your shawl will not cost me a few tears when
it on. They will be those of love and tenderness. . . .

Nov. 20 [1849].

. You were right, dear E.,I was too severe on New-
1 T was, what I called him, presumptuous. There are
striking, wise and good things in the first part of his
c, 80 that the latter part falls on you with the shock of
wer-bath, and disposes one to think and say hard
.. . We have none of us to choose our religion.
8 to us by the atmosphere in which we live, we
ify it afterwards according to our different minds, and
by our hearts only, as myself, for my mind would
| me little, I am afraid. The Trinity which puzzles
s does not me, because I feel in myself three distinct
mind, body, heart (or the affections properly speaking
e). I imagine these in immeasurably greater per-
in the Deity. Why may not He separate or unite
at will ¢ Why may not Love pure and umvemsl

to God. Neither do I think He requires us to
out His nature clearly to our understandings, indeed
has told us we cannot, and I am content to wait.
o illiam Newman (1805—1897), brother of Cardinal
‘.”la s.ux was published in 1847. His views were un-

and he was eager for a religion whioh would include all
best in il historioal mhponugm
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But this I feel, that expiation is a want to me. Pardon is
not suffici and without expiation I cannot enter into
the Kingdom of Heaven. The Kingdom of Heaven is a
state, not a place—the peace of God in one’s own heart.
Expiation is a necessity to my own heart, and not to God.
There are those who have never wilfully sinned, they can-
not therefore feel this want. Christ has said, He was not
sent to the Whole, but to the Sick. Therefore it is not
true that He considers all sinners. . . . I find in the Bible
all [my heart] wants, without believing that every word is
inspired. History is not inspiration, for example. What
puzzles me too much, or appears contradictory, I lay to the
faults of the many hands through which it reaches me, and
still clasp it to my heart as a divine book, however it may
have been perverted by the perverse. . . .

Leonard Darwin, my mother’s fourth son, was born on
January 15th, 1850.

Madame Sismondsi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood at Down.

January 24, 1850.

« -« I have not begun this awiul date, a half century is
awful, very merrily. The loss of two friends and contem-
poraries before the year is out of bud, strikes the clock
somewhat solemnly. For myself I wish I may pass away
as gently, as painlessly as Mrs Waddington. I enclose
you Mrs Bunsen's letter. Such a death is worth knowing,
and her way of telling it pleases me exceedingly; it is strong
feeling concisely and tenderly expressed. Mrs Hughes’s
death-stroke could hardly be called a sorrow, but the
passing away of such a love as hers is very mournful. I can
never win such another, fancy or engouement as it was, it
lasted her poor life, and I regret that, not her death. . . .
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‘anny Allen to her niece Blizabeth Wedgwood.

$t. MARY'S, Maroch 13th [1850].
ps you have now that most agreeable of all couples
and Fanny, so this weather may not be wasted.
that I have more of it than I can enjoy myself, unless
two pairs of legs. I have been reading and enjoying
Smith’s Moral Philosophy, which Mrs Smith sent

opinions on these subjects, and they are exactly

in those days when he gave these lectures. His

ts are thrown out almost carelessly, funny, gay,

, and witty, and so exactly himself that his voice and
go along with me as I read. . . .

m Sismondi was now 73, Emma Allen 70, and Fanny
The following letter to Elizabeth Wedgwood 18

r evidence of the vx and youthful
Aiyter y of tll:a death

g R i essie Sismondi
ntinues ly, 1850): o much prosperit
ess ﬁmnhad at one blow !—poor Lady Peel! but 1
e I Sir R. more, such is my value of life. I
very Emma has been enjoying hers so much
e umo she left us. She says she had more of what the
tld calls pleasure in the last week of her stay in town
in her whole life before, and it was not lost on her;
has enjoyed like a four year old. I believe no lives had
hl of the world’s pleasures than we had, which has
s been one of the causes of our youthy age. Fan
on the water to-day with the Dashwoods, they
ung officer with them, and Fan is the most en-
alle they could give him, for which I feel proud
e bhe Duhwoods the better for their good taste in

In 1% of her yout feelings Jessie had shown
’!t’rf lsg:sl}a wl:::g had carried off so
of her hmlly She wrote a few weeks later: *Truly
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thouﬁx I cannot more take my enjoyed walks on the
Penally shore, I look upon myself as a wonderful old
woman. ‘One cannot keep entirely from those one lives
with day by day all one feels and thinks, but I do not tell
E. and ¥. all I believe. They know enough not to be taken
by surprise. At our age there cannot, perhaps there ought
not to be, the security of youth, but I should grieve to take
from them an atom of what they may reasonably feel now
in the enjoyment of their pretty place, in which perhaps I
enjoy myself more than either of them. It is a daily, I
may say an hourly, enjoyment when the sun shines—for
there never was a more cheerful spot.

In every letter during the summer and autumn of 1850
there was mention of Elizabeth’s gifts for the house in Hey-
wood Lane into which the Allens were moving. After an out-
Pounng of gratitude Jessie Sismondi wrote (21 Nov., 1850):

Do you know that we have bought a whole equipage
since 1 have written to you, chaise, ass and harness for £9.
I am going out presently in it. If you had seen Harry
[Wed, gwoog], the very day he departed, so busy in arrang-
ing the purchase for us, you would have doated on him.
I really believe he was backwards and forwards between
this and Tenby six times, and when he brought it up at
half-past 5, his little baby in it, his face glowmg thh love
and pleuum, there was nothing of his own ho’ he
was to sail at 9. Tt was impossible to loo at hm brlght
face unmoved.”

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

CrussELLY, March 8th [1851].

.« I debated with myself to-day after my dinner
whether I would go over to see James [Allen of Freestone]
and his wife, or walk down to the wood and enjoy the
utter solitude of the place, and I chose the last and realized
my age, which is a very useful lesson now in the gloaming.
The woods are in nice order, and all the walks and garden
very neat. Seymour and his wife are improving the place
very much, and making the village, which was truly Irish,
more tidy and respectable. 1 feel somewhat like St Leon,
wandering about, a stranger in familiar haunts. What a
curious state we have been in politically lately ! ! Patty



the butt of his aristocratic friends. Lord Stanley says,
[ can’t feel I have wasted this week. T have made Dizzy
his hair.” The old Duke says, *‘ At all events we have
. a Jew’s harp out of tune.”” I hope this has not been
old you before, for it is not worth a repetition. It is said
» Queen gave such a look at Dizzy, that some one who
d it, said it would make him a republican for the
€1 nt his l:ie YA
ship with Mr
on hushookeddlherimmds 1 saw in a letter
Smith’s to her sister that she had not read it,
it was in the house. Some people said that all that
clever in it was the man’s and not the woman’s. I can-
understand the motive that guided these two criminals
the publishing their miserable theory. . .. I am just
ng Neander’s Life of Christ, and I believe I have
good from it. I did not clearly understand his
ning on miracles, but this part did not stand in my
uld 1 passed on, but every now and then I felt a note
ruck which seemed to waken a spiritual sense within me.
what a crime it is to attempt to stifle such in others!
[t is xvpoﬁed that Miss Harriet Martineau lectured to the
or mountain peasants with closed doors. It might have
Political Economy, but from this publication I sup-
it is thought that the subject was her desolating theory.
u, it is 10 o’clock and the house begins to feel awfully

‘ature and &,
851. my were omeﬂywnmu by A
Teviewod by James Martineau, who e
Miss Martineau, the disciple of an eic
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

42, CHESTER TERRACE, March 26ih [1851].

My pEAR ELIZABETH,

I am safely housed here you see. I found Fanny
laid up with a relapse of the influenza. Hensleigh is well,
and has that kind simple manner that makes one love him
independent of his other excellences.

The party at the Bunsens last night was very full, and
perhaps it might be called brilliant. The Chevalier is ex-
ceedingly oldened, and he has lost much of his gaiety.
1 fanoy it is polities that has grieved and saddened him.
There were no very notable persons there, a great number
of over-dressed ugly old women, ugly from being over-
dressed and over-fed. There were several very pretty
young girls, but they did not conquer the mass of ugliness
about them. T rejoice that the debate is at length over,
and T heartily wish we could throw the Cardinal and all
his Catholics on the Irish coast and pen him in there.
What an @ propos history is that of Miss Talbot’s ! and
how it shows up the lying propensity of the Catholics,
perhaps a little owing to the genial soil of Irish flesh and
blood. Mrs Seymour Allen spent a day with us last week
and Kitty too. The baby is getting about, and Mrs Allen
thinks Jones has carried her infant through a dangerous
disorder, and it would be wrong, as well as difficult, to shake
their faith in the family doctor. How many people are
killed by their pet doctors ! not that Jones is one at Cresselly,
but he kills. . . .

Fanny Allen to her sister Madame Sismondi.
(42, CHESTER TERRACE], March 31 [1851].

- « « Charles Darwin dined here yesterday. He has been
in town since Friday on his return from Malvern, where

! In 1851—the year of Papal aggression—there was somé story
whih got into the papers about a Miss Talbot heing forced fnto
nunnery.

’
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 been placing Annie. He is looking uncommonly
stout, and certainly the water cure seems to have
al in his case. There is

bwbhcnuthemostwble Yeoterdnyvu;
day here—an impromptu one. John [Allen] dropped
then the two Darwins, and Mr Carlyle, who was
nt. . . . Ruskin’s Stones of Venice is praised
o. Carlyle amused me yesterday by his sunming
moral of the book—that you must be a *“ good and

@ TheComplete Work of Charles Darwin Online



CHAPTER X
1851
Tliness and death of Annie at Malvern.

IN the summer of 1850, when my sister Annie was nine years
old, her health began to break down. We went to Rams-
gate in October on her account, but with no success. On
the 24th March, 1851, my father took Annie, with me for
her companion, under the charge of our old nurse Brodie,
to Malvern, to try the effect of the water cure, and in
a few days’ time we were joined by our governess, Miss
Thorley. My mother could not come with us as she was
expecting to be confined in May.

ery shortly afterwards Annie fell ill of a fever, and died
on the 23rd April. My father was summoned to Malvern,
and arrived on the 17th April. T well remember his arrival
and how he flung himself on the sofa in an agony of grief.

Fanny Allen to her wiece Elizabeth Wedgwood, at Jersey.

Duar Eumaser,  DOWN, Good Friday (18 April, 1851].
The accounts from Malvern are not so favourable
to-day as I had hoped. T believe Emma had more fears
than I, after Miss Thorley’s letter this morning. You will
have the particulars of these two letters from Fanny Hens-
leigh, who is to forward them to you. I write to-day by
Emma’s wish to ask you to come to her by the first good
steamer. As Tam here she is in no excessive hurry. Charles
is gone to Malvern, and Dr Gully’s opinion last night was
““ that in some respects Annie was better and in some worse,
but there is yet a chance.” Poor Emma is very low, but
her health is not injured. She is so afraid that this anxiety



Hope and Despatr 133

e Charles’s health, which is always affected by his
that she has desired Fanny Hensleigh to go down to
She depends also on her eye for illness. Pray
their child may be preserved to them! I was full
till T saw Charles’s postscript. Adieu. I came
terday. Emma looks well as to health. She is of
irse very much overcome at times, but she has no fear
her anxiety should bring on her confinement. The
 going, so God bless you.

% Affectionately yours,

F. Auiex.

o following letters tell of the bitter sorrow of the father

her, in her case terribly avated by the anguish
being able to go to her ohﬂ‘gxﬁ dea.t,h-bZd. The first
dently written in great haste on his arrival.

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.

iy [MALVERN] Thursday 17th [April).
. . . Dr. Gully is most confident there is strong hope. . . .
own dearest, support yourself—on no account, for the
of our other children, I implore you do not think of
1g here.
MALVERN, 18th April [1851].
Sometimes Dr G. exclaims she will get through the
ggle, then, I see, he doubts. Oh my own, it is very
indeed. God preserve and cherish you. We must
e against hope, my own poor dear unhappy wife.
! C. D.

MALVERN, Saturday 11 o'dlock [19th April, 1851).
‘own dear, You will have received before this the electric
h message which I despatched at 9 this morning;
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getting our former dear Annie. There is nothing in common
between the two. Fanny Hensleigh is here, most kind of
course: she does not think badly of her looks. How truly
kind of her coming. Poor Annie has just said “ Papa ” quite
distinetly. Etty is gone (Etty never dreamed of danger to
Annie) with Hannah to London by the Cheltenham coach.
I cannot express how it felt to have hopes last night at
11" 30’ when Dr Gully came, saw her asleep, and said * she
is turning the corner.” I then dared picture to myself my
own former Annie with her dear affectionate radiant face.
Let us hope and be patient over this dreadful illness. . . .

Saturday, 2 o'clock.
We expect Dr Gully every minute, but he is fearfully
overworked with 88 patients. Annie has kept just in the
same tranquil, too tranquil state: she takes gruel every hour.
She begins to drink a little more this afternoon, and I think
that is good. 3 o’clock. The Dr has been, he says she
makes no progress, but no bad symptoms have appeared :
but I am disappointed.
4 o'clock. She has taken two spoonfuls of tea, and no
sickness, thank God. I find Fanny an infinite comfort.
5 o’clock. Just the same. I will write before late post

if Dr G. comes,
My dearest,
C. D.

Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.
[Dowx], Saturday, 19th April [1851]
. . . The [telegraphic] message' is just arrived. What
happiness! How I do thank God ! but I will not be too
hopeful. I was in the garden looking at my poor darling’s
little garden to find a flower of hers when Griffiths drove up.
1 The telegram had been sent by messenger from London.
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Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Monday [MALVERN, 215t April, 1851].
‘When the Dr came at 11.30 he pronounced her de-
ively better. I was in wonderful spirits, but I have
1 & good deal damped (8 a.m.) by the Dr finding the
tremulous. I tell you this, for it will prevent the too
and ultimately wretched alternations of spirits. An

f making custards (whirling round) as I think she
d them. I told her I thought she would be better, and
8 es meekly said ““ Thank you.” Her gentleness is inex-

i

to Fanny never to be forgotten. Poor Annie—she
for an orange this morning, the first time she has
ed for anything except water. Our poor child has been
irfully ill, as ill as a human being could be: it was dreadful
night the Dr told me it would probably be all over
morning. . . .

y own dear, how it did make me cry to read of your
to Annie’s garden for a flower. I wish you could see

‘thankful till it is truly painful to hear her, poor dear
e soul.

Monday, 7.30 p.x.

y gave her a spoonful of tea a little while ago and
her whether it was good, and she cried out quite
“1t is beautifully good.” She asked, so says
 Where is poor Etty 2 The Doctor has been here,
g going on as favourable as possible. She has
- more tranquilly almost all afternoon, perhaps too
uilly.
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Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.
[Dowx] Monday 21st [April, 1851].
Your two letters just come. . . . Iam confused now and
hardly know what my impression is, but 1 have considerable
hopes. . . . Except at post-time my sufferings are nothing
to yours.
Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
(Marverx] Wednesday, 23rd April (1851].
MY DEAR DEAREST EmMa,
1 pray God Fanny’s note may have prepared you.
She went to her final sleep most tranquilly, most sweetly
at 12 o’clock to-day. Our poor dear dear child has had a
very short life, but I trust happy, and God only knows what
miseries might have been in store for her. She expired
without a sigh. How desolate it makes one to think of her
frank, cordial I am so thankful for the dag:
type. 1 cannot remember ever seeing the dear child
naughty. God bless her. We must be more and more to
each other, my dear wife. Do what you can to bear up,
and think how invariably kind and tender you have been
to her. I am in bed, not very well. When I shall return
1 cannot yet say. My own poor dear dear wife.
C. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to Charles Darwin.

My DEAREST, Dowx, Thursday [24 April, 1851]).

I knew too well what receiving no message yester-
day means. Till 4 o’clock I sometimes had a thought of
hope, but when I went to bed I felt as if it had all happened
long ago. Don’t think it made any difference my being
so hopeful the last day. When the blow comes it wipes
out all that preceded it, and I don’t think it makes it any
worse to bear. I hope you have not burnt your letter. I
shall like to see it sometime. My feeling of longing after
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lost treasure makes me feel painfully indifferent to the

children, but I shall get right in my feelings to them
long. You must remember that you are my prime
(and always have been). My only hope of con-
on is to have you safe home and weep together. I
o full of fears about you. They are not reasonable
‘but my power of hoping seems gone. I hope you
it dearest Fanny or Catherine, if she comes, stay with
ill the end. I can’t bear to think of you by yourself.
bt you will have sent Miss Thorley home to recover
srfu I will write to her in a few days to fix her
letter is just come, and I feel less miserable a good
n the hope of seeing you sooner than I expected, but
be in a hurry to set off. I am perfectly well. You
me the only comfort I can take, in thinking of her
, inmocent life. She never concealed a thought, and
ctionate and forgiving. What a blank it is. Don’t
of coming in one day. We shall be much less miserable

Yours, my dearest.
r Willy sends his love; he takes it quietly and sweetly.

diary on the 23rd April she wrote “ 12 o’clock,”
8 the hour of Annie’s death.
almost be said that my mother never really re-
d from this grief. She very rarely spoke of Annie,
n she did the sense of loss was always there unhealed.
sthe could not bear to reopen his sorrow, and he never,
knowledge, spoke of her. The following was written
week after her death: ““ I write these few pages, as
in after-years, if we live, the impressions now put
Il recall more vividly her chief characteristics. From
ver point I look back at her, the main feature in her
which at once rises before me is her buoyant
, tempered by two other characteristics, namely,
tiveness, which might easily have been overlooked
, and her strong affection. Her joyousness and
l spirits radiated from her whole countenance, and
every movement elastic and full of life and vigour.
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It was delightful and cheerful to behold her. Her dear face
now rises before me, as she used sometimes to come running
downstairs with a stolen pinch of snuff for me, her whole
form radiant with the pleasure of giving pleasure. Even
when §laying with her cousins, when her joyousness almost

assed into boisterousness, a single glance of my eye, not of

ispleasure (for I thank God T hardly ever cast one on her),
but of want of sympathy, would for some minutes alter her
whole countenance.

“The other point in her character, which made her
joyousness and sgin’ts 50 delightful, was her strong affec-
tion, which was of a most clinging, fondling nature. When
quite a baby, this showed itself in never being easy without
touching her mother, when in bed with her; and quite
lately she would, when poorly, fondle for any length of timo
one of her mother’s arms. When very unwell, her mother
lying down beside her seemed to soothe her in a manner
quite different from what it would have done to any of our
other children. So, again, she would at almost any time
spend half-an-hour in arranging my hair, ‘ making it,” as
she called it, ‘beautiful,’ or in smoething, the poor dear
darling, my collar or cuffs—in short, in fondling me.

““Besides her joyousness thus tempered, she was in her
manners remarknb{y cordial, frank, open, straightforward,
natural, and without any shade of reserve. Her wholo
mind was pure and transparent. One felt one knew her
thoroughly and could trust her. I always thought, that
come what might, we should have had, in our old age, at
least one loving soul, which nothing could have changed.
All her movements were vigorous, active, and usually
graceful. When going round the Sand-walk with me,
although I walked fast, yet she often used to go before,
pirouetting in the most elegant way, her dear face bright
all the time with the sweetest smiles. Occasionally she
had a prett; coquettish manner towards me, the memory
of which is cl g. She often used exaggerated language,
and when I quizzed her by exaggerating what she had said,
how clearly can I now see the little toss of the head, and
exclamation of ‘ Oh, papa, what a shame of you! In the
last short illness, her conduct in simple truth was angelic.
She never once complained ; never became fretful; was ever
considerate of others, and was thankful in the most gentle
pathetic manner for everlvlzl:ing done for her. When so
exhausted that she could hardly speak, she praised every-
thing that was given her, and said some tea was ‘ beautifully
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‘When I gave her some water, she said, ‘I quite

. you’; and these, I believe, were the last precious
addressed by her dear lips to me.

ve lost the joy of the household, and the solace
age. She must have known how we loved her.
, she could now know how deeply, how tenderly, we

lﬂd shall ever love her dear joyous face! Blessings

iography in 1876 he wrote: ‘ Tears still
come into my eyes when I think of her sweet

W‘“ in the old Abbey church-yard at Malvern
s the following inscription :
LHS.

ANNE ELIZABETH DARWIN

BorN MarcE 2, 1841
Diep Arrin 23, 1851

A dear and good child.

er my mother’s death a little packet of memorials

was found, carefully treasured for the 45 years

lived her child. A half-finished piece of woolwork,

8 desk, a little paper of texts in a child’s hand, and
mental pocket-books.

htmoket there is a copy in my mother’s hand-
ter sent by my father to Thorley, our

Charles Darwin to Mrs Thorley.

Mgs THORLEY, Down, April 26 [1851].
must beg permission to express to you our deep
n to your danghter and our most earnest hope that
h may not be injured by her exertions.

it will not appear presumptuous in me to say
er conduct struck me as throughout quite admirable.

T g S A R e LR QIO B R S
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I never saw her once yield to her feelings as long as self-
restraint and exertion were of any use; her judgment and
good sense never failed: her kindness, her devotion to our
poor child could hardly have been exceeded by that of a
mother.
Such conduct will, I ﬁmt,, hereafter be in some degree
ded by the satisf: your must ever feel
when she looks back at her exertions to save and comfort
our poor dear dying child. . . .

Horace Darwin was born on 13th May. Fanny Allen
wrote to Ehnbeth who was at Down (May 19th, !851)
“We are disappointed at your account of dear Emma.
looked forward with so much hope to this time for the hea.l-
in%l inﬂuan’ce to her sorrow. However, we must have patience
and wait.”
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CHAPTER X1
18511853

m of 1851—Jessie Sismondi on Mazzini and the
Erasmus nnwm—rnny Allen

g06s to Aix-les-Bains with
3rd, 1853—The destruction of Sismondi’s and Tossie's

it Exhibition of 1851, the first of its kind, was a
nt event chm this genentmn, vhou’eued

GREEN ST, mawmgmo]ﬂm

o day I came here, Fanny, Hensleigh, and Erasmus

twin took me to the Grand Exhibition in Hyde Park,
wﬂyummmbemmful thing I ever saw.

e two hours there and yet I did not see the 10,000th

whltuto beleen not even the pmd avenue en-

gives me all her husband’s papers and corre-
© ce to look over and read, and gives me the drawing-
read, write, and to receive my company, if I should
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have any; and at 2 or half-past we take our dowager drive,
and we read and work in the evening. We have seen no
one, and it is well it was so, for I have been too deaf and
uncomfortable for anything but the quiet life we have been
leading—living in the past and having nothing to do with
the present. Sydney’s correspondence with Lady Holland
is very amusing, so full of fun and gaiety, telling her
truths, and in so playful a way that could not offend.
There are two or three quarrels in which Sydney main-
tains his dignity and shews her that he will not suffer
impertinence. There is a very curious scene between
Ld. Melbourne and Sydney, in which the former cuts
a poor figure after a most outrageous outbreak and breach
of good manners, in which Ld. M. says to him in a crowded
assembly, “ Sydney, you always talk d——d nonsense, and
when you write you are worse.” Sydney’s letter on the
following morning is excellent and very severe, which
makes Lord M. wince. He tried to make it up afterwards
but in vain. And then his correspondence with Charles
James of London [Bishop Blomfield]is very curious, telling
him boldly what his opinions are, and what he hears and
knows of the unpopularity of the Bishops from their in-
solence and tyranny to the lower clergy. The Bishop cuts
& worse figure in his correspondence than even Lord Mel-
bourne does in his. . . .

On July 30th, my father and mother spent a week with
Erasmus Ii)nrwin at his house in Park Street, in order to
see the Exhibition. My father enjoyed it intensely. My
brother George and I were also taken, but I, at any mbe,
did not make much of it, and remember deo\dmg not to go
agam, bn!. to stny at home and scrub the back-stairs, as being
y Allen gives the following account of
how lmble nthet ohlldren enjoyed it. “ Bro and Erny too
came from Rugby yesterday for a couple of days’ lark.
They are all gone to the Hyde Park Exhibition this morn-
ing in three cabs, as every child is gone. I believe it is
Erasmus’s generosity that treats the children, otherwise
they never would be so foolish as to take them a second time.
All the children whom I have seen there look-wretched
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ennui, and so it would be with these children
the sweet cakes and ices, which I believe would
better if they had them in the gardens here close

owing letter is wntten during a visit of the Hen-
Wsdgwuods to T

e Sismondsi to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

August 44h [1851].
drank tea with the Hensleighs on Saturday, and
i8 80 charming 1 should have had a delightful evening,
not set fire to myself in talking (I am glad I am deaf
ould have that horrible remorse oftener). Under-
it refreshing quiet, that delicious calm, Fanny has
of living fire that has made her give battle to all the
iments in Europe under the banner of Mazzini.
i8 of his Committee in London ! How could Hensleigh
it ? 1t is so contrary to the modesty of her nature
ociate her name with such notoriety that I am sure
will suffer. She has a name, and whatever she does,
e no secret. . . . That presumptuous fool (I wish he
as one, he WoaliL ! BAve Honodsa harm) will boast he
,'ﬂw daughter of Sir James Mackintosh, doubtless the
tative of his opinion, the greatest of Statesmen, and
of a Wedgwood, the great ive of the
cturing interest, on his Committee.” He knows
w to take advantage of everything that helps on his
) y, and those two names are very great on the
nent and will do so. Mazazini, for these twenty years,
living on what he has duped from the poor Italian
whom he has sent without number to death and
, taking great care to keep himself safe; and now
6 ﬂiey begin to understand him and their funds fail, he
to gull the English. Lift your voice with mine, dear
h, only do it calmer, wiser, better, but above all
t be betrayed into giving your money tho’ but in half-
or even in pence. . . .
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Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Darwin.
Janry. 27 [1852].

I write again to accuse myself of being a duped fool to
my last hope for France,! and to ask your pity. I should
feel humiliated for myself, if the feeling was not lost in
sorrow. The Beast [Louis Napoleon] has taken the wrong
turn, tho’ the right was straight before him, and the only
possible one that could lead to any glory for him. The
fall of France seems decreed by Heaven, and we must
submit as to all inevitable things. Now I think everything
may be possible, even an invasion. Madame de Staél says
the ignorance in which they are kept is most painful. No
foreign papers aro allowed to enter, not even Le Journal de
Genéve. No paper is published but his own, Le Constitu-
tionmel. “ There is no government whatever but what is
concentrated in his own hand—as he is a Being without
one moral sentiment, no one feels secure.”

My dear Emma, how I do love you when you talk of
your children ! you never speak so prettily as then. You
are poetic without knowing it, which is the prettiest poetry
of all. The drop of water on the cabbage-leaf is delicious.
Emma [Allen] cried out on the charms of Georgey, and
began telling me instances of his promising genius. She
thought him a very remarkable child. She says he has
a laugh so hearty, so merry, she would defy anyone not
laughing with him. Blessed mother of happy children you
are, my Emma; I believe with the Turks there is no cloud
without a silver lining. Now that I stand at the end of
life, as it were, and commonly called a long one foo, the
whole appears to me so short, so fleeting, as if nothing was
worth thinking of but the Eternity in which we recover all
our earthly loves.

1 The Coup & Ftat was on Dec. 2nd, 1851. me ap) to
condone all the horrors which had \llﬁhk n place, for in t!wume
month Louis Nlpaleon was re-ol as President for 10 years by

7,000,000 votes. A yoar later by [t Plebiscite he' became
Empéror of the Fren
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Charles Darwin to his son William at Rugby.

DowN, Tuesday, 24th [Feb. 1852].
DEAR oLp WiLLy,
0 Ih&venotioraverylongt\mebeenmmplewad
1 was this morning at receiving your letter with the
it news at your having got so good a place. We
rejoiced at it, and give you our hearty congratula-
It is in every respect a very good thing, for you
‘be amongst an older set of boys. Your letter was a
one, and told us all that we liked to hear: it was
and you must have taken some pains to write
are so very glad to hear that you are happy and
table; long may you keep so, my dear boy. What
lous, awful, stunning, dreadful, terrible, bothering
you have run: I am astonished at your getting
5th. When next you write, explain how it came
you, a new boy, and Erny, an old boy, came to run
or ¢ What boys run, all those in your house ? or
\ your Form ? You must write to Mr Wharton:* you
better begin with “ My dear Sir.” Tell him about your
tion. End by saying “‘ I thank you and Mrs Whar-
all the kindness you have always done me. Believe
truly obliged.”
Sunday when you write here, tell us who your master
winﬁ books you are in. The more you can write
er we shall be pleased. All the servants enquire
you; and so they did at Aunt Sarah’s. . .. We are
‘nothing particular: one day is like another: I go my
ming walk and often think of you, and Georgy draws
day many Horse-gnards, and Lenny is as fat as ever.
my dear Willy; may you go on as well as you have
All here send their best loves to you.
Your affectionate Father, C. DARWIN.

1 The schoolmaster at his preparatory school.

10
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Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Darwin.
Wednesday [Summer, 1852].

. I can never tell you how much I enjoyed my Lotte’s
visit. It made me as merry as in my childhood, when I
told stories only to make myself laugh. Her charity to me
made her talk, and you know her delicious laugh. Patty
[Smith] says,  You never told me what a woman Mrs Lang-
ton is! everybody speaks and knows what an agreeable
woman Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood is, but Mrs Langton,
what a manner! how clever! Oh, she is a most extra-
ordinary person.” Please to send this on to Charlotte.
She ought to know herself, none of my nieces do. I always
tell them what I hear of them, because they are grossly
ignorant of themselves. , . .

I think your little George must be the nicest little
fellow that lives. If he will always find work for himself
he will surely find happiness, if it is but worsted work.

My brother, afterwards Sir George Darwin, Fellow of
Trinity College and Plumian Professor of Astronomy at
Cambridge, who died in December, 1912, inherited my
father’s power of work. This energy was remarkable when
he was a little boy, and his pursuits—playing at soldiers,
her: dry and oul]ectmg moths—were cnmed on with qmt;

o muc]
of my fathers catd.mhty and warmth of nature, combined
with & characteristic power of helping others. Like my
father, he worked under a constant strain from ill-health oi
a most wearing nature.

summer Erasmus Darwin came to stay with us at
Down. 1 wish it were possible to give any impression of the
charm of our uncle Ras’s character. Outside the narrowing
circle of those who knew him he will be chiefly remem-
bered by Carlyle’s few words of description, and these are

t0 my mind mis They are, however, remarkable,
inasmuch as Erasmus amn is one of the few he speaks
of quite without any grudge, or concealed sneer. In his

Reminiscences (Vol. II n]f 208) Carlyle writes: “ He was one
of the sincerest, naturally truest, and most modest of men.
«.. My dear one had a great favour for this honest Darwin
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Madame Sismonds to her niece Emma Darwin.
Wednesday [Summer, 1852].
.« + I ean never tell you how much I enjoyed my Lotte’s
visit. It made me as merry as in my childhood, when 1
told stories only to make myself lsugh. Her charity to mo
made her talk, and you know her delicious laugh. Pati:

She ought to know herself, none of my nieces do. 1 alws,
*ﬁmvmlwnlhhem,beotmthaymml
ﬂunmdﬁmmsalm....

think your little George must be the nicest litt!
fellow that lives. If he will always find work for himse!!
e will surely find happiness, if it is but worsted work.

;
i
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" This e &mumﬂmmmyﬂ‘ﬁ‘;t
Down. - I wish it were to give impression of th:«
charm of our uncle Ras’s character. (.J.u’h‘dnhnmwinu
circle of those who knew him he will be chiefly remesn

to my . They are, however, remarkablc
inasmuch as Erasmus i 'onaotthafewhen];:d«
of quite without l;l{ or concealed sneer. e
Reminiscences (Vol. I1., p. 208) Carlyle writes: *“ He was on

of the sincerest, nat ly truest, and most modest of men
«++ My dear one had a great favour for this honest Darwin
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always; many a road, to shops and the like, he drove her
in his cab (* I)srwmgmm Cabbum,” compa.uble to Georgium
- Sidus) in those early days when even the charge of omni-
buses was a consideration, and his sparse utterances,
sardonic often, were a great amusement to her. ‘A
perfect, gentlaman, she at once discerned him to be,
and of sound worth and kindliness in the most unaffected

3 He was the very soul of sincerity, but to speak of him
* this honest Darwin > gives an impression of a kind of
hea.rty open-air frankness, which was entirely unlike our
refined, sensmve, reserved uncle. Hls humont, too, wae
always kind,
irradiated all hxs talk with a peculmr chmn often remmd-
ing one of the manner of Charles Lamb. * There was the
- same kind of playfulness, the same lightness of touch, the
- same tenderness, perhaps the same limitations,” his cousin,
~ Julia Wedgwood, wrote in a letter to the Spectator shortly
after his death. She also spoke of a strong sense of humour
a8 his most marked characteristic, and added: ‘I remember
hu being called a umvemal solvent’ He eonu-ibuted to
fl: tha
where he ws.s the response came more readily, the flow of
thought was quicker.”®
Again, 1 take exception to the phrase that Mrs Carlyle
~ abt once discerned him to be a perfect gentleman. It
- did not require Mrs Carlyle’s penetration to discern what
was so obvious. To those whom he did not like, and he
‘did not like everyone, his personality, always unpresmve,
~might have been awful. 1 sometimes wondered at his
bwvlncs being so deeply devoted to him when I mmember
' his nt manner in giving an order—an order that
Wwas to be obeyed with no hesitation or discussion. His
-whole showed the marks of ill-health. He Was Vi
 tall and slight, and his movements had a languid grace. He
had long, thin hands, which were wondarfully clever and
neat in all practical hand)work everything about him was
 delicately cf;an and neat; he had a fino and interesting face
liglmng up when he spoke from an habitually patient and
on. His voice and laugh, too, were delightfully
lylnpsthetlc He read much, and had a wider range of
interest in literature than my father. Natural history
2 Bedford College Magasine, June, 1902. He was Trustee of this

Collego from o g, Chairman of the Council for seven yéars,
o first Visitor trom 1809 to 1879,
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had never appealed to him, but in old boyish days he had

Ymmiary,md hence my father still sy:metimas
called him Philos, short for philosopher, his nickname
thus earned at school. They were very different in char-
acter and disposition, and made admirable foils in their talk
with each other. My father always spoke of him with the
warmest admiration, and also up to the end of his life with
something of a yo brother’s reverence. He felt a
tender sgnmfoth‘y for his loneliness and ill-health—** poor
dear old Philos,” I can almost hear him say.

There are some words in an essay by Mrs Meynell,!
called A Remembrance, which strangely bring back his per-
sonality, and seem like a remembrance of him: *Men
said that he led a dil life. They reproached him
with the selflessness that made him somewhat languid.
Others, they seemed to aver, were amateurs at this art or
tll::b ;hhe ‘was an amateur if; living. mt was, in the sense
that he never gras, at piness, that many of the
things he had heldg.ﬁdped f:nl;m his disinterested hm’;ds al) s
It was his finest distinction to desire no differences, n
remembrance, but loss among the innumerable forgotten.
And when he suffered, it was with so quick a nerve and yet
80 w,i,de an apprehension that the race seemed to suffer in

His house (6, Queen Anne Street) was a second home to
his nephews and nieces, including in this term his dearest
of all, the children of Hensleigh Wedgwood. We especially
remember the warmth of his welcome. There was indeed
something quite unique in his attitude towards the young.
We came into that simply furnished, somewhat ascetic
London drawing-room, looking out on the bare street,
knowiniglmt, he was weary and ill, and had been alone, and
would alone again, and yet went away with a glow
reflected from his atmosphere—a sense that the world was
better for his presence. There was no possibility of for-
getting the respect due to an elder, but he met us so entirel
on our own level, that in our intercourse with him we felt
as free as if he were our own age, and yet there was the added
interest due to our being of different generations.

He was a delightful playfellow for little children, and
could draw just the pictures children like. In a letter to one
of the little igh Wedgwoods he wrote: “ I have nobody
to play with, so I hope very soon to see you again when you
have done travelling about the country. at a great

1 The Rhythm of Life, by Alice Meynell.
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places have been to, almost everywhere I think,
wﬂlboy-gp“lem tell me very long stories indeed—one of
e nice stories without any end to them.”

often nomg‘;nisd the igh Wedgwoods on their

. 1852 he seems to have parted company

Erasmus Darwin to Mrs Hensleigh Wedgwood.
Missts, LoNpox, Aug. 23rd [1852].
You have probably forgotten everything about Mel-
by this time after all your highland wanderings. . . .
did not half see Melrose. I went in the evening to the
side where I sat for more than an hour admiring
e sunset reflected in the water. The river there is very
road and shallow and was quite alive with boys fishing
 to their knees in water. ... Ihad alady in the [railway]
ge who was on her way to meet some of the smashees
railway accident in which Mr Grainger was killed, so
¢ had some comfortable talk. Her sister was in the middle
and hardly felt it, while the lady sitting by her side had
seab torn from under her and her legs broken by the
slicing off the side of the carriage.
Berwick, I had the sweetest little angel that ever
saw, a bride apparently not very long, and I was afraid
de trop, but as we got towards York, we became fairly
friends and they hoped I was going on to London with
as they were in great alarm they should have four
egs from the York races. This qualified compliment
eping out one blackleg put me in despair about York,
changed my train and went on to Normanton, with five
cklegs all rather brandyfied and all smoking. We had
gone ten minutes when we came to a perfect imbroglio
trains, which delayed us a long time, and we made up

at the rate of about sixty miles an hour, but were too

t’a\n for the other trains, which caused no few impre-
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Carlyle sitting in a corner of the drawing-room, the rest
being filled with furniture, the house in the hands of plast-
erers and painters, the picture of discomfort. She has no
maid, only a child, and can get no dinner, so I humanely
gave her one to-day. I have but one pleasure here, being
able to stretch my legs to their fullest extent, which T have
done without ceasing. Excuse the enormous length of this
letter, but what can I do, with every book I have in the
world packed up ? E D

The allusion to the pleasure of stretching his legs means
that, owing to his great height, he constantly found the beds
at inns too short, and was miserably uncomfortable in conse-
(Ilnenoe. Lying flat on his sofa, he looked longer than anyone

ever saw.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Ivy Busa Horer, CARMARTHEN [Autumn, 1852].

My prar Erzaserh,

It is but a short time since I parted from you, though
it seems long since my last look at your dear face. When shall
I see it again I wonder ? The journey is but a little thing,
when once one grapples with it. This time yesterday I had
scarcely left the platform of the Three Bridges [Station] and
here I am to-day at the same hour at more than 250 miles
apart from you! I wish life were not made up of partings.
The next generation may avoid much of this evil, if they
choose, by roosting near each other, and taking advantage
of railroads. I had it fashionable ladies
apparently, as they kept quite mute all the way. There
was a dense fog at London Bridge Station, which did not
show off the old Babylon to the best advantage to us
travellers come fresh from France' and its fine picturesque
old towns. It was however almost sublime from its smoke
and fog, as it looked as if you had got to a subterranean

1 Fanny Allen had been to Aix-les-Bains, accompanied by Elizabeth
Wedgwood.
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lom of his Infernal Majesty. The lights were red and
in the fog, giving no light about them, and the black
flitting about, with the perpetual roll of wheels and
voices.

have taken my place in the Tenby coach for } past 7,
so my pageant will be over; it has been a very pleasant,
thanks to you. . . .

e, umhldmg a pilgrim: to Chateau Gngnm Sha

to Elizabeth : 3 Are y:?takmg Mme de Sévi;

8 before me tlmt
only

Madame Sismondi to her niece Bmma Darwin.

Tuesday, 8th Feb. [1853].
. I should like to have looknd in on your party of 32

ht I do not give myself the trouble of reckon-

but I think 15 of those must have been children. .

. . There is a quantity of interesting books just now, md

f_ think the older I get, the more my avidity in reading
and my curiosity grows. I am watching France

a sort of personal interest, breathless to see what wﬂ.l

good orfor evil I am continually asking myself ? willing
believe the first, but doubting it is as the decline of the
a falling away of intellectual power. I have
myself this year with the Revue du Deuxz: Mondes.

There is an excellent article on Burke, which
what true and wise liberty is, and what is new to the
ch, even to the best of their politicians, the necessity
a high morality in politics. I rather wonder Louis
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Napoleon allows such a publication in his Empire. I am
very much pleased, as you will guess, by his romantic
marriage, and his declaration of his parvenuism. His
speeches argue him a man so much more clever than I
thought, him,! that I must ever distrust my judgment, or he
must have learnt immensely in his prison, and in his strange
and varying life. . . .

This is the last letter from Jessie Sismondi in the Maer
collection. Her heart begun to fail on the 28th February,
1853, and she died on the 3rd March. Dr Dyster gave the
following account of her last moments. She was giving
directions to both her sisters about her last wishes; then
she waited a little, and said quite quietly, “I think
that is all,”—a pause, and then like a flash, * Sismondi,
I'm coming,” and she looked up as if she saw him there
present before her, and died. Dr Dyster said he had never
known consciousness so absolutely retained till the last
moment.*

Her loss must have been deeply felt by my mother. Years
after this time Fanny Allen sent her a photograph of Jessie
taken from some picture. “I am very glad indeed to have
the photograph of my dear aunt Jessie,” she wrote in answer.
““It is not a strong likeness, but the look of her sweet eyes
is there and the dress looks like her. It is a thing I shall
always regret that I did not make an effort to get to Tenby
to see her once more.” I am often sorry that I never knew
how close and how tender was their affection. Reading
these old letters is a kind of bringing to judgment of all the
blindnesses and errors of one’s youth. Now it is easy to
realise how much there is we should like to know.

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.

April 24th [1863].

« « . There is no melancholy in this place that I wish to
shun, that I can no longer see her here is sad. I long for
her image, as I saw it not three months back, walking round

1 She had known him during his youth at Geneva, and used to
say she considered him a pupi of Sismondi

3 account was given me by Mr W. Osborn B. Allen, who had
it from Dr Dyster of Tenby.
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und the little garden looking so cheerful. And then
that separated us is apart from all other days, but
grief or melancholy that dwells on it. I feel as if T
permitted to see something of the rapture of a

other painful recollection connected with her, so that
n’t feel afraid that either Emma or I should be here

HeYwooD LANE, June 13th [1853].
‘was a painful thing the destruction of her and Sis-
"c journals, particularly, I think, the latter (to me),
e I believe he wrote his with a vague intention of
made use of for the public eye, and Jessie wrote hers
‘herself alone. I sometimes feel as if I were in a great
ty vault. She has certainly emptied the world to me.

d this ion of Si dis
16 ,uahewas d he i ded them
given to the world. Bnt she said that Jemcel glué;
lk!paar over mukmg ‘necessary BXOIBIUDS, and
ippear to reflect that time makes almost everything
e The destruction of Jessie’s journals is possibly
loss Her life at Geneva and in Itdg brought her
c wmhdlran of whom the world would like to know
te details.
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CHAPTER XIT
1853—1859

Eastbourne and Chobham Camp—Miss Langdon at Hartfield—Syd-
ney Smith’s Zife—A month in London—Florence Nightingalo—
A High-church wedding—Sarah Wedgwood’s death—Our early
o
Cambridge—Moor Park—The Origin_of Species—Two letters
from my mother t0 my father on ralgio.

Tais year we had an unusually dissipated summer, going
first for three weeks to Eastbourne and thence to the Harry
Wedgwoods. Their house, The Hermitage, was mot far
from Chobham Camp. At that time summer manceuvres
on any large scale were almost unknown, and our visit was
planned in order to see what we could of the camp with its
mimic warfare. I well remember my father’s intense enjoy-
ment of the whole experience. Admiral Sulivan, his old
shipmate on board the Beagle, showed us about and
greatly added to our pleasure. I remember sharing in the
glow of my father’s happy excitement, and can almost
hear the jingle of the g&llopiniil]‘:msee. We nearly had
the same experience as that of Pickwick at Chatham,
and had to run for our lives between two advancing
armies.

‘We were now six children at home. I have no clear recol-
lection of my mother’s often playing with us, although the
picture comes back to me ofP the furniture pushed on one
side, and a troop of little children galloping round the room,
whilst she plaged what was called the “ galloping tune,”
composed by herself, and very well suited for its purpose.
Another memory is of several nursery songs she used to sin;
to us—*“ When good King Arthur ruled this land,” an
“There was an old woman as I’ve heard tell,” and a par-
ticular lilt for the babies when they were being joggled on
her knee. She was courageous, even rash, in what she let
her children do. My brother William was taught to ride
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without stirrups and got some bad falls in consequence.
mﬁ ten years old went off a twenty mile ride alone to

d, and I, too, wandered about the lonely woods and
lanes in a way that was not very safe then, although it would
be much less so now, when tramps have greatly increased in

number.
About 1854 Elizabeth Wedgwood took charge of her old
verness Miss Langdon. None of the family had ever been
f:nd of her, and in her latter days she was certainly the
* most unattractive old lady I ever saw, nearly stone deaf,
with a harsh countenance, and a voice like a parrot’s. She
lived under our aunt Elizabeth’s sheltering care till her
death. Fanny Allen wrote: “I admire your benevolence,
and your arrangement for Miss Langdon, and I feel assured
that you will have the satisfaction that always
acts of this kind. I have no doubt also that you are right
as to placing her under your roof. I believe she will be a
less géne there than a mile off. And, indeed, it is you alone
that can be judge in this matter and what you think best is
best, as it touches you alone. I am glad you secure your
breakfast undisturbed, and that your evenings also will be,
as they have hitherto been, unaccompanied, so that I trust
you will find nothing in this plan, save the content of helping
a nolit,t)n'y and desolate person who has no power of repay-
ment.

Fanny Allen to her niece Blizabeth Wedgwood.

My pEArR Ermzasers, Dee. 15th, 1854,

It is well for me that you date by the days of the
week which saves shame at idleness, not that I have been
idle, but rather too busy to write, our leisure hours being
taken up with reading Sydney’s Memoirs. Anything about
Sydney Smith interests me and therefore I read with interest
Saba’s' part of the book, and she has done it quite as well
as you would expect. It is pleasant to be taken out of the
stern reality of life, in which we are now living through the
newspapers all the morning, to the light gossip and the
playful gaiety of Sydney, and his letters made one forget
the miseries of the Crimea and Scutari, after tea at least.

i His daughter, Lady Holland. /,/
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Yet what a trifling world it was, and what women were his
fashionable ladies, in comparison with the noble Flo Nightin-
gale and her companions! Have you heard that she
astonishes all the surgeons by her skill and presence of mind ?
After amputating a limb, they pass on to another, leaving her
to take up the artery and do all that is necessary. Miss
Stanley is gone out I believe, and the Miss Stewart who so
impressed John [Allen] at the hospital he visits, is the
Duchess of Somerset’s sister, and is going or gone out too,
I believe. How good spreads! and what a school of
Christianity and humanity is now carried out at Scutari.
We are very busy here in Tenby in sending out clothing
and necessaries to the Crimea and Scutari. My stock goes
to the latter place, Emma’s is for the fighting part. . .

In the winter of 1855 we took a house in Upper Baker
Street for a month. It was the terrible Crimean winter, and
there was a bitter frost almost all the time. Neither my
father nor my mother were well, and they did not much
enjoy their stay. We came home on Feb. 15, before the
great snow-fall of that year had melted. The road in the
deep cutting between Holwood and Down had been cut
out, and the wreaths of the snowdrifts were a wonderful
and beautiful sight. The children could walk on the snow,
vivhich was level with the top of the iron railings round the

awn.

In September, 1855, my mother went with my father to
the British Association at Glasgow. I remember that she
let me (aged 12) trim her a cap for the occasion, and I
snipped up lace and ribbon with immense satisfaction.
What it was like, Heaven knows! but I believe it was

‘worn.

On the 17 Feb: , 1856, “ Finished Guy Mannering”
was entered in her . This means my father finished
reading it aloud to us. These evening readings to the
children were a happy part of the family life. atever
my father did with us had a glamour of degght over it unlike
anything else.
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Charles Darwin to his son William at Rugby.
Dowx, 20th [1855 or 1856].
oil! DEAR OLD GULIELMUS,

I have been so very sorry for your having been ill
lﬂf -year again with the measles: you have been most
... Do not work to tire yourself; you are one of
»nry few boys to whom I should dare to tell them not
over-exert themselves, for most youngsters are inclined
to spare themselves, but this has never been your
Thank goodness it is not now very long to the

ays.

% am. going up to London this evening and I shall start

ite late, for I want to attend a meeting of the Columbarian
y, which meets at 7 o’clock near London Bridge. I
I shall belong to this Society, where, I fancy, I shall
et a strange set of odd men. Mr Brent was a very queer
fish; but I suppose Mamma told you about him; after
inner he handed me a clay pipe, saying “ Here is your pipe,”
s if it; was a matter of course that I should smoke. Another
little man (N.B. all pigeon-fanciers are little men I begin
think) showed me a wretched little Polish hen, which he
he would not sell for £50 and hoped to make £200 by
', as she had a black top-knot. I am going to bring a lot
pigeons back with me on Saturday, for it is a noble and
stic pursuit, and beats moths and butterflies, whatever
may say to the contrary. . . .

‘was for the sake of experimenting on the variation of
¢ animals that my father about this time began to
, and to associate with pigeon fanciers. He de-
i ces in a letter to Mr Huxley (Nov. 27th,
For instance, I sat one evening in a gin palace in the

h unongst a set of pigeon fanciers, when it was hinte
ull had urossedp his Pouters with Runts to gain
d if you had seen the solemn, the mysterious, and
llukes of the head which all the fanciers gave at this
proceeding you would have recognised how
urosumg has had to do with improving breeds.”
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He became a member of two Pigeon Fanciers’ Clubs, and
was always treated with great civility at their meetings.
They called him * Squire,” and he sat with them in a cloud
of smoke. No doubt they agreed with one enthusiast who
wrote in a treatise on the Almond Tumbler that “If it was
possible for noblseme.n and gentlemen to know the amazin,
amount of solace and pleasure derived from the Almon
Tumbler, . . . scarce any nobleman or gentleman would be
without thelr aviaries,” and were pleased to see that my
father, at least, understood the ttuth of these views.!

Charles Darwin to his son William.

My pear WLy, Tuesday night.

I am very glad indeed to hear that you are in the
sixth; and I do not care how difficult you find the work: am
I not a kind father ? T am even almost as glad to hear of
the Debating Society, for it will stir you up to read. Do
send me as soon as you can the subjects; I will do my very
best to give you hints; and Mamma will try also. But I
fear, as the subjects will generally be historical or political
that I shall not be of much use. By thinking at odds and
ends of time on any subject, especially if you read a little
about it, you will form some opinion and find something to
say; and in truth the habit of speaking will be of the greatest
importance to you. Uncle Harry was here this morning,
and we were telling him that we had settled for you to be
a barrister and his first question was “ has he the gift of the
gab 2’ But then he added, he has got industry, and that is
by far the most important of all. Mamma desires that you
will read the chapters (in Chapel] very well ; and the dear
old Mammy must be obeyed. . . .

It appears that there was again talk of our going to Tenby
early in 1856. Fanny Allen wrote that she could not be away
when Emma came, and mentioned Dr Dyster’s delight at
the thought of having C. Darwin here. “He met him
somewhere and was like many others enchanted with him.”
Later in the year Fanny Allen wrote from Leith Hill Place,

3 Life and Letters of Charles Darwin, vol. ii., pp. 52 and 280.
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“I am sorry we lose Emma aand
iumeommoulylgreuble,fmbmd

these gives
m%i htingal
during a visit to the
‘Wedgwoods in London (Oct., 1856): ““ Sam Smith*
morning this week and gave some ils of
o NsvmtmtheQneen He said no one could be
than the Queen was. TFlo was particularly im-
d by Prince Albert’s understanding. Every question
ut was to the purpose, and he seemed to have under-
the details better than all the officials, as if he had
y Slmhu‘ln.nlmmenmmnss of work to get

she is still far from restored.”

December 3rd, 1856.
Nightingale meeting was successful, I think, on
e. There did not seem to be much enthusiasm

nldmkmngharsh.dowumpluedovurthm
What woman ever took so high a position as she
es now! I was dreaming of her all last night.

April 15th [1857).
from a line in one of the newspapers that Florence
le’s life is approaching its end, as Mrs Rich would
have been deeply impressed by her life these last
ys, which in respect of mine, forms but a fragment in
of time, and what she has accomplished! I remem-
a little girl of 3 or 4 years, then the girl of 16 of high
mise when I next met her at Geneva, and which she has
faithfully kept. A high mission has been given her,
has cost her her life to fulfil, and now when I look
1 Uncle of Florence Nightingale.
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back on every time I saw her after her sixteenth year, I
see that she was ripening constantly for her work, and that
her mind was dwelling on the painful difference of man and
man in this life, and the trap that a luxurious life laid for
the affluent. A conversation on this subject between the
father and daughter made me laugh at the time, the contrast
‘was so striking, but now as I remember it, it was the divine
spirit breathing in her. . . .

5 a visit to the Hensleigh Wedgwoods, Fanny Allen
attended the wedding of a grand-niece, Isabella Alderson.

Fanny Allen to her sister Emma Allen.
Wednesday, Oct. 20th [1856].

. . . Yesterday we were performing “ wedding guests ™
from ten in the morning till three in the afternoon. It was
impossible for any marriage to be better “got up” in an
artistic point of view, and certainly the ceremony was very
impressive. Over the altar was a large cross formed of white
flowers, The whole church lighted with large wax lights in
high candlesticks, and incense burning, and the organ playing
all the time. I had no idea that so entirely catholic a
ceremony would have touched me so much. When forms
are new they are certainly effective, but when they are
used for a little time they wear out the soul within.

It was very operatic when they all ascended in two files
the steps of the altar, where the married pair took the
sacrament, and the music and voices pealed in in the singing
parts of the Sacramental Service, and sounded very fine.
Isabella looked nice, and calm. The breakfast was crowded.
I got a seat in the corner, Hensleigh, my faithful guardian,
securing it for me. Lord Robert Cecil was down in our
corner, and Georgy' came down more than once to take her
seat there, but I do not think there can be anything else
than conversation and amusement between them. She was

* Lord Robert Cecil (afterwards Lord Salisbury) married Georgina
Alderson in 1857.
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ent ballet-mistress and was more ocoupied with the
ement of the whole thing than with softer and tenderer

way at my age, but the Baron walked down a few
s ago to hope I would attend, so that it was impera~
and I looked up a bonnet of Fanny’s that would do,

i h Wedgwood the last survivor of the children of
siah Wedgwood Etmna,dxedat Down on the 6th No-
emb 1856 :g:ﬁﬂ Forty or more years ago, she had

little Emma Wedgwood as having the

e m het affection for children, and her love con-

My mother was beautifully faithful to her, but I

rigidity of her aunt Sarah’s character prevented

an strong affection on my

s pm although there was much to admire and

. Charles Darwin to his sons William and George.
Dowx, Thursday 13th (Nov., 1856].

pEAR WILLY AND GEORGY,
- T have thought that you would like to hear about
r Aunt Sarah’s funeral. Aunt Elizabeth and Uncles
os, Harry, Frank, Hensleigh, and Allen all attended, so
the house was quite full. The funeral was at 3 o’clock,
ind Mr Lewis managed it all. We walked down to Petleys,
d there put on black cloaks and crape to our hats, and
ed the [coffin], which was carried by six men; another
‘men changing half way. At the Church door Mr Tnnes
8 out to meet the coffin. Then it was carried into the
and a short service was read. Then we all went out,
d uncovered round the grave whilst the coffin was
e , and then Mr Innes finished the service, but he did
read this very impressive service well. Hemmings,
By hid Maxtlia attended and seemed t4 cry s good
Then we all marched back to the house, Mr Lewis
his two sons carrying a sort of black standards before
lnd we then went into the house and read Aunt Sarah’s
11
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will aloud. She desired her funeral to be as quiet as possible,
and that no tablet should be erected to her. She has left a
great deal of money to very many charities. . . . Hem-
mings and the maids will stay here about a month more I
should think; so that you, Georgy, will see them again, but I
fear Willy will not at present. . . .

This had been a suffering year for my mother. Her last
child, Charles Waring Darwin, was born on December 6th,
1856. I remember very well the months she passed,
and reading aloud to her sometimes to help her bear her dis-
comforts. The poor little baby was born without its full
share of intelligence. Both my father and mother were
infinitely tender towards him, but, when he died in the
summer of 1858, after their first sorrow, they could only feel
thankful. He had never learnt to walk or talk.

Charles Darwin to his son William.
Down, 21st [1857).
My pEAR oLp WiLLy or WiLLiaM,

T am delighted that you went to Manchester, and had
50 prosperous an expedition. You seem to have worked
capitally and seen it well. We are amused at your adoration
of the haughty Lady.! I quite agree with your admiration
of Gainshorough’s portraits: one of the pictures which has
ever most struck me is a portrait by him in the Dulwich
Gallery. By the way how stupid it has been of us never to
have suggested your riding to Dulwich and seeing the capital
publick gallery there. Then, again, there are some few good
pictures at Knole. You want a jobation about your hand-
writing—dreadfully bad and not a stop from beginning to
end! After severe labour in deciphering we rather think
that your outlay was £1. 12. 0. and accordingly I send that,
but T hope it is too little to punish you for such a scrawl. 1
1 Mrs Graham by Gai ch, now in the Edi Gallery.
Her husband, afterwards Lord L ch, outlived her many years
and, as the sfory goes, could ot boar o see the picture, and had it
sealed up behing snmllmg It was forgotten and only discovered

60 years after his death.
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4'“ glad that you were tipped, but that makes no difference
my repaying your outlay. By the way have you no
, 80 that you cross your letter, or do you think your
iting is too clear ? You want pitching into severely.
I have had a letter from Mr Mayor (about his banker’s
stake) in which he says he heard so grand an account
your future master’s, Mr Temple’s attainments, that he
7ants to persuade me to leave you at Rugby till October.
Mayor says he shall very much miss you. Think over
well and deliberately, and do not be guided by fleeting
s. You shall settle for yourself; whatever you think
ill be really best, not pleasantest, shall be done. . . .

A

In 1857 Fanny Allen wrote: “The summer has been
and will long be remembered by the young as if it
the customary summer and not a stray beauty.” The
months of sunshine in the summers of 1857 and
3 are associated in the minds of those whose memories
back so far, with the horrors of the Indian Mutiny,
in 1858 with the great comet stretching half across the

year I broke down in health. The entries in
other’s diary show what years of anxiety she s
vm.h one child and then another. Sometimes it is my

account, I was allowed to take my kitten. As we went

to H&rtﬁeld then Portsmouth, Sandown, and Shanklin,

cred kitten, to be thought of first of all, ‘musb have added
‘the troubles of travelling with a sick child. Bu in s 1te
all the troubles oonneeted with our ill-health those
years at Down must have been full of happmess
e a constant come and go of the relations chronicled in
diary, and a certain amount of sociability with our
ighbours—also visits from my father’s scientific friends.
am sorry to say tlwe u growmg up (l:lhld.ran we were
to the
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1 remember how constant she was in invitations to a
certain f , who were generally tal on account of a
d.um%reeab]e nbher, and how we used to say that no one but
the Z.s ever came to the ho\me In laoer my inher s

state was so
almost ceased, and we cln]dxen had a ruther desolafe feeling
that we were left out. But I think that my mother never
felt this as any loss. She was not essentially sociable as
was my father.

The early memories that come back to me seem now to be
full of sunshine and happiness. I think of a sound we always
associated with the summer, the rattle of the fly-wheel
of the well, drawing water for the garden; the lawn bnmt
brown, the garden a blaze of colour, the six oblong beds
front of the drawing-room wmdows, with phloxes, hhes,
and larkspurs in the middle, and portulacas, verbenas, and
other low growing plants in front the row of lime-trees

humming with bees, my father lymg on the grass under
them; the children pln about, with probnbly a kitten
and a dog, and my mother dressed in lilac muslin, wondering
why the blackcaps did not here sing the same song as they
did at Maer. This was a perennial puzzle to hern%ut what
the mystery was I have never been able to guess.

Of pleasure, as the world reckons it, there was but little.
We went to stay with Erasmus Darwin for short visits,
but London always gave my mother bad headaches and
more than half her time was spent in a darkened room.
Every now and then there is an entry in her little diary of a
concert or a play, but I should think not more than a dozen
times in all the years whilst we were children. She had,
however, constant enjoyment in country sights and sounds.
She made the “Sand-walk,” where accompanied my
father on his daily walks, a wild garden. She used to have
the Dog’s-mercury and Jack- -in-the-hedge pulled up by a
small boy hired for the occasion, in order to emsourage t e
growth of bluebells, anemones, cowslips, primroses,
especially wild-ivy. "One day a new boy misunderstood the
orders, and as my father and mother reached the Sand-walk

found bare emh a grea,t heap of wild-ivy torn up by
its roots and the ry alone.
My father could not help lmm at her dismay and the
whole misadventure, but the ly went too deep, and he
used coa;g:twutheonlymmeshewusvermsa with him.

She h: of the village people from the
poorer outlying pmahes round Down. It was perhaps
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ul how much good she did in this way, as there was
gh uiry and a good many of her friends were
of bad character. ere were, however, many wise
iy s 1o ki, s Rt
for the c , my mother ivil
the books every afternoon—small e 105

medicines in case of illness. There was a well-

¢ cupboard,” and an old red book of pmuﬂgﬁom!,
by my grandfather, Dr Robert Darwin.

ber helping to measure and weigh, and the delight of

. A deep respect and regard was felt

illage, but her reserve prevented her getting

many of her poorer neighbours intimately. She

d contrast herself in this respect with her old neighbour

nd Georgina Tollet, the author of Cou; Conversa-

have won

She would take any trouble to help

or their relations, and in return there was nothing they

d not do to please her. In an emergency they would

ike horses; or any one would change their

the cook would nurse an invalid, the butler would

to the station, and anybody would go an errand

here or be ready to help in looking the poor

o following letter was written from Dr. Lane’s Water-
re Establishment at Moor Park, near Farnham. My father
went there, and was sometimes accompanied by my

Charles Darwin to his son William.

[Moor Park, Monday, May 3rd, 1858.]

[y pEAR WILLIAM,

1 have just received your nice note and the hexagon,!
‘which very many thanks, but I hope and think I shall
have to use it as I had intended, which was delicately to
 to one of the greatest mathematicians that he had made
ler in his geometry, and sure enough there came a
yesterday wholly altering what he had previously
me.
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You will, I think, hereafter like Campbell’s Lives of the
Chancellors, and it is a capital book for you, my dear future
Lord Chancellor of England, to read. . . . I have been
playing a good deal at billiards, and have lately got up to
my play, and made some splendid strokes! I have at last
got up some strength, and taken two good long walks in this
ARSI acuitey My dear old fellow,

Yours, C. D.

, Ths ovening [1858).
My pEAR GULIELMUS, ROty T, e

Go and have at once a good and deliberate look at my
old rooms? and if you then prefer them make the change,
though it is a confounded bore that money should have been
wasted over papering, etc. I much misdoubted at times
whether you had chosen wisely. I think what you say about
your present stairs being idle and noisy, a real and good
reason for your changing. I know well, far too well, what
temptations there are at Cambridge to idleness; so I am sure
these ought to be Lvoxded I do hope tbat you will keep
to your already i ic and i ious habits:
your success in life will mainly depend on this. So much
for preachment, but it is a good and old established custom
that he who pays may preach; and as I shall have to pay
if you move, (as I rather advise) so I have had my preach.

Downx, 15th [1858).
I should like to know whether my old gyp, Impey, is still
alive; if so please see him and say that I enquired after
him

I am very glad that you like King’s—it used to be a great
pleasure to me. You have to see the beautiful pictures in
the FitzWilliam. The backs of the Colleges (N.B. not
Colledges as some people spell it) are indeed beautiful; I
do not think there is anything in Oxford to equal them.

! William Darwin was at Christ’s College, Cambridge, where he
owupmd lnn father’s rooms. e
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MooR P, Saturday (1859].

am very glad to hear that you have begun Botany, in
manner in which you have. I know Hooker thinks very
y of G. Henslow, in all ways. It has always been a
y of mine that nothing could be so improving as the
e of describing plants, teaching accurate observation
faculty which I am sure is most slowly acquired) and con-
s and accuracy of style. I have always regretted that
w had not struck on this plan when I was there, that
t have practised. You will always be glad that you
this. By the way, one evening I said to Frank, who
i8 getting on very well in French, that he would be very
of it all his future life: and a few days after Lenny was
oting under my microscope and he turned round very
y and said “Don’t you think, Papa, that I shall be
glad of this all my future life.”

The following pages are taken from the report of my

brother William’s speech, given at the Banquet held at

nbridge, on the occasion of the Darwin Centenary. He

de no attempt at oratory, scarcely even raising his vaice,

at his whole manner and the deey nmier{{ing feeling made
speech extraordinarily impressive to all who heard it.

lor, your Excellencies, my Lords and Gentlemen,
1 need hardly say that this assemblage of distinguished
en, met together from all quarters of the world to do honour
o his memory, would have almost overwhelmed my father,
ind I am very ious of the great difficulties that meet

‘and of the very great honour that is paid me in being
called upon to express the feelings of my family on this

oasi T remember that my father once wrote to Sir
Hooker, whom we are so delighted to have with us in
mbridge to-day, on an occasion when Sir Joseph Hooker

to make an address or after-dinner speech, that he
d him from the bottom of his soul, and that it made
is flesh creep to think of it. I am sure that he would have
d me tenfold in these very especial circumstances, and
can only trust to your kind consideration, and ask that




168 A Century of Family Letters [omar.xut

my short-comings be not too severely criticised. When I
had the honour of being asked to speak to-night I was most
kindly given a free field, with no limitations or directions of
any kind; but it was clear to me that it would be utterly
unfitting and presumptuous on my part if I attempted,
before such an audience as this, to speak of my father in
regard to his scientific career, even if I were in other respects
qualified. Therefore I can only speak of him as a man and
a8 I knew him from a child.

I have been thinking over the characteristics of my
father which are quite apart from the qualities on which his
influence and his success as a man of science depended, and I
thmk the thty which stands out in my mind most pre-

ly is his abh of anything approaching to
oppression or cruelty, and especially of slavery; combined
with this he had an enthusiasm for liberty of the.indi-
vidual and for liberal principles. I can give you one or
two illustrations, which are very slight in themselves, but
one of them has remained impressed on my memory since
early boyhood. There was living very near us at Down a
gentleman farmer, with whom my father was slightly
acquainted. It became reported that this man had allowed
some sheep to die of starvation. My father heard of it and at
once took up the matter, and though he was ill and weak and
it was most painful to attack a near neighbour, he went round
the whole parish, collected all the evidence himself, and had
the case brought before the magistrates, and as far as I can
recollect he got the man convicted. This, I remember,
as a boy impressed me immensely; he took it so seriously
and devoted himself to it, though his health was in such
a bad state. The next case is a personal matter, if you
will excuse my referring to myself. At the time of the trial
of Governor Eyre I had come from Southampton, where there
had lately been held a public meeting in favour of Governor
Eyre. One day at Down I made some flippant and dm-ogar
tory remarks about the C i which was
him. My father instantly turned on me in a fury of indigna-
tion and told me I had better go back to Southampton. The
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‘mmningnlewno’olookhacmtomybedaidnmd
how sorry he was that he had been so angry, and that
10 had not been able to sleep; and with a few kind words he

W especially impressed me was his hatred of slavery.
ember his talking with horror of his sleepless nights
he could not keep out of his mind some incidents from
d’s Journeys in the Slave States, a book he had lately
n reading; and in many of his letters to Professor Asa
y he alludes to slavery with the utmost detestation.
I will not detain you with any recollections of his political
nions except to say that he was an ardent Liberal, and had
great admiration for John Stuart Mill and Mr. Glad-
; ab the same time he often deplored the almost total
of interest in science in the House of Commons.
think when I was a child my father’s health was,
thaps, at its worst, and there is no doubt that it threw a
ain air of sadness over the life at Down, but whenever he
8 a trifle better his natural joyousness and gaiety flowed
; and what we very vividly remember is the delightful
symate he made for us as children. In later life he
ys treated us with entire trust and freedom, and all our
or views or desires he would discuss and consider
as if we were his equals; and it is touching to recall,
ity almost makes one smile, the tone of admiration and
e with which he would acknowledge any little help we
give him in botanical or other matters. In later life he
to like to discuss any of the books or topies of the day,
nd it was always with modesty; he never seemed to think
his opinion was worth very much outside of his own
subjects. One of the great peculiarities I found in
was his immense reverence for the memory of his father;
all cases of health or illness, in many of the other con-
ons of life he would quote words of wisdom or advice of
s father. To be present with him, when he happened to
well, at a small luncheon party with congenial friends,
y if a sympathetic woman were seated near him, will
ot be easily forgotten by anyone who has experienced it.
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He put everyone at his ease, and talked and laughed in
the gayest way, with lively banter and raillery that had a
pleasant flavour of flattery, and touches of humour; but he
always showed deference to his guests and a desire to hrmg
any stranger into the i 1 can well und:

that anyone who had only met him under such circumstances
might be led to disbelieve the accounts of his ill-health. . . .

There is one other subject I should like to touch upon,
and that is the very hackneyed subject of his loss of interest
in poetry and art. I think in this way an unfair slur has
been cast upon the influence of the study of natural history ;
this is no doubt to a great extent due to a want of realization
of the state of his health and of his nature.

When he first returned from the voyage on the Beagle,
he was entirely overwhelmed with the various duties con-
nected with the publication of his journal. . . . In a very
few years’ time his health failed, and he retired in 1842 to
Down. He then began the routine of life which continued
for 40 years. Every morning he worked to the very
end of his tether, so that he would often have to say
in the middle of a sentence: “I am afraid I must leave
off now.”

As regards his imagination, I think that scenery, the
beauty of flowers, and music and novels were sufficient to
satisfy it. I remember he once said to me with a smile
that he believed he could write a poem on Drosera, on
which he was then working. I think he could never have
written the last paragraph or two of the Origin of Species
or the passage in the letter to my mother from Moor Park, in
which he mentions that he fell asleep in the park and awoke
to a chorus of birds, with squirrels in the trees and the laugh
of a woodpecker,—and he added that he did not care a
penny how the birds or the beasts were made—I think
he could never have written either of those two passages
without: a deep sense of the beauty and the poetry of the
world and of life. As regards his interest in art, I think
he did keep it up to a certain extent. I remember that
at the end of his sofa on which he used to lie, he had a
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ure which he had bought himself and which he much
yed looking at: he also eriticised very acutely a certain
ving. He ‘used to laugh at modern decorative art
_always preferred simple forms and pure colours.
member once when he was staying with me at South-

through the living-rooms and collected all the pieces
 china and chimney ornaments which he thought ugly,
on our return he led us with much laughter into his
nber of horrors. . . .
am sure my father would have said, though, perhaps,
h a tone of apology in his voice, that if there was to
a [Darwin] celebration there could be no more fitting
ce than Cambridge. He always retained a love for Cam-
and a happy memory of his life here. It was the
and gayest period of his life, and it certainly did
eat deal for the development of his mind. As regards
academio studies, he used to speak of them with soant
pect, and, perhaps, rather unfairly. It is curious to
ember that the two subjects which he thought had done
to develop his mind were Paley’s Evidences of Chris-
fy and Euclid, both of which subjects are, I believe, now
eded as being obsolete. He valued more than any
der honour the degree that was conferred on him here, and
spoke to me with pride and pleasure of walking, dressed
his scarlet gown, arm and arm with Dr. Cartmell, the
r of his old College. . . .

Charles Darwin to Emma Darwin.
Sunday, Moor PARK [probably 1859].
am very sorry to hear that you are headachy. A
me just came into my head, viz. that when I am back,
t you should come here for a fortnight’s hydropathy.
you not think it might do you real good ? I could get
perfectly with the children. You might bring Etty
you. Think of this my own dearest wife. I wish
knew how I value you; and what an inexpressible
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blessing it is to have one whom one can always trust, one
always the same, always ready to give comfort, sympathy
and the best advice. God bless you, my dear, you are too
good for me. Yesterday I was poorly: the Review and
confounded Queen was too much for me; but I got better
in the evening and am very well to-day. I cannot walk far
yet; but I loiter for hours in the Park and amuse myself by
watching the ants: I have great hopes I have found the rare
slave-making species, and have sent a specimen to the
British Museum to know whether it is so. I have got some
more letters to write, though I wrote six longish ones yester-
day. So farewell my best and dearest of wives. C.D.

During these years we had more than one governess.
Our education, as far as book learning was concerned, was
not of an advanced type; my mother apparently did not try
to get the best possible teaching for us. But from our
different; governesses we learnt nothing that was not good
and high-minded; from all we received real affection, and in
more than one instance devoted care in illness. A sentence
in a letter of hers to her son Leonard when a schoolboy,
illustrates her point of view. She wrote of a governess who
had just taken a situation, “ I can never be thankful enough
that Mrs —— does not know a word of French or German,
so that the poor little woman’s shortcomings will not be
perceived I trust.”” Her indifference as to education con-
tinued. In 1888 she wrote: “ Now I must write and decline
subscribing to the Shaen memorial at Bedford College, but
the fact is that I do not care a,bont. the higher education of
‘women, though I ought to do so.”

In 1859 the Origin of Species was published, and my
father got heml;lly %:le;gdone with. gettmg it zhr;xgh ot&e
press. My mother h correcting the proot-
sheets. When the book was ﬁnal]y off his hands he went
to the water-cure establishment at Ilkley and we followed
on Oct. 17th. It was bitterly cold, he was extremely ill and
suffering, the lodgings were uncomfortable, and I look back
upon it as a time of frozen misery. There was much excite-
ment over the letters which he received on its publication,
but I remember my mother would not show me Professor

ick’s horrified reprobation of it.!
1 The letter is published in Life and Letters of Oharles Darwin.
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our childhood and youth she was not only sincerely

this she always was in the true sense of tha word—

ly to church

took the Sacrament. She read the Biblo thh us and

us a simple Unitarian Creed, though we were ba;

and confirmed in the Church of Englzn In her youf

must hava ly filled her life, and there is evidence

t}mt it distressed her, in her early

e,to km:.w that my father did not share her

She wrote two letcers to lnm on the snb;ect He
aks in of “her b 1 Jetter to

ufely preserved sﬁmﬁy after our marriage.” In this

The state of mind that I wish to preserve with respect
you, is to feel that while you are acting conscientiously
id sincerely wishing and trying to learn the truth, you
be wrong; but there are some reasons that force
lves upon me, and prevent my being always able
ive myself this comfort. I daresay you have often
t of them before, but I will write down what has

Your mind and time are full of the most interesting
ects and thoughts of the most absorbing kind, viz. fol-
up your own discoveries, but which make it very
for you to avoid casting out as interruptions other
of thoughts which have no relation to what you are
ursuing, or to be able to give your whole attention to both

es of the question.
ere is another reason which would have a great effect
a woman, but I don’t know whether it would so much on
man. I mean E. [Ei ), whose und ding you
such a very high opinion of and whom you have so
affection for, having gone before you. Is it not likely

‘have made it easier to you and to have taken off some of
hat dread and fear which the feeling of doubting first gives,
d which I do not think an unreasonable or superstitious
g ? It seems to me also that the line of your pursuits

iy have led you to view chiefly the difficulties on one side,
%d that you have not had time to consider and study the
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chain of difficulties on the other, but I believe you do not
consider your opinion as formed. May not the habit in
scientific pursuits of believing nothing till it is proved,
influence your mind too much in other things which cannot
be proved in the same way, and which, if true, are likely to
be above our comprehension ? I should say also that there
is a danger in giving up revelation which does not exist on
the other side, that is the fear of ingratitude in casting off
what has been done for your benefit, as well as for that of
the world, and which ought to make you still more careful,
perhaps even fearful, lest you should not have taken all the
pains you could to judge truly. I do not know whether this
is arguing as if one side were true and the other false, which
I meant to avoid, but I think not. I do not quite agree
with you in what you once said, that luckily there were no
doubts as to how one ought to act. I think prayer is an
instance to the contrary, in one case it is a positive duty,
and perhaps not in the other. But I daresay you meant in
actions which concern others, and then I agree with you
almost if not quite. I do not wish for any answer to all
this—it is a satisfaction to me to write it, and when I talk
to you about it I cannot say exactly what I wish to say, and
I know you will have patience with your own dear wife.
Don’t think that it is not my affair and that it does not much
signify to me. Everything that concerns you concerns me,
and I should be most unhappy if I thought we did not
belong to each other for ever. I am rather afraid my own
dear N. will think I have forgotten my promise not to
bother him, but I am sure he loves me, and I cannot tell
him how happy he makes me, and how dearly I love him
and thank him for all his affection, which makes the happi-
ness of my life more and more every day.

And her second letter is:

I cannot tell you the compassion I have felt for all }onr
sufferings for these weeks past that you have had so many
drawbacks, nor the gratitude I have felt for the cheerful
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affectionate looks you have given me when I know you
‘been miserably uncomfortable.
heart has often been too full to speak or take any
i I am sure you know I love you well enough to
e that I mind your sufferings, nearly as much as I
my own, and I find the only relief to my own mind
o take it as from God’s hand, and to try to believe
all suffering and illness is meant to help us to exalt
minds and to look forward with hope to a future state.
fhen I see your patience, deep compassion for others,
command, and above all gratitude for the smallest
z done to help you, I cannot help longing that these
jus feelings should be offered to Heaven for the sake
daily happiness. But I find it difficult enough in

perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee.” It
and not reasoning that drives one to prayer. I feel

gs sndalllwouldhopelsﬂ:&tyvumlghtdneot

lem upwards, as well as to one who values them above

o g in the world. I shall keep this by me till I

1 cheerful and comfortable again about you, but it has

ssed through my mind often lately so I thought I would
o it, partly to relieve my own mind.

w are the words:
‘God bless you. C.D. June, 1861.”

spoke little to us about her religious feelings. I

r once, when I was a girl, her telling me that she
n felt she could only bear her anxiety by saying a

for help. As years went on her beliefs must have

, but she kept a sorrowful wish to believe

‘and I know that it was an abiding sadness to her that

faith was less vivid than it had been in her youth. It

d however give a wrong impression, if it was thought

$his overciouded her life. Her perfect unselfishness

active goodness gave her rest, peace and happiness.
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CHAPTER XIIT
1860—1869

A long illness—The death of Charlotte Langton—Scarlet feverﬂs
umane trap for animals ‘marriage—!
ik v g oy e o ot b Bt
and Susan Darwin—The Huxley children at Down—George a
second Wrangler—A month in London—Elizabeth Wedgwood
comes to Down—Freshwater—My father’s accident out riding
—Shrewsbury and Caerdeon.

I.u 1860 mi poor mother’s thoughts and time were en-

the care of me in a long illness (probably

ﬁlphmd fever) lasting with relapses from May, 1860, till

idsummer, 1861. In July I was well enough to be moved

to Hartfield, “ the kmdmxts.l for all who are sick or

» as Fanny Allen But I soon had a bad
relapse and gave her as much anxiety as ever.

Charles Darwin to his son William.

HarrrIELD, Monday (July 30, 1860].

Poor Etty will long be an invalid, but we are now too
happy even at that poor prospect. Your letter has amused
us all extremely, and was read with roars of laughter.
Etty has not yet heard it; but you cannot think what a
pleasure your letters are to her; they amuse and cheer her
so nicely. I shall copy your account of dialogue before
the Bishop and send it to Hooker and Huxley. You may
tell the gardener that I have seen an ant’s nest in a tree,
but it is rare. . . .

The Review by the Bishop of Oxford and Owen in last
Quarterly is worth looking at. I am spand.ld.ly qmzzed
by a ion from the Anti-Jacobin. The are
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ing about the Origin in N. America even more than
ll 1 see by the printed reports.
My dear old fellow,
Your affect. Father,
C. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to Lady Lyell.
Dowx, BroMreY, KENT, Aug. 28 [1860].
. . We have sent Frank to school, and as yet he has
or quite happy there. George is in the first class, and a
on of some authority there, so he is a great protection.
7Ithmkboyﬁatebe(mer(slmxnil'usy‘useclmbe and he is
to be liked by the masters from his industry and zeal.
s is too much given to anxiety, as you know, and his
experiments this summer have been a great bless-
him, as he can always interest himself about them.
nt he is treating Drosera just like a living creature,
T suppose he hopes to end in proving it to be an animal.
also succeeded pretty well in teaching myself not to
way to despondency but live from day to day. We
the bad luck at Hartfield to fall into the hands of a
g medical man, and it really was a great injury
. We had a visit from Sir Henry Holland, who cheered
, and T fully believe his view is the true one. He
so constantly kind, and taken so much trouble, that
very grateful. . . .
mmberhﬁ.lndmrynﬁthmtxmeahnmﬁbll refer
One is ked and knit,” and that means I
capmkandvhltemgwhwhshedwnynused&t
till she d.wd She rather characteristically got tired
imitation ‘Indian pine,” which I had worked on the
strips, and a year or two before her death unpicked
), nndp'ﬁ’]mn repented that her old rug, which she had
for thirty-six years, did not look the same.
| March, 1861, Mrs Huxley and her three little children
'to Down for a fortnight’s rest. She was seriously
of health, and unable to recover from her grief at the
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knew her befare, and this visit laid the foundation of their
frien

In J\me, 1861, we went to Torquay, and there I began to
get well. It was a very happy time. My father was
fairly well, and the boys were full of enjoyment. We had
our ousmmuy summer vigitors, Erumne Darwin, and

%Pe wood’s

wards the end of our time at Torquay my mother
took Hope Wedgwood and me & little trip round 00T,
It was m only tour she ever took without the family in

all her married life.

the Ant\mm of 1861 Charlotte Langton, whose health
had for some time been breaking down, went to St Leonards,
where she died in January, 1862, at the age of 65. My
mother was twice able to go there to see her during the
autumn. Fanny Allen wrote to Elizabeth : daily feel
a debt of gnramude to you for the precious time I with

lotte this last summer. Her patient, calm and

thougl\tful look as I saw her on your terrace, while we sat
round her chair, is ever present to me, and it is pleasant to
dwell on it, for it was the same countenance and ex
sion that has gone with her from her childhood, and has the
stamp of an heavenly birth on it.”

She quotes for its truth Sir James Mackintosh’s description
of Charlotte as both ‘gentle and strong,” and speaks of
lovmﬁeher since first she saw her in her child’s frock. To

th the loss was irreparable. She came first to Down,

and Fanny Allen wrote that this would be her best solace,

for “Emma of all others blends cheerfulness and con-

solation.”” Charles Langton did not, wish to continue living

at Hartfield and Elizabeth therefore left the Ridge. 1t

lvav“ to us the loss of two houses which were almost second
lomes.

1862 was another year of anxiety and of illness in the
family. Leonard, then a boy of twelve, had scarlet fever
most dangerously, and hung between life and death for
weeks. The other children were mnr. away from home with
our old Scotch nurse Brodie, who h y})ened to be paying us
@ visit. At the end of my mother’s long period of nursing
she caught the fever herself and was very ill. Eventually,
however, we all met at Bournemouth, vury glad to be once
more a reunited family.

About 1863 my mother worked very hard to have some
humane trap substituted for the cruel steel trap in common
use in game-preserving. She got the Society for the Preven-
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of Cruelty to Animals to move in the matter, and a
 was offered for the invention of a trap which would be

oth good and huma I am afraid, however, her efforts
d bu Iicg?duec' t i No traj d;w:ﬁiﬂnvonbeedwhmb' was
eap, ai fective. i ly, by stirring up
t on eghe subject, some good, it may be hoped, was

the .iollow% letter here, slthoufx she wrote it
later. ether it was ever published I cannot
, but I think it was sent either to the 7'imes or the

Those who sympathise with the sufferings of animals
. have felt great satisfaction at the warm interest
has lately been excited on the subject of vivisection.

ere is however a kind of suffering, inflicted not in the
o of science but in that of amusement, which seems
ly forgotten. On every one of the great estates of this
y steel traps are being industriously prepared and
catoh the vermin which invade man’s privilege of
the game.

we must fancy what it would be to have a limb
d during a whole long night between the iron teeth
a trap, and with the agony increased by attempts to
Few men could endure to watch for five minutes
thus struggling with a torn and mangled limb;
Il-preserved estates throughout the kingd

ls of animals thus linger every night, probably for
or ten hours.

it is held that it is degrading to our physiologists to
e, and to our medical students to witness, operations
 living animals under ansthetics, what ought it to be
] gamekeeper, who, night after night, prepares and
ets instruments of torture and goes to sleep knowing that,
v means, animals are suffering acute agony until he
in the morning to release them by killing them ?

has however the consciousness that this is done for
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his daily bread. His master does not see it done. Is the
responsibility thus to slip between the two ?

No doubt this is the most effectual way of preserving game ;
but T cannot believe that English gentlemen, who would
not themselves give unnecessary pain to any living creature,
and are eager to prevent brutality wherever they see it,
either on the part of drovers or physiologists, will continue
to allow even this motive to weigh against such an amount
of suffering. Y

‘ours, &e.,
(Signed) B. C.

In February, 1863, we went to see Fechter and Kate Terry
in the Duke's Motto. My mother’s old taste for the lay
remained as strong as ever, and she admired Kate Terr;
with antlmsmsm Of old plbys that she had en]oy
I ber her of the Maid and the
Maqpleas delightful. It comes back to me that out of
her wish that we should enjoy what gave her such great
¥lmure, I was sent to the Corsican Brothers at so youth-

ul an age that I could only bear the terror of it all by
shutting my eyes.

In the u.uf.umn we took a house at Malvern Wells, to try
if a little mild water-cure treatment would do my father good.
But nothing answered, and he was most seriously ill.

Charles n, whose wife (Ihm'locte had died in Janu-
ary, 1862, became engaged in the summer of 1863 to Cath-
erine Darwin, my father’s youngest sister, and the marriage
took place in October of the same year. To us children
it came as a shock, for it seemed to us incredible that any-

thing as marrying.
Catherine was 53, and had neither good bealﬁh nor good
spirits, and both she and Charles Langton had strong wills,
so that my father and mother were doubtful as to their
h&ppmesa md thought the marriage a somewhat anxious

Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth W edgwood.

[October 7, 1863.]
To-morrow, 1 hear from one of Emma’s nice letters,
Cath.’s marriage takes place. I wish they may have a
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ny day to cheer them. I have no doubt that both
d prefer a quiet wedding-day, with no reminiscences
adden either party, and the wedding taking place now
suit you all. . . . Think of Emma D. being, after long
iberation, on the side of the Federals, whom I detest with
fire that is left me ! their hypocrisy respecting slavery
st odious, and their treatment of the poor negroes

following !etter'm written in a tiny hand on a little
et of paper 31"x 21":

Bmma Darwin to her son Leonard at school.

Dowy, BroMLEY, KENT, Nov. 13, 1863.
My pEAR LENNY,

You cannot write as small as this I know. It is
with your crow-quill. Your last letter was not inter-
, but very well spelt, which I care more about.
fe have a new horse on trial, very spirited and pleasant
nice-looking, but I am afraid too cheap. Papa is much
than when Frank was here. We have some stamps
you: one Horace says is new Am. 5 cent.

Yours, my dear old man,
E.D.

My father continued wretchedly ill all through 1864,
gh in the autumn there began to be a t improve-
He appears by her diary not to have home at
she for not more than a day or two. When he was
ly well I could now be left in charge for a short time.
wrote to Fanny Allen (Nov. 22, 1864): ““I suppose you
o heard. of Charles getting the Copley medal from the
Society. He has been much pleased, but I think the
antest part was the cordial feeling of his friends on the

Jnma 4th of this year Emma Allen died, leaving
alone, the last survivor of her generation.
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Bmma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Nov. 22 [1864],

I was so glad to receive your dear, affectionate letter,
saying you would come and see us. I was thinking how
unsatisfactory it would be only to see you for a call or two
in London, as I do not feel easy to leave Ch. for a night,
he is so subject to distressing fainting feelings, and one never
knows when an attack may come on. It will be very nice
for him to see you too. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.

Dowy, Thursday [March, 1865].
My pear Bopy,

We can do very well [without you] till Saturday;
indeed, as far as I can see, we must. Papa is pretty well
and Horace too, and very happy over the alarum which
Papa has handsomely devoted. Anne is absorbed in shirts.
I have just been down to Spengle’ to talk about poor
people. Found them at breakfast at 10.15.

I am glad you are enjoying yourself so much, my dear.
I am glad you see a bit more of aunt Fanny Allen too.
1 called yesterday on the Stephens. Mr 8. thought it only
proper respect that the young Lubbocks should not beat
their father 2 at billiards, and Mrs 8. said her brothers would
not like to beat their father:  No, indeed, they had better
do no such thing.”

In 1865 my father tried Dr Chapman’s “ice-cure ” with
however no permanent good effect. Fanny Allen wrote

1 The family nickrame for the village doctor, who had been
devoted to Leonard in his long illness. He was always in difficulties,
bemg 00 mdnlimt with his po poorer patients. My father used tolend

when the bill came in my father used to pay hali
md k st the debt, which he called  sharing the booty.
Mr E; ahearl: nlt his life in Africa, crossing a swollen river at night
to attend a
2 Sir Jolm Lubbouk, the father of the first Lord Avebury.
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26, 186! “Whatshhols his is, and how
lly he ?e&n m cheerful-
ally sdmirnble Oh! thnt npnml\muhima would

om.
ngmn(lﬂh.l’uly) “1 had one of Emma’s charming
Y- had waited for a good moment to
mdhmjwdaysofho]mtblemﬂwlhad iven her
to give me the treat of a letter, and that wif mllher
about her! T am sure she is a chosen one of Heaven.”
mother’s devotion to my father had mndeadaey
mpression upon Fanny Allen; n\:espeah a friend as
:mdevotodwuenheeverknw “ except Emma, and
exception to every wife.”

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
[Probably 1865].
. I have taken a little to gardening this summer, and
on felt surprised when I was feeling sad enough how
: ttle exertion of that sort is. I also like cutting
_carving among the shrubs, but as my opinion is dia-
1 Ily opposite to the rest of my fs.mxly, I don’t have
‘own way entirely in that matter. .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Thursday [Sept., 1865).

ny,mdmmymthmkaitemrdaehatlbad
him di i which would lly prevent his
g his way. I was glad I was in my new gown. Rags
Took well in the sunshine. My new gown is respectable

‘F&bmaxy 1866, Catherine, Mrs Charles n, died
burywhmshehadgonetobewx er sister

¥ Goorge Bentham, the well-known botanist.

NS
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Fanny Allen to her niece Elizabeth Wedgwood.
Feb. 9, 1866.

Yours and Fanny’s letters on Tuesday brought the
intelligence that I expected of the close of poor Cath.’s
life. It has saddened some hours of this week to me,
and made me think over her character, which was a very
high one, and her life was an abortive one with her high
capacities.

I remember her father used to joke about Cath.’s “ great
soul ”’; what he spoke in jest she had in earnest, but some-
how it failed to work out her capabilities either for her own
happiness or that of others (perhaps), but this I speak with
uncertainty. I have had another sweet note from Caroline
this evening, in which she says “few people know her noble
and excellent qualities, so true, with strong affections and
sympathies.” Sad, sad Shrewsbury | which used to look so
bright and sunny; though I did dread the Dr. a good deal,
and yet I saw his kindness—but my nature was and is fearful.

I have a very grateful remembrance of my aunt Cath-
erine. She was & very kind and stimulating companion,
taking interest in my reading and what I was doing. Susan
Darwin, my father’s only unmarried sister, died in the
autumn, and the old house at Shrewsbury passed into other
hands. She had been her father’s favourite daughter, and
was greatly beloved by her brothers and sisters. On the
death of her sister Marianne, Mrs Parker, in 1858, Susan had
adopted her four nephews and niece, who lived with her at
Shrewsbury till her death.

In 1866 my father’s health was somewhat better and we
paid more than one visit to London.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
QuEEN ANNE STREET, Sunday [28 April, 1866].
My DEAREST AUNT FANNY,
Our last days here have been so pleasant and suc-
cesstul that I must write you a scrap. The greatest event
was that Charles went last night to the Soirée at the Royal
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iety, where assemble all the scientific men in London.
He saw every one of his old friends, and had such a cordial
ion from them all as made it very pleasant. He was
to name himself to almost all of them, as his beard
s him so much. The President presented him to the
nce of Wales. There were only three presented, and he
s the first. The Prince looked a nice good-natured youth, _
very gentlemanlike. He said something Charles could
hear, so he made the profoundest bow he could and
on. His Dr, Bence Jones, was there, and received
with triumph, as well he might, it being his own doing.
event was nearly as wonderful, going to see Hamlet
Fechter. The acting was beautiful, but I should
r anything to Shakespeare, I am ashamed to say.
esterday Eliz. charitably went with me to see poor
Miss P We liked the Matron much . . . Dr B. J.is to
» me some good too. I am to drive every day, and Charles
ride | Good bye, my dear, this is but a serap.
Yours, E. D.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta at Cimiez.
[Loxpox], May 4 [1866].

. Now for news. Monday I drove about and did one
st of pictures, which is staring unwholesome work, and did
suit either of our heads, and a little shopping. In the
g Aunt Eliz. and Carry picked me up for the Phithar-
It was our dear old G minor Mozart, and very
: g, and we used to play it quite fast enough (and
y well) and gave it quite the right air. A Mlle Mehlig
the P. F. in Arabella [Goddard]'s style, but more
v, and I enjoyed it much. Singing hideous,
Sinico sang Vedrai Carino as slow as a Psalm tune and

 loud as she could. Papa was pretty well done up, and
the day before had seen Grove and Lyell. He had a nice
g with Uncle Ras, who has been so nice and cordial,
us to come again. . . .
1 A former governess.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Dowx, Sunday, May 27th [1866).

I have just got yours to George. What an enchanting
place St Jean is. I am so glad you had the luck to hit
upon it. That is the sort of thing I admire more than any
degree of Alps and passes.

T despatched a hamper of kittens yesterday, and am not
sorry to be free of their meals, poor little ducks. They
would all sleep in the mowing machine, and did not look
clean, so I was obliged to apologize for them.

St Jean, her ideal of beauty, was a little fishing village,
west of Nice. On the evening of which I wrote, the fishing
boats, with lateen sails of red and yellow, had come into
the rocky harbour, and sails, sea, and mountains were lit
by a sunset of unusual splendour.

In the spring of 1867 my mother offered to take charge
of the seven children of Mr and Mrs Huxley for a fortnight.
Mrs Huxley wrote to me of my mother (January 24, 1904):

Towards your mother I always had a sort of nestling
feeling. More than any woman I ever knew, she comforted.
Few, if any, would have housed a friend’s seven children
and two nurses for a fortnight, that the friend (myself)
should be able to accompany her husband to Liverpool
when he was President of the British Association; and in
early days of our acquaintance, just after we had lost our
boy, she begged me to come to her and bring the three
children and nurse, and I should have the old nurseries at
Down. I first wrote that I was too weak and ill to be out
of my home, that I could not get downstairs till 1 o’clock.
Her reply was, that that was the usual state of the family
at Down, and I should just be following suit. What wonder
that T had for her always the most grateful affection.

1 wish, if you think fit, that you would set down these
words of mine in your book about her. I should like to
acknowledge my debt of love to my dear friend. My heart
is very full, and tears dim my eyes as I write of her.
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Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Down, Sunday [Summer, 1867].
Vi § ded in going to R b and it was
nt. I took the Lancashire Wedding or Darwin
zed to read in the. carriage. The moral is that it

marry a sickly, rich, cross one you don’t care for,
does not require a conjuror to tell one. The story

d marrying a healthy one you don’t care for. It is too
il to give to the [village] library. . . . I have got Mr
arth’s Will, and find it too dull, so we have only Hep-
orth Dixon’s America and old Jesse’s George 111., which is
nfortable unough.

g aloud. As a rule they liked one novel and one

us book, travels, memoirs, or something historical if

too stiff, for they were always chosen with a view to
my father.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
[1867].

Charles’s book is done and he is enjoying leisure, tho’
a very bad hand at that. I wish he could smoke
pipe or ruminate like a cow. Our Persian kitten from
aris is very ch and more confiding than a

He is getting very big, but still insists upon sitting
y shoulder and smudging his face against mine.

Charles Darwin to his son George on the occasion
of his being second wrangler.

My DEAR OLD FELLOW, Down, Jan. 24ih [1868]
I am so pleased I congmtuhte you with all my
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such energy, perseverance and talent as yours would be
sure to succeed; but I never expected such brilliant success
as this. Again and again I congratulate you. But you
have made my hand tremble so I can hardly write. The
telegraph came here at eleven. ‘We have written to W.
and the boys.

God bless you, my dear old fellow—may your life so
continue.

Your affectionate Father,
CH. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Dowx, s.mdq [January, 1868].

‘We had a pleasant interlud day in the app
of Leo and Horace from whool George’s success made a
tremendous stir at Clapham.' Wrigley had never been
seen in such a state. He gave the fact out from the plat-
form as if he was going to cry, and gave a half-holiday and
sent them all to the Crystal Palace. Leo however staid at
home at his work. . . . When the boys heard about G. in
the 1st class room they had a regular saturnalia, and played
at football for some time to the great danger of the windows
and pictures.

Then the new table came, and it is very lovely, but I
foresee that the scratches on it will embitter my life.

In 1868, the month of March was spent in London, at
Elizabeth W ’s house, No. 4, Chester Place. My
father was [y well, and my mother heard some music
and went to a p]ay or two.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
My pEAR Euz., Dowx, Thursday [Ap. 2, 1868].
I came home yesterday with Charles alone. I en-
joyed the quiet and poking about, and the cat’s welcome
1 The school where all my bmthen except William were educated,

first under Mr Pritchard and laf lnyan!Qy Leonard was
working for the entrance examination at
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d walking in the new walk in the field. Your servants
re charming, and I am so glad you have such a nice set.
e had a pleasant party at luncheon on Sunday (Mrs Miles

and appreciative way in which he spoke of you. He
d Fanny [his wife] to sing to Charles, but he could
ot contrive it those last days; indeed I think his fondness
‘singing is pretty well merged into Natural Selection, etc.

“and Miss Lloyd. Miss Cobbe was very agreeable, and told

» good deal about Borrow, who lives close by her. He
ves the same life among ragamuffins in London as he
d to do in Spain. He was quite an unbeliever (and is
l) when he went about the Bible in Spain, and the book
Good bye, my dear Eliz., I have

Wedgwood made a final move to

0 lon harassed and faf her,

thabud.k lzhnhiewuwomuohfarher,ma e wisely

d to end her days near my mother, and henceforward

in a pleasant house in the village of Down. There she

nt the last twelve of her life, happy with her

n, her little dog , her devoted servants, helping

village neighbours, m “sheltered by my mother’s con-
love and care.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

My prarest AUNT Fanxy, N R
Eliz. is so bent upon Tromer Lodge that I am sure
will get it, and I think she will be very comfortable there.
will have a little too much noise from the blacksmith’s
ge and the school-children at play; but they are not

1 At the Hensleigh Wedgwoods’ in Cumberland Place.



190 A Century of Family Letters [omap.xmx

uncheerful noises. She must make an outlet from the
nearest corner of her garden to get to us, which is much
shorter than the road; but I mean to try to persuade her to
set up a bedroom and appurtenances here, so that when she
spends the evening she shall also sleep here, and not have
any conveyance of things. I enjoy the thoughts very much
of her settling there. It is always interesting to see how
to make things comfortable. Then you must come and see
her here, and I shall see all the more of you. . . .

In 1868 we took one of Mrs Cameron’s little houses at
Freshwater for six weeks. It was a beautiful summer, and
we had a very entertaining time. Mrs Cameron, sister of
Mrs Prinsep and the beautiful Lady Somers, and friend of
Watts and Tennyson, was sociable and most amusing, and
put my father and Erasmus Darwin, who was with us, into
great spirits. It was there she made her excellent photo-
graph of my father, but the only other two of our party
she would take were our uncle Ras and my brother Horace.
1 wish she would have tried my mother, but she maintained
nndwoma.n must be photographed between the ages of 18
and 70.

Tennyson came several times to call on my parents, but
he did not great ﬂ?l charm e:t my father or my mother.

They also saw Iym ther-i Tom
Appleton, full of the wondets oi table-turning, spirits and

hoetzs Mr. Appleton described to us how he had impressed
ennyson with ﬁm spirit stories, telling them to him after
dinner, by the light of a lanthorn in the orchard.

Charles Darwin to his son Horace.

DumBoLA LODGE, FRESHWATER, ISLE OF WiGHT,
My pEAR HORACE, 200 huly, 18081
We do not know Leonard’s address, and I must
write to someone, else I shall burst with pleasure at Leonard’s
success.! We saw the news yesterday, and no doubt you
will have seen it. Is it not splendid ? . . . Everything is

! He had come out second in the Entrance Examination for
Woolwich.
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what a difference between the highest and the lowest
r! By Jove how well his perseverance and energy
been rewarded. This is a very dull place, but we like

My very dear old man,
Your affectionate Father,
C. DarwiN.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Wednesday [August, 1868].

Mrs Cameron very good-naturedly took me and Bessy
on Mrs Tennyson, It was pouring with rain, and
more it rained the slower we walked, so when we got
re we left our dripping cloaks in the hall.

Tennyson brought in a bottle of light wine and gave
'ewhag]aastooonwtbhswet Mrs Tennyson is an
v and very pleasing and gracious. After sitting a
ble time Tennyson came out with us and shewed us
Qbont and one likes him, and his absurd talk is a sort of
rtation with Mrs Cameron. The only Tennysonian speech
s when he was talking of his new house; I asked where it
and he answered half in joke “ I shan’t tell you where,”
telling that the Ilustrated News wanted to send an
t to take him laying the first stone. Charles spent a
pleasant hour with him the day before. We ended in
transport of affection with Mrs Cameron, Eras. calling
er the stairs to her, “ You have left eight persons deeply
with you.” I think she was fondest of Horace. The
! was often coming over, “Mrs Cameron’s love
d would Horace come over ¥’ She wanted him to pack

0s, ete. . . .

utumn was one of unusual sociability. There were
nt parties of friends and relations staying in the
; and we also had much intercourse with Charles

1 Mrs Cameron’s pretty maid, who often sat for her.
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Norton, of Cambridge, Mass., and his family, who were stay-

ing for some time at Keston Rectory, a neighbouring parish

to Down. A warm friendshi sptaa;g :;lgbetween the two

families, and this intimacy to my brother William’s

marriage many years later to Mrs Norton’s sister, Sara
ick

Aiout this time we ceased to call our father and mother
“Papa and Mamma.” “F” from now onwards in my
mother’s letters means “ your father,” although she some-
times still speaks of him as “Papa.” My father, who was
very conservative (although he was a Liberal in politics)
s:ilx ‘when we spoke about the change, “ I would as soon be
called Dog.”

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrielta.
Downx, Friday [probably Dec., 1868).

The Penny Reading did very well last night. We had
three dreadful comic songs, not vulgar, but duller than
anything ever was heard. Frank and I played twice.
Our two black sheep, whom I hate the sight of, little Rob.
and Mrs 8. were there, and the two yellow sheep (Miss X.’s)
also. . .. We have been talking about Wales to Papa, and
a house that may be to be had. I think poor F. seems
to feel as if the fates would have it so, and I should the
less scruple about it as I am sure he would enjoy it so
much—not that he has agreed, but we have looked at
the map, &c. Leo and Horace are very crazy on the
scheme. Goodbye, my dear, I must go out in a gleam
of sunshine. . . .

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
Dee. 18th [1868].
Your letter, my dear Henrietta, gave me great pleasure
to-day. I was sure you would not forget me and yet the
“booking ” of the time gives a certainty to it, that is very
pleasant. As many days as you can lawfully spare the



9] Fanny Allen’s Politics 193

tter for me. I could not get up an “entertainment ”
1 were to try, but I will give you a good selection of
oks, even some heretical ones, and I will try to give you

I was in great fear when I opened the Star this morning
d saw the list, and did not catch the name I wanted to
e as Cabinet Minister, that Gladstone had forsworn faith
d gratitude and left him out; but I was soon relieved
this fear, and I shall hope that the master spirit of
and will find its place even in that den. I am sorry
Beale is not in Parliament, but I hope he may still do
work out of it for bringing in the ballot. I will not
1 en you with more now.
~ You seem to have a very disturbed church at Down,
nd you had better call in Mr Gladstone to disendow it.
e my choicest love to your mother and father, and
s, with best love to yourself, my dear little one, for
i Elizabeth cannot find envelopes enough

is was the only time I ever sta; with my great-
) at Tenby. I remember her a ]itm!d lady, upright,
so strong that she would stand for an hour before the
reading the newspaper. Her talk was full of vigour
point. I have an inscription in a copy of Burns she
e me to wean me from * Mr Tennyson—there’s sarcasm
u”” We dined I believe at 5 o’clock. I had luncheon
kind, but she took nothing between breakfast and

. I may mention that these dinners were extremely
Her cook, Betsy, had nominally the wage of £12 a
. She had at one time asked for a rise in her wages,
Aunt Fanny had decisively said she had never given
o than £12 and she mever would,—Betsy might go.
Elizabeth d, d and Fanny Hensleigh

50 good a servant, and quite privateli paid Betsy

ch a sum as would raise her wages to what was then

This was kept a secret from Aunt Fanny till her
13
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death. Her di were delightful—the little low
white house, the sunny drawing-room, the sleek black
spaniel Crab, and the well-cared-for garden, with a wealth
of southern shrubs, and peeps of the blue sea beyond.

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
HEeYwooD LANE, January 8th [1869).

Harry, like you, tried in the evening to make me a convert
t0 your beloved Tennyson with no great result, either of you.
I am going on with my reading of Shakespeare’s historical
plays, and yesterday I came on the murder of Humphrey,
Duke of Gloster, and the death of Beaufort; and Tennyson’s
“bland and mild  Shakespeare grated like gravel between
my teeth—one, who could so measure such a genius has no
wings to soar into the higher regions of poetry; he must
content himself to write such things as Locksley Hall.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

My pEAR AuNT FANNY, Monday, Feb. 8 [1869].
You were quite right in telling me I should like
Bunsen if T persevered. What an angelic nature he had, and
how lucky he was to have a wife quite as high and spiritually
minded as himself, and his sons and daughters seem all to
have been made of the same stuff. It is consoling to read
such an intensely happy life as his was from beginning to
end. I believe it was his character, and not his talents,
which made him so looked up to. I cannot see any talent
in his letters and, when he talks of his own views and aims,
he is so hazy and unclear that I have never been able to
fathom what his particular aim and study was. I shall be
quite sorry to finish the book, and it does one good to enter
into such a mind. . . .
Yours, my dearest Aunt F.,
En.
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father had a bad accident in April, 1869. Eiaqniet
on stumbled and fell, rolling on him and

ly. It was a great misfortune, for Tommy was
mddemitobemaieiorhmtonda mdbamﬁ

on our way there.
f,ber’s old ‘home, the Mount, and were accom-
Owner as we were s]mwn over the house.
mmemtmallkmdneu but I mmembermyhthail
&pmntmmbuhnsud “If I could have been left
18 at greenhouse for five minutes, I know I should
bean able to see my father i in hm wheel-chair as vividly

s if he had been there before me.”

Gt
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CHAPTER X1V
1870—1871

The Descent of Man—Polly the Ur-hund—The Franco-German War

—On keeping Sunday—] mus Darwin—The i of

Henrietta Darwin—A wedding-gift from the Working Men's

College.
Ix January, 1870, I went to Cannes. Fanny Allen wrote
to my mother: It is marvellous to me, sitting by the fire
Tejoicing in the repose, to read of the rushing of the young
to all points of the compass in such weather !  But in reality
at their age, if I had had their power, I should have done the
same. I now only wonder at the progress of kindness and
indulgence on the Pmn(:s’ part that aid their children in
their natural tastes.”

Whilst I was abroad the proof-sheets of T'he Descent of
Man were sent out to me to read. %mothﬂr wrote to me
of one of the uhum “I think it will be very interesting,
but that I shall di it very much as again putting God
further off.” To show how delightfully my father took any
help his children gave him, I give two letters he wrote to me,
alf o\:ﬁh of course the praise is out of all proportion to the
real value of my corrections for the press.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta.

My pEar H., Spring, 1870.
T have worked through (and it is hard work), half of
the 2nd chapter on mind, and your corrections and sug-
gestions are excellent. 1 have adopted the greater number,
and I am sure that they are very great improvements. Some
of the transpositions are most just. You have done me
real service; but, by Jove, how hard you must have worked,
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how thoroughly you have mastered my MS. I am
ed with this chapter now that it comes fresh to me.

Y our i and admiring and obedient father,
C.D.

must have caused you. N.B. You can write, I see, a
otly clear hand, as in all the corrections.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta.
Down, Sat., Mar. 19 [1870].
. F. is wonderfully set up by London, but so absorbed
work and all sorts of things that I shall force
n off somewhere before very long. F. Galton’s experi-
about rabbits (viz. injecting black rabbit’s blood into
ey and vice versa) are failing, which is a dreadful disap-
intment to them both. F. Galton said he was quite
with anxiety till the rabbits’ accouchements were over,
now one naughty creature ate up her infants and the
er has perfectly commonplace ones. He wishes this
iment to be kept quite secret as he means to go on,
he thinks he shall be so laughed at, so don’t mention.
‘Bobby is better to-day and has eaten a little. He
d so human, lying under a coat with his head on a
ow, and one just perceived the coat move a little bit
er his tail if you spoke to him.
Bob ” was the half-bred Newfoundland who used to
6 on his “ hot-house face 2 of despair when delayed in
% In Sir Francis Galton's Memories of M, My Tife ho explains that
 the experiments on rabbits above mentione rder to
test Charles Darwin’s theory of Pangenesis; no eﬁeot m nu breed
Fnduned by the transfusion of blood. He wmm “It was
te see how quickly the obbita Tecovered a effect
the mmblwho had passed away. It often hlppened that their

. were in no way dashed by an operation which only a fow
Befors had ahmiged neatly one-Balf of the blood that wes

'thnxbdau.
"3 See Life and Letters of 0. D., 1 vol. edit., p. 70.
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starting for his walk by my father’s stogpmg to look at
e iments in the hot-house. My dog, Polly, mentioned
bxelow, was a_little rough-hmed" fox terrier. After her
Pulg jes had been made away with, my mother wrote:
5 S‘;h so odd I might write a volume about her. I
think she has taken it into her head that F. is a very bi
puppy. She is perfectly devoted to him ever since; wil
on}; stay with him and leaves the room whenever he does.
She lies upon him whenever she can, and licks his hands so
constantly as to be quite troublesome. I have to drag her
away at night, and she yelps and squeaks some time in
Anne’s room before she makes up her mind to it.”

And later in the year: “Polly has had a great deal to
suffer in her mind from the squirrels, and sits trembling in
the window watching them by the hour going backwards and
forwards from the walnut to the beds where they hide their

The following geo]olgical skit by Mr Huxley gives a char-
acteristic sketch of Polly, with her weak points a little
exaggerated, for she was more remarkable for beauty of
character than form.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
BAssET, SOUTHAMPTON [4ug., 1870].

We are very comfortable here with William in his little
villa, which is cheerful though cockneyish. . . . We talk
and read of nothing but the war. I think L. Napoleon’s
fate might make a tragedy if he was not such a prosaic
character himself. I can’t help hoping that when he is
kicked out—which must happen soon—Prussia may be
to make peace. What an enormous collapse it

is of a nation tumbling headlong into such a war, without a
notion of what the enemy was capable of. Leo tells us that
almost all the Woolwich young men are ‘ French,” tho’ he
owns it is chiefly because they long for war, and they think
that more likely if France wins. Leo himself is a staunch
Prussian. Charles is very comf. here, and manages to be
idle, and gets through the day with short walks and rides.
1 have been reading Lanfrey’s memoirs of Napoleon I. It
is refreshing to read a French ’s book who cares nothing
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for la gloire, and it makes one ashamed of Louis Philippe
for giving in to such baseness as bringing the body from
8t Helena and making a sort of saint of him. I should like
to know what impression the book makes in France. Some
people (F. Galton) are of opinion that truth or falsehood in
a nation is merely a question of geography, and that the
nations who have not got the article do pretty well without
it. Ithink France shows the contrary. There isno national
value for truth, and Napoleon I employed the most elak
system of lies by means of Fouché to gain his ends—the
letters are now extant. . . .

Fanny Allen to her great-niece Henrietta Darwin.
‘Heywoop, TENBY, Dec. 8th [1870].

I must send you a barren letter, my dear Henrietta,
except of love, to thank you for your most pleasant letter of
last week. A visit from you would give me pure joy when-
ever the time comes that you have leisure; and that you
have an inclination to come fills me with gratitude and even
some surprise, as age is not attractive, as the old song goes,

crabbed age and youth ”—and yet I am checked by the
recollection of the reception and pleasant time (too short)
that I passed at Down this autumn. [What harm] la gloire
has done to poor France. I can scarcely bear to read her
d.mstars and it makes me hate the Germans, who are

Il g in her slaugh Oh, that a ch pit could hit

Iam surpnsed also, as you, at Snow’s ““ low view ” of the
Eastern Q., now happily settled; she has been led astray, as
Lord Palmerston says so many are, by analogies. I believe
I should be with her as to private engagements, that is
between man and woman, which stands on a different
footing to that of all other, because the fulfilment might
cause the misery of the two. Francis Horner, who was
called “Cato” by his intimates, maintained that that en-
gagement should also be considered inviolate—but between



How to Keep Sunday
mﬁm and nation I should have thought no one could have

In the years when we were growing up,
uzzled as to what rules to make about

201

God bless you, my dear Henrietta.

My warmest of loves for the “beloved Emma,” whom
_you have the pleasure of calling mother, and to your daddy
4\ re ly, and love to Bessy.

O Affectionately yours,

FraNs. ALLEN.
I believe my

the side of abstaining from
what ofher puople Uhink
. wrong, tho’ you do not.

A 'The fear of loosening their
old on the sanctions of re-

te the breaking of the

rriage on that day, and it was a question in her own mind
hether she might rightly embroi
he following was found amongst her papers:

ider, knit, or play patience.

On the side of doing as you
think right, without con-
sidering  the opinion of
others.

The sincerity of showing
yourself as you really are.

The real good it would do
the world not to have arti-
ficial sins.

Your opinion that England
would be morally the better
for some amusements on
Sunday.

‘Whether the servants know
you as you are and do not
take your opinions as any
guide for theirs — whether
they learn toleration in short.

All this only applies to my
own doings, as I do not feel
at all sure enough in any way
to interfere with the pleasures
of sons of the age of mine.
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Thursday [Feb., 1871].

. . . I feel a constantly recurring sense of relief that the
war is over. We hear of French families returning at once.
They say poor Mme. Tourgenieff is in great despair at the
end of everything.

I came to high words with one of our guests, a German.
He seemed very sore at the general feeling in England for
France. However, we each spit our spite, and then made

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta.

My pEar HENRIETTA, Dowx, March 28, 1871.

I do not know whether you have been told that
Murray reprinted 2,000 [of T'he Descent of Man], making
the edition 4,500, and I shall receive £1,470 for it. That
is a fine big sum. The corrections were £128 1! Altogether
the book, I think, as yet, has been very successful, and T
have been hardly at all abused. Several reviewers speak
of the lucid, vigorous style, &. Now I know how much
I owe to you in this respect, which includes arrangement,
not to mention still more aids in the
Therefore I wish to give you some little memorial, costing
about 25 or £30, to keep in memory of the book, over which
you took such immense trouble. I have consulted Mamma,
but we cannot think what you would like, and she, with her
accustomed wisdom, advised me to lay the case before you
and let you decide how you like.

I have been greatly interested by the second article in
the Spectator, and by Wallace’s long article in the Academy.
I see I have had no influence on him, and his Review has
had hardly any on me.

We go to London on April 1st for a few days in order
that I may visit and consult Rejlander about Photographs
on Expression. I think I shall make an interesting little
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~ vol. on the subject. By the way I have had hardly any

rs about, the Descent worth keeping for you, excepting

from a Welshman, abusing me as an old Ape with a

airy face and thick skull. We shall be heartily glad to

you home again. Good-bye, my very dear coadjutor
d fellow-labourer.

Your affectionate Father,
CH. DARWIN.

. Erasmus Darwin to his niece Henrietta Darwin.

[6, QUEEN ANNE STrEET, March, 1871.]
Dear HENRIETTE,

I was thinking of sending a scolding card when
ur note pacified me. Your news is not very cheerful,

think the way he carries on controversy is perfectly
utiful, and in future histories of science the Wallace-
n episode will form one of the few bright points
rival claimants. . . .

Erasmus "Darwin to his niece Henrietta Darwin.

(6, QUEEN ANNE STREET, April, 1871.]

' DrAr HENRIETTE,
I enclose you Lady Bell’s note, and you will see that
s was not thrown away. I ought to have sent it before,
have been rather sick and miserable, and paper and
ivelopes are very lowering to the system.
The world looks very black, for after Monday next
e won’t be a single day without its pleasure, what
the Royal Academy and what with the International.

1 A review of The Descent of Man.
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It is quite refreshing to think of you and Hope, immersed
in Geometry and indifferent to the cares of poor, weak
mortals. E. A. D.

In June, 1871, I became engaged to Mr. R. B. Litchfield.

Emma Darwin to her sister Elizabeth Wedgwood.
HAREDENE, ALBURY, GUILDFORD, Sunday [July, 1871].

We were thankful to have Henrietta as courier for the
last time, as Charles was so giddy and bad at Croydon I
could not leave him. When we got out at Gomshall,
Esther, who was in another carriage with the kittens, was
not forthcoming, as her part of the train had been detached
at Red Hill and she had gone off into space. But she
managed well, got out at Tunbridge, and she and the kittens
appeared about 6 o’clock very jolly, as if they had done a
fine thing.

I was married on the 3lst August, and the following
letters are to me on my wedding tour:

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietla Litchfield.

My pEAREST ETTY, Dowx, Sept. 4, 1871.

1 must write to say how much your nice and affec-
tionate letter from Dover has pleased me. From your earliest
years you have given me so much pleasure and happiness
that you well deserve all the happiness that is possible in
return; and I do believe that you are in the right way for
obtaining it. I was a favourite of yours before the time
when you can remember. How well I can call to mind
how proud I was when at Shrewsbury, after an absence of
a week or fortnight, you would come and sit on my knee,
and there you sat for a long time, looking as solemn as a
little judge.—Well, it is an awful and astounding fact that
you are married; and I shall miss you sadly. But there
is no help for that, and I have had my day and a happy
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notwithstanding my stomach; and this I owe almost
tirely to our dear old mother, who, as you know well, is
 good as twice refined gold. Keep her as an example
e your eyes, and then Litchfield will in future years
orship and not only love you, as I worship our dear old
other. Farewell, my dear Etty. I shall not look at you
a really married woman until you are in your own house.
 is the furniture which does the job. Farewell,

Your affectionate Father,

CrARLES DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My prarest Bopy, Tuesday Evening [Sept., 1871].

Tt is very pleasant to feel well again after my three
s’ poorliness, and I can’t think what took me. It was
good Mr and Mrs Rowland, as F. of course put it down
to (tho’ he is dreadfully deaf). . . . £ I don’t get my head

F. making me out to be so very ill always, only a proof of
is affection, and therefore he does not succeed in making

‘think myself so very sick or so very good. On Monday
ght Horace came very jolly and well. He has been down
the Venerable P.,! who is still bad (send him some message,
or I think your wedding finished him up). Poor little
nder [kitten] has been lost for two days. It caused a
st of indignation thro’ the house; Jane was sure she

starved, Mrs Tasker turned her out at night, &ec.
ever, she was found safe at John Lewis’s; and now the
takes another direction, viz. that the L.’s
nt to keep her, and so did not tell when enguiries were

ednesday morning. Jane is in bed with lumbago and

inting, and I am sure is in for an illness, but Mrs Evans

s it a capital joke and does all the work. ... The B.s

i Parslow, the old butler, thus incorrectly nicknamed from the
Aged P. in Great Eapectations.
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[called] on Friday—Mrs B. found it almost too tiresome
to ask anything about your marriage, so I soon spared
her and got on her own affairs, and I like her in spite of
manners.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietia Litchfield.
Sunday Bvening [Sept., 1871].

. . Leo has been going over the Joch pass and the Aletsch
glacier, sleeping at a hut 10,000 feet above the sea. I
suppose boys enjoy such things, but I should have thought
it horrid, such a piercing high wind, he could not stop a
minute to look about him.

T am taking to some of the St Beuve Causeries, and find
them very pleasant, especially anything about the time of
Louis XIV always amuses me. ... Mr—— and A. called.
A. never knows when to have done with anything. She got
upon 8t Moritz and was quite endless. Now nobody can
say that of me.

The following letters refer to a delightful welcome the
Workm Men’s Colleg ave to us on our return. My
5 was one of the Founders, and had worked there
ever since its foundation with continuous zeal
wedding gift of the College, a picture by Maccallum, was
presented to us, and F. D. Maurice muds the speech of the
evening.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My pmagssr Erry, November, 1871.

We were all so rejoiced yesterday; and what a very
good girl you were to write us so long a letter. We have
been all profoundly interested and touched by your account.
Pray tell Litchfield how much I have been pleased, and more
than pleased, by what he said about me. When the address
and your letter had been read the first thought which passed
through my mind was * What a grand career he has run,”—
but I hope his career is very far from finished. I congratu-
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late you with all my heart at having so noble a husband.

t an admirable address, and how well written. Even
}fm‘ Miss Rhadamanthus,! could not have improved a
ord. It is as superior to all ordinary addresses, as one of
e old Buccaneer voyages are to modern travels. Good-
e, dearest; keep quiet. Good-bye.

Yours affect.,
C. DARWIN.

Charles Darwin o his son Horace.
6, QUEEN ANNE STREET,
Friday Morning, 8.30 A.M. [Dee. 15, 1871].

My pEArR HORACE,
We are so rejoiced, for we have just had a card from
hat good George in Cambridge saying that you are all
ht and safe through the accursed Little Go. I am so
, and now you can follow the bent of your talents and
ork as hard at Mathematics and Science as your health
permit. I have been speculating last night what makes
man a discoverer of undiscovered things; and a most

) g problem it is. M)my men who are very clever

g. As far as I can conjecture the art consists in
bitually searching for the causes and meaning of every-
bhing which occurs. This implies sharp observation, and

tigated. But why I write all this now I hardly know
xcept out of the fulness of my heart; for I do rejoice
ily that you have passed this Charybdis.
Your affectionate Father,
C. Darwrx.

Minor was a ni Mr Huxley gave me, %1
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CHAPTER XV
1872—1876

The Bxpression of the Emotions—The Working Men’s College walkin
—Abmfger UL Dy Adpc Clab-4 sdakod 88 Queeﬁ'

‘Anne Street—Francis Darwin's marriage—Leonard Darwin in
New Zealand—Vivisection—The death of Fanny Allen—Experi-
ments on Teazles.

Tue following letter relates to my father's book on the

Ezpression of the Emotions, in which my husband gave him

some help on expression in music.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

My pEaR Erry, Dowx, May 13, 1872.
Litchfield’s remarks strike me (ignorant as I am)
as very good; and I should much like to insert them.
But I cannot possibly give them as my own. I used at
school to be a great hmd at cribbing old verses, and I
remember with fearful disti Dr Butler’s prolong
hum as he stared at me, which said a host of unp]sa.se.nt
things with as much meaning and clearness as Herbert
Spencer could devise. Now if I publish L.’s remarks as
my own, I shall always fancy that the public are humming
at me. Would L. object to my beginning with some such
sentence as follows ? “ Mr Litchfield, who has long studied
music, has given me the following remarks,” and then give
the remarks in inverted commas.
L. was quite right about there being a good deal of
repetition, and two or three pages can be condensed into
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The discussion does not read so atrociously bad, or

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Down, Saturday [probably 1872].
. . Leonard is bringing a young man from Chatham
day with the assurance that we shall hate him. Frank
also bringing a friend who is very nice. But I don’t feel
 ease in the company of young men and feel out of my
Fanny Hensleigh delivered me your message that
s a wise woman settled on a rock, and Charles desires
to say that it is he deserves that credit (viz. of staying

Emma Darwin to R. B. Litchfield.

pEAR RICHARD, Wednesday (Sept., 1872].
It was very nice of you to write to me. Although
‘Wedgwoods are so bad about anniversaries, I should
thought of the 3lst. There are so many sad things
of, that I often feel,  Well, there are two belonging
ne whose happiness it is a comfort to think of. .. .” I
m glad you are reading Plato, as you will be able to tell
o whether I could endure any of it; I have always had
me curiosity to know something about the ancients.
Yours affectionately, my dear Richard,
E. DaArwIN.
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Dowx, Tuesday [27 Sept., 1872]).

Yesterday 3 sons went in different directions to look for
a house for us, as I have persuaded Charles to leave home
for a few weeks. The microscope work he has been doing
with sundew has proved fatiguing and unwholesome, and
he owns that he must have rest. Horace came home the
fortunate one, like the youngest brother in a fairy tale. He
has found nice lodgings on Sevenoaks Common, which is
luwommonly pretty, and there is Knole Park, too, close at
hand. .

W'hat an affecting and natural letter poor Jenny’s* was.
There is hardly a pang in life so sharp as hers; but she
showed so plainly that she was exerting herself to the
utmost to bear up. I was surprised she could think of the
new baby as any consolation. It will be the best consola-
tion no doubt; but at first she will feel that no baby will
make up in any degree for the right one.

‘Whilst staying in these lodgings at Sevenoaks they be-
came acquainted with the merits of a verandah, and this led
to a large verandah being made at Down. It had a glass
roof, and opened out of tﬁe drawing-room. So much of all
future life was carried on there, it is associated with such
happy hours of talk and leisurely loitering, that it seems to

us almost like a friend. The fine row of limes to the west
5heh.emd it from the afternoon sun, and we heard the hum
of the bees sucking the honey-sweet lime flowers as we sat
there. They used to get drunk on the honey and lie half
dead underneath—a danger to us as little children playing
about on the grass. In front were the flower-beds and the
, by which in the old days my father regulated the
dlocks. Polly, too, appreciated the verandah and became
a familiar sight, basking in the sun, curled up on one of the
red cushions. After my marriage she adopted my father
and trotted after him wherever he went, lying on his sofa
on her own rug, during his working hours.

the youngest das and Jessie Wedgwood
o Maor Ot i ot s ﬂnn"h:’b
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Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.

Dowx, Tuesday (21 Jan., 1873].

-+ « We are to have Fanny and Hensleigh on Monday,
I am glad to say, to meet Moncure Conway. We have just
been reading a very grand sermon of his on Darwinism.
I sometimes feel it very odd that anyone belonging to me
should be making such a noise in the world. . . . Henrietta
eomes on Wednesday. She has been going to a working-
man’s ball and danced with a grocer and a shoemaker, who
looked and behaved exactly like everybody else and were
quite as well dressed. The ladies were nicely dressed but
not expensively, and much more decently than their betters
are in a ball-room now-a-days.

I have been rather cross at all the adulation about Louis
Napoleon. Really Mr Goddard’s (the priest at Chiselhurst)
sermon might have been preached about a saint, and then
would have been thought exaggerated.

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

My pEAR EMMa, February 26th, 1873,

I had so nice a letter from Henrietta that I feel
inclined to tell you so, and to thank you for a dear letter
I had from you now a fortnight ago. I keep all your
letters and shall leave them to Bessy most likely, or Homce,
and this Jast is missing in ofHarrys
to return it. . . . It is now a fortnight since I have been out
of doors; it is so mild to-day that I think I shall try a little
pacing behind the hedge.

1 do not know whether you touch C. Voysey’s writings.
I was pleased with his last discourse, Man the only Revela-
tion of God. I do not know whether it was in this sermon
that a word displeased Elizth. With Harriet’s reading many
a word falls harmless on my hearing. I take the subject in
only. Elizth. objects to pathos in novels, and this also falls
very harmless on me—the pathos of life kills that—and
would never draw a sad feeling from me. . . .
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This spring my father and mother took a house near us,
16, Montague Street, for a month’s London season. My
mother wrote to Fanny Allen, “ Charles had much rather
i(iuy at hm:: but knows his place and ::amn . Mr

uxley at this time was greatly harassed, owing to
a lawsuit about a house he waz building. %l\s {uh‘.h was
not in a good state, and he urgently needed a long rest.
This necessity weighed much on the minds of his friends;
Mrs Lyell suggested to my mother, during this stay in
London, that a very few of his intimate friends might
privately join in making a gift to him to enable him to
g:g away. My father took eagerly to the scheme, and

ame its active promoter, whilst carefully avoiding
publicity. Two thousand one hundred pounds were at
once subscribed, and my father was deputed to write the
letter accompanying the gift.! “He sent off the awful
letter to Mr Huxley yesterday, and I hope we may hear
to-morrow. It will be very awful,” my mother wrote. It
was not, however, awful at all. Mr Huxley took the gift
in the spirit in which it was offered.
izabeth Wedgwood’s sight had been failing more and
more for some time, a privation she bore with the utmost
Faﬁenoe. But my mother used often to say how sad she
elt it to come in and find her doing nothing, when her life
had been one of continual activity. My mother gave her
her old Broadwood grand-piano, and to fill up some of her
weary useless time helped her to learn by heart simple airs
to play to herself. She also came more often to spend the
;vening and stay the night with them, going home after

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Dow, BeckexuAM, KENT, Saturday [probably 1873].
My pearesT AUNT FANNY,

1 dare say Eliz. will tell you in her Sunday’s letter
that her new spectacles do not help her. She had so little
hope of them that it is not much of a disappointment. I
am glad to see that her sight serves her out of doors to do
some gardening. I think the beauty of the flowers is very
much lost to her. . .. I suppose you read long ago the Hare

1 The letter is given, p. 367, Vol. 1, in the Life of 7. H. Hualey.
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Memorials of a Quiet Life. I feel intense compassion for

_ the shortness of poor Mrs Hare’s married happiness, not
five years, but I cannot bear her notion that God took him

_ away because she was so deeply attached to him. Not that
1 think a person cannot be selfish in their love; but it is not
the strength of the love that is the sin, but the selfishness.
1 wish they had omitted at least half the letters. There
is 50 much sameness in the religious feelings, as of course

" there must be. But people make the mistake of thinking
~ you cannot have too much of what is good, whereas the

ity of it spoils the whole in a degree.

The household is boiling over with indignation because
the mowers, whom we engaged, have broken their word, and

~ forsaken us at the last minute. I think we had better buy
a machine as the difficulty of getting mowers is become very

general.

Yours, my dear,
E.

Six or seven times every summer my husband organized
a Simd.l% walking party of his singing-class and of members
of the Working Men’s College. We used to go by rail to
- some place near London, and walk a few miles to a spot
suitable for luncheon and a tea picnic. Singing, gathering
flowers, games and tea filled up the day, and we used to
~ come home, well tired out, by an evening train. Several
. times after my marriage, my father and mother invited the
; to Down. The first time was in the summer of
873. These invitations gave great pleasure and there was
a large attendance, often as many as sixty or seventy. My
and mother’s gracious welcome, an excellent tea on
the lawn, wandering in the garden and singing under the
lime-trees made a delightful day, endin% with a drive home
. to Orpington Station for the ladies of the party.
This summer my parents spent a week at Abinger Hall,
' the home of Mr T. H. Farrer, afterwards Lord Farrer, whose
second it to Euphemi daugh of i

e
We ood, had recentl: mﬁn place. This pleasant,
N ihouse was now added to the very few places where
my father felt enough at ease to p&mits. In general, he
idered that his ﬁealth d him from such pleasures.
He much enjoyed Mr Farrer’s talk and the beauty of the




214 A Century of Family Leiters [omar.xv

surroundings. The “ Rough,” a stretch of wild common,
was near enough for him to stroll on. Lord Farrer wrote:
“ Here it was a particular pleasure of his to wander, and his
tall figure, with his broad-brimmed Panama hat and long
stick like an alpenstock, sauntering solitary and slow over
our favourite walks is one of the test of the many
pleasant associations I have with t| S

From Abinger they went to Basset, their séjour de la
paiz, as they called it. I see by my mother’s diary how
constant she was in driving from Basset to Southampton
to see the mother of one of the villagers at Down—a not at
all engaging and not too clean old woman—who had gone
to end her Enyu there. This reminds me of another instance
of her constant kindness; that of writing continually to our

or old nurse Brodie, who had a monomania that she was
orgotten. Though receiving a letter only soothed her for
a very short time, mwother always thought it worth
while to do this, and I believe wrote to her every few days.

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Down, Friday [1873].

- . . Charles has d derfully from his di i
attack of last week and is moderately at work. T think
with invalids, unusual health “ goes before a fall.” I hardly
ever saw him so well as the Sunday and Monday before his
attack. Iam glad we have made a connection with a Dr, by
having Dr A. Clark; and his opinion was very encouraging,
that he could do Charles some good and that there was a
great deal of work in him yet. . . .

Our visit at Abinger is a pleasant bright thing to look
back at. The weather enchanting, shewing off the place—
Charles well, enjoying everything and above all Effie, so
lighthearted as well as wise. . . . Are not you ashamed of
Archbishop Manning giving “ plenary indulgence ” to all
these fools? I am happy to say he also gives plenary
indulgence to the fools who stay at home. . . .

1 Vol. 1, p. 392, More Letters of Charles Darwin.
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BEmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Tuesday Evening [1873).

F. has recovered remarkably quickly and went to the sand
walk to-day and did a little work. . . . Dr Clark has not
sent the dietary yet and we are rather trembling as to how
strict he will be.

I make C. Buxton’s book! quite my Bible at present.
He hits so many small nails on the head that suit my feelings
and opinions so exactly, and I think he is so very acute,
and sometimes a little cynical to my surprise.

I found George a great comfort to consult with and
settle things when I felt uneasy about F. He is so zealous
and puts his whole mind to what you tell him. Leo has
offered to go as photographer with the expedition to New
Zealand. I feel rather flat. One is so awfully used to
S

“ Awfully used ” is a family expression quoted from
Leonard as a little boy, who complained at tea that he was
“80 awfully used to bread and butter.” The following relates
to the first visit my father and mother paid us. To make
them comfortable we always gave them our bedroom, and
moved ourselves into a smaller one.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietla Litchfield.

My pmarEsT Bopy, Dowx, Saturday [Autumn, 1873].

It is a pleasure to receive such a delightfully affec-
tionate invitation and to think that R. joins in it as heartily
as you do, and we will come with all our hearts. F. never
could bear the thoughts of putting you to so much incon-
venience and so had given up thoughts of Bryanston Street,
but I tell him 7 don’t mind it in the least, and I am sure
you and R. don’t. Of course I like it much better than
Queen Anne Street, as though we should see & good deal of

* Notes of Thought, published 1873.
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you there, there are nooks and corners of time that one
catches only by being in the house with you.

But we shall not agree to your tabooing all your friends,
as they do not tire F. like seeing his own. I aim at his
seeing nobody but the Huxleys and not giving luncheons
at all. We will stay a week—I should like to say 10 days,
but I don’t think I shall compass that. F.is much absorbed
in Desmodium gyrans! and went to see it asleep last night.
It was dead asleep, all but its little ears, which were having
most lively games, such as he never saw in the day-time. . ..

Emma Darwin to her aunt Fanny Allen.
Dowx, A rainy Sunday [Autumn, 1873).

My peagrest Avxt F.

We have only Leonard with us to-day and I have
just sent down to Eliz. to persuade her to come up as it is
dark and dismal. She is uncommonly well and cheerful.
I have been looking over some very old letters of hers,
and it is not a very cheerful occupation; one gets one’s
head too full of past times which always entails regrets,
and I now feel that we daughters made a mistake in not
talking more to my father and getting more into his
mind. . . .

We are expecting Hen* and her husband to stay a
decent time with us, which somehow is of more value than
the same split up into short visits.

Spiritualism was making a t stir at this time. Durin
a visit of my iathera:]nlf mmaer to Erasmus Darwin mg
January, 1874, a séance was arranged with Mr Williams, a
paid medium, to conduct it. We were a largish party,
sitting round a_dining-table, including Mr and Mrs G. H.
Lewes (George Eliot). Mr Lewes, I remember, was trouble-
some and inclined to make jokes and not play the e
fairly and sit in the dark in silence. The usnaf manifesta-
tions occurred, sparks, wind-blowing, and some rappings

1 The * Indian Telegraph Plant,” the dwarf leaflets of which
move by a series of twitohes,
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movings of furniture. Spiritualism made but little
on my mother’s mind, and she maintained an attitude
neither belief nor unbelief.

is summer there was a second marriage in the family.

[y third brother, Francis, married Amy, daughter of
ence Ruck, of Pantlludw. Frank been educated
a doctor, but did not wish to practise, and took up
otany. He was the only one of my father’s children with a
trong taste for natural history. He now became my father’s

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

DesresT Evua, June 30th, 1874.
Your boy starts on his star-gazing expedition with
llent weather. November is not far off and he may
back almost before Mrs Evans’s' tears are dried.
says in her letter that she is “ going up in her own
iag She is wise if she indulges herself in this luxury.
Spirits will not do her any harm. She has an unbe-
nature, and say what they will, they are but jugglers
all. Spirits do not meddle with matter, and when
e or heavy bodies are moved, it is matter that
es them. I am writing shockingly ill—the day is dark
T do not see well, so good-bye, my dear one,
Ever yours,
Fras. ALLEN.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pEAR LEONARD, July Tth, 1874

I have been so long thinking how disagreeable it
yould be to see you go, that when I came to the point and
you so comfortable and composed, I found I did not
ind it near so much as I expected; indeed seeing Mrs

1 Leonard’s old nurse.
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Evans’s tearful face made me feel rather hard and unnatural.
In writing to you I shall try to forget how long it will be
before you get my letter, and imagine you at Chatham.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pEAR LEo, Bassur, Sunday, Aug. 23rd [1874].
We are packing up for to-morrow’s start for home
at 6.30 a.m.; after a most successful and peaceful stay with
dear old William. F. says he has not felt so rested and
improved and full of enjoyment since old Moor Park days.
George joined us about 10 days ago, and has been able to
join all our expeditions, which have chiefly consisted in
driving as far as N. Stoneham Park and getting out for a
short walk. I had no idea it was so charming and pretty,
and F. finds that he was quite mistaken in thinking he had
succeeded in crushing out his taste for scenery, or that for
a beautiful garden which he saw yesterday in such a blaze
of sun. . .. The Bessemer Steam-boat is to be launched in

3 weeks. I don’t despair of taking F. across some day.
Yours, my dear old man, E. D.

And after their return she wrote to her daughter Bessy:
“ William says how quiet and dull the meals are, and how
much he enjoyed our visit. I believe he quite misses us,
though F. would think that quite too presumptuous an
idea, he being a man and we fogies.”

BEmma Darwin to her son Leonard in New Zealand.
Dee. 22, 1874.

Colenso is just returning well pleased with having ob-
tained justice for the Caffre tribes who have been so badly
treated. Dean Stanley had the courage to ask him to
preach at Westminster Abbey, but Colenso declined, saying
he had not come to England to stand up for his own rights,
and he would not make a fuss. We enjoy your letters
heartily.
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Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

i My pEar H., 4 January, 1875.

i Your letter has led me to think over vivisection (I
wish some new word like anzsection could be invented) for
some hours, and I will jot down my conclusions, which will
appear very unsatisfactory to you. I have long thought
physiology one of the greatest of sciences, sure sooner, or
more probably later, greatly to benefit mankind; but, judg-
ing from all other sciences, the benefits will accrue only

_ indirectly in the search for abstract truth. It is certain

~ that physiology can progress only by experiments on living

animals. Therefore the proposal to limit research to points
of which we can now see the bearings in regard to health,
ete., I look at as puerile. I thought at first it would be good
to limit vivisection to public lab ies; but I have heard
only of those in London and Cambridge, and I think Oxford;
but probably there may be a few others. Therefore only
men living in a few great towns could carry on investigation,
and this I should consider a great evil. If private men were

permitted to work in their own houses, and required a

license, I do not see who is to determine whether any par-

ticular man should receive one. It is young unknown men
who are the most likely to do good work. I would gladly
pumsh severely anyone who operated on an animal not

ible, if the experi made this possible;

- but here again I do not see that a magistrate or jury could

- possibly determine such a point. Therefore I conclude if (as

is likely) some experiments have been tried too often, or

- anmsthetics have not been used when they could have been,

the cure must be in the improvement of humanitarian

feelings. Under this point of view I have rejoiced at the

- present agitation. If stringent laws are passed, and this is

 likely, seeing how unscientific the House of Commons is,

- and that the gentlemen of England are humane, as long as
then' sports are not considered, which entail a hundred or

d-fold more suffering than the experi of physi-

N
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ologists—if such laws are passed, the result will assuredly
be that physiology, which has been until within the last few
years at a standstill in England, will languish or quite cease.
It will then be carried on solely on the continent; and there
will be so many fewer workers on this grand subject, and
this I should greatly regret. By the way F. Balfour, who
has worked for two or three years in the laboratory at Cam-
bridge, declares to George that he has never seen an experi-
ment, except with animals rendered insensible. No doubt
the names of doctors will have great weight with the House
of Commons; but very many practitioners neither know nor
care anything about the progress of knowledge. I cannot
at present see my way to sign any petition, without hearing
what physiologists thought would be its effect, and then
judging for myself. I certainly could not sign the paper
sent me by Miss Cobbe, with its monstrous (as it seems to
me) attack on Virchow for experimenting on the Trichinz.
I am tired and so no more.
Yours affectionately,
CrARLES DARWIN.

Fanny Allen to her niece Emma Darwin.

My pEaR Eania, April 21th [1875].

I have been thinking of trying my hand in writing
with a lithographic pencil, but I have not patience to wait,
as your pretious letter with its grateful remembrance of the
sad April days of 51' makes my heart beat with gratitude
to you for its recollection—coupled as it was by the memory
of your grief for your darling. It is true gaps can never be
filled up, and I do not think we should wish them to be
filled other ways than as our memory fills them. . . .

{ n, the last survivor of her generation, died on

May 6t 1875 at the age of 94. She left the following

meen.ge love to all who love me, and I beg them not

sorry for me. There is nothing in my death that

1 Fanny Allen was at Down in April, 1851, when my mother was
unable to go to her dying child at aliaen’
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A t to grieve them, for death at my great age is rest. I
‘have earnestly prayed for it. I particularly wish that none
of my relations should be summoned to my bedside.”

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard in New Zealand.

Nov. 8, 1875.

F. went to the Vivisection Commission at two. Lord
Cardwell came to the door to receive him and he was treated
like a Duke. They only wanted him to repeat what he had
said in his letter (a sort of confession of faith about the
~ claims of physiology and the duty of humanity) and he had
hardly a word more to add, so that it was over in ten
minutes, Lord C. coming to the door and thanking him, It
was a great compliment to his opinion, wanting to have it
put upon the minutes.

Every evening for many years my father and mother
yed two games of backgammon. This was a very serious
 function, and, when things were going badly with him, he
might be heard to exclaim “ bang your bones,”—a quota-
tion from Swift’s Journal to Stella. He won most games,
‘but she won most gammons. In a letter to Professor Asa
Gray (Jan. 28, 1876) he wrote: “ Pray give our very kind
remembrances to Mrs Gray. I know that she likes to hear
men boasting, it refreshes them so much. Now the tally
with my wife in backgammon stands thus: she, poor
‘.m, has won only 2490 games, whilst I have won,
¥ hurrah,

it 2795 games !”

Charles Darwin to his son Francis.
Horepexs, Monday 30th [1876].
. . . If your case of Teazle! holds good it is a wonderful
discovery. Try whether pure water or weak infusion of raw
| 1 The leaves of the teasel form oups, in which water collects and
drowned inseots acoumulate. The moving filaments which I observed
were sup 10 absorb the products of decay and thus nourish the

- Blant. [ was probably wrong in belioving the flaments o be proto-
. plasmic; their true charaoter remains an unsolved problem. ¥. D.

i
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meat will bring out the protoplasmic masses. The closest
analogy seems to me that of an independent Amesba or
Foraminiferous animal etc. which feeds by involving at any
point of its gelatinous body particles of organic matter and
then rejecting them. A mass of rotting insects would give
such particles. Perhaps this is your view. But I do not
understand what you mean by a resinous secretion becom-
ing slimy, or about living insects being caught. I would
work at this subject, if I were you, to the point of death.
If an Ameeba-like mass comes out of cells and catches dead
particles and digests them it would beat all to fits true
digesting plants. I never saw anything come out of quad-
rifids of Utricularia, and I could hardly have failed to see
them as I was on look out for secretion. It would be a
grand discovery.

Could you chop up or pound scrapings from raw meat, or
better half decayed meat and colour the particles first and
then you could see them in the protoplasmic masses; for
surely you could hardly expect (unless there is a distinct
hole) that they should be withdrawn within the cells of
glands. The case is grand.

I see in last Gardener’s Chronicle another man denies that
Dioncea profits by absorption and digestion, which he does
not deny. It seems to me a monstrous conclusion—but
this subject ought to be investigated, especially effects on
seed-bearing. Teazles good for this.

Yours affectly.
C. DARWIN.

Are any orifices or orifice visible in cut off summit or
gland ? For heaven’s sake report progress of your work.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard at Malia.
Dowx, Saturday, July 22nd [1 1876].

. . . The summer keeps on blazing away as if we were in
Malta, many of the flowers dying, and none of them growing.
The evenings delightful under the limes, so sweet. F. has
taken to sit and lie out which is wholesome for him.



1872-1876]  Letters to Leonard at Malta 223
Friday, August 4h [1876].
The time passes so quickly in our methodical life that I
find I have been 10 days without writing to you. . .. F.
has finished his Autobiography and I find it very interest-
ing, but another person who did not know beforehand so
many of the things would find it more so.

Dowx.

. We have been rather overdone with Germans this
weok Hickel came on Tuesday. He was very nice and
‘hearty and affectionate, but he bellowed out his bad English
in such a voice that he nearly deafened us. However that
was nothing to yesterday when Professor Cohn (quite deaf)
and his wife (very pleasing) and a Professor R. came to
Iunch—anything like the noise they made I never heard.
Both visits were short and F. was glad to have seen
them. . . . Have you read the spiritual trials ? I think
that the sentence was too severe, at least as to hard
labour, viz. 3 months’ imprisonment. If people are so
credulous some allowance ought to be made for the rogues.

. Saturday [1876 1].

. .. We had two comical visitors on Sunday about 6.30,
two Scotch students who were seeing the sights in London
and came here (via Greenwich and Beckenham) to see the
great man’s house and place. When they got here they
. thought they would also try to see the great man himself,
‘and sent in their names. F. went to speak to them for a
few minutes and Horace showed them about and started
_ them to London by a straighter route than their former
~one. They were very modest and well behaved, and some-
thing like gentlemen. Do you remember a working man
from Australia who rushed in to shake hands with him a
year ago, and was for going straight off again without
another word. We have heard of him again from a
Canadian who met him on the road to California on foot
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with nothing on but drawers and shirt, in the pocket of
which he carried his pipe and a letter from F., of which he
is very proud and shows to everybody.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My DEAR GEORGE, Dow, July 13th [1876].
One line to say how I, and indeed all of us, rejoice
that Adams thinks well of your work, and that if all goes
well will present your papers to Royal Soc. I know that I
shall feel quite proud. I do hope and fully believe that in
a few days you will be up to work again. Dr Clark was
very nice, when here, and enquired much about you.
Horace goes on Monday to lecture on his dynam. at Bir-
mingham. Frank is getting on very well with Dipsacus and
has now made experiments which convince me that the
matter which comes out of the glands is real live proto-
plasm about which I was beginning to feel horrid doubts.
Leonard going to build forts.
Oh Lord, what a set of sons I have, all doing wonders.
Ever your Affect.:
C. DARwIN.
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CHAPTER XVI
18761880
Bernard Darwin—Stonehengo—R. B. Litohfield's illness at Lucerne
—William Darwin's marriage—My father’s Honorary Degree
at c;mbmlAge—-A round of visits—Anthony Rich—The Darwin
i month at Coniston—Horace Darwin’s marriage—
fur-coat surprise—The Liberal victory.
1IN the autumn of 1876 my brother Francis, who was my
s , lost his wife and came with his new-born

rtunately little Bernard was a healthy ane
e was not much anxiety, but it greatly changed her life.

e wrote: “ Your father is taking a good deal to the Baby.

B‘ﬂﬂlil;k he (the Baby) is a sort of Grand Lama, he is so

b Leita Hi Prace, Monday [June, 1877).
... F. was made very happy by finding two very old
stones at the bottom of the field, and he has now got a man
VoL, 1. 15
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at work digging for the worms.! I must go and take him
an umbrella. Leo went off last night. Aunt Caroline is so
ambitious for him that she thinks it a great pity he should
settle down to such humdrum work as his present employ-
ment;? but I don’t agree with her. I think, however, I
have no ambition in my nature. It would not have given
me much pleasure George being a rising lawyer, except as
fulfilling his wishes.
Goodbye, my dears,
E.D.

F. has had great sport with the stones, but I thought he
would have a sunstroke.
Basser, Monday [June, 1877].

. . We are really going to Stonehenge to-morrow. I may
stop at Salisbury and read my book and see the Cathedral,
but I shall go if I can. I am afraid it will half kill F.—two
hours’ rail and a twenty-four mile drive—but he is bent on
going, chiefly for the worms, but also he has always wished
to see it.

Basser, Wednesday [1877].

. . . We started from here yesterday at 6.45 on a most
lovely day only alarmingly hot. We had telegraphed on
Monday to George to meet us at Salisbury, and there he
was at the station at 8.30 a.m. with our open carriage
and pair, looking very bright and smiling, and I think he
enjoyed it more than any of us, though he had seen it twice

fore.

The road is striking and ugly—over great cultivated pigs’
backs, except the last two or three miles, when we got on
the turf. We loitered about and had a great deal of talk
with an agreeable old soldier placed there by Sir Ed.
Antrobus (owner), who was keeping guard and reading a
devout book, with specs on. He was quite agreeable to

1 He was observing the effect produced by earthworms in gradually

covering up stones through bringing to the

unders g ane
surface in ﬁhe form of casf
2 He had left Malta and was Instructor in Chemistry at Chatham.



1876-1880] Stonehenge 227

any amount of digging, but sometimes visitors came who
were troublesome, and once a man came with a sledge-
hammer who was very difficult to manage. *‘ That was
English all over,” said he. Prince Leopold had been there.
«“I wish he would come again, he gave me a yellow boy.”
They did not find much good about the worms, who seem
to be very idle out there. Mrs Cutting gave us a gorgeous
lanch and plenty of Apollinaris water. . . . I was not so
tired as I expected, and F. was wonderful, as he did a great
deal of waiting out in the sun. To-day I am only dead—
George came in just now with his lip cut from a fall off the
bicyele. It is a long cut but only superficial, and does not
want any surgery. I hate those bicycles. . . .

Babsey is a little less troublesome, and if we can keep
Frank and Maryanne [the nurse] out of sight he is content
for a time. What he likes is to sit on Frank’s lap and be
surrounded by all the rest, when he is very bold and much
amused. . . .

This autumn my husband nearly died of appendicitis at
Engelberg, in Switzerland. My mother was boundlessly
xﬂ in her sympathy and help, even thinking it possible

should come out to us. The following letter was written
after we had made our first stage home as far as Lucerne.

Charles Darwin to his daughter Henrietia Litchfield.

My pEAREST HENRIETTA, Dowy, Oct. 4th [1877].

I must write a line to tell you how deeply I have
sympathised with you in all your dreadful anxiety. We
were at first quite panic struck, and how we rejoice over
 Litchfield’s much better state. It astonished and delighted
us to receive his nice long letter. How I wish you were
safe at home, and that a law was passed that no one should
g0 abroad. I want to advise you to take a courier from
Lucerne; and so have no bothers on the journey.

There ought to be another law not to ride horses, or play
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at lawn tennis. Poor dear old Leo* lies on the sofa, a bulky
monument of patience, and never grumbles a bit. We have
had lately many callers and this has been good for him, as
it has made talk.

When you return you had better come to Down; it is safer
than London, and in earnest I should think country air must
be better for convalescence, and there will be no business to
bother Litchfield.

I am tired, so good-bye. Frank and I have been working
very hard at bloom? and the automatic movements of plants
from morning to night, and we have made out a good deal.
Good-bye, my dear, love to Litchfield—how I rejoice that
your anxiety is over.

Your affect. father,
C. DarwIN.

In the autumn of 1877 my brother William® became
engaged to Miss Sara Sedgwick. He had first known her
in 1868, when she was at Keston with her brother-in-law
and sister, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Norton, of Cambridge,
Mass. William was a partner in a Bank at Southampton
afterwards incorporated in Lloyds.

* His son William had had a bad accident out riding, and Leonard
)ud fallen at lawn tennis and injured his knee.
2 The wax coating on leaves which makes them como out ‘dry
after being dipped in water.
¥ This' Shart, acoount, of Willism Darwin was wii
death by his brother Francis: Willism Erasmus Beowin (130:
1914). His was a perennially youthful spirit, and the sweetness
of bis expressive faco was but s marked by sorrow o anciety.
Qne seemod to seo in it both the happy, directness of youth and
Sis detionte pravity of 1d age; Ho was fortunate in Laving many
close friends. This is especially true of his later life: 1 gained the
impression that in tho carly days & isbanioton, hag e mot
many intimates. However this may be, ho could not have been
long there ithout hia 1ovable md Transparently honest, oharaoter
becoming known. He gradually came to be employed in various
gublo oonceras, ag. the ‘Gounty Council, the Southamptan Water
orks in_connection_with Hartley College. In
¢ gy e i i fovgotten, | As regards his
ivate life—he seemed to be settling down into confirmed bachelor-
Hood. . When ki mother urged. him fo marzy, e answered in
Words whioh beoame olassioal *'Why if 1 did’ 1 shouldn't have
fime to myselt” But Lo sometimes rogretted his solitude,
I well remember that on my marriage in 1874, he told me
how Bappy 1 was In having alimbed out of the it of bashelarhood.
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Charles Darwin to Sara Sedgwick.

My DEAR SARA, Down, Sept. 29th [1877].

I must tell you how deeply I rejoice over my son’s
good fortune. You will believe me, when I say that for
very many years I have not seen any woman, whom I have
liked and esteemed so much as you. I hope and firmly
believe that you will be very happy together, notwithstand-
ing that you may find Southampton rather a dull place,
~ about which my son feels such great fears. His dread that
. you are sacrificing too much in giving up your American
home is natural, but I trust will prove groundless. Judging
from my own experience life would be a most dreary blank
without a dear wife to love with all one’s soul. I can say
with absolute truth that no act or conduct of William has
ever in his whole life caused me one minute’s anxiety or
disapproval. His temper is beautifully sweet and affec-
tionate and he delights in doing little kindnesses. That you
may be happy together is my strong desire, and I thank you
from the bottom of my heart for having accepted him.

My dear Sara, Yours affectionately,
CrARLES DARWIN,

. He was saved from this fate by his marriage recorded sbove. Al
| that his wife and his home at Basset were to his Lis parents i
. appear in the text. His wife shared the special a wt.mn that

. united their eldest child to his father and mother.

After Sara’s death in 1902 and his retirement from buumeu‘ he
moved to 11, Egerton Place, London, where he welcomed brof
sisters, nephews and nieces with a self-effacing_ hospitali wlmh
i Nmmded some of them of their uncle Erasmus Darwin. e gave
an English home to his Amerioan nieces, the Miss Nortons, with
‘whom, as Llno ch the daughters of his brother George, the bond of
affection was qm

Tn 1600 ho lost leg from a hunting accident—a deprivation
borne with unconscious patience. To the end he remained erect and
active looking. He wes particularly neat in dress, and with his
shaven face and small whiskers he had somewhat the air of a naval
officer. He read much in a wide range of subjects—bi iraphy,
history, fietion and science. A familiar occurrence was ciog &
few minu e 1at.e for 8 m meal because he was * just finishing a par:
graph.” ce he had some practical knowledge of
geolog md of geld botmy, his eareful observations on the &
tion of palustris aro referred to in the Fertilisation of
Orchids, ?Edm 1877, p. 99. F.D.
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Emma Darwin to Sara Sedgwick.
[Oct. 2nd, 1877.]

. I will not disclaim your opinion of me, but take it
as a proof of your affection, and in returning your affection
I do not think you will ever find me wanting. . . .

You say you are so American, and so I think you are in
the quality that I have always observed in the few Americans
I have known (and most strongly in that happy Keston
family), viz. a readiness to trust and confide in the liking
and good feeling of those they are with.

They were married in November of this year.

Emma Darwin to her son William.
CAMBRIDGE, Sunday mg., Nov. 17th, 1877.

My pEar Wrrriam,

It was a great disappointment your not coming
yesterday to witness the honours to F.,! and so I will tell
you all about it.

Bessy and I and the two youngest brothers went first
to the Senate House and got in by a side door, and a most
striking sight it was. The gallery crammed to overflowing
with undergraduates, and the floor crammed too with
undergraduates climbing on the statues and standing up
in the windows. There seemed to be periodical cheering in
answer to jokes which sounded deafening; but when F.
came in, in his red cloak, ushered in by some authorities, it
was perfectly deafening for some minutes. I thought he
would be overcome, but he was quite stout and smiling and
sat for a considerable time waiting for the Vice-Chancellor.
The time was filled up with shouts and jokes, and groans
for an unpopular Proctor, Mr , which were quite
awful, and he looked up at them with a stern angry face,
which was very bad policy. We had been watching some
cords stretched across from one gallery to another won-

1 He was given the honorary degree of LL.D. at Cambridge.
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dering what was to happen, but were not surprised to
see a monkey dangling down which caused shouts and
jokes about our ancestors, etc. A Proctor was foolish
enough to go up to capture it and at last it disappeared
I don’t know how. Then came a sort of ring tied with
ribbons which we conjectured to be the * Missing Link.”
At last the Vice-Chancellor appeared, more bowing and
hand-shaking, and then F. was marched down the aisle
behind two men with silver maces, and the unfortunate
Public Orator came and stood by him and got thro’ his
very tedious h as he could, ly i d
by the most unmannerly shouts and jeers; and when he
had continued what seemed an enormous time, some one
called out in a cheerful tone “Thank you kindly” At
last he got to the end with admirable nerve and temper,
and then they all marched back to the Vice-Chancellor in
scarlet and white fur, and F. joined his hands and did not
kneel but the Vice-Chancellor put his hands outside and
said a few Latin words, and then it was over, and everybody
came up and shook hands.

Of all days in the year I had a baddish headache, but
managed to go and enjoyed it all. F. has been to Newton’s
Museum to-day and seen many people—also a brilliant
Tuncheon at George's. J. W. Clark did me a good turn, as I
followed his lead in tasting Galantine, which is very superior.

I felt very grand walking about with my LL.D. in his
silk gown.

After their return home my father wrote to his son George
(Nov. 21, 1877): “I enjoyed my stay at Cambridge to a
very unusual degree, owing chiefly to you good boys. If
Cambridge newspaper publishes full account of LL.D. do
send me a copy.”

This June they made a round of visits—a most unusual

event.
Dowx, Monday [June, 1878].

We have settled to go to Leith Hill Place on the 5th,
Abinger on 10th, and Barlaston on 15th. It is almost in-
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credible that F. should agree, and I am afraid not coming
home after the ten days’ absence will be very serious.
I have been out lamenting over the garden. Yesterday
it was so pretty with Eschscholtzia and Linums blazing in
the sun, but about 5 o’clock we had the most tropical
thunder, hail and rain storm I ever saw. F. was out, but
after sheltering several times, came back in a quarter of an
hour to find a river over shoe-tops in front of the house.
The hail quite hurt his feet as he came home, and if he
had had Polly he would have had to try to protect her.

Dowx [June, 1878].

I wish you had been here to see Bernard’s arrival, it
was so pretty. He recognised us all at once so as to have
a very sweet modest smile, and directly F. put his hand
in his waistcoat pocket, he went and sat on his lap and
had the bright spots just as usual. He was perfectly fresh,
and in a rapture with the windmill as he came along.

The “bright spots” were made by my father’s little
pocket magnifying glass.

After Bernard had had some little illness my mother
wrote (Oct. 1878): “ 1 daresay he will relapse again and
I must school myself not to get so miserable. It is like a
bodily ache.” And when he was better: “ B. is almost more
charming poorly than well. He is so attentive and placid
and listens to any amount of twaddle. He took to kissing
all the pictures yesbarda

[Dowx, Aug. 1878].
0 . The two articles in the Fortnightly* by Greg and Glad-
stone are very striking; I think the first G. so reasonable
and cool and the second so fiery and full of élan. I don’t

1 There is no article in the Forinightly b; Gladstone in 1878.
She probably meant W. ission m the Nineteonth Century
by Gladstone, and W. R. 5:11 ium on *“ Is popular
jadgment in polities more o gt cm of e higher classes 1
Eastern question was then t in England
owing to the * Bulgari mhaa g (lB7B) lnd the ‘war between
Russia and Turkey (1877 78) which led to the Treatywof Berlin

(July, 1878).



11876-1880] Sir William Thomson 233

agree with the Times that now he had better accept fate, I
think he should cry aloud to the end, he may convert
- someone.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My DEAR OLD GEORGE, Dowx, Oct. 29th [1878].
I have been quite delighted with your letter and
read it all with eagerness. You were very good to write
. All of us are delighted, for considering what a man
Sir William Thomson is, it is most grand that you should
‘have staggered him so quickly, and that he should speak
 of your * discovery &c.” and about the moon’s period. I
also chuckle greatly about the internal heat. How this

und awkward about the heat being bottled up in the
middle of the earth. What a lot of swells you have been
. meeting and it must have been very interesting.
- Hurrah for the bowels of the earth and their viscosity
and for the moon and for the Heavenly bodies and for my
 son George (F.R.S. very soon).
Yours affectionately,

C. DarwIN.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.

Dowx, Thursday [1878].
My pEAR SaRa,

I did indeed feel for you and thought of you very
often. Theodora! is such a combination of gaiety, life,
and and thoughtful that she leaves a
terribly large vacancy behind her. I have sometimes

 relief, when one has no longer to look forward to a dreaded

1 Theoddta Sedgwick, Sara Darwin’s sister, was on her way home
0 America.
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Charles Darwin to his son William.
Dowx, Dee. 12th, 1878.
My pEAR WILLIAM,

I have a curious bit of news to tell you. A few days
ago Mr Anthony Rich, of Heene, Worthing, wrote to me
that he with his sister was the last of his family, and that
he had always thought under such circumstances *those
should be remembered, whose abilities &o., &c., had been
devoted &c., &c., for the benefit of mankind ”; with more
to the same effect and to my great honour. Therefore he
had bequeathed to me nearly all his property after his and
his sister’s death. I heard from him again to-day with
particulars. The property is not of a very inviting kind,
viz. a share of houses in Cornhill, which brings in annually
rather above £1,100. This bequest, as you may believe, has
astonished and pleased me greatly; though in a money sense
it will make no difference whatever to me or your mother.
Mr Rich is 74 years old and his sister a year younger. I
never before heard of a bequest to a man for what he has
been able to do in Science.

My dear old William,
Your affectionate father,
CH. DARWIN.
My best love to Sara.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tuesday [1878).

. . . Bernard is perfectly well and has the most comical
games—putting “ dole ” (gold) pennies and silver pennies
under each of the buttons in a certain chair, in and out
of his pockick 20 times—this has lasted 3 days. For 2
days, stirring up dry middlings for the birds was quite
delightful and very little mess made (considering). , . . I
quite agree with you about F.’s signing too readily; even if
the object is lundeniably good, but especially when I think
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the object not a good one, and possibly mischievous, as
in the Moncure Conway case. In such a plain case of
immorality as he considers the war' I think he was nght
1T consider this war as the out of our furious ant Vit
to Russia, and causing them to seek eagerly for a weak
place in our armour, and also for something to force us
to keep our Indian troops at home in India. Oh if we
had but kept to Lord Salisbury’s first programme (or
Lord Derby’s) of what we should object to, instead of
bot.bmng about things that do not concern us, e.g. a large
Bulgaria. .

Raturday [Jan. 1879).

. T have been out of doors for two days, and yesterday
was quite delightful at the sand walk, and gave one an
insane feeling that the winter was over.

I am glad Eliz. is going to 31* on Monday. For a wonder
I think her spirits are a little failing, and she seems so
troubled with the vivid remembrance of old painful things,
and said she should like to have everything past wiped out
—and yet her youth was exceptionally smooth and happy
and busy. It shows rather a morbid state of mind, and
what I believe she would have escaped but for the loss of
her eyesight. A complete change I am sure will cheer her
much.

W. BE. Darwin to his mother.

[BANK, SOUTHAMPTON], March, 1879.

. Our drive with Carlyle was interesting, but it was

~ difficult to catch all he said. He talked about a number

of things, especially about his French Revolution, which
I happened to be reading. His face was quite in a glow
with an expression of fury when he talked of it, and he
raised his hands and said it was the most wonderful event

1 It may be presumed my father signed some protest against the

han war or steps likely to lea lead to it.
Hbl‘ brother Hensleigh Wedzwuod‘s house, 31, Queen Anne
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in the world, 25,000,000 rising up and saying “by the
Almighty God we will put an end to these shams.” He
also talked of the frightful difficulty of rewriting the 1st
vol. when the manuscript had been burnt; he said it was
the hardest job he had ever had, that he had not a scrap
of note or reference of any kind and it was like trying to
float in the air without any wings, or some metaphor to
that effect. He also said that he thought at one time
that he should have gone mad with all the horror and
mystery of the world and his own difficulties, if he had
not come across Goethe. Unfortunately he did not clearly
explain and I missed what he said in the rumble of the
carriage. He said that Goethe always carried about with
him a feeling of the perplexity of things and of the misery
of the world, . . . so I said that Goethe had not felt the
French Revolution anything to the extent that he had, and
then he smiled and said that was true, and afterwards he
said that Goethe had always been prosperous, while he had
had to struggle with money difficulties. . . . He said that
Goethe was far the greatest [man] living in his times, that he
was very kind to him, and that every three months or so a
box of curiosities, books, &c. used to come to him to Scot-
land. He spoke with real sorrow in his voice that want of
money had prevented him ever seeing Goethe. He said that
““ Goethe believed he should live again > and that he used to
write to him openly [on the subject]; when his son died of
drinking at Rome, all he said was that * his son had stayed
behind in the Eternal City.”

Carlyle talked about Newman being made Cardinal
and said he was a kind, affectionate man, who was much
afraid of damnation and hoped to creep into heaven under
the Pope’s petticoats, and then he added “ but he has no
occiput,” and it is very true that Woolner’s bust shows he
has no back to his head.

I asked him if he ever read any of his own works
again, and he said he had read his Frederick all through,
and seemed to have enjoyed it. As we came away he
asked after my father, and said with a grin, * but the origin
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of species is nothing to me.” Altogether it was very
interesting, and he talked very easily and without any
~ condescension, or oracularly.
Good-bye, dear Mother, you will see us at Easter,
Your affec. son,
W. E. D.

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.
Whit Tuesday [June 3rd, 1879].

. . We are expecting the Club and band before long,
and Bernard has been very full of it since yesterday, and
wanting to know all details, and who will carry the flag—
- the flag is dead which proved a disappointment. You
will be surprised to hear of Babba’s! sternness. He found
~ Bernard overbearing with little Alice, and not giving her
her rights about the slide, and pulled him up short with
“Oh, nonsense, &c.” B. was astonished, but it quite
answered. He is very good and placid, and I have had no
temptation to resort to lumps of sugar since the day at
* Basset; but I will not yield to the temptation in any way,
as you do not approve of that method of education. . . . He
- was most solemn listening to the band holdmg Babba's
hand; but he likes to talk about it to-day. .

brothers had been having the pedigree of the Darwins
y mxdyt; out by Colonel Chester, an American who had an
enthusiasm for such researches.

Charles Darwin to his son George.

My DEAR GEORGE, June 25 [1879],
All your astronomical work is a mere insignificant
joke compared with your Darwin discoveries. Oh good
Lord that we should be descended from a “Steward of the
Peverel ’; but what in the name of Heaven does this mean ?

1 Bernard’s name for his grandfather.



238 A Century of Family Letters [cmAP.xvI

There is a sublime degree of mystery about the title. But
I write now partly to tell you that we go on Saturday morning
to Laura’s' house. She has most kindly lent us her house,
for your mother says, I believe truly, that I require change
and rest.

My mother, on the other hand, wrote to my sister:
““The Darwin pedigree raged more than ever last night, as
“eonard and George had found out some more things and
also Aunt Caroline asked me a multitude of q\lesnons, so L
curse the old D.’s in my heart.” And to me: “F. has
received the MS. from Col. Chester carrying the Darwins
back 200 years. I don’t know how it is, I should care a
little if it related to Wedgwoods. F. is intensely interested
a_nd the old wills are curious, in some cases leaving a shil-

father and mother spent, the month of August, 1879,
at omston y fs,ther en]oyed the ]ouruey there with
the f a picnic and the
passing count try seen irom the train. Even missing the con-
nection at Foxfield, and being hours late, did not daunt
his cheerfulness. One expedition was made to Grasmere.
My father was in a state of enthusiastic delight, jumping
up from his seat in the carriage to see better at every
striking moment. During this visit they also had the
interest and pleasure of making friends with Ruskin. I
remember very well his first call on them and his courteous
manner; his courtesy even included giving my father the
title of * Sir Charles.” Ruskin spoke of the new and baleful
kind of cloud which had appeared in the heavens, and his
distressed look showed that his brain was becoming clouded.

In the autumn of 1879 my youngest brother Horace
became engaged to Ida, only daughter of Lord Farrer, and
the wexe married on January 3rd, 1880. This marriage

ﬁe&t happiness to my mother’s life, as Ida became
a.nother ughter to her.

The following letters relate to a plot to buy a fur-coat
for my father, for this was an expenditure he would never
have made for himself.

1 Miss Forster of West-Hackhurst, Abinger.
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Francis Darwin to las sister Henrielta Latchfield.

My pEAR HENRIETTA, Dowx, Jan., 1880.

" I think the coat exploded very well. I left it on
the study table, furry side out and letter on the top at 3,

that he would find it at 4 when he started his walk.

‘Jackson was 2nd conspirator, with a broad grin and the

~ coat over his arm peeping thro’ the green baize door while

saw the coast clear in the study.

You will see from Father’s delightful letter to us how

. much pleased he was. He was quite affected and had
tears in his eyes when he came out to see me, and said

; ing like what dear good children you all are. I

Yours affec.,
F.D.

- I told mother just before, so that she might come and

Charles Darwin to his children.

My pEAR CHILDREN, Dowx, 17 Jan., 1880.
I have just found on my table your present of the
t;lgniﬁmt fur-coat. If I have to travel in the winter it
be a wonderful comfort, for the last time I went to
;’mdonld:dnotgetovarthemldforZur3dayu The
gott however, will never warm my body so much as your
dear affection has warmed my heart.
My good dear children,
Your affectionate Father,
CHARLES DARWIN.

N.B.—I should not be myself if I did not protest that
you have all been shamefully extravagant to spend so
uch money over your old father, however deeply you
may have pleased him.
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My mother wrote to Leonard: “ You will expect to hear
whether we are alive; firstly the coat is a great success,
and though F. began by thinking it wonld never be cold
enough for him to wear it, he has begun wea.rmgw 80
constantly, that he is afraid it will soon be worn out.”

Sunday, Ap. 4, 1880.

. F. and I are just beginning to find out whether we
are on our heads or our heels (politically)* but as I am 100
times more pleased than you can possibly be sorry, I think
you ought to give up being sorry at all. Our mental
champagne has had very little sympathy except from Aunt
Eliz., as Frank hardly cares and George cares a little the
wrong way; though he says now that he hopes the Liberals
may be as strong as possible so as not to have to truckle.
Seriously I shall be very glad if my opinions and yours
gradually converge, as I have felt it rather painful to have
them so diametrically opposite to each other. . .. I rather
hope Gladstone will not take office for his consistency’s
sake. . . .

In the summer of 1880 my parents paid their first visit to
their son Horace and his wife at Cambridge. It was ar-
ranged that they should go in a through carriage from
Bromley, having a special train across London to King’s
Cross. My mother wrote: ‘“We were shunted backwards
and forwards till we were so utterly ‘turned round’ that
when I called out, ‘Why there is St Paul’s’ F. calmly
assured me that it must be some small church, as St Paul’s
was three miles from Victoria, where we then were. F.’s
comfort was a good deal disturbed by the quantity of
trouble the shlmhng gave, but I was hardened and enjoyed

They both did and saw a %eat deal, my father especially
enjoying a lunch in Frank Balfour'’s rooms. My mother
went to Trinity Chapel to hear the organ. She wr

“I went to the organ-loft and Mr Stanford shewed the

! Thu Tete1s o the General Elaction aftar Gladstone’s Midlothian
e became Prime Minister, though Lord Hartington,
having beti the acknowledged leader priti s Opposition, had
A HAT 6 that poseticn,
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ct of stops, ete. (my bed is quite comf.).” This casual
yle is _very characteristic of her, though what was the
‘.n,.n- her[mm between the two ideas no mortal

nan can

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

Summer, 1880.
F.humpmduheeumdhnhmmcrdningunb
e nor hear. They are, however, amunmg and spend hours
seizing hold of the edge of a cabbage leaf and trying in

n to pull it into their holes. They give such tugs they
ke the whole leaf.

© The Complete Work ‘of Charles Darwin Onlive’
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CHAPTER XVIL
1880—1882

Elizabeth Wedgwood's death—A month at Patterdale—Erasmus
Darwin’s death—The new tennis-court—A visit to Cambric
The birth of Erasmus, eldest child of Ho m—My father’s
serious state of health—FHis death on April 19th, 1882.

Our aunt Elizabeth had a serious illness in the autumn of
1879. From this she never entirely recovered, and died
on November 7th, 1880, at the age of 87. Her little bent
figure had been a familiar sight to us all as she came into the
drawing-room, leaning on her stick and followed by her dog
Tony. Her first question was always, “ Where is Emma ?”
My mother would then put by whatever she was doing in
order to go to her. This was sometimes difficult, but she
never let any sense of hurry appear and was always rendy
to give her a warm and equable welcome. She shared in all
her interests, and made constant attempts to protect her
ﬁmm 1,jlzhe beggars and imposters who beset her to the end of

ler liie.

My mother thus describes going to Elizabeth’s house
after her death:

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
[Nov. 20, 1880.]

I went down yesterday and settled some books. The
most pathetic thing I saw was the old parasol in its own
place; but it did not tempt me to take it away—it would
be little to me anywhere else and the maids might care for
it. Tony is rather pathetic too, never barking, and wanting
notice so much. But when I think what her life might
have been this winter, even with something like a recovery,
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I feel nothing but joy. . . . Harry Allen’s [letter] was

peculiarly nice from the moderation of the expressions, I

. am very near at the end of all my answers. It is rather

- disagreeable getting into the way of saying the same thing
to everybody, thought almost all I wrote to really cared.

: osiah Wedgwood, of Leith Hill Place, had died on
\) ]ln.mh 11th in the same year. The following letter was
l\' written when my parents were paying their first visit there
- after his death.
Lerra Hi Prace, Sunday (Dee., 1880].
I did not perceive that aunt Caroline was agitated on
seeing us; she talked cheerfully till we went to unpack. I
had a long talk with her after lunch, and F. was in very
good spirits and talk as long as he stayed. . .. He is so full
of Wnllme- affair' he has no time for hla own, and has
isi letters to Glad: and the Duke
of Argyll. “The last I am sure he will send—the first is not
.~ quite certain. He is influenced by Huxley feeling so sure
that Gladstone would like to oblige him.

\

[Dowx, February, 1881.]

T think I never enjoyed anything so much in politics as
‘when the Speaker at last put his foot down on Wednesday
. morning,* and all the more because it disappointed horrid
My Biggar and his papers and Blue books. I was out of
- all patience with the Speaker and the Executive, but
In Mulholland, who called here yesterday, said that the
nﬁomme was preconoerted in order to nge them plenty of

A Ci
i ..hnmy T isen, 2on Teceiving a letter from indatns announcing

the fact my father wrote: " How extraordinarily kind of Mr Glad:
ftone to ind time to write under such cireumstances. Good heavens
Tam.” Life and Letters of 0. D., Vol

» Thia refers fo tho forty-one houry siiting of
Commons and. the Speaker's so-called coup In order to
bstruct the Coercion Bill, the Home Rulers kept the House sitting
from Monday, February 7th, to Wednesday morning, Febru ruary Stk
* and would have gone on talking for oK conceivable length o

had not the obstruction heen ended by tho Speaker patting the
- Motion on his own suthority.
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rope to hang themselves. She said [her father] Sir John
Lubbock has had an unusual quantity of sleep, as most of
the members disliked much more getting up early than
sitting up late, and so he took that part of the duty on
condition of being let off early at night. It wgs all gys-
tematically arranged. . . . I am going down presently in
the Bath-chair to see B., who has been in bed for a week
without letting us know. You know what my feelings
must be about the poor old man, but I am afraid he will
Tecover.

Hurrah for Mr Fegan! Mrs Evans attended a prayer
meeting in which old M. made “as nice a prayer as ever
you heard in your life.”

The sentence about B. alludes to the fact that she was
very free in wishing people to die, and sometimes used to
say that she believed her wishes were effective. * Old M.”
was a notable old drunkard in the village of Down, con-
verted by Mr Fegan.

Feb. 17th, 1881.

Yesterday evening a messenger came to say that old
Mrs Lyne had died suddenly. Mrs Evans said, “I don’t
like to tell Missis for fear it should upset her.” She little
knew my feelings. She is the dirty old woman, and I wish
I had looked after her sooner, not by way of keeping her
alive though.

Charles Darwin to his son George in Madeira.

4, BRYANSTON. STREET, Sunday, Feb. 27 [1881].
My pEAR GEORGE,

We came here on Thursday and have seen lots of
people, but there is nothing especial to tell. . .. Thanks for
looking out for worm-castings. It is hopeless where the
soil is dry. Perhaps you may see some whenever you go
into the interior. We came up at this particular time that
I might attend Burdon Sanderson’s Lecture at the Royal
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Institution on the movements of plants and animals com-
pared. He gave a very good lecture. I was received with
great honour and placed by De la Rue alongside the chair-
man and was applauded on my entrance !

One experiment, was very striking: the measurement of
the rate of transmission in man of the order to move a
muscle, and it took about .3sth of a second, the distance
being a little over 1 foot. I have been trying to have an
interview with the Duke of Argyll, who wrote 2 most civil
notes to me, dated “Privy Seal Office,” and saying that
he would see me “here” at 10.30. So I went to the
Office, and an old clerk expressed unbounded astonish-
ment, declaring, “ Why he never comes here, he has nothing
to do here.” So I must go to-morrow to?gyll House. . . .

You will have heard of the triumph of the Ladies® at
C: idge. The jority was so that many
men on both sides did not think it worth voting. The
minority was received with jeers. Horace was sent to
the Ladies’ College to communicate the success and was
received with enthusiasm. Frank and F. Galton went up
to vote. We had F. Galton to Down on last Sunday. He
was splendid fun and told us no end of odd things.

Monday.—1I have just returned from a very long call on
the Duke of Argyll. He was very agreeable and we dis-
cussed many subjects, and he was not at all cocky. He
was awfully friendly and said he should come some day to
Down, and hoped I would come to Inverary. . . .

Goodbye, dear old George.

Your affectionate father,
CH. DARWIN.

There are many sentences in my mother’s letters showing
the great happiness her little grandson Bernard gave her.
She wrote when he was away on a visit that she was thirsty
for “ his little round face,” and the following letter tells of
her sympathetic care for him when he was losing his nurse

1 In Feb., 1881, a Grace of the Senate was passed by 398 against 32
giving women the right to present themselves for the * Little-Go
‘and Tripos Examinations.
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h her ma.rnage in the spring of 1881: “ We had some
h'onb with poor B yesterday. mistook his
father to say that Nanna would come a.ﬂ/ar he was in bed.
So terdny morning I found I must tell him the truth or
deceive him. At first I told him that she was at
Mmanlows and he should go andaee her. He said, ‘I
shall soon have her out of Mrs Parslow’s” When I told him
she was gomg to be married, his poor face crumpled up
and he said, ‘I don’t like it that way at all” He cned
quietly but could not get over it for some time.”
hen he first saw his nurse after her marriage he said
to her. You ought to have told me, Nana, you ought to
have told me.”
[Spring, 1881.]

I can’t think how Gladstone can propose the monument
for Lord Beaconsfield with any degree of sincerity. It is
not that he thinks Lord B. in the wrong upon almost all
public questions. I can fancy getting over that difficulty;
but that until ten years ago no party believed him to have
any principle. I think the handsomeness about him has
been rather immoral. Every Liberal vyeing with the rest
to do him honour. The Dean’s sermon seems to have been
outspoken in some degree.

On June 2nd we all went to a house at Patterdale taken
for a month. I think that this second visit to the Lake
country was nearly as full of enjoyment as the first. It was
an especial happiness to my mother for the rest of her life
to remember her little strolls with my father by the side of
the lake. I have a clear picture in my mind of the two
often setting off alone togebg:t for a certain favourite walk
ilry the edge of some fine rocks going sheer down into the

ake. -

[PATTERDALE] Sunday [June, 1881].
The day has turned out even more beautiful than the
first Sunday. We all, but F., went in the boat, as far as the
How Town landing-place, where we got out. Bernard was
with us, dabbling his hand in the water and very quiet and
happy. It was very charming up among the junipers and
rocks. William was much delighted but is rather troubled
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hletmmu.gemf.hclprmgdlssl ““ We had some
with Bernard day. He mistook his
MWhuymNmn&w d come after he was in bed
y morning I found I must tell him the truth or
rvl deceive him. At first I told him that she was at
Mrs ’s and he should mdmher He said, ‘1
:l::lwonhavehu‘outofuu ;:lmv hzhan told him
was arried, v crum; u
wdhalﬂ'lmcl don'ehkbxttbntpvg:y at all’ crieg
vmmlybutwuldnotgetover it for some time.”
he first saw his nurse after her marriage he said
to her. “Ymonghtbohnvezoldm, Nana, you ought to
have told me,
(Spring, 1881.]
I can’t think how Gladstone can propose the monument
for Lord Beaconsfleld with any degree of sincerity. It is
not that he thinks Lord B. in the wrong upon almost all
public questions. I can fancy getting over that difficulty
but that until ten years ago no party believed him to have
any principle, I think the handsomeness about him has
been rather immoral. Every Liberal vyeing with the rest
to do him honour. The Dean’s sermon seems to have been
outspoken in some degree.

On June 2nd we all went to a house at Patterdale taken
for a month. I think that this second visit to the Lake
country was nealy as full of enjoyment as the first. It was
uupuslluppmeumm mother for the rest of her life
to remember her little s with my father by the side of
the lake. I have a clear picture in my mind of the two
often setting off alone together for a favourite walk
byﬂnodpdlomeﬂmmohgomg sheer down into the

[ParTERDALE] Sunday [June, 18811
The day has turned out even more beautiful than the
first Sunday. We all, but F., went in the boat, as far as the
How Town landing-place, where we got out. Bernard was
with us, dabbling his hand in the water and very quiet and
happy. It was very charming up among the junjpers and
rocks. William was much delighted but is rather troubled
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by wishing for Sara. F. got up to his beloved rock this
morning, but just then a fit of his dazzling came on and he
came down.

In my mother’s diary there is the entry: “ Down, July 16.
Litches, Lushingtons, Miss North.” It was one of those
ideal days when we could sit under the limes all day. My
father was in his happiest spirits, responding to Mrs Lush-
ington’s charming gaiety, and enjoying her grace and beauty
and her enchanting music. This is a_happy memory of the
last summer of the Down of our youth.

Erasmus Darwin died on August 26th, after four days’
illness. He was weary of life, and the constant burden of
ill-health, but for us all the loss was irreparable. He was
buried at Down.

W. E. Darwin to his mother.
August 21, 1881,

Next to coming to Down, one of my greatest pleasures
was going to see dear Uncle Eras whenever I was in London.
He seems to me much more than an uncle, and from quite
a little boy I can remember his steady kindness and pleas-
antness, always knowing how to make me feel at ease and
be amused. After I grew up, it year by year was a greater
happiness for me to go and see him. To me there was a
charm in his manner that I never saw in anybody else.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Ida.
Dowx, Monday [Aug. 29th, 1881].

It will be very delightful to us to have you here, my
dear child, and I hope you will come before the funeral.
1 don’t know any that we shall have in the house, but if we
had we have plenty of room for you. I am sure it must be
a happy thought to you that he knew how much you loved
him, or rather that he loved you (for I don’t think he thought
much about other people’s affection—he knew of his own
feelings).
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Charles Darwin to his son George.
‘West WorraING HoteL, Sept. 8th [1881].
... I have had a long and pleasant talk with Mr Rich,

and there is something about him which pleases me much;
he is so simple and modest. I think that I told you that
I thought myself bound to tell him of the large fortune
from Erasmus, and that under such changed circumstances
I considered him most fully justified in altering his will. T
begged him to consider it for a week, and then let me hear
his decision. But he would not let me finish, and protested
he should do nothing of the kind and that with so many
sons I required much money. In this I heartily agree,
though your mother is quite sorry! I now feel convinced
that nothing will induce him to change.

This autumn a strip of field was bought to add to the
garden beyond the orchard. One chief object was to have
a hard tennis-court, but the new piece of ground added
greatly to the pleasantness of the garden. My mother
wrote: “ We are boiling over with schemes about the tennis-
court, and as soon as they are matured they are to be
broken to F.”

husband and I had been to Florence this year. My
mother wrote on our return: ‘It will be nice seeing you,
but I feel as if you had but just gone—not exactly the style
of Mme. de Sévigné.”

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.
Down, Friday [Oct., 1881].
... I think F. is quite set up by our happy week at
Cambridge. We saw many pleasant people, and F. called
on old Dr Kennedy, of bury, who was parti
pleased to see him. We went to see the red picture,! and
I thought it quite horrid, so fierce and so dirty. However,

* 8ir W, B. Richmond’s picture of Charles Darwin in the Lib:
of the Philosophical Society. i i
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it is under a glass and very high up, so nobody can see it.
Qur chief dissipation was going to King’s, for which the
tram was very handy.

F. and I often reflect how well off we are in daughters-in-
law and how easily our sons might have married very nice
wives that would not have suited us old folks, and above
all that would not really have adopted us so affectionately
as you have done. I never think without a pang of thé
third that is gone. . . .

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Wednesday, Nov. 23, 1881.
F. is at last getting some reward for these months at
‘the microscope, in finding out something quite new about
the structure of roots. However, it makes him work all
the harder now. Among his idiotic letters, a good lady
writes to ask him whether she may still kill snails, which
do her so much damage, or are they as useful as worms.
Also a gentleman from Australia to enquire why the black-
ened and white stumps of trees all about do not affect the
colour of the lambs as they did in Jacob’s time. I thought
he must be joking, but F. said he was quite serious.
. We are very much charmed with Lord G. Paget’s account
of the Crimean War, a subject I dislike so much that I
~ am surprised to like it so much; but he only tells what
~ he saw himself, and he was in England at the worst of
~ the horrors. F. is very much in love with Lady G. too,
who was there part of the time. His passion for her has to
- feed upon very little; but he is convinced she is beautiful
~ by the way she was coaxed and féted, and Marmora’s
Italian Band to play to her everywhere. All about Car-
. digan is amusing. Lord G. thinks it such surprizing good
~ luck if he behaves decently, and you escape coming to a
- quarrel with him. He speaks constantly of the extreme
beauty of the Crimea. We have also begun Lyell [’s Life].
The scrap of autobiography is pleasant. He hated all his
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schools very much, and no doubt there are fewer dis-
agreeables now. I horrified F. the other day by saying
that I thought the French plan of having supervision in
the dormitories was very good. What can boys do better
at night than hold their tongues and go to sleep. It is no
advantage that they should have uproarious games, and if
bullying takes place it is sure to be at that time. G. was
very miserable as a little boy, till they got that room to
themselves (not to mention all the bad talk).

Erasmus, the eldest child of Horace Darwin, was born on
December 7th, 1881.

Emma Darwin to Horace and Ida Darwin.
Sat. [Dowx, Dec. 10, 1881].
My pEsREsT IDA AND HORACE,

This is only to be the shortest line to say how delight-
ful it is and has been at all odd times ever since that blessed
Thursday letter to think of you with little Eras. by your
side. In the night it has been my first and last thought.
Now I shall prose to Hen., and she may read you what she
likes.

Your loving mother,
E.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Friday Morning [LoxDON, Dec., 1881].

I went this morning early to Dr Clark. He is resolved
to come and see F., for his own pleasure, I think. I told
him about the pulse, and he said that shewed that there
was some derangement of the heart, but he did not take a
serious view of it. He spoke affectionately of George,
and said he felt confident he was attaining rather a higher
standard of health, and of his wonderful energy and in-
dustry, and that he thought his mind in his line was equal
to his father’s. My best love to H. and Ida. I should have
liked to see her with her baby before it gets the least stale.
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Mg father’s health had given much cause for uneasiness
in the autumn of 1881, but in the beginning of 1882 he was
for a time somewhat better. My husband and I were about
to buy a larger house, partly with a view of making their
Visits to us more comfortable.

Sunday [Jan. 21, 1882].

I am glad you have taken the step in favour of Kensing-
ton Square. T have no doubt that F. will get used to its
‘ways and find it come quite natural after a bit.

I have been reading such old letters of my mother’s,
about going to school; it is like looking into a forgotten
picture of myself. I sent a commission to aunt Eliz. in
London to buy me a gown for not more than 10/- (a cotton
_one).

At the end of the month my father’s health relapsed.
Al Febmufy and March he did not dare to walk far from the
~ house for fear of the heart pain seizing him. He had,
however, happy times, sitting with my mother in the orchard,
with the crocus eyes wide open and the birds singing in the
- 8pring sunshine.
Dr Andrew Clark came on the 10th March to see him. On
. the 13th I see my mother entered in her diary *looked out
of window,” as if that was a step; then there came a rally of
~ afortnight. Dr Norman Moore was also coming at intervals.
On the 17th April she wrote, “ Good day, a. little work, out
. in orchard twice.” On the 18th, “ Fatal attack at 12.”

I arrived on the morning of the 19th and found him being
supported by my mother and by my brother Frank. She
went away for a little rest, whilst we stayed with him.
During that time he said to us, “ You are the best of dear
- nurses.” But my mother and my sister soon had to be sent
fm’,h zmi he peacefully died at half - past three on the

9t] il.

My mother was wonderfully calm from the very first,

- and perfectly natural. She came down to the drawing-

~ Toom to tea, and let herself be amused at some little thing,

~ and smiled, almost laughed for a moment, as she would on

any other day. To us, who knew how she had lived in his

~ life, how she had slun‘a‘d almost every mo&nent as it passed,
1 and i rfi

;

b P seeme then
- and are wonderful now to look back upon. She lived

\
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thronih her desolation alone, and she wished not to be
thought about or considered, but to be left to rebuild her
life as best she could and to think over her precious past.
This wish for obscurity came out in her eager desire to get
the first sight of her neighbours over, and then, as she said,
“they v:lf not think about me any more.”

Ewmma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pEaresT Lro,

Tt is always easier to write than to speak, and so,
though I shall see you so soon, I will tell you that the
entire love and veneration of all you dear sons for your
Father is one of my chief blessings, and binds us together
more than ever. When you arrived on Thursday in such
deep grief, I felt you were doing me good and enabling me
to cry, and words were not wanted to tell me how you felt
for me.

Hope [Wedgwood] expresses a feeling that I should not
be pitied after what I have professed and had been able to
be to him. This is put very badly in my words; but hers
gave me great happiness.

Friday.

My father wrote in his Autobiography: *“ You all know
your mother, and what a good mother sge ‘has ever been to all
of you. She has been my greatest blessing, and I can declare
that in my whole life T have never heard her utter one word
which I would rather have been unsaid. She has never
failed in kindest sympathy towards me, and has borne with
the utmost patience my frequent complaints of ill-health and
discomfort. I do not{)elieve she has ever missed an oppor-
tunity of doing a kind action to anyone near her. I marvel
at my good fortune, that she, so infinitely my superior
in every single moral quality, consented to be my wife.
She has been my wise adviser and cheerful comforter
throughout life, which without her would have been during
a very long period a miserable one from ill-health. She
has earned the love and admiration of every soul near her.”

Shortly after my father’s death, my mother wrote down
notes of memories that she wished to keep fresh in her mind,
some in the form of a little diary of what they had done
together; from these I give the following extracts:
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“ Happy Cambrit visit. Joyous a.mva] at 66 [H.ms
Road, the Horace dDg:r“" ] £k
well all the time. .

ples,sure in the kind zeal of his sons in ¢ giving up
the study’ to him.! 'This remained fresh with him to the
last. Lying on sofa in dra,wmg-room looking at what he
called Henrietta’s shrine.

I will put down some things for fear I should forget if I
livelong. Alwa.ys speaking a gracious and tender word when
{,:n.me up at mght— It is almost worth while to be sick to

m by

““I don’t know what he said to which I answered, ‘ You

ipeak as if you had not done just the same for me.”

“ Oh that I could remember more—but it was the same

&gmmuda many times a day.

mstantly suggesting my staymg with the others. His
tenderness seemedg to increase every day. George returned
from West Indies on Ap. 10 [1882]. C. not up to talking
ior very long, but enjoyed George’s news.

** On Tuesday, 18, at 12 at night, he wolke me, saying, ‘I
have got the pain, and I shall feel better, or bear it better if
you are awake.’ He had taken the anti-spasmodic twice.

““I will only put down his words afterwards—°I am not
the least afraid of daa.th.’ ‘ Remember what a good wife

ou have been to me.” ‘Tell all my children to remember

ow good they have been to me.’ After the worst of the
distress he said, ‘I was so sorry for you, but I could not
help you.” Then, ‘Iam glad of it,’ when told I was lying
down. ‘Don’t call her; I don't want her.’ Said often
“It’s almost worth while to be sick to be nursed by you. . . .

“2 May, 1882.
“I can call back more precious memories by looking only
a short while back. . . . On Sunday, Jan. 8 [1882], the
¢ Sunday Tramps.’® 'C.was delightful to them and enjoyed
their visit heartily. . . . Mar. 3. His state was now more
languid, walking short distances very slowly. (I remember
one walk with him to the Terrace on a beautiful, still, bright
day, I suppose in Feb.). . . . A peaceful time without much
fferi isi th ften loitering out with him.
! Meaning that they insisted on his mnng the billiard-room for
his. mdy and giving up his old small o
Tk 01 0 i vt B el hoetodm bt ko i
a8 he l:{ho: the drawing-room sofa.
¥ parties arranged by Sir Leslie Stephen, Sir F. Pollock

and others,
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““ I used to go to bed early when he suffered so much from
fatigue, and often read some time. Also got up early and
read to him early after my breakfast—generally found him
doing nothing, but the two last mornings he oocupxed him-
self for a short time and felt more like recovery. .

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My pEar Lro, i e 41

1 have very little to tell you except how beautiful
the weather is . . . I feel a sort of wonder that I can in a
measure enjoy the beauty of spring. I am trying to get
some fixed things to do at certain times. Bernard’s lessons
fire a great help to me, and some reading with Bessy; but oh,
how I miss my daily fixed occupation, always received when
I went to him with some sweet word of welcome.

I often admired the courage and energy with which she
filled up her day and let no one perceive that she missed
the framework of her occupation for almost e hour of
the day. “I had my work to hold hard to a.ndlzslt it was
everything to me, a nephew, w)m had lost his wife, wrote to
her, * but yours is a double loss.”

my father’s last years her whole dagv was planned
out to suit him, to be ready for reading alou to him, to €
hlB walks with hu'n and to at hand to all
daily discomforts.

He breakfasted early, and came out from his study to
read his letters between nine and ten, have a little reading
aloud, and then went back to work till nearly twelve o’ulock
He would then come into the drawing-room till it was time
for his walk. My mother would, when her strength and
the weather allowed, go with him round the * sand-walk.”

After luncheon at one, he read the newspaper, then
came letter writing by dictation, which was often her f,uk
and at about three in the a.ftemoon he would 0 upsf
to rest and have reading aloud. wonld
be another walk together; he would then do an houl' 's more
work, have another rest and then more reading aloud. His
evening was passed in the drawing-room if they were alone.
He read a httle scientific German to himself and then there
would be reading aloud again or sometimes music.
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From about this time onward my mother’s health was less
5ood, and she was not able to spend so much time out of
loors. Thus there was a long day to be filled up with reading,
vmtmi, or other mtapations, for to the end of her life she
could hardly endure doing nothing even for a quarter of an
hour. But I think the years of her widowhood were happy
ones. She herself said to me, “ I feel I can bear your father’s
loss. I felt I couldn’t bear Amy’s.”*  And then she added
that this was her own loss and that in the past * she had had
80 much.” The ouldy regret I ever heard her express was
that she had not told him how much pleased she was at his
putting up her photograph by the side of his big chair in his
study, so that he saw it as he looked up from his work.

Emma Darwin to her son William.

My DEAREST WILLIAM, Dowx, May 10, 1882.
Your dear letter was a great happiness to me. I
never doubted your affection for an instant, but this has
brought such an overflow of it that it makes me feel that
you could not spare me, and makes my life valuable to me—
and in every word I say to you, I join my dear Sara.

Two or three evenings ago they all drew me in the bath-
chair to the sand-walk to see the blue-bells, and it was all
so pretty and bright it gave me the saddest mixture of feel-
ings, and I felt a sort of self-reproach that I could in a
measure enjoy it. I constantly feel how different he would
have been. I have been reading over his old letters. I
have not many, we were so seldom apart, and never I think
for the last 15 or 20 years, and it is a consolation to me to
think that the last 10 or 12 years were the happiest (owing
to the former suffering state of his health, which appears in
every letter), as I am sure they were the most overflowing
in tenderness.

1 felt secure about him, and any little drawback was felt
[by him as well as by me] to be temporary. How often he
has enjoyed his study and said how good “the boys ” were
to make him take it. I can look back on every visit we

1 Her son Francis's wife who had died after Bernard’s birth.
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ever paid you, and have only the impression of peaceful
happiness and very little unwellness. Pleasant excursions
or short drives, and the pleasant change of you returning
from your work with a little news—sitting on your lawn,
which I always imagine in sunshine,

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Saturday, May 13th, 1882.

I am trying to make stages in the day of something special
to do. It often comes over me with a wave of desolate feel-
ing that there is nothing I need do, and I think of your true
words, “ Poor mother, you have time enough now.” The
regularity of my life was such an element of happiness, and
to be received every time I joined him by some word of
welcome, and to feel that he was happier that very minute
for my being with him. Some regrets will still come on,
but I don’t encourage them. Ilook forward to Wednesday,
my dearest, and feel it such a comfort to write and tell you
everything.

June 8th, 1882,

. . . I can quite understand that the change to home gave
you a fresh set of painful and melancholy feelings. I am
sure you will like to hear, my dear one, that I do quite well
without you, though it is a never ceasing comfort to have
you. Just when I parted with you I had a vivid and
painful regret which sometimes returns and sometimes is
softened away, and so it made me feel your going more.
Sara being here these two days when I was uncomfortable
was a great comfort, as she made it pleasant for Hensleigh
and Fanny. .. Ilike to think how often you were here with
him all these years, and how he liked your coming. *If
we had known ” everyone may say—but then there would
not have been the security of all these years, which itself is
such a great partjof happiness. . . .
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Lerra Hitr PrLAce, June 12 [1882].

It feels very dismal doing anything for the first time so
differently. F. always used to enjoy a railway journey when
once started, and always was so bright and pleasant at
Leith Hill Place. I shall be glad to get home. I seem to
be making more contrasts in my own mind here than there.
. . . I feel sure you never forget, my dearest. Sometimes I
feel it selfish that my regrets should be so much confined to
- what I have lost myself. To feel there was one that I
- could almost always make more happy. . . . But life isnot

« flat to me, only all at a lower pitch; and I do feel it an advan-
tage not to be grudging the years as they pass and lamenting
| my age.
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CHAPTER XVIII
1882—1884

A letter to Anthony Rich and his answer—Leonard Darwin’s mar-
riage—The purchase of the Grove at Cambridge—Francis
Darwin workmg at the the Infe of his father—His mnrnlie to Euen
Wordsworth Crof ge Darwin’s marriage—T)
hill and Swnyﬂ.eld

ArrEr my father’s death his children agreed that the fol-
lowing letter should be sent to Mr Anthony Rich.

W. E. Darwin to Anthony Rich.

My pmar Mz Ricw, [May, 1882].
Since my father’s death my brothers and sisters
and I have been thinking much over your generous inten-
tion of leaving your property to my father, and, as we
understood, to us as his heirs. We wish to tell you how
truly grateful we feel to you for this emphatic recognition
of his services to science and the world. It deeply gratified
him, and we never shall forget this. I gather that it was
your intention that his death should make no difference in
the disposition of your property, but we want you to be
assured that we feel that a new state of things has arisen,
and one of which you could not calculate the effect until
it actually came. No one as long as they live can help
acquiring new interests, and it is impossible for you to
foresee what may happen in the years I hope you may still
have to live.
We, ly beg you to that if
you should see fit to alter the disposition of your property,
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we shall never feel that we owe you any less gratitude for
your generous intentions towards our dear father; and we
ask you to keep this letter, in order that you may always
bear in mind that this is our most deliberate request.
I am,
Yours always gratefully and sincerely,
W. E. DArwIN.

Anthony Rich to W. E. Darwin.

Dear Winriam DarwIN, May 17, 1882.
Yours of yesterday just received. I answer it at
once without leaving the table at which I was sitting while
reading it.
First of all: many thanks for the photograph of your
- father, which is exceedingly good, both for the likeness
and the execution. The one which your brother Leonard
gave me of his own taking, I have had framed and hung up
in my room, where it reminds me daily of the actual presence
of one for whom I seemed to feel a positive affection, as well
as veneration and respect. . . .
¢ I made my will before writing to your father to tell him
~ the dispositions I had made; and nothing could induce me
to alter it in that respect. It is a source of pleasure and
pride to me to think that it could have been in my power to
do anything which would give him ever so small an amount
* of gratification, and I am equally pleased to think that, when
o ‘my course is also run, property which belonged to me will
~ descend to the worthy children of so noble a man. I do not
. usually keep letters after answering them, but I may perhaps
* leave this one of yours in my desk, not for the purpose you
suggest, but as an evidence, if wanted, of the dignified dis-
interestedness of yourself and brothers and sisters. Pos-
sibly T may see you here some day or other, in the fulness
. of time ? . . .. I hope that you and your brother George
will send me a line now and then, just to keep me en rapport
with you all. In the monotony of my daily life, I never
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can screw up courage enough to take an initiative in any-
thing: but I am scrupulously exact in ing; that I
Ppromise you—and that

am,
Very sincerely yours,
AxTtHONY RICH.

Leonard Darwin married Elizabeth Fraser, the sister of a
brother officer (now General Sir Thomas Fraser), in the
summer of 1882. Leonard was working at the Staff College
at Camberley.

My mother spent the summer of 1882 at Down, but
she felt that the winters in the great empty house would
be lonely, and she therefore decided to spend part of each
ﬁe&r at Cambridge, where two of her sons, George and

orace, were living, and where her son Francis could better
go on with his botanical work.

She therefore bought “ The Grove,” a pleasant house on
the Huntingdon Road, a mile from t St Mary’s, and
there she spent the winters till her death. She thus de-
scribed the garden: “I think the Grove garden is the very
place for an old person, such nooks and corners for shelter
and seats.” It had old walls and spreading wych elms which
gave it charm and individuality.

Before she left Down, Sir Joseph Hooker came to pay her
a visit. My father had been more attached to him than to
anyone outside his own family. She wrote that he was a
good deal agitated on coming in. Another farewell visit
was from Lady Derby. “At 12 came Lady Derby all
the way from London and straight back again. She was
quite depressed almost all the visit, and I felt impelled to
talk a little openly to her, and everything she said was
so feeling and tasteful. Then Frank came in and she
d.‘ismaised the difficulties of the Life with him and was very
nice.

A great pleasure to her at Cambridge was the little baby
Erasmus, then eleven months old. She wrote: “It is
pleasant work feeding Erasmus. I was giving him little
crumbs of cake and he standing giggling for more. He sits
every day in his chair at luncheon and insists upon having a
g::&t deal of puddinhi,ll;esides his own broth, flapping his fins

sween each mouthful.”

My father and mother were so little separated after
marriage that she had but few letters besides those written
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during their engagement. It was a deep regret to her that
she had not kept his scraps of notes when they were apart
for a day or two. But the letters I have already given and
some others she called her “ precious packet,” and always
took with her wherever she went. When William, on look-
ing through his own letters, found one to her from my
father, she wrote to me: ““ It felt like a fresh treasure; you
shall see it.”

My brother Francis was now engaged in writing the Life
of my father. My mother had beforehand a shrinking dread
of the publicity, but the truth and feeling with which
it was written changed her fear into satisfaction, and it
became only a happiness to her.

Jan, 18, 1883, Cambridge.

It is true that I don’t care for art, but I do care about a
poor widow, so you must keep the £10. On Sunday I
took two little walks, and altogether I am quite at my best.
Rasmus called in his pram., driven by Ida. I was pleased
at his putting out his arms to me as soon as he saw me and
trotting about the room quite tame. . . .

I have been reading Frank’s notes on F., and I am quite
delighted with them. The picture is so minute and exact
that it is like a written photograph, and so full of tender
observation on Frank’s part. The whole picture makes me
feel astonished at myself that I can make out a cheerful
life after losing him. He filled so much space with his
interest, sympathy and graciousness, besides his love under-
lying and pervading all. I think Frank has done so wisely
in writing down everything. I wrote a little note to him,
as I knew I should break down in telling him what I felt. . . .

SPRINGFIELD, CAMBRIDGE, Friday [Feb. 1883].

Well, our dinner was most elegant. The soup was univer-
sally admired after the company went. It was all pleasant
and easy—but what a difference I now feel in company talk.
I used sometimes to feel that it was too impersonal for my
taste; but now it is utter gossip from first to last, and you
feel such a want of a real interest coming out through the
merriment that used to be so delightful. . ..
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In April she wrote to me after the anniversary of my
father’s death: * It seems to me that the actual anniversary
not bring so much to one’s mind as the time before it.
Som’etimes it feels to me nearer than it did six months
ago.”
gI think Down and the past was always in the back of her
mind, though she was happy in the present. She rejoiced
in all old associations, even caring for the “ dear old azaleas,”
brought from Down, saying, ** I know their faces so well.””

In aletter to me she wrote: “ Bourne’s wife is dead, and he
has brought home a very sweet-looking turnspitish dog.” I
do not know how it would strike anyone else, but to her
children it seems very characteristic. It was to her an
interesting fact that she would meet a *“ sweet-looking dog
with the gardener.

My brother Francis, who lived with my mother, had
become engaged to Ellen Wordsworth Crofts, in the summer
of 1883, and they were married in the same autumn. She
had been a lecturer at Newnham College.

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.

My pEar FRANK, Down, 1883.
This is only a line to say I have received your happy
letter and your dear Ellen’s most feeling and charming
expressions to Bessy and me. . . . Miss Clough greeted
Ida, “So you have robbed me of my lecturer,” as if it
were Ida’s fault. She was very nice and sympathetic about
Mt

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowy, July Tth, 1883, Saturday.

1 took a holiday from letters yesterday and loitered about
the haystack, ete. Our strawberries are grand, and there
are some in the house who certainly enjoy them. I found
we were spending 5s. a day on cream and milk, so Mrs B.
and I were equally shocked and are not going to be so
magnificent. To-day I have a nice novel and nice work,
and I mean to fill up my time by looking over the wine and
doing any other unpleasant thing I can think of. . ..
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Down, Sept. 10th, 1883.
Yesterday such a lovely day, every leaf shining.
Bernard spent almost all day on his tricycle, going to the
end of the kitchen garden and back whilst Frank timed
him with his watch. He is now gone out alone, and I am
going to time him presently.
0ld women are turning up, so good-bye, my dear.

This autumn they were to move straight to the Grove,
and of course there was much settling and arranging, which
however she took very calmly, as her custom was. She
‘was more i d in land; gardening than furnish-
ing, and the cutting down of the trees was entirely decided
by her. She wrote: “I attended the downfall of the great

over the lodge and it really was a grand sight, especially
when it took the matter into its own hands and resolved to
crush a good-sized sycamore, instead of going the way they
were pulling.”

Francis Darwin after his marriage was plannin; g to build a
house on part of the Grove fields. This would of course
enable my mother to see Bernard almost as often as if he
still lived with her. .

Emma Darwin to her son Francis.

DeaR Frank, [1883.]

I can always write pros and cons easier than speak
them; and I want you and Ellen to consider whether it is
not rash of you to take so irrevocable a step as to begin
your house at once—whether it would not be wiser to wait
six months and see what your occupation at Cambridge would
eventually be, and whether if something permanent was with-
in your power elsewhere you had not better hold yourself
loose for a time. There is another point to be considered,
viz., the relations between Ellen and Bernard; and I think
everything else, and above all the pleasure which Bessy
and I should have in the constant running in and out of
Bernard, ought to give way to the best way of Ellen’s

btaining his affection and obedi and also the feeling
that your house should be his real home. . .. I don’t fear
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anything of that sort, as Bernard is ten times as fond of you
as of anyone else.

Of course my wish is to have you as near as possible at
once; but I should be quite content the other way, and T
think you have hardly given consideration enough to these
two points. You can tell me what you think. At my age,
75, I cannot look on any arrangement as very durable for
me, and it is no effort to me to give up what would be
the pleasantest present plan if it does not seem to be
wisest; and in this feeling Bessy joins, though she would
feel the weaning from Bernard much more painfully than
I should do.

Yours, my two dear children, E. D.

I don’t in the least mind talking about it, but I can write
more clearly than speak.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Friday night [Dee., 1883.]

Bessy and Mrs Myers are gone to the Electra of the young
ladies at Girton. We were talking about the play before
Bernard when he said, “Is it nice ?” I answered, “ Yes,
very nice.”

B.: What is it about

Me: About a woman murdering her mother.

This account of a nice play was too much for Jackson’s
gravity. I have been reading your father’s letters to
William which he has kept. There is a great deal of anxiety
about the health of you. What a blessing science was to
him through all his anxieties and his bad health. It made
him able to forget all for a few hours.

Wednesday [1883).

Mrs Carlyle® is almost too sad, chiefly from such terrible
bodily sufferings, but how she could write such disloyal
letters about him, and still more how he could bear to
publish them !

1 Letters and Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle.
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Thursday [1883].

I do so want to talk over Mrs Carlyle with you, and I
hope you will get it soon. It is most interesting and enter-
taining, but what a coarse woman, though only to a hus-
band. But one gets fond of her through everything. She
has Carlyle’s taste for very disagreeable personal observa~
tions.

Saturday [ March, 1884].

I am deep in Maurice,! and if I could keep to my resolu-
tion of never even trying to understand him, I should
quite enjoy the book. I think his influence must have

 arisen entirely from what he was and not from what he
taught. . . .

I find I do get more glimmerings about Maurice’s opinions;
but why could not he be happier ? One feels almost angry
with all his self-reproach about his wife, whom he evidently
adored. Man was certainly intended to be made of stouter
stuff. It is comical to read Swift’s journal along with
Maurice, so undoubting and passionate, angry and affec-
tionate.

April [1884].

I think it horrid of M. not to come and devote herself
“entirely to Ellen. I am afraid she is working out her
own salvation, which I agree with Maurice in thinking so
wicked.
I got Gordon on the brain last night and he bothered me
very much—more than the Daily News can set straight, I
fear.

. George, her second son, was now engaged to be married
%o Maud Dupuy, of Philadelphia.

* Life of F. D. Maurice by his son, General Sir F. Maurice.
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Emma Darwin to Maud Dupuy.
My pEAR MAUD, Tue Grovs, Tuesday [1884).
This is only a line to wish you good-bye. I have
been so vexed at George's attack, which is so ill-timed and
prevents the enjoyment of your last days together.

Your visit here was a great happiness to me, as some-
thing in you (I don’t know what) made me feel sure you
would always be sweet and kind to George when he is ill
and uncomfortable. . . .

My dear Maud,
Yours affectionately,
E. DARWIN.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
May 21st [1884).

As far as T make out you will naturally be with us till
the Whit Tuesday, and T hope you and R. might be tempted
to stay and see the first day’s race. I don’t know whether
you feel above such frivolities, but I should like it even
at my age but for being tired. Bessy and I had a pleasant
tea at the Myers’. She showed me many photos., one
lovely one of Mrs Langtry with nothing particular on.
My two old gents' came quite fresh and not tired, and were
quite ready to talk all evening. Their first impression in

driving here was of meanness and smallness in the streets.

Tae Grove, Monday [1884].
The Hookers’ visit has been very pleasant. William
came late on Friday night. He and Sir Joseph had a great
deal of talk with Frank about the Life. Sir J. pleased me
last night by saying: ““ The boys are not a bit altered—just
as nice as they were at Down.”
* Her two brothers Harry and Frank, who psrro:lilbly had not been

in Cambridge since they were there as under tes gomo sixty
years since.
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Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

CAMBRIDGE, Friday [1884 1].

« . . Our garden party, thanks to the weather, looked very
pretty, and there was plenty of talk. If it were not for the
bother of talking, and still more of listening, I should like
it very well, but my mind is not free enough. I pretended
to know everyone, and only came to dire disgrace on one
occasion by rashly mentioning a name.

i Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowx, Tuesday [July, 1884).
To-day by my request Miss A. is going to bring the
. Miss B.’s, their next-door neighbours, the family with the
~ horrid brother. They feel quite like pariahs in the village,
. nobody speaking to them, owing to the brother, who is
- something like insanc and imbecile and violent and ill-
behaved. I explained not calling, owing to my age.

My mother was always ready to hold out a helping hand

to people in a position less interesting than the “ poor,”

. those just a little below herself in cultivation and social

. rank. She could of course do very little for these girls; but

- she knew that her asking them to her house would in some

~ degree soothe their mortified feelings. The details of her

”y thought and care for others would be tedious to relate,

- but it would not be giving a true picture of her life if it

were not told how constantly her mind was occupied
~ with arrangements for giving pleasure or saving suffering.

- The following letter relates to the school at Down, where
the schoolmaster was too severe to the children. Mrs Skin-
- mer, her coachman’s wife, had children at the school.

:
3 Dowx, Monday [Aug., 1884].

... I went to Mrs Skinner about the school, and she had
put down the dates of the punishments. Tt was four times in
the week, besides a violent flogging for some moral offence.

;
»
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One caning was for blotting his copy-book ! ! one for talking,
and others for not doing dictation or sums right.

I have written to Mr Forrest and he promises to call
to-morrow. I am sure that nothing will cure a man who
has a habit of caning for such small offences. It shows
that he must rather like it. . . .

Sir John Lubbock was at the meeting, and the result
is, on Mr X. denying severity, that they scold him and let
him go on, telling the mothers however to inform against
him in future. They seemed to have ignored his omitting
to note his punishments.

Down, Sept. 8 [1884].

The last fine day I was drawn to the Green-hill. I don’t
believe I saw it last year. It looked so pretty and the lane
so grown and bowery, and put me in mind of times when
I used to sit and watch for him while he went further. I
shall try to get to the terrace below Stonyfield.

She had a very special feeling about these two walks
which were associated with happy times, for it was a sure
sign of my father’s feeling pretty well that he ventured from
his safe **Sand-walk.” The path through Stonyfield led
down a pleasant field, over a stile, and then along a gr:
terrace, looking across the quiet green valley on to the w::z
beyond. The terrace was sheltered from the north-east by
a Tough shaw of beeches with an undergrowth of sloes,
traveller’s joy, service-trees and hawthorn, and the bank
was particularly gay with the flowers that like a chalk
soil—little yellow rock-rose, milkwort, lady’s fingers, hare-
bells, scabious and gentian. There were rabbits in the shaw,
and Polly, the Iittgl}ox-terﬁer, loved this walk too. My
father would pace to and fro, and my mother would some-
times sit on the d.r{ chalky bank waiting for him, and be
pulled by him up the little steep pitch on the way home.

The following letter was written after her return to
Cambridge.

TaE GrOVE, Wednesday [Dec., 1884].

The dinner-party was very pleasant. Mr Clark looked
dejected at first, but they did not know whether it was the
imperfection of the lobster sauce or the champagne. He



1882-1884] Society in Cambridge 269

cheered up afterwards and had a long talk with M., when
he took a lump of sugar and ate it, which she says is a sign he
is quite happy.

My mother’s greater freedom from anxiety during these
last years made itself felt in her increased power of attach-
ing new friends and her ease in conversing with them. The
number of books she read and her original way of looking
at them, her interest in contemporary politics and her power
of enumng into other People’s lives, made her company

and even il Her friends never felt
that they were coming to see someone to whom they had
to bring mental f

Soon after this time, she gave up coming in to dinner

when there was anything of a party, partly owing to in-

deafness but chiefly because she was not so strong.

- “Bernard and I had our ices in the washus,” she wrote—a
Dickens allusion which need not be explained.
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CHAPTER XIX
18851888

The unveiling of the statue of Charles D: mother’s
dog—A visit from her brothers ank md Henslei !h Wedg-
wood—0xlip gathering —ller phuu_mﬁng pation :_nha

publmnhnn of my miu'- Life.
Tue Memorial Statue of my father was unveiled on the
9th June, 1885, at the Natural H.mmry Museum.

My
mother did not attend the ceremony; she wrote, “ I
should hﬁ very | mnch to be present lmt I should prefer

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.
Dowx, Monday [1885).

I came here on Friday, having spent two days at 31,
Queen Anne St. One of the mornings I went to see the
statue. The situation is unique, and I liked the attitude,
but I do not think it is a strong likeness. George has been
with Mr Boehm to have a cast of his hand taken as a sort of
guide to altering the hands; but I believe if he attempted
to make them as small as they really were, they would look
out of proportion with the size of the figure. However I
never expected to be satisfied with the likeness, and the
general look of dignity and repose is of more consequence.

It was a dismal black day on my arrival [at Down], but
T was glad to wander about alone before the others came.
On Saturday it was pretty and bright and the garden very
gay, and everything in great order.
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y I saw Parslow! on Saturday and he was still full of the
~ day at South Kensington. He said he should never forget
)

. thescene aslong as he lived, and he was grateful to William
1 for having planned it all. Being recognized (as he thought)
by Admiral Sulivan gratified him too, and the reception
at Leonard’s, down to the “Port and Sherry,” was all

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowx [Summer, 18851

On Tuesday we had the S.’s for tea. She is pleasant
and with some fun in her. Iam sure he is a very good step-
~ father, but what a bore it would be to marry four little boys.
by T am reading a short Ztude of Scherer on Goethe, in which
I so heartily agree that I enjoy it. He [Goethe] had the
aim of avoiding all agitations or sorrow, which was deeply
selfish.

Dicky, mentioned below, was her little fox terrier. He
was very disobedient, and my mather, true to her plans of
education by bribery, has been known to take out a packet
_ of partridge bones when she was going in the bath-chair to
. tempt him not to roam. He was, however, the greatest
possible pleasure to her. She described how * he snuggles

A &tg me in the bath-chair and gets up quite close to my

| The following letter tells of a visit of her two brothers
Frank and Hensleigh, aged 84 and 82.

Dowx, Saturday, Sept. [1885).
~ We have had two charming warm days which I hope you
* have enjoyed. Our two old gents are very placid and com-
' fortable. Dicky thinks them very nice and is always in-
sisting upon being on their knees. Hensleigh resists feebly;
but Frank gave up the point and went to sleep nursing him.
1 The old butler, then retired and living at Down, who had been
to London for the unveiling of the statue.
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Dowx [Autumn, 1885).
I went and sat in the Stony Field to take my last look of

the autumn lights. There was only one swallow for Dicky,
80 he sat on my lap watching.
Oct. [1885, CAMBRIDGE].

I do not like Grant Allen’s book about your father. It
is prancing and wants simplicity. I am reading his Journal
after a long interval. It gives me a sort of companionship
with him which makes me feel happy—only there are so
many questions I want to ask.

Tae Grove, Thursday [Nav.,, 1885].

I am relieved at your account of L. I was horridly
vexed when I heard how unwell she was and kept thinking
* poor Henrietta,” putting myself in mind of Judge Alder-
son’s joke that if he broke his leg all the aunts would say
““Poor Caroline ” [his mother-in-law Mrs Drewe].

I am so pleased to find how comfortable T can make this
baby.! She is so placid and spends her time devoted to the
gas: but answering any attention by a smile and gather-
ing herself up in a lamp with both fists in her mouth. . . .

I took Dick across to call on Mrs Skinner, and a dog
attacked him and muddied him and made him squeak.
He came up to me for pity and protection. I don’t think
he was really hurt, and when we returned the dog was still
there and Dicky kept his tail up with great spirit, though he
kept very close to me.

I find Bonaparte's d very i i
though his dreadful wickedness in Italy, and cruelty in
Egypt, is almost too worrying; I think Lanfrey was only
too lenient.

In 1886 there are many entries in her diary of fatigue
and other health discomforts; but whenever she was a little
better her spirit was as elastic as ever.

d‘;- Gwendolen Mary Darwin, eldest child of George, three months
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A CAMBRIDGE, Feb. 2nd [1886].
Y I enjoyed my outing and walked all about. All the
~ children were a long time in the field flying such a good kite
that I could not look high enough for it for some time. We
had them to tea and hide-and-seek. Rasmus (et. 3) asked
me “ Grandmama, did your little children have kites #” I
wonder whether he knows who my little children are.

Tae GROVE, Ap. 30, 1886.

I am a good deal charmed by Jefirey’s letters; they have
some of the taste of Lamb’s. The life is dull, as Lord
Cockburn cannot resist. giving a long character of every
one he mentions, and there is that weary Hdinburgh Review

CAMBRIDGE, Spring, 1886.

The oxlips were quite lovely in masses in the wood,
- and with such variety that they seemed of quite different
lpecles How F. would have liked to see such variation
! i going on. A gamekeeper tried to dislodge them, and after
~ the manner of men, Horace was for packing up and going
© home at once. But some fair words and H.’s card mollified
~ him and he let them stay, “but they must never come
' again”

Every mother used to invite the daughter
3 d her cook, a bh:ygxﬂ, for a month’s visit. Themzwum
many visitors of this kind, old servants, or the children of
 present servants.

[Spring, 1886].

The poor blind girl is come and I shall make Mrs Brom-
. wich bring her up to me see and get to have her a little at
ease with me. I should like to hear about her life at the
. I shall very soon be ﬁxing my day to come to you, my
~ dear. I have been so “awfully used” to you lately that I
. miss you sadly, but I have got through these cwo days
VOL. IL
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quite comfortably. I believe your advice was quite right
about my keeping extra quiet when I do any desperate deed,
such as calling on Mrs ——.

My mother, who was an ardent Unionist, was keenly
following the debates on the first Home Rule Bill. She
had been a staunch Whig-Liberal all her life, but the natural
tendency of old age towards Conservatism, perhaps made
it easier for her not to follow Gladstone when he sprung
Home Rule upon the Liberal party. She had never, how-
ever, made an idol of Gladstone.

I was absorbed in the debate yesterday, Gladstone’s
was a very fine speech with all the obstacles to the scheme
slurred over, and with a very unworthy comparison about
intimidation in England. I am glad he spoke so highly
of Albert Dicey’s book. Trevelyan's® speech was grand,
and Parnell’s a mere personal attack and squabble, and
very bad even for him. I wonder how it will end.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.
Tae GrOVE, Sunday [1 March, 1886].

I am in a fever of anxiety that Chamberlain and Tre-
velyan don’t give way, and then I think Gladstone must
collapse. I shall be very sorry for him however; to end his
political life with such a fiasco, when no doubt he had hopes
of doing good. . . .

I strongly recommend The Life of Henrielta Kerr—a
nun. It is curious to compare the mind of a real Catholic
and that of a semi-Catholic like Miss Sewell—and the step
between is very broad. The book is very entertaining as
well as interesting.

1 Sir George Trevelyan was then a Liberal Unionist.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
THE GROVE, 1886.

The east wind and bright sun are just what I like, and
our old nightingale sang 8 or 9 hours at a stretch yesterday.
I wonder whether it is the same—he is louder and more
tipsy than ever.

I am tempted by an Essay of Lady Verney’s to read
Milman’s History of the Jews. Ask R. whether I should
like to read it. . . . Frank and Ellen came to dinner and

. alittle whist, after which I succeeded in your patience with
~ only one cheat. I am now impatient to be at Down.

During the last ten or twelve years of her life playing
. patience was a great comfort to her. She used to say she
. could not conceive how, without it, she could live through
even a single day. We all knew her absorbed ‘ patience
face,” and the way in which whilst playing she answered any
remark at random. My mother was fond of games, and when
she was strong enough there was often whist in the evening.
Her game, however, was an extmordinarily erratic one.
Needlework was a great resource to her in the way of rest.
I remember her saying to me that she thought it was a much
better distraction in I:unes of anxiety and trouble than
rewdmg She , and I have
various bits of her embmldery delicately worked in quite
old age. She also knitted charming little baby’s caps and
jackets, and made countless coverlets with her “ peggy ”—a
, row of wooden pegs making a frame for a kind of knitting
" stitch, the looped wool being worked off with a pin.
\

Reading novels was another favourite relaxation. She
was especially devoted to Jane Austen’s novels and almost
knew them by heart. In an examination paper set on them,
she answered the question: “ What is ‘Woodhouse’s
Christian name ?”” without an instant’s thought. His name,
it must be expla.med, is only known by inference as it is never
actually given. Scott was also a perennial favourite,
especially 7he Antiquary. Mrs Gaskell’s novels she read
over and over again; Dickens and Thackeray she cared for
less. But novels were an immense refreshment to her
' when tired or uncomfortable. In her old age she wrote
) (1894): ““I am rather ashamed to find I use up rather more

than a volume a day of novels.” In her later years, at any
rate, she read very little poetry.
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[AuvGusT 12, 1886, DowN.]

I found a deskful of old letters which I had quite forgotten,
and which I should have been very sorry not to have. Itis
a sad feeling in reading old letters that I have no one to
sympathise in such old memories.

Aug. 22, 1886.

I am very much interested in Morley’s Life of Rousseau.
My d’Epinay* lore makes me so much au fait to all that
ume Morley does not gloss over any of his crimes or

He ly quotes the Confessions as if he
believed in them, and I am surprised at Rousseau’s word
going for anyt.lnng where vnmty comes in.

I huve ﬁmshed Morley s Eouauau, a.lso St Beuve 's review
of Mme d&Epinay’s Memoirs, in which he entirely ignores
the horrible indecencies, which I call very immoral. He
ought to consider himself as a sort of sign-post for the public.
Morley’s sense of morality and propriety is very strong, and
he glosses over nothing.

Dowx, Sept. 22nd, 1886.

Gwen is a most remarkable and interesting child, so
intent, and watching one’s face, not like some busy and
animated children who are so intent on their own aims they
never look at you—not merry at all.

My mother always had the babies to come and see her
in her bedroom and play on her bed before she got up. Their
game was to have a little tea-service set out on bed-
uble whwh wu clﬂ]ed phymg with her “ poticles.” With
her | it was le that she
did not a.lwuyu see e to eye with the different young
mothers. But she hu-dly ever interfered or off¢ any
advice. For instance, in one fa.mx]gmshe was constantly
uneasy about the perambulator, which she thought boo
draughty for winter use, and she more than once discussed
with me whether she might venture to glve another, but
wisely refrained. sel!—conh'ol and dmcretwn made

h
They all felt a dnnghmlyqlove for her, which she wumly
1 Mémoires et Correspondance de Madame B‘Em (1726—83).
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returned ; and I think it may be said that there was never
from beginning to end one instant’s jar in their many years
of close intercourse.

On April 19th, 1887, the anniversary of my father’s
death, she wrote: ““ T do not find that the day of the month
makes the anniversary with me but the look out of doors,
the flowers, and the sort of weather.”

Emma Darwin to Margaret Shaen after the sudden
death of her father.
EAsTBOURNE, Monday [Ap. 4, 1887].

.. .. In my great loss I felt that the sudden end was a
blessing; I could look back on the last few days which
had gleams of cheerfulness we could neither of us have
felt if he had been aware entirely of his state. I am so
glad that your mother can look back on those three days
when she was able to see more of your father than usual.
You are spared even the memory of the last few hours of
suffering which dwell upon the mind in an unreasonable
degree because they are the last, and which I would do
much to forget. . . .

Emma Darwin to her son Horace.
Tak Grove, Sat., Ap. 16th [1887].

I am sorry you did not see the pictures at Bologna.
1 liked them particularly, but then I was 18, and actually
admired Guercino—also a little St Agnes by Domenichino
and the marriage of St Catharine by Coreggio. We have
moved into the dining-room [as drawing-room] and it is so
pretty and bright T quite grudge the years it has been wasted,

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

Caxsrias, Monday [1887 1).

1t is a disadvantage to live on such an ugly road as this.
T went out a little way yesterday, but the muddy abomin-
able road and the ugly surroundings made me resolve that
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it was not worth while—Dicky liked it, however, and met
some pleasant dogs.

I am reading Greville's last volume, it is too political
but curiously like the present time in so many things,
tho’ I think the morality of politicians has improved (except
with the Irish). The contempt and bad opinion he has
of Dizzy is curious, when one considers how he has been
turned into a saint.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tue GrOVE, May 1, 1887.

To-morrow is my birthday, which is the one aniversary
that is solemn to me. . . . I bought for 3s. a novel by
Mrs Oliphant, An English Squire, with the same irritable
young man one knows so well. A very clever description
of the feelings of a widow on losing a dull husband she did
not much care for, so shocked at herself for feeling so little,
and all her friends assuming that she will not be “equal
to” this or that, and her longing to go away and breathe
freely in a new life. The sort of cynical introspection she
does so well, but amplifies too much. . . .

The nightingales are particularly jolly and loud this cold
spring.

THE GROVE [May, 1887].

A nice calm day yesterday and such a Babel of singing
birds. All the little children assembled on the lawn, and
Gwen and Nora tottered about hand in hand, Nora often
tumbling over. Gwen was quite tipsy. She came again
yesterday and rushed about with her arms out, laughing
whenever she was caught. You must see the pretty sight.

Dowx, Friday [June, 1887].

I went along the lane towards Cudham, and just turned
into Hangrove which is grown into quite a fineish wood
since I saw it last. . . . Bernard reads a bit of French with
me, at 2d. a lesson. He rather likes it, and reads quick and
fluently, but very unclear.
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Hangrove, where she had not been for so long, had been
one of our favourite near walks in old days—a wood, with
h cut down , and in the hedges

gnaxled old beeches good for children to climb. On the left
of Cudham Lane there was a grassy terrace under one of the
shaws of old beeches, which we called “ Orchis bank.”
Here grew bee, fly, musk, and butterfly orchises. From
this terrace oakngl across the quiet valley we saw the
shmgled spire of Cudham church showing above its old

Sunday, Sept., 1887.

I was so pleased with Professor Newton’s! address at
Manchester (about your father) that I wrote to tell him so.
He has been always so kind and friendly to me that I felt
warranted to do it. . . .

[Nov., 1887].

Snow’s letter impelled me to write to Fanny, and I liked
to do so, as I wanted to talk to a contemporary about Sis-
mondi and his letters and journal, and there are few now
to care about him. I keep putting his sentences into his
voice and manner; and I perceive that though I should now
have patience with his foibles, he would always go against
my taste as wanting manliness—the very antipodes to my
father.

Dee., 1887,

I am wading through Emerson, as I really wanted to
know what transcendentalism means, and I think it is that
intuition is before reason (or facts). It certainly does not
suit Wedgwoods, who never have any intuitions.

My mother had a school-board pupil-teacher to read
aloud to her during part of the winter; she wrote: “I
embarked with her in such a frivolous novel all about flirta-
tions and lovers that I have changed it for Miss Yonge—
all about scarlet-fever and drains.

My father’s Life was pub].lshed in the autumn of 1887
and is alluded to below.

1 Professor of Zoology and Fellow of Magdalene Coll. at Cambridge.
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Emma Darwin to her son Francis.
[Nov., 1887.]

I share some of your fecling of relief that what I have
been rather dreading is over, and that I don’t believe there
will be anything disagreeable to go tho’. Your relief is
not from this sort of feeling however. T have been reading
the scientific letters, and in almost every one there is some
characteristic bit which charms one. A little mention of
me in a letter of [his to) Laura* sent me to bed with a glow
about my heart coming on it unexpectedly.

Emma Darwin to Margaret Shaen.
THE GROVE, Dec. 20, 1887.

I like to think you look back with such affection to
your visits at Down. I shall hope to have them again,
though with such a difference. I used always to feel it
pleasant that my dear one felt you completely one of the
family and not “ company.” I return [your brother] God-
frey’s letter. It has given me deep satisfaction. I always
felt that there should be a very good reason for entering
8o much into the inward and family life, and when I see
how the book affects one who knew him so little, it is a
great pleasure to me. Frank says that he has lost all
modesty, and I hope it is partly true. His nature is to
doubt and disparage everything he does. . . .

Bmma Darwin to her daughter Henrietia Litchfield.
Jan. 2, 1888.

I must quote Uncle Frank’s words about the book,
which is the highest praise it has yet received. It is like
hearing Charles’s voice and seeing the expression of his face
han

¢ 1 Zife and Letters of C. D., 1. 224.
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CHAPTER XX
1888—1892
Mrs Josiah Wedgwood of Leith Hill Place dies—Frank Wedgwood's

death—The Parnell Commission—My mother’s ill-health—Her
affection for Down—Lord Grey and Princess Lieven—The death

N

of Hensleigh illness at Durham —Leonard
Darvwin stands for Lmhneld—'l‘he grandchildren at Down.
My father’s only surviving sister, Caroline, the widow of

) -Ig;l; Wedgwood, of Leith Hill Place, died on January 5,
Jan. 8th, 1888.
I feel that I have lost the only real link with old times.
Ido not count my brothers, as I think most men, and they
, do mnot like remembering. I keep almost
the last letter which speaks so warmly of caring for my
_ letters, and I am glad that I wrote more often than usual
lately. Hers was a very wonderful nature in the power of
~ her affections and interests conquering such discomfort as
~ she constantly had.
March 11th, 1888.
T am driven by stress of bad novels to Carlyle again.
. His intense integrity about money is admirable. He and
his wife were quite angelic about the burning of the ms.
A cup of cold water is never wasted on such a heart as
‘Richard’s, @ propos to my poor little notes.

Tue Grove, May 29, 1888.

; I am quite longing to see the fun on the 9th! : George
. said he could get me tickets and place me so near the door

1 The installation of the Duke of Devonshire as Chancellor.
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as to be able to get out before it is over. It would amuse
me intensely to see Bright, Salisbury, and Grandolph.
The latter is LL.D. on the request of the Prince of Wales.

In the following letter sitting in her *chair ” means
sitting in her bath-chair. She would be pulled out to some
favourite spot and there left for an hour with her knitting,
a book, and Dicky for her companion.

Priday, July, 1888.

These blustering changing days have been especially
pretty and I have sat in my chair watching the clouds as
much as the earth.

Dowx, July, 1888.
It felt so odd yesterday morning going out of the cool
house into the warm air full of hay and lime flowers. I am
afraid both will be over unless you come to-morrow. . . .
We blest the fine day yesterday and it was a regular
1d-fashioned Down Sunday ry idle, very talky, and
some lawn tennis. I heard such merriment going on at the
other side of the room that I was longing to know what little
Mrs Prothero was saying to make Wm., Leo, and Bessy
laugh so much, but it is never of any use asking.

Downx, July, 1888.
We read aloud one of the New Arabian Nights you
mention, which is very amusing. They are all rather like
dream characters with no pretence of nature. I particu-
larly admire the ending of the bandbox story, when it was
too troublesome to get them out of their scrapes. I am
delighted with Forster's Life. He is so fresh. We are not
delighted with Sir H. Taylor’s Letters. They are not a bit
fresh or spontaneous.

Aug., 1888.

The Trish part of Forster’s Life is very painful and inter-
esting. He was quite wretched with all the wickedness
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and cruelty and misery he had to do with. I remember
being so angry with the Government for not acting sooner
when such dreadful things were going on—but there were
some members of the Government who would not agree,
and F. was within an ace of resigning, but went on with
such powers as he had. It is very good anti-Home Rule
reading and makes one think worse than ever of Parnell.

Frank Wedgwood, my mother’s eldest, surviving brother,
died on October 1st, 1888.

October 4, 1888.

I think his was the happiest old age I ever knew. He
was entirely without the faults of old age and wiser and
gentler than when he was young.

Nov. 6th, 1888.

I had a v. comf. day yesterday, feeling brisk, with nice
books, and Ida coming to tea, with toasted tea-cake, which
she liked. We had a nice talk. Now I must go to my
Moral Ideal! 1 like all about Plato and Socrates very
much. It is odd that the feeling of humanity is a modern
invention, at least no older than Christ, for I think humanity
in the Old T. was exclusively confined to their own country-
men.

On January th 1889 she daﬁed her letter to me “ My
golden wedding-d: it is As a rule no
one made less of lmmversmeu or any senhmentn.l associa-
tions than she did, and her buoyant spirit and the essential
reserve of her nature prevented our knowing how much she
dwelt on the past.

THE GROVE, Feb. 1, 1889.
The children came to tea and Ras asked me whether I
generally had bread and jam, I said, ““ No, never but when
you come. Perhaps that is the reason why I invite you
that T may get a bit of bread and jam.”” He took it rather
seriously. . . .
The Tom Poole® book is pleasant except that every

1 By her niece, Julia Wodgwood
2 Thomas Poole and hie Friends, by Mrs Henry Sandford.
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word of Coleridge’s letters revolts me, they are a mixture
of gush and mawkish egotism, and what seems like humbug.
Do read Tom Poole’s consolation to Coleridge on the death
of his baby. It beats that letter to Cicero on the death
of his daughter, and yet Poole was a most tender man.
I can’t imagine how my father ever liked and admired
Coleridge. I believe Dr Darwin would have been more
acute.
Peb. 28, 1889.

This visit has been a great pleasure to me. Godfrey’s®
charming qualities grow on one. There is much like his
father, but he does not keep so much to the outside of life.

This spring my mother was much out of health and
often felt exhausted and uncomfortable. The Special Com-
mission to inquire into the question of Parnellism and
Crime interested her deeply and she read or had read to
her almost all of it.

May 4th, 1889.

It was such a lovely afternoon and I sat out a good deal.
T am almost comfortable in the air. That blessed Commis-
sion and baiting Parnell helps me over the time beautifully.
1 should think such a defect of memory had never been
known since the Queen’s trial and non mi ricordo. . . .
Frank and George are so nice in coming in often.

May, 1889.

Sir George Paget was very leisurely and painstaking,
and so handsome. I like his medicine too. . . .

On Sat. Wm. came at 1 o’clock, and the pleasure of seeing
him and talking with him and sitting out with him till
2.30 utterly did me up.

Parnell’s confessions of his lies is most cynical. The
Commission is the comfort of my life. I can maunder over
it for hours.

1 Godfrey, eldest son of Francis Wedgwood and head of the firm
of Josiah Wedgwood and Sons, Etruria.
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May Tth, 1889.

How lovely a pretty spring is. It seems to me we have

not had one for years. The nightingales certainly know
~ the difference or perhaps it is our having every window
“open. I miss you very much, my dear ; but things come
g0 quickly at my age that I am always feeling I shall have
you soon again.

e: Tie GroVE, June 1st, 1889,

I can hardly put up with Mrs Sherwood’s presumption.
s How the Evangelicals can imagine they feel shame or
. repentance for an inherent sinful nature which all share
I can’t imagine. I think all those opinions have been so
" modified. I remember the infant school at Kingscote
shouting out so jollily, ““ There is none that doeth good,
No not one.”

1889.

. To my surprise (as I disliked the Life of Jefferies so
" much) I like his Wild Life in a Southern County very much.
The descriptions of country and birds are excellent, and if
one is patient and willing to loiter and watch with him it
'¥ gives one nice images.

I am also rel.dmg Clmxgh’u Life. He was as religious
ls Lamb at the same age. It is rather sad to see how age
du!pernes such feelings, especially with thoughtful men.

i July 19th, 1889,

" 1 have had the hair of the verandah nicely cut, and we
. are & bit lighter, without looking clipped. The garden is
) qmee stnp:d and the roses over. I am reading Paradise
‘ dwiched with R ’s Confessi out. of
wmphment to Mr Bright, who used to read it through
every Sunday. I find it most tiresome as yet, but I have
not got through the Temptation yet, and it is a hopeless
subject to my mind.
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Dowx, Aug. 10, 1889.

How comical the rages of the Irish M.P.s are! Mr Har-
rington had to be restrained from flying across to Balfour,
because he implied that the words * uniformed blood-
hounds ” had been applied to the police by Mr H.’s paper,
the Keny Smtmel It appeared afterwards that the

was “ unif d hellhounds.” I hope you have
some nice books. . . . I am reading Brimley’s Essay on
Tennyson, and I really think it will set me on reading some
of his poems.

But she added later: “ My reading of Tennyson is come
to an untimely end, and I shall never really care for anything
of his but some bits of /n Memoriam,”

Aug. 30, 1889.
The weather comes sweeter and sweeter like L.’s kisses.!
We were sitting under the lime-trees yesterday. Ida and
I and some chicks went into the field and admired the
valley. Isuppose one does admire one’s own view absurdly.

Sept. 18, 1889,

I hear poor Mary H. is come home no better. I will
ask Dr A. to come and see me. He did not tell me the
chief thing I wanted to know, viz. about food and stimu-
lants, but said she must get an easier mind before she
could be better, which I am afraid shows him to be a goose.
I wish she and her poor old mother could be asphyxiated—
and James D. in the same batch, as I hear he is going blind
and his business failing.

Dec. 9, 1889.

I had a visit from Mrs Newall to-day. She played a
movement of Brahms, which has satisfied me never to wish
to hear another, though there were grand sort of North wind
glnms in it, but not the vestige of a tune.

saying of one of the ehl.l(hen about his kisses: “ Don’t they
come ﬂlweeter and thweef
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My mother’s life-long friend Ellen Tollet died in January,
1890. She wrote: “1 have been thinking that it is a great
loss to be the youngest of a family, and this death cuts off
mﬂm link with past life.”

old days my mother had played a great deal of
concerted music with her son Francis and my husband.
She took the piano parts, and they went through a great
many of the Mozart and Haydn trios and slow move-
ments out of Beethoven. But now when she was nearly
eighty-two she was not often strong enough for the exer-
tion. Still this winter she wrote: “I had a little tootling
with Frank on his new bassoon.”

On 13th February, 1890, the report of the Special Com-
mission was laid on the table of the House of Commons.
The verdict acquitted Parnell of all responsibility for the
Phoenix Park murders, but the Judges asserted that Parnell
and his coll “ did not ds the system of intimid
tion which led to crime and outrage, but persisted in it with

knowledge of its effect.”

Feb. 15, 1890.

To think of my not mentioning the Commission. It
has quite satisfied me. The Standard says that the whole
House was reading it, and not troubling themselves about
the debate.

In April, 1890, her brother, Hensleigh Wed]%wood, was very

ill. Sh’; wrote: “I feel very thankgll to Effie for having

brought him to see me last summer. I suppose one’s feel-

ings are grown more dull at my age with respect to those

whom I see so seldom; for those who belong more closely

- to me I do not perceive any change in caring about them
for joy or sorrow.”

May 13, 1890.
We had a Mrs H. to tea. B. took her afterwards in the
garden and gave her flowers. She did not care a pin for
the garden, which pleased me, as it shews she can’t mind
living in the Huntingdon Road. Yes, I think I shall work
my will on the old acacia.

This meant cutting it down. She was always more revolu-
tionary in the matter of tree-cutting than her children.
The next letter is written after the move to Down and
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the arrival of the George Darwins. My sister told me that
she thought my mother flagged in spirits on each arrival,
eager as she was to go there, and dearly as she loved the
place. “My affection for Down increases with years,”
she wrote. Perhaps she felt as if it was coming back to
my father and the blank depressed her at first.

Dowx, June 16, 1890.

The children came on Saturday an hour late. Yesterday
was bright and rather cold. Gwenny on the broad grin all
day, saying “ What a nice place Down is ” at intervals, and
Boy very happy too. I went to the coucher yesterday and
found them so utterly tipsy that how they were ever got
into their night-gowns and into bed, I could not imagine.
The baby lay placidly with her bottle, and eyes wide open
in the uproar.

June 20th, 1890.

Yesterday was pleasant and bright. George took Gwenny
a walk by Cudham Lodge to the Salt-Box and then along
that ridge below: I saw her coming home perfectly fresh
and laden with flowers and ome strawberry. G. said she
had been in an ecstasy the whole way, and he looked full
of enjoyment himself. He hit upon a lovely picnic place,
an old chalk-pit, but I believe it would do just as well to go
to some place near at hand. With older children a new and
romantic place is a great additional charm.

Dowy, July 6th, 1890.

We had fires all over the house as the day was bitter—
a sort of day when one hates the very sight of the flower
garden.

Emma: Darwin to her son Leonard:
THE GROVE, October 14th, 1890.
Cambridge is all upside down about Sequah, a quack
dootor who holds meetings fwice every day and is attended
by thousands.
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The general routine is that a rheumatic man is helped
up into the van where he takes a sort of dram and is rubbed
for 20 minutes or so, the band playing loud to drown his
cries. He comes out, and Sequah asks him to dance, which
he does. [Sequah] makes great sums by the sale of his
medicine, which is in fact whisky and laudanum or some
anodyne. But he also throws about sovereigns and gives
them to unsuccessful cures; and in one case, to an old woman
who was not cured, he said, “ I can do nothing for you, but
here is a plaster on your shoulder which I am sure will suit
you.” Tt proved to be a £5 note. “Sequah’’ is a company
with many agents. Young women are anxious to touch
him as they believe it will make their love affairs succeed.

Causrives, Sunday, October 26th, 1890.

William and George went a pilgrimage to a General
Bulwer’s, a beautiful place in Norfolk, to see the picture of
an Erasmus Earle, an ancestor. I sneered at them with
great contempt for such a fool's errand; in spite of that,
however, they enjoyed their trip.

/
§
A
E
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This autumn my mother had a scheme for giving pleasure
- to her poorer neighbours by opening out a strip of her field
parallel to the Huntingdon Road. It was bordered with
trees and she wished to make it a kind of play-place
for the children. The plan was, however, found to be

- impossible.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.

Nov. 14, 1890.

I opened my boulevard scheme to George, who did not

isapp so much as T d. Horace doubts whether
it would be much valued.

Here are a set of fine trees giving pleasure to no creature,
. and my proposal is to put a close paling half way along

VOL. I 19
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the centre of it, and leave the half open to the road, making
a gravel walk and possibly a seat. One objection is that
the place does not belong to me but to the executors.

Nov., 1890.

I am vexed about Pepper! I feel it quite sad to ex-
tinguish such a quantity of enjoyment as lived in that little
body. Thank goodness I have nearly finished [Stanley’s]
Darkest Africa and it must be the most tiresome book in
the world, so confused and diffuse, with immense long con-
versations verbatim that end in nothing. His contempt
for Emin’s taste for Natural History is very comical, and
certainly he does not fall into that mistake himself. He
observed nothing.

THE GROVE, Dec. 3, 1890.

I set Matheson reading the Nineteenth Century and I
almost make a vow never to read a rewew again. There
is one of Huxley’s g Gl d on
the former “P:g ** article. W E. G. by his blunders gives
him an excellent opportunity, but the article would really
have more effect if he had stated the case simply, with no
“ chortling.”

1890—91 was a very severe winter, Much bird-feeding went
on at the Grove, cocoanuts, fat and hemp were pro for
titmice, nuts and pea-nuts for the nut-hatches, and middlings
in basinsful for the rooks, starlings, and jackdaws.

Jam. 13, 1891.

1 did so enjoy the dirty snow and the departure of the
rooks yesterday (I wonder what they could find the 1st day
and before the snow was gone). I believe the real reason
of the departure of the frost is my giving skates to the young
Ps, or it, might have been John’s fur cape.

1 Pepper, a little dog who was condemned because he would bite

ers. Huwevel‘,ﬂm was tried in Londbn, where he bxc u]nldmn

ardeners.
e was then sent to
‘Where we may hope he reformed his Wayl
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I saw a hedge-sparrow in the hard frost scrabbling in
the gravel on its stomach with its wings spread. Did it
want dusting or what ?

Jan. 18, 1891.

1 had good Mr C., who has the familiar, affectionate,
evangelical manner. He thinks Booth’s power is some-
thing wonderful in drilling to perfect obedience such a low
set. Also that teetotalism and keeping the Sabbath are
the two greatest reforms in the world. It is odd he should
put them on the same level.

Jan., 1891.

, The correspondence of Lord Grey and Princess Lieven
. is as good as a history. Their friendship continued through
. opposite and strong political opinions on every subject.
~ There is never a tinge of vanity or coquetry in her letters.
His are solemn and dry though affectionate. One can’t
help wondering how the friendship arose. They are both
utterly sincere. . . .

1 wish there were some notes on the scandals mentioned
—e.g. a gross insult of the Duke of Cumberland to Lady
Lyndhurst. It is curious to see Princess Lieven’s opinion
of the Duke of Wellington, so utterly different from that of
all parties now. I am afraid however that he did put a
spoke in the wheel of the affairs of Greece.

Feb. 3, 1891.

The dispute still rages in the Nineteenth Century whether
the Gadarenes lawfully kept swine or not, as if it signified.
Fancy supposing a miracle to be especially directed against

_ an infringement of a ceremonial law like that.

Sunday and yestez-day were very bright and pleasant and
the thrushes began to sing.

If T had been Lady Grey I should not have approved oi
Lord G:ey s letters to his * dearest, dearest Princess.”
was a curious friendship. They were each uneasy if they
did not have a letter every two or three days. .
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I am thinking of taking a leaf out of Lord Grey’s book
and answering your letbers categorically. It is funny how
he never omits ing a scold or a li

Ap., 1891.

At last the garden is looking cheerful, but anemones
and polyanthus drooping in the sun after a frosty night,
and Bourne does not venture to water them. I really wish
he would not work so fast, and Chapman [under-gardener]
is like an overdriven post-horse.

I want to give Gwen a tricycle and Maud prefers a bicycle.
I don’t know how it will be settled. The little Vernon
Harcourt girls go on bicycles but I can’t fancy grown-up
girls doing it.

My mother’s at one gardener working so fast, and
her pity for the other, reminds me that from sympathy with
the g:onsemmds she was often unhappy at so much time
being spent in dusting the legs of the banisters and chairs.

Ap. 19, 1891.
I am reading Lowell’s Essay on Wordsworth after Shairp
and he suits me much better. He is rather caustic and
amusing, and his writing is as neat as if it was French, also
he does not soar higher than I can reach.

Emma Darwin to her son Leonard.

CAMBRIDGE, Wednesday, May 6th [1891 1].
The day was perfect with my beloved east wind, and it
was the first time that the tulips have really opened their
eyes. I am always divided at this time of the year between
the wish to stay on to enjoy the spring and early summer
here, and the opposite wish to be at Down before the trees
have become dark and summerlike.

This summer saw my mother alone m her  generation.

Her last remaining brother Hensleigh on June lst,
1891.



1888-1892] My Iliness at Durham 293

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Dowx, July 25, 1891.

I am much interested in De Quincey’s letters, or rather
in Dorothy Wordsworth’s to him. There must have been
something very engaging in him to have received such nice,
wholesome letters, full of the children.

Then follow some paragraphs about patterns of chintz
and arrangements for the come and go of life, and as a
postseript written across the letter:

Such a loathsome crawling letter of Coleridge to De
Quincey, declining to pay his debt.

Sept. 9th, 1891.

1 look out at the sunny sky, and the trees in Smith’s lane
all quiet and glowing, instead of being tossed as they were
all August.

The following letters were written to me at Durham,
where I was ill for two months fmm huvmg taken a dose of
instead of I nearly died, my

arms were paralysed, and both feet badly burnt by hot
bottles during the long insensib:

Dow, 19k Sept., 1891

The children were very happy all day out of doors. It
was pretty to see Margaret walk up to Dicky on the hard
gravel with her naked feet and put her head down on his
back to * love him.”

In the course of a few days when you can mark any-
thing of a step forward it would be nice to have a telegram
80 as to enjoy it a day sooner.

Dowx, Sept. 29th, 1891.

R.s good account and your precious little note came
together, and made me feel in a glow of happiness.
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Bwmma Darwin to her son Leonard.
DowN, October 22nd [1891 1].
1 had a call from a pretty Mrs ——, so soft and affected
I could hardly stand her. I think affectation is just as
rare as merriment nowadays. . . . Lady Derby deserved
more than civility, as I think she has some real affection for
me (odd to say).

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
Tue GROVE, Oct. 17th, 1891.

I don’t think Ruth is at all suitable for you. I wish you
had forgotten say Her Dearest Foe or Fair Carew (have you
thought of kidneys ?) or still more Bmma.

1 should like you to see Dr Drummond again (let me pay
for him). . .. I think R. is a little like your father in seeing
the downs more strongly than the ups (e.g. he always thought
my headaches worse than they were). I wish you could
play patience with your one poor hand.

Her suggestion as to eating kidneys, so oddly thrown in,
was because I had great difficulty about food. She was
anxious I should be moved to the Grove as soon as it was
possible, and wrote as to this: (Oct. 25) “If you had any
drawback (which I do not expect), I should be much less
uneasy while dyou 'were at hand and every improvement would
be noted and give me constant happiness. Also when you
were able to bear the open air, getting out of doors for five
or ten minutes here would be easier and more satisfactory
than in your own house. In spite of this my real wish is
that you should do what would‘l))e really best for you.”

I went home first but soon moved to the Grove, where I
had a delightfuly happy time, with her sheltering care about
me as if I was again a child.

Jan. 30th, 1892.

How I hate Thackeray’s women. He makes Mrs Pen
and Laura behave exactly like the women in Ruth who
are so detestable, and Thackeray thinks it quite right. I
rejoiced when that tiresome Helen died and there was an
end to all the praises and raptures about her.
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April 22nd, 1892.

T hope you enjoy the change of weather. I do in the
spirit, but in the flesh I was very hot and done up.

Carry is busy in the evening smartening a pink flannel
petticoat, and I feel a person so much more comfortable
who is doing something. We read Severn’s Life which
does very well. He is rather a foolish man, and talks of
Keats’ dying of the persecution of his enemies when it was
consumption, with every care the best Dr (Sir J. Clark),
and the best nursing could give. Severn behaved nobly in
sacrificing everything to go with Keats (his father knocked
him down with indignation at his persisting in going), but
it made his fortune as it happened.

Emma Darwin to her son George.
Tue Grove, April 3, 1892.

Your children met Frances here on her birthday the
30th. It was to be celebrated by her using a knife and
she asked her mother to put me in mind “ and don’t smile
when you ask her.” They were very jolly and could hardly
eat for chatter. It was the first time I have seen Charley
out-talked : but he went steadily on with his meat. After-
wards they went in the field after primroses.

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
[1892.]

M. gave me such a tragic account of the agency of her
brother John. When he was busy on the Lurgan part of
the estate he was quite safe and everything prosperous;
but he had ionally to go to a i bit of the
Bath estate, and after the Plan of Campaign his life was
in constant danger and they used to be trembling for him
until he and his clerk with their revolvers came home. On
one occasion when he owned to her, on saying good-night,
that he had received a threatening letter, she sent privately
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to inform the inspector of Police of his danger, so when he
got to Carrickmacross he found to his surprise a company
of mounted police ready to accompany him. Nothing
could make him consent to let them come with him. He
said “if he once shewed the white feather he should never
be able to shew his face there again.” So he and the poor
clerk (dreadfully al d) held their 1 ready and
drove on and they were not shot at. All this strain broke
down his health and nerve. . . .

These last letters of Johnson are a treat to me. I enjoy
poking out bits of new in them.

Doww, June, 1892.
The kitten is very happy and most charming, settling
itself on my neck, purring hard, with occasional smudges
on my face. Dicky naturally disgusted with it. . .. It does
s0 enjoy my delicate slices of cold beef.
July 19th, 1892.
Our stiff book is H. James’ stories and our light one
Leslie Stephen’s Hours in a Library 3rd series. He is so
pleasant after all that subtlety.
Bessy and I both agree that we could not really care for
other people’s pretty things—a propos to your enjoying the
house [Idlerocks, the Godfrey Wedgwoods].

As a fact my mother did not care much for objets dart,
either her own or other people’s.

Emma Darwin to Margaret Shaen in New Zealand.

Dowx, July 15, 1892.

... We are living in the election and I rejoice to think
that Leonard will be out of his pain on Monday. Our old
men, Parslow and Lettington, declined to vote at all—
“They always had voted Liberal ” etc., and did not know
or care a penny about Home Rule. Well, my letter will be
full of the election, so I will try to shut it out. ...

Little Charley has capital spirits and at luncheon he
rather tired me by talking at the utmost pitch of his voice,
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80 one day I said “Now I am going to give a penny to
everybody who talks low at luncheon time.” “Shall you
give one to aunt Etty 27 “Yes.” “Shall you give one
to aunt Bessy #” ““Yes.” “And to Father and Mother ?”
“Yes.” It had a great effect and I doled out the pennies
all round. I only included the grown-ups the first day, but
Gwenny and Charley earned 10d. each before they went
away.
Yours, my dear Margaret,
E. Darwix.

My mother was deeply interested in the General Election of
July, 1892, fought on the question of Home Rule. I have now
her map of England on which she coloured every seat as
it was lost or gained. Her son Leonard was standing for
Lichfield as a Liberal-Unionist. After the election was
over, she wrote: “I am so intensely interested in the
debates I must put myself on stoppages or I shall wear
out my eyes.”

Bmma Darwin to her son Leonard.

My DEAR LEONARD, Dowx, July 19ih [1892].
We got your blessed telegram at 2.45. Now we
must hope that there will be no dissolution. I had been
schooling myself not to mind much, but we all owned we
had kept a corner of hope at the back of our minds. Now
you will rest, poor souls. It would be delightful if you would
come here soon. You would be much more tired if you had
failed. I send you Henrietta’s remarks about your speaking
as she so thoroughly appreciated it, and I should like you
to be more conceited.
Dowx, Saturday, July 23rd [1892].
My DEAR LEONARD AND BEE,
I must tell you how your two delightful letters
warmed my heart.
We shall have a happy meeting on Friday and I have
asked George and Frank to rush over for a day. They
will not have a brother elected to Parliament every day in
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the week. William laments that he cannot come, also
Horace. I always feel how your father would have en-
joyedit. . ..

Yours, my two dear ones,

Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
July 31st, 1892.
We have had great amusement and election talk.
Lettington [the old gardener] said to Leonard “I dont
agree with your politics; but I did not think it was in you to
make such a noble speech.”

The large house at Down could hold more than one family
of the grandchildren, and she greatly enjoyed having them
all round her. She wrote: (dug. 28) * Frances was puzzled
at breakfast. Ruth took salt with her porridge}so Frances
decided to have it; but then Nora too. E sugar, so she had
to change quickly. Bernard is a jewel for play, and I found
them all this morning and Frank also, with different gym-
nastics on the shde with their shoes off and very hot.”

The ’was a edpeomhty at Down, a long shallow
wooden my of polished deal which was hitched by a cross-
piece of wood on to a step of the stairs, and thus reared up
:]: high as was deeued The ch:ldmn cm:: dav:n fast or

or 1 ient. It
could be made Almost ﬂac for htﬁe children and steep
enough to make the big ones come down with a grand rush.

Down, Sept. 12, 1892.
There was such a dark sentence in Snow’s letter that I
could not keep my senses from the beginning to the end;
but M. gave me a concise translation and said it meant that
“ you were fond of people though they were dull.”

Ts GrOVS, Oct., 1892.
Le Caron! will be wholesome reading for Gladstone. It
is a good thing to recall the brutality and cruelty of the
1 Le Caron was in the Secret Service of our Government and had

been very active in the Fenian raids on Canada. In'the Parnell
Commission nothing was brought out to his diseredit,
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Clan-na-gael and how inti ly Parnell was d
with them; and to reflect that Gallaher and other dyna-
miters are now in prison. . . . I think it will do good in

this pause. The atrocity of the Dynamiters makes one
nearly condone any amount of treachery on his part.
President Andrew Johnson openly sympathised with the
first Fenian raid into Canada, and returned all the arms
into the hands of the Fenians. Le Caron was the cause
of the entire failure of both raids. He thinks the Secret
service is much underpaid. The book makes me wish to
read again his cross-examination and Parnell’s.

Nov. 1, 1892.
Crabb Robinson’s Diary is a blessing and I can talk with
him for a few minutes any time and feel refreshed. I
almost think he will set me reading the Ezcursion! . . .
His prosaic moderation does so suit me, and Miss ——'s
gush and repetitions do so not suit me, but there is a good
deal that is interesting in her book.
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CHAPTER XXI
1893—1896

My mother's ill-health—Miss Cobbe—A great storm—A birthday
letter to my mother—Her better health—Herbert Spencer—
R. B. Litchfield’s illness—My mother’s last illness and death.

My mother’s health was in a very uncomfortable state from
the autumn of 1892 until the end of 1893. She used in
her letters to tell me exactly how she was, but always took
. care to chronicle her better moments, “My nights are
lovely,” “T am having a good day,” “I am enjoying the
sunshine.” She suffered greatly from the heat this summer.
After the weather changed she wrote June 20th, “I feel
quite tipsy looking out at the dear black sky and drizzled
windows,” and again “such a lovely puddle on the walk
and the barometer so low.” .
Dowx, Aug. 6th, 1893.

I was going to write and order Leo Maxse’s National
Review, but F. Greenwood’s article on W. E. G. is so mon-
strous I have held my hand. It makes him out a fiend and
I am afraid such violence will neutralise what is good in
the Review.

Aug. 31st, 1893 (your wedding day).

.. . Leonard said Balfour’s speech, which I thought so
impertinent to W. E. G., was quite charming in its manner
and playfulness. A Mr Paul, a Gladstonian member, sat
by L. and said “ that is quite delightful.”

I had been all September at Down whilst my sister
was abroad. It was an ideal month of fine weather. My
mother wrote to her at the end of our time together: “A
dismal day, but Sir John Lubbock says that nd weather
is really bad, so we must not mind.”
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Tue GROVE, Deec. 23rd, 1893.

George came bringing me a letter from Boy, so perfectly
well spelt he can’t be a Darwin. George gave him an
envelope for it, and addressed it to me in red ink, which
surprised and pleased Boy and he said, “Grandmamma
will like that.”

Jan. 27th, 1894.

I am grown to like Lowell much better at the end. He
adores London and its climate especially, and the Parks
and the thrushes all winter through. There are some notices
of W. E. G. in which I think he judges him justly. W.E.G.
said in ’86 that he had never seen such universal enthusiasm
for anything as for Home Rule at that time. Lowell sug-
gested that the feeling might be for himself. Lowell says
he (Gladstone) has no proportion in his mind, caring as
much for Robert Blsmere as for Gordon.

Emma Darwin to Laure Forster.
TuE GROVE, March, 1894.

Are you not surprised at Morley’s attempting to do away
with Lord Rosebery’s speech.! I have some hopes that
Lord Rosebery himself will have some manliness and not
eat his words. . . .

Tae Grove, May 5th, 1894

.. .1 am deep in Dean Stanley's Life and I like it so
much. I saw him once, but he was in the blaze of Mrs F.’s
flattery which I dare say shut him up—but he certainly

1 Lord Rosebery became Premier on Gladstone's final retirement
on the 3rd March.  Lord Rosebery’s statement as to Home Rule was
oagetty watohod for.  The words that Morley attempted to do away
With would be: * The noble Marquess [of Salisbury] made one remark
with which I confess myseif in entire accord. He said that before
Trish Home Rule is conceded by the Imperial Parliament, England as

redominant member of the partnership of the three kingdoms,
O Bive b5 b convinood of its justioe."
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was cold and dry. I am sure I shall be much attached to
him. I must own I don’t remember Mrs F.’s flattery to
him, but it must have been there.

The following letter relates to a request from Miss Cobbe
to include certain correspondence from my father in her
Autobiography. He had written to her expressing strong
sympathy with the victims of a supposed case of harsh-
ness on the part of his colleagues, &e magistrates of our
division of Kent. The case had been brought forward
in the Echo, of whmh Miss Cobbe was then the editor.
Wlthout asking for permission, she changed the opening

of this letter from “ dear Miss Cobbe” into “Sir,” cut
out, without putting marks of omission, all those sen-
tences which would show that it was a private letter to a
friend, and then published this travesty of it in the Hcho
above his ure.  All readers would suppose that
my father had addressed it expressly to that paper for
publication. He took no steps in the matter, though on
further em}luu'y he found that there had been no harshness,
and that there was no miscarriage of justice.

Tue GrovE, May, 1894.

Miss Cobbe asks Snow to ask me whether she may publish
any letters of F.’s in her Autobiography. If I do consent
I think I must forbid any of those about the imprison-
ment of Stephen X. which she garbled and published in
the Echo. Had I better ask to see them ¢ I don’t want
to insult Miss Cobbe. . . .

After a heavenly night I feel quite set up, with all bothera-
tions done away by the good help of all my children, Frank
and Horace being moderate and helpful and saving me all

Aug., 1894.

You asked me about the Message of Israel.' 1 believe
no books now affect me any more than by a transient
interest. It did draw my attention to some syblime bits

' By her niece Julia Wedgwood.
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in the Prophets and Psalms, and I enjoyed her abuse of
Esther... . .

Augustus Hare’s Two Noble Lives is most entertaining
and pleasant, though the letters are merely natural, and
telling what happens without a spark of wit and humour.
The two lovely ladies (Canning and Waterford) had no
children, which was a pity for the beauty of the world. It
makes one think the * quality ** very affectionate and kind-
hearted.

Nov. 5th, 1894.

I think Mrs F. is an | ble woman now, i
me of what others gave her, and I hope she may escape
being corrupted. I will do my best not to help in that.

I have been reading Waldstein’s Ruskin. The admiring
part I did not feel up to, but the chapter on social ques-
tions delights me as speaking so strongly of his narrow
want of sympathy: e.g. in thinking it a real misfortune
that railroads should iful places by enabling
vulgar people to crowd into them. He couples Carlyle
with him in presumption, and says that Ruskin never
forgets himself for a second, and then contrasts your father’s
love of truth and moderation in quite a delightful passage.

Feb. 5, 1895.

I believe you would like Mrs Craven if you could skip
all the religion. In the year *86 she has exactly our feelings
about Ireland and [the] G. O. M.’s mad folly. It always
seems to me like boasting when she tells how entirely she
feels that God decides everything for her; she should keep
that to herself. . . . The French stories by Julliot are dull
and odious, and the little novel La Folle du Logis quite pretty
and nice. How very odd the French are.

Tue Grove, Mar. 25, 1895.

1 wonder whether you had our yesterday’s storm. It
increased in violence all morning and was at its height
about two. I looked out to see the trees swaying, and
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remarked on the big wych-elm; I looked away for a minute,
and then looked again and saw it was down. Then came
a great noise, as if of a great weight falling, and we saw
part of a chimney down near the north corner. Frank and
Bernard soon came in to see if we were frightened. They
said some trees were down across the road. Then came
another great bang and we settled to go down to the draw-
ing-room. Eventually two stacks of three chimneys each
were blown down. We shut the sonth-west window [shutters]
and felt more quiet there, not that I was frightened. It is
so bright and calm I hope I shall go out and see the damage,
especially the big tree.
April 22, 1895.

T seem to have been reading nothing but about young
girls lately—Miss Bronte, Miss Edgeworth, the Burneys,
the Winkworths. The Brontes and Winkworths went
through the same morbid feelings about sin and religion.
The Burneys did not trouble their heads, and Miss Edge-
worth was very strict with herself but not in the way of
religion. I should like to know when they came to the age
of 40 or so how much their feelings and opinions had ap-
proached each other.

Emma Darwin to her daughter-in-law Sara.

My DEAR SARA, THE GROVE, May 3 [1895].

I cannot easily express the happiness your note
gives me. To keep such warm affection as yours all these
years, and also to know that you feel the same as ever to
Charles fills me with gratitude.

I think it is a surprising thing that at 87! I should feel
stronger and better in every way than I did at 85.
My best love to my dear William who is as steadfast as
you.
Yours, my dear daughter in heart,
% Eyma DARWIN.
* Her birthday was on May 2nd, 1808.
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Emma Darwin to her daughter Henrietta Litchfield.
May 18th, 1895.

... I am reading the Psalms and I cannot conceive how
they have satisfied the devotional feelings of the world for
such centuries. I am at the 35th, and about three or four
I have found beautiful and satisfactory, the rest are almost
all calling for protection against enemies or for vengeance—
one fine penitential Psalm.

Matheson is reading Macaulay's Life to me, and his
letters are delightful. He was as good a hater as St
Simon, but did not keep up his rancour so long. His
intense feeling about his sisters’ marriages was very un-
common.

The following is written after Maud Darwin’s return
from America, with her two clnldren Gwen and Charles.

[May, 1895.]

About 5.30 came George and Maud and Billy more
smiling and sweet than ever. A. V. Dicey discussed
America with Charles, especially the ice creams, which they
had every day. I attempted a little talk with Charles
about the voyage, but he was full of the bricks, and bygones
are tiresome to children.

THE GROVE, June 4th, 1895.

I had a very dissipated day yesterday and I was not
tired. Horace in the morning. P. [the butler] came
in with solemn apologies and said his mother was very
anxious to see me. In she came, so young and handsome
and stately, and we talked away, as soon as we could get
off the subject of my wonderful kindness, on which she
was as tiresome as her daughter-in-law.

Then came Mrs Marshall. Dicky got on her lap and she
nursed him all the time looking very pious.

VOL. IL. 20
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Down, July 19, 1895.
R.s hopeful note and another from Leo! still more
hopeful, made me quite easy. Mrs Goude and Matheson
have got a flag half made. Matheson said it would be
bad luck to finish it before the Election was declared.
Anne [the village shop] furnishes the materials gratis. . . .
1.30 just received the bad news—how flat! I have hardly
the heart to go on with the map. I trust the first object of
the Government will be to get rid of the twenty extra Irish
Members. . . .

This autumn for some temporary reason she had “a
stolid businesslike-looking pupil teacher who will not be a
bit shy ” to read aloud to her.

Oct. 1895.

My reader is a great success. It is Cranford, and “ D—n
Dr Johnson ” comes in. She stopped dead and said “a
slang expression.” I can’t perceive she is ever amused.
I am stuck in Balfour? His argument about the un-
certainty of sight seems so feeble to me that I think I can’t
understand it. What I do understand makes me think
less of his good sense.

Oct. 18th, 1895.

T have finished Balfour. Of course I don’t do the book
justice, but the last two or three pages seem to me very
inconclusive. I can agree with him that the belief in a
God who cares, is an immense safeguard for morality; but
I do not see that the doctrine of the Atonement is any
additional safeguard—yes, I do see it partly. Also I am
surprised at his considering that morality is impossible
without some religion, which he gives as an axiom not to
be disputed. I quite agree that the remains of Christian
feeling make us unable to judge of the present race of
agnostics.

1 Leonard Darwin was standing again for Liohﬁe]d and was defeated.

2 The Foundations of Belief, by A. J. Balfour.
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Under the date February, 1893, my mother copied these
lines from In Memoriam into her book of extracts:

CXVI.

Not all rogret: the faco will shine
Upon me, while I muse alone;
Aud that dear volos, T onoe have known,
still speak to me of me and min

Vet less of sorrow lives in me
For days of happy commune
for the fnend.a}up ea,
Than some strong bond which is to bo.

the last year of my mother’s life her health was

better than it had been for some years. Her letters show

how full of energy and enjoyment she was, and her power

of living in the lives of those she cared for made her really

h{ their pleasures at secondhand, and kept many avenues

e open that are often closed to the old. It was difficult

to remember that she would be eighty-eight on May 2nd of
this year.

Jan. 15th, 1896.

. I feel it pleasant to be silent and quiet for a bit. I
am flattered by the warm tone of Lady Derby’s note; but
when she calls my letter charming, I feel a little like William
when Mrs Thorley called him a “ sweet boy.”

Public affairs look better, especially since Lord Salisbury
has said that he will make any information public.! How
odious the Irish are, even Davitt, who one thought was a
decent man. Do they really think the downfall of England
would not ruin Ireland also ?

Feb. 28th, 1896.

Poor Hope! about hunting. I wonder whether it would
at all console her to learn that I had the same trouble.
I should think that Godfrey would sympathise entirely
with her. Your father did not with me, as he thought

1 The Jameson Raid on the Transvaal had taken place at the end
of December, 1895.
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hunting much the least cruel sport, and so far I agree, only
it is undoubtedly brutal. One trap gives more suffering
than a dozen hunts. . . .

The next two letters refer to a_ correspondence with
Herbert, Spencer as to the %w Mr Huxley mentioned
in his Life, p. 366, vol. . 'Mr Spencer wished to know
from me whether my mother’s mem corroborated his
own view that he alone originated the()izu She, however,
was quite sure that Mrs Lyell first spoke of it to herself and
my father.

March, 1896.

Your letter just come. I remember it all pretty clearly.
F. heard first about it from Mrs Lyell, so no doubt it was
set on foot in two places. We heard nothing about Herbert
Spencer. What a fuss he makes. You shall have the letter
safely back. . .. Itisthe greatest monument of vanity I ever
saw. I am quite certain my memory is just, as I remember
that Mrs Lyell was affected nearly to tears when she was
speaking to us on the subject. No doubt Herbert Spencer
was exerting himself independently.

It was such a lovely morning yesterday I took a drive
along the Backs. They look quite different in the morning
light, and the elm buds have taken a purplish glow.

I cannot help chuckling a little over Herbert Spencer’s
reception of your answer.

This spring Dicky, her little fox-terrier, met with an
accident, and had to go to the dog doctor for some time.
She missed him very much and wrote: “I believe Dicky
and I have never been ated for a day for thirteen
years, and I do wish for him back very much.” Every
morning Dicky lay on her bed whilst she breakfasted. But,
at about ten, as soon as he heard the second postman’s bell
he started up, vehemently insisted on being let out, rushed
downstairs to join the postman, for whom he had a strong
attachment, and took a short round with him. This post-
man fell ill, and she told how she sent Dicgrzo pay the sick
man a visit: “Price took Dicky to see , and there
ﬂ‘: k; ,tender meeting on both sides, the postman Kkissing
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In the Spring of 1896 my mother agreed to discontinue
giving away penny bread-tickets at the door of her house
at Down. These tickets were payable in bread by the village
baker. This form of charity hag existed for some fifty years,
and it shows her reasonableness and power of taking in new
ideas that she was brought to believe it encouraged tramps

and beggars, and was not necessary for saving actual
suffering.

Tae GrovE, Ap. 12, 1896.

I have written to George to ask him to diminish the bread
tickets while they are at Down, which will make it easier
for Mary Anne. I think there always used to be a great
burst of tramps in the spring, and once I found the yard full
of hearty Irishmen refusing to go away, till I sent for the
policeman.

The birds [Margaret’s canaries] have laid three eggs,
and I think I shall boil them if I could be sure that the
murder would not be discovered. They are pleasant com-
pany. I have found Voltaire’s Louis XIV. very pleasant
md short, leaving out the b&ttles Voltmre seems SO

d with his and as if a
despohc King could be generous. V. seems really to forget
where the money came from.

The “Shop ” mentioned m the next letter is that of
“The C: Company,”
which her son ﬁoma was the head. It had lately been
moved into new and better premises.

May 18th, 1896.

I liked seeing the Shop on Sunday. It is a perfect situa-
tion, surrounded with gardens and so quiet. I did not
mount up to the show-room. Horace’s room is so nice
and airy and quiet. It made me think more of him to
have such a shop.

I like Capt. Younghusband’s travels, though one might
skip pages much like each other. The camels go on for
twenty hours or so and the ponies and mules for eight or
ten. They are fed up enormously and well treated.

1 The Heart of a Continent,
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May 20th, 1896.
We had some rain in the morning which made things
fresh and beautiful. I sat out for a long time, and Helen
[purse] and Billy joined me. His wild delight, rushing
about on his twinkling bare feet, was the prettiest thing I
ever saw. You must see it before he is older. He some-
times dances a little.
THE GROVE, May 31, 1896.
I had a snug evening with Mildred reading part of the
broken last novel of L. Stevenson, in which he gives most
b iptions of ch you don’t care for. He
has no notion what is tiresome or not.

June 21, 1896
A propos to Cardinal Manning, I think every convert
must be between two stools for a time, but nine or ten years
was certainly long. It made him appear deceitful, but I
very much excuse him.
June 29, 1896.
On Saturday I took a drive into Holwood. It looked a
new place to me from the growth of the trees; especially
the band of beeches along the paling, which I used to despise
as such poor-looking trees. The mare is perfect on grass
and up the hills, not pulling and straining. I went in and
out among the green drives, and I shall go again and never
drive anywhere else.
July 11th, 1896.
‘What a pathetic Essay ' the last in the volume of Leslie
Stephen’s. It is evidently a pouring out of his soul on his
wife. I also like his notion that the world does not know
of a quarter of the goodness and happiness that exists, and
that every perfect character causes a sort of halo of influence
and example around it.

All the family came to Down during this last summer.
She went out more, and saw some of the old haunts in her
bath-chair that she had not visited for years.

1 Bocial Rights and Duties, Vol. 11., p. 225.
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May 20th, 1896.
We had some rain in the morning which made things
fresh and beautiful. I sat out for a long time, and Helen
[nurse] and Billy joined me. His wild delight, rushing
about on his twinkling ‘bare feet, was the prettiest thing I
ever saw. You must see it béfore he is older. He some-
times dances a little.
i Tre GrovE, May 31, 1896.
I had a snug evening with Mildred reading part of the
broknhltnovalofla Stevenson, in which he gives most
1 of ch you dnn’&mfor He
hn 1o notion what is tiresome- ‘or not.

< June 21, 1896
i propos to Cardinal Manning, I think every convert
mmbebetwemtwosboohiornhme butmmo(tanyoam
was certainly long. Tt made him appear daouﬁul but I
very much excuse him.
. June 20, 1896.
On Saturday I took a drive into Kulwood It looked a
mwplmmme&omthegrowtho{mfuu especially
the band of beeches along the paling, which I used to despise
as such poor-lpoking trees. The mare i3 perfect on grass
and up the hills, not pulling and straining. , T went in and
ontmnghﬁog:mdﬁmmdluhdlgoagmmdmvm
drive anywhere else.
July 11th, 1896.
thapothm&suy'thehstmthevolnmofl.ulm
Stephen’s. It is evidently a pouring out of his soul on his
wife. T also'like his notion that the world does not know
of a quarter of the goodness and happiness that exists, and
that every perfect charmtetonusaasano!halo of influence
and example around it.

All the family came to Down during this last summer
She went out more, and saw some of the old haunts in her
bath-chair that she had not visited for years.

* Social Rights and Duties, Vol. v, p. 225.
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Aug. 18th, 1896,
Nurse goes to-morrow to Tunbridge Wells, where she
is to get me some shoes, old-fashioned slippers which she
says can be found nowhere else—in short she knows every-
thing. Well, good-bye for to-day.
Nurse’s manner to me is like one housemaid to another a
little beneath her, but I am not the least offended.

Dowx, Aug. 30 [1896].

Rose’s letter duly came. I send it as it is so nice. The
moral I draw is that a bit of jewelry is the present that
gives the most pleasure, e.g. the little amethyst brooch
which gave me such intense pleasure when I was 14 (apart
from any sentiment). I shall be on the look-out for five
brooches or lockets for my grand-daughters. The Holwood
[blackberrying] party answered well—Gwenny brought a
tin full, while Boy and Margt. eat most of theirs. George
and Maud found Lady Derby at tea alone, and they had an
interesting talk, chiefly about the Duke of Wellington, with
whom she was intimate, as with every other great man.
She said she owed more to him in forming her character
than to anyone, and even now she found herself considering
what he would do in such a case. She never heard him say
a severe or unkind word. She was walking with him when
he stopped to soothe a crying boy. He only put his hand
on his head, and told him not to cry, when the boy stopped
dead, and the Duke said, “ I can always stop a crying child.”
1 suppose however it was only the effect of surprise, and the
child might begin crying again.

Sept. 5th, 1896

George and the dear chicks are just gone in the waggonet.
On Thursday I made John take me a circuit in the chair
by Down Hall and the Cudham Lane. I was glad to see the
Cudham Lane once more, It looked ever so much deeper,
.with high hedges and trees grown. I came back over the
big field and through the Smith’s yard. I felt the sharp
wind over the bare field quite like an old friend.
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Sept. 6th, 1896.

I had an interesting talk with Lady Derby yesterday
about the Duke of Wellington. He came to see her when
she was very unhappy at the death of her eldest brother,
and said to her, “I shall write to you every day; it may
amuse you.” He kept his word, and wrote every day till
his death in 1852 (she is now 73, so do a sum which I can-
not manage). She owns his was not a happy marriage
though he was always kind, but she was silly and wearied
him. Scandal was talked. She said it was only flirtation.

September this year was a depressing month, with much
rain every day. gl‘;e had not been wﬁl and wrote to me:
“T fancy I had been doing too much, especially after
luncheon with the children.” ~Often, after lunch, she played
the *“ galloping tune ” for them to dance to, just as she
done fifty years before for us.

‘We had intended to go abroad this September, but my
husband fell seriously ill at Dover, and when he could be
moved, we went home to Kensington Square.

Sept. 18th, 1896.

1 am sorry to give up seeing you here, but so that you and
R. are well I care little for anything else.

Your card and Mildred’s cheerful and comfortable letter
just come in, to begin my day so brightly. I used to
abuse and dislike Dover, when I came with William and
poor Annie to take you back from aunt Charlotte, and they
took to erying and being miserable, and the shore was
unwalkable, but I should now like sitting on the shingle
with Mildred.

Sept. 23rd, 1896.

Lady Derby was much pleased with Leo’s address,! also
with Sir J. Lister, which she said was very fine. I have had
it read to me, and I agree with her and you.

* As President of the Geographical section of the British Associa-
tion at Liverpool.
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I am disappointed at R. continuing to have so much
pain. I think the waves must have been fine with you
yesterday. I should like to have seen the 87 ships.
Stephen’s and Margaret’s visit was very nice. They were
amused at the way she (Margaret) took an old servant’s
cheating. * Yes, he has been cheating for thirty years, poor
darling 1”?

My mother was taken ill on Sunday, September 27th.
On Monday she seemed to recover, and she wrote saying
she was well—the last letter she ever wrote. But the im-
provement did not continue. I left my husband, who had
Jjust been moved to Kensington Square, and arrived at Down
on Thursday, Oct. 1st. Her condition remained the same;
on the evening of the 2nd she wound up her watch as
usual, and then fell back on her pillow and never recovered
consciousness. Her age was eighty-eight years and four
months.

It was hest for me to return home that evening, but
before leaving I went in to see the beautiful, solemn, sweet
face composed for its last rest.
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