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      PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION

      
      A new edition of The Brontës is long overdue. It was a revolutionary book when it was first published in 1994 and since then it has become the standard
         biography of this extraordinary family. Despite this, popular myths about the Brontës have proved astonishingly difficult to
         quash. It was therefore important to me not only that my biography should remain in print but also that it should be revised
         and updated so that it could not be undermined by failing to take into account the huge advances in Brontë studies which have
         taken place since 1994.
      

      
      Two monumental works of meticulous scholarship deserve especial mention: Margaret Smith’s The Letters of Charlotte Brontë (Oxford, 1995–2004) and Victor Neufeldt’s The Works of Patrick Branwell Brontë (New York, 1997–9) provide indispensable tools for the biographer, collecting, re-dating and transcribing manuscripts scattered
         throughout public and private collections in Great Britain and the United States. I wish they had been available when I was
         struggling to date Charlotte’s letters or assemble a coherent narrative from the morass of Branwell’s juvenilia. Sue Lonoff’s
         The Belgian Essays: Charlotte and Emily Brontë (New Haven and London, 1996) and Christine Alexander and Jane Sellars’s The Art of the Brontës (Cambridge, 1995) have also broken new ground in publishing material previously only available to researchers in archives.
         Derek Roper’s The Poems of Emily Brontë (Oxford, 1995), Heather Glen’s Charlotte Brontë: Tales of Angria (London, 2006) and Dudley Green’s The Letters of the Reverend Patrick Brontë (Stroud, 2005) all provide useful and accessible editions of the Brontës’ writings. For the convenience of all readers, new
         and old, I have changed all my references to these new editions and (occasionally) accepted their new readings.
      

      
      Much less original material has surfaced since 1994 but this includes important new evidence showing that two of Charlotte’s
         drawings were accepted for a public exhibition in Leeds in 1834 and, conversely, proving that Branwell did not attend the
         Royal Academy in 1835 and that a variety of alternative careers had been considered for him. Charlotte’s letter describing her wedding dress is a particularly delightful
         new find, there are piquant details in the Bishop of Ripon’s description of his hostess at Haworth Parsonage in 1853 and a
         touching letter to the same bishop from the newly bereaved Patrick, who had just lost his sixth and last child. Additional
         information, particularly about Haworth and the locality in the Brontë era, has emerged and I am grateful, in particular,
         to Steven Wood, Robin Greenwood and Ian and Catherine Emberson for their corrections and assistance. I am also indebted to
         members of the Brontë Parsonage Museum staff, particularly Sarah Laycock, Polly Salter and Sean Killian, who have all gone
         out of their way to assist me in preparing this new edition. Finally, I would like to thank my publishers, Little, Brown,
         for giving The Brontës a new lease of life.
      

       

      Juliet Barker

      
      February 2010
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      FOREWORD

      
      The now famous Brontë name was spelt and accented in a variety of ways in the family’s lifetime. Though I have adopted a standard
         ‘Brontë’ throughout my own text, I have followed whatever appears in my sources when using quotations, even when this includes
         no accent on the final letter. Similarly, because I believe that the policy of ‘correcting’ the Brontës’ often wildly ill-spelt
         and ungrammatical writings gives a false impression of their sophistication, particularly in the juvenilia, I have chosen
         to transcribe my quotations from the original manuscripts ‘warts and all’. Authorial deletions are indicated by <> and insertions
         by \ /; although I have tried to let the Brontës speak for themselves, whenever the sense has absolutely demanded it I have
         made editorial insertions in square brackets thus [ ].
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      INTRODUCTION

      
      Yet another biography of the Brontës requires an apology, or at least an explanation. Their lives have been written so many
         times that there ought to be nothing left to say. Mrs Gaskell’s Life of Charlotte Brontë, published within two years of her subject’s death, set a new standard in literary biography and is still widely read. In
         more recent times, Winifred Gérin and Rebecca Fraser have added considerably to our knowledge by publishing material which
         was not available to, or was suppressed by, Mrs Gaskell. The Brontës’ lives and works have been taken apart and reassembled
         according to theories of varying degrees of sanity by literally hundreds of other biographers and literary critics.
      

      
      What is surprising is that, despite so much activity, the basic ideas about the Brontës’ lives have remained unchanged. Charlotte
         is portrayed as the long-suffering victim of duty, subordinating her career as a writer to the demands of her selfish and autocratic
         father; Emily is the wild child of genius, deeply misanthropic yet full of compassion for her errant brother; Anne is the
         quiet, conventional one who, lacking her sisters’ rebellious spirit, conforms to the demands of society and religion. The
         men in their lives have suffered an even worse fate, blamed first of all by Mrs Gaskell, and since then by feminists, for holding
         the Brontë sisters back from achieving literary success and even, at times, for simply existing. Patrick is universally depicted
         as cold, austere and remote, yet given to uncontrollable rages, alternately neglecting and tyrannizing his children. Branwell
         is a selfish braggart, subordinating his sisters’ lives to his own by right of his masculinity, and negating the value of this
         sacrifice by squandering his talent and the family’s money on drink and drugs. Arthur Bell Nicholls, who cannot be portrayed
         as either mad or bad, is simply dull.
      

      
      These stereotypes have been reinforced by the practice of writing separate biographies for each member of the family. Yet
         the most remarkable thing about the Brontës is that one family produced three, if not four, talented writers, and it is the
         fact that they were such an extraordinarily close family that is the key to their achievements. Taking one of them out of context creates the sort of imbalance and distortion
         of facts that has added considerably to the Brontë legend. A love poem by Anne, for instance, can be interpreted as autobiographical
         – unless one is aware that Emily was writing on the same subject at the same time in a Gondal setting. Though many have tried,
         it is impossible to write an authoritative biography of either of the two youngest Brontë sisters. The known facts of their
         lives could be written on a single sheet of paper; their letters, diary papers and drawings would not fill two dozen. Understandably
         but, I believe, misguidedly, biographers have fallen back on literary criticism to fill the void. Trawling through the Brontës’
         fiction in search of some deeply hidden autobiographical truth is a subjective and almost invariably pointless exercise.
      

      
      In this biography I have deliberately chosen to write about the whole Brontë family, hoping that this will redress the balance
         and enable the reader to see the Brontës as they lived, not in isolation, but as a tightly knit group. I am well aware that
         some members of the household are more prominent than others. Aunt Branwell and Tabby Aykroyd, despite my best endeavours,
         remain mere ciphers. Regrettably, Emily and Anne are also shadowy figures. This is the inevitable result of lack of biographical
         information but it is, I think, preferable to fanciful interpretation of their fiction. Virginia Moore’s misreading of ‘Love’s
         Farewell’ as ‘Louis Parensell’, resulting in an elaborate theory about Emily’s secret lover, is a dire warning as to where
         such a method can lead.
      

      
      The Brontë story has always been riddled with myths. Charlotte herself started the process in an attempt to explain why her
         sisters had written novels which had both shocked and titillated the literary critics. Mrs Gaskell ably extended this argument
         to Charlotte herself, producing in her Life of Charlotte Brontë a persuasive and powerful polemic which has never been seriously challenged. Instead of being writers of ‘naughty books’,
         who revelled in vulgarity and brutality, the Brontës thus became graduates of the school of adversity, writing in all innocence
         about the barbarous society in which they lived because that was all they knew. Their work took on a new, moral quality: that
         of Truth. However distasteful Jane Eyre, Wuthering Heights or The Tenant of Wildfell Hall might be, they were simply an accurate representation of provincial life. A bizarre offshoot of this argument is the belief
         that every one of the Brontës’ fictional creations must have had its counterpart in reality. The search for originals of the
         places, characters and incidents in the Brontës’ novels is as fanatical as it is irrelevant. Similarly, by a peculiar inversion of the normal process, literalists argue the facts of the Brontës’ lives from their fiction,
         which they persist in regarding as autobiographical. It is not surprising that the myths survive.
      

      
      The astonishing fact is that there is a wealth of material available to the biographer which has never before been used. No
         one has ever looked through the local newspapers, for instance, even though this is a basic source for the historian. Two
         years spent reading contemporary papers in local archives may have addled my brain but it has also provided an unexpectedly
         large haul of information which should, once and for all, scotch the myth that Haworth was a remote and obscure village where
         nothing ever happened. It was a township, a small, industrial town in the heart of a much larger chapelry, where politics
         and religion were hotly disputed and culture thrived. As a leading figure in Haworth, whose activities were constantly recorded
         and whose letters were regularly published, Patrick emerges as a tireless campaigner and reformer, a man of liberal beliefs
         rather than the rampant Tory he is so often labelled. The rest of his family, brought into the public domain by Mrs Gaskell’s
         Life of Charlotte Brontë, were the subject of letters and reports by their friends and acquaintances, many of which contradict Mrs Gaskell’s wilder
         flights of fancy from first-hand experience.
      

      
      The Brontës have been ill-served by their biographers. Vast numbers of their letters, poems, stories, drawings, books and
         personal memorabilia have been preserved, though they are scattered throughout libraries and private collections in the United
         Kingdom and the United States. This is inconvenient. Many of the manuscripts are themselves divided and housed in different
         collections; they are often written in the Brontës’ minute and cramped hand, which requires patience and good eyesight to
         decipher. This is even more inconvenient. But it is inexcusable that, almost without exception, the Brontës’ biographers have
         preferred to do their research in the bowdlerized and inadequate texts which are all that are currently available in print.
         Where no published edition exists, that body of information has been virtually ignored. This is true of the bulk of Branwell’s
         juvenilia and of Charlotte and Emily’s French essays, leading to sweeping and highly inaccurate statements about their content.
         Even Charlotte’s letters, though more readily accessible in manuscript, are quoted from the Shakespeare Head Brontë, which
         was compiled by the notorious forger, Thomas J. Wise, and his sidekick, J. A. Symington. Any derogatory remarks which did
         not live up to their idealized and sanitized image of Charlotte were simply omitted; passages difficult to read were also omitted
         or carelessly transcribed. Margaret Smith’s forthcoming monumental edition of Charlotte’s letters will rectify all this but, for the moment, the conscientious
         biographer must rely on the manuscripts.
      

      
      I have made it a point of honour to go back to the original manuscripts of all my material wherever possible, quoting them
         in preference to printed versions. Much of my material is therefore published here for the first time, including not only letters
         but also juvenilia, poetry and French essays. I have not followed the usual editorial practice of correcting the Brontës’
         appalling spelling and punctuation. Though this can make for difficult reading on occasion, I hope that the reader will appreciate
         that this is done to ensure that he or she can get as close as possible to the original. Correction is not just an interference
         with the Brontës’ own words: it creates a very misleading impression of the sophistication of their writing, particularly
         when they were children.
      

      
      I sincerely hope that this biography will sweep away the many myths which have clung to the Brontës for so long. They are
         no longer necessary. Unlike their contemporaries, we can value their work without being outraged or even surprised by the
         directness of the language and the brutality of the characters. It is surely time to take a fresh look at the Brontës’ lives
         and recognize them for who and what they really were. When this is done, I believe, their achievements will shine brighter
         than ever before. For Patrick and Branwell, in particular, the time is long overdue. With due humility, I echo the words of
         Charlotte Brontë: ‘This notice has been written, because I felt it a sacred duty to wipe the dust off their gravestones, and
         leave their dear names free from soil.’
      

             


      Juliet R. V. Barker

      
      May 1994
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   Chapter One

   
   AN AMBITIOUS MAN

   [image: image]

   
   On the first day of October 1802 a twenty-five-year-old Irishman walked through the imposing gateway of St John’s College, Cambridge.
     Tall and thin, with sandy red hair, his aristocratic features and bearing marked him out as one of the gentlemen of the university.
     His appearance was deceptive, however, for this young man had only recently arrived in England and had not yet embarked on
     a university career. Indeed, his purpose in coming to St John’s that day was to register as an undergraduate of the college.
   

   
   He had an inauspicious start to his new life. Defeated by his Irish accent, the registrar attempted a phonetic spelling of
     the name he gave, entering ‘Patrick Branty’ as ‘no 1235’ in the admissions book of the college. After putting down ‘Ireland’
     as the new undergraduate’s ‘county of residence’, the registrar gave up his task as hopeless and left the other columns blank;
     the names of Patrick’s parents, his date and place of birth and his educational background were all omitted.1 Two days later, when Patrick returned to take up residence in the college, he found that the bursar had copied the mistaken spelling of his name into the college Residence Register. This time, however, he did not allow it to
     go unchallenged and the entry was altered from ‘Branty’ to the now famous ‘Bronte’.2 In this way, Patrick Brontë stepped from the obscurity of his Irish background into the pages of history.
   

   
   It is difficult now to appreciate the full extent of Patrick’s achievement in getting to Cambridge. To be Irish in an almost
     exclusively English university was in itself unusual, but what made him virtually unique was that he was also poor and of
     humble birth. Many years later, when Mrs Gaskell came to write her Life of Charlotte Brontë, Patrick gave her a brief account of his early years in Ireland.
   

   
   
     My father’s name, was Hugh Brontë – He was a native of the South of Ireland, and was left an orphan at an early age – It was
      said that he was of an Ancient Family. Whether this was, or was not so, I never gave myself the trouble to inquire, since
      his lot in life, as well as mine, depended, under providence, not on Family descent, but our own exertions – He came to the
      North of Ireland, and made an early, but suitable marriage. His pecuniary means were small – but renting a few acres of land,
      He, and my mother, by dint of application, and industry, managed to bring up a Family of ten Children, in a respectable manner.
      I shew’d an early fondness for books, and continued at school for several years – At the age of sixteen, knowing that my Father,
      could afford me no pecuniary aid I began to think of doing something for myself – I therefore opened a public school – and
      in this line, I continued five or six years; I was then a Tutor in a Gentleman’s Family – from which situation I removed to
      Cambridge, and enter’d St John’s College –3

   

   
   The matter-of-fact way in which Patrick related these astonishing details is significant. For him, life effectively began only
     when he shook the dust of Ireland from his feet and was admitted to Cambridge. His first twenty-five years were an irrelevance,
     even though they must have been amongst the most formative of his life.
   

   
   The bare bones of Patrick’s account of his youth in Ireland can be fleshed out only a little. Nothing more is known about
     his father,4 and his mother, Eleanor, sometimes called Alice, McClory, is an equally shadowy figure. According to a tradition originating
     at the end of the nineteenth century, she was a Roman Catholic, but this seems unlikely as all the family records of the Irish
     Brontës are associated with the Protestant Church and Patrick would hardly have described a mixed marriage as ‘suitable’.5 At a time when literacy was extremely rare, especially in rural districts of Ireland, the unusual Brontë name was spelt in
     a variety of ways, ranging from Prunty to Brunty and Bruntee, with no consistent version until Patrick himself decided on
     ‘Bronte’.6

   
   Patrick was born on 17 March 1777, apparently in a two-roomed, whitewashed, thatched peasant cabin at Emdale, in the parish
     of Drumballyroney, County Down.7 Over the next nineteen years, Hugh and Eleanor produced four more sons, followed by five daughters.8 Despite the demands which this ever-growing family must have made on his slender resources, Hugh seems to have succeeded in
     substantially advancing the family fortunes. By 1781, when their third son, Hugh, was born, the Brontës were living in a larger
     house at Lisnacreevy, in the same parish, and before the arrival of their last daughter, Alice, in 1796, they had moved again.
     Their new home, a short distance away at Ballynaskeagh, was a large, two-storey, stone-built house, which was the epitome
     of respectability.9 Hugh Brontë may have been only a ‘poor farmer’ but he was not the impoverished peasant of Brontë legend.10

   
   It is a further indication of the fact that the Brontës were not in desperate financial straits that Patrick escaped the customary
     fate of the eldest child in a large family. Instead of being put to work on his father’s farm or apprenticed out so that he
     could make a contribution to the family income, he was allowed to remain at school much longer than was usual at the time.11 The school itself has never been satisfactorily identified, but if it was simply the local village one at Glascar, it seems
     likely that Patrick may have stayed on as an usher or pupil-teacher in order to extend his education and prepare him for a
     future career as a teacher.12

   
   Given the scarcity of written records in Ireland at this time, it is all the more remarkable that there is confirmation of
     Patrick’s startling claim to have established his own school at the age of only sixteen. In November 1793, when Patrick was
     indeed sixteen, John Lindsay of Bangrove, Rathfriland, recorded the payment of one pound to ‘Pat Prunty for David’s school
     bill’ in his account book.13 Nothing else is known about Patrick’s school, not even its precise location, though the fact that it must have catered for
     the sons of the gentry, rather than village children, is indicated by the size of the fee charged and by David Lindsay’s subsequent
     appointment as an officer in the local militia.14 If this was the case, then Patrick must have been able to offer more than the basics of reading, writing and arithmetic to his young pupils. Whether he was self-taught or whether his evident talents had already attracted the attention
     of local clergymen, who alone were in the position to give him higher education, is not known.15 Patrick’s abilities and ambition must have made him an outstanding figure in the parish; his brothers simply followed in their
     father’s footsteps, taking on the family farm and, apparently, extending into keeping an ale-house, shoemaking and building
     roads.16

   
   On the surface, Patrick’s decision to exchange the independence of keeping his own school for the comparatively humble role
     of tutor in a gentleman’s family is surprising. But this was 1798, one of the most momentous years in Irish history.17 The rebellion of that year had its roots in the French Revolution, which had inspired the formation of a Society of United
     Irishmen who, like their French contemporaries, had gradually grown more extreme in their views. By 1797, they no longer simply
     advocated Protestantism and nationalism but had openly dedicated themselves to the violent overthrow of the Anglican ruling
     minority and the establishment in Ireland of social and political reform along French lines. When the new lord lieutenant
     determined to crush the United Irishmen by disarming Ulster, he drove them into open revolt. County Down, where the Brontë
     family lived, was at the epicentre of the rebellion. At the very least this must have disrupted Patrick’s school; at worst,
     it may have caused its closure. More importantly, at least one member of the Brontë family, the second son, William, was himself
     a United Irishman. He joined the rebels and fought at the battle of Ballanahinch in June 1798, when the United Irishmen were
     crushed by government forces, and was lucky to escape capture and punishment.18

   
   Where Patrick’s loyalties lay at this time is unclear, but in later life he was an impassioned defender of the 1801 Act of
     Union, which suppressed Ireland’s independent Parliament and administration, effectively transferring all executive power
     to London. He was equally fervent in denouncing rebellion, which suggests that this first-hand experience of popular revolt
     left him deeply scarred. For the rest of his life, his political opinions would be swayed by his fear of revolution, even
     to the point of aligning him with the Tory party which, in many other respects, was not his natural allegiance.19

   
   The likelihood is that Patrick’s political views were already diametrically opposed to his brother’s and that the rebellion
     simply confirmed him in them. By the time it was over, the rebels disbanded, their leaders hanged and a supporting French invasion, which came too late to be of any assistance, repelled, Patrick’s life had changed irrevocably.
     In taking up the appointment as tutor to the children of Thomas Tighe, he had publicly distanced himself from his brother
     and his brother’s cause and declared his own allegiance to the establishment.
   

   
   The Reverend Thomas Tighe was more than just the local clergyman, vicar of Drumballyroney and rector of Drumgooland. He was
     the third son of William Tighe, MP, of Rosanna in County Wicklow, and half-brother to two members of the Irish Parliament.
     Thomas Tighe himself was a justice of the peace and chaplain to the Earl of Glandore. As such he was one of the wealthy landed
     gentry of Ireland and a man of considerable influence. He had been educated in England, at Harrow, had graduated from St John’s
     College, Cambridge, and been a fellow of Peterhouse before returning to take up his ministry in the Established Church of
     Ireland.20 He had been vicar of Drumballyroney since 1778, so he must have known Patrick almost from birth and had had plenty of opportunity
     to observe his character and his single-minded pursuit of an education. His decisive intervention at such a late stage in
     Patrick’s career, when the young man was already twenty-one, suggests that, for whatever reason, he saw the need to redirect
     his energies: undoubtedly, too, he had recognized in Patrick a potential recruit for the ministry of his church.
   

   
   Although Thomas Tighe was a member of the Church of Ireland, he belonged firmly within the Evangelical camp. This was a reforming
     movement which sought to revive and reinspire a church whose ministry was corrupt and careless and whose congregations were
     disaffected. Through charismatic preachers, most notably the Wesleys, the Evangelicals’ message was taken out of the somnolent
     parish churches and into the highways and byways of Britain. They preached a faith of personal commitment which began with
     a positive act of conversion.21 Habitual self-examination, a sense of one’s own sinfulness and an awareness of the imminence of the Day of Judgement, all
     combined to ensure that a life once dedicated to God remained positively and actively employed in His service. Because the
     Evangelicals placed great emphasis on the Bible, their ministers were particularly enthusiastic about the need for education
     and literacy among their congregations, promoting Sunday schools, holding ‘cottage meetings’ and producing simple, didactic
     pamphlets. This was a faith that demanded a missionary zeal in its ministers; there was simply no place for the idle or the
     half-hearted. Though the day was not far off when the Evangelicals would have to decide whether to remain within the Established Church or become a separate movement, as those who chose to become
     Methodists did in 1812, at this time there was no such conflict. Itinerant Evangelical preachers had been welcomed by Thomas
     Tighe and his relatives at both Rosanna, the family home, and Drumballyroney Rectory; John Wesley was a personal friend of
     the family and had stayed with the Tighes at Rosanna in June 1789 on his last visit to Ireland, eighteen months before his
     death.22

   
   In the long term, Tighe’s Evangelical sympathies were to be far more important to Patrick than his political and social connections.
     They were to be the inspiration for the whole of his future career. It has often been suggested that Patrick’s choice of the
     Church was dictated by worldly ambition: the Church or the army, it is argued, were the only means by which talented but poor
     young men could seek to better themselves. This is singularly unfair to Patrick. Though his ambition cannot be doubted, neither
     can his personal faith. His writings and his activities are eloquent testimony to the sincerity of his belief, and the fact
     that he entered the ministry under the aegis of the Evangelicals is further proof of his commitment. By doing so he was effectively
     curtailing his chances of future promotion, for Evangelical clergymen were, as yet, only a small group within the Church and
     their progress met with considerable resistance from the all-powerful High Church party. It was difficult to find bishops willing
     to ordain them or grant them livings, and even the most venerated of all Evangelical clergymen, Charles Simeon, was never
     anything more than a simple vicar.23 Had Patrick been ambitious for temporal, rather than spiritual glory, he had enlisted under the wrong banner.
   

   
   There were considerable difficulties to overcome if Patrick was to reach his goal of ordination, not the least being that he
     could not become a clergyman unless he graduated from one of the universities. To do that, he had first to be proficient in
     Latin and Greek. As these were not on the syllabus of the ordinary village school in Ireland, it seems likely that Patrick
     was instructed in the Classics by Thomas Tighe, perhaps in part-payment for his services as a tutor to the family. Interestingly,
     the story was current as early as 1855 that Patrick adopted the ‘Bronte’ spelling of his surname in response to pressure from
     Thomas Tighe, who disliked the plebeian ‘Brunty’ and thought the Greek word for thunder a more appropriate and resonant version
     of the name.24

   
   Having overcome his first hurdle, acquiring the gentleman’s prerequisite, a classical education, Patrick faced the problem
     of obtaining entrance to university. Ostensibly there were three choices open to him: Trinity College in Dublin, the natural choice for an Irishman,
     Oxford or Cambridge.25 In reality, however, Cambridge – and indeed St John’s College – was Patrick’s only option. It was not simply that Tighe pushed
     him to go to his own college, which both his half-brothers and, more recently, his nephew, had attended.26 St John’s was renowned for its Evangelical connections and, perhaps most important of all as far as Patrick was concerned,
     it had the largest funds available of any college in any of the universities for assisting poor but able young men to get
     a university education. Unlike most other college foundations, these scholarships were not all tied to specific schools or
     particular areas of the country, so if Patrick was to get into any university, St John’s at Cambridge offered him the greatest
     chance of doing so.27 To be admitted, all that he required were letters from Tighe attesting to his ability, confirming that he had reached the necessary
     standard of education and recommending him for an assisted place as a sizar.
   

   
   Four long years after taking up the post as tutor to Thomas Tighe’s children, Patrick finally achieved his ambition. Leaving
     behind his family, his friends and his home, he embarked for England with his meagre savings in his pocket and, it would appear,
     with scarcely a backward glance.
   

   
   From the moment that he arrived in Cambridge in July 180228 to the day he graduated in 1806, Patrick Brontë was a distinctive and somewhat eccentric figure. His humble Irish background
     marked him out immediately, as did the fact that he was one of only four sizars in his year, though fortunately the menial
     tasks which went with the sizarship, such as waiting on the wealthier undergraduates at table, had recently been abolished.29 Although some of the other men were already graduates of other universities when they came to St John’s, Patrick, at twenty-five,
     was up to ten years older than many of his contemporaries. Most were wealthy young men who had been taught by private tutors
     or at public school; at worst they had been to long-established grammar schools which had links with the university going
     back centuries. For some, going to Cambridge was simply an opportunity for indulgence and a pleasant way of passing a few
     years before returning to the family estates or business.30 A degree was desirable but not essential. For Patrick, it was the passport to a promising future and he had no intention of
     being distracted from his purpose. He was, in every sense, an outsider and he had only to open his mouth to betray his origins.
     No doubt he suffered from the snobbery and elitism of some of his contemporaries but, on the other hand, he did not pass unnoticed.
     At the very least, the unorthodox and rather romantic circumstances of his arrival at Cambridge made an impression and within a couple of years
     he was already a legend at the college.
   

   
   Henry Martyn, for example, a leading Evangelical who was then a fellow of St John’s, wrote to William Wilberforce, the great
     anti-slavery campaigner, in February 1804, describing Patrick’s progress to college as having
   

   
   
     [a] singularity [which] has hardly been equalled, I suppose, since the days of Bp Latimer – He left his native Ireland at
      the age of 22 with seven pounds having been able to lay by no more after superintending a school ten years. He reached Cambridge
      before that was expended, & there received an unexpected supply of £5 from a distant friend. On this he subsisted some weeks
      before entering at St John’s, & has since had no other assistance than what the college afforded.31

   

   
   Another contemporary was the poet Henry Kirke White, who is now perhaps best remembered for his hymn ‘Oft in danger, oft in
     woe’. The son of a Nottingham butcher, he was admitted as a sizar to St John’s in April 1804. Beset by financial problems himself,
     he was filled with admiration for Patrick, who managed to get by on an even lower income than he did. In a letter home, written
     on 26 October 1805, he told his mother:
   

   
   
     I have got the bills of Mr [Brontë], a Sizar of this college, now before me, and from them, and his own account, I will give
      you a statement of what my college bills will amount to . . . 12£ or 15£ a-year at the most . . . The Mr [Brontë], whose bills
      I have borrowed, has been at college three years. He came over from [Ireland], with 10£ in his pocket, and has no friends,
      or any income or emolument whatever, except what he receives for his Sizarship; yet he does support himself, and that, too,
      very genteelly.32

   

   
   Life in the college would certainly be gracious compared to the farmhouse at Ballynaskeagh. Patrick probably shared rooms
     with John Nunn, a fellow sizar, who was to become his closest friend, in the third storey of the front quadrangle, provided
     free of charge by the college. Most rooms were already furnished, though Patrick may have been unlucky, like Henry Kirke White,
     and found himself assigned unfurnished rooms which would have cost him about fifteen pounds to equip. Economies were possible,
     however, and White got away with spending ‘only’ four pounds by sleeping on a horse-hair mattress on the floor instead of
     a proper bed.33 He would also have had to pay for wood or coals to heat his rooms and candles to enable him to work outside daylight hours, though savings could
     be made even in this area. His own tutor, James Wood, the son of Lancashire weavers, had also once been a poor sizar at the
     college. He had lived in a small garret at the top of the turret in the southeast corner of the Second Court called ‘the Tub’
     where, to save money, he used to study by the light of the rush candles on the staircase, with his feet wrapped in straw.34 All the sizars dined in hall and the provision of food was generous, as White explained:
   

   
   
     Our dinners and suppers cost us nothing; and if a man choose to eat milk-breakfasts, and go without tea, he may live absolutely
      for nothing; for his college emoluments will cover the rest of his expenses. Tea is indeed almost superfluous, since we do
      not rise from dinner till half past three, and the supper-bell rings a quarter before nine. Our mode of living is not to be
      complained of, for the table is covered with all possible variety; and on feast-days, which our fellows take care are pretty
      frequent, we have wine35

   

   
   St John’s was far and away the largest of all the colleges, its closest rival in terms of size being Trinity, next door. Most
     of the other dozen or so colleges were little more than small halls, lacking the grandeur of their two big brothers, though
     the magnificent Gothic chapel of King’s College dominated the townscape then as now. The libraries offered the opportunity
     for recreation as well as study to someone like Patrick, for whom the purchase of a book meant considerable financial self-sacrifice.
     The churches and college chapels, too, with their enviable choirs and organs, provided music of a quality that Patrick could
     never have heard before. More importantly, they were the platform for the Evangelical preachers who, led by Charles Simeon
     himself from his pulpit at Holy Trinity Church, were inspiring a new generation of clergymen with the missionary faith of
     Evangelicalism.36 If Patrick had not already been an Evangelical by the time he left Thomas Tighe in Ireland, he had every opportunity and incentive
     for conversion at Cambridge. He certainly seems to have been one of those ardent young men who met in Simeon’s rooms and were
     taught the necessity of preaching ‘to humble the sinner, to exalt the Saviour, and to promote holiness’.37

   
   Beyond the insular life of the colleges there was the town of Cambridge, with its bustling markets which served the surrounding
     countryside and the Cam, which was not the sleepy river of today, but an important and busy waterway.38 By comparison with the rural Ireland of Patrick’s earlier years, the town must have seemed like a metropolis, though the drab Fenlands must have been a poor substitute for the beautiful
     mountains of Mourne, especially to a great walker like Patrick.
   

   
   Though his sizarship relieved him of much of the burden of his living expenses at Cambridge, Patrick would still have had
     a struggle to make ends meet. The biggest expense was the fees payable to his college and the university. These were worked
     out on a sliding scale, so that where a fellow commoner (a nobleman) would pay £25 on admission and 17s.6d. quarterly for
     tuition fees to his college, a pensioner (younger sons of the aristocracy, the gentry and professional classes) would pay
     £15 and 11s.6d., but Patrick, as a sizar, would pay only £10 and 6s.4d. respectively.39 The university, too, demanded fees on matriculation and on graduation so that it was vital to Patrick to maintain an income
     of some kind. He did this in two ways – both dependent on his academic success. Firstly, he taught pupils in his leisure hours,
     a practice which might earn him up to fifteen guineas for four months’ work in the long vacation. If he was lucky, there might
     be the additional bonus of gifts from grateful pupils, like the invaluable Lemprière’s Bibliotheca Classica, presented to him by Mr Toulmen.40 Secondly, he won exhibitions and books through excelling in his college examinations.
   

   
   Patrick was fortunate in having three outstanding tutors at St John’s: James Wood, Joshua Smith and Thomas Catton. All three
     had held sizar-ships themselves, so they fully understood the difficulties of and actively encouraged the sizars in their care.
     James Wood, an Evangelical who later became Master of the college and a Vice-Chancellor of the university, was especially
     active on Patrick’s behalf.41 Under their guidance, Patrick’s academic career flourished.
   

   
   Fortunately, the records of the college examinations still exist, so we can see exactly how well he did in comparison with
     the rest of his year. It is significant that the lowest he ever came in the order of merit was in his very first attempt, in
     December 1802, when he came twenty-fifth out of thirty-seven in an examination on the geometry of Euclid and the theology of
     Beausobre and Doddridge.42 It is a mark of his achievement that, despite lacking the advantages of a public school or private tutor which were available
     to most of his contemporaries,43 Patrick still managed to scrape into the first class in this examination. James Wood noted against his name and those of the
     three men immediately above him that they were ‘Inferior to the above but entitled to prizes if in the first class at the next
     examination’.44

   
   From this moment on, Patrick’s academic career never faltered. In each of the half-yearly exams that followed, Patrick maintained his place in a first class which grew steadily smaller over the
     years. The set books were alternately in Greek for the June examinations and Latin for the December ones, but all were chosen
     from the standard classics of the ancient world. In 1803 the set texts were histories: in June the Anabasis of Xenophon and in December, Tacitus’ Agricola, at which point his friend, John Nunn, slipped from the first to the second class. In 1804 the subject was poetry with Euripides’
     verse tragedy Iphigenia in Aulis set for June, and books 1 and 4 of Virgil’s Georgics set for December, when poor Nunn, whose Latin was obviously not as good as his Greek, dropped even further down into the
     third class. In June 1805, Patrick’s last college examinations, the set book was Mounteney’s edition of the speeches of Demosthenes,
     the Athenian orator and statesman. To crown his college career, Patrick was one of only seven men to get into the first class
     and, even more impressively, one of only five who had managed to maintain an unbroken record of first-class successes.45

   
   Those who were in the first class in both the annual examinations were entitled to prize books. It is surprising, therefore,
     that only two of Patrick’s are still extant, especially as he clearly regarded them with great pride. They were both standard
     works: Richard Bentley’s 1728 edition of the works of Horace and Samuel Clarke’s 1729 edition of Homer’s Iliad in a dual Greek and Latin text.46 Though both were nearly eighty years old, they had been rebound in stout leather and, as he pointed out in his inscriptions
     at the beginning, each bore the college arms on the front cover. On the title page of the Iliad, Patrick carefully noted: ‘My Prize Book, for having always kept in the first Class, at St John’s College – Cambridge – P.
     Brontê, A.B. To be retained – semper—’. A similar statement was inscribed in the Horace. The odd phrase ‘To be retained –
     semper’ (always) was one that Patrick was to use again and again over the years in books and manuscripts and it was a habit
     he was to pass on to his children.47

   
   Patrick’s pride was natural and justified. He had worked hard and the prize books were concrete evidence of his achievement.
     Another tangible result was the awarding of college exhibitions which, though not in themselves very substantial sums, together
     made an invaluable contribution towards his income. They were paid half-yearly, at the end of June and the end of December,
     following the college examinations. The most valuable was the Hare exhibition, worth £5 a year, which he was awarded in February
     1803 and which was paid to him from June 1803 until December 1807 – a full eighteen months after he had left the college.
     The Suffolk exhibition, which should have been worth £3 6s. 8d. annually, was only worth half that amount because Patrick had to share it with a graduate,
     Dr A. Brown; although awarded it at Christmas 1803, he had to wait till the following June for his first payment, but again
     it was paid to him up to and including December 1807. Finally, he held the Goodman exhibition for the six months from June
     to December 1805, receiving the half-yearly payment of 14s. at the end of that time.48 Altogether, the exhibitions would give him an annual income of £6 13s. 4d., rising to £7 7s. 4d. for the short period when
     he held the Goodman exhibition.
   

   
   By scrimping and saving, Patrick contrived to make ends meet, but by his own account to Henry Kirke White he needed between
     twelve and fifteen pounds a year for college bills alone. The shortfall had to be made up somehow – and in a way that would
     not detract from his studies. The obvious solution was to seek sponsorship of some kind and so, at the beginning of 1804,
     Patrick sought out Henry Martyn, who, though four years younger than Patrick, was already a fellow of St John’s. Martyn, who
     had been Senior Wrangler (the student with the highest marks) of the university in 1801, was Charles Simeon’s curate at Holy
     Trinity Church and therefore sympathetic towards a young man with Evangelical aspirations.49 He took up Patrick’s case immediately, writing first of all to John Sargent:
   

   
   
     An Irishman, of the name of Bronte entered at St John’s a year & half ago as a sizar. During this time he has received no
      assistance from his friends who are incapable of affording him any – Yet he has been able to get on in general pretty well
      by help of Exhibitions &c which are given to our sizars. Now however, he finds himself reduced to great straits & applied to
      me just before I left Cambridge to know if assistance could be procured for him from any of those societies, whose object
      is to maintain pious young men designed for the ministry.50

   

   
   Patrick had now taken the plunge and committed himself to a career in the Church of England. Sargent contacted Henry Thornton,
     patron of one of the Evangelical societies, who, with his more famous cousin, William Wilberforce, himself a graduate of St
     John’s College, agreed personally to sponsor Patrick through university. Martyn wrote to Wilberforce to thank him:
   

   
   
     I availed myself as soon as possible of your generous offer to Mr Bronte & left it without hesitation to himself to fix the
      limits of his request. He says that £20 per annm. will enable him to go on with comfort, but that he could do with less.51

   

   
   Wilberforce himself endorsed the letter ‘Martyn abt Mr Bronte Heny. & I to allow him 10L. each anny.’ The fact that Patrick
     was able to attract the attention of men of the calibre of Martyn, Thornton and Wilberforce is further proof of his commitment
     to his faith and his outstanding qualities. Henry Martyn himself had no doubts about him, telling Sargent unequivocally, ‘For
     the character of the man I can safely vouch as I know him to be studious, clever, & pious –’. Recounting Patrick’s long struggle
     to get to Cambridge from Ireland to Wilberforce, Martyn added another unsolicited testimonial: ‘There is reason to hope that
     he will be an instrument of good to the church, as a desire of usefulness in the ministry seems to have influenced him hitherto
     in no small degree.’52

   
   The fact that Patrick was now joining the majority of St John’s undergraduates in working towards a career in the Church did
     not prevent him or them, from taking part in the more secular activities of the university. Most prominent among these were
     the preparations for an invasion of England by the French which, after the renewal of hostilities by Napoleon and the declaration
     of war by Great Britain on 18 May 1803, seemed a daily possibility. Throughout the summer of 1803 Napoleon was putting together
     an invasion flotilla and restructuring the defences of his Channel ports. Volunteers were called for and by December 1803,
     463,000 men had enrolled in the local militia of the three kingdoms. Among them was Patrick Brontë, who had a lifelong passion
     for all things military.53 By September of that year the gentlemen of the university had obtained leave to drill as a separate volunteer corps from the
     men of the town. The following month, the heads of colleges and tutors gave reluctant permission for all lay members of the
     university to be allowed one hour a day for military drill, on condition that none of the officers were to be gazetted so as
     to be called up into the regular army; those who were already ordained were, of course, excluded from taking any active part
     in the drilling.54

   
   On 25 February 1804 the Cambridge Chronicle published a list of 154 gentlemen of the university who, ‘in the present crisis’, had been instructed in the use of arms
     by Captain Bircham of the 30th Regiment.55 The St John’s men were headed by Lord Palmerston, who had been admitted to the college on 4 April 1804.56 Though he was only eighteen, his social standing made him the obvious candidate to be elected as officer in charge of the fourth division, which was made up of the men of St John’s and Peterhouse. Patrick Brontë, with his friend John Nunn, had
     joined the corps before Christmas and for nine months they trained in the Market Square under the command of Palmerston and
     under the watchful eye of Captain Bircham. Just before the university volunteer corps was effectively temporarily disbanded
     with the advent of the long vacation, they gathered to drill at Parker’s Piece; after performing a series of manoeuvres, the
     volunteers formed into a hollow square to witness the presentation to the Captain by Palmerston of a letter containing two
     hundred guineas as ‘a token of their acknowledgment for his unremitted attention to them . . . and to express the high sense
     they entertained of his services’.57 For the rest of his life Patrick was to be inordinately proud of the fact that he had drilled under Lord Palmerston, not least
     because by 1809, when he was still only a humble curate, Palmerston had been appointed Minister for War, and was already embarking
     on a long political career which was to make him an outstanding foreign secretary and prime minister.
   

   
   The country continued in a state of constant alarms and invasion scares throughout Patrick’s remaining years at Cambridge
     and, indeed, for many more years to come. Nelson’s great victory at Trafalgar on 21 October 1805 ended the immediate and serious
     threat, however, and was celebrated in Cambridge with a general illumination58 when candles and lamps were lit in the streets and all the windows of the colleges, shops and houses.
   

   
   At the beginning of Michaelmas term 1805 Patrick was entering his fourth year at the university, at the end of which he would
     have completed his minimum residence requirement for taking his degree. His finances would not allow him to continue there
     any longer and, unless he won a fellowship to one of the colleges, he would have to look for employment as a curate. He therefore
     gave his name to his tutor so that the proctors could be informed of his decision to proceed to the degree of Bachelor of
     Arts. It was important to Patrick to do well, not only to maintain the academic reputation of sizars at his college, but also
     to justify the sums expended on him by his patrons.
   

   
   Some time in the Lent term of 1806 Patrick would have been called to appear in the examination schools as a Disputant. He
     would have been given a fortnight in which to prepare a dissertation, in Latin, upon a Proposition taken from one of the three
     heads of the course. This gave him a choice of Natural Philosophy (Mathematics), Moral Philosophy (including the works of
     modern philosophers such as Locke and Hume) or Belles Lettres (Classical literature). He would have read his dissertation aloud and three other men of his year would then have attacked
     his Proposition, again in Latin, offering their own arguments in syllogistical form. The best men of the year, which, given
     his college performances, would probably have included Patrick, appeared eight times in Schools in this manner: twice as a
     Disputant, proposing a thesis, and six times as an Opponent. As if public oral examination in Latin were not enough, the degree
     candidates then had to undergo a formal written examination with the best candidates being put forward for Honours.59 Patrick did not, apparently, proceed to an Honours degree, which suggests that, at this final hurdle, he failed to reach the
     required standard.
   

   
   There was evidently also some sort of minor hitch in the granting of Patrick’s degree, perhaps because he was absent on matters
     connected with his ordination. In December 1805 he had made arrangements for Thomas Tighe to write certifying his age since
     he could not produce a certificate of baptism, there being no baptismal registers in Drumballyroney before September 1778.60 On 22 March 1806 he had also obtained a certification from Professor Fawcett to confirm that he had attended forty-seven lectures
     in Divinity, missing only three: ‘one omission was occasioned by indisposition, two by necessary business in the Country’.61

   
   Perhaps because he was too busy gathering his ordination documentation, Patrick missed the official degree day so that his
     name appears ‘Post Comm.’, that is, after the usual date for receiving degrees.62 Another anomaly was that he signed the University Subscriptions Register, recording his having taken the oath to abide by
     the Thirty-Nine Articles of the Church of England (a necessity which excluded Dissenters and Catholics from taking degrees),
     in person, on 22 April 1806 – the day before, instead of after, the conferral of his degree.63 However the confusion arose, Patrick formally graduated as a Bachelor of Arts on St George’s Day, 23 April 1806, and thereafter
     was entitled to write ‘B.A.’ or, more usually, ‘A.B.’ after his name. St John’s gave him the customary four pounds for obtaining
     his degree and Patrick, in a moment of uncharacteristic profligacy, celebrated by buying a copy of Walter Scott’s newly published
     The Lay of the Last Minstrel. He proudly inscribed it ‘P. Bront[image: image]. B.A. St John’s College, Cambridge –’ and carefully put it into his tiny collection of
     books.64

   
   For a little while longer, Patrick remained in his college, sorting out his affairs. He had no need to worry about future
     employment for he was now within the charmed circle of Cambridge graduates. Perhaps he received reassurance as to his prospects from his tutor, like Henry Kirke White, who was told, ‘We make it a rule . . . of
     providing for a clever man, whose fortune is small; & you may therefore rest assured, Mr White, that after you have taken
     your degree, you will be provided for with a genteel competency by the college.’65 If no fellowship was available at St John’s, White was advised, then he might be recommended to another college or, if all
     else failed, they could always get him a situation as a private tutor in a gentleman’s family.66

   
   Interestingly, Patrick seems to have had ambitions to become a college fellow. Despite the fact that it meant he had to continue
     paying tutorage fees and certain college bills, even after he was no longer in residence, Patrick left his name on the boards
     for a full two years after he had taken his degree.67 This was an accepted method of indicating that a graduate was offering himself as a candidate for a fellowship and it was
     not incompatible with ordination. In the event, however, no offer was forthcoming, probably because he did not have an Honours
     degree.
   

   
   By 28 June Patrick had a sworn document from Joseph Jowett, Regius Professor of Civil Law at Cambridge, appointing him his
     curate in the parish of Wethersfield in Essex at a salary of £60 a year.68 Having secured his first curacy, Patrick allowed his name to be put forward for ordination immediately. The very next day,
     Samuel Chilcote, the curate at All Saints’ Church in Cambridge, gave public notice that ‘Mr Patrick Bronte intended to offer
     himself a Candidate for Holy Orders.’69 Three days later, on 2 July, the Master and Senior Fellows of St John’s signed letters testimonial on his behalf, attesting
     to the fact that he had behaved ‘studiously and regularly’ during his residence and that he had never believed or maintained
     anything contrary to the doctrine and discipline of the Church of England.70 Patrick sent the letters, together with the certificates from Samuel Chilcote, Thomas Tighe and Professor Fawcett, to the secretary
     of the Bishop of London. In his accompanying letter he offered himself as a candidate for holy orders at the next ordination
     and asked which books he would be examined in by the bishop.71

   
   The next ordination was on 10 August so Patrick had a full month to prepare himself for his bishop’s examination. He made
     his last farewells in Cambridge and travelled up by coach to London. Perhaps he made his first acquaintance with the Chapter
     Coffee House in Paternoster Row at this time, but certainly he emerged from Fulham chapel on 10 August 1806 a deacon in holy
     orders.72 His friend and fellow sizar, John Nunn, had been ordained deacon by the Bishop of Lichfield at the parish church of Eccleshall in Staffordshire on 1 June and was already officiating
     as a curate at St Chad’s in Shrewsbury,73 so Patrick must have felt some impatience to emulate him and make his own way in the world. In four years he had come a very
     long way from his humble origins in Ireland. His degree had made him a gentleman, his ordination would make him a clergyman;
     his future lay in his own hands, make of it what he would.
   

   
   After his ordination, Patrick had a couple of months in hand before he was required in Wethersfield and it is possible, but
     unlikely, that he took the opportunity to make what would be his last trip to Ireland. No doubt there were ties of affection
     and duty to induce his return: the Tighes, as well as his own family, would wish to hear how he had got on at Cambridge and
     to find out whether he had fulfilled his early promise; Drumballyroney Church, where he had been baptized and where his first
     benefactor was still the vicar, was undoubtedly the most appropriate place for him to preach his first sermon to a congregation
     composed of his family, old friends and neighbours.74

   
   Patrick also needed and obtained two letters from his father swearing (mistakenly) that he was twenty-eight years of age;
     these were required for his ordination as priest since he had no record of his baptism. Though the two letters are almost
     identical, one of them used the name ‘Bronte’ unaccented, but the other used ‘Bront[image: image]’,75 a form which had appeared for the first time on all the letters for Patrick’s ordination as deacon, except that supplied by
     his college.
   

   
   If Patrick did go home – and the expense would suggest he did not – it was a brief visit. He seems to have left Ireland with
     few regrets. Though he retained a sentimental attachment to the land of his birth, his contacts with his relatives were to
     be few and far between and confined principally to the sending of occasional sums of money.76 He never expressed any wish to return to Ireland and did not inspire any curiosity in his children to seek out their father’s
     relatives or his first home.77 Patrick had plainly seen that his future lay in England and he was eager to take up his first curacy there.
   

   
   Wethersfield was – and still is – a small village in one of the prettiest parts of Essex. Less than thirty-five miles from Cambridge,
     the countryside between Wethersfield and its nearest neighbour, Finchingfield, rises above the surrounding flat fenlands; the
     two villages are set in gently rolling hills, large enough to give variety to the landscape but not so steep as to tire the
     walker. The patchwork of arable fields, divided up by hedgerows, narrow winding roads and small areas of woodland, looks as though it has changed little over the years though hops are no longer
     the main crop of the rich brown soil. The ancient windmills that dot the landscape are an attractive reminder of the huge
     amount of grain also grown in this area. The farmhouses, some of such antiquity that they still retain the vestiges of their
     moats, speak eloquently of the wealth of past and present generations. Patrick could hardly have chosen a more attractive
     place to launch his clerical career and yet, despite its seeming remoteness, the village was only seven miles from the bustling
     town of Braintree and about forty-five miles from the heart of London.
   

   
   Wethersfield itself is still the same cluster of houses, less than half a mile long, built around the village green which also
     formed the junction of the three roads leading to Braintree, Finchingfield and Sible Hedingham. Just over 1,300 people lived
     there, most of them employed on the land.78 The village had a windmill and a brewery, with a school somewhat inappropriately placed between them, and several public houses.79 Most of the buildings date from the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries and are an attractive mix of half-timbering and red
     brick, pargeting and weather-boarding. The most important house in the village, Wethersfield Manor, a huge eighteenth-century
     mansion, still stands in its own parkland on the approach from the Braintree road.
   

   
   Close by, at the top of an incline rising from the village green, stands the magnificent church of St Mary Magdalene. There
     has been a church on this site since before the Norman Conquest and the hotchpotch of buildings reflects the styles of the
     different periods when additions were made. Built mainly of brick and knapped flint, it is dominated by a massive, square,
     twelfth-century tower and two huge porches, one to the south door, facing Wethersfield Manor, dating from around 1500, and
     a more modern one to the north door, giving access to the village, which was rebuilt in brick in 1750. Inside, the church
     is equally impressive, with a twelfth-century nave, and aisles and arcades added in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries.80 The walls and floor are covered with memorials, mainly to the Mott family, and near the altar is the splendid alabaster tomb
     of the Wentworths, with its recumbent male and female figures in late fifteenth-century dress. Even when Patrick first saw it
     in 1806 this tomb had already been defaced with graffiti from the two previous centuries.
   

   
   It was in St George’s House, a pleasant eighteenth-century building opposite the church gate, that Patrick took lodgings on
     his arrival at Wethersfield. Its frontage is deceptively narrow, for the house extends a long way back from the road and was apparently large
     enough to provide rooms for not only a clerical lodger but also the local doctor; it belonged to a Miss Mildred Davy.81

   
   A few doors down, facing the green, is one of the biggest houses in the village, a large, three-storey, brick-built manse,
     standing next to the Congregational chapel. Nonconformity had a long and honourable history in Wethersfield extending back
     to the Reformation and there had been an independent chapel in the village for almost as long. Richard Rogers, son of the
     editor of the Matthews Bible, which had been approved by Henry VIII, had been a lecturer at the church for about forty-six
     years and had been burned at the stake during the Marian persecutions. Stephen Marshall, his successor and a Presbyterian,
     had been a highly influential chaplain to the Long Parliament which opposed Charles I and waged war on him. John Cole, the
     minister appointed during the Commonwealth, had been expelled from the living because he refused to use the Book of Common
     Prayer for his services; imprisoned for eight years, he set up an independent congregation by holding services in his own
     house after his release.82 During the 1620s, emigrants from Wethersfield had travelled to the New World, founding a town in Connecticut which they named
     after their own village and, in 1635, establishing the third oldest of the Congregational chapels in America there.83 Unlike the Wesleyans and other Methodists who were, as yet, still within the communion of the Church of England, the Congregationalists
     were fiercely independent and there was little love lost between the two. This was to be a decisive factor in one of the most
     important decisions of Patrick’s life.
   

   
   Joseph Jowett, vicar of Wethersfield, combined his clerical duties with a full-time post as Regius Professor of Civil Law at
     Cambridge. Or rather, he lived and worked in Cambridge and was part-time vicar of Wethersfield, spending only the three months
     of the long vacation in residence.84 The living, which was in the gift of his college, Trinity Hall, was, of course, a valuable increment to his salary. For nine
     months of the year the curate was, in practical terms, in sole charge of the parish – a rather uncomfortable position for
     a newly ordained clergyman in his first curacy.
   

   
   Patrick took his first duties on 12 October 1806 with a marriage and a baptism on the same day. Over the next week he performed
     three more marriages, catching up on a backlog that had built up over the summer, but thereafter there was only an average
     of just over one marriage a month.85 Similarly, the number of baptisms averaged out at only two a month, though as Patrick seems to have specialized in multiple
     baptisms and held them, almost without exception, during his Sunday services, they hardly added a great deal to his workload.86 The number of burials fluctuated considerably and Patrick was unfortunate that, soon after his arrival, there was an outbreak
     of typhus fever, the perennial disease of the poor. A neighbouring hamlet of wretched, damp cottages housing agricultural
     labourers was particularly badly affected. There was little that the parish doctor could do to ease their condition or prevent
     the outbreak spreading within the community and out of the forty people who fell ill, a quarter died.87

   
   Despite the typhus outbreak, Patrick’s formal duties at Wethersfield were relatively light, leaving him most of his time free
     to occupy as he wished. As a conscientious parish priest, he undoubtedly visited the sick, comforted the dying and helped
     to administer charitable aid to those in need. He may also have taught the Scriptures in the local charity school, where,
     according to the terms of Dorothy Mott’s foundation, twenty girls were to be taught their catechism and had to attend the
     parish church regularly, in addition to learning how to sew and knit. Patrick, as the clergyman present in the parish, would
     have had to distribute the excess funds from Dorothy Mott’s foundation to the poor ‘whether Churchmen or Dissenters’ on 21
     December each year but he seems to have been excluded from all the decision-taking, which was dealt with by the vicar, on
     his brief visits, with the churchwardens.88 Indeed, in the somewhat jaundiced view of the village doctor (a Nonconformist), Patrick was almost totally without influence:
     ‘I had no acquaintance with him or notice from him, and nobody took any notice of him.’89

   
   The curacy of Wethersfield was hardly a place for a man to make his mark; it was a pleasant and gentle way of breaking Patrick
     into his new career but he was ambitious, a man with a mission to convert and to minister, so he must have found his position,
     cut off from the mainstream of Evangelical activity in the depths of Essex, increasingly frustrating. Perhaps this is what
     took him to Colchester in the summer of 1807. While Jowett was in residence at Wethersfield, Patrick’s presence was no longer
     needed in the parish and sometime after 9 July, when he performed a marriage, he removed to Colchester, some fifteen miles
     east of Braintree.
   

   
   Two considerations must have influenced him. The first was the possibility of visiting John Nunn, whose family home was in
     Colchester.90 The second, and more important, reason was that St Peter’s Church, the largest in the town, was an outstanding centre of Evangelicalism.
     The right of presentation to the living had been bought with the specific purpose of ensuring that only Evangelicals were appointed
     and one of the trustees was Charles Simeon of Cambridge. The Reverend Robert Storry, who had been vicar of St Peter’s since
     1781, was a staunch Evangelical; he described himself as a ‘gospel clergyman’ and during his ministry had tried to attract
     Methodists to his church.91 Patrick was drawn to the church like a moth to a flame and for the few weeks he resided in Colchester, though he took no actual
     duties there, he certainly used the opportunity to cultivate a friendship with Storry. Perhaps he hoped to secure his next
     curacy at St Peter’s, but even though this was not to be, Storry was prepared to aid his promotion by attaching his all-important
     name to Patrick’s letters testimonial.92

   
   While he was at Colchester Patrick put the finishing touches to the arrangements for the second stage of his ordination. In
     his absence, Joseph Jowett gave the required declaration of Patrick’s intention to proceed to the order of priests in the
     church at Wethersfield on 12, 19 and 26 July and supplied him with a certificate promising to keep him as his curate ‘until
     he shall be provided with some other place’.93 The rector of Panfield and the vicars of Gosfield and Thaxted, two villages and a small town within a six-mile radius of Wethersfield,
     who clearly knew Patrick better than Jowett, supplied letters testimonial to his character.94 Although Patrick evidently rushed to put together all the necessary papers, he still appears to have missed the next ordination
     and had to wait till just before Christmas to become a fully fledged clergyman. He was finally ordained as a priest on 21 December
     1807 in the splendid surroundings of the Chapel Royal of St James, Westminster.95

   
   Patrick was now in a position to be looking actively for promotion to his own parish but, at this moment, he had little incentive
     to do so. He had fallen in love with the young daughter of a local farmer and was intent on marrying her. Mary Mildred Davy
     Burder96 was the niece of the lady with whom Patrick lodged. The eldest of four children, she was eighteen years old, twelve years
     younger than Patrick; she lived with her mother, brothers and sister at a large farm, known as The Broad, just a mile across
     the fields from St George’s House, halfway between Wethersfield and Finchingfield. Her father had died shortly before Patrick’s
     arrival and her uncle, Mr Burder’s brother, who lived at nearby Great Yeldham, had assumed responsibility for the family.
   

   
   
   According to Mary’s daughter,97 Mary met Patrick when she was sent with a present of game to her aunt’s house. She was in the kitchen, preparing it for dinner,
     when Patrick walked in. She was pretty and lively, and there was an instant and mutual attraction. The ‘errands and messages
     to “Aunt Davy”’ became more frequent and Patrick returned her visits, walking with her round the woods to The Broad. Some
     fifteen years later, Patrick was still to remember her as ‘affectionate, kind, and forgiving, agreeable in person, and still
     more agreeable in mind’.98 They shared an interest in books and Patrick apparently lent her some of his own – of the likes of The Lay of the Last Minstrel, one presumes, rather than his classical texts. There is no doubt that Patrick fell head over heels in love with her, nor
     that she returned his feelings:
   

   
   
     You were the first whose hand I solicited, and no doubt I was the first to whom you promised to give that hand . . . I am sure
      you once loved me with an unaffected innocent love, and I feel confident that after all which you have seen and heard, you
      cannot doubt respecting my love for you.99

   

   
   What is in considerable doubt is the reason why the courtship which, by Patrick’s own admission, had become an engagement,
     was broken off. The accepted version of the story, which was told for the first time by Augustine Birrell in 1887, is that
     Mary’s uncle intervened. He questioned the curate about his Irish origins, upon which he had apparently kept a sinister silence,
     and his future prospects, which the uncle evidently did not rate highly. The marriage was forbidden and Mary was then swept
     off to her uncle’s house, where she was kept a virtual prisoner until Patrick had left Wethersfield. Patrick’s letters to her
     were intercepted and destroyed and her uncle made him return all her letters. When Mary opened the parcel containing her own
     letters she found in it a small card with Patrick’s likeness in profile on it and beneath it the words: ‘Mary, you have torn
     the heart; spare the face.’ Hearing no more from her lover, Mary eventually gave up all hope and resigned herself to the end
     of her engagement.100

   
   Though there is clearly an element of truth in this account, it still begs a lot of questions. Mary was financially Patrick’s
     superior and, once she was of age or married, would possess ‘a handsome competency’.101 The Broad was a substantial house, constructed of lath and plaster, with four rooms and a dairy downstairs, five bedrooms upstairs
     and attics used as servants’ quarters. The house was surrounded by farm buildings and there was a large duck pond which also supplied all the water for
     the house and farm. In 1842 it was valued at £230 10d. and its appurtenances included a cottage and garden, arable fields,
     three grass lots and a wood.102 Some time before April 1823, the Burders moved a few miles away to another farm, The Park, near Finchingfield, which was owned
     by Mary’s brother. The house was larger, more modern and more manorial in style than Broad Farm, though it was valued in December
     1842 at only £196 1s.103 Undoubtedly land-owning wealth on this scale would compare badly with Patrick’s curacy, worth only £60 a year, but his prospects
     were surely good: he was not slow to tell the Burders of his aristocratic friends and patrons and they must have recognized
     his ambition would take him beyond the narrow confines of a country parish in Essex. The relative financial status of the pair
     was not an insuperable problem.
   

   
   Nor was it true that Patrick’s letters to Mary were intercepted and destroyed: in August 1823 she told him she had recently
     perused ‘many letters of yours bearing date eighteen hundred and eight, nine and ten addressed to myself and my dear departed
     Aunt’.104 She had, therefore, not only received and kept his letters but also she or Miss Davy had continued to receive them for a full
     two years after Patrick had left Wethersfield. These letters, which, Patrick declared,
   

   
   
     were written in your absence and which I entreat you never more to read, but to burn, were written when my mind was greatly
      distressed, and the only object of which was to hasten your return. These letters, I say, greatly distressed me soon after,
      and have greatly distressed me many a time since.105

   

   
   They evidently made Mary deeply bitter, which suggests that Patrick, rather than her family, had been the cause of the breach
     of the engagement. Her review of his letters, she told Patrick,
   

   
   
     excites in my bosom increased gratitude and thankfulness to that wise, that indulgent, Providence which then watched over
      me for good and withheld me from forming in very early life an indissoluble engagement with one whom I cannot think was altogether
      clear of duplicity. A union with you under then existing circumstances must have embittered my future days . . .106

   

   
   These are the sentiments of a jilted woman and Mary’s bitterness, even at the distance of ffteen years, suggests that she considered herself to have been wrongfully repudiated.
   

   
   We can only guess at what happened. Marriage was defnitely in the air in the early summer of 1808, for Patrick at long last
     arranged for his name to be removed from the boards at Cambridge on 26 May.107 This meant that he had given up the possibility of being elected a college fellow, and the only reason for doing so, after
     two years, was that he intended to get married: only unmarried men could hold fellowships. Over the next few months he seems
     to have encountered opposition from the Burder family, which obliged him to give up his engagement because Mary was under
     the legal age to marry without consent. To ensure that there were no clandestine meetings, Mary was removed to Great Yeldham,
     perhaps under the impression that Patrick would wait for her until she was old enough to marry without her guardian’s permission.
     The lovers were allowed a last meeting at which to say their farewells and Mary seems to have promised that, if Patrick came
     to Wethersfield again, she would receive him as a friend.108 While Mary was kept away from her suitor and had to face the wrath and curiosity of her family and neighbours, Patrick’s position
     was equally diffcult. His authority in Wethersfield had been considerably compromised by the affair, not least because the
     Burders refused to accept his assurance that he would not pursue Mary. There was nothing else for him to do but to look for
     another post.
   

   
   Some time at the end of September or the beginning of October, Patrick travelled to Glenfeld, a small parish just outside
     Leicester, where he had been offered a curacy. The then curate, John Campbell, and his vicar, Robert Cox, were both Patrick’s
     contemporaries from Cambridge: Campbell was a graduate of Queens’ College and Cox had been a sizar in the year below Patrick
     at St John’s.109

   
   On 12 November 1808 Patrick wrote to Campbell, telling him that he had decided not to accept the curacy at Glenfeld. His letter
     is important, as it holds the key to the mystery of why Patrick never married Mary Burder.
   

   
   
     Since I returned here, I have enjoyed more peace, & contentment than I expected I should have done. The Lady I mentioned,
      is always in exile; her Guardians can scarcely believe me, that I have given the affair entirely up forever. All along, I
      violated both the dictates of my conscience, and my judgment. ‘Be not unequally yoked’, says the Apostle. But Virgil was not
      far wrong, when he said, ‘Omnia vincit Amor’; & no one can deny Solomons Authority, who tells us that ‘Love is stronger than Death’. But for Christs sake we are, to cut off a right hand, or to pluck out a right eye,
      if requisite. May he by his grace enable me always to conform to his will.110

   

   
   Patrick’s quotation from St Paul has usually been taken to mean his acknowledgement of the unbridgeable social gulf which
     yawned between himself and Mary Burder. The quotation was used advisedly, however, for St Paul was actually referring to the
     marriage of Christians with non-Christians, which gives a completely different gloss on the matter. For Mary, though not of
     course an ‘unbeliever’, was a Nonconformist, a worshipper at the Congregational chapel in Wethersfield, and not a member of
     the Church of England.111 As such, had Patrick married her, he would almost certainly have placed immense difficulties in his own path of future promotion;
     who would have appointed as their curate or minister a man who had a wife belonging to a completely different religious group?
     This would seem to be the explanation behind one of Mary’s most sarcastic and wounding comments:
   

   
   
     Happily for me I have not been the ascribed cause of hindering your promotion, of preventing any brilliant alliance, nor have
      those great and affluent friends that you used to write and speak of withheld their patronage on my account, young, inexperienced,
      unsuspecting, and ignorant as I then was of what I had a right to look forward to.112

   

   
   No wonder Patrick recoiled in dismay from the ‘spirit of hatred, scorn, and revenge’ which bristled off the pages of her letters
     when he tried to renew the friendship in 1823. Clearly he did not see the injury she felt he had done to her:
   

   
   
     However, you may hate me now – I am sure you once loved me – and perhaps, as you may yet find, better than you will ever love
      another. But did I ever in any one instance take advantage of this or of your youth or inexperience? You know I did not. I,
      in all things, as far as it was then in my power, behaved most honourably and uprightly.113

   

   
   It is a measure of his love for Mary Burder that he had allowed his heart to rule his head to the extent of asking for her
     hand in marriage. When her family opposed the match, Patrick saw this as the hand of God directing his affairs: however much he loved her, his service to God came first and he was prepared to suffer personally (and make Mary
     suffer) in the process. This was no easy decision to make, however, and Patrick’s letter to John Campbell shows that he agonized
     over the choice between his love and his duty:
   

   
   
     who is he that can say he has not a wish unfullfilled? Oh! that I could make my God and Saviour, my home, my Father, my all!
      But this happy state is reserved for better men than I <am>. I hope my dear Friend it is your portion. I often wish myself
      in your place: but Gods will be done; in due time he may bring me nearer to himself, & consequently nearer to heaven and happiness.114

   

   
   He wrote to John Nunn too, pouring out his grief and anguish over the decision he had to make and describing the turmoil of
     his own spiritual state in terms so dark that Nunn felt obliged to destroy the letters.115 It should not be forgotten that, ambitious as he was, the Church was not the only career open to Patrick: he could easily
     have returned to teaching or private tutoring as a profession and, with his qualifications, he would not have been short of
     offers. Nor would teaching have been incompatible with marriage. It is perhaps the strongest evidence we have of Patrick’s
     faith and his commitment to the Church that he chose to give up the woman he loved in order to serve his God.
   

   
   Patrick may have made up his own mind as to where his duty lay by November 1808 but all the evidence suggests that Mary continued
     to believe he might marry her. Her references in 1823 to Patrick’s letters of 1809 and 1810 and her insistence that it was
     the events of ‘the last eleven or twelve years’, rather than the last fifteen, which had placed an ‘insuperable bar’ to any
     revival of their friendship, point to the fact that it was not until some time after Patrick’s departure from Wethersfield
     that she realized there was no hope. We know that Patrick had continued to write to her, either personally or through Miss
     Davy, after he had left Wethersfield. This, and the fact that, when they parted, Patrick assured her that he would return ‘if
     my circumstances changed for the better’,116 seem to have led Mary to think that their engagement might be renewed, though it does not account for the complete absence
     of her replies. Perhaps Mary had even expected Patrick to return to claim her as his bride when he had settled in a living
     and she had reached her majority. It is significant, therefore, that Mary was twenty-one in 1811 or 1812, exactly the period
     when the breach really occurred. Coincidentally – or perhaps not – this was also the period of Patrick’s wooing of Maria Branwell, so it could be that Mary
     believed Patrick had actually jilted her to marry someone else.
   

   
   In his own defence, Patrick claimed that he had written twice to Miss Davy from Dewsbury in 1810 and received no reply; that
     even after that, when he was vicar of Hartshead, he received no answer to the letters he wrote to the south: ‘from whence
     I concluded that all my Friends there were either dead or had forgotten me’. The only letter which had elicited any response
     was one to Mary’s sister, Sarah, which led him to believe that Mary herself had married in the meantime.117 Patrick’s genuine surprise and mortification at Mary’s reaction to his renewal of correspondence in 1823 suggest that he had
     no idea of either the misery he had caused her or the unfulfilled hopes she had cherished concerning him. Perhaps, in the end,
     one can only accuse him of insensitivity to Mary Burder’s feelings.
   

   
   On 22 December 1808 Patrick took a burial service at Wethersfield followed, on the last day of the old year, by a marriage
     service. His final official duty in the parish was to register the burial, which he did on 1 January 1809.118 He then turned his back on Wethersfield, which had had such a momentous influence on his personal life, and set out for the
     grimmer pastures of the industrial north: there, he knew, he could fight the good fight for the Evangelicals and, if not wholeheartedly,
     at least completely, dedicate his life and work to the service of Christ.
   

   
   It seems likely that Patrick secured his new post in Shropshire through the good offices of John Nunn, who was curate at Shrewsbury.
     Wellington could not have been more different from Wethersfield. Sheltering under the slopes of the Wrekin, which towers 1,100
     feet above the flat marshes stretching northwards as far as the eye can see, Wellington was a busy town in the fast-developing
     industrial heartland of England. The River Severn and the Shropshire Union Canal, both nearby, had opened up the area for
     import and export and Wellington, like Ironbridge and Coalbrookdale less than five miles away, had a fast-growing trade in
     coal and iron. Industrial success had brought both wealth and poverty; the town was prosperous, with a regular Thursday market
     and four fairs a year, but rapid growth had brought an influx of impoverished immigrants seeking employment in the mines and
     foundries.119

   
   Crammed into the narrow, bustling streets of the town were half-timbered houses from the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries,
     hemmed in by the more elegant proportions of the red brick houses of the eighteenth. There were a great many shops, mainly around the Market Square, where weekly markets had been held since 1244. There was
     a bank, set up in 1805 by the local squire and two industrial entrepreneurs, and a bookseller, recently turned printer and
     publisher, Edward Houlston. The large number of coaching inns around the town reflected the fact that Wellington straddled
     the routes to the midlands and the north: coaches ran several times daily to both Shrewsbury and London. The church, close
     to the Market Square, stood opposite the small green and was flanked on one side by the town prison and on the other by a
     large, plain, brick-built school, two storeys high, which during the week housed sixty day pupils and on Sundays a hundred
     Sunday Scholars.120

   
   When Patrick arrived in Wellington, early in January 1809, the parish was just celebrating the wedding of the son of Thomas
     Eyton, the local squire, who lived at Eyton Hall, with the distribution of food and money to the poor at his expense.121 Despite its burgeoning industry, Wellington was still very much dominated by its squirearchical family and, as was traditional,
     Thomas Eyton had presented his third son, John, to the living of the parish, which was in his gift.122 John Eyton, however, was no ordinary gentleman parson. Like his new curate, Eyton had been to St John’s College, Cambridge;
     though three years younger than Patrick, he had graduated in 1799 and gained his Master of Arts degree in 1802, so their university
     careers had not coincided. At Cambridge Eyton had fallen under the all-pervasive influence of Charles Simeon, converted to
     Evangelical precepts and abandoned his previously gay and fashionable way of life. In 1802 he became vicar of the joint parishes
     of Wellington and Eyton on the Weald Moors and promptly alienated many of his closest relatives and friends by the zeal with
     which he prosecuted the Evangelical cause. He rapidly made a name for himself as a powerful preacher and conscientious pastor,
     regularly visiting the sick and the poor. He was also personally responsible for turning the Wellington Free School into a
     model of its kind, bringing education to poor children long before the establishment of the National School Society. By the
     time Patrick arrived in Wellington, John Eyton was already renowned as a man of piety who had had at least one sermon published
     and was to have two volumes of them collected and published after his death.123 Though Patrick had much to learn from his new vicar, there was an immediate bond of shared Evangelical conviction and university
     experience between them. Eyton made him welcome and, according to local tradition, provided him with lodgings in his own rather splendid Georgian vicarage, which was set in the fields off the turnpike road leading to Shrewsbury.124

   
   All Saints’ Church, like Wellington itself, was totally different from anything Patrick had known before. A modern building,
     less than twenty years old, it looked externally more like assembly rooms or a chapel than a Church of England church. It
     had an elegant grey stone façade, with regular rows of huge, plain rectangular windows, surmounted by smaller arched windows;
     its only conventional church features were the clock and bell tower, set just behind the classical frontage, and the graveyard
     in front. Inside, it was light and airy, with a gallery to three sides held up by iron pillars cast at Coalbrookdale – an
     innovatory use of iron which was highly appropriate to the area.125

   
   With a population of 8,000 people scattered over a wide area of countryside around the town, church business was brisk and
     Patrick would have found his time considerably more taken up with formal duties than at Wethersfield. This was particularly
     the case as John Eyton’s health was already beginning to fail. Frequently he was unable to take any duty at all and even on
     the occasions when he attempted to conduct some part of the service, he would often be obliged to desist and hand over to
     his curate.126 For this reason he employed not one, but two curates in his populous parishes. In the single year that Patrick spent at All
     Saints’, there were 164 burials and 271 baptisms. As the registers were kept by the parish clerk and did not give the acting
     minister’s name, it is impossible to tell at what proportion of these services Patrick personally officiated. From the marriage
     register, however, where the minister himself filled in the details, we can see that out of the fifty marriages performed throughout
     1809, nearly half were performed by Patrick who, in the press of business, had begun to adopt a more hurried accent in the
     spelling of his name.127

   
   Though All Saints’ dominated parish life, there were also duties to take at the tiny red brick church of St Catherine at Eyton
     on the Weald Moors. Built in 1743 as a chapel of ease, and practically engulfed by the barns and farmyards of the prosperous
     farm next door, the little church served a population of nearly 400 souls. The duties here were obviously much lighter and
     seem mainly to have been taken by the other, more senior curate, though on 25 May Patrick, together with the churchwarden
     and overseer of the poor, made and signed an assessment for the relief of the poor in the parish of Eyton.128

   
   There were other clerical duties throughout the year. Wednesday, 8 February, had been set aside as a day of national fast and humiliation; these expressions of public mortification were held
     irregularly throughout Patrick’s career as a response to moments of national crisis. Shops and mills were shut, special services
     were held in churches and personal penitence was expected to be observed; it was hoped that public contrition for the sinful
     state of the nation would appease God’s wrath and avert the danger. On 1 June there was an important meeting at Wellington
     of all the contributors to the fund for the relief of clergymen’s widows and orphans in the archdeaconry of Salop to host
     and organize; and on 11 June the annual sermons for the benefit of the Sunday schools at Wellington were preached by the Reverend
     Mr Waltham of Darlaston in Staffordshire, raising the enormous sum of £72 14s. 7½d. in collections.129

   
   Undoubtedly the most memorable event, though, was the celebration on 25 October of the fiftieth anniversary of George III’s
     accession. In Shrewsbury, John Nunn preached a sermon on the text ‘Let the king live for ever’ to the mayor and aldermen of
     the town and bonfres on all the hills in the area, including the Wrekin, were clearly visible.130 In Wellington, the inhabitants were ‘second to none in manifestions of loyalty and temperate joy’. Every house was brilliantly
     illuminated, the poorer inhabitants being generously supplied with candles for the purpose by Thomas Eyton; the squire’s own
     house was resplendent with the motto ‘Fear God Honor [sic] the King’ formed out of variegated lamps. In addition to the Wrekin
     bonfire, there was a display of fireworks and a commemorative subscription raised enough money to buy four oxen, the meat being
     distributed among the poor. Not to be outdone by his father, the Reverend John Eyton committed himself to the establishment
     of a Lancasterian school at Ketley as a permanent memorial of the jubilee.131

   
   The increased scale and scope of Patrick’s duties at Wellington would have provided a much-needed distraction from his personal
     unhappiness. So, too, would his burgeoning friendships in the unusually close-knit clerical community of Shropshire. His old
     college friend, John Nunn, was only ten miles away, a distance short enough to walk along the banks of the slow, wide Severn
     though there were several coaches a day, if he could afford the fare. Patrick must have visited him many times, for he made
     other friends in Shrewsbury too. There was Nunn’s vicar, Thomas Stedman, an Oxford man, who had been at St Chad’s since 1783.132 It was during his incumbency that the church had been completely destroyed when its tower fell on to the nave. Stedman was
     responsible for the quite remarkable new church which replaced it, designed by the same George Steuart who had built All Saints’ at Wellington and very similar to it in style,
     apart from its one aberration, the largest circular nave, at one hundred feet in diameter, in England. Stedman, like John
     Eyton, was also a writer, the author of several tracts and sermons and editor of the letters of Orton and Stonehouse.133

   
   Another literary friend from Shrewsbury was Charles Hulbert, the antiquarian and historian of Shropshire, whose house Patrick
     visited regularly. Hulbert was a man of many parts; originally from Manchester he had set up Shrewsbury’s one and only cotton
     factory in 1803 but he was also a Methodist Circuit Steward, a preacher on the Shrewsbury circuit which included Wellington.134 Hulbert must have been one of the first of Patrick’s many Methodist friends. Another, whose friendship was to help shape Patrick’s
     future, was John Fennell, master of the day school at Wellington. Though he was later to choose ordination into the Established
     Church, Fennell, like so many of the clergymen in this area, was also a follower of the Wesleys.135

   
   The closest, if perhaps not the most important, of Patrick’s new friends was his fellow curate at All Saints’, William Morgan.
     A Welshman, and five years younger than Patrick, he had been at All Saints’ since 1806. The two men shared more than their
     duties, both being ambitious and enthusiastic by temperament and intensely committed to their faith. Morgan was also a friend
     of Hulbert and Fennell, later marrying the latter’s daughter. He introduced Patrick to many new friends, including Samuel
     Walter, the curate whose place Patrick had taken on his promotion to Madeley, some six miles away.136

   
   Madeley, though undistinguished as a town, was a place of immense spiritual significance, the inspirational source and guiding
     light which bound together all these men and profoundly affected their lives. It was the home of the aged widow of John Fletcher,137 the great charismatic preacher who had been vicar of Madeley from 1760 till his death in 1785. Born John William de la Flechère
     at Nyon in Switzerland in 1729, he had spent most of his adult life in England. Among the hard-drinking and often violent
     workers in the collieries and ironworks around Madeley he had become a byword for saintly personal piety. He was fearless
     in his denunciation of sin, assiduous in his itinerant preaching and so generous in his charity that his household frequently
     found itself without either money or food. An intimate friend of both John and Charles Wesley, he was the author of a number
     of books and tracts which had had an enormous impact on the Evangelicals and the Methodists alike. With his insistence on the need for conversion to faith, his rebuttal of the Calvinistic
     doctrine of the Elect and his affection for St Paul, Fletcher became the model and inspiration for the many young clergymen,
     including Patrick, who converged on his home.
   

   
   In 1781, only four years before his death, he married the woman he had loved for many years, Mary Bosanquet. As his widow,
     she faithfully continued his work long after his death and still held open house for all the many disciples to whom he had
     been such an inspiration. Like him, she worked hard to secure committed Evangelicals for the northern counties of England,
     where the growth in population consequent upon the Industrial Revolution, much of it in new towns outside the old centres
     of population, had far outstripped the number of churches established there and where, therefore, there was a crying need
     for ministers.
   

   
   At John Fletcher’s house, and in his widow’s company, Patrick found comfort and encouragement for his professed purpose in
     life. He met other like-minded men, such as Joshua Gilpin, vicar of Wrockwardine, the pretty red sandstone village less than
     two miles from Wellington. Gilpin was a devoted follower of Fletcher, had lived in his house before his own ordination and
     been present at the great man’s deathbed. He had translated from its original French and published in two volumes John Fletcher’s
     treatise The Portrait of St Paul, appending his own account of the life of its author and, when Patrick met him, was working on a new edition of John Bunyan’s
     The Pilgrim’s Progress.138 Patrick’s own vicar, John Eyton, who had introduced William Morgan to Mary Fletcher, was a frequent visitor, as were Samuel
     Walter, Eyton’s former curate, and John Fennell, the schoolmaster who was also John Fletcher’s godson.139

   
   It is possible, too, that Patrick met at Madeley Mary Fletcher’s lifelong friend, John Crosse, who had been vicar of Bradford,
     in the West Riding of Yorkshire, since 1784. Patrick later told William Morgan, when the latter was writing his biography
     of Crosse, that he considered ‘Mr C[rosse] and Mrs F[letcher] as very similar to each other in their Christian simplicity,
     zeal, and manner of speaking to their friends, on the leading subjects of religion’.140

   
   John Crosse, like so many of this circle, was firmly attached to the Arminian school of theology and a strong supporter of
     John Wesley, whom he had allowed to preach from his own pulpit. After the Methodists had withdrawn from the Church of England
     and become a separate sect in 1812, he actually considered resigning his living and joining them as a minister, only being dissuaded on the grounds that his usefulness would be greater as vicar of Bradford.141 ‘Usefulness’ was the watch-word of the Evangelicals, implying activity and commitment, and it is significant that as early
     as 1804 Patrick had similarly been marked out as someone who had a ‘desire for usefulness in the ministry’.142

   
   Patrick was entirely at home in this atmosphere and as long as he lived, even after the Methodists had separated from the
     Church of England and it was no longer fashionable or even really acceptable to support them, he continued to maintain cordial
     relations with Methodists in general and Wesleyans in particular. After the emotional traumas of having to give up Mary Burder,
     it was no doubt a relief to find spiritual comfort and support in the Madeley circle.
   

   
   Through his contacts here, if not from John Crosse himself, Patrick learnt that Bradford was one of the fastest growing parishes
     in terms of population and one of the least well served in terms of clergymen in the country. He had always wanted to live
     and work in Yorkshire,143 which was regarded by the Evangelicals as a sort of ‘Promised Land’ of opportunity: the Bradford area now became an obvious
     and attractive choice. The first vacancy there that was brought to his attention was the post of curate in Dewsbury, an industrial
     town near Bradford. The vicar of Dewsbury, John Buckworth, was not yet the semi-permanent invalid he later became but, like
     John Eyton, his health was already suffering from the zeal with which he carried out his duties and he was in desperate need
     of support. He was anxious to secure someone committed to Evangelical beliefs and Patrick was therefore offered, and accepted,
     a post as his assistant.144

   
   The decision was not entirely simple, however, for Patrick was once more at a crossroads in his life and had to make a decision
     that would determine his future. Just before he accepted Dewsbury, he had a letter from James Wood, his old tutor at St John’s,
     offering him the post of chaplain to the governor of Martinique in the West Indies.145 The island, a French colony, had recently been captured by the British, placing virtually all the West Indies under British
     rule. The appointment of a governor (and his chaplain) was therefore a new one, resulting from military success in the war
     against Napoleon. The position would offer prestige, excitement (as Martinique was still in the war zone) and an opportunity
     to be ‘useful’ converting the Negroes and attempting to work towards the abolition of slavery, a cause dear to Evangelical
     hearts.
   

   
   It is not clear whether Patrick had solicited Wood’s aid in trying to find another post, or whether Wood, remembering his former pupil’s Evangelical commitment, simply thought he would be a suitable
     man for the job. The letter took some three weeks to find him, which suggests that the latter explanation was the more likely.
     When Patrick eventually replied at the end of November 1809, it was with two questions: was the post likely to be permanent
     and would he receive any salary in advance that would enable him to pay for the expense of his voyage? The questions were
     extremely pertinent and Wood’s answers, which are not known, may have been the deciding factor in Patrick’s decision.146 In any event, Martinique lost its potential chaplain and Yorkshire gained the father of its most famous family.
   

   
   Patrick performed his last marriage at Wellington on 18 November 1809, though he no doubt continued his other duties until
     his departure on 4 December.147 His residence in Wellington had been very brief, less than a year, but the spiritual influences and the friendships of the
     Madeley circle were to remain with him for life. William Morgan, who, like John Fennell, was soon to follow Patrick to Yorkshire,
     presented him with a practical farewell present: a leather-bound volume of Sermons or Homilies appointed to be read in churches on the flyleaf of which he wrote:
   

   
   
     The Reverend P. Bronte’s Book – Presented to him by his Friend W: Morgan as a Memorial of the pleasant & agreeable friendship,
      which subsisted between them at Wellington, – & as a Token of the same Friendship, which, as is hoped, will continue for ever.148

   

   
   Armed with his letters testimonial from Wethersfield, signed by Joseph Jowett, Robert Storry and John Thurlow, vicar of Gosfield,
     and from Wellington, signed by John Eyton, Joshua Gilpin and Thomas Stedman,149 Patrick set off for Yorkshire.
   

  



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      THE PROMISED LAND

      [image: image]

      
      The fell hand of the twentieth century has destroyed most of the Dewsbury that Patrick Brontë knew. Its once proud and separate
         identity has been lost, swallowed up in the vast and characterless urban sprawl which oozes southwards from Bradford and Leeds.
         Today, its most dominant feature is the road system – a Gordian knot of flyovers, dual carriageways and underpasses apparently
         designed to prevent anyone either entering or leaving the town. The shabby remnants of late Victorian municipal splendour
         are dwarfed by the concrete stanchions of modern bridges. Despite recent regeneration schemes, there are still too many semi-derelict
         mills, empty warehouses and demolition sites which are a depressing foretaste of the town centre. Yet in December 1809, when
         Patrick arrived, Dewsbury was a distinct entity, a town with a venerable history and a prosperous future in the boom years
         of the late-nineteenth-century wool trade.
      

      
      Dewsbury lies in a natural basin, on a loop in the River Calder which flows wide and deep down towards the Yorkshire coast.
         Surrounded then by fields and woods, the town had an open and pleasant aspect. Dotted about the hill tops overlooking it were many small villages
         which have now become indistinguishable parts of the Kirklees district. The town was built of grey stone, long since blackened
         with soot, and had many fine buildings, all of which have been demolished. There were some beautiful medieval buildings, including
         the large, timber-framed fourteenth-century vicarage, with its rows of tiny stone mullions and its huge chimneys, and, just
         behind it, a stone moot hall dating from the thirteenth century or even earlier. There was a late-seventeenth-century manor
         house and, at Crow Nest, a mid-eighteenth-century mansion set amid parkland. Most of the architectural splendour of the town
         dated from the prosperous years of the eighteenth century. Three free schools had been founded by local philanthropists, including
         the Wheelwright Charity school for boys and girls. Great improvements in communications also took place over these years.
         Two new bridges were built over the Calder to replace the ferries, two new canals had been constructed to make the river navigable
         down its entire length and three turnpike roads connected the town to Halifax, Elland and Wakefield.1

      
      The mid-eighteenth century had also seen the rebuilding of the medieval parish church. Tradition had it that All Saints’ had
         been founded by Paulinus on a preaching mission to the Northumbrians in 627. In fact, Dewsbury lay within the old British
         kingdom of Elmet and it seems most likely that the story evolved from the preservation of Paulinus’ altar in a monastery at
         Dewsbury after a devastating Welsh raid on a nearby Northumbrian royal palace in 633. The monastery had disappeared by 1066,
         but fragments of ninth-and tenth-century stone crosses and gravestones were still preserved in All Saints’ when Patrick came.
         In consequence of the church having once been a minster, sending out priests to serve the outlying communities, many churches
         in the West Riding, including those of Bradford and Huddersfield, still paid tithes to Dewsbury.2

      
      The town itself had a rapidly growing population which, in 1811, stood at 5,059; the parish also included the 7,539 inhabitants
         of Soothill, Ossett and Hartshead-cum-Clifton, which were separately administered by their own clergymen, subject to the vicar
         of Dewsbury.3 The textile trade dominated the town. At least five mills had been established as early as the 1780s, their numbers increasing
         rapidly after the invention of the steam loom in 1807, but a large proportion of the population still produced cloth on handlooms
         in their own homes.4

      
      
      As in both Patrick’s previous parishes, there was a very strong element of religious nonconformity. John Wesley had preached
         there in 1742 on the first day of his tour of Yorkshire and thereafter both he and his brother were regular visitors. The Methodists
         had established their own meeting house in 1764 but remained on good terms with the vicar and his congregation. There were
         also several small Moravian settlements in the area. They seem to have been tolerated, if not actively encouraged, by the
         Anglicans, though their relations with the Methodists, whom they saw as rivals, were less happy.5

      
      In Dewsbury, Patrick had his hands full. John Buckworth performed a marriage on the day his new curate arrived, 5 December
         1809, but thereafter the full burden of the church offices was carried almost singlehandedly by Patrick. In the sixteen months
         of his curacy he personally performed nearly 130 marriages. Four hundred and twenty-six baptisms were carried out in the parish
         church, most of them during the Sunday services or on church festivals. Most onerous of all was the number of burials. At
         first these averaged around twenty a month, but then they rose sharply: from October 1810 to February 1811 there were over
         fifty a month, peaking at seventy-three in November when, on two occasions, there were eight burials in one day.6 Almost two-thirds of the burials occurred within the last six months of Patrick’s curacy, suggesting that Dewsbury had suffered
         one of the outbreaks of typhus or influenza which periodically struck the population. There was immense hardship at this time,
         the failure of the harvest adding to the problems of industrial depression and unemployment.
      

      
      Conditions in the town, brought forcibly home to him by the number of burials he was called upon to perform, must have been
         a severe test of Patrick’s faith and commitment to his pastoral work. But he did not shirk the task. In his vicar he had a
         shining exemplar of a parish priest. Cheerful, kind and courteous, John Buckworth was outstanding, even among Evangelicals,
         for his personal faith and humility and for his public exertions on behalf of his parishioners. He had been converted at the
         age of sixteen and, although apprenticed to a chemist, had been head-hunted by the Evangelicals, who paid for him to go to
         St Edmund Hall, Oxford. He had spent all his clerical career in Dewsbury, arriving there in 1804 as a curate and taking over
         as vicar, at the age of twenty-six, on the death of the previous incumbent in December 1806. Two years younger than Patrick,
         he was a talented preacher; determined to save sinners, he went about it with characteristic energy, as his biographer describes:
      

      
         The sacred truths of the Gospel, he felt were of eternal importance to his hearers; and under the influence of this feeling,
            he would sometimes declare the terrors of the law in language suffcient to make the ears of every one that heard him to tingle.
            On these occasions, his manner might be regarded by some as too vehement, but he had before the eyes of his mind the awful
            realities of sin, and he felt excited to stretch every nerve to place them before his people in the strongest language possible.7

      

      
      He had filled the half-empty parish church by his preaching skills, but he also seized every opportunity to preach and teach
         while out fulfilling his parish duties. A typical occasion was recorded in his journal for 1808; visiting a sick woman at Daw
         Green he called in her neighbours, some fifteen or twenty of whom came straight from their looms, so that he could spend three-quarters
         of an hour with them expounding the scriptures and praying.8 With so many of his parishioners scattered over a large area, he had to make the most of such opportunities to ‘preach in
         the kitchen’ like the Methodists. Before his death in 1835, three more churches would have been built within the bounds of
         his own parish, but in 1810 there was only himself and his curate to minister to the needs of the whole population. There
         is no doubt that Patrick would have been drawn into Buckworth’s habits and, indeed, the vicar actually drew up a set of notes
         for the guidance of his curate. Whether or not they were intended for Patrick personally, they clearly had an influence on
         his conduct, as the same traits were discerned in him by later observers:
      

      
      
         Preach to the feelings, as well as to the understanding; and to the understanding as well as to the feelings. Let a due proportion
            of close and weighty application be made to different classes of hearers, either by way of inference or pointed address, in
            every sermon . . .
         

         The mornings seem to be best for private reading, and preparing for the pulpit; and the afternoons are usually found most
            convenient to the people to be visited . . .
         

         Guard, as you would against the plague, against a newsy, chit-chat, familiar trifling with them. Elevate the standard of Christian
            experience and conduct as high as possible, in your conversations with them . . .9

      

      
      Buckworth also expected his curate to take a leading role in the Sunday school, the first in Yorkshire, which had been established
         in 1783. In addition to supervising the erection of a new building, which was funded by subscription and opened in 1810, Patrick had to attend
         the classes each week, opening the meetings with prayers and a hymn, then addressing the whole school and inspecting the pupils.10 As well as religious instruction, Patrick also taught the basic skills of reading and writing; one of his former pupils declared
         that he was ‘resolute about being obeyed, but was very kind, and we always liked him’.11 Buckworth was also an enthusiastic supporter of the Church Missionary Society, so no doubt Patrick would also have had to
         assist at his twice-weekly evening meetings, held in the vicarage, for the instruction and preparation of pious young men
         for potential ordination. The young men, many of whom went on to be missionaries in India or ministers of the Church, were
         taught the rudiments of Latin and Greek, as well as theological subjects, so Patrick, whose own background was similar to
         theirs, was ideally placed to help them.12

      
      Between his formal duties and pastoral visiting, there can have been little time available for pleasure. He is said to have
         enjoyed walking along the banks of the River Calder, which flowed just behind the church.13 On one such occasion in the winter of 1809–10, as he walked past a group of boys playing rough and tumble near the flooded
         river, a simple boy was pushed, lost his balance and fell in. Hearing the commotion, Patrick turned back and plunged into
         the river to rescue the boy, who was being swept away by the current. He then carried him back to his mother, a poor widow
         living at Daw Green, before returning to the vicarage to change his clothes. On the way back he met the boys again and stopped
         to lecture them; when the culprit (whose son recounted the story) confessed, saying ‘I only picked [pushed] him, to make him
         wet his shoon’ Patrick relented, and let them off after making them promise to go and apologize to the victim and his mother.14

      
      Another example of Patrick’s muscular Christianity occurred during the Whit walk of 1810, when all the scholars and teachers
         of the Sunday school walked in procession through Dewsbury to nearby Earlsheaton. The vicar, who should have led the procession,
         was away in Oxford, taking his Master of Arts degree,15 so Patrick had to take his place. Suddenly, a drunk obstructed their path, threatening them and refusing to let them pass.
         Seeing no other option, Patrick apparently seized the man by the collar and threw him into the ditch, much to the delight
         of the Sunday school children, who remembered the incident (and probably embroidered it) for years to come.16

      
      
      A curious tale is also told on the authority of Joseph Tolson, a young man who sometimes officiated informally as parish clerk.
         It had been agreed that Patrick would take the morning and afternoon services at Hartshead for the Reverend William Lucas,
         who was ill. John Buckworth wanted to spend the evening at the Aldams, home of his wife’s family, the Hallileys, so Patrick
         had agreed to take that service for him in Dewsbury. While returning from Hartshead, he and Tolson were caught in a thunderstorm
         and soaked to the skin, so they rode on to the Aldams to ask Buckworth to take the evening service while Patrick got changed.
         They were met by John Halliley, owner of the town’s largest mill, who on hearing that Patrick wanted his son-in-law to take
         the service declared, ‘What! keep a dog and bark himself!’ Deeply insulted, Patrick turned on his heel and walked off; he
         performed the evening service, as arranged, but before giving his sermon declared publicly that he had been grievously insulted
         (without indicating by whom) and would not preach again from the pulpit at Dewsbury. According to Tolson Patrick kept his
         word.17

      
      Though there may be some truth in the story, Patrick was in no position to withdraw from the pulpit: had he done so, Buckworth
         could have terminated his curacy and would certainly not have promoted him to the living of Hartshead when it came vacant,
         or maintained his friendship with Patrick afterwards. Nor is it likely that Patrick would have continued on good terms with
         John Halliley, junior,18 if he had quarrelled with his father and brother-in-law. It is possible, however, that Patrick took offence at what was meant
         to be a jocular remark and, in the heat of the moment, threatened never to preach again. His promotion to Hartshead soon afterwards
         might have been construed by Tolson as a fulfilment of his threat.
      

      
      Patrick was later described by one of his parishioners as ‘a very earnest man, but a little peculiar in his manner’.19 He was, like his vicar, a strict Sabbatarian and once angered the parish bell-ringing team by stopping them practising on
         a Sunday in preparation for a competition. Other personal habits were attributed to his Irishness and his poverty: his carrying
         a stick (magnified, in the light of later knowledge, into a shillelagh) led to him being called jokingly ‘Old Staff’ by some
         of his clerical friends; his frugal meals, too, were evidently a matter for comment in the parish.20 Fortunately, at least for the first few months of his curacy, Patrick was able to live at the vicarage, thus saving the cost
         of renting a house; later he is said to have moved into lodgings nearby, possibly because Buckworth had opened ‘a sort of college in his house’ to prepare young men for ordination and train them for missionary work in India.21

      
      There certainly seems to have been an unexplained hiatus in Patrick’s curacy, which may have coincided with his departure
         from the vicarage. Within six months of his arrival, Patrick started making plans for promotion to his first full ministerial
         post. On 6 June 1810 he wrote to the Archbishop of York’s secretary to confirm that he had certificates for the last three years
         of his ministry but explaining that he was not ‘at present’ licensed to the curacy of Dewsbury.22 This may simply have been yet another administrative muddle of the kind which seems to have affected Patrick at every step
         in his career. On the other hand it is possible that Patrick had not been licensed to the curacy at Dewsbury because he was
         expecting an imminent promotion to Hartshead-cum-Clifton. The incumbent there, William Lucas, had been seriously ill for some
         time and the constant need to provide deputies to take his duties had been a severe strain on the already overworked clergy
         of Dewsbury. The living was in Buckworth’s gift and it is likely that he had promised it to Patrick when trying to persuade
         him to leave Wellington; certainly he needed a fairly major incentive to leave the Madeley circle. Having brought Patrick
         to Dewsbury, Buckworth may then have discovered that his action was premature: as a ‘perpetual curate’, nothing short of death
         or resignation could make Lucas vacate his living. This would explain Patrick’s lack of a formal position for the first seven
         months of his curacy.
      

      
      In his letter, Patrick explained that he wanted to secure the licence to the curacy of Dewsbury, be inducted to the living
         of Hartshead and also obtain a licence for non-residence so that he did not have to remove to his new parish. With a rather
         touching naivety, he crossed out the references to Dewsbury in his letters testimonial from Wethersfield and Wellington and
         entered ‘Hartshead’ in its place. These, together with letters testimonial from Dewsbury, signed by John Buckworth, the curate
         of Batley and the ministers of Ossett and Woodkirk, Patrick sent off to the Archbishop of York on 28 June.23 In the event, William Lucas did resign the living and Buckworth was able to write the nomination papers on 19 July.24 The following day, the archbishop formally licensed Patrick to Hartshead-cum-Clifton. It is therefore somewhat surprising
         that Patrick continued to sign the registers at Dewsbury as ‘curate’ (he would have been entitled to write ‘Officiating Minister’)
         and that he did not appear in the registers at Hartshead as ‘minister’ till the end of March 1811.25 The appointment seems to have made no difference to his life at all; he apparently continued to live and work in Dewsbury just
         as before. What is even stranger is that, until he actively took over the ministry eight months later, his duties at Hartshead
         appear to have been taken by David Jenkins, the new curate who had been appointed to replace him at Dewsbury.26

      
      Whatever the cause of the delay in Patrick’s removal to Hartshead, the result was that he was still in Dewsbury on 25 September
         when a young man, William Nowell, of Daw Green, was arrested as an army deserter and taken from his parents for committal
         to Wakefield prison. The only prosecution witness was James Thackray, the soldier who said he had enlisted Nowell eight days
         before at one of the annual fairs in the Dewsbury area. Though Nowell’s parents had been to Lee Fair, Nowell himself had stayed
         behind in Dewsbury and, though he had a number of witnesses to prove this alibi, the magistrate at the committal refused to
         accept their evidence or allow time for more witnesses to be gathered. Nowell was sent to prison as a deserter and stayed
         there for ten weeks.27 There was an immediate outcry in Dewsbury and Patrick took a leading role in the events that followed.
      

      
      On the Friday after Nowell’s committal, four gentlemen from Dewsbury, including Patrick, called upon the magistrate in Wakefield
         with two witnesses who were prepared to swear that they had been with Thackray all afternoon and that he had not enlisted
         any new recruits at Lee Fair; Mr Dawson, the magistrate, again refused to examine the new witnesses. A memorial signed by
         Patrick, the churchwardens and the principal inhabitants of Dewsbury was then sent to the commander-in-chief of the army asking
         him to set Nowell free or, at least, to investigate the facts of the case. The letter was referred to the Office of the Secretary
         at War, which responded asking ‘The Clergyman’ to state whether the facts in the memorial were true to his own knowledge or
         whether he only believed them to be true. Patrick called a vestry meeting and took signed depositions from all the witnesses;
         he sent them to his old commander of the volunteers, Lord Palmerston, who was now the Secretary at War. Palmerston, however,
         felt that he could not interfere in the decision of a civil magistrate so impasse had been reached again.
      

      
      Patrick did not despair: he called into action on Nowell’s behalf another of his Cambridge connections, William Wilberforce,
         who was also one of the members of Parliament for Yorkshire. John Halliley, the vicar’s father-in-law, who was in London at
         the time, was despatched with a letter to Wilberforce and accompanied him to the War Office. Palmerston was out of town so all that could be done was to request Dawson,
         through Wilberforce, to re-examine the evidence. Again he refused. Frustrated once more, Patrick and his allies sent the news
         to Wilberforce and asked him to seek an urgent personal interview with Palmerston. At last, Wilberforce succeeded and an ‘imperative
         order’ was sent to Dawson to review the case.28

      
      On 27 November, Patrick, Mr Hague (a banker from Dewsbury), John Halliley, junior, and Mr Rylah (their solicitor) went to
         Wakefield for the third time, bringing fifteen witnesses to be examined. The depositions, together with an unexpected one from
         a Wakefield hairdresser who swore on oath that Thackray had told him the whole story was a pack of lies, were sent off to London
         and five days later, William Nowell was set free. Patrick had the satisfaction of not only co-ordinating the campaign to free
         an innocent man, but also of calling in on his behalf those ‘great and affluent friends’ of whom Mary Burder complained.29 There was further gratification on seeing a detailed account of the whole story printed in the Leeds Mercury of 15 December 1810 but nothing, surely, could have given him as much pleasure as the appending, at the end of the report,
         of a letter from Palmerston addressed to Patrick himself:
      

      
      
         War-Office, 5th Dec. 1810.

         No 22,429.

         SIR,

         Referring to the correspondence relative to William Nowell, I am to acquaint you, that I feel so strongly the injury that
            is likely to arise to the service from an unfair mode of recruiting, that if by the indictment which the lad’s friends are
            about to prefer against James Thackray they shall establish the fact of his having been guilty of perjury, I shall be ready
            to indemnify them for the reasonable and proper expences which they shall incur on the occasion.
         

         I am, Sir, Yours, &c.

         PALMERSTON.

         The Rev. P. Bronte,

         Dewsbury, near Leeds.30

      

      
      William Nowell’s case ended triumphantly nearly a year later, on 7 August 1811, when James Thackray was found guilty of wilful
         and corrupt perjury at the York Assizes and sentenced to transportation for the term of seven years.31 It is worth pointing out that Patrick had pursued this case throughout one of the most difficult periods of his ministry so
         far: Nowell’s imprisonment and the campaign coincided with the heaviest casualties in the epidemic which struck Dewsbury in
         the winter months of 1810–11.32

      
      Patrick must have felt a genuine sense of relief when he finally exchanged his curacy at Dewsbury for the living at Hartshead.
         Leaving behind the muck, smoke, poverty and disease of Dewsbury, he travelled the four miles up hill to Hartshead, a journey
         familiar to him from the many times he had gone over to take services there during the previous incumbent’s illness. Unlike
         most of the nearby churches, built in a more confident age, which defy the elements on the skylines and hill tops of Yorkshire,
         the church of St Peter at Hartshead lies huddled into the hill top as though sheltering from the wind. Low and squat, with
         a stubby, square Norman tower and a roof that comes unusually low down, giving only room for a single storey at the north
         and south elevations, the church was ancient and unpretentious. When Patrick came there, it had sash windows, wooden pillars,
         a Norman chancel arch and a flat ceiling to the nave. There was a double-decker pulpit for the preacher and, at the lower
         level, the parish clerk, high box pews which would almost conceal the congregation, and a gallery at the west end for the
         musicians and singers. It was already in a state of disrepair and had been for many years; the churchyard was cluttered with
         the box tombs which Mrs Gaskell found so unusual at Haworth but which are typical of the area and was dominated by a gigantic
         and very ancient yew tree.33

      
      Patrick found convenient lodgings just opposite the church at a farm, then known as Lousy Thorn, a peculiarly appropriate
         name for its windswept and bleak aspect. The church stands in glorious isolation some distance from the village of Hartshead
         which even then was only a cluster of seventeenth-and eighteenth-century farmhouses. Just over a mile or so away, but seeming
         much further as it is down one steep hill and up another, was the village of Clifton. Today, the gulf is accentuated by the
         M62 motorway, which has sliced the old parish in half and made the two parts almost completely inaccessible to each other.
         Clifton, like Hartshead, is perched on the top of an immense escarpment and enjoys panoramic views over the hills in all directions;
         Dewsbury to the southeast and Brighouse, with Halifax beyond, to the southwest are clearly visible in the valleys below, Bradford
         lies to the northwest and Leeds to the northeast. The parish was ideally placed for Patrick to become involved in the affairs
         of the major industrial towns of the West Riding.
      

      
      
      Though there was no church at Clifton, the village would have occupied more of Patrick’s time as it had a population of 1,181,
         compared with Hartshead’s 547. It was wealthier, too, with several magnificent sixteenth and seventeenth-century stone-built
         farms and a large number of public houses. Men, women and children from Hartshead and Clifton, and from nearby Hightown and
         Roberttown, which also fell within Patrick’s parish, worked in both the cottage woollen industry and the mills in neighbouring
         towns. There appears to have been only one large mill within the parish, the Little John Mill on the outskirts of Clifton
         which, by 1802, had already installed six carding machines. Open-cast coal mining, stone-hewing and wiredrawing, the last
         based at Clifton, were the other main occupations.34

      
      Between Hartshead and Clifton, on the slopes of the hill, stood Kirklees Hall, the seventeenth-century pile belonging to Sir
         George Armitage, Baronet.35 A huge, rambling and unattractive mansion, built in a variety of styles with little to connect them, the house and its estate
         nevertheless dominated the area. In the grounds which spread out along the river known as the Nunbrook, just below Hartshead,
         stood the ruins of Kirklees Priory, a Benedictine nunnery founded in the reign of Henry II. Though little remained of the
         original medieval buildings except a delightful stone and half-timbered gatehouse and an enormous tithe barn, the place was
         renowned as the site of Robin Hood’s grave. Legend had it that while recovering from wounds at the gatehouse, Robin was treacherously
         bled to death by the prioress and buried 660 yards away, where the arrow he shot from his deathbed had landed.36 Mr and Mrs Bedford, Patrick’s landlords at Lousy Thorn, had been upper servants at Kirklees Hall before their marriage.37

      
      Patrick arrived in Hartshead with a determination to do well. John Buckworth gave him a useful present to assist and inspire
         him in the preparation of his own sermons; it was a copy of his latest book, snappily titled A Series of Discourses Containing a System of Doctrinal Experimental and Practical Religion, Particularly Calculated for the
            Use of Families, Preached in the Parish Church of Dewsbury Yorkshire, upon the flyleaf of which he had written: ‘Revd. P. Brontè 1811. A Testimony of sincere esteem from the Author’.38

      
      At the end of March 1811 the annual ritual of signing off the registers was carried out, and Patrick entered his name for
         the first time as minister, witnessed by the churchwardens.39 Even then, on the admittedly flawed evidence of the marriage register alone, he does not appear to have taken full responsibility for the duties until the following August. Thereafter, he was thoroughly conscientious, taking virtually all
         the formal services that occurred. Compared with Dewsbury, though, his duties were extremely light; there were only, on average,
         eleven or twelve weddings a year. Baptisms, which, following Buckworth’s advice, he almost invariably performed during the
         hours of public worship on Sundays, averaged around ninety-three a year, or less than two a week. Burials, too, fell within
         the more acceptable levels of fifty-six or fifty-seven a year – a total for the whole year smaller than the numbers he had been
         burying monthly at Dewsbury.40 For a less committed man this might have been an opportunity for taking things more easily, but Patrick seems to have devoted
         his leisure hours to assisting his hard-pressed colleagues in Dewsbury.41

      
      Within the area he soon acquired a number of friends, many of whom were to prove important in later life. The Evangelical
         Hammond Roberson, for instance, himself a former curate of Dewsbury and incumbent of Hartshead, whose martial Christianity
         Charlotte was to caricature in Shirley; David Jenkins, the new curate at Dewsbury, who would assist Patrick’s daughters in Brussels; most important of all, William
         Morgan, who had at last secured his own promotion to Yorkshire, becoming curate to John Crosse at Bradford Parish Church.42

      
      What little time Patrick had left to himself he devoted to the cultivation of his mind and talents. Until 1814, when he could
         afford his own subscription, he would pay a weekly visit to the house of Abraham Lawford to read one of the local papers,
         the Leeds Mercury.43 Signifcantly, this was a Whig publication, which would not have met with the approval of at least two of Patrick’s High Tory
         friends, Roberson and Morgan; already Patrick was displaying that independence of mind which would lead him into frequent
         challenges to the political establishment.
      

      
      It was at this time, too, that Patrick embarked on a literary career. It was clearly expected of him, since his vicars at
         Wellington and Dewsbury, as well as friends like Joshua Gilpin, the vicar of Wrockwardine in Shropshire, had all taken up
         the pen in the service of Christ. Like the Methodists, the Evangelicals believed in the importance of getting their message
         across to a wider audience than their own congregations. Even if most of their poorer parishioners were illiterate, hymns
         and simple verses, designed to be sung or read aloud, in Sunday school or in informal ‘kitchen meetings’, were an ideal way
         of communicating the faith.
      

      
      Patrick had already dabbled in the art. His first identifiable piece, Winter Evening Thoughts, seems to have been a response to a Day of National Humiliation for the war against France, which was held on 28 February
         1810. Subtitled ‘A Miscellaneous Poem’, it had been published anonymously in 1810, while he was curate at Dewsbury, but Patrick
         sent a copy to Shrewsbury with the inscription ‘To my dear Friend Nunn, with my unfeigned love, and christian regards. P.
         Brontè.’, adding ‘By P. Brontè. B. A.’ to ensure that his authorship was recognized.44 On the title page, Patrick paraphrased a line from Horace to declare, in Latin, ‘Although an insignificant man, I create elaborate
         verses in the hope that some will be worthy of publication.’ A similar idea was expressed more fully in his introduction to
         the poem:
      

      
      
         In this Miscellaneous Poem, now offered to the Public, which in due time will probably be followed by others of a similar
            nature, and upon the same plan, the Author’s intention is, to ‘become all things to all men, that he might by all means save
            some’:
         

         He wishes by a judicious mixture of the Profitable and Agreeable, to gain access to the libraries of certain characters, who would shut their doors against anything savouring of Austerity.
         

         Should the Author succeed, in being made the happy instrument of adding to the comforts of any individual, or of reclaiming
            but one, from the error of his ways, he will esteem himself amply recompensed for his labours.45

      

      
      The quotation from St Paul, about wishing to ‘become all things to all men, that he might by all means save some’, was to
         be almost a trademark with Patrick: he used it again in two of his other publications as his justifcation for undertaking
         the work.46

      
      Though reflecting the purpose of the Day of National Humiliation, the poem was indeed miscellaneous; 265 lines describing
         the sufferings of poor cottagers, an innocent girl, seduced in her youth, and now reduced to prostitution and a ship lost
         at sea with all hands in winter storms. Interwoven with these disparate subjects were patriotic references to the war against
         France:
      

      
      
         O! Britain fair, thou Queen of isles!

         Nor hostile arms, nor hostile wiles,

         Could ever shake thy solid throne,

         But for thy sins – thy sins alone,

         Can make thee stoop thy royal head,

         And lay thee prostrate, with the dead.47

      

      
      
      The message was simple, though not very clearly expressed: sin was the root of all the problems facing the country and people
         alike.
      

      
      
         Where Sin abounds Religion dies,

         And Virtue seeks her native skies;

         Chaste Conscience, hides for very shame,

         And Honour’s but an empty name.48

      

      
      The same sort of didactic purpose lay behind Patrick’s next publication, a collection of twelve poems entitled, in the Evangelical
         tradition, Cottage Poems. The poems were
      

      
      
         chiefly designed for the lower classes of society . . . For the convenience of the unlearned and poor, the Author has not
            written much, and has endeavoured not to burthen his subjects with matter, and as much as he well could, has aimed at simplicity,
            plainness, and perspicuity, both in manner and style.49

      

      
      The Advertisement, which Patrick prefixed to the text, is a neat summary of the message of the poems. The Bible is the ‘Book
         of Books . . . in which the wisest may learn that they know nothing, and fools be made wise’; all those who wish to be truly
         happy must first be truly religious; the simple and natural manners of the poor, when refined by religion, ‘shine, with a peculiar
         degree of gospel simplicity . . . wonderfully calculated to disarm prejudice, and to silence, and put infidelity to the blush’.
         There is also a rather touching confession of the almost guilty pleasure Patrick took in the composition of his verses:
      

      
      
         When released from his clerical avocations, he was occupied in writing the Cottage Poems; from morning till noon, and from
            noon till night, his employment was full of real, indescribable pleasure, such as he could wish to taste as long as life lasts.50

      

      
      Included in the collection was an adaptation of Winter Evening Thoughts, retitled ‘Winter-night Meditations’, and five poems extolling the virtues of a poor and simple life when coloured by religion.
         The highly sanitized descriptions of cottage life with its cheerful but welcoming cottagers who, though poor, are contented
         with their lot because they look to a better future in heaven, obviously bore little relation to the misery, poverty and disease of the labouring poor in Patrick’s parish which was about to explode in the violence of the Luddite riots. Patrick’s
         aim was not to paint a portrait from life, however, but to point out that faith alone offered salvation and the prospect of
         happiness.
      

      
      Though all the poems have a religious theme, at least two had personal relevance to Patrick. The very first poem in the book
         was dedicated to ‘The Rev. J— B—, whilst journeying for the recovery of his health’; a generous tribute to Buckworth’s character
         and style of religion, the poem makes Patrick’s admiration for and love of the man abundantly clear. Joshua Gilpin, a friend
         from the Wellington days, came in for his share of praise too, with a poem extolling the benefits of his newly published ‘improved’
         edition of John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress.51

      
      Cottage Poems bears all the hallmarks of having been written, as Patrick himself described, under pressure of time and with a specific,
         didactic purpose in mind. It has little literary merit, though it displays that ‘faculty of verse’ which Robert Southey later
         described Charlotte Brontë as possessing.52 Bearing in mind the limitations imposed by the readership for whom it was intended, it was no worse than most clerical productions
         of the time.
      

      
      If Cottage Poems had a didactic purpose, this was doubly true of Patrick’s sermons, which are an unequivocal statement of his beliefs. Only
         two survive in manuscript, both dating from the Hartshead period, before he had the assurance to deliver his sermons without
         notes. Significantly, both are on the subject of conversion, which was central to Evangelical belief. The first sermon, a defence
         of baptism, urged his congregation not to put too much reliance on the outward act of baptism as an act of regeneration in
         itself; it was the inward, spiritual cleansing of the heart by the Holy Ghost that was the essence of baptism. Without inner
         conversion, adherence to the mere formalities of religion was useless:
      

      
      
         When a man is converted, he is made a new creature in Christ Jesus old things have passed away – Worldly desires – evil propensities,
            and passions, mistaken notions of religion, spiritual indifference, and enmity to Godliness, are taken away: all the feelings,
            and inclinations, are sanctified, the mind is enlightened, and the heart is filled with godly zeal and love. From this inward
            radical change of principle, necessarily proceeds a total change of the outward conduct. The man who before uttered oaths
            and imprecations, will now sing praises unto God. Indifference, in spiritual things, and consequent inactivity, in good works,
            will be followed, by Godly zeal, and every corresponding holy action – In the place of gross sins, will be found, all the deeds of <charity> faith, hope, and charity. Faith will enable the converted soul to
            get the victory over the world; to evade its snares, overcome its temptations, to live above its fears and desires, and to
            get comfortable views of another and a better <world> country.53

      

      
      There is a ring of conviction about these words that leads one to believe that Patrick was describing his own conversion.

      
      His other sermon is on a similar theme, urging the necessity of inward conversion as well as outward observation of the forms
         of religion.
      

      
      
         Wherever the heart is reformed, there of necessity, the conduct will be reformed also. No one can be righteous, and in a state
            of salvation, who will indulge in any allowed sin, or habitually omit opportunities of doing good. Faith and works, go hand
            in hand, and [ar]e inseperable, – But there may [be] an outwardly moral conduct whilst the heart is unchanged, & the soul
            under sentence of eternal condemnation . . . Constant, & regular attendance at church, and a strict conformity to every christian
            right and ceremony, is no positive proof that a man is a child of God. Under these circumstances, he may still continue ignorant
            of divine truths . . . to be a genuine Christian, and in a state of salvation, it is necessary, not only that we should be
            outwardly moral, but that our morality should spring from faith in Christ –54

      

      
      A belief in conversion, the mainspring of Evangelical teaching, was also the cornerstone of Patrick’s own life; it explains
         his frequent and repeated efforts to secure the baptism of his parishioners and also his own particular love for St Paul,
         the most dramatically converted of all the apostles, whose words he quoted frequently.
      

      
      Patrick was so preoccupied with his pastoral duties and his poetical exertions that it was not until the end of July 1811
         that he made an awful discovery. He had forgotten to make the required formal announcements on successive Sundays in the church
         at Hartshead and was not therefore legally the minister there. He wrote, in panic, to the Archbishop of York’s secretary:
      

      
      
         For want of proper information on the subject, I neglected, reading myself in, in due time, in consequence of which I find
            that I am not lawfully possessed of this Living. I therefore take the liberty of requesting that you will be so kind as to
            inform me how I am to proceed, in order to regain right and lawful possession. though this Living is but small it merits particular attention; as Hartshead Church is the only one for
            several miles round, and there is an increasing number of people here, who are far from being friendly towards the Establishment.
            It is my intention to get a parsonage-House builded, and to make as far as I can, other necessary improvements, but I cannot
            proceed, till I get every impediment removed in the way of my retaining the Living. I beg, therefore, that as soon as is convenient,
            you will give me instructions how I am to act.55

      

      
      Almost a month later, having obtained a new set of letters testimonial from Dewsbury and a new nomination to the perpetual
         curacy of Hartsheadcum-Clifton from John Buckworth, Patrick was relicensed, read himself in properly and took lawful possession.56

      
      There was no time to sit back and relax, however, for problems were already building up in the parish. Caught in a terrible
         trap of inescapable poverty, the working classes of the industrial West Riding had little hope of relief. The interminable
         war with France disrupted supplies of wool and cotton and cut off important markets for finished cloth and textiles: unemployment,
         already high, spiralled further and those still working had to accept reduced wages. The cottage-based industries were being
         forced out of business by the introduction of new, more efficient machinery in the mills which produced more cloth, of a more
         consistent quality, at a much reduced cost in terms of labour. In many of the West Riding towns Poor Rates, the parochial
         taxes calculated on property values to provide food, fuel and clothing for the poor, which were intended only as a last resort,
         were levied four times during the year 1812. At a time when a loaf of bread cost 1s 8d. some 50,000 people in the manufacturing
         districts had only 2½d. a day, a mere eighth of that, for food.57 In desperation, and urged on by Jacobin sympathizers who hoped to imitate the French Revolution in England, malcontents began
         to meet in secret. Calling themselves Luddites, after Ned Lud, the semi-mythical Leicestershire man who had led the first rioters
         in the destruction of machinery, they took revenge on the only identifiable cause of the problems which was close at hand:
         the new machines.
      

      
      The first attacks in the West Riding began in February 1812 in the Huddersfield area, about six miles south of Hartshead. Inspired
         by the Nottingham Luddites, whose activities had been recorded in the Leeds Mercury (no wonder Patrick made such a point of reading it!), the local Luddites made their first move right under Patrick’s nose.
         They attacked a consignment of cropping machines as it crossed Hartshead Moor on its way to Rawfolds Mill, near Cleckheaton. Throughout February
         and March there were a number of attacks on mills in the Huddersfield area and many shearing frames were smashed to pieces.
         It must have been a considerable blow to Patrick when, despite his admonitions from the pulpit and in print, his parishioners
         not only actively joined in but also took a leading role in two of the worst incidents of Luddite violence.58

      
      Under cover of darkness, on the night of 11 April, a large force of Luddites drawn mainly from Hartshead, Clifton, Roberttown
         and Hightown, all within Patrick’s parish, gathered in the fields belonging to Sir George Armitage behind the Three Nuns public
         house. Their leaders were almost all from Huddersfield, but included William Hall, a cropper from Hartshead who lived in Hightown.59 With military precision, the men were drawn into ranks and formed into companies according to their weapons: musketmen, hammermen,
         axemen, pistoliers and the unarmed who were to use whatever came to hand. Then, in silence – but surely not unobserved – the
         massed bands marched across Hartshead Moor, passing close to both the church and Patrick’s lodgings at Lousy Thorn farm. Their
         objective was Rawfolds Mill, a couple of miles from Hartshead. William Cartwright, the mill owner, had been a leading light
         in introducing new machinery and in publicly defying the Luddites to attack him. He was supported enthusiastically by Patrick’s
         friend, the Reverend Hammond Roberson, though Patrick himself seems to have taken a much less prominent role in the politics
         of the affair.
      

      
      Cartwright was prepared for the attack, with lookouts posted and a number of soldiers and other armed men positioned inside
         the mill. At 12.30 in the morning, there was a violent assault on the building which broke the windows and showered a volley
         of shots into the mill. While the Luddites tried repeatedly to force an entrance, to the accompaniment of shouts of ‘Bang
         up!’, ‘Murder them!’ and ‘Pull down the door!’, the guards fired continuously at them. After about twenty minutes, the attempt
         was given up and the Luddites withdrew, taking their wounded with them but leaving two behind. Samuel Hartley of Halifax and
         John Booth of Huddersfield, both mortally wounded, were carried on litters to the Star Inn at Roberttown by Cartwright’s men
         but died a few hours later: the inquest found judgements of ‘justifiable homicide’. The defeated Luddites fled towards Huddersfield,
         passing through Hightown and Clifton, where they received food and help for their injuries: it was said that the road was
         stained with their blood for four miles from Rawfolds. There were no casualties at all among Cartwright’s men, though one soldier,
         who had refused to fire on the Luddites, was court-martialled and sentenced to 300 lashes, which would probably have proved
         fatal; when the sentence was about to be carried out at Rawfolds the following Tuesday, the crowd was in such an ugly mood
         that Cartwright secured its commutation to twenty-five lashes.60

      
      The Luddites, then as now, attracted both sympathy and hostility. Their appalling living conditions, their unemployment and
         poverty and the sheer desperation which drove them to violence provoked concern among the more liberal minded; and there is
         still something inherently romantic about this last-ditch attempt of a doomed band of men fighting the inexorable tide of industrial
         progress. But violence was no solution and, by causing widespread fear and alarm, did nothing to help the Luddites’ case.
         Patrick undoubtedly sided with the establishment in condemning the attack, though he did not go as far as Hammond Roberson,
         who turned up when the alarm sounded at Rawfolds Mill with sword in hand. He probably also approved of the signing of a testimonial
         to Cartwright and the presentation to him of a subscription which raised £3000 in recognition of his spirited defence of the
         mill.61

      
      Given the fact that there was a strong feeling in favour of the Luddites in his parish, Patrick may have feared reprisals.
         It seems likely that it was in this period that he acquired his lifelong habit of keeping a loaded pistol in the house overnight.
         The discharging of the bullet out of the window each morning would become a ritual which aroused much future comment.62

      
      The threat of assassination was real. A week to the day after the attack on Rawfolds Mill, an attempt was made on the life
         of William Cartwright. As he was returning from Huddersfield, presumably in the vicinity of Hartshead and Clifton, shots were
         fired at him from behind the hedges on each side of the road; the attack took place in broad daylight but Cartwright escaped
         unhurt.63 William Horsfall, a woollen manufacturer from Marsden, a village about ten miles away on the other side of Huddersfield, was
         not so lucky. On 28 April he was ambushed and murdered by four armed working men, presumed to be Luddites. He, too, had been
         unremitting in his efforts to catch the men who had attacked Rawfolds and had, for some years, employed highly efficient cropping
         machinery in his mill at Marsden.64

      
      The murder of Horsfall, and the vigorous prosecution of the search for those responsible, marked the virtual end of active
         Luddite resistance, though groups of armed men continued to meet and drill in secret on the moors above and around Huddersfield. The following
         January, a full nine months after the events had taken place, sixty-six Luddites were tried at York Castle under a special
         commission: seventeen were executed, including three for the murder of Horsfall and five for the attack on Rawfolds.65 The Reverend Thomas Atkinson, Patrick’s successor at Hartshead, later told his servant that some of the bodies of the executed
         men were brought back to Hartshead and buried secretly at dead of night in the churchyard there. Patrick had seen the disturbed
         state of the churchyard and discovered that the burial had taken place, but let it pass without comment, seeing that no harm
         had been done and believing it was wisest not to inflame popular feeling.66 This story is clearly apocryphal as there was no need for secrecy in the burial of any of the Luddites, most of whom received
         public funerals. Nevertheless, it indicates a belief in Hartshead that Patrick was not totally without sympathy for the Luddite
         cause.
      

      
      Though the excitements and turmoil of the uprisings must have given Patrick worry and work, by the middle of the year he had
         something else to occupy his mind. He was now thirty-five years old, ‘a man of very retired habits, but attentive to his clerical
         duties’.67 He had a wide acquaintance among the clergymen of the district and still enjoyed the company of the young men he had taught
         in the Sunday school at Dewsbury, many of whom, like the Newsome brothers, made the effort to come over regularly to Hartshead
         to hear him preach.68 There was the pleasant and inspirational company of the Buckworths at the vicarage in Dewsbury and the renewal of friendship
         with William Morgan in Bradford. But now that he had his own parish and a post as perpetual curate from which he could not
         be evicted, short of some major catastrophe, Patrick could afford to consider marriage. No doubt Mary Burder sprang instantly
         to mind, but her faith and the fact that his letters to Wethersfield remained unanswered effectively ruled her out. It was
         no easy task to find an eligible bride who was capable of inspiring at least affection, if not love, in him. Fortunately, Patrick
         was to find a woman who possessed all the qualities he held most dear.
      

      
      In January 1812, the Wesleyan Methodists had opened a new boarding school for the sons of ministers and preachers at Woodhouse
         Grove, an elegant, stone-built Georgian mansion at Rawdon, on the northern outskirts of Bradford and Leeds. It was set in
         seven acres of garden and had a further eight acres of rich parkland running down to the River Aire.69 As their first headmaster and acting ‘Commercial and Mathematical Master’ they had appointed John Fennell, Patrick’s friend from Wellington; he was expected to be resident and his wife, assisted by their
         daughter, Jane, was to act as matron and housekeeper to the establishment.70 It was only a matter of time till Patrick, a dozen or so miles away at Hartshead, came over to renew his friendship with the
         family.
      

      
      Doubtless there were earlier informal visits, but the first important one was made in July when Fennell, anxious to satisfy
         his board of governors as to the quality of the teaching at the new school, invited Patrick to come to Woodhouse Grove for
         a few days to examine the boys in the Classics. Patrick did so and presented his report to the committee; it was an unsatisfactory
         one and, on his recommendation, Mr Burgess, the ‘Classical Master’, was dismissed shortly afterwards.71 While he was there, Patrick was introduced to Maria Branwell, Fennell’s niece by marriage, who was helping her aunt with the
         domestic side of running the school.
      

      
      Maria was twenty-nine years old, petite and elegant though not pretty; pious and something of a blue-stocking but also of
         a bright, cheerful and witty disposition. She was the daughter of a successful, property-owning grocer and tea merchant of
         Penzance, Thomas Branwell, who had died in 1808; her mother, Anne Carne, the daughter of a silversmith in the town, had died
         a year after her husband. Maria had grown up in a totally different world from Patrick. The eighth of eleven children, at
         least three of whom had not survived infancy, Maria had enjoyed all the benefits of belonging to a prosperous family in a small
         town.72

      
      Penzance at the turn of the nineteenth century was a busy sea port, visited by traders from all over the world. Its position,
         at almost the southernmost tip of the Cornish peninsula, made it somewhat isolated from the rest of the country but also placed
         it in the forefront of the war against France. Indeed, the people of Penzance had been the first in England to learn of the
         victory of Trafalgar and the death of Nelson when two fshermen had intercepted the ship bringing home the news.73 Though the land routes to London were only just being developed, Penzance was a regular port of call for ships passing between
         the capital, Bristol and Plymouth, so trade was brisk. The townsmen exported local pilchards, tin and copper and imported
         luxury goods such as tea, brandy, wines and snuff, which had to lie in their bonded warehouses until they had passed through
         the customs house beside the quay. The Branwell family were heavily involved in the import trade. Maria’s father owned cellars
         at the quay, retailing and wholesaling the goods through his grocery shop in Market Square. He also owned a substantial amount of property in and around Penzance, including a brewery, the Golden Lion Inn on Market Square and Tremenheere
         House, the only mansion in the town. Maria’s brother, Benjamin, continued the businesses after his father’s death and, like
         him, was a prominent member of the town corporation, serving as mayor in 1809.74

      
      Penzance in Maria’s day was therefore a thriving market town of some three to four thousand inhabitants and, because of its
         trade, with a far wider outlook than its isolated and provincial position would otherwise have merited. It was the most important
         banking centre in Cornwall, banks like that of the Bolitho family being founded and funded out of the profits of the local
         tin smelting industry.75 The Branwells not only had substantial sums invested in this bank but Maria’s cousin, Joseph, who married her sister, joined
         its staff after abandoning his career as a schoolteacher.76 There was also plenty of intellectual and artistic activity. The town had had its own Ladies’ Book Club, Agricultural, Provident,
         Humane, Scientific and Literary Societies and a Penzance Institute since before Maria was born. There were concert rooms behind
         the Old Turk’s Head Inn and Assembly Rooms, funded by public subscription and built in 1791 by Maria’s uncle, Richard Branwell,
         where balls were held throughout the winter months.77

      
      Equally important in the life of the town was the Wesleyan Methodist community, of which the Branwells and the Carnes were
         prominent members. The ubiquitous John Wesley himself had preached regularly in Penzance, including on at least three occasions
         in the 1780s when, as small children, Maria and her elder sister, Elizabeth, might have joined the crowds to hear him.78 In 1790 Maria’s aunt, Jane Branwell, had married John Fennell, then the headmaster and class leader of the Wesleyan Methodist
         school in Penzance. Ten years later, Maria’s eldest sister, Jane, had married the Wesleyan minister, John Kingston, and emigrated
         with him to America. This marriage was not a happy one and, in a bold move extremely rare in those days, Jane left her husband
         and four older children in 1809 and returned, with only her baby, to Penzance. When the Wesleyan Conference split away from
         the Church of England in 1812, the Branwells preferred to join the Wesleyans and were largely instrumental in the construction,
         in 1814, of Penzance’s first purpose-built chapel, only a few yards up the street from Maria’s old home.79

      
      Visiting Penzance today it is not difficult to see why the place had such a hold on the affections of Maria and Elizabeth.
         The oldest part of the town is Chapel Street, where the Branwell home lay within a few hundred yards of the sea to front and rear. The street is built along the ridge of a rocky promontory protruding into the vast sweep of
         Mount’s Bay. Then, as now, the eye was immediately drawn to the spectacular outline of the island castle of St Michael’s Mount
         a couple of miles away. The long sandy beaches and fertile agricultural land around the bay remain unchanged, but virtually
         all traces of the tin industry have disappeared. In Maria’s day Penzance was surrounded by smelting works and mines, the most
         renowned of which was the Wherry Mine, whose main shaft lay thirty fathoms under the sea and half a mile out from the shore.
         At high tide all that was visible from the shore was the steam engine’s chimney, rising twelve feet above the waves, and the
         miners had to walk across the sea along a plank bridge to reach the entrance.80

      
      The old heart of Penzance, centred around Chapel Street and Market Jew Street, is also relatively unchanged though engulfed
         by the larger modern town. Chapel Street itself is like something out of a picture book, steep, narrow and cobbled, winding
         up from the quay to the Market Place and lined with higgledy-piggledy eighteenth-century cottages. Most are built of granite
         though some, like number 25 where the Branwells lived, are faced with brick. Apart from this pretension to gentility, the
         house is simple and of a kind with its neighbours, having five rooms on each floor, two attic rooms and a south-facing walled
         garden to the rear. At the front, like its neighbours, it is straight on to the street. Originally, the house backed on to
         the graveyard of the ancient Chapel of St Mary but now it is dwarfed by the new parish church built on the chapel site in
         1835.81 Above it, Chapel Street climbs past the picturesque smugglers’ inn, the Admiral Benbow, and the faded grandeur of the Union
         Hotel before opening out into the commercial bustle of Market Jew Street.
      

      
      With all that the town had to offer and a climate so famously mild that camellias bloom in February, Penzance must have been
         a very pleasant home for the Branwell family. The impression one gets of life there when Maria and her sisters were young
         is of a whirl of social entertainment and visiting of the sort so vividly described by Jane Austen. Maria, too, with her ready
         wit, charming manners and simple piety could have been an Austen heroine, living a comfortably middle-class life in a provincial
         town. All this was to end, however, when a series of misfortunes struck. After the death of her father in 1808, the ownership
         of 25 Chapel Street passed to his brother, Richard, the tenant of the Golden Lion Inn. He allowed his brother’s family to
         continue living in the house, even after the death of his sister-in-law the following year meant that it was only occupied by his three unmarried nieces, Elizabeth, now aged thirty-three,
         Maria, aged twenty-six, and Charlotte, aged eighteen. They were quite comfortably situated as they each had a life annuity
         of fifty pounds, secured against the property in their father’s will.82 Then, on Christmas Eve 1811, Richard’s son, Thomas, a thirty-three-year-old lieutenant in the navy, was drowned in the wreck
         of the St George off the coast of Denmark.83 Within a few months Richard himself was dead and this seems to have precipitated the break-up of the family. Maria’s youngest
         sister, Charlotte, accepted an offer of marriage from her cousin, Richard’s son, Joseph,84 and Maria herself decided to leave Penzance and travel to Yorkshire to live with her aunt and uncle. John Fennell, like Patrick
         before him, had been promoted from his schoolmastership in Wellington, Shropshire, to be head of the newly opened boarding
         school for Methodist ministers’ sons at Woodhouse Grove. The school had expanded so rapidly that Mrs Fennell was unable to
         manage the domestic arrangements with only her daughter’s assistance. Maria therefore had the opportunity of earning her keep
         in a genteel manner while still remaining within her own family.
      

      
      Elizabeth’s fate is unknown: her annuity was not sufficient to enable her to remain in the family home alone and it seems likely
         that she moved in with her married sister.85

      
      From the softness of the Cornish climate and the comfortable, close-knit social world of Penzance, Maria travelled over 400
         miles to the comparative austerity and friendlessness of a boys’ boarding school in the heart of a depressed and restless
         industrial West Riding. Though she soon became close friends with her cousin, Jane Branwell Fennell, who was eight years her
         junior, she must have felt the change in her circumstances and the loss of her family life. No doubt, therefore, she was more
         disposed to be receptive towards the courtship of the young minister of Hartshead than she might otherwise have been. The
         fact that Patrick enjoyed the confidence and esteem of her aunt and uncle, too, allowed him to be admitted into an intimate
         friendship with a speed which would otherwise have flouted social convention. Another important factor in Patrick’s favour
         was that he was also the best friend of William Morgan, who was now actively courting her cousin Jane. It was natural for
         the two clergymen to visit the two cousins and the inevitable pairing off led to an engagement within only a few months.
      

      
      Patrick lovingly preserved the series of letters written to him by Maria at this period; his side of the correspondence is unfortunately lost, but hers provides a unique and touching insight into
         the growing intimacy and affection between them. It is worth quoting extensively from them for this reason alone, but there
         is an added poignancy in that these letters, written during her engagement, contain virtually all we know about the mother
         of the Brontës.
      

      
      On 26 August 1812, Maria wrote her first letter to Patrick, having agreed, at their last meeting, to become his wife.

      
      
         My dear Friend,

         This address is sufficient to convince you that I not only permit, but approve of yours to me – I do indeed consider you as
            my friend; yet, when I consider how short a time I have had the pleasure of knowing you, I start at my own rashness, my heart
            fails, and did I not think that you would be disappointed and grieved at it, I believe I should be ready to spare myself the
            task of writing. Do not think that I am so wavering as to repent of what I have already said. No, believe me, this will never
            be the case, unless you give me cause for it. You need not fear that you have been mistaken in my character. If I know anything
            of myself, I am incapable of making an ungenerous return to the smallest degree of kindness, much less to you whose attentions
            and conduct have been so particularly obliging. I will frankly confess that your behaviour and what I have seen and heard
            of your character has excited my warmest esteem and regard, and be assured that you shall never have cause to repent of any
            confidence you may think proper to place in me, and that it will always be my endeavour to deserve the good opinion which you
            have formed, although human weakness may in some instances cause me to fall short. In giving you these assurances I do not
            depend upon my own strength, but I look to Him who has been my unerring guide through life, and in whose continued protection
            and assistance I confidently trust.86

      

      
      The receipt of a letter from Patrick had caused her some embarrassment as the Fennells had teased her about its contents though
         they did not, as yet, know of her engagement. Maria felt herself in some difficulty as to the etiquette of her own letter:
         she wanted to speak her heart but was afraid of appearing too forward:
      

      
      
         If you knew what were my feelings whilst writing this you would pity me. I wish to write the truth and give you satisfaction,
            yet fear to go too far, and exceed the bounds of propriety. But whatever I may say or write I will never deceive you, or exceed the truth.87

      

      
      By 5 September she felt emboldened enough to tease Patrick a little: ‘I do, indeed, sometimes think of you, but I will not
         say how often, lest I raise your vanity.’ She was worried by Patrick’s haste in announcing his engagement to his friends,
         particularly as she had not yet told the Fennells:
      

      
      
         But I think there is no need, as by some means or other they seem to have a pretty correct notion how matters stand betwixt
            us; and as their hints, etc., meet with no contradiction from me, my silence passes for confirmation. Mr Fennell has not neglected
            to give me some serious and encouraging advice, and my aunt takes frequent opportunities of dropping little sentences which
            I may turn to some advantage. I have long had reason to know that the present state of things would give pleasure to all parties.88

      

      
      Toiling up the hill from Woodhouse Grove to take tea at Mr Tatham’s she thought about

      
      
         the evening when I first took the same walk with you, and on the change which had taken place in my circumstances and views
            since then – not wholly without a wish that I had your arm to assist me, and your conversation to shorten the walk.89

      

      
      Six days later, she gave him a half-jocular berating for forgetting to pass on a note from Jane to William Morgan.90 Patrick was apparently visiting fairly regularly at this time, walking the dozen or so miles in each direction in the day.
         The journey was not without hazard, as there were still ominous rumblings from the Luddites. John Abbott, who lived at Woodhouse
         Grove at this time and was, as he said, intimately acquainted with both Patrick and Maria, recalled the scares and alarms
         of those days:
      

      
      
         I well remember how frightened she was when one night on my return from Leeds on foot – a walk of eleven miles I told her
            and her cousin Jane Fennel, afterwards Mrs Morgan, how that I had been met on my way and stopped by a regularly organised
            body of men (Luddites) marching along with military precision. As I approached it, a man in command gave the word ‘halt’ when
            the the [sic] moving body, it was too dark to distinguish individuals, became stationary and the man stepped out from it to confront me asking, in a harsh rough voice, as he did so, ‘who goes there?’
         

         ‘A friend’, was the ready, and, under the circumstances of the case, the most prudent answer to the challenge

         ‘Pass friend’, was the instant rejoinder, followed without even so much as a ‘comma’s’ pause, with the word of command, ‘quick
            march’! and the black mass of men with still blacker hearts moved on91

      

      
      Sometimes Patrick would stay overnight or longer, as, for instance, in September, so that he could join the party in a walk
         along the banks of the River Aire to Kirkstall Abbey on the 16th.92 Two days afterwards, Maria wrote again, feeling the need to explain her position to him. Like Emma Woodhouse, she had been
         accustomed to independence and reliance on her own judgement.
      

      
      
         For some years I have been perfectly my own mistress, subject to no control whatever – so far from it, that my sisters who
            are many years older than myself, and even my dear mother, used to consult me in every case of importance, and scarcely ever
            doubted the propriety of my opinions and actions.93

      

      
      Unlike Jane Austen’s heroine, however, Maria had no confidence in her own judgement: she had

      
      
         deeply felt the want of a guide and instructor. At such times I have seen and felt the necessity of supernatural aid, and
            by fervent applications to a throne of grace I have experienced that my heavenly Father is able and willing to supply the
            place of every earthly friend. I shall now no longer feel this want, this sense of helpless weakness, for I believe a kind
            Providence has intended that I shall find in you every earthly friend united; nor do I fear to trust myself under your protection,
            or shrink from your control. It is pleasant to be subject to those we love, especially when they never exert their authority
            but for the good of the subject.94

      

      
      For the second time, Patrick was taken to task for failing to deliver a message, this time to the Fennells. In an attempt
         to get work for his parish and to help his friends, he had acted as an intermediary to place an order for blankets for the
         school. The Bedfords, with whom he still lodged, had been over to Woodhouse Grove to discuss the order and, because Patrick
         had forgotten to forewarn the Fennells, had found no one there. The Fennells, with affectionate indulgence, accused Patrick of
         being ‘mazed’ with love and talked of sending him to York Lunatic Asylum.95

      
      Maria at last plucked up the courage to tell her sisters of her engagement:

      
      
         Mr Fennell has crossed my letter to my sisters. With his usual goodness he has supplied my deficiencies, and spoken of me in
            terms of commendation of which I wish I were more worthy. Your character he has likewise displayed in the most favourable
            light; and I am sure they will not fail to love and esteem you though unknown.96

      

      
      By the end of September the lovers were planning where they were to live. Patrick had intended to take a house but then decided
         that, with some alteration, his present lodgings would be adequate. Maria willingly acquiesced in his arrangements. ‘My heart
         earnestly joins in your comprehensive prayers’, she added, ‘I trust they will unitedly ascend to a throne of grace, and through
         the Redeemer’s merits procure for us peace and happiness here and a life of eternal felicity hereafter. Oh, what sacred pleasure
         there is in the idea of spending an eternity together in perfect and uninterrupted bliss!’97

      
      Ten days later she took herself to task for writing anxiously and at length because she had not had a hoped-for letter from
         Patrick.
      

      
      
         But what nonsense am I writing! Surely after this you can have no doubt that you possess all my heart. Two months ago I could
            not possibly have believed that you would ever engross so much of my thoughts and affections, and far less could I have thought
            that I should be so forward as to tell you so. I believe I must forbid you to come here again unless you can assure me that
            you will not steal any more of my regard. Enough of this; I must bring my pen to order, for if I were to suffer myself to
            revise what I have written I should be tempted to throw it in the fire . . . I trust in your hours of retirement you will not
            forget to pray for me. I assure you I need every assistance to help me forward; I feel that my heart is more ready to attach
            itself to earth than heaven. I sometimes think there never was a mind so dull and inactive as mine is with regard to spiritual
            things.98

      

      
      At the beginning of October there was another walk to Kirkstall Abbey, this time to celebrate Jane Fennell’s twenty-first birthday.
         Patrick was invited to stay for a few days at Woodhouse Grove and Jane demanded a long poem in honour of her birthday, no
         doubt having read Patrick’s verses sent to a lady on her eighteenth birthday in his Cottage Poems.99 This visit gave Maria renewed confidence in the man she called ‘him whom I love beyond all others’. ‘Unless my love for you
         were very great’, she reassured him,
      

      
      
         how could I so contentedly give up my home and all my friends – a home I loved so much that I have often thought nothing could
            bribe me to renounce it for any great length of time together, and friends with whom I have been so long accustomed to share
            all the vicissitudes of joy and sorrow? Yet these have lost their weight, and though I cannot always think of them without
            a sigh, yet the anticipation of sharing with you all the pleasures and pains, the cares and anxieties of life, of contributing
            to your comfort and becoming the companion of your pilgrimage, is more delightful to me than any other prospect which this
            world can possibly present.100

      

      
      Patrick and Maria’s next meeting was in Bradford, where Maria was on a short visit and Patrick had to address the first anniversary
         meeting of the Bradford Auxiliary Bible Society. Over £150 had been raised in subscriptions throughout the year, half of which
         had been used to purchase bibles for free distribution among the poor of the neighbourhood.101 The society was interdenominational but four Evangelicals, John Crosse, Patrick Brontë, William Morgan and Samuel Redhead,
         the last of whom was to reappear many times in Patrick’s life, were among the chosen speakers. They declared, with pardonable
         exaggeration, that the society was ‘one of the most pious, liberal, and useful Institutions, that have attracted the notice
         of mankind since the creation of the world, till the present moment’.102

      
      In her next letter, Maria Branwell addressed this eminent divine as ‘My dear saucy Pat’, commenting naughtily, ‘Both the Dr
         [William Morgan] and his lady very much wish to know what kind of address we make use of in our letters to each other – I
         think they would scarcely hit on this!!’ She and Patrick had enjoyed a lovers’ dispute as to which one loved the other more:
         ‘I firmly believe the Almighty has set us apart for each other –’, she told him, ‘may we by earnest, frequent prayer, & every
         possible exertion, endeavour to fulfill his will in all things! I do not, cannot, doubt your love, & here, I freely declare,
         I love you above all the world besides!’103 She went on to tell him that disaster had struck for the first time since she had left her home in Penzance.
      

      
      
         I suppose you never expected to be much the richer for me but I am sorry to inform you that I am still poorer than I thought
            myself. – I mentioned having sent for my books clothes &c On Saturday evg about the time when you were writing the description of your imaginary shipwreck,
            I was reading <the> & feeling the effects of a real one, having then received a letter from my sister giving me an account
            of the vessel in which she had sent my box, being stranded on the coast of Devonshire, in consequence of which the box was
            dashed to pieces with the violence of the sea & all my little property, with the exception of a very few articles, swallowed
            up in the mighty deep –104

      

      
      By the time Maria wrote her last letter, on 5 December, the wedding date had been set for the 29th of the month and the ladies
         were about to make the cakes: Mrs Bedford was asked to make another one for distribution among the ‘fifteen or twenty’ people
         in the Hartshead area on Patrick’s list.105 For this was to be no ordinary wedding, but a double one, shared with Jane Fennell and William Morgan, for which a special
         licence had to be procured: John Fennell would give away his daughter and his niece, the two clergymen would act alternately
         as bridegroom and officiating minister and the two cousins would be both bridesmaid and bride.
      

      
      With the wedding imminent, Maria gave way to a classic state of premarital nerves. ‘So you thought that perhaps I might expect
         to hear from you’, she lashed her fiancé with unexpected ferocity.
      

      
      
         As the case was so doubtful, and you were in such great haste, you might as well have deferred writing a few days longer,
            for you seem to suppose it is a matter of perfect indifference to me whether I hear from you or not. I believe I once requested
            you to judge of my feelings by your own – am I to think that you are thus indifferent?
         

      

      
      Perceiving that she had over-reacted, she was immediately contrite. ‘I am too serious on the subject’, she confessed;

      
      
         I only meant to rally you a little on the beginning of your last, and to tell you that I fancied there was a coolness in it
            which none of your former letters had contained. If this fancy was groundless, forgive me for having indulged it, and let
            it serve to convince you of the sincerity and warmth of my affection. Real love is ever apt to suspect that it meets not with
            an equal return; you must not wonder then that my fears are sometimes excited. My pride cannot bear the idea of a diminution
            of your attachment, or to think that it is stronger on my side than yours . . . I am certain no one ever loved you with an
            affection more pure, constant, tender, and ardent than that which I feel. Surely this is not saying too much; it is the truth, and I trust you
            are worthy to know it. I long to improve in every religious and moral quality, that I may be a help, and if possible an ornament
            to you. Oh let us pray much for wisdom and grace to fill our appointed stations with propriety, that we may enjoy satisfaction
            in our own souls, edify others, and bring glory to the name of Him who has so wonderfully preserved, blessed, and brought
            us together.106

      

      
      Who could doubt, on reading this letter, that Patrick had won a woman of superlative qualities?

      
      The momentous year of 1812 drew to a close, a year which had seen riots at home and, abroad, war on two fronts, against France
         and the United States. During the months of Patrick’s courtship of Maria, Napoleon had invaded Russia, marched in triumph
         on Moscow and, his fortunes changing at last, retreated in disastrous disarray. It was hardly an auspicious time to get married
         but, on 29 December 1812, in the ancient parish church at Guiseley, Patrick Brontë married Maria Branwell; immediately afterwards
         he officiated at the wedding of William Morgan and Jane Branwell Fennell. Maria had to borrow her white lace bridal veil as
         her own had been among the items lost at sea.107 Their wedding breakfast, though undocumented, must have taken place at Woodhouse Grove before the newlyweds departed, the
         Morgans to Bierley, where Morgan had just been appointed incumbent, and the Brontës to Hartshead. It cannot have simply been
         a coincidence in such a closely knit family that on exactly the same day there was another Branwell marriage. Far away in
         Penzance, Charlotte and Joseph Branwell were married at Madron Church, on the hill overlooking the bay.108

      
      Married life at Hartshead must have been very different from Patrick’s bachelor days, though his new bride seems to have made
         no impression on folk memory there.109 They were not as comfortably off as perhaps they could have wished: Patrick’s living was worth only sixty-five pounds a year110 but Maria had her annuity of fifty pounds, enough to make them modestly respectable. At some stage, either on their marriage
         or possibly before the birth of their first child, they moved from Lousy Thorn to a home of their own. Clough House was at
         Hightown, nearly a mile away from Hartshead Church; built of stone, with a central door and two windows on each of its three
         storeys, the house was a small but comfortable gentleman’s residence. It stood opposite the top of Clough Lane, which wound
         steeply down one hill and then up the next before eventually reaching the church, so it was not a particularly convenient location for conducting the services and offices. On the other hand, unlike Lousy Thorn, it was
         in the village of Hightown so Maria was not isolated and would have the opportunity of easily visiting her neighbours and
         the parish sick.111

      
      Patrick’s personal happiness during his courtship and the first months of his marriage was reflected in his next literary venture,
         The Rural Minstrel: A Miscellany of Descriptive Poems,which was printed and published for the author in September 1813 by P. K. Holden of Halifax. As with Cottage Poems, Patrick had again endeavoured to write a book
      

      
      
         which, from its size, the nature and manner of its composition, and the matter it contained, would have some tendency to convey
            useful instruction, in a mode not unacceptable, and which, in the perusal and purchase, would require no great portion of
            money or time.112

      

      
      The little book contained eleven poems of a much higher standard than those in Cottage Poems. This was partly because they had been written over a two-year period, whenever inspiration had struck, rather than specifically
         for the publication. The poems are again didactic homilies but the moral is not thrust down the reader’s throat, as in his
         former work, but more attractively clad in descriptive verse which sugars the pill without detracting from its purpose. Even
         the message itself is more subtly expressed. Instead of pictures of impoverished but happy cottagers, we now, more realistically,
         have deathbed scenes. In one the good man has succumbed to disease and penury but comfort is offered to his widow and children
         in the assurance of his eternal salvation and the knowledge that God, not man, will now be their protector. The same message
         is pushed in another poem, ‘Winter’, which also includes an impassioned appeal to God for the physical relief of the distressed
         and suffering poor.113

      
      The whole tone is much more sympathetic and sensitive to the plight of the poor; it seems that the terrible winters of 1811
         and 1812 had left their mark on Patrick and influenced his poetry as well as his heart. The ephemeral nature of life is frequently
         touched upon and in several poems the sinner is warned, through hearing the Sabbath bell or the song of the Harper of Erin,
         for instance, that life is short and he must make time to repent his sins if he is to win eternal life.114

      
      Two poems are much more personal: ‘Kirkstall Abbey’, which appears to have been part of a longer, possibly prose, tale which
         Patrick had contemplated writing, and ‘Lines addressed to a lady on her birthday’. Kirkstall Abbey had been the objective of several of the family
         walks which Patrick had enjoyed during his courtship of Maria. The ruin of a medieval Cistercian abbey on the banks of the
         River Aire, it was a romantic and beautiful place in its own right but it is also said to be the place where Patrick actually
         proposed to Maria, so it had particularly happy associations for him.115 The birthday verses, written only a few months after their marriage, were addressed to Maria, who was thirty on 15 April 1813.
         The poem is a rapturous description of the beauties of an April morning: 
      

      
      
         Maria, let us walk, and breathe, the morning air,

         And hear the cuckoo sing, –

         And every tuneful bird, that woos the gentle spring.

         Throughout the budding grove,

         Softly coos the turtle-dove,

         The primrose pale,

         Perfumes the gale,

         The modest daisy, and the violet blue,

         Inviting, spread their charms for you.

      

      
      
         How much enhanced is all this bliss to me,

         Since it is shared, in mutual joy with thee!116

      

      
      Echoing the sentiments expressed by Maria in her letters to him before they were married, Patrick ended the poem with a prayer
         that the rest of their lives should be spent with ‘undivided heart’ under the influence of pure religion, followed by ‘endless
         bliss, without alloy’ together in heaven.
      

      
      In all these poems, whatever their subject, Patrick’s love of the natural world shines through:

      
      
         With heart enraptured, oft have I surveyed,

         The vast, and bounteous works, that God has made.

         The tinkling rill, the floods astounding roar,

         The river’s brink, and ocean’s frothy shore,

         The feathered songster’s notes, and winter’s howl,

         The sky serene, and frowning ether’s scowl,

         The softest sound, the hoarsest thunder’s roll,

         Have each, their sweetest pleasures for my soul.

		 As roves my mind, o’er nature’s works abroad,

         It sees, reflected, their creative God,

         The insects, dancing in the sunny beam, –

         Whose filmy wings, like golden atoms gleam,

         The finny tribe, that glance across the lake,

         The timid hare, that rustles through the brake,

         The squirrel blithe, that frisks on yonder spray,

         The wily fox, that prowls about for prey,

         Have each a useful lesson for my heart,

         And sooth[e] my soul, and rural sweets impart.117

      

      
      The beauties of the natural world were, to Patrick, the manifestation of God; it was a belief that he was to pass on to his
         children, who would all share the passion for nature which he first expressed in these verses. Interestingly, too, the influence
         of the poems in The Rural Minstrel can be traced through to their work, particularly the poetry of Branwell and Emily.118

      
      The Brontës’ happiness at Hartshead was crowned with the arrival of their first child, a daughter, the exact date of whose
         birth is not known. On St George’s Day, 23 April 1814, seventeen days after the abdication of Napoleon and eight years to
         the day since Patrick had received his degree from Cambridge, the young Maria Brontë was baptized at Hartshead Church by William
         Morgan.119 Though there is no evidence one way or the other, it seems more than likely that the Morgans and Fennells stood as her godparents.
         Their ties of relationship and friendship made them the ideal candidates, more especially as John Fennell was preparing for
         ordination into the Church of England. The decision had not been taken lightly and seems to have been prompted by the resolution
         of the Methodist Conference to separate from the Established Church in 1812. Fennell had always been more Methodist than Evangelical
         in his leanings, but this was the final straw. In April 1813 he had given notice to the governors of Woodhouse Grove of his
         intention to seek ordination in the Established Church and, in consequence, was dismissed from his post. He remained at the
         school till the end of August, so that a replacement could be found, then he and his wife moved to Bradford, where he began
         the long process of preparing for ordination under the auspices of John Crosse.120

      
      For Patrick, the clerical round continued. The abdication of Napoleon and the Peace of Paris, which followed shortly afterwards,
         heralded the end of decades of warfare. Combined with the improvements in trade, these events had brought new optimism to his parish, no less
         than to the rest of the country. In Dewsbury, the ceremony of proclaiming the peace on 7 July 1814 was turned into a huge
         celebration: at nine in the morning a procession of clergymen, gentry, members of friendly societies and Sunday school children
         made its way to the parish church. As over a thousand Sunday school children are said to have taken part, it seems certain
         that Patrick and his pupils too were involved. The celebration was marred by a dramatic incident: such was the press of people
         in the church that one of the galleries began to collapse under the sheer weight of the crowd. The congregation scattered,
         some making for the doors, others jumping out of the windows into the churchyard. Fortunately, no one was seriously injured
         but the service was postponed until the afternoon when John Buckworth preached to the assembled multitudes. While the inhabitants
         of the outlying districts, including Hartshead, returned home, Mr Brooke and John Halliley, junior, owners of the largest
         carpet mill in Dewsbury, entertained the 300 Sunday school children from the town and the workmen of their mills with roast
         beef and (inappropriately, one would have thought) strong ale.121

      
      As 1813 progressed and, more often than not, John Buckworth was absent in a fruitless search to regain his health, Patrick
         found himself more and more drawn into the circle of John Crosse and the parish of Bradford. He was present, for instance,
         at the inaugural meeting of a new Church Missionary Association at Bradford, whose object was to fund the sending of bibles
         and missionaries to Africa and the East. Significantly, Patrick’s cofounders in the new association included, once again, that
         select band of Evangelicals, Crosse himself, William Morgan and Samuel Redhead, though its activities were to be nondenominational.
         As their circular grandly declaimed:
      

      
      
         There is no need here for unholy rivalry. The wide world is before us. There is more than room for all the efforts, which
            the various denominations of Christians may be able to make for ages to come. The field of labour is most ample: the prospects
            of usefulness are great: and the call on Christians in general, and particularly on the members of the Church of England is
            now made with a confident expectation that it will be felt and answered.122

      

      
      Out of the nineteen areas of Bradford where collectors had been appointed, only Patrick’s, at Hartshead, was outside the actual
         town; they were to meet with the officers once every three months and hold an annual general meeting on Easter Tuesday. Patrick himself took out a
         subscription of 10s. 6d. a year which entitled him to receive The Register, the association’s monthly journal. The following year he invited John Buckworth to give a sermon on behalf of the Church
         Missionary Society at Hartshead on 25 September, which resulted in a liberal collection for the society’s funds.123

      
      The Bradford Bible Society was also thriving and Patrick again addressed its anniversary meeting on 15 October 1814. The society
         had redoubled its efforts to purchase bibles for free distribution after discovering that nearly half the families in the
         parish did not possess one. Sunday school children, too, were being encouraged to subscribe a penny a week towards the cost
         of purchasing their own bibles which the society made available to them at reduced rates.124 Though Hartshead is not mentioned in the reports of the society, there is no doubt that Patrick would have implemented these
         policies, so dear to his heart, in his own parish and, before he left, he had the satisfaction of helping to set up a Dewsbury
         Auxiliary of the Bible Society, based at the parish church.125

      
      Through his friendship with Morgan and Fennell, and his involvement in church missionary activities, Patrick had become a
         familiar figure in the parish of Bradford. For this reason, when he was approached by the Reverend Thomas Atkinson, perpetual
         curate of Thornton, with the proposition that they should exchange livings, Patrick was not displeased. Though he loved the
         countryside around Hartshead and Clifton, and had done much to improve the spiritual lot of his parishioners, he was never
         unwilling to accept a challenge and Bradford, with John Crosse, the venerable and now nearly blind vicar, at its head, had
         been his ultimate aim since Wellington. Thornton offered him the prospect of deeper involvement in a much larger parish and
         a considerably increased income as the living was worth £140 a year.126 This was now more important to him because on 8 February 1815 Maria had given birth to a second daughter, who was named after
         Maria’s elder sister, Elizabeth.127

      
      Thomas Atkinson was a nephew of Hammond Roberson, who may have suggested the exchange, and, like Patrick, a graduate of Cambridge.
         His sudden desire to move to Hartshead was apparently not inspired by spiritual but temporal motives. Through the Firth family
         of Thornton he had been introduced to one of their relatives, Frances Walker of Lascelles Hall, near Huddersfield, and was
         now anxious to court her seriously. The incumbency of Hartshead-cum-Clifton would bring him nearer to her and facilitate their courtship, or, as one of his parishioners later put it, ‘he had a bird to catch, near Hartshead’.128

      
      By the middle of March 1815, the arrangements had been made and Patrick had been nominated and appointed by Crosse as the
         new perpetual curate of Thornton.129 Perhaps because Maria was in too delicate a state to move so rapidly after the birth of her daughter, the actual exchange
         was delayed for a couple of months. Patrick took his final services at Hartshead, a burial and three baptisms (there was evidently
         a last-minute rush to get babies baptized by the old minister instead of the new one) on 18 May. The next day, a Saturday,
         Patrick and Maria and their two little daughters travelled the thirteen or so miles across Bradford to a new parish and a
         new home at Thornton.130

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      GOOD NEIGHBOURS
AND KIND FRIENDS

      [image: image]

      
      After what had seemed like the ending of decades of warfare with the abdication of Napoleon and the Peace of Paris, the whole
         of Europe was once again thrown into turmoil by news of Napoleon’s escape from Elba. Since March, he had been back in power
         and the whole machinery of war had had to be cranked up into action again. The Brontës had been at Thornton for just a month
         when, on 16 June 1815, Wellington fought an indecisive battle at Quatre-Bras against the French commanded by Marshal Ney;
         the engagement prevented him sending aid to the Prussians, who were therefore heavily defeated by Napoleon at Ligny, losing
         20,000 men. Fortunately, before news of these disasters had reached Yorkshire, the reversals had been completely overthrown
         by the triumph at Waterloo. The victory of the allies, commanded by Wellington and Blücher, was such a uniquely important
         event that, for the rest of the Brontës’ lives, 18 June would be celebrated as ‘Waterloo Day’ throughout the kingdom. Napoleon
         had been crushed and, though his spectre was to continue to haunt Europe for another six years while he lived on in exile on St Helena, the long years of unremitting warfare had finally ended. One
         of Patrick’s first services at Thornton, on 23 July, was dedicated to a thanksgiving for the victory at Waterloo and the collections
         were taken in aid of the widows and orphans of those who fell.1 He had to wait another six months, however, before he could finally give thanks for the restoration of peace in Europe – the
         first peace in Patrick’s adult life.2

      
      Against the background of these cataclysmic events in Europe, the Brontës arrived and settled in Thornton which, in 1815,
         was a small township less than four miles from the centre of Bradford. Like so many of the West Riding villages of the time,
         it was perched on a hillside, a vantage point from which Bradford could be seen in the valley bottom to the east. Within a
         radius of about two and a half miles, and also clinging independently to their own hill tops, the villages of Clayton to the
         south, Denholme to the west and Allerton to the north were all clearly visible from Thornton Heights; also to the north, but
         some three or four miles away and hidden in the lee of a hill, was Wilsden. All four villages, and the scattered hamlets between
         them, fell within Patrick’s ministry.3 Though Thornton itself was centrally placed, Patrick had considerable distances to cover – distances not made any easier by
         being all up hill and down dale and his not being able to afford a horse. Mrs Gaskell described the neighbourhood as ‘desolate
         and wild; great tracts of bleak land, enclosed by stone dykes’4 but then Mrs Gaskell, coming from the softer side of the Pennines, was never particularly attracted to the wilder countryside
         of Yorkshire.
      

      
      The moorland was broken up not just by grey dry-stone walls but by grand, sturdy, square farmhouses, with gables and stone
         mullioned windows, built by wealthy yeomen farmers in the late Middle Ages. There were also quite a few stone quarries, particularly
         up on Thornton Heights above the town itself, where the concentration of names like ‘World’s End’, ‘Egypt’, ‘The Walls of
         Jericho’ and ‘Jerusalem Farm’ are indicative of the strong traditions of Nonconformity in the area. Thornton, after all, had
         been the stronghold of men like Accepted Lister and Oliver Heywood and even in Patrick’s time, the population divided into
         church and chapel, without the leavening of moderates like the Wesleyan Methodists.5

      
      Like Hartshead-cum-Clifton, Thornton was a perpetual curacy and therefore subject to financial and administrative ties with,
         in this case, Bradford. In 1811 there were nearly 5,500 souls in the chapelry; by 1821, just after the Brontës had left, there
         were over 9,000.6 As in Hartshead, most were employed as agricultural labourers, in the stone quarries or as handloom weavers, working in their own cottages with
         the specially adapted long line of windows to the upper storey to give them maximum light. What has always seemed to make
         Thornton a much more pleasant and social place in the Brontës’ time than either Hartshead or Haworth is the fact that, uniquely,
         there is an extant diary, kept by Miss Elizabeth Firth of Kipping House at Thornton. As it is little more than a daily list
         of engagements, it is immensely frustrating to those hoping for insights into the Brontës as people, but it does provide a
         fascinating glimpse of the sort of life they led in Thornton.7

      
      For the first time, the Brontës were to live in a proper parsonage, provided by the parish. Though Patrick complained of it
         being ‘very ill-constructed’, ‘inconvenient’ and requiring ‘annually, no small sum to keep it in repair’, at least it obviated
         the need for paying rent.8 Smaller than Clough House, with only three rooms on each of its two floors, the parsonage stood on Market Street, the main
         thoroughfare from Bradford; only a narrow strip of garden, surrounded by railings, separated it from the street. Built four
         square, with a large double window each side of the door and three above, it was low and unpretentious but marginally more
         substantial than the other twenty-two houses in the street. If the front was noisy and dirty with the daily passing of waggons
         and coaches, the back was quieter with a large yard and barns carved out of the hillside which rose up steeply behind the
         house. On all sides was a maze of narrow cobbled streets and ginnels bounded by higgledy-piggledy cottages and opening out
         at unexpected corners into flagged yards. The whole village was surrounded by fields with the open moorland, which Mrs Gaskell
         so disdained, crowning the hills.
      

      
      The parsonage at Thornton was much more conveniently placed for the church than Clough House had been. The Old Bell Chapel,
         as it was known, lay at the Bradford end of Market Street, just above Thornton Hall and looking down over it to the pretty
         Pinchbeck Valley where the fields gave way to woods and Clayton Beck. Now a picturesque ruin, its squat bell tower humbled
         in the dust and its broken walls overgrown with weeds and shrubs, the chapel was in a dilapidated state even in 1815 when
         Patrick arrived. Built in 1620, it was a functional and unlovely building, with no pretensions to architectural beauty or
         merit. Small and narrow, on the north side it had two rows of square cottage windows and on the south, five Late Perpendicular
         pointed windows; inside it was gloomy and cramped. Francis Leyland, writing many years later – and after Patrick had ‘repaired and beautified’ the chapel – gives an evocative description:
      

      
      
         The interior is blocked, on the ground floor, with high-backed, unpainted deal pews. Two galleries hide the windows almost
            from view, and cast a gloom over the interior of the edifice. The area under the pews, and in the aisles, is paved with gravestones,
            and a fetid, musty smell floats through the damp and mouldering interior.9

      

      
      Despite the physical extent of his parish, Patrick was not hard pressed by official duties. The burials ran at similar levels
         to Hartshead but there were only about half the number of baptisms: widespread Nonconformity in the Thornton area meant many
         children were not baptized into the Church of England.10

      
      Patrick had a great deal of freedom to utilize his time as he wished. Though most biographers would have us believe he spent
         his hours either in social chitchat with the Firths and their friends or wandering through the Pinchbeck Valley, pen in hand,
         indulging his literary muse,11 this was far from the case. In fact, most of the social visiting appears to have been between the ladies; Patrick only called
         in person at Kipping House approximately twice a month, sometimes more when business had to be conducted with Mr Firth or
         if the latter was ill. This was hardly excessive, given that the Firths were amongst his most important parishioners, though,
         inevitably, in a place so small, Patrick or his family sometimes met the Firths while visiting other neighbours.
      

      
      When the Brontës moved to Thornton, Elizabeth Firth was actually away, staying at Lascelles Hall with her cousin, Frances
         Walker, for whose sake Thomas Atkinson had exchanged livings with Patrick. She returned to Thornton on 6 June, and the next
         day made it her first job to call on the new incumbent and his family. Two days later, she met them again while on a visit
         to the Kayes at Allerton Hall, and the following Sunday heard Patrick preach for the first time, his sermon being on the parable
         of the Sower.12 Thereafter, there appears to have been a growing intimacy between Elizabeth Firth and Maria Brontë. Elizabeth was very young,
         only eighteen, and it was just less than a year since she had lost her mother, killed when the gig she had been travelling
         in had overturned and she had been thrown into the road. Her father, John Scholefield Firth, was a doctor, like his father
         before him, but at fifty-seven years of age, he was a comparatively old man. Elizabeth was an only child, but she had compensated for this by having a wide circle of her own friends who, with various
         members of the family, were always exchanging visits with her.13

      
      It was natural for Maria to be drawn into this circle which was so like the old days of Penzance. No doubt she was eased into
         the friendship by having her own sister, Elizabeth Branwell, staying with her; she is first mentioned in the diaries on 12
         June, but it seems more than likely that she had come to the Brontës in time to help the family move to Thornton. Her presence
         would have made it more comfortable for the new parson’s wife to visit her neighbours, particularly when her husband was employed
         on other business. At least once a week, but occasionally more often, the ladies took tea together.14

      
      The intimacy was evidently strong enough after two months for the Brontës to feel that they could ask Mr Firth and his daughter
         to be godparents to their second daughter, Elizabeth, who, nearly seven months after her birth, had not yet been christened.
         On Saturday, 26 August 1815, Elizabeth was baptized in her father’s church by John Fennell, who had just been admitted to
         the Anglican priesthood. No doubt his wife and the Morgans were there, as well as the Firths and Elizabeth Branwell who was
         the second godmother.15 Though she may not yet have known it Maria was already expecting another child when her second daughter was christened.
      

      
      While Maria and her sister enjoyed taking tea and going for pleasant summer walks with Elizabeth Firth, Patrick was once more
         engaged in writing. Since February, William Morgan had been running a series of short pieces on the subject of conversion
         in the little magazine he edited called The Pastoral Visitor. This was a subject dear to Patrick’s heart. In a somewhat turgid style, peppered with biblical references, Morgan had listed
         the sins of the unconverted and taught how, through self-catechism, they could learn to know themselves and seek to be converted.
         Apart from an exemplary death-scene, quoted from Joshua Gilpin’s Monument of Parental Affection to a Dear and Only Son, the little articles made dry and impersonal reading. Patrick recognized this and in a short story, which Morgan published
         in three sections over the months of July, September and October, fleshed out the moral precepts with an emotive and personal
         account, written in the first person, of the conversion of a sinner. He prefixed it with a short letter, addressed to the editor,
         which echoed those words from St Paul which were so frequently on his lips:
      

      
      
      
         Rev. Sir,
         

         Should you judge the following to be a just representation of the views and feelings of an awakened sinner, before he has
            got proper notions of the all sufficiency of Christ; by giving it a place in your useful little work, you may benefit some,
            and will much oblige your obedient servant,
         

         P.B.16

      

      
      The first part of Patrick’s story described the sufferings of the sinner who knows his own guilt:

      
      
         ’Tis true, I have not robbed, I have not murdered, I have not actually committed any enormous crime, but in thought, and inclination
            (and these speak aloud in the ears of God,) I have been guilty of robbery, and murder, a hundred times over. How often have
            I coveted that which was not my own! How often have I been angry at my brother, without a cause! What was it but fear that
            kept me from the most guilty deeds!17

      

      
      In the second part, the sinner has now spent two months pondering his sins and, through the Scriptures and the Liturgy, has
         begun to find consolation; ‘The conflict may be long and severe; but I hope through Christ Jesus to obtain the victory and
         the prize.’ Finally, the sinner has achieved conversion, not in a sudden and dramatic flash like St Paul, but gradually, with
         many stumblings along the way; he knows that he must still ‘watch and pray’ but, through Christ, he has now the certainty
         of salvation and death no longer has any terror for him.18

      
      Though the story is in the typical Evangelical mould, with the terrors of damnation and the flames of hell threatening the
         sinner, it is full of humanity too; the author, one feels, sympathizes with and understands the feelings of the sinner and
         tries to convert him through love rather than fear. Interestingly, too, the division of the story into three self-contained
         but interdependent chapters reflects a certain literary sophistication in Patrick, particularly at the end of the first episode
         where the reader is left with the sinner, trembling on the brink of damnation, with only a ‘glimmering ray of hope’ breaking
         in on his ‘benighted soul’.19

      
      At about the same time as he was writing his article ‘On Conversion’, Patrick was also preparing for the press another story
         which, because it was longer and had four poems annexed to it, was to be published as a little book or pamphlet in its own
         right. The Cottage in the Wood, subtitled ‘Or the art of becoming rich and happy’, was very much in the same vein as Cottage Poems and was intended for the same class of readers. Possibly as a result of criticism of Cottage Poems, Patrick included a short disclaimer at the beginning of the book, pointing out that the blessings enjoyed by his cottagers
         were not the result of either their poverty or the rural beauties of their situation:
      

      
      
         The truth is, that happiness and misery have their origin within, depending comparatively little on outward circumstances.
            The mind is its own place. Put a good man any where and he will not be miserable – put a bad man any where and he cannot be
            happy. The reason is obvious; the good man carries his mind with him, and thence he draws his remedies, his antidotes, his
            comforts: the bad man also carries his mind with him, but it is a source of unruly desires, vain expectation, heavy disappointment,
            and keen remorse.20

      

      
      The Cottage in the Wood told the story of Mary, the pious young daughter of an impoverished cottager, who attracted the attentions of a wealthy,
         drunken rake. Mary refused either to be his mistress, in return for financial assistance for her parents, or to marry him,
         because she could not bind herself to a man who was both immoral and, more importantly, an atheist. It was not Mary’s piety,
         however, that persuaded her suitor to reform but his providential escape from almost certain death on two occasions. From
         that moment on he was a converted man and took up good works with alacrity. One day, while teaching poor children free of
         charge in the Sunday school, he again encountered Mary and renewed his suit; his conversion and reformation of character made
         him acceptable and the two were married, lived a long and happy life together, were blessed with good children and died, in
         an exemplary manner, within six months of each other.
      

      
      The Cottage in the Wood contains most of Patrick’s favourite themes: the story was a peg on which to hang expositions on the Bible, Sunday schools
         and the evils of drink. The importance of the education offered by Sunday schools is stressed throughout; the cottagers had
         themselves been unconverted until their daughter went to Sunday school and, in consequence, began to read the Scriptures to
         them each day; Mary herself was so apt a pupil that she was appointed a teacher and therefore earned a small but valuable
         salary which enabled her to pay for lessons in writing and grammar at a day school; and the genuine nature of Bower’s conversion
         is publicly displayed in his offering a free education to those too poor to be able to afford one. Education is the key to moral and social improvement in the story and, as we shall see, in life as well
         as in fiction, Patrick, his wife and his children were passionately committed to this belief.
      

      
      The Cottage in the Wood was the first of all the Brontë books to bear the name ‘Brontë’, spelt with the diaeresis, on the title page – though this
         appears to have been the result of a printing error rather than a deliberate change on Patrick’s part.21 It enjoyed quite a little local success. Priced fairly cheaply, at 1s. 6d., and having an illustrated frontispiece, it was
         regarded highly enough to be reprinted, without the poetry section, in The Cottage Magazine in June 1817, and as a whole in a second edition in 1818.22 Its success was no doubt attributable to its being used in Sunday schools, though it must have been helped by William Morgan’s
         review of it in The Pastoral Visitor in August 1816:
      

      
      
         This is a very amusing and instructive tale, written in a pure and plain style. Parents will learn in this little Book the
            Advantages of Sunday Schools, while their Children will have an example well worthy of their closest imitation. Young women
            may here especially obtain a knowledge that the path of virtue leads to happiness. We would therefore most cordially recommend
            this Book to all sorts of Readers.23

      

      
      While Patrick was enjoying local literary celebrity, his wife had not been idle. Perhaps inspired by the example of her cousin,
         Jane Morgan, who had already had her work published in her husband’s The Pastoral Visitor24 Maria had taken up her own pen in support of Patrick’s twin passions for conversion and education. Apart from her letters
         to Patrick before they were married, ‘The Advantages of Poverty, in Religious Concerns’ is the only extant manuscript by Maria.
         As such, it was carefully preserved by Patrick who wrote upon it, ‘The above was written by my dear Wife, and sent for insertion
         in one of the periodical publications – Keep it, as a memorial of her –’.25

      
      In the manuscript, which does not appear to have been published, Maria considered the question of poverty. She argued that
         it was not an absolute evil but, when combined with religion, was an actual benefit: salvation is easier for the poor man to
         attain as he does not have the opportunity or temptation to sin like the rich man. Though callous in its simplicity, the message
         was expressed with sympathy for the temporal sufferings of the poor.
      

      
      
      
         Perhaps, some, who are daily, & hourly sinking under the distresses & privations, which attend extreme poverty . . . may indignantly
            exclaim, ‘Is it not an evil to be deprived of the necessaries of life? Can there be any anguish equal to that occasioned by
            the sight of objects, dear as your own soul, famishing with cold & hunger? Is it no evil, to hear the heart-rending cries
            of your children, craving for that, which you have it not in your power to give them? And, as an aggravation of this distress
            to know, that some are surfeited by abundance, at the same time, that you, & yours are perishing for want?’ Yes, these are
            evils indeed of peculiar bitterness; & he must be less than man, that can behold them without sympathy, & an active desire
            to relieve them.26

      

      
      In such straits, Maria argued, Christian charity is always there to relieve the worldly needs of the poor and religion will
         bring solace and contentment. She ended with a pious exhortation:
      

      
      
         It surely is the duty of all christians, to exert themselves, in every possible way, to promote the instruction, & conversion
            of the Poor; &, above all, to pray with all the ardor of christian faith, & love, that every poor man, may be a religious
            man.27

      

      
      It is easy to mock the naivety of Maria’s sentiments and to dismiss her arguments as ‘the usual Methodist palliative’, but
         there is no question of her sincerity or her genuine piety. What is more, Maria was setting an example of female literary
         activity to her daughters which, together with Patrick’s publications, was to be an inspiration to the future novelists. The
         article was probably intended for The Pastoral Visitor, or possibly for John Buckworth’s The Cottage Magazine; it would have been equally appropriate for either publication.28

      
      Literary activity aside, there was plenty to occupy the Brontës. On 6 September 1815, there was excitement in the township
         when Elizabeth Firth’s father married Ann Greame of Exley, near Halifax, and brought her back to Kipping House to be introduced
         to the neighbours.29 A few weeks later, there were three evenings of concerts in Bradford, featuring Handel’s oratorio Messiah, to celebrate the consecration on 12 October of a brand new church, Christ Church, at the top of Darley Street. It is more
         than likely that Patrick would have attended the consecration, not only as a mark of respect to the Archbishop of York, who
         performed the ceremony, but also to support William Morgan who, immediately afterwards, was nominated minister of the new church by John Crosse. It was to be an important post, making Morgan a dominant influence (not always
         to the good) in church affairs in Bradford. Unusually, instead of renting out its pews to the congregation, who had to pay
         for the privilege of taking their place in them, Christ Church had 500 free places. This made it an ideal base from which
         to carry the Evangelical message to the poor though such altruism had its price: a year after its consecration, the church
         was still over £1000 in debt on its building costs.30

      
      The day after the consecration, there was the satisfaction of attending the annual meeting of the Bradford Auxiliary of the
         Bible Society and hearing that it had gone from strength to strength in the town.31 In Bradford, too, Patrick joined the Library and Literary Society, though the annual subscription of a pound a year soon proved
         to be an expense he could ill afford and he only kept up his membership for a year.32

      
      The year 1816 opened more hopefully than its predecessor. On Thursday, 18 January, there were national celebrations for the
         restoration of peace in Europe and Patrick, like ministers in churches and chapels throughout the land, held special services
         of public thanksgiving in the Old Bell Chapel.33 On the domestic front, too, there were significant changes in the Brontë household during the year. On 21 April, Maria gave
         birth to her third daughter who, as had now become established practice, was named after another Branwell, Maria’s younger
         sister, Charlotte. Elizabeth Firth presented the new baby with a little cap which she had hand-worked herself, but this time
         it was her cousin, Frances Walker, who was asked to be a godmother. Charlotte Brontë was baptized by William Morgan in Thornton
         on Saturday, 29 June; her godfather was the former incumbent, Frances Walker’s fiancé, Thomas Atkinson, and it seems likely
         that Charlotte Branwell, though absent in Penzance, was her other godmother.34 A little celebration dinner was held at Kipping House some two weeks later, to which all the Brontë family were invited and
         the new baby was shown off to the Misses Haigh and Glover and Mrs Outhwaite.35

      
      Elizabeth Branwell, Maria’s sister, had been living with the family for well over a year and now, having seen Maria safely
         through her latest confinement, she was anxious to return home to Penzance. On 25 July, the two sisters drank tea together
         at Kipping House for the last time and the following Sunday, after Patrick had preached on the text, ‘Jesus Christ is the
         same yesterday and today and for ever’, the two Elizabeths bade each other farewell. For once, Elizabeth Firth’s diary was,
         for her, positively effusive: ‘I took leave of Miss Branwell. She kissed me and was much affected. She left Thornton that evening.’36

      
      Maria must have felt the loss of her sister particularly badly though Elizabeth Firth kindly called the next day, and two
         days later, and then invited the family to tea with the Misses Marshall and Ibbotson and John Outhwaite, the Bradford surgeon.37 Her assistance in running the household was especially missed now that Maria had three children, all under the age of three.
         The solution was to get either a housekeeper or a nursemaid – and preferably someone who could fill both roles. Perhaps on
         the advice of his church friends in Bradford, Patrick applied to the Bradford School of Industry for a girl to take the position
         of nursemaid at the parsonage. The School of Industry was a charity school, set up in rooms in Kirkgate in 1806, to ‘train
         . . . girls of poor parents in habits of industry’. Some sixty girls, attending either in the morning or the afternoon only,
         were taught to sew, knit and read (in that order); their clothes were provided for them out of the proceeds of their own work
         and if they attended the parish church regularly, learnt their collects and psalms, and always had their scissors and sheath,
         thimble and handkerchief to hand, they were rewarded with 1½d. a quarter. The obsessions of the school with cropping hair
         short, forbidding any sort of personal adornment and meting out (by today’s standards) barbaric punishments for relatively
         minor offences, are strongly reminiscent of Lowood School in Jane Eyre.38

      
      The girl who was selected for the Brontës was Nancy Garrs, one of the twelve children of Richard Garrs of Westgate in Bradford,
         who was thirteen years old.39 The first of remarkably few servants employed by the Brontës, she, like her successors, was devoted to them and remained a
         loyal friend long after she had left their service. Into her capable hands the young Brontës could be safely entrusted while
         their parents were occupied in parish affairs.
      

      
      Domestic upheaval was more than matched by events in the parish. On 17 June 1816, the Reverend John Crosse, vicar of Bradford,
         died. An immense loss to the parish which he had served for thirty-two years, his death was also a blow to Patrick and his
         family. Despite his blindness, he had been an exemplary parish priest and he represented all the beliefs that Patrick held
         most dear. An Evangelical, friend of the Fletchers of Madeley, he had actively promoted missionary activity at home and abroad:
         he had supported the Sunday school movement and initiated the building of Christ Church in Bradford; he had been involved
         in the formation of Bradford Auxiliaries of the Bible Society and the Society for Promoting Christianity among the Jews.40 In each and every one of his causes he was backed to the hilt by the men he had taken care to appoint to the ministry in the
         Bradford area – men who, like himself, had come from the charmed circles of Cambridge and Madeley – men who included his curate,
         John Fennell, and his ministers, William Morgan and Patrick Brontë. Indeed, only two weeks before his death, Patrick had preached
         an excellent sermon on the appropriate text ‘for the earth shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord as the waters cover
         the sea’ at the parish church to the Bradford Female Auxiliary Society for Promoting Christianity among the Jews.41 Perhaps Patrick, like Morgan and Fennell, visited Crosse on his deathbed and was encouraged and inspired by the serenity with
         which he went to meet his Maker.
      

      
      
         after having lived an useful life, he died, as might be expected, a comfortable death: his sun set with splendour, without the least appearance of a cloud to darken his mind, or to obscure his prospect of heaven.
            All was tranquil and serene as the summer’s evening: and so complete was the conquest that he gained over the fears of death,
            that he said more than once, to his friends and attendants, ‘Dying is no more to me than the passing from one chamber to another.
            I have no fears of death. I had rather die than live. I long to depart and to be with Christ.’42

      

      
      One of the few churchmen to be genuinely regretted by all classes of society, including the Dissenters with whom he had been
         on good terms, Crosse was held up as an example to all by both Fennell, in the funeral sermon which he preached on 23 June,
         and by Morgan who, after a stormy relationship with a later vicar of Bradford, looked back with nostalgia to the days of the
         blind vicar and wrote a eulogistic biography of him, significantly titled The Parish Priest.43

      
      It was a matter of some moment who would be appointed to replace John Crosse and it must necessarily have been some disappointment
         when the Reverend Henry Heap, from Todmorden in the Calder Valley, was appointed. A mild and affiable man, his main claims
         to fame were that he had been noticed as a youth by John Crosse, when the latter was vicar of Todmorden and Cross Stone, and
         that he had trained for the ministry at his suggestion.44 Heap could not fill his predecessor’s illustrious shoes. His equally long tenure of the vicarage of Bradford was to be marked
         by a sharp decline in the good relations previously enjoyed between churchmen and Dissenters and, indeed, between the parish
         and its daughter churches. It was perhaps appropriate that the year should come to a close with the greatest eclipse of the sun for over fifty years: in Yorkshire,
         five-sixths of the sun was obscured for just over two hours between 8 a.m. and 10.15 a.m. on 19 November. Elizabeth Firth noted
         in her diary, ‘We observed a beautiful eclipse of the sun; the sky was very clear till it arrived at its greatest obscurity;
         it was thereafter enveloped in clouds[:] a great gloom.’45

      
      There was indeed a great gloom over Thornton and the rest of the country throughout the winter of 1816 to 1817. The ending
         of the war had not brought economic revival, and the combination of a downturn in trade and a hard winter brought great distress
         amongst the poor. The pages of the Leeds Mercury for these months make grim reading: had it not been for the provision of soup kitchens and public subscriptions, all raised
         through the work of volunteers, there is no doubt that the mortality rates would have risen even higher than they did. Patrick,
         too, must have been active in trying to alleviate local distress; in his first year at Thornton he had initiated an annual
         collection for the poor in Ireland, so it is hardly likely that he would ignore the suffering on his own doorstep.46

      
      As it was, the distress brought a repeat of the problems of 1812. The number of mechanized mills had increased rapidly since
         then and skilled workers like the croppers, to take only one example out of many, found that out of a total of 3378 men employed
         in the trade in 1817, a third were unemployed and a further third were only partly employed.47 It was no surprise when the Luddites began to meet again and there were fears of a general insurrection. In June, ten Dewsbury
         men were arrested for plotting rebellion, including the former keeper of the Yew Tree Inn at Roberttown and a card maker from
         Hightown, both of whom must have been known personally to Patrick. It turned out that the ‘plot’ was simply the wild talk
         of desperate men and that the main ‘plotter’ was actually a government agent provocateur.48 Nevertheless, it was a time of deep concern for Patrick and he would have had to redouble his efforts to ensure that those
         who needed charity received it.
      

      
      At the parsonage, the even tenor of life was undisturbed by the turmoil in the country. Maria was pregnant again, though this
         did not restrict her social activities as it might have done in the more prudish Victorian age. She continued to take tea
         with Elizabeth Firth each week and doubtless met the other ladies of the township on a regular basis too. In March, a new
         visitor came to stay with the Brontës. Miss Thomas, as Elizabeth Firth noted, came to stay on 18 March and remained for at
         least two months.49 Her relationship to the household is not known. She cannot have been a servant or nurse to assist in Maria’s latest confinement,
         as this did not occur till the end of June, by which time she appears to have left; nor would Miss Firth of Kipping House
         have admitted Miss Thomas to her tea drinkings, visits and rambles around Thornton unless, like Elizabeth Branwell, she was
         a lady of some social standing. It is unlikely that she was a governess, as the Brontës’ eldest child, Maria, was only just
         three years old and not yet ready for schooling. The only alternatives left are that she was either a relative, most likely
         from Penzance, or a friend from either Penzance or the Hartshead area.
      

      
      On 11 May, Patrick persuaded Miss Thomas, Elizabeth Firth and her guest, Miss Fanny Greame, who was a relative of her stepmother,
         to begin attending the Sunday school as teachers.50 Patrick was particularly anxious to nurture his Sunday school, which was still in its infancy. Despite his best efforts, it
         attracted only a hundred pupils, whereas the four Dissenting Sunday schools in his chapelry taught 770 children between them.
         The strength of the Dissenting interest meant that Patrick was hamstrung in his efforts to finance the school and had to rely
         on the voluntary contributions of his congregation. Nevertheless, he battled on, introducing the new method of instruction
         recommended by the National Society and persuading his better-educated parishioners to act as teachers.51

      
      On 12 May, he and Mr Firth travelled together to Wakefield, some twenty miles away, to vote for a new registrar for the West
         Riding. The election took place in the courthouse at Wakefield and was, at this period of limited suffrage, only open to gentlemen
         possessing freehold property worth at least one hundred pounds a year and clergymen with salaries worth a similar amount.
         Both Patrick and Mr Firth voted for the Tory, Mr Scott, who had to withdraw from the election the following Friday when it
         became clear from the poll that he could not win.52

      
      In the early hours of the morning of 26 June 1817, the latest Brontë arrived on the scene. For Maria, and more especially
         for Patrick, this was a particularly welcome moment, for this child was the long-awaited and much-wished-for son. In honour
         of the occasion the boy was given two names, Patrick, after his father, and Branwell, after his mother’s maiden name, though
         at first there appears to have been some confusion over which name came first. The day after his birth, his three sisters, Maria,
         Elizabeth and Charlotte, were invited down to Kipping House to join a large party of ladies who, no doubt, made much of the
         little girls.53 It did not take long to sort out their brother’s name and, for the first time in the Brontë family, there was no delay in baptizing the child:
         on Wednesday, 23 July, John Fennell performed the ceremony at the Old Bell Chapel and Patrick Branwell Brontë acquired his
         God-given name. His godparents were Elizabeth Firth’s father and stepmother.54

      
      Branwell’s safe arrival into the world must have been an even greater cause for thankfulness when, on 6 November, the much-loved
         Princess Charlotte of Wales, only daughter of the Prince Regent, died giving birth to a stillborn son. Her death was seen
         as a national tragedy and there seems to have been a genuine sense of personal loss throughout the country, reflected in the
         newspaper coverage of her death and funeral. It was announced that everyone was expected to go into general mourning, which
         would include the formal adoption of mourning dress, and Patrick, in common with other ministers of the Established Church,
         had to deck his pulpit in black cloth. On 19 November, when she was buried, all the shops and places of business had to close
         for the day and the churches opened in their stead, holding special services and tolling muffled bells to mark her passing.55

      
      The day Princess Charlotte died, Patrick had escorted Elizabeth Firth to Bradford to attend a missionary meeting tea at the
         house of Mr Lambert, a prominent Bradford churchman; the following day, they were privileged to hear Legh Richmond, the popular
         Evangelical, preach at the Church Missionary meeting.56 On 12 November, five days after the meeting, there was a more informal gathering of Evangelicals at Kipping House: Patrick
         and his fellow founder of the Bradford Bible Society, Samuel Redhead, were invited to dinner with the Firths; there they met
         the Firths’ visitors, the Reverend James Franks and his wife, of Sowerby Bridge, whose son, James Clarke Franks, then enjoying
         a prestigious career at Patrick’s old college at Cambridge, was later to marry Elizabeth Firth.57 The year ended with the news from Hartshead that Thomas Atkinson had married Frances Walker on 23 December and that the pair
         had set up home in Mirfield at Green House, an elegant small mansion more suited to their affluence than Patrick’s old homes
         at Lousy Thorn and Clough House.58

      
      The new year, 1818, was marked throughout the Bradford district with the spectacular Bishop Blaize festivities. These were
         held once every seven years to celebrate the patron saint of woolcombers and included special services in the places of religious
         worship, colourful processions through the streets of the towns with the participants marching under the banners of their particular part of the woollen trade and dinners in the inns and public houses.59

      
      For Patrick, this mood of celebration was to continue throughout the year. The April issue of Blackwood’s Magazine, a national journal, carried the following advertisement in its monthly list of new publications: ‘The Maid of Killarney,
         or Albion and Flora; a modern tale; in which are interwoven some cursory remarks on religion and politics, 12mo. 3s.6d.’60 Though no author was mentioned in the advertisement – nor, indeed, in the book itself – this was Patrick’s most ambitious
         literary project to date. A novella, substantially longer than anything he had previously published, it boasted the imprint
         of Baldwin, Cradock & Joy, one of the small publishing houses based in Paternoster Row, London.61 Curiously, given Patrick’s preoccupations of the previous sixteen years, it is the most Irish of all his works. It is set
         in contemporary Ireland which is seen through the eyes of the appropriately named English hero, Albion. The beauties of the
         Irish lakes and mountains are evocatively painted in a detail which must reflect personal knowledge though Killarney, on the
         most southwestern tip of Ireland, could hardly be further away from Patrick’s home in County Down. Similarly, the pitiable
         poverty of the Irish peasant is described at length and with the accuracy of personal observation.
      

      
      On the title page, Patrick cited several lines from his favourite classical poet, Horace, suggesting that he wished to instruct
         while amusing his readers. In his Preface he quoted, once again, his favourite apostle, St Paul, to explain how as an author,
         ‘though following at an immense distance, he has endeavoured to walk in the footsteps of him of Tarsus, who became all things
         to all men, that he might by all means save some’.62 He continued with a candid explanation of his choice of anonymity:
      

      
      
         Perhaps he is not altogether insensible to praise or blame; and this might have been one reason why he preferred being anonymous,
            that at a safer distance, and through a wary loop-hole, he might so behold the fate of his little work, that whatever it might
            be, he who intended no harm, might receive none.63

      

      
      Another reason for the anonymity might have been that The Maid of Killarney is actually a love story and, though the Evangelical teachings familiar from his earlier works feature prominently, the general
         impression is that Patrick’s characters and the development of his plot interested him just as much as, if not more than,
         his didactic purpose. The conscientious clergyman was clearly being seduced by the ‘real, indescribable pleasure, such as he could wish to taste as long as life
         lasts’64 of literary composition for its own sake.
      

      
      Nevertheless, the book is, as its full title suggests, an excuse for the exposition of Patrick’s religious and political views.
         The hero, in order to make him a fit husband for the pious and lovely Flora but at the prompting of his dying father, undergoes
         conversion, ‘that change, without which no man shall see the kingdom of heaven’.65 The Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge is compared, unfavourably, with the British and Foreign Bible Society in a powerful
         simile; the former is like the River Thames, flowing through and enriching its own London, but the latter is like the Nile,
         with countless tributaries, winding its irresistible course through different climates and nations until, ‘disdaining its
         prescribed limits’, it floods over the delta and brings riches to all. Playing at cards, dancing and the ‘meretricious ornament’
         of the stage are all attacked as murderers of time, though not an evil in themselves.66

      
      The most important arguments, however, are reserved for the discussion of Roman Catholic Emancipation. Though Patrick allows
         the virulent anti-Catholic sentiments of Dr O’Leary to be overthrown by the more moderate arguments of Albion and Captain
         Loughlean, it is clear that he did not think Catholics should be allowed to vote or sit in Parliament because their loyalty
         to the king would be continually compromised by their loyalty to the pope. His dislike of the practice of Catholicism is illustrated
         throughout The Maid of Killarney, but particularly at the beginning, where there are savage caricatures of an Irish wake and of the village priest who refuses
         to allow his parishioners to read the Bible: ‘He says such like books are not fit for any but larned men like himself; and that all ignorant people who read them turn crack-brained, and full of vagaries, and die harryticks.’67 For an Evangelical, the Catholic reliance on the priesthood rather than on individual effort to read the Bible was totally
         repugnant. Though Patrick later changed his mind on Roman Catholic Emancipation, he never lost his dislike of Catholicism
         itself.68

      
      In his political arguments, Patrick proved more liberal – surprisingly so for a man who is always branded a rampant Tory.
         Perhaps the most important of his arguments concerned the system of criminal justice which, in his opinion, required a thorough
         overhaul. The law should be universally obeyed, but to be obeyed it had to be universally understood. This was simply impractical,
         given the impenetrable phraseology of the law and the obscurity of legal documentation. Its delays and its great expense put it beyond the reach of the ordinary man.
      

      
      
         Consider, moreover, the inadequacy of punishment. A man will be hanged for stealing a fat sheep, though he be hungry; – he
            will incur no greater punishment for murdering twenty men! In the name of common sense, what is the necessary tendency of
            this? Most undoubtedly, the man who robs, will find it [in] his interest to murder also, for by so doing, he will be more likely
            to prevent discovery, and will, at all events, incur no greater punishment. It has always been a sorrowful reflection to me,
            when I have heard of robbers being hanged on the evidence of the person robbed, that in all probability they came to their
            melancholy end, through that little remains of conscience, and tenderness of heart, which they still possessed, and which
            prevented them, even at their own peril, from imbruing their hands in their fellow creatures’ blood.69

      

      
      Patrick was to return several times to this theme and despite feeling, on occasion, that he was a lone voice crying in the
         wilderness, he campaigned vigorously to get the criminal law reformed and its savagery moderated.70

      
      The Maid of Killarney is Patrick’s most important literary work, not only because it contains his views on so many subjects dear to his heart,
         but also because it was to have a tremendous influence on his children. They would imitate his style, particularly his inclusion
         of poems as songs in the text, and borrow his characters, especially the lovely Flora who, together with her harp, provides
         the model for many of the heroines of the juvenilia.71 Many passages from The Maid of Killarney, on subjects as diverse as describing the beauties of the landscape or singing the praises of the Duke of Wellington, could
         just as easily have been written by one of the Brontë children.
      

      
      One of the first sales was to Elizabeth Firth, who purchased the book in May though apparently she did not read it till the
         following October. She was more preoccupied with reading the Remains of Henry Kirke White, which she seems to have taken up on the recommendation of Patrick, after he had walked with her and Fanny Outhwaite to Ogden
         Kirk, midway between Denholme and Halifax.72

      
      On 30 July, Maria Brontë gave birth to yet another daughter, the fifth of her six children. Perhaps because the baby was sickly
         (though there is no indication of this in any of the sources), she was christened within three weeks of her birth, the shortest
         lapse of time for any of the Brontë children. William Morgan performed the baptism at the Old Bell Chapel on Thursday, 20 August; his wife, Jane, and her parents, the Fennells, are said to have been the baby’s godparents and one of
         them presented the baby with a delicate white china christening mug with her name spelt out in gilt lettering around it, ‘Emily
         Jane Bronte’.73 It is appropriate that the most singular of the Brontë children should have been given a name unique in the family; there
         were neither Branwells nor Brontës named Emily, though her second name – and again she was unique in being the only one of
         Patrick and Maria’s daughters to merit two forenames – was inspired by her godmother, Maria’s cousin.
      

      
      Patrick was invited to dinner at Kipping House on the eve of the christening and Jane Branwell Morgan, who had clearly come
         to stay for the ceremony, called in to renew her old friendship with Elizabeth Firth.74 Perhaps the two ladies urged Patrick to get extra help for Maria who, with five infants all under five years of age, could
         no longer manage with just one nursery maid to aid her. Nancy Garrs was therefore promoted to the position of cook and assistant
         housekeeper, and her younger sister, Sarah, who had also been trained at the Bradford School of Industry, came to take her
         place as nursemaid.75

      
      The remainder of the year was a busy time for Patrick. There were the usual annual meetings in Bradford of the British and
         Foreign Bible Society and the Society for Promoting Christianity among the Jews in October and Legh Richmond returned to preach
         at the beginning of November.76 More time-consuming and of more importance locally was the complete renovation of the Old Bell Chapel, which Patrick began
         in the late autumn of 1818. The gallery at the east end of the chapel had become unsafe and had to be closed. For many years
         it had housed the singers and instrumentalists who provided the church music because there was no organ; the church-wardens’
         account books show that there were two treble violins, one tenor violin and a violoncello belonging to the chapel, plus some
         half-dozen manuscript music books, ranging from Holroyd’s Psalmody to Purcell’s Te Deum. The musicians were, naturally enough, somewhat disgruntled at being brought down from the sanctuary of their gallery to
         sit in a pew under the parson’s eye. Perhaps it was in an attempt to placate them that new music books were purchased for
         the singers and the old ones, under the supervision of Elizabeth Firth, were repaired.77

      
      Most of the expenditure went on work on the fabric of the building, repairing and making good the neglect of many years. On
         10 November Elizabeth Firth made a special visit to the chapel to see ‘the angel’, presumably a new or at least newly restored statue or painting.78 On completion of the work a new board was installed at the entrance to the chapel which declared to all: ‘This Chapel was
         repaired and beautified, A.D. 1818. The Rev. P. Brontë, B. A., Minister. Joseph Robertshaw, Joseph Foster, John Hill, John
         Lockwood and Tim Riley, churchwardens.’ Under the names was painted a royal coat of arms, surmounted by the letters ‘G.R.’,
         and at the very bottom, in small lettering, ‘Painted by Thomas Rembrandt Driver’.79 Perhaps the death of Queen Charlotte, wife of George III, on 17 November, after a long illness, inspired this gesture of loyalty,
         particularly as the chapel was closed on the day of her funeral when Patrick should have preached a funeral sermon on her
         behalf.80

      
      The new year, 1819, began quietly enough with an invitation to tea on 8 January at Kipping House for the three oldest Brontë
         children, Maria, Elizabeth and Charlotte.81 In March there was an important occasion for the chapelry: a large party of about sixty young people was taken to Bradford
         to be confirmed in the parish church. As they reached Bradford – a distance of some four miles – the weather turned against
         them. Patrick was concerned, particularly as they still had to walk back to Thornton after the ceremony. He therefore went
         into the Talbot Hotel, just off the top of Darley Street, and ordered hot dinners to be prepared and waiting for the whole
         party as they came out of church. Thus fortified, and having sheltered from the worst of the storm, the young people returned
         safely to Thornton. This unexpected act of kindness was long remembered in the parish.82

      
      Not long afterwards there was a parting of the ways for the Brontës and their family. John Fennell who, since leaving Woodhouse
         Grove School, had lived and worked in Bradford as a curate to John Crosse and then to his son-in-law at Christ Church, was
         appointed by the vicar of Halifax to the parish of Cross Stone, which lay between Hebden Bridge and Todmorden.83 Though only some ten or eleven miles away from Thornton as the crow flies, it was actually much further because many miles
         of untracked moorland lay between; its inaccessibility was increased during the winter months as it stood high up in the
         Pennines and was almost invariably cut off by snow.
      

      
      By an extraordinary coincidence, Patrick was almost immediately offered a new post which would take him into the same area.
         On 25 May, the Reverend James Charnock, perpetual curate of Haworth since 1791, died after a long illness.84 Henry Heap, the vicar of Bradford, no doubt foreseeing the contest that was to come, acted with almost unseemly haste. Knowing that Patrick was an Evangelical, which would appeal to the inhabitants of Haworth, that he had had experience of
         similar chapelries at Thornton and Hartshead and that he was struggling to make ends meet in his present, less valuable post,
         Henry Heap offered him the incumbency. Patrick was taken by surprise but accepted the nomination as ‘a gift and a call of
         Providence’.85

      
      Unaware of the poisoned chalice he had been handed, Patrick set about securing the necessary papers. On 1 June, Michael Stocks,
         a friend who was a well-known and respected magistrate in the Halifax area, wrote to Mr Greenwood, one of the church trustees
         at Haworth, recommending Patrick as a successor to James Charnock. Though only a short letter, it contained an ominous phrase
         which foreshadowed the troubles to come: ‘I trust that you will feel no objection to him on account of his possessing the
         confidence of the vicar of Bradford.’86

      
      Unfortunately for Patrick, the trustees did object and on precisely this ground. What Patrick does not appear to have known,
         or perhaps failed to appreciate, was that the church trustees at Haworth did not simply exercise the usual powers of recommendation
         or approval but claimed an absolute right to appoint their own minister. The church at Haworth was a medieval foundation and,
         like Thornton, was originally a chapel-of-ease built to provide services for the remoter districts and manned by a perpetual
         curate who remained subject to Bradford. The vicars of Bradford had always had the right to nominate and appoint to the living
         of Haworth but, since at least 1559, this had effectively been in the hands of the church trustees. When Elizabeth I re-established
         the Protestant Church in England, after Queen Mary’s attempt to restore Catholicism, the inhabitants of Haworth had raised
         the sum of thirty-six pounds which they then handed over to a trust. In an indenture, made on 18 December 1559, the trustees
         were empowered to purchase land at Stanbury and use the income from it to pay the salary of the ‘lawfully licensed and admitted
         minister’ of Haworth. The trustees were under an obligation to hand over the rents, dues and profits unless – and this was
         the crucial phrase – the trustees, their heirs or successors or a major part of them ‘shall at any time hereafter be debarred
         in their choice or in the nomination of a minister’. An incumbent minister who was negligent in his duties, of infamous character
         or litigious could similarly be deprived of the income from the church lands, in which case the money had to be distributed
         among the poor of the parish.87 While the vicar of Bradford claimed the right to nominate and appoint a minister at Haworth, the church trustees could make or break that appointment by declining to pay his salary.
      

      
      The trust deed had been invoked before. In 1741, the then vicar of Bradford had declined to nominate the most famous of all
         Haworth’s previous clergymen, William Grimshaw, but the trustees were determined to have him and succeeded in securing his
         appointment by refusing to pay the salary to anyone else. Even John Crosse, that mildest of men, had crossed swords with the
         trustees over his nomination of James Charnock in 1791 though, typically, he avoided a public conflict by obtaining their
         full consent before the appointment went forward.88 It was therefore inevitable that there would be a dispute over Charnock’s successor, which is why Henry Heap acted so quickly
         in nominating his replacement.
      

      
      Perhaps hoping to complete his coup and ensure victory for Bradford before the trustees had had time to meet and rally opposition,
         Heap made the mistake of going over to Haworth himself. On Whit Sunday, one of the most important festivals in the church
         calendar, which happened to fall between the death of Charnock and Patrick’s nomination, the vicar arrived at Haworth Church
         to take the day’s services. The trustees actually shut the church doors in his face ‘& told him they would have nothing to
         do with any Person he might nominate, without their Consent previously obtained – They claim the ancient Privilege of chusing
         their own Minister –’.89

      
      Heap’s response was equally belligerent: on 2 June, still only nine days after Charnock’s death, he wrote to the Archbishop
         of York requesting a licence for Patrick to the perpetual curacy of Haworth which ‘doth of Right belong to my Nomination’.90 The very wording of the nomination was calculated to antagonize the Haworth trustees whose rights, real or assumed, he had
         completely ignored in the hope of forestalling a reaction. He should have known better. On 14 June the Leeds Intelligencer carried this report:
      

      
      
         We hear that the Rev. P. Bronte, curate of Thornton, has been nominated by the vicar of Bradford, to the valuable perpetual
            curacy of Haworth, vacant by the death of the Rev. James Charnock; but that the inhabitants of the chapelry intend to resist
            the presentation, and have entered a caveat at York accordingly.91

      

      
      At this stage, Patrick decided to invoke the aid of the one Haworth church trustee with whom he had personal contact: Stephen
         Taylor, a gentleman farmer living at the Manor House in Stanbury, who was the father of Mercy Kaye of Allerton Hall.92 Patrick had probably met him on the numerous occasions when he called at Allerton Hall, the Kayes being his friends as well as among the more prominent of his parishioners
         at Thornton.
      

      
      Patrick paid a visit to Haworth and learnt from Stephen Taylor and some of the other trustees what the facts of the case were
         and what was the basis of their opposition to him. They had nothing against him personally, but would resist his appointment
         to the bitter end if it was forced upon them by the vicar of Bradford. Caught in the middle, Patrick evidently felt that it
         was beneath his dignity to get involved in such a sordid squabble for power, and decided to resign. Perhaps this was seen
         as an act of betrayal by the vicar who had looked for a sterner stance from his colleague; Patrick was told in no uncertain
         terms that he could not withdraw ‘in honour, and with propriety’ and was threatened with incurring the archbishop’s displeasure.
         The latter offered to allow him to hold both Thornton and Haworth until the matter was satisfactorily settled, so Patrick
         had no choice but ‘with the help of God, to go on till I see the conclusion’.93 He wrote on 8 July to explain his decision to Stephen Taylor and seek his support:
      

      
      
         I have resided for many years in the neighbourhood, where I am well known – I am a good deal conversant with the affairs of
            mankind – and I do humbly trust that it is my unvarying practice to preach Christ faithfully, as the only Way, the Truth,
            and the Life. From considerations such as these, I do think that Providence has called me to labour in His vineyard at Haworth,
            where so many great and good men have gone before me. I therefore request your kindness, and your prayers, and that when I
            come to preach amongst you, you will use your endeavours to prevent people from leaving the Church, and will exhort them to
            hear with candour and attention, in order that God’s name may be glorified, and sinners saved . . .94

      

      
      It is possible that Patrick went to Haworth on 12 July, the Sunday following this letter, in order to take the services and
         that, despite his request to Stephen Taylor, the congregation walked out or drowned his sermon with shouting and cat-calls;
         exactly the same thing was to happen to Samuel Redhead soon afterwards. This seems the likeliest explanation for Patrick’s
         sudden change of heart, for on 14 July, two days later, he wrote again to Stephen Taylor and told him that he had written
         to both the vicar of Bradford and the Archbishop of York to resign Haworth.95

      
      The trustees had won the first round and got their own way once more. They were now prepared to be gracious and sent to Patrick
         saying that they might be prepared to consider nominating him themselves if he would come over to Haworth and give them a sample of his preaching.
         The cool impudence of the suggestion, particularly if Patrick had indeed been driven from their pulpit the week before, deserved
         the repudiation it got. Patrick’s response, however angry he must have felt, was a masterpiece of tact and contained only
         the most veiled of reprimands: ‘through divine grace my aim has been, and I trust, always will be, to preach Christ and not
         myself and I have been more desirous of being made the instrument of benefit rather than pleasure to my own congregation’.
         If they wanted to hear him preach, let them come to him and hear him preach at a time when he did not expect them: ‘It is
         an easy matter to compose a fine sermon or two for a particular occasion, but no easy thing always to give satisfaction.’ They
         might then take the opportunity to learn about him from his parishioners in Thornton, for, ‘believe me, the character and
         conduct of a man out of the pulpit is as much to be considered as his character and conduct in, and we are most likely to
         know those best who live nearest to us –’.96

      
      Whether or not the trustees made the effort to come and hear him preach, matters remained at an impasse for several months.
         Other clergymen took the duties at Haworth so that Patrick was not drawn into the fray again. He did take care to let the
         trustees know that, if they so wished, they could hear him preaching on behalf of the Church Missionary Society at both the
         morning and afternoon services at Keighley on 1 August.97

      
      The ugly mood at Haworth was more than matched by what was going on in the country as a whole. The summer of 1819 had added
         bad harvests to industrial depression, leading to political discontent which had manifested itself in increasingly violent
         agitation for reform. The culmination of weeks of popular unrest was the great Manchester meeting on 16 August, when over
         50,000 people gathered to hear the Radical, Henry Hunt; the magistrates, terrified of violence, ordered Hunt’s arrest and then
         turned the attendant soldiers on the crowd. The result was the ‘Manchester Massacre’ or the ‘Battle of Peterloo’ in which
         one man was killed and forty were wounded. Instead of condemning the outrage, the government sent messages of support to the
         magistrates and reacted with extraordinary severity, clamping down on all forms of meetings and empowering magistrates to
         seize arms and prevent the publication of seditious pamphlets. Radicalism was temporarily and brutally suppressed; criticism
         was silenced by repression.
      

      
      The events of the previous months were serious enough to merit comment at the eighth annual meeting of the Bible Society,
         held in the Friends’ Meeting House in Bradford on 15 October; there were ‘very animated’ speeches from a number of clergymen, including Patrick,
         Morgan, Samuel Redhead and Robinson Pool, the Dissenting minister of Thornton. 
      

      
         All these speakers alluded, more or less, to the crisis of the times, as loudly calling upon every Christian to join in disseminating
            the Word of God, as the only sure guide in life, the sole support of the soul in death, and as alone capable of raising us,
            through a Saviour’s merits to everlasting happiness.98

      

      
      Though Patrick had wished to keep out of the quarrel at Haworth, too much was at stake for him to be allowed to do so. The
         stalemate had to be broken somehow and on 8 October the Archbishop of York wrote to him, ordering him to take the duty at
         Haworth the following Sunday. Patrick reluctantly preached there on 10 October, having forewarned the trustees that he was
         acting ‘very contrary to my inclination’ but pointing out that he could not disobey his archbishop.99 Things cannot have gone too well, for eleven days later his formal resignation was finally accepted, and Patrick was at last
         free to resume his ministry at Thornton.100

      
      The burden of Haworth was passed to his old friend Samuel Redhead, who was to fare no better. The vicar of Bradford, backed
         by the archbishop, seemed determined not to give in and Redhead’s appointment, like Patrick’s, was made without reference
         to the trustees. On 30 October, the Leeds Mercury carried the bald statement that he had been licensed to the perpetual curacy of Haworth ‘upon the nomination of the Rev.
         Henry Heap, vicar of Bradford’.101

      
      Mrs Gaskell gives the now famous account of the torments endured by Redhead at the hands of the congregation of Haworth: how
         the entire congregation walked out of his first service, how a man was driven, face to tail, on the back of an ass down the
         aisles in his second and how, at the third and last service, a drunken chimney sweep was prompted to climb into the pulpit,
         embrace the unfortunate preacher, chase him into the churchyard and then empty a bag of soot over him.102 This picturesque story has entered Brontë mythology but her information, supplied by Dr Scoresby, a later vicar of Bradford,
         and the landlord of the Black Bull, who claimed a leading role in helping Redhead to escape the wrath of the crowd, is almost
         completely untrue. After The Life of Charlotte Brontë appeared in print, Redhead’s son-in-law wrote to the Leeds Intelligencer and, in defence of his father-in-law and the people of Haworth, quoted the relevant extracts from Redhead’s diary.103 He also confirmed the details himself, saying that he had heard Redhead’s own account of the events when he had visited Haworth
         with him in 1844.
      

      
      According to his diary, Redhead arrived in Haworth on 31 October to take his first duty, accompanied by Mr Rand, a prominent
         Bradford lay churchman. He was admitted to the church on producing his licence but the churchwardens refused to allow the
         bells to be rung for the service so that it began with a very small congregation which gradually increased to some 500. All
         went well till Redhead entered the pulpit, at which point ‘on a signal given by the churchwardens, trustees &c.’ the whole
         congregation got to its feet and stomped out of church, shouting ‘Come out, come out’. No attempt was made to restrain the
         disorder and on leaving the church ‘Mr Rand and I were pursued and hooted and insulted by considerable numbers out of the
         village.’
      

      
      The following Sunday, 7 November, Redhead tried again, this time taking Mr Crossley, a Bradford churchwarden, with him as
         witness and moral support. The large congregation was evidently restless, waiting for a signal from their own churchwardens
         who, on the minister entering the pulpit, immediately left their pew. Utmost confusion followed with people coming in and
         out of the church without any regard for the service.
      

      
      
         The afternoon service commenced in the midst of uproar and confusion, all decency seemed thrown aside, and laughing, talking,
            and noise frequently interrupted the prayers . . . great numbers leaping over the tops of the pews, throwing to the pew doors
            with great violence, stamping with their feet, shouting and rushing out in the most outrageous and tumultuous manner. The
            whole scene was perfectly indescribable, and to the end of the prayers nothing but tumult prevailed.
         

      

      
      Redhead retired to the comparative safety of the vestry, where he put himself under the protection of the churchwardens and
         demanded that if they could not control the tumult then they should call the respectable inhabitants of the town to assist
         them. The churchwardens refused, insisting that the respectable inhabitants would refuse to act, so strong was the feeling
         against the vicar of Bradford. Redhead insisted that the churchwardens should remain with him until he had interred a corpse,
         the funeral passing off in relative quiet; as he left, however, he was pursued out of the town with ‘hootings and pushing
         and shouting and insult’.
      

       Matters were now so serious that the next day Redhead, accompanied by Mr Fawcett from Bradford, set out for a personal interview
         with the Archbishop at York and obtained from him a threat that, if the tumults did not cease, the church would be shut up
         and the whole affair laid before the Lord Chancellor.
      

      
      Redhead was a persistent man. On Sunday, 14 November, he returned to Haworth with Mr Crossley, hoping that the archbishop’s
         remonstrance would have ensured him a quieter reception. He was sadly mistaken.
      

      
      
         When we entered the village we were saluted with shoutings and insults, and pursued with the most indecent insolence. The
            same irreverent conduct was displayed all the way to the church, and we had no prospect but of the greatest disorder. Indecency
            and impiety marked their conduct during the prayers, and when I entered the pulpit all was uproar and confusion. I felt obliged
            to close the service without preaching. I gave directions to the churchwardens to shut up the church till they received instructions
            from the Archbishop, as I should lay the whole matter before him on the following day. I further told them that I should expect
            their protection through the town, with which they complied, and we went as we came, pursued more like wild beasts than human
            beings. Their shoutings continued, and we heard them for more than a mile and a half. The day after, Monday, 15, I wrote to
            the Archbishop and obtained his consent to my resignation.
         

      

      
      This was a scandal that would not go away. The Leeds Intelligencer took Haworth to task:
      

      
      
         We regret to learn from a Correspondent, that scenes, scarcely possible in an heathen village, have been witnessed on three
            successive Sundays, in the church of Haworth, merely in consequence of the minister offciating under the appointment of the
            Vicar of Bradford, and the licence of the Archbishop of York. The churchwardens are certainly liable to a prosecution for
            the wilful neglect of their duty and deserve to feel, that the house of God, and the hallowed ground of a church-yard, are
            not proper places in which to allow, by disturbance and howlings, the loudest and lowest marks of irreverence and insult.104

      

      
      Patrick must have felt some relief that he had not pursued his own appointment with as much vigour as his unfortunate friend.
         As one of the ministers living nearest to Haworth, however, he could not escape all contact. On 17 November, the Wednesday following Redhead’s last attempt to take duty there, Patrick had to go to Haworth
         to perform two funerals and a baptism; eleven days later he had to go again, this time to perform a marriage.105 No doubt he went with some reluctance and one can only guess what sort of reception he received. Perhaps the trustees took
         the opportunity to talk to him again, but to no effect, for he did not perform any more duties until he finally agreed to become
         minister of Haworth. He returned to Thornton to take up the threads of his old life, though the increased frequency of his
         visits to Kipping House106 suggests that he was unsettled and still considering his position with regard to the continuing vacancy at Haworth. Through
         the Firths, he could maintain a suitably distant line of communication between himself and the Haworth trustees.
      
 
      
      On 17 January 1820, the last of the Brontë children was born while her brother and sisters spent the day safely out of the
         way at Kipping House. The fifth of five daughters, the new baby was named Anne, after her maternal grandmother, and Elizabeth
         Firth called round the next day to see mother and baby.107

      
      Anne’s birth seems to have precipitated a small crisis. The little house in Market Street must have been bursting at the seams
         with six children, their parents and two young servants all living under one roof. The promise of a larger house and greater
         income at Haworth had appeared as the answer to prayer, only to be taken away, and Patrick was left feeling decidedly hard
         done by. If he could not improve his family’s standard of living by relocating, then something would have to be done to supplement
         his income at Thornton. Ten days after Anne’s birth, he wrote miserably to the governors of Queen Anne’s Bounty, a charity
         which augmented the salaries of under-paid clergymen.
      

      
      
         Thornton, has generally been returned for one hundred and forty pounds a year; but in this have been included, the dues, which
            average about five pounds, and a voluntary contribution, frequently made under exceedingly unpleasant circumstances – amounting
            for the most part to seven or eight pounds. Nothing arises from Pews, or from any other source. The Inhabitants, too, are
            so poor, in general, that presents, which in some situations are very considerable, are here, not worth mentioning. So that
            all things truly weighed, and the proper deductions being made, the regular and certain salary of the Living, is not more
            than one hundred and twenty seven pounds yearly.
         

      

      
      
      Patrick pointed out the size of his chapelry and that it ‘swarms with disaffected people, who omit no opportunity that offers,
         to bring our excellent Establishment into contempt’. Though he had often felt inclined to give up the yearly voluntary contribution
         towards his salary, the respect due to his position had induced him to continue with it.
      

      
      
         If I were a single man, I might find what I have sufficient, but as I have a wife, and six small children, with two maidservants,
            as well as myself to support, without I can obtain something more, in a just and honourable way, I greatly fear, that with
            the most rigorous economy, I shall be unable, any longer to uphold in appearance the due degree of Clerical respectability.108

      

      
      A week later, he sent a copy of the letter to the Archbishop of York with a request that he would use his influence on Patrick’s
         behalf to secure a grant.109 Perhaps it was the receipt of this letter which stung the conscience of the archbishop and prompted him to a final resolution
         of the problem of Haworth. He had, too, just received a letter from Henry Heap suggesting that he, as vicar of Bradford, should
         hold Haworth himself, together with Bradford, in an attempt to bypass the problem of the appointment. The archbishop replied,
         pointing out the insuperable difficulties of this solution and suggesting that there should be a meeting between the vicar
         and trustees to settle the business.110 A meeting was arranged.
      

      
      
         After many Altercations they have at last agreed to take Mr Brontè on my permitting them to join with me in a Nomination similar
            to what was done by Mr Kennett late Vicar of Bradford, when Mr Grimshaw was appointed to Haworth – I had offered to do this
            some time ago, but the Trustees positively refused then to have Mr Brontè –111

      

      
      Just four days after Patrick had written to the archbishop, not suspecting the sudden change in his fortunes, he was offered
         the perpetual curacy of Haworth once more, this time with the assurance that his appointment would have the blessing of all
         the parties concerned. On 8 February, a new nomination was drawn up and witnessed by Richard Lambert, a Bradford attorney,
         and William Tetley, the parish clerk: Henry Heap, the vicar of Bradford, jointly with William Greenwood, John Beaver, James
         Greenwood, Stephen Taylor and Robert Heaton, the trustees of the church lands at Haworth, nominated Patrick to the cure of
         Haworth and requested the archbishop’s licence on his behalf. A codicil provided the necessary element of face-saving, establishing that the manner
         of this appointment did not set a precedent for future ones and did not prejudice the claims of either party.112 A rather more Christian spirit of reconciliation prevailed in Patrick’s letters testimonial, which were also drawn up on 8
         February: Samuel Redhead, despite his own claim to Haworth, added his signature to those of Henry Heap and William Morgan.113

      
      Though the vicar had been forced to back down in his claim, he ensured that Patrick, if not the trustees, was in no doubt
         of his subjection to Bradford: as at Thornton, he was required to pay half the dues he received for marriages, funerals, baptisms
         and churchings (the ritual purification of women after childbirth) to the vicar and, if required to do so by the vicar, had
         to preach a sermon in the parish church every Trinity Sunday ‘as a mark of Reverence to the Mother Church’.114

      
      The day after the formalities had been completed, both Patrick and Heap wrote to the archbishop. Patrick’s letter was simply
         a prudent request that the archbishop would include the names of both vicar and trustees in his licence: ‘for if the Vicar’s
         name only, were to be inserted; on my reading myself in, it would in all probability give rise to very serious tumults in
         the Church, and might ultimately lead to the necessity of my resignation’.115

      
      Heap’s letter was a report on the satisfactory resolution of a quarrel which had left the ministry of Haworth vacant for over
         eight months. Perhaps feeling his own share of guilt in the trouble caused to Patrick, he asked that the archbishop would
         allow Patrick to take his oath for his licence before him, in Bradford, instead of having to trail all the way to York: ‘some
         expense would be saved by this means, which to Mr Brontè with six small Children, is certainly an object’.116 The licence was finally granted on 25 February and Patrick was, in name at least, perpetual curate of Haworth once more.117 Whether or not the inhabitants would be prepared to accept him this time remained to be seen.
      

      
      No doubt it was the uncertainty about Patrick’s welcome in Haworth that delayed the Brontës’ removal for nearly two months.
         It would be fruitless to uproot the whole family to a new home if Patrick was to face opposition and ultimately a second resignation.
         For the moment, therefore, Patrick alone made the journey of some five or six miles over the moorland hills to Haworth to take
         duty as and when required – a testament to the strength of his constitution as well as his commitment. Patrick took his last
         baptism in Thornton on Sunday, 13 February 1820, and performed his last burial there on 10 April; thereafter, the duties at Thornton were taken by officiating ministers, including William Bishop,
         Henry Heap’s curate, who was finally to be appointed in Patrick’s stead in July.118

      
      On 29 January, an era had ended with the death of George III; the only king most of his subjects, including the Brontës, had
         ever known, he had been on the throne of Great Britain and Ireland since 1760. His successor, proclaimed on 5 February, was
         George IV who, as Prince Regent, had been a much despised byword for profligacy and immorality. His past did not augur well
         for his reign, nor did he show any signs, like Prince Hal, of turning over a new leaf on attaining the crown. Ash Wednesday,
         16 February, was a day of national mourning, therefore, not just officially for the old king, who was buried on that day, but
         also unofficially for the new; all the shops and places of business were closed and special services were held in the churches
         and chapels throughout the land.119

      
      The country was also in a period of deep depression, particularly in the late winter of 1820, when huge public subscriptions
         for the relief of the poor did little more than provide temporary alleviation to tide over the worst of the distress.120 Violent uprisings were daily expected: indeed, Elizabeth Firth’s diary records how on Good Friday, ‘We sat up expecting the
         Radicals.’ The fears were real enough, though no doubt exaggerated by Patrick’s frightening tales of the Luddites. Elizabeth
         Firth’s son later told how Patrick ‘used to come in to Kipping & frighten my mother & her step mother with tales of the outrages
         past or probable. But when they came there they only asked for bread, & that given, went off peaceably’.121

      
      It was hardly an auspicious time to move to Haworth but this had now become a necessity; Patrick was clearly going to be accepted
         in his new post and some permanent provision had to be made for his old one. On 5 March, the extended family and their friends
         gathered for the last time in the Old Bell Chapel at Thornton to witness the baptism of Anne Brontë. William Morgan officiated
         and Elizabeth Firth and her great friend Fanny Outhwaite, daughter and sister of two leading surgeons in Bradford, who had
         been present at the first dinner at Kipping House attended by the Brontës, stood as godmothers.122 On 5 April, Elizabeth Firth said her farewells as she was about to depart on a visit and would miss the Brontës’ departure.
         Finally, some time between 10 and 20 April, the contents of the parsonage on Market Street were packed on two flat wagons,
         sent over from Stanbury for the purpose by Stephen Taylor, and the Brontës set out for what was to be their final home.123

   



      
      
      Chapter Four

      
      A STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND
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      In her Life of Charlotte Brontë, Mrs Gaskell declared, quite correctly,
      

      
      
         For a right understanding of the life of my dear friend, Charlotte Brontë, it appears to me more necessary in her case than
            in most others, that the reader should be made acquainted with the peculiar forms of population and society amidst which her
            earliest years were passed . . .1

      

      
      The Brontë novels have held such an honoured place in the corpus of English literature for so long that it is difficult today
         to conceive the shock and moral outrage that greeted their first publication. Jane Eyre, Wuthering Heights and The Tenant of Wildfell Hall, in particular, flouted almost every convention. It was not simply the unprecedented passion with which they were written
         that dismayed the critics: the stories and characters, too, displayed all those qualities which polite Victorians most feared
         – a disregard for social niceties, an obsession (as it was seen then) with violence, cruelty and vice, and a complete lack of that satisfying morality which doled out rewards to the innocent and good and punished those
         who had done wrong. To quote a random selection of snippets from contemporary reviews: Jane Eyre combines ‘masculine hardness, coarseness, and freedom of expression’, Mr Rochester possesses ‘the profanity, brutality, and
         slang of the misanthropic profligate’ and the whole book expresses ‘a total ignorance of the habits of society, a great coarseness
         of taste, and a heathenish doctrine of religion’; Wuthering Heights is ‘coarse and loathsome’, showing the ‘brutalizing influence of unchecked passion’ and ‘there is such a general roughness
         and savageness . . . as never should be found in a work of art’; The Tenant of Wildfell Hall brings the reader ‘into the closest possible proximity with naked vice, and there are conversations such as we had hoped
         never to see printed in English’.2 G. H. Lewes neatly summed up the reaction: ‘Books, coarse even for men, coarse in language and coarse in conception, the coarseness
         apparently of violence and uncultivated men –’.3

      
      Charlotte was stung by the venom of the reviews into a defence of her sisters: in her preface to the reissue of their novels,
         published after both were dead, she portrayed them as quiet, naive and simple spinsters, living a dull, inoffensive life of
         feminine piety and duty in the isolation of ‘a remote district where education had made little progress, and where, consequently,
         there was no inducement to seek social intercourse beyond our own domestic circle . . .’4

      
      Mrs Gaskell followed Charlotte’s cue and sought to explain the ‘coarseness’ of the Brontës’ writings as being the result of
         their own innocence and the peculiarities of their isolation in the primitive surroundings of the provinces. For Mrs Gaskell
         the Brontës’ Haworth is still the Haworth of the 1700s where life is ‘nasty, brutish and short’.5 Village life is dominated by drunkenness and profligacy, with football matches and horse races on the Sabbath and drunken
         orgies at wedding and funeral feasts. There is much colourful quotation from the Life of William Grimshaw, a minister of Haworth in the middle of the eighteenth century, who was perhaps most famous for giving out a long psalm during
         his services so that he had time to go round the village public houses and horsewhip the sinners into church. Even the wealthier
         and more educated classes are no better: a local squire orders an arrangement of mirrors on his deathbed so that, though unable
         to move, he can still view his favourite cocks fighting in his bed-chamber. The weirdness of the wild, rough men of Haworth,
         with their ‘repellent’ air of independence, dogged power of will and strange grim sense of humour, is accentuated by the incomprehensible dialect they speak. These eccentric characters, Mrs Gaskell does not fail
         to point out, are the raw material of Wuthering Heights and The Tenant of Wildfell Hall.6

      
      This view of Haworth was accepted unquestioningly at the time. ‘For practical purposes’, the Christian Remembrancer declared, ‘[Charlotte Brontë] lived in a less refined age than our own. Her early experience is drawn from a society a hundred
         years behindhand in these matters.’ This was hardly surprising, given that Mrs Gaskell’s main source was, as she herself admitted,
         the biography of a ‘clergyman 100 years ago at Haworth’.7 Yet the accuracy of her portrayal of Haworth has never been questioned. Her wonderfully evocative picture of a family of genius,
         growing up in physical and social isolation, excluded from all the normal preoccupations of ordinary life, let alone genteel
         society, has become the essence of Brontë mythology.
      

      
      It comes as something of a shock to discover that historic Haworth was a dramatically different place from the one of popular
         legend. Mrs Gaskell’s description may be a fairly accurate picture of Haworth in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries,
         but it completely ignores the Industrial Revolution and the major impact it had had on life in the nineteenth-century township.
         ‘Isolated’, ‘solitary’, ‘lonely’ are the epithets on every page. But in reality, Haworth was a busy, industrial township,
         not some remote rural village of Brigadoon-style fantasy. What is more, the period of Patrick Brontë’s ministry there, from 1820 to 1861, saw some of the fastest growth
         and biggest changes that were to take place in Haworth and the surrounding area. The population of the chapelry had already
         risen by over seventeen per cent in the years 1811 to 1821. By 1821, there were 4668 inhabitants, a figure that was to increase
         by over thirty-three per cent in the next twenty years. The population increased by a quarter during Patrick’s first decade
         of residence alone.8

      
      Haworth was equidistant from three major towns, lying about a dozen miles away from Bradford to the east, Halifax to the south
         and Burnley to the west, over the border in Lancashire. The nearest large town, Keighley, was only some three or four miles
         away down the Worth Valley, but, historically, Haworth’s affiliations were much stronger with Bradford, because it fell within
         that parish, and Halifax, because of the trading links. Though small by comparison with these places, Haworth was important
         for several reasons. First of all, it lay on one of the main routes between Yorkshire and Lancashire, so there was a substantial
         volume of traffic passing continually through the township. Most of the business was connected with the wool trade, raw wool going on to Bradford to be treated
         and then to Halifax or Huddersfield to be made into cloth; there was also a substantial border manufacture, based at Hebden
         Bridge, of needlecord and moleskin, which were made from a combination of wool and cotton.
      

      
      Secondly, its position in the hills above Keighley and Bradford gave it an ample supply of water so it was an ideal place
         to site factories. The mills built along the River Worth were among the first in Yorkshire and, despite its rural reputation,
         there were already nineteen small textile mills in the township when the Brontës arrived. These increased rapidly in size
         during Patrick’s incumbency, due to the advent of mechanized combing and weaving, and by 1850 there were even three in Haworth
         itself: Mytholmes, employing thirty-nine hands, Sugden’s with one hundred and thirty-four employees and the newly built Butterfield’s
         which had between nine hundred and a thousand men, women and children on its books.9 Those inhabitants who were not directly employed in the mills were involved in various trades, most of them connected with
         wool. As at Thornton and Hartshead, there were large numbers of hand-loom weavers working in their own homes but there was
         also a very substantial cottage industry of wool-combing. This involved the creation of great amounts of heat and steam in
         confined quarters and was a major contributor to ill health in the town. Haworth was therefore in the unusual position of being
         able to run its own worsted trade from start to finish. The staplers sorted and graded wool brought in from the outlying farms,
         wool-combers carded and combed it in their cottages, top manufacturers gathered the long fibres into coils of even length ready
         for the yarn spinners to turn it into thread, which, in turn, was passed on to the worsted manufacturers who turned it into
         cloth. The noils, or shorter fibres, which were of a lower grade than the tops used in worsted manufacturing, were sold on
         to woollen mills.10

      
      Quarrying the sandstone of the surrounding hills provided further employment. There were also many small farms cultivating
         oats, the only crop that would grow eight hundred feet up in the acidic peat soil of the Pennines, and keeping livestock,
         principally cows, but also some sheep and the pigs for which the district was famous. In the village itself there were respectable
         numbers of professional people and tradesmen: Haworth boasted its own resident surgeon, Thomas Andrew, a wine and spirit merchant,
         William Thomas, and a clockmaker, James Barraclough. In addition there were five butchers, two confectioners, eleven grocers
         and three cabinetmakers; six public houses served the needs of the travellers passing through as well as providing rooms and
         dinners for the various meetings of inhabitants of the town.11

      
      As at Thornton, Patrick had to minister to the needs of a large and rapidly increasing population spread out over many miles
         of open countryside. Stanbury, to the west, and Oxenhope to the south, were both less than three miles from Haworth but the
         church registers show that places as far away as Trawden, eight miles away to the west on the Lancashire side of the border,
         not to mention Cullingworth to the east and Oakworth to the north, occasionally fell within his ambit. The chapelry of Haworth,
         bordering the parishes of Bradford and Halifax, effectively covered the whole sweep of moorland between Heptonstall, Keighley
         and his old chapelry of Thornton.
      

      
      As the Brontës travelled the five miles from Thornton to Haworth in April 1820 they would have observed that the moorland grew
         wilder, with less land under cultivation, and that the hills grew steeper. Whether they travelled by Denholme and Oxenhope
         and then along the river valley into Haworth or by Wilsden and Cullingworth over Brow Moor,12 they would have had the opportunity to pause on the crest of a hill to see the whole of the chapelry spread out before them.
         To those who love bleak and dramatic scenery there is something almost heart-wrenching in the beauty of the sweep of moorlands
         round Haworth. The great hills rise, one after another, horizon beyond horizon: as Mrs Gaskell described it to a friend after
         her first visit to Haworth, ‘the sinuous hills seemed to girdle the world like the great Norse serpent, and for my part I don’t
         know if they don’t stretch up to the North Pole’.13 Apart from a few short weeks in September, when the moors are covered with the purple bloom of the heather and the air is
         heavy with its scent, the predominant colours of the landscape are an infinite variety of subtle shades of brown, green and
         grey. There are no hedgerows and the few trees which brave the elements on the skyline are stunted and grow aslant, bent under
         the power of the prevailing wind. The whole landscape is in thrall to the sky, which is rarely cloudless and constantly changing;
         each season it absorbs a peculiar and different quality of light and the wind sends cloud-shadows dancing or creeping over
         the hills, according to mood. Whether the sun shines or there is snow or rain, there is always a wind at Haworth; the days
         in the year when it is still are so exceptional as to cause comment. Even the field walls, which stake man’s claim to earn
         a living from a hostile and acquisitive landscape, are of dry-stone construction so as to offer less resistance to the wind which passes safely through the gaps. The buildings, too, are made of stone to withstand
         the wind: stone walls, stone-flagged roofs and stone-mullioned windows. Built low and solid, the scattered farmsteads and
         cottages, which huddle together as if seeking protection from the onslaught of the elements, seem to be a part of the natural
         landscape.
      

      
      Much of the scenery remains as it was in the Brontës’ day, but the insatiable greed of the twenty-first century is swallowing
         it up at a frightening pace. The narrow valleys were heavily wooded then but are now rapidly filling with housing estates;
         the River Worth and its tributaries, once powerful enough to drive the machinery that provided employment for most of the
         population, are considerably depleted by the building of reservoirs on the tops; even the very moors are under threat as giant
         wind turbines stalk the horizons, invading the wilderness and destroying the blanket bog upon which so much once familiar,
         but now rare wildlife depends.
      

      
      Haworth itself has become a monument to the grosser excesses of the tourism industry: the village, surrounded by a sea of
         carparks, is often choked with coaches and cars; the shops and cafés, with a few honourable exceptions serving the people
         who live there, are full of tat, prostituting the Brontë name. It is the power of the legend, not the reality, that continues
         to lure the visitor to Haworth.
      

      
      It requires some perseverance to find the remnants of the Brontës’ Haworth,14 though the distinctive shape of Main Street is still clearly visible, the houses following the contour of the road which snakes
         up the hill to the church. Tucked away in the valley bottom are some of the mills on which the local economy depended: Ebor
         Mill, owned for many generations by the Merrall family, and the vast complex of Bridgehouse Mills. Just above the latter and
         set well back from the road in several acres of grounds, now considerably reduced by new building, stands Woodlands, perhaps
         the most gracious mill owner’s house in early nineteenth-century Haworth. It had a chequered history, changing hands according
         to the fortunes of trade.15

      
      From Bridgehouse the road begins to climb steeply and is lined with late-nineteenth-century cottages which overlook open fields
         where Haworth Fair was held in the Brontë era. Just below the junction with the bottom of Main Street was the old toll gate,
         its site marked by a white milestone in the wall; travellers, carriers and even pedestrians and animal droves were stopped
         at the toll gates and charged for the right to continue their journey. At the junction itself the large, stone-built Hall Green Baptist Chapel, built in 1824, stands facing Haworth Old
         Hall, a seventeenth-century manor house which was divided into tenements in the Brontës’ day. In front of the Old Hall, just
         along Sun Street, then known as Stubbing Lane, was the old village green and beyond that was a ducking well for nagging wives:
         both have long since disappeared. Sun Street is little changed, its cottages petering out as the road climbs along and up
         the hill, past the old Haworth Grammar School, to Marsh and Oxenhope.16

      
      A row of houses near the bottom of Main Street was demolished in the 1960s, but once past this point it remains much the same
         as it was in the Brontës’ day. On each side of the road there is an unbroken stretch of two-storey cottages jostling for position
         with three-storey houses; most of them date from the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. The small frontages are deceptive,
         particularly on the lower side of Main Street, where the hill falls away so steeply that a house with only two or three storeys
         fronting the street sometimes has five or six storeys behind. Invariably built of stone, begrimed with the factory smoke and
         peat fires of many generations, the houses seem to crowd in over the narrow street separating them. The road itself, from Bridgehouse
         to the top of Main Street, was once paved with setts, rectangular blocks of stone larger and flatter than cobbles but much
         smaller than flags, though only the Main Street section has escaped tarmac today.17 The hill rises so steeply that many of the shops and houses are only accessible by a series of steps and raised pavements
         built two or three feet above the road.
      

      
      As late as 1850, there were still no sewers and few covered drains; the surface water, combined with household waste and what
         a report into the sanitation of Haworth politely called the ‘effluvium’ of privies and middensteads, ran along open channels
         and gutters down the streets. The alleys and sidestreets which once honeycombed the lower side and top of Main Street were
         simply narrow dirt tracks, six to eight feet wide, with a pavement of stone flags to keep the pedestrian out of the muck.18

      
      These have long gone and, as recently as the 1960s, so have the jumble of cottages, built round cobbled yards and reached
         by narrow alleyways and ginnels, which once covered the triangle of land at the top of Main Street between Changegate, West
         Lane and Back Lane (now North Street) and the hillside below.19 This was the most populous part of Haworth in the nineteenth century where the working classes lived, the shopkeepers and
         professionals preferring the larger houses in Main Street and the outskirts of the town. Most of the cottages were back-to-back and many had stone stairs and railed landings outside, with doors, separately
         numbered, at this level and in the cellar, indicating that, small though they were, they were shared by several families.
         The cellar dwellings, of which there were twenty-five in Haworth in 1850, consisted of just two rooms: damp, because they were
         below street level and poorly ventilated; one room would serve as a wool-combing shop, the other as kitchen, living room and
         bedroom for six or seven people.20

      
      Ill health was exacerbated by the poor quality of the water supply. By 1850 there were eleven pumps, only nine of which were
         in use, and seven wells (one belonging to the parsonage) of which only two were public. One hundred and fifty inhabitants were
         dependent on the supply from Head Well which, in summer, ran so slowly that the poor had to start queuing there at two or
         three o’clock in the morning in order to get their water for the Monday wash; sometimes it ran so green and putrid that even
         the cattle refused to drink it. The water was tainted by the overflow from the middensteads, which every house with access
         to a back yard seems to have possessed. These were walled enclosures into which all the solid household waste was thrown,
         including offal, ashes and the refuse of the privies. Every now and again, the local farmers would come round and take away
         the contents to spread on the fields, but sometimes the tips were overflowing, as in the case of the druggist’s house where
         the midden-stead was actually against the back wall of the house and was piled up to the height of the larder window.21 There was not a single water closet in the whole of Haworth and only sixty-nine privies: some two dozen houses, including
         the parsonage, had their own, but most households had to share and there were at least two instances where twenty-four households
         were sharing a single privy. The 1850 report notes that
      

      
      
         Two of the privies used, by a dozen families each, are in the public street, not only within view of the houses, but exposed
            to the gaze of passers by, whilst a third, as though even such a situation were too private, is perched upon an eminence,
            commanding the whole length of the main street.22

      

      
      It was no surprise to the inspector to find that the mortality rates in Haworth rivalled those in the worst districts of London:
         in Haworth, as Patrick was soon to discover, over forty-one per cent of children died before reaching their sixth birthday
         and the average age at death was twenty-five. His own bereavements were no worse than those suffered by his parishioners.23

      
      At the top of Main Street the road widens and divides into West Lane and Changegate. Among the houses and cottages are old
         warehouses three or four storeys high, with winches and pulleys set in the gables: here the wool, at varying stages of treatment,
         was stored. This part of Haworth is also notable for a remarkable number of public houses, perhaps to serve pedestrians who
         have slogged the three-quarters of a mile up the hill from the valley bottom. At the foot of the church steps is the Black
         Bull, notorious as the supposed haunt of Branwell Brontë, which then boasted its own barn, stables and brew-house; facing
         it is the King’s Arms, where the manorial courts of Haworth were held.24

      
      There has been a church, or more properly, a chapel-of-ease, in Haworth since medieval times, but the building during Patrick’s
         ministry was substantially one of the eighteenth century. Only fifty-seven feet long and thirty-two feet wide internally, it
         was demolished in 1879 and swallowed up in a new church thirty-six feet longer and twenty feet wider; only the tower, with
         the addition of an extra few feet above the second window to take the clock, remains from the original church.25 The old church had a double gabled roof with three arched windows in the gables facing out over the top of Haworth; on each
         side of the church there were six similar arched windows, all set with eighteenth-century glazing bars rather than leaded
         lights. With so many large windows, the interior should have been light and airy but, over the years, as the population increased,
         wooden galleries were built which effectively blocked out much of the light. On the north side, a butcher’s shop and house,
         back kitchen, stable and privy belonging to Joseph Hartley stood so close to the church that they blocked up the windows and
         created what the parish clerk euphemistically called ‘an intolerable nuisance’.26

      
      A row of pillars, supporting the roof, ran down the centre of the church and every available space was filled with waist-high
         box pews, each one painted with the name and address of its owner, who paid for the privilege of sitting in that particular
         pew for each of the three Sunday services. The square Brontë pew, with its green baize seats and worn hassocks, was on the
         east wall, next to the altar, and the two were uncomfortably crammed in beneath the organ loft. Charlotte apparently preferred
         the corner seat, even though it meant she sat with her back to the pulpit, perhaps because it avoided the problem of facing
         the rest of the congregation.27

      
      
      To maintain some sort of order and so that the congregation could be seen by the officiating minister, there was a high, three-decker
         wooden pulpit on the south wall. Above the third level there was a sounding board, on the underside of which was painted ‘I
         determined not to know anything among you, save Jesus Christ, and him crucified. – I Cor. 2.2. For to me, to live is Christ,
         and to die is gain. – Ph. 1.21. William Grimshaw A. B. Minister 1742’.28 The parish clerk, who had to make the responses and lead the congregation through the services, sat at the lowest level; above
         him sat the minister who conducted the service from that level and then went up to the third level to read the Gospel and
         preach his sermon. The dominance of the pulpit, rather than the altar, in the arrangement of the church reflected the fact
         that, at that time, the sermon was the central part of the service and communion was taken much less frequently than it is
         today. Despite being directly under the eagle eye of the clerk and minister, the congregation sometimes grew restive listening
         to a service which most of them, being virtually illiterate, could not follow in the prayer books. Ellen Nussey, Charlotte’s
         schoolfriend, visiting in 1833, gives a wonderful description of a service:
      

      
      
         The people assembled, but it was apparently to listen, any part beyond that was quite out of their reckoning. All through
            the Prayers a stolid look of apathy was fixed in the generality of their faces, then they sat or leaned in their pews; (some
            few perhaps were resting after a long walk over the moors). The children from the school pattered in after service had commenced,
            and pattered out again before the sermon. <began> The sexton with a long staff continually walked round in the aisles ‘knobbing’
            sleepers when he dare, shaking his head at and threatening unruly children, but when the sermon began there was a change,
            attitudes took the listening form, eyes were turned on the speaker. It was curious now to note <to note> the expression, a
            rustic untaught intelligence gleamed in their faces, in some a daring doubting questioning look as if the lips would like
            to say something defiant.29

      

      
      Aware of the limitations of his congregation, Patrick usually preached extempore, setting his watch out before him and preaching
         for exactly one hour; he tended to choose texts from the Gospels and addressed his audience with that ‘simple, yet dignified
         air, not inaccessible to the poorest, and most illiterate hearer’ which he himself had praised in The Maid of Killarney.30

      
      
      The church, dedicated to St Michael and All Angels, was only a stone’s throw from the National Church Sunday School which
         Patrick had built, and which still stands on the other side of Church Lane, facing the churchyard. The schoolroom was a low,
         small, single-storey building, with a bell (now replaced by a cross) at the top end. Just above the schoolroom was a low stone
         barn belonging to the King’s Arms but rented by the sexton and his sons to pursue their trade as stonemasons.31 At the top end of Church Lane, the highest point in the village itself, stands the parsonage. Within this comparatively small
         area, around the churchyard, all the most important elements of Patrick Brontë’s life were brought together: his faith represented
         by the church, his belief in education represented by the school, and his family represented by their home of forty-one years.
      

      
      In 1820 the parsonage was virtually the last house in the village; it faced down into Haworth but at the back it looked over
         the miles of open moorland where Yorkshire meets Lancashire. Today it has been surrounded by carparks and modern housing
         and there is only one window (and that not in the original Brontë home) from which the moors can still be glimpsed. The greater
         part of the churchyard, where 44,000 burials are said to have taken place, was closed in 1856; the trees, planted eight years
         later to help disperse the corpses, now obscure the views over Haworth towards Brow Moor, Oakworth Moor and Steeton Moor.32 Visitors today understandably receive the impression that the outlook of the house was dominated by the churchyard but, from
         their vantage point at the parsonage, the Brontës would have looked not down at the churchyard but across and up to the sweep
         of moorland hills stretching as far as the Yorkshire Dales: even Mrs Gaskell, who preferred the softer scenery of her native
         Cheshire, was moved to comment, on her visit to the parsonage in September 1853, that the view from the sitting room and her
         bedroom above it ‘was really beautiful in certain lights, moon-light especially’. She also found the exposed position of the
         house rather unsettling: ‘The wind goes piping and wailing and sobbing round the square unsheltered house in a very strange
         unearthly way.’33

      
      The main part of the parsonage is little changed from when the Brontës lived there. A low, grey-stone, rather elegant house,
         built in 1779, it has simplicity and symmetry: its frontage, facing the church, has a central doorway with pilasters and pediment,
         two long Georgian sashed windows with glazing bars on each side and five on the floor above. At the rear of the house there
         were stone-mullioned windows, now gone, and a large arched window on the stairs which still remains.34 At some stage, though when is not known, Patrick had a large wash kitchen built on the back of the house on the side nearest Church Lane; in the back yard
         was the privy, a two-seater with large and small seats for adults and children, and a well, fed by spring water running off
         the moor.35

      
      The entrance from Church Lane was a gate, set in the wall which ran round the perimeter of the yard and the square garden
         plot at the front which occupied an area slightly larger than the house.36 The Brontës were not enthusiastic gardeners and the constant war against the elements did not encourage growth in anything
         except the green moss which thrives on the damp stone and soil. There were a few fruit bushes, some straggling lilacs, thorns
         and elders and a semicircular gravel walk; in the narrow flowerbed under the windows of the house Emily, prompted by Ellen
         Nussey, attempted to grow cornflowers and Sicilian peas, but there was no sign of life there when Mrs Gaskell visited in 1853.37

      
      Though the garden was neglected, the house was not. Mrs Gaskell commented that

      
      
         Everything about the place tells of the most dainty order, the most exquisite cleanliness. The door-steps are spotless; the
            small old-fashioned window-panes glitter like looking-glass. Inside and outside of that house cleanliness goes up into its
            essence, purity.38

      

      
      By the time Mrs Gaskell visited, Charlotte, her father and their servants, Tabitha Aykroyd and Martha Brown, were the only
         inhabitants of the parsonage and substantial changes had been made to its fabric and decoration. Ellen Nussey, visiting Haworth
         for the first time some twenty years earlier, also found the parsonage scrupulously clean but considerably more austere. There
         were no curtains at the windows because, she said, of Patrick’s fear of fire39 though internal wooden shutters more than adequately supplied their place.
      

      
      
         There was not much carpet any where except in the Sitting room, & and [sic] on the centre of the Study floor. The hall floor
            and stairs were done with sand stone, always beautifully clean as everything about the house was, the walls were not papered
            but coloured in a pretty dove-coloured tint, hair-seated chairs and mahogany tables, book-shelves in the Study but not many
            of these elsewhere. Scant and bare indeed many will say, yet it was not a scantness that made itself felt—40

      

      
      
      No doubt the austerity was more evident because of the stone-flagged floors, which extended beyond the kitchen to all the
         downstairs rooms. The two larger rooms at the front of the house were the main living rooms; the one on the left of the hall
         became the family dining room, or parlour, as Mrs Gaskell called it, and the one on the right became Patrick’s study. Behind
         the dining room was a small storeroom, also used as a pantry, and behind the study was the kitchen with a large cooking range
         built into the chimney. A passageway, giving access through the back door to the yard, eventually separated this kitchen from
         the wash kitchen added by Patrick. Upstairs, the basic room layout was the same, with two larger bedrooms at the front and
         two smaller ones at the back: over the hall was the little room which the Brontë servants called ‘the children’s study’. There
         were no attic rooms but there was a double-vaulted cellar beneath the house, reached from the hall by a flight of stone stairs.
      

      
      To this house, provided free of rent by the trustees of the church lands, Patrick brought his wife, six small children and
         two servants in April 1820. Though Mrs Gaskell and probably every visitor after her wondered where on earth they all slept,41 the house was larger and better proportioned than the parsonage at Thornton: it also had the all-important addition of a comparatively
         large garden where the children could play safely, well away from a busy main thoroughfare. While the children settled happily
         into their new home, Patrick and, to a lesser extent, Maria had to face an uncertain reception. As Patrick later told his
         friend and former vicar, John Buckworth: ‘When I first came to this place, though the angry winds which had been previously
         excited, were hushed, the troubled sea was still agitated, and the vessel required a cautious and steady hand at the helm.’42

      
      Patrick launched into his new duties with his customary conscientious fervour, performing burials on 20, 21 and 22 April,
         followed by four baptisms and two marriages on the 23rd and two more marriages on the 24th, which, as the official birthday
         of the new king, was celebrated by ringing the church bells. Thereafter, he settled into a steady routine of duty. Over the
         first ten years of his ministry he had to take an average of 290 baptisms a year, the equivalent of more than five a week. There
         were so many baptisms that he was unable to perform them all during the Sunday services and a large proportion of his time,
         week in and week out, was taken up with christenings. The high numbers owed something to his own missionary zeal, as well
         as the birth rate in the chapelry: the registers show that multiple baptisms were commonplace and that baptisms of between
         fifteen and thirty children a day were not uncommon. As many of these were older brothers and sisters being baptized at the same time
         as the infant, it would seem that Patrick made a point of visiting parents at the time of birth and persuading them to have
         all their children christened. The high number of bastard children he baptized also suggests that, while condemning the immorality
         that had begotten them, he did not extend his condemnation to the children themselves.43

      
      The high birth rate in the chapelry was matched by a high mortality rate: in the same period, 1820 to 1830, Patrick conducted,
         on average, 111 burials a year, rising in 1824 and 1830 to 140. Even the marriages ran at the comparatively high rate of about
         twenty-eight a year, with a surprising number of minors being married with their parents’ consent. No doubt many of these
         took place because a baby was on the way but, with life expectancy so low, marriages did take place at an earlier age than
         today.44

      
      Patrick faced an immense task in Haworth, especially compared with his previous ministry. Though the population was only one
         eighth as big again as that of Thornton, Patrick had to perform – singlehandedly – more than double the number of burials
         and marriages and nearly seven times as many baptisms as he had had to carry out in Thornton. Faced with such a relentless
         round of official duty, it was remarkable that Patrick found any time for visiting the sick, dying and bereaved in the far-flung
         corners of his chapelry.
      

      
      Nevertheless, Patrick made it clear, right from the start of his ministry at Haworth, that he cared deeply about the plight
         of his parishioners and that he would be active on their behalf. It was not simply their spiritual welfare that concerned
         him but also their physical needs and he was to prove an indefatigable campaigner on their behalf. On 6 June 1820, for instance,
         he assisted the overseer of the poor in drawing up a petition addressed to the committee of the charity at Harrogate responsible
         for enabling ‘the Afflicted and Distressed Poor’ to receive the spa waters there. The petition, which Patrick was the first
         to sign, stated that James Parker, a wool-comber of Haworth, had been unable to provide for his family because of unemployment
         and a severe scorbutic complaint and requested financial assistance to enable him to take the waters at Harrogate in the hope
         of either relieving or curing his condition.45

      
      On the same day that he signed the petition, Patrick travelled over to Thornton, where he stayed the night at Kipping House
         so that early the next morning he could go into Bradford for the annual visitation of the diocese. He was to break his journey
         into Bradford by staying overnight at Kipping House several times over the next few months, but it was not until 8 September that Elizabeth Firth and her father
         braved the journey to Haworth to dine with the Brontës in their new home.46 This was to be the first and last time that the two families would meet at Haworth for, at the beginning of December, Mr Firth
         fell ill. Patrick visited him on the 13th and again on the 21st, when it became clear that his friend was dying. He was in
         deep depression of spirits, but Patrick comforted him and ‘By God’s blessing and Mr Brontë’s conversation [he] became more
         happy’, spending all the following day in ‘holy ecstacies’. On 27 December, he died.47

      
      The new year of 1821 began sorrowfully enough as Patrick returned to Thornton on 2 January 1821 to officiate at the burial,
         but this was as nothing compared with the grief that was to come.48 Shortly after his return home, on 29 January, Maria, his wife, was suddenly taken dangerously ill. It was obvious from the
         start that her illness was mortal and Patrick was at his wits’ end, expecting her imminent demise ‘During every week and almost
         every day’ of the seven and a half months it took her to die. Patrick called in Thomas Andrew, the local surgeon, and consulted
         several other medical men ‘but all their skill was in vain’. She had cancer, probably of the uterus, and there was little
         anyone could do to help her.49 Nevertheless, Patrick bought the medicines and tried every remedy available, noting in his copy of Graham’s Modern Domestic Medicine, purchased a few years later, in the margin of the pages on cancer that ‘Drinking a table spoonful of brandy, & water \and
         salt,/ four times a day, and bathing with this mixture; the parts affected, is said to be good for a cancer’. Beneath this
         he added the grim postscript: ‘This remains to be proved – B.’ He may even have called in a surgeon in a vain effort to save
         his wife for, having noted that excision was the surest method of removing cancer in its earliest stages, he went on to write,
         ‘As I have read, and seen, sometimes but not always – when a cancer, is radically cut out in one part, it breaks out in another
         – B.’50

      
      As Maria gradually grew weaker and needed more care than Patrick’s duties would permit him to give her, he was forced to employ
         a nurse. She bathed and tended the invalid during the day but it was Patrick, and Patrick alone, who nursed his ‘beloved sufferer’
         during the long, lonely hours of the night.51 Though his heart cannot have been in his work and he must have been exhausted, mentally and physically, by the strain of
         Maria’s illness, Patrick was meticulous in performing his ministerial duties. Throughout the long, terrible months, until
         Maria died, he missed only one burial out of sixty-three and two baptisms out of 192, performing all twenty-one marriages.52

      
      
      Torn between the relentless round of his duties and the long hours spent nursing his wife, Patrick felt the loneliness of
         his situation for the first time. ‘Had I been at D[ewsbury] I should not have wanted kind friends;’ he told John Buckworth,
         ‘had I been at H[artshead], I should have seen them, and others, occasionally; or had I been at T[hornton], a family there,
         who were ever truly kind, would have soothed my sorrows; but I was at [Haworth], a stranger in a strange land.’53

      
      This was a pardonable exaggeration. Though it was not the same as having her just down the road in Thornton, Elizabeth Firth
         came over several times to visit the stricken household. On 9 February she found Maria ‘very poorly’ so she came again on
         21 February and in March. When she could not visit in person, she wrote. Even more kindly, and demonstrating the practical
         consideration that Patrick needed so much, she arrived in Haworth on 26 May in a post chaise with her friend and fellow godmother
         to the Brontë children, Fanny Outhwaite. The two ladies carried off the young Maria and Elizabeth, taking them back to Kipping
         House for a month.54

      
      If Elizabeth Firth did so much to help, it is inconceivable that Maria’s relatives, the Morgans and the Fennells, did not
         offer some assistance.55 Though both William Morgan and John Fennell were heavily committed in their own parishes and could offer Patrick no assistance
         in his ministerial duties, they must have visited the family in their plight. The sheer distances involved, however, meant
         that those to whom the Brontës were closest were unable to be in constant attendance. After only eight months in Haworth,
         and those spent in difficult circumstances trying to heal the differences that had arisen over Patrick’s appointment, the Brontës
         were not yet on intimate terms with anyone in the town. The situation was not improved by the fact that Patrick was too proud
         to admit that he was in trouble and that he needed help.56 Despite this, the family was still shown kindness by, for example, the Greenwoods of Bridge House, who were ‘remarkably attentive
         and kind to Mrs Brontë in her illness, and . . . paid the children the attention of asking them occasionally to tea’.57 If the Greenwoods, who were Particular Baptists and had no obligation to the family, responded in the crisis, it seems unlikely
         that members of Patrick’s own congregation and his supporters among the trustees would not have assisted their minister.
      

      
      For Patrick the lowest point came on ‘a gloomy day, a day of clouds and darkness’, when Maria seemed at death’s door, lying
         cold and silent, hardly seeming to notice what was happening around her. That day, three of the children were taken ill with scarlet fever. As if
         Patrick had not already enough to bear, the next day, the other three were also taken ill with the same infection. Scarlet
         fever was then a mortal sickness, so death threatened not only his wife but all six of his children. His faith severely tested
         by the trials he was forced to endure, Patrick nearly broke under the weight of ‘the greatest load of sorrows that ever pressed
         on me’ and prayed for relief. It came. All the children recovered, Maria’s condition improved slightly and a few weeks later,
         her sister, Elizabeth Branwell, arrived from Penzance to help.58

      
      Aunt Branwell’s arrival was a godsend: she was not only an affectionate relative who could truly sympathize but also a competent
         and efficient manager. The nurse, Martha Wright, could be dismissed and Maria given over to her sister’s loving care; for Patrick
         particularly, there was relief in having someone who loved his wife to tend her and an adult to whom he could talk. Elizabeth’s
         presence ‘afforded great comfort to my mind, which has been the case ever since, by sharing my labours and sorrows, and behaving
         as an affectionate mother to my children’.59

      
      The sense of impending doom cannot have been helped by the death of Queen Caroline, wife of George IV, on 7 August; the paraphernalia
         of public mourning were everywhere to be seen and even Patrick’s pulpit had to be draped in funereal black as if in preparation
         for the death that had to come. At the end of the month there came further sad news: his old friend and first patron, Thomas
         Tighe, had died in Ireland on 21 August.60 Maria’s own condition was fast deteriorating:
      

      
      
         Death pursued her unrelentingly. Her constitution was enfeebled, and her frame wasted daily; and after above seven months
            of more agonizing pain than I ever saw anyone endure, she fell asleep in Jesus, and her soul took its flight to the mansions
            of glory. During many years, she had walked with God; but the great enemy, envying her life of holiness, often disturbed her
            mind in the last conflict. Still, in general, she had peace and joy in believing; and died, if not triumphantly, at least
            calmly, and with a holy, yet humble confidence, that Christ was her Saviour, and heaven her eternal home.61

      

      
      It must have added considerably to Patrick’s mental anguish that the gentle and pious woman he loved so much was unable to
         die ‘triumphantly’ as a good Evangelical should. In one of her love letters she had once told him that her heart was more ready to attach itself to earth than to heaven. As she lay dying it was the thought
         of her soon-to-be motherless children which tormented her, rather than her own spiritual plight. The nurse had heard her
         crying out continually, ‘Oh God my poor children – oh God my poor children!’62 On 15 September 1821, Maria died, as she had lived, in the midst of her family. Patrick and her sister sat on either side
         of her bed and the children, the eldest of whom was only seven years old, the youngest not yet two, stood at the foot of the
         bed with Sarah Garrs, their nursemaid.63

      
      For two weeks Patrick was prostrate with grief and unable to perform his duties. William Anderton, who had officiated during
         the vacancy at Haworth, stepped into the breach again but Patrick called on his old friend, William Morgan, who, in happier
         times, had married Patrick and Maria and christened four of their six children, to officiate at Maria’s funeral. On Saturday,
         22 September, Maria was buried in the vault near the altar under Haworth Church. She was thirty-eight years old.64

      
      
         And when my dear wife was dead, and buried, and gone, and when I missed her at every corner, and when her memory was hourly
            revived by the innocent, yet distressing prattle, of my children, I do assure you, my dear Sir, from what I felt, I was happy
            in the recollection, that to sorrow, not as those without hope, was no sin; that our Lord himself had wept over his departed
            friend; and that he had promised us grace and strength sufficient for such a day.65

      

      
      Whatever may have been his personal inclination, Patrick could not afford the indulgence of shutting himself away to mourn
         his loss. Within a week of his wife’s funeral he was again performing all the official duties required of him, even though
         there were moments when the tide of grief threatened to overwhelm him. He had serious financial problems, too, for Maria’s
         illness, the medication, the doctors and the nurse, had all required a large expenditure which Patrick had given unstintingly
         and, in the process, left himself deeply in debt. Maria’s annuity, which had provided the comfortable sum of fifty pounds per
         annum, ceased on her death and was not transferable to her children.66 Patrick, totally dependent on his salary of £170 a year, had no savings and nothing of value which he could capitalize to
         pay his debts.
      

      
      Too proud to seek help, he felt it was an answer to prayer when his old friends in Bradford rallied round and held a subscription
         on his behalf. Elizabeth Firth contributed two guineas and doubtless wealthy clerical friends like Buckworth and Redhead gave more: the
         total sum raised was £150.67 In addition, ‘my old and very kind friend at B[radford]’, presumably Morgan, sent a few pounds and one of the church charities
         sent him a donation of fifty pounds. A few days later he received a bank post bill for a further fifty pounds from ‘a benevolent
         individual, a wealthy lady, in the West Riding of Yorkshire’. Though the benefactress’s name is not known, it seems more than
         likely that this was Patrick’s first encounter with Miss Currer, of Eshton Hall, who was the patron of Morgan’s former living
         at Bierley. She was renowned for her generosity to all kinds of charities and a gift to a widowed clergyman with six small
         children was entirely in character for her.68 Characteristically, Patrick was scrupulous in paying back that portion of the money which had been loaned to him; as soon
         as possible – but probably several years later – he paid a personal visit to William Tetley, the Bradford parish clerk, and
         repaid him the fifty pounds he had received through his hands.69

      
      The generosity of his friends relieved Patrick of his most pressing debts and ensured that the family did not go in need,
         but he was still left with the major problem of how he was to provide for the care of his children. For the moment Aunt Branwell
         was prepared to stay, but her home was in Penzance, where all her friends were and where she had other responsibilities to
         the families of her brothers and sisters. Her residence at the parsonage could only be a temporary arrangement and then what
         was Patrick to do? Nancy and Sarah Garrs were good and loyal servants, but they could not take the place of a parent or guardian.
         Driven half out of his mind with worry about the future and his judgement still clouded by grief, Patrick made the mistake
         of taking decisive action.
      

      
      On 8 December he went to stay at Kipping House for a couple of nights, presumably because he had business to transact in Bradford.
         Elizabeth Firth was no doubt sympathetic and understanding: she had known and loved Maria, taken an interest in the children
         and was godmother to at least two of them. In the midst of his despair, Patrick suddenly saw a glimmer of hope. Although she
         was only twenty-four, Elizabeth Firth could supply virtually everything the Brontës needed. She was quite capable of running
         the household as she had already proved by successfully managing her father’s house until his remarriage; she was every inch
         a lady and would therefore be an ideal model and instructress to his daughters; since her father’s death she had been a wealthy
         woman in her own right and her money would provide for his children in a way that Patrick could not; and, perhaps most important of all,
         she was already known and liked by the children themselves. On his return home he wrote to Elizabeth Firth and asked her to
         marry him.70 Always an honest man, Patrick no doubt set out the practical advantages to his family which she could bring as his wife as
         well as expressing his personal esteem for her. She received his letter on 12 December and was appalled. Maria had been dead
         for scarcely three months and here was her widower, a penniless clergyman with six small children, asking her to throw herself
         away on him. Her anger was probably compounded by the fact that she was at the same time being courted by an eminently more
         eligible clergyman, James Clarke Franks. Two days later, she wrote a decided entry in her diary: ‘I wrote my last letter to
         Mr Bronte.’ She kept her word for nearly two years, refusing to have anything more to do with the Brontës.71 By this disastrous proposal Patrick had succeeded only in alienating one of his few female friends and thereby lost his daughters
         the chance of being taken under their godmother’s wing. He could not even take the obvious step of proposing to Elizabeth
         Branwell, despite the fact that she decided to stay on at Haworth until the children were old enough to go to school, because
         marriage to a deceased wife’s sister was then against the law. Any idea of a second marriage would have to be abandoned, at
         least for the foreseeable future.
      

      
      But what of the children themselves? Most of the biographers would have us believe that their childhood was no childhood:
         no toys, no children’s books, no playmates; only newspapers to read and their own precocious, vivid imaginations to amuse
         them. Mrs Gaskell set the trend when she described them as ‘grave and silent beyond their years’ and quoted their mother’s
         nurse: ‘You would not have known there was a child in the house, they were such still, noiseless, good little creatures .
         . . I used to think them spiritless, they were so different to any children I had ever seen.’72

      
      Martha Wright, however, as Nancy and Sarah Garrs were quick to point out, seems to have borne a grudge about her dismissal.
         Though she may have left simply because Aunt Branwell arrived, the Garrs sisters said that she was ‘sent away by Mr Bronte
         for reasons which he thought sufficient’. Perhaps, like Mrs Gamp, she had helped herself too frequently to the beer which Aunt
         Branwell kept under lock and key in the cellar.73 It was certainly Patrick who bore the brunt of her vitriolic accounts of life in the parsonage during Maria’s illness. She
         blamed him for the supposed listlessness of his children:
      

      
      
      
         I set it down to a fancy Mr Brontë had of not letting them have flesh-meat to eat. It was from no wish for saving, for there
            was plenty and even waste in the house, with young servants and no mistress to see after them; but he thought that children
            should be brought up simply and hardily: so they had nothing but potatoes for their dinner.74

      

      
      Patrick, in a letter to Mrs Gaskell, called this ‘the principal mistake in the memoir’ and flatly denied that he restricted
         his children to a vegetable diet. He was backed up by his cook, Nancy Garrs, who pointed out to visitors the meat jack from
         the parsonage which Patrick had requested should be sent to her on his death and stated categorically that the children had
         had meat to eat every day of their lives.75 References in the Brontës’ letters and diary notes to cooking meals confirm that their diet consisted of oatmeal porridge for
         breakfast, meat, vegetables and a milk pudding or fruit pie for dinner and bread and butter, with fruit preserve, for tea.76 If the children were at all pale and subdued while the nurse was at the Parsonage it was probably because they were just recovering
         from scarlet fever; they must have been anxious about their mother, too. Even so, Patrick’s reference to ‘the innocent, yet
         distressing prattle of my children’ in the couple of months following Maria’s death suggests that the young Brontës were perfectly
         normal, noisy young children.
      

      
      Mrs Gaskell explained her inclusion of the sensational stories about Patrick’s ‘eccentricities’ by saying, ‘I hold the knowledge
         of them to be necessary for a right understanding of the life of his daughter.’77 Yet those who knew Patrick well, including his friends and his servants, did not recognize him in Mrs Gaskell’s portrait:
         the words they used to describe him were uniformly ‘kind’, ‘affiable’, ‘considerate’ and ‘genial’. Like her picture of ‘barbaric’
         Haworth, Mrs Gaskell’s portrayal of Patrick as a half-mad recluse who wanted nothing to do with his children was intended
         to explain away those characteristics of his daughter’s writings which the Victorians found unacceptable.
      

      
      Most of the stories were completely untrue, including those illustrative of Patrick’s supposedly explosive temperament. Again,
         they came from Martha Wright, the nurse who had been dismissed, embellished, no doubt, by Lady Kay Shuttleworth, who knew
         her and reported back to Mrs Gaskell with all the malicious glee of a sitting-room gossip. Both Patrick and Nancy Garrs denied
         that there was any foundation in fact to the ‘Eccentrick Movements’ of sawing the backs off chairs and burning hearth rugs
         in the heat of his Irish temper and Mrs Gaskell was compelled, albeit reluctantly, to remove the accounts from her third edition
         of The Life of Charlotte Brontë.78

      
      Nancy also declared that the story of Patrick’s burning the coloured boots put out by the nurse for his children to wear because
         they were ‘too gay and luxurious for his children, and would foster a love of dress’ was simply untrue: the incident could
         not have happened without Nancy’s knowledge as she was seldom absent from the kitchen for more than five minutes. She also
         denied that Patrick ‘worked off his volcanic wrath by firing pistols out of the back-door in rapid succession’. Patrick only
         carried loaded pistols when he took the long and lonely walk across the moors from Thornton to Haworth during periods of popular
         unrest and, since the bullets could not be removed any other way, would discharge them before entering the house simply to
         make them safe.79

      
      The only story to which Nancy gave any credence at all – and its tone she hotly denied – was that Patrick had cut one of his
         wife’s dresses into ribbons because it was ‘not according to his consistent notions of propriety’. Nancy’s version of the
         story was that Patrick had bantered his wife good humouredly on a new dress, ‘commenting with special awe and wonder on the
         marvellous expanse of sleeves’. Maria took the dress off, but when she later returned to her room she found that Patrick had
         been there before her and cut off the sleeves. Maria gave the dress to Nancy and, soon afterwards, Patrick came into the kitchen
         bearing a new silk dress which he had gone to Keighley to buy for his wife.80

      
      If Patrick was not the half-mad and violent eccentric described by Mrs Gaskell, neither was he a weird recluse who ‘did not
         require companionship, therefore he did not seek it’.81 Though this has again become part of Brontë mythology, it was not true that, during his wife’s illness, Patrick shut himself
         away in his study and began a lifelong habit of taking his meals in there alone. A schoolmaster friend of Patrick and Branwell,
         William Dearden, interviewed Nancy on the point and was roundly informed ‘Whether Mr Bronté was troubled with indigestion
         or not, Nancy says she cannot tell, as she never heard him complain on that score; but, up to the time of her leaving his
         service, she declares that he dined with his family every day.’82

      
      Dearden also drew on his own intimacy with the family to take up the cudgels on behalf of Patrick’s role as a father. ‘His
         children were the frequent companions of his walks’, Dearden insisted. ‘I have seen him, more than once, conversing kindly and affably with them in the studio of a clever artist who resided in Keighley; and many others,
         both in that town and in Haworth, can bear testimony to the fact of his having been often seen accompanied by his young family
         in his visits to friends, and in his rambles among the hills.’83

      
      It is difficult to recognize in this picture the same ‘domestic hyena’84 described by Mrs Gaskell which sadly remains the popular image of the father of the Brontës. Yet it is entirely consistent
         with everything we can learn of the man through his life and his work. Patrick was clearly not only concerned for, but interested
         in, his children. William Dearden is the witness on his behalf again:
      

      
      
         We are led to infer from Mrs Gaskell’s narrative, that their father – if he felt – at least, did nor manifest much anxiety
            about their physical and mental welfare; and we are told that the eldest of the motherless group, then at home, by a sort
            of premature inspiration, under the feeble wing of a maiden aunt, undertook their almost entire supervision. Branwell . .
            . told me, when accidentally alluding to this mournful period in the history of his family, that his father watched over his
            little bereaved flock with truly paternal solicitude and affection – that he was their constant guardian and instructor –
            and that he took a lively interest in all their innocent amusements.85

      

      
      The truth of this remark is borne out by Patrick himself in the letters he wrote to Mrs Gaskell as she was preparing her biography
         of Charlotte, which she actually quoted in the book.
      

      
      
         When mere children, as soon as they could read and write, Charlotte and her brother and sisters, used to invent and act little
            plays of their own, in which the Duke of Wellington my Daughter Charlotte’s Hero, was sure to come off, the conquering hero
            – when a dispute [would] not infrequently [arise] amongst them regarding [the] comparative merits of him, Buonaparte, Hannibal,
            and Caesar – When the argument got warm, and rose to its height, as their mother was then dead, I had sometimes to come in
            as arbitrator, and settle the dispute, according to the best of my judgement.86

      

      
      The children clearly had no fear of dragging their supposedly ferocious and reclusive father into their games. Equally, Patrick
         was interested enough to break off from his own demanding work to enter into the spirit of the thing, listening to the arguments and weighing their merits. On another occasion, Patrick ‘just happened’ to have a mask in the
         house:
      

      
      
         When my children were very young, when as far as I can rem[em]ber, the oldest was about ten years of age and the youngest
            about four – thinking that they knew more, than I had yet discover’d, in order to make them speak with less timidity, I deem’d
            that if they were put under a sort of cover, I might gain my end – and happen[in]g to have a mask in the house, I told them
            all to stand, and speak boldly from under \cover of/ the mask – I began with the youngest – I asked what a child like her
            most wanted – She answer’d, age and experience – I asked the next what I had best do with her brother Branwell, who was sometimes,
            a naughty boy, She answered, reason with him, and when he won’t listen to reason whip him – I asked Branwell, what was the
            best way of knowing the difference between the intellects, of men and women – he answer’d by considering the difference between
            them as to their bodies – I then asked Charlotte, what was the best Book in the world, she answered, the Bible – and what
            was the next best, she answer’d the Book of Nature – I then asked the next, what was the best mode of education for a woman,
            she answered, that which would make her rule her house well – Lastly I asked the oldest, what <wait> was the best mode of
            spending time she answer’d, by laying it out in preparation for a happy eternity – I may not have given precisely their words,
            but I have nearly done so as they made a deep and lasting impression on my memory –87

      

      
      Though the anecdote is usually cited as an example of the young Brontës’ undoubted precocity, it also demonstrates once more
         that their father took a keen interest in their personal and intellectual development. One more story, narrated this time
         by Sarah Garrs, shows that the children enjoyed the usual escapades of childhood: Sarah had been roped into playing a part
         in one of their plays:
      

      
      
         As an escaping Prince, with a counterpane for a robe, I stepped from a window on the limb of a cherry-tree, which broke and
            let me down. There was great consternation among the children, as it was Mr Brontë’s favourite tree, under which he often
            sat. I carried off the branch and blackened the place with soot, but the next day, Mr Brontë detained them a moment and began
            with the youngest, asking each pleasantly, ‘Who spoiled my tree?’ The answer was, ‘Not I,’ until it came to my turn. They
            were always loyal and true.88

      

      
      
      This again is a far cry from Mrs Gaskell’s picture of the subdued children closeted in their ‘study’, listening to the seven-year-old
         Maria reading the newspapers. If Mrs Gaskell, and those who have followed in her path, are so wide of the mark in their description
         of the Brontës’ childhood, what then was life at Haworth parsonage really like at this time? Fortunately, Sarah Garrs, the
         person who was probably most involved in their day-today care, has left her own account of a typical day.89

      
      After the children had been washed and dressed, the day began with the whole family, including the servants, assembling in
         Patrick’s study for prayers. The children then accompanied him across the hall for a ‘plain but abundant’ breakfast of porridge
         and milk, bread and butter. Apart from the baby, Anne, they then returned to the study for a morning session of lessons with
         their father. Once that was over, they were then committed to Sarah’s care till dinner-time: she taught the girls how to sew
         and, by the age of five, Charlotte had made a linen chemise for her own wear, aided only in the cutting out and basting by
         Sarah. The children dined at two o’clock with their father. They were given plain roast or boiled meat and for dessert there
         were bread and rice puddings, custards and other slightly sweetened preparations of eggs and milk. While Patrick went out
         to do his parish visiting in the afternoons, the children walked out on the moors every day unless the weather was too bad.
         These walks were the highlight of their day:
      

      
      
         Their afternoon walks, as they sallied forth, each neatly and comfortably clad, were a joy. Their fun knew no bounds. It never
            was expressed wildly. Bright and often dry, but deep, it occasioned many a merry burst of laughter. They enjoyed a game of
            romps, and played with zest.
         

      

      
      On their return home they found tea waiting for them in the kitchen. Patrick came in later and took his tea in his study.
         When the tea-tray was removed, he gathered the children about him ‘for recitation and talk, giving them oral lessons in history,
         biography or travel’ while the girls sewed.90 While their mother was still alive and able to listen to them, the children said their nightly prayers at her bedside, kissed
         her goodnight and went to their own ‘warm clean beds’. On Sunday evenings, the whole family gathered in Patrick’s study once
         more for Bible study and catechism: the servants were again included but, as Sarah noted, they were always treated as superiors
         in the presence of the children.91

      
      Sarah’s account would suggest that the Brontës had a perfectly normal childhood. Though the loss of their mother at such an early age could not be anything other than a personal tragedy for the
         children she left behind, its importance should not be exaggerated. It was, after all, a commonplace occurrence – much more
         commonplace than it is today – and therefore accepted more readily. In a more pious age, too, there was the comfort of knowing
         that she had gone to a better place and that her soul, if not her body, was immortal. In later life, Charlotte, who always
         said that she began to observe and analyse character at five years old, had no more than two or three memories of her mother,
         including one of her playing with Branwell in the parlour one evening.92 Though she and her brother and sisters felt the lack of a mother figure, their real mother, as a person, was someone the younger
         four simply did not remember. Her loss, terrible though it may have been at the time, did not permanently blight their young
         lives.
      

      
      Their home life was secure and stable, with their father always ready to spend time with them, despite the pressures of his
         own work. Their aunt, too, was an ‘affectionate mother’, supervising their lessons and their household work and nursing the
         infant Anne.93 Nancy and Sarah Garrs were playmates and confidantes, closely involved, as we have seen, in the children’s games.
      

      
      Like all large families, particularly those with children close together in age, the Brontës were self-sufficient. They had
         no need to seek friends of their own age in the town when they had companions with the same tastes and enthusiasms in their
         own home. Maria, as the eldest, seems to have taken the lead. Sarah Garrs tells us that ‘Their “games” were founded upon what
         Maria read to them from the newspapers, and the tales brought forth from the father’s mines of tradition, history, and romance.
         Nothing escaped them.’94

      
      Mrs Gaskell found the idea of small children reading the newspapers unnerving in its precocity and later biographers have
         assumed that they read newspapers because they had no other, more suitable books.95 In fact, the local newspapers of this period, such as the Leeds Mercury and the Leeds Intelligencer, were a fascinating source of information and had plenty to interest bright young children. The political reports and coverage
         of parliamentary debates were written in a lively – sometimes even libellous – strain that brought the characters vividly
         to life. There was no nonsense about editorial fairhandedness and political neutrality: the papers screamed their political
         affiliation from every page with a savagery that sometimes amounted to hysteria. Though Patrick and his family were Tory, they
         took or had access to Whig papers too, so that the children were able to recognize political bias and see the arguments from both ends of the spectrum. Patrick used to say that he could converse
         with Maria on any of the leading topics of the day as freely and with as much pleasure as with any adult.96

      
      Though the newspapers undoubtedly provided the political raw material which was to feed the Brontës’ hero-worship of men like
         the Duke of Wellington, they had many other elements too. They carried reviews of books and magazines, including extensive
         quotation of interesting incidents from new works and old. There were descriptions of the latest fashions and accounts of
         life in high society, complete with all its scandal and gossip. There was also the local news where, sandwiched between the
         lurid detail of the criminal courts and the trivia of outsize mushrooms and other ‘amazing phenomena’, the Brontës would frequently
         see their father’s name. Here was endless material for the children’s plays and stories.
      

      
      Patrick, in the meantime, was as busy as ever. Despite his extensive duties he found time for his special interests. In the
         summer of 1822 there was a national effort on behalf of the Irish poor who were suffering extreme deprivation and hardship.
         Henry Heap, the vicar of Bradford, preached a sermon and raised a subscription on their behalf and it seems likely that Patrick
         would have followed suit. Perhaps coincidentally, Patrick’s own mother is said to have died in Ireland in the course of this
         year, so that the strongest remaining tie between him and the land of his birth had now been broken.97 On 17 December there was a meeting of the Keighley Auxiliary Bible Society, chaired by Patrick’s friend, the Reverend Theodore
         Dury; although Patrick’s name is not mentioned, it is likely that he was there, particularly as William Morgan was one of
         the main speakers. If he did attend, he would have met, possibly for the first time, the Reverend William Carus Wilson, vicar
         of Tunstall in Westmorland, who was soon to play such an important role in his family’s life.98
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