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'~ﬁ£ The Bronté Story

1
Haworth

here was a cold wind this afternoon, but the sun shone
T for an hour or two. I walked out on the moors behind
the house. The sheep were hiding from the wind under the
stone walls, and there were grey clouds over the hills to the
west. It is only November,but I could smell snow in the air.

It will be a cold winter, this year of 1855.

My name is Patrick Bronté, and I am seventy-eight years
old. I am the rector of the village of Haworth. Haworth is a
village of small, grey stone houses on the side of a hill in the
north of England, and I live in a house at the top of the hill,
next to the church and the graveyard.

1 walked through the graveyard to the church this
afternoon. All my family except Anne are buried there. The
wind had blown some dead leaves through the door into the
church,and I watched them dancing in the sunlight near the
grave. Soon [ shall be in that grave with my wife and children,
under the cold grey stone and dancing leaves.

It is dark outside now, and it is very quiet in this house.
Charlotte’s husband, Mr Nicholls, is reading in his room, and
our servant is cooking in the kitchen.Only the three of us live
here now. It is very quiet. ] can hear the sounds of the wood
burning in the fire,and the big clock on the stairs.

There is another sound too — the sound of the wind

2




L LS

1 Ew

RESXTFER—BEN, KHER
HET BN hE. RESERE KK
E¥HREGWTHA, SZEEEWT,
mMEmE. BMAA 11 AR, ZS+FREL
TURAEHKET .

SE—I1855 FHMERB MR

RYMFER - HRB.EL ST,
REBRWMES HBUM, BRHTREEZ
Je#— BB — T BRILE — K
EBAELXBRN/DET. REE LK —H
BFE RERSEMEMN,

SATF . REGFLIEBEHE, B
TER RO - FBELEXR, WREET
—BR REMNABEHRTTIRT HXK,
REVEEMNEEBRFHFELFT LT MR
BERTEARGEMWEX T EBH , XK
RRREALMA CHETT ARNET
MBEFNRKKRE—E.

XEAERT TR BEETERK
B, EMBHLREBHRN AL, EEHC
B 57 6] BLE 5, RATTE AN IEE B 55 o
EILRARMN=ZAA  KRAKBRT! R
WRAEEP K FRPEREFMRES L X
Bh IR R '

RER-HEE—RREERSIRKY
B, REEEHEHNEE CELRETE

moor n. open, wunculti-
vated land. 3t ¥ . rector
n. priest . B Wi o




‘\#ri ) ) The Bronté Story

outside. The wind has many voices. It sings and laughs and
shouts to itself all night long. Last night it cried like a little
child,and I got out of bed and went to the window to listen.

There was no child,of course. Only the wind and the grave-
stones, cold in the pale moonlight. But I decided then that I
would write the story of my children, today, before it is too
late. Charlotte’ s friend, Mrs Gaskell, is writing a book about
her,and perhaps she will want to read my story.

It is a fine story. It began in April 1820, when we came to
Haworth for the first time ...

There was a strong wind blowing that day too, out of a
dark, cloudy sky.We could see snow on the moors. The road
to Haworth goes up a hill, and there was ice on the stones of
the road. Maria, my wife, was afraid to ride up the hill in the
carts.

‘We’ 1l walk, children,’ she said. ‘If one of those horses
falls down, there’ Il be a terrible accident. Come on, let’ s go
and see our new house. ’

She was a small woman, my wife, and not very strong. But
she carried the baby, Anne, up the hill in her arms. I carried
Emily — she was one and a half years old then. The others
walked. My two-year-old son, Patrick Branwell, walked with
me, and Charlotte, who was nearly four, walked with her
mother. The two oldest children — Elizabeth and Maria — ran
on in front. They were very excited, and laughed and talked all

the way.
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The people of Haworth came out to watch us. Some of them
helped, but most of them just stood in their doorways and
watched. They are very poor people,in this village. I was their
new rector.

We had seven carts to carry our furniture up that icy hill,
but it was hard work for the horses. When we reached our
house, the wind was blowing hard in our faces. My wife hur-
ried inside,and began to light fires.

‘Do you like it,my dear?’I asked her that night, when the
children were in bed. She looked pale and tired. I thought it
was because of the long journey, and the children. Perhaps it
was.

She held out her hands to the fire, and said: ‘ Of course,
Patrick. It’s a fine house. I do hope it will be a good home for
you,and the children.’

I was a little surprised by that. ‘ And for you, Maria,’ I
said. ‘Don’t forget yourself. You are the most important per-
son in the world, to me.’

She smiled then — a lovely smile. ‘ Thank you, Patrick,’
she said. She was a very small woman,and she was often tired
because of the children. But when she smiled at me like that, I
thought she was the most beautiful woman in England.

A year and a half later,she was dead.

She did not die quickly. She was in bed for seven long
months, in awful pain. The doctor came often, and her sister

Elizabeth came too, to help. The children were ill, as well. It
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was a terrible time.

My wife Maria died in September, 1821. She was thirty-
eight. It was my job to bury her in the church. Our six young
children stood and watched quietly.

Afterwards, we went back to the house. I called them into
this room and spoke to them.

I said: ‘ You must not cry too much,my dears. Your mother
is with God now. She is happy.One day you will all die,and if
you are good,you will go to God too. '’

‘But why?’ Maria asked. ‘Why did she die now, father? We
need her.’

*This world is a hard place, children,and we cannot under-
stand everything that God does. But God loves us,never forget
that. Your mother loved you, and perhaps she can see you
now. We must all try to work hard, learn as much as possible,
and be kind to each other. Will you do that?’

‘Yes,father.’

They all looked so sad, I remember, and they listened so
carefully. Little Emily said: ‘Who will be our mother now?’

‘Maria is the oldest,so she will help me. You must all listen
to her,and do what she says. And your Aunt Elizabeth is here,
too. Perhaps she will stay for a while.’

Elizabeth did stay. She was older than my wife, and she
wasn’ t married. We called her Aunt Branwell. She came from
Penzance in Cornwall, a warm, sunny place by the sea in the

south — west of England. It is often cold on the moors behind

8
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Haworth,and the winds blow all winter. Aunt Branwell hated
Haworth, but she stayed here all her life, to help me with her
sister’s children. She was a good, kind woman.

I was very proud of my little Maria. She was only eight
years old, but she worked all day like an adult. She helped the
little ones to get washed and dressed; she helped them to play
and draw and read. She was like a little mother to them.

She could read very well herself. We always had books and
newspapers in the house, and I talked to the children about
them every day. I talked to them about adult things:the Duke
of Wellington, and the important things that he was doing in
London. The children listened carefully, and tried hard to un-
derstand. Maria often read to the others from the newspaper,
and asked me questions about it. She understood it better than
most men.

I was sure my children were very clever. But I did not have
time to talk to them all day;I had my work to do. So,in 1824,

I sent them to school.
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2
Cowan Bridge School

was born in a small house in Ireland. There were only
I two rooms in our house, and I had nine brothers and
sisters. My parents were very poor. We had no money, and
only a small farm. But we did have a church near us,and that
church had a school.

That school gave me my one chance of success. I worked
very hard there, and when 1 was sixteen, ] became a teacher.
Then I went to St John’s College, Cambridge, to study some
more. I became a curate. When [ married, I was able to get a
good job and a house for my family. I got all that because I
worked so hard at school.

I wanted my children to go to the best school that I could
find. Cowan Bridge School was a school for the daughters of

churchmen. It belonged to a churchman — Mr Wilson. He was

a good man, [ thought. I liked the school, and it was not too
expensive. So,in July 1824,1 took Maria and Elizabeth there.
In September, I took Charlotte and, in November, Emily as
well. Emily was just six then, and Charlotte was eight.

I remember how quiet the house was that autumn. In the
evenings I taught my son, Branwell, and my wife’ s sister
locked after the youngest child, Anne. I often thought about
the girls. My eldest,Maria, was a good, clever girl — I thought
she must be the best pupil in the school. I waited for her

12
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letters,and wondered what new things she was learning.

She did tell me some things in her letters, but not enough.
She told me she liked the schoolwork, and I was pleased. But
she did not tell me about the food, or the cold, or the unkind
teachers. Charlotte told me those things, much later. I know
Maria did not tell me that the food was often burnt and uneat-
able, or that they could not sleep because the beds were too
cold. She did not tell me that the poor hungry children had to
wash with ice in the morning, and walk through wet snow to
sit for two hours with icy feet in a cold church on Sundays. She
did not tell me that many of the children at the school were ill.

You didn’t tell me that,did you, Maria? Did you? Or did
you try to write something,and stop because you were afraid of
the teachers? You were a good, brave child,and I was so proud
of you,so pleased because you were at school. I wanted you to
learn everything;I didn’t want you to be poor like my sisters.
God help me, I thought you were happy at Cowan Bridge
School !

There were no Christmas holidays at the school, and it was
too difficult to travel over the cold, windy hills to visit my little
girls. So I sat at home here in Haworth, with Aunt Branwell,
my son,and the little girl, Anne. Qutside, the wind blew snow
over the gravestones,and there was ice on our windows.

On Christmas Day little Anne looked lonely. She asked me
about her sisters.

‘Don’t worry, my dear, 1 said. ‘ They are happy, with the
14




