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INTRODUCTION

… she tried to settle that most difficult problem for women,
how much was to be utterly merged in obedience to authority,
and how much might be set apart for freedom in working.
(Ch. 24)

North and South is one of the most intricately structured industrial novels of the Victorian age. Early critics of the novel, looking for a straightforward focus on industrial issues, tended to prefer Gaskell’s first work, Mary Barton (1848), which centres entirely on the working-class community. More recent criticism, however, has highlighted the greater complexity of North and South, particularly in the ways in which it intertwines issues of class and gender. North and South explores questions of industrial unrest, but in a wider social and cultural framework than that employed in Mary Barton.

The opening quotation defines the predicament faced by the middle-class heroine, Margaret, at the end of the novel. The question it raises, however, of how far individual freedom should be sacrificed in obedience to authority, is one which echoes throughout the novel, drawing together all the different strands of the narrative, and cutting across class divisions. North and South cannot be neatly split, as many early critics suggested, into a working-class ‘industrial’ tale, and a middle-class romance. At the heart of the novel is the question of rebellion: how far is the individual justified in pursuing individual freedom of thought or action in defiance of social authority? Margaret’s dilemma, as middle-class woman, is shared in a different form by the discontented mill workers as they debate the rights and wrongs of union activity and industrial action. Open rebellion is not confined to the working classes in this text, but also disrupts middle-class life. Margaret’s father, the clergyman Mr Hale, forces his family to leave their beloved home in Helstone when he decides he can no longer serve within the Church, whilst her brother, Frederick, is living in enforced exile, having led a mutiny in the navy. Gaskell artfully weaves together concerns of political economy, religious conscience, obedience to the State, and women’s social roles. All these spheres interact and comment upon the others, so that questions of industrial action take their place in a more general exploration of individual freedom and social authority.

North and South follows a very different pattern from Gaskel’s first industrial novel, Mary Barton. In the Preface to the latter Gaskell had stated that she wished ‘to give some utterance to the agony which, from time to time, convulses this dumb people’. Her text was written, accordingly, primarily from the perspective of the working class. In setting her descriptions of the utter squalor of Davenport’s foetid cellar, where a whole family lay on the verge of death, in direct, stark contrast with the unthinking luxury of his employer’s house, Gaskell gave voice to a level of anger that is not to be found in North and South. Although there are descriptions of working-class suffering in the later novel, the whole form of representation is more muted, the primary focus of the text lying with the middle class. The actions of Mary Barton were extreme: vitriol is poured on blackleg labour, and John Barton murders his employer’s son, yet we as readers are brought not only to understand such actions, but also to sympathize. Despite the many disclaimers Gaskell inserted into the text, angry critics rightly interpreted where her own sympathies lay, and accused her of class treachery. Prominent amongst the critics was Gaskell’s own friend, the Manchester industrialist and writer W. R. Greg.

Gaskell suffered keenly from these criticisms, but it should be noted that she did not, therefore, decide to adopt a less controversial approach in her fiction: she resolutely persevered with her sympathetic tale of an unwed mother, Ruth (1853), knowing the social outrage it would cause. In response to her friend Lady Kay-Shuttleworth’s suggestion in 1850 that she write a companion novel to Mary Barton from the perspective of the employers, she observes: ‘whatever power there was in Mary Barton was caused by my feeling strongly on the side which I took; now as I don’t feel as strongly (and it is impossible I ever should,) on the other side, the forced effort of writing on that side would {be}\end in/a weak failure.’1 She acknowledges that there are good mill owners, and that they can be a strong force for good, but, with the example of her friend Samuel Greg (brother of W. R. Greg) before her, whose benevolent schemes had led to financial failure, she would rather a man with ‘a man’s correct knowledge’ of the subject write the proposed book. When Gaskell does return to the theme of industrial relations with North and South, it is notable that Thornton’s reforms figure only at the end of the text, and he expressly defines himself as ‘not a hopeful man’ (p. 432). He does not anticipate that strikes will now cease, only that they will become ‘not the bitter, venomous sources of hatred they have hitherto been’ (p. 432). Gaskell’s concern in North and South is not to foreground philanthropic schemes, or to portray the side of the employers, but rather to continue the debate she started in Mary Barton as defined here in her letter to Lady Kay-Shuttleworth: ‘I believe that there is much to be discovered yet as to the right position and mutual duties of employer, and employed; and the utmost I hoped from Mary Barton has been that it would give a spur to inactive thought, and languid conscience in this direction.’2 North and South offers a further spur to thought, but places the whole issue of rights and duties in a much wider perspective, bringing together political economy with issues of religious and social conscience, and some of the concerns of the emerging women’s movement.

In many ways North and South is an unfortunate title, since it suggests a novel of stark polarities. Gaskell’s working title was ‘Margaret Hale’, which would set the novel in line with Mary Barton and Ruth, but Dickens, who was serializing the novel in his weekly journal Household Words, was unhappy, and North and South was adopted instead (it remains unclear who actually devised the title). As a novel, North and South does traverse a whole series of oppositions, but none of them remains stable. The terms ‘North’ and ‘South’ are first invoked when Margaret, the genteel southerner, encounters Higgins, the working-class northerner: ‘And yet, yo see, North and South has both met and made kind o’ friends in this big smoky place’ (p. 73). Higgins’s emphasis on their geographic difference here displaces the far more decisive differences of class and of gender. In the relations between the manufacturer Thornton and Margaret, North and South meet again, the terms now covering a conflict within the middle class itself—a conflict between trade and the gentry—whilst the oppositional elements of gender are intensified. At a basic level of plot, North and South seems to operate a series of displacements: the fundamental class conflict between the workers and their employers is translated into an issue of gender, as Margaret, the defender of the workers, clashes with Thornton. Beneath these fierce conflicts between female culture and masculine power there lies a fundamental attraction, however, which they finally acknowledge. The union of Thornton and Margaret at the end of the novel stands in metonymically for the union of the classes they have come to represent: class issues have been displaced into those of gender, to be resolved by that most symbolic of all unions, marriage. Margaret, moreover, has moved from comparative poverty to wealth, so her marriage represents that essential Victorian match between the landed gentry and rising industrialists. The actual representation of these developments, however, is far more complex than the above schema would suggest. None of the terms of the equation remain stable: definitions of masculinity and femininity, and class and social identity are all brought into question. The very muted sense of optimism of the conclusion is in line with Gaskell’s interrogative stance throughout.

Despite the title, we are not offered merely one North and one South in the text. Margaret, in the opening chapters, is definitively not of the ‘South’ embodied in the sterile triviality of her aunt and cousin’s London lives. Edith’s values are aptly summed up in her abiding pre-marital concern: whether she will be able to keep her piano in tune when she and Captain Lennox move to Corfu. Margaret’s aunt, Mrs Shaw, is subject to scathing narratorial criticism; her self-delusory fantasies about romantic love allow her to ignore the very real material needs of her sister, and to impose her own selfish desires on all around her. Although Margaret herself is not permitted to pass such negative judgements on her relatives (for such negativity would ‘taint’ her character), it is clear from the beginning that she belongs to a very different culture than that represented by the false refinements of London. It would not, however, be accurate to define that rural version of the South, her beloved Helstone, as her true home. Margaret has not lived there since the age of 9, and what she loves most is the landscape; she has not constructed a social pattern of life there. In later conversations with Higgins she offers a very different version of the South to that romantic idyll she had painted for Henry Lennox: the poor become ‘brutish’ through incessant labour, their minds deadened, and their bodies destroyed (p. 306). When revising her text for publication in book form, Gaskell added Margaret’s return visit to Helstone: the effect is to reinforce the perception that the Helstone of Margaret’s loving memories is neither so perfect nor so stable as she had once imagined. The account of the ‘practical paganism’ of the cat-roasting confirms her negative account to Higgins of the effects of the ‘stagnant waters’ of rural life (pp. 390, 306).

Whether in the North or South, Margaret exists at a tangent to the society which surrounds her. Such distance permits Gaskell to use her as a vehicle, both directly and indirectly, to comment on the limitations of each society, whether it be the harshness of the northern masters or the shallowness of London gentility. For Margaret herself, who is ill at ease in both the drawing-rooms of London and those of Milton, the problem is to find a social role in a society which does not automatically assign her one, but rather hedges her life around with innumerable restrictions. After her sheltered London life, constantly shadowed by footman and carriage, the freedom of the Milton streets is both daunting and exhilarating. Whilst her father or brother define themselves by an act of rebellion against the institutions of Church and State which constrain them, Margaret is placed in a more nebulous position. Denied, by virtue of her sex, such an institutional role, her forms of rebellion are also limited by the unspoken, but immensely powerful, Victorian ideologies of femininity to which Gaskell herself had such conflicting responses. In a society which branded as unfeminine any public expression of feeling by a woman, the avenues of resistance or rebellion were clearly limited. Whereas Mr Hale and Frederick’s actions are discussed in terms of conscience, Margaret’s one public gesture, when she defends Thornton against the rioting workers, instantly becomes a source of shame to her. From the opening pages, indeed, Margaret is constantly associated with the workings of shame. The discussions throughout the text of personal and social justice, and of the rights of freedom and authority, are intricately bound with questions of gender.

Middle-Class Rebellion

The first questionings of social authority in the sequence of narration are given to Mr Hale. Margaret’s return to Helstone is marred by what Gaskell intriguingly terms her ‘healthy shame of a child’, as she blames herself for the ‘keenness of sight’ which unveils the unhappiness of her parents’ marriage (p. 17). This unhappiness is quickly given more concrete form in Mr Hale’s declaration that he will have to leave the Church. It is important to note the form of Mr Hale’s dissent: he is not questioning the existence of God, nor even the authority of the Church. As Gaskell observed in a letter of 1855: ‘Mr Hale is not a “sceptic”; he has doubts.’3 The distinction is a crucial one. Mr Hale’s rebellion of conscience is kept within strictly defined limits; the exact grounds for his dissent are not spelt out for the reader. Attention is thus focused on the issue itself: how far the individual has the right to set personal conscience above the demands of an institution to which he still subscribes. This issue is further complicated in the novel by Gaskel’s detailed representations of the clash between two duties: duty to individual conscience, and duty to one’s family. Mr Hale causes enormous suffering to both his wife and daughter, and probably hastens his wife’s death. Although one might argue that the decision to leave Helstone was finally beneficial for Margaret, no such arguments can be made with reference to Mrs Hale, who is completely unable to come to terms with their move to Milton. In shifting the question of Mr Hale’s doubts round to one of duty to self or to others, Gaskell sets up the terms of the argument which will run through her later discussions of working-class rebellion and union politics.

In the above letter, Gaskell notes the personal weakness of Mr Hale, but also his difficulty in reconciling incompatible demands. He is capable, she suggests,

of self-sacrifice in theory; but in the details of practice he is weak and vacillating. I know a character just like his, a clergyman who has left the Church from principle, and in that did finely; but his daily life is a constant unspoken regret that he did so, although he would do it again if need be.4

There are several possible models for Mr Hale. Gaskel’s own father, William Stevenson, had resigned the ministry due to his scruples about receiving payment for preaching.5 Gaskell had also closely followed with great concern the case of the Christian socialist, Frederick Maurice, also brought up within a Unitarian family, who was forced to resign from his chair at King’s College, London, in July 1853, for holding unorthodox views on the nature of Hell. Another possible model was J. A. Froude, author of The Nemesis of Faith (1849), who resigned his college fellowship after the uproar created by his book, and took a post as tutor to Gaskell’s industrialist friends in Manchester, the Darbishires.6 Whilst there are strong similarities in situation with Mr Hale, there is no overlap in personality, since Gaskell perceived Froude as possessing a ‘magnetic, glamour-like influence,’7 qualities more in keeping with John Thornton than Mr Hale.

Although the trustworthy Mr Bell gives a strong endorsement of Mr Hale’s decision to resign his living, Gaskell’s depiction of Mr Hale focuses strongly on his weakness, a weakness which is repeatedly cast in gendered or childlike terms. The narrative clearly convicts Mr Hale of cowardice in his failure to tell his wife of his plans to leave Helstone. His explanation, that ‘I can always decide better by myself, and not influenced by those whom I love’ (p. 38), merely reinforces the impression of his lack of strength. On finally approaching his wife, he has ‘a timid, fearful look in his eyes; something almost pitiful to see in a man’s face’ (p. 47). Whilst Margaret takes over the role of head of household, he lapses into childlike, or ‘feminine’, incapacity, paralleling that of his wife. Gaskell sets up an explicit opposition between Hale and Thornton in gendered terms. The lines in Mr Hale’s face are ‘soft and waving’, showing ‘every fluctuating emotion’ whilst the eyes possess a ‘peculiar languid beauty which was almost feminine’. Thornton, by contrast, has firm lines, ‘as if they were carved in marble’, and earnest, penetrating eyes (p. 80). Masculine decisiveness is set against feminine emotionality. As readers, our judgement of the ethical validity of Mr Hale’s rebellion is clearly influenced by the repeated emphasis on his feminine qualities which obviously unfit him for his chosen role in life, and create an unhealthy inversion of the roles of parent and child between himself and Margaret. On Frederick’s return, he ‘began to cry and wail like a child’ (p. 245), and he is later quite unable to take the news of Boucher’s death to his wife. The burdens of practical and emotional leadership fall always to Margaret, who faces them with the calm strength her father so manifestly lacks.

We learn of Frederick’s rebellion at the same time as that of Mr Hale: Margaret mentally brackets them as ‘outlaws’ or ‘outcasts’, both standing outside institutional law. Her own verdict on Frederick’s role in the naval mutiny is overwhelmingly positive: ‘Loyalty and obedience to wisdom and justice are fine; but it is still finer to defy arbitrary power, unjustly and cruelly used—not on behalf of ourselves, but on behalf of others more helpless’ (p. 109). Whilst the rhetoric is Christian, the political implications of this verdict are revolutionary, setting a frame for the subsequent discussions of working-class rebellion. The narrative, however, does not work fully to endorse Margaret’s interpretation of Frederick’s action. Once again, gender imagery is invoked to destabilize our assessment of Frederick. His delicate features are only ‘redeemed’ from ‘effeminacy’ by ‘the swarthiness of his complexion’, whilst his face gives ‘such an idea of latent passion’ that Margaret is made almost afraid. Frederick’s capacity for passionate outbursts is cast in racial terms, as ‘the instantaneous ferocity of expression that comes over the countenances of all natives of wild or southern countries—a ferocity which enhances the charm of the childlike softness into which such a look may melt away’ (p. 247). Gaskell draws directly here on contemporary anthropological thought which cast women, children, southern, and primitive races on a lower evolutionary level than that attained by the white, Anglo-Saxon male.

These associations are further reinforced by Frederick’s decision to convert to Roman Catholicism (a step his fiancee Dolores’ father had never taken), and his ready assimilation into the culture of Spain. Throughout the controversy stirred up by John Henry Newman’s defection to Rome (1845), and the ‘papal aggression’ of 1850, when the pope attempted to create a Catholic hierarchy in Britain, Roman Catholicism was repeatedly depicted as an ‘unmanly’ religion. With its emphasis on ritual, and confession, it was associated with feminine emotionality and lack of control. Frederick’s rebellion is tainted with these qualities, suggesting an outbreak of violent feeling rather than a serious and controlled ethical decision. The fact that Frederick cannot finally be reintegrated into English society underscores Gaskel’s own ambivalent assessment of his actions.

A further negative association stems from his ‘Beresford blood’. The Hales’ servant, Dixon (who will not even visit Spain in case she should get converted), speaks proudly of the ‘good old Beresford blood’ which rises in Frederick, and also Margaret, whenever they are in a passion. Such aristocratic ancestry, however, is associated with the worst forms of tyrannical abuse of power: Dixon proudly recounts how old Sir John shot his steward merely for telling him that he ‘racked the tenants’ (p. 130). Aristocratic degeneracy and lack of control are linked, through Frederick, to feminine, childlike, and primitive behaviour, thus clearing the way for that archetype of controlled, middle-class masculinity: Mr Thornton.

Industrial Discontent

The most detailed discussion of the ethical issues of rebellion is, of course, offered with reference to the labour disputes in Milton, a thinly disguised Manchester. Questions of individual conscience are now cast in wider class terms, whilst Margaret’s advocacy of the working-class cause to Mr Thornton creates a further layer of gendered meaning. North and South does not offer quite the graphic details of working-class suffering to be found in Mary Barton, but enlarges far more on the strike’s relation to debates and issues within contemporary political economy. Elizabeth Gaskell and her husband, William, moved within the Unitarian circles of Manchester manufacturers, and, despite her friend W. R. Greg’s claims to the contrary, Elizabeth brought to her writing an informed understanding of local labour struggles. Like Dickens, whose novel Hard Times was serialized in Household Words immediately before North and South, Gaskell drew for some of her material on the Preston strike of 1853–4. Whilst Dickens chose the ‘Thunderer of Lancashire’, Mortimer Grimshaw, as the model for his eminently untrustworthy union leader Slackbridge, Gaskell selected the modest and restrained George Cowell as her model for Nicholas Higgins (although Higgins shares neither Cowell’s religious faith nor his teetotalism).8 According to Greg, in his review of Mary Barton, strikes occurred because of the lack of will of the populace, their ‘inability to resist evil counsel, [their] fatal facility of temper’.9 In Hard Times Slackbridge is just such an evil counsellor, a self-serving demagogue with no principles to his name. Higgins, however, commands our respect. In place of Dickens’s saintly Stephen Blackpool, whose political views are summed up in his utterly vacuous key phrase, ‘Aw’s a muddle’, Gaskell gives us a highly intelligent working-class hero who is keen to learn and dispute, and leads a strike on the basis of firmly held principles. He is a sensitive, articulate, and deeply conscientious figure, whose primary motivation is a concern for the starving families that surround him. As in Mary Barton, the working class is shown in the main as a caring, responsible community, operating almost as an extended family. The values it espouses are those associated with the ideal of middle-class femininity: duty and domestic nurture. Margaret thus slips easily into her role of advocate for the working class, since its concerns are shown to be congruent with her own.

In opposition to this community of suffering within the working class we have the community of manufacturers. Ever since the first threat of Sadler’s Ten Hour Bill in 1832, which aimed to regulate factory labour, the Manchester manufacturers had led national opposition to legislative interference in the running of industry. A Masters’ Association was formed in 1836 with the express purpose of defeating such legislation, and maintaining the rights of masters against growing union demands. In strong parallel with trade-union practice, as depicted in North and South, two masters who refused to accept the line of the Association were expelled.10 Gaskell’s friend, W. R. Greg, was one of the most vociferous opponents of factory legislation, arguing strongly that the only regulation needed was that of the laws of supply and demand. With the Preston strike matters came to a head: the issue for the masters was not so much one of wages, but authority. Like Mr Thornton, they defined their stance as a defence of individual freedom, where the rights of the individual are identified with those of capital. As Thornton observes, ‘We, the owners of capital, have a right to choose what we will do with it’ (p. 117). Margaret challenges this assertion, suggesting that the masters might have a human right but not a religious one. After meeting other manufacturers at Thornton’s dinner she concludes that he, like the others, is ‘standing upon his “rights” as no human being ought to stand’ (p. 166). The missing term in Mr Thornton’s lexicon is ‘duty’.

In the aftermath of the French Revolution, social theorists of all persuasions had sought to reconcile the revolutionary doctrine of rights with one of duty. One of the prime accusations against the Chartist movement was that it was concerned only with rights. In the highly charged political atmosphere of the 1840s, novels were interpreted according to their stance on the question of rights in relation to duties. In Elizabeth Rigby’s infamous attack on Jane Eyre, the novel becomes a ‘proud and perpetual assertion of the rights of man’: ‘We do not hesitate to say that the tone of the mind and thought which has overthrown authority and violated every code human and divine abroad, and fostered chartism and rebellion at home, is the same which has also written Jane Eyre.’11 North and South was not received by the critics as such an inflammatory text, but it is noticeable that Gaskell has quietly changed the terms of the political debate, so the side which is seen to be most guilty of adhering to a doctrine of rights is not the rebellious workers, but rather their intransigent employers.

In the crucial chapter ‘Masters and Men’, Margaret represents the views of Higgins to Mr Thornton: the employers would like to keep the hands as children, ‘with a blind unreasoning kind of obedience’ (p. 119). Whilst angry at the charge, Thornton’s subsequent arguments reveal its accuracy: he wishes to operate a ‘wise despotism’, but denies that the masters have ‘anything to do with the making or keeping’ of the hands in their childlike state (p. 120). He counters Margaret’s arguments for duty and responsibility with an appeal to rights, but interestingly this time it is the rights of the hands, once out of the workplace, to be free of his interference. ‘Rights’ has clearly here become a debased term, used by the masters in whatever ways will suit their interests. Thornton’s claim that he teaches by example is humorously debunked by Margaret’s observation that now, ‘“When I see men violent and obstinate in pursuit of their rights, I may safely infer that the master is the same”’ (p. 123). Gentle female laughter exposes the inadequacies of Mr Thornton’s logic.

Gaskell is not, however, challenging the perceived absolutes of political economy. Mr Hale later gives Higgins a book in order to correct his ‘sad mistakes’ about wages. He will learn that ‘wages find their own level, and that the most successful strike can only force them up for a moment, to sink in far greater proportion afterwards, in consequence of that very strike’ (p. 230). In some respects Gaskell follows the line set by Harriet Martineau in A Manchester Strike (1834), one of her Illustrations of Political Economy. Martineau was also sympathetic to the workers’ cause, and gave them an admirable strike leader, but her text concludes with severe lessons in a Malthusian brand of political economy. The workers’ problems are of their own making, for they have overstocked the labour market. The labourer must do ‘what in him lies to prevent population increasing faster than the capital which is to support it’.12 Writing twenty years later, Gaskell no longer shares this Malthusian view. Like Martineau, she ends with a plea for mutual respect and awareness of shared interests, but in her version the sense of responsibility has been shifted away from the workers towards the holders of power, the masters. She does not accept that the ‘rights’ of capital can exist without compensating duties. Margaret’s vision is that articulated by John Bright in 1846, when he urged employers ‘with increasing kindliness and sympathy of feeling [to] unite themselves with the operative classes, do all they can to instruct them, do all they can to add to their enjoyments, treat them always with sympathy and always with justice’.13 His arguments were based on the premiss of ‘enlightened self-interest’: a workforce so treated would be more contented and productive. Margaret similarly tries to convince Thornton that a change in attitude to his workpeople would benefit all concerned.

The social needs of the workers in North and South are not in doubt. Thornton’s belief that the sufferings of the poor are merely self-imposed, ‘but the natural punishment of dishonestly-enjoyed pleasure’ (p. 85), is exposed as a self-serving delusion on his part. As in Mary Barton, where deprivation is directly juxtaposed with careless superfluity we move straight from the dying figures of Mrs Boucher and Bessy Higgins to the ‘sumptuous’ over-provision of the Thorntons’ dinner party. The representation of poverty in North and South is focused on two families: that of the improvident Boucher and of the thoroughly upright Higgins. Gaskell draws most directly on our sympathies in her representation of Bessy Higgins; she is almost of an age with Margaret, but unlike Margaret will probably not live to see her nineteenth birthday. Whilst Margaret has her trials to bear, she is finally rewarded in her union with Thornton; Bessy, on the other hand, can look forward to nothing other than her own death, from a work-created disease. Bessy is clearly an innocent, a victim of the industrial system. Looking through her eyes, we learn to sympathize not only with the sufferings of the workers, but also with their ‘faults’. Her father’s drinking is on a par with her own illicit consumption of bread: ‘“just because I sickened at the thought of going on for ever wi’ the same sight in my eyes, and the same sound in my ears, and the same taste i’ my mouth, and the same thought (or no thought, for that matter) in my head, day after day, for ever”’ (p. 136). Whilst Margaret chafes at the constraints placed on her life, these are as nothing compared to the enforced routines of factory labour.

According to the humane Mr Bell, Milton was a place of ‘well-cleansed and well-cared-for machinery, and unwashed and neglected hands’ (p. 352). This perception of the inverted hierarchy of industrial life was common amongst social critics of the time. The author of the first systematic examination of industrial diseases, Charles Turner Thackrah, had pointed in 1832 to the health problems caused in the flax factory due to the domination of the machine:

While the engine works, the people must work. Men, women, and children are thus yokefellows with iron and steam; the animal machine—fragile at best, subject to a thousand sources of suffering, and doomed by nature, in its best state to a short-lived existence, changing every moment, and hastening to decay—is matched with an iron machine insensible to suffering and fatigue: all this moreover, in an atmosphere of flax-dust, for 12 or 13 hours a day, and for six days in a week.’14

Bessy’s illness is caused by that most seemingly innocuous of things: fluff. ‘“They say it winds round the lungs, and tightens them up. Anyhow, there’s many a one as works in a carding-room, that falls into a waste, coughing and spitting blood, because they’re just poisoned by the fluff”’ (p. 102).15 By the 1850s the noxious effects of fluff and dust were fairly widely known, although many manufacturers were still resisting such claims.16 Thackrah had recommended the introduction of a wheel to create a current of air to carry off dust; some were installed, but as Bessy observes, they were expensive so masters were reluctant to introduce them, and workers had been known to demand a raise of wages if they could no longer keep their hunger down by swallowing the fluff: ‘So between masters and men th’ wheels fall through’ (p. 102). The anecdote, which has some basis in fact, is unbearably poignant: it allows Gaskell to show an apparent even-handed neutrality, whilst also emphasizing the fact that the workers cannot be relied upon to help themselves: like children, they must be guided by those better equipped to understand their real needs.

Gaskell’s achievements in representing the working classes in her novels should not be underestimated, however. The fierce rhetoric aroused by the campaign for a ten-hour working day in the early 1830s set the tone for depictions of the working classes in subsequent decades. W. R. Greg, for example, had supported the reduction of hours and the introduction of ventilation, but had focused more on the problems caused by the licentiousness of the poor. Education or sermons were unlikely to ‘counteract the baneful influence, the insinuating virus, the putrefaction, the contagion of this moral depravity which reigns around them’.17 James Kay (later Sir James Kay-Shuttleworth), in his classic text The Moral and Physical Condition of the Working Classes employed in the Cotton Manufacture in Manchester (1832), had similarly spoken of ‘a licentiousness capable of corrupting the whole body of society, like an insidious disease’.18 Kay had blamed outside causes (particularly the importation of the Irish), and had insisted that the working classes accept that they were ‘the architects of their own fortune’ and that mechanical inventions would always be advantageous to them.19 Greg’s objections to Mary Barton were focused on the fact that the primary needs of the working classes were not material, as Gaskell suggested, but moral: it was their own improvidence which was to blame for their distress, and ‘their want of moral courage, of resolute individual will’.20

Fears aroused by industrial combination, and that new phenomemon, the ‘mass’ of working people, focused symbolically on their physicality. An 1848 article on ‘The Manufacturing Poor’ in Lancashire drew a sharp contrast between the clean house of the respectable workman and that of the socialist or ranter, ‘human beings without a humanised feeling, grovelling in the filth and sensuality of the swine, and exhibiting the ferocity of the savage’.21 Arguments for education were framed in terms of the need to curb this terrifying sensuality, to rescue children from ‘rolling about in the street channels, or sunk in filth at their homes’, and to instill in them ‘the duties of cleanliness, neatness, order, and submission’ so that they do not become part of the ‘living filth’ being ‘vomited’ from the beer shops.22 ‘Filth’, so much more emotive a term than ‘dirt’, slips from a physical to a moral depiction of the working classes, covering all manner of ills, from sexual licentiousness to radical politics.

Gaskell clearly could not remain immune to all this rhetoric. Boucher obviously bears some relation to the improvident worker depicted by Greg and Kay, who lacks ‘resolute individual will’. The suggestion that he has Irish blood further compounds this negative sterotype, as established by Kay (Thornton, we learn later, loses money because his imported Irish labour had produced work of inferior quality). Boucher, however, is set against the firmly resolute Higgins, who has no parallel in contemporary rhetorical texts. No ‘decent’ member of the working class would indulge in drink, and organize strikes.

Union Politics

The fraught question of union action is one that Gaskell handles very carefully in North and South. As an ethical issue it is on a par with Mr Hale’s decision to leave the Church and Frederick’s to lead a mutiny. How far does the individual have the right to challenge social authority for the sake of an assumed greater good? And can it be right, furthermore, to compel others to rebel against their will, in the name of this greater good? Margaret suggests that the strikers cannot claim the high moral ground occupied by a soldier, since ‘a soldier dies in the cause of the Nation—in the cause of others’. Higgins’s retort puts her firmly in her place:

‘Dun yo’ think it’s for mysel’ I’m striking work at this time? It’s just as much in the cause of others as yon soldier—only m’appen, the cause he dies for is just that of somebody he never clapt eyes on, nor heerd on all his born days, while I take up John Boucher’s cause, as lives next door but one, wi’ a sickly wife, and eight childer, none on ‘em factory age.’ (p. 134)

In place of the ‘sinister selfishness’23 and grovelling ‘filth and sensuality’ attributed to the working-class demagogue, Gaskell offers us an incarnation of domestic virtue.

The question of union tyranny is debated twice. Boucher, borrowing his rhetoric from contemporary anti-union propaganda, accuses the Union of being a ‘worser tyrant than e’er the masters were’. Once banded together, ‘yo’ve no more pity for a man than a wild hunger-maddened wolf (p. 155). Higgins’s response this time is less telling: if he is going wrong, ‘it’s their sin, who ha’ left me where I am, in my ignorance’ (p. 155). Margaret and Mr Hale later reiterate the charge, expressing horror that the Union condemns non-members to complete ostracization, but Higgins once more blames ‘th’ masters as has made us sin’ (p. 232). Where Frederick acted on impulse to defend the men against their ‘masters’, members of the Union systematically punish their fellow workers in the cause of class justice. The ethical issue of responsibility is a complex one, but having raised it Gaskell neatly sidesteps its implications. Mr Hale praises Higgins’s concept of the Union as ‘beautiful, glorious… Christianity itself, if only it could eschew class opposition (p. 233), a pious hope based on a complete contradiction in terms. The scene ends with Margaret, Mr Hale, and Higgins kneeling at prayers together. An aura of sanctity is thrown over Higgins, and the fundamental question of how far it can be right to inflict psychological violence on one’s fellows for the sake of a perceived greater good is deftly evaded.

The moral ‘filth’ of conservative commentators is nowhere to be found in the Higgins household, although Gaskell permits a layer of physical dirt. One of the commonest arguments against female labour in factories was that it meant that women grew up to be ‘slatterns’, unable to keep a neat, orderly house for their menfolk, thus destroying the cradle of domestic virtue and forcing men out into the alehouses.24 Mary, Bessy’s ‘slatternly younger sister’ (p. 99), certainly fits this model, but as Higgins’s decision to take over the provision for Boucher’s children clearly shows, physical dirt has not eradicated virtue. Indeed, Higgins himself comes to embody the true values of maternity. Whilst Mrs Thornton and Mrs Hale both prove inadequate mothers, lacking either tenderness (Mrs Thornton) or strength (Mrs Hale), Higgins, the working-class male, offers a perfect combination of these qualities. Nor is his masculinity affected by his maternal stance. Both Frederick and Mr Hale were seen as somehow weakened by their feminine traits, their emotionality and lack of control, but Higgins’s maternal traits only add to his dignity. In this respect his position mirrors that of Margaret, whose household role also crosses the gender divide.

Riotous Passion: Representations of Victorian Femininity

Yet for all the aura of domestic sanctity built up around Higgins, it is important not to forget that he is one of the instigators of the strike that leads to such fierce social conflict and suffering within the novel. Significantly, the germ of disruption and violence within his household is located not with Higgins himself, for he always explicitly eschews violent conflict, but in his seemingly saintly daughter, Bessy. Following Margaret’s description of the beauties of Helstone, Bessy becomes very agitated, comparing her life, with its incessant mill noise and her inability to breathe, to that of Margaret: ‘“I think if this life is th’ end, and that there’s no God to wipe away all tears from all eyes—yo’ wench, yo’!” said she, sitting up, and clutching violently, almost fiercely, at Margaret’s hand, “I could go mad, and kill yo’, I could”’ (p. 101). The outburst is quite startling in its intensity. Margaret ceases to be an individual and becomes instead an indiscriminate object of class hatred. Whereas Higgins wishes to organize rational protest, Bessy is ready to lash out in violence. For one brief moment, before she reassumes her customary angelic stance, she is aligned with the animality customarily associated with working-class rebellion.

Her voice is also that of female ‘madness’. As recent scholarship has shown, Victorian attitudes to femininity were far more complex than has previously been assumed.25 All women, regardless of social class or moral stance, were regarded as being at the mercy of their uterine system: in them, ‘a hysteric predisposition is incessantly predominating from the dawn of puberty’. More prone to emotion than men, women were also forced socially to conceal or repress their feelings, until ‘like a smouldering fire that has at last got vent, her passions, when no longer trammelled by conventional propriety, burst forth in unquenchable violence’.26 The Victorian middle-class male felt menaced by two uncontrollable forms of body—female and working-class. There is an uncanny similarity in the descriptions of the ‘smouldering’ female body, which often erupted, without warning, into outbreaks of madness within the middle-class household, and the sensuality which, according to James Kay, lay behind the workers’ impulse to rebel: ‘chaotic elements [which] may long smoulder, accompanied only by partial eruptions of turbulence and crime’, until they finally break forth in full-scale riot.27

Bessy’s outbreak is only momentary, but it prepares the way for the crucial riot scene, where class and gender become inextricably entwined. According to Bessy, ‘Th’ women are as bad as th’ men, in their savageness, this time’ (p. 150).28 We do not see them in the riot at Thornton’s, however; female passion is reserved for our heroine, Margaret. The massed crowd displays all the threatening animality of contemporary ideological projections: ‘men, gaunt as wolves, and mad for prey.’ Their yell was ‘as the demoniac desire of some terrible wild beast for the food that is withheld from his ravening’ (pp. 177, 176). Yet for Margaret these men retain their humanity, being ‘poor creatures who are driven mad’, whom Thornton should address as equals, ‘man to man’ (p. 177). It is Margaret’s challenge to Thornton’s masculinity that sends him out to face the crowd, thus precipitating the crisis.

Margaret’s own role in this scene is characterized by a complete absence of the self-control she normally prides herself on maintaining. As she later reflects: ‘I, who have despised people for showing emotion—who have thought them wanting in self-control—I went down and must needs throw myself into the melee, like a romantic fool!’ (p. 190). Before she rushes out to join Thornton she has already torn off her bonnet, and thus steps outside bare-headed, a sure sign in the Victorian novel of female abandonment. In despite of all maidenly modestly, Margaret flings herself around Thornton in order to defend him. Her actions simultaneously embody the two dominant, but opposing, models for womanhood in Victorian culture. Margaret is at once the selfless, spiritual helpmeet, using her ‘reverenced helplessness’ (p. 195) to defend a man under threat, and also a passionate female body, breaking through the trammels of customary propriety. The scene turns on a transposition of uncontrolled bodies, as Thornton’s attention is drawn from the savage, animal crowd to the passionate female, lying, as if dead, in his arms. The transposition is marked symbolically by the flow of Margaret’s blood. The crowd watch in silence, ‘open-eyed and open-mouthed, the thread of dark-red blood which wakened them up from their trance of passion’ (p. 179). Margaret’s own ‘trance of passion’ dissolves that of the crowd, leaving Thornton with a softer, more pliant body which might cause him to tremble far more than the crowd could ever do, but which carries with it the imaginative promise of pleasurable union. From this point on, the focus of North and South shifts decisively to the sphere of gender relations; the romantic possibilities of Margaret and Thornton’s union draw attention away from detailed analyses of class conflict.

Margaret’s flow of blood stands as an outward sign of sexual passion. The traditional associations between blood and sexuality were intensified in the Victorian era with the development of gynaecological medicine and its obsessive concern with the ‘uterine economy’. Menstrual flow, medical textbooks proclaimed, was a marker of ‘sexual heat’; blood was thus a literal, physiological sign of female desire.29 Margaret’s own responses to her impulsive act offer a fascinating insight into the psychological consequences of the Victorian culture of shame. Gaskell created in Margaret a very physical heroine. Dickens had objected to all the ‘stiflings—hard plungings, lungeing and other convulsions’, and had removed them in proof, but Gaskell insisted on their retention.30 From the first time we meet Margaret, draping shawls around her ‘tall, finely made figure’ (p. 9), she is presented as a physical presence who excites masculine admiration, whether of the lawyer, Henry Lennox, the factory hands who comment on her in the streets of Milton, or Mr Thornton. She in turn is given a passionate, physically responsive body which throbs, blushes, and bleeds. Margaret, however, can find no form of appropriate expression for this bodily life, hemmed in as she is by the social dictates governing middle-class femininity.

Following Lennox’s proposal early on in the novel, Margaret had felt ‘guilty and ashamed of having grown so much into a woman as to be thought of in marriage’ (pp. 32–3). ‘Shame’ arises from the very association of self and sexuality. Similarly, after the riot the overheard conversation of Fanny Thornton and her maid gives voice to Margaret’s own concerns about her public exhibition of herself. In her feverish thoughts, between waking and sleep, she sees perpetually a ‘cloud of faces’. There is no sense of personal threat or danger; she feels rather, ‘a deep sense of shame that she should thus be the object of universal regard’ (pp. 191–2). Public performance of any kind for a woman was held at this time to be undignified and sexually tainted. Since Margaret’s ‘performance’ entailed the physical embrace of a man, it is little wonder she feels unable to escape ‘that unwinking glare of many eyes’ (p. 192) reflecting back to her her own sense of degradation. Thornton’s visit and proposal turns her inner shame into a scene of Gothic horror:

The deep impression made by the interview, was like that of a horror in a dream; that will not leave the room although we waken up, and rub our eyes, and force a stiff rigid smile upon our lips. It is there—there, cowering and gibbering, with fixed ghastly eyes, in some corner of the chamber, listening to hear whether we dare to breathe of its presence to any one. And we dare not; poor cowards that we are! (p. 198)

Whereas Gothic literature had displaced psychological anxieties into landscape, Gaskell inverts that process, using Gothic as an explicitly figurative language for the very real traumas of the psyche. That cowering and gibbering figure in the chamber of our minds always lurks, giving the lie to our assumed pose of calm self-control. For Margaret, that figure gives expression to her internalized sense of self-disgust. The graphic intensity of the description derives from the fact that the riot, and Thornton’s subsequent proposal, have forced her to confront her own sexuality. Her impulsive act, which she would like to think of as noble, pure, and self-sacrificing, has been offered back to her as an expression of sexual desire. Whilst she would like to feel herself enrolled in the angelic band of womanhood, her inner demons whisper that she, like other women, is at the mercy of her reproductive system.

Margaret’s inner conflicts are those of Victorian ideology, which gave rise to such contradictory models of womanhood. The dilemma is one that is too highly charged for Gaskell easily to resolve. Instead, with a neat twist of the plot, she displaces Margaret’s moral anxiety and sense of shame onto far more neutral territory: Margaret’s lie to the police in order to save her brother Frederick. The return of Frederick allows Gaskell to emphasize once more the parallel story-lines of her plots, as they revolve around the central question of how far action in defiance of authority can be justified in the name of a higher cause. Margaret’s urging that Frederick publicly justify himself is clearly coloured by her own situation: ‘People know what you did; but not the motives that elevate it out of a crime into an heroic protection of the weak’ (p. 259). Her own reputation, so publicly tarnished by her ‘heroic protection’ of Thornton, is further damaged by the sexual cloud cast by Thornton’s sighting of her at the railway station. The drama of Frederick’s escape, and the subsequent death of Leonards, poses a new dilemma for Margaret. In a rewriting of the riot scene, her impulsiveness is replaced by ‘regal composure’ as she lies to the police in order to give Frederick time to escape. Her subsequent collapse only emphasizes her earlier powers of control. For the rest of the plot Margaret is haunted by the ‘lurid fact that, in Mr Thornton’s eyes, she was degraded’ (p. 283), whilst he is plagued by dreams in which she is at once pure, and utterly abandoned sexually: ‘he dreamt she came dancing towards him with outspread arms, and with a lightness and gaiety which made him loathe her, even while it allured him’ (p. 331). For Thornton, the fact that Margaret might have been an accessory to manslaughter, and has directly lied to the police, is as nothing compared with her unmaidenly act of walking with an unknown man at dusk. Since we as readers are aware, however, of the utter sexual purity of her motives this time, the question of the possible sexuality of those open arms at the riot is defused. Margaret’s lie, in displacing attention away from the riot, becomes a form of testimony to her purity.

The riot scene is further rewritten by the death of Boucher, where Margaret is once more forced to confront the working-class body in all its overwhelming physicality. In his death, Boucher becomes a condensed symbol of the politics of scarcity and the unnatural life-forms created by industrialism. He has drowned himself, not in a wide open lake, but in a shallow, polluted brook: ‘his face was swollen and discoloured; besides, his skin was stained by the water in the brook, which had been used for dyeing purposes’ (p. 294). Boucher has finally manifested self-control, but only for his own self-destruction. As Higgins comments in disbelief, ‘“He had na spunk enough”’ (p. 294). When faced with the horror of this disfigured body, Margaret rises to the occasion. Whilst her father trembles from head to foot, Margaret covers Boucher’s face and takes on the task of informing his family. Once more her arms are open wide, but this time in unambiguously angelic terms, to catch the falling Mrs Boucher. Mr Hale proves quite useless in this crisis, but Margaret, in her calm control and care for the material and emotional wants of the entire Boucher family, shows precisely those qualities of selflessness and self-control to which she aspires. Like Higgins, she combines masculine command with maternal care.

Reconciliations?

In the final sections of the book Thornton courts Higgins, and through him, Margaret. The barriers to intercourse seem to lie less between the classes now, than between male and female. Yet as readers we know these barriers to be false; Margaret is not sexually guilty in the way Thornton fears. It is significant that it is Higgins who is the agent of their final reconciliation. It is he, not Mr Bell, who informs Thornton of Frederick’s visit, and thus dispels his misapprehensions, clearing the way for what Gaskell described as the ‘sunset glory of the last scene’.31 Gaskell jokingly suggested to Dickens, as she neared the end of her novel, that ‘a better title than N. & S. would have been “Death and Variations”. There are 5 deaths, each beautifully suited to the character of the individual.’32 Each of the deaths serves to intensify the narrative focus on Margaret and Thornton’s prospective union. The deaths of Bessy and Boucher, for all their pathos—or indeed because of their pathos—help to erase our sense of the unacceptable aspects of the industrial system which they had come to symbolize. Margaret, with the loss of both parents and then Mr Bell, is forced to stand alone, to confront the question of how she will determine her own future. Thornton, for his part, is stripped of his mill (Gaskell had discarded her more drastic plan of having it burn down).33

Without her parents to provide a focus for her life, and equipped with the legacy furnished by Mr Bell, Margaret is free to ‘settle that most difficult problem for women, how much was to be utterly merged in obedience to authority, and how much might be set apart for freedom in working’ (p. 416). The question is one that has been repeatedly posed in the novel, but for women it holds a very different shape. The freedom here invoked is not the freedom to challenge or rebel, but rather to undertake a new form of self-denial. Gaskell had been writing the closing sections of North and South at Florence Nightingale’s family home, Lea-Hurst, near Matlock, and had come firmly under her spell. Her letters at this time are full of admiration for Florence and her achievements. One can see in Gaskel’s creation of Margaret some of her reflections on women’s roles stimulated by this encounter. Florence Nightingale succeeded so well, both in her work and in capturing the admiration of the British public, because what she offered could be seen, not as a radical challenge, but rather as an intensification of woman’s traditional role: the selfless carer for others. Yet for all her admiration, there was something disturbing for Gaskell in what she saw as Florence Nightingale’s single-mindedness, and her care for the race rather than for the individual. She was deeply troubled by her suggestion that ‘if she had influence enough not a mother should bring up a child herself; there should be creches for the rich as well as the poor’.34 Nightingale’s feminine virtues, when freed from the domestic context of the home, become threatening. Edith’s fears lest Margaret become ‘strong-minded’, although humorously treated, encapsulate some of Gaskell’s own anxieties. Margaret’s charity work in the city is thus very shadowy; we see none of the individuals to whom she ministers. As readers, we are quite clear that we are only marking time until a union can be achieved with Thornton.

Gaskell’s worries about how to conclude the book were inflected by gender concerns: ‘hitherto Thornton is good: and I’m afraid of a touch marring him; and I want to keep his character consistent with itself, and large and strong and tender, and yet a master. That’s my next puzzle.’35 As with Margaret and Higgins, Gaskell wants to endow her hero with traits from the opposing sex, without in any way compromising his clear gender identity. Although Margaret is temporarily given financial control, Thornton is given emotional mastery in the final scene. Just as he had taken her gesture during the riot as an expression of sexual desire, he now interprets her business proposition as a declaration of love, and claims her as his own: ‘After a minute or two, he gently disengaged her hands from her face, and laid her arms as they had once before been placed to protect him from the rioters’ (p. 436). The final scene offers us a reworking of that climactic confrontation between masters and men, but this time the workers are absent. Margaret once more experiences the rise of shame, but transmogrified: ‘She slowly faced him, glowing with beautiful shame.’ Shame becomes an attribute of beauty, when placed within the sanctifying cordon of marriage. Yet, as the repetition itself suggests, the anxieties surrounding female sexual display are still in operation. Neither the gender nor the class issues which animate the novel are susceptible of easy resolution.

In a tract of 1841, On the Present Condition of the Labouring Poor in Manchester; with hints for improving it, the Reverend Richard Parkinson argued that the real problem was the total ignorance with regard to each other of the rich and poor. The remedy lay in ‘intercourse between master and man’. The great lesson for communities was to ‘know one another’.36 Gaskell reiterates these lessons in North and South. Thornton comes to understand the value of ‘cultivating some intercourse with the hands beyond the mere “cash nexus”’ (p. 431), once he has been brought ‘face to face, man to man, with an individual of the masses around him’ (p. 419). His discussions with Higgins lead to greater understanding on both sides, so that his business troubles are now treated by the men with sympathy, rather than with ‘the suppressed antagonism which had formerly been smouldering’ (p. 421). Fear of the ‘smouldering’ masses is not entirely quenched, however. It is significant that the novel ends not with a union meeting, or working-class scene, but in the safe surroundings of a middle-class drawing-room. Parkinson, despite his belief in the necessity of greater class understanding, had warned that there would still be ‘those wild beasts of prey, which always infest the uncultivated wastes of humanity, and prowl about the outskirts of civilization’.37 Fears of working-class animality ran deep. By transposing those fears, in part, on to the middle-class female body, Gaskell elides class and gender concerns, to offer a symbolic resolution of class conflict through marriage. But what kind of marriage? Is Thornton to remain tender and ‘yet a master’? Gaskel’s difficulties in representation mirror the ideological problems within the text. The central question of how far individual ‘freedom in working’ should be allowed to override ‘obedience to authority’ remains unanswered.


NOTE ON THE TEXT

North and South was serialized weekly in Dickens’s periodical Household Words (2 September 1854 to 27 January 1855) and then issued in 2 volumes in 1855, the text differing substantially from the serial issue; a second, reset and corrected edition followed in the same year. The present edition is printed from the British Museum copy of the first volume issue, collated with the second edition. The first edition repeated (in Vol. II, Chapter xxii) two paragraphs from II. xix; these were omitted in the second edition and a new passage printed at the end of II, Chapter xxiii to make the pagination the same in both editions; the repeated passages are omitted and the additional paragraph is incorporated in this edition. A number of other changes (some obviously corrections and revisions; others clearly errors) were made in the second edition; the text of the first edition seems to have been sensibly but not thoroughly corrected for the second edition. Of nearly 240 variant readings between the two texts (mostly minor) 80 have been retained from the first edition, and 159 accepted from the second edition; nearly 50 obvious errors have been silently corrected.

The major changes in the text occur towards the end of the novel, which Gaskell felt had been too rushed in the original version, due to pressures of space. For the book version she reordered some of the existing material (now in II, Chapters XIX, ‘Ease not Peace’, and XXII, ‘Something Wanting’) and added new material and two entirely new Chapters: XX ‘Not All a Dream’, and XXI, ‘Once and Now’. These new sections cover Mr Bell’s visit to London, his discovery that Frederick had been in England, his defence of Mr Hale’s conduct to Lennox, and his visit with Margaret to Helstone, helping her to lose some of her remaining nostalgic idealization of the place. Margaret also confesses to Mr Bell concerning her lie, and Mr Bell promises to reinstate her in Mr Thornton’s good opinion. Changes in II, Chapter XXIII, ‘Ne’er to be Found Again’, give her a more decisive role in response to Mr Bell’s illness.

Chapter titles and epigraphs were added for the book version.
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A CHRONOLOGY OF ELIZABETH GASKELL





	1810

	29 September. Elizabeth Cleghorn Stevenson born to William Stevenson and Elizabeth Holland, in Lindsey Row, Chelsea (now Cheyne Walk); she has one brother, John (b. 1798).




	1811

	29 October. Her mother, Elizabeth Stevenson, dies in Chelsea. Soon afterwards the baby Elizabeth is taken to Knutsford, Cheshire to be cared for by her mother’s elder sister, Hannah Lumb.




	1814

	William Stevenson marries Catherine Thomson.




	1821

	Elizabeth goes to a boarding-school near Warwick run by the Byerley sisters, relations of her stepmother and of the Wedgwood family.




	1822

	Her brother John Stevenson joins the Merchant Navy. 1824 The school moves to Stratford-upon-Avon.




	1826

	Elizabeth leaves school.




	1828

	John Stevenson disappears either while on his way to India or after his arrival there. Nothing is ever known of his fate.




	1829

	22 March. Death of William Stevenson.
Elizabeth is thought to have spent the winter, and that of 1830–1, with relations, the Turners, in Newcastle upon Tyne and to have visited Edinburgh with Ann Turner, probably in 1830 or 1831.




	1831

	Meets the Revd. William Gaskell (1805–84).




	1832

	30 August. Marries William Gaskell at St John’s Parish Church, Knutsford. They live at 1 Dover Street, Manchester, where he is assistant minister at Cross Street Chapel.




	1833

	10 July. Birth of a stillborn girl.




	1834

	12 September. Birth of Marianne Gaskell.




	1837

	January. Publication of the Gaskells’ poem ‘Sketches among the Poor’ in Blackwood’s Magazine. 7 February. Birth of Margaret Emily (Meta) Gaskell. 1 May. Death of Hannah Lumb.




	1840

	William Howitt, Visits to Remarkable Places includes her description of Clopton Hall. Birth and death of a son, name and date unknown, between 1837 and 1841.




	1841

	July. William and Elizabeth Gaskell visit Heidelberg.




	1842

	7 October. Birth of Florence Elizabeth Gaskell. Move to 121 Upper Rumford Road, Manchester.




	1844

	23 October. Birth of William Gaskell.




	

1845

	10 August. Death of the baby William Gaskell on holiday in Wales.




	1846

	3 September. Birth of Julia Bradford Gaskell.




	1847

	June. ‘Libbie Marsh’s Three Eras’ published in Howitt’s Journal. September. ‘The Sexton’s Hero’, Howitt’s Journal.




	1848

	January. ‘Christmas Storms and Sunshine’, Howitt’s Journal. October. Mary Barton, her first novel.




	1849

	April–May. Visits London and meets Dickens and Carlyle. June–August. Visits the Lake District and meets Wordsworth. July. ‘The Last Generation in England’, Sartain’s Union Magazine; ‘Hand and Heart’, Sunday School Penny Magazine.




	1850

	January. Dickens writes to ask her for contributions to the forthcoming Household Words.
February. ‘Martha Preston’, Sartain’s Union Magazine.
March–April. ‘Lizzie Leigh’, Household Words.
June. Moves to 42 Plymouth Grove, Manchester.
August. Meets Charlotte Brontë while staying with the Kay-Shuttleworth family.
November. ‘The Well of Pen-Morfa’, Household Words.
December. The Moorland Cottage; ‘The Heart of John Middleton’, Household Words.




	1851

	February–April. ‘Mr Harrison’s Confessions’, Ladies Companion and Monthly Magazine.
June. ‘Disappearances’, Household Words.
July. Visit to London and the Great Exhibition.
October. Visits Knutsford.
December–May 1853. The Cranford papers in Household Words.




	1852

	January–April. ‘Bessy’s Troubles at Home’, Sunday School Penny Magazine.
June. ‘The Shah’s English Gardener’, Household Words.
December. ‘The Old Nurse’s Story’, Household Words.




	1853

	January. Ruth. Reviews and letters about Ruth make Gaskell feel like ‘St Sebastian tied to a tree to be shot at with arrows’. ‘Cumberland Sheep Shearers’, Household Words.
May. Visits Paris.
June. Cranford.
August. Visits Normandy.
September. Visits Charlotte Brontë at Haworth.
October. ‘Bran’, Household Words.
November. ‘Morton Hall’, Household Words.
December. ‘Traits and Stories of the Huguenots’, ‘My French
Master’, ‘The Squire’s Story’, ‘The Scholar’s Story’, all in Household Words.




	

1854

	January. Visits Paris.
February. ‘Modern Greek Songs’, Household Words.
May. ‘Company Manners’, Household Words.
September-January 1855, North and South, Household Words.




	1855

	February. Visits Paris.
31 March. Charlotte Brontë dies.
June. Charlotte Brontë’s father asks her to write his daughter’s biography.
August. ‘An Accursed Race’, Household Words.
September. Lizzie Leigh and Other Tales.
October. ‘Half a Lifetime Ago’, Household Words.




	1856

	May. Visits Brussels to research Charlotte Brontë’s schooldays.
December. ‘The Poor Clare’, Household Words.




	1857

	February-May. Visits Rome.
March. The Life of Charlotte Brontë.
May. Libel action threatened by Lady Scott; Gaskell retracts accusation of adultery with Branwell Brontë in The Life of CB.
June. Meta engaged to Captain Charles Hill, widowed officer in the
Indian Army. News of the Indian Mutiny causes anxiety to the
Gaskells, and Hill is recalled to India.




	1858

	January. ‘The Doom of the Griffiths’, Harper’s Monthly Magazine.
June. ‘An Incident at Niagara Falls’, Harper’s Monthly Magazine.
June–September. ‘My Lady Ludlow’, Household Words.
Summer. Meta’s engagement to Charles Hill is broken off.
September–December. Visit to Heidelberg.
November. ‘The Sin of a Father’ (collected as ‘Right at Last’), Household Words.
December. ‘The Manchester Marriage’, Household Words.




	1859

	March. Round the Sofa.
Summer. Visits Scotland.
October. ‘Lois the Witch’, All the Year Round.
November. Visits Whitby, later to be scene of Sylvia’s Lovers.
December. ‘The Ghost in the Garden Room’ (collected as ‘The Crooked Branch’), All the Year Round.




	1860

	February. ‘Curious if True’, Cornhill Magazine.
May. Right at Last and Other Tales.
July–August. Visits Heidelberg.
Right at Last and Other Tales.




	1861

	January. ‘The Grey Woman’, All the Year Round.
The American Civil War blockade causes famine among the Lancashire cotton workers.




	1862

	‘Six Weeks at Heppenheim’, Cornhill Magazine.


April. Worries that her daughter Marianne may be going to convert to Roman Catholicism.
May. Visits Normandy to gather material for articles on French life.
Famine in Lancashire worsens in the winter.




	1863

	January–March. ‘A Dark Night’s Work’, All the Year Round.
February. Sylvia’s Lovers; ‘Shams’, Fraser’s Magazine.
March. ‘An Italian Institution’, All the Year Round.
March–August. Visits France and Italy.
April. A Dark Night’s Work.
8 September. Florence Gaskell marries Charles Crompton.
November. ‘The Cage at Cranford’, All the Year Round.
November–February 1864. ‘Cousin Phillis’, Comhill Magazine.
December. ‘How the First Floor Went to Crowley Castle’, All the Year Round.




	1864

	April–June. ‘French Life’, Fraser’s Magazine.
August–January 1866. Wives and Daughters, Cornhill Magazine.
August. Visits Switzerland.




	1865

	March–April. Visits Paris.
March. ‘Columns of Gossip from Paris’, Pall Mall Gazette.
June. Buys The Lawns, Holybourne, Hampshire, without telling her husband.
August–September. ‘A Parson’s Holiday’, Pall Mall Gazette.
October. Visits Dieppe.
12 November. Dies at Holybourne.
Cousin Phillis and Other Tales
The Grey Woman and Other Tales




	1866

	February. Wives and Daughters: An Every-day Story, published posthumously and unfinished.






NORTH AND SOUTH
BY

THE AUTHOR OF ‘MARY BARTON,’ ‘RUTH,’

‘CRANFORD,’ &c.





ON its first appearance in ‘Household Words,’ this tale was obliged to conform to the conditions imposed by the requirements of a weekly publication, and likewise to confine itself within certain advertised limits, in order that faith might be kept with the public. Although these conditions were made as light as they well could be, the author found it impossible to develope the story in the manner originally intended, and, more especially, was compelled to hurry on events with an improbable rapidity towards the close. In some degree to remedy this obvious defect, various short passages have been inserted, and several new chapters added. With this brief explanation, the tale is commended to the kindness of the reader;

‘Beseking hym lowly, of mercy and pité,
Of its rude makyng to have compassion.’*




VOLUME I


CHAPTER I

‘HASTE TO THE WEDDING’

‘Wooed and married and a’.’*

‘EDITH!’ said Margaret, gently, ‘Edith!’

But, as Margaret half suspected, Edith had fallen asleep. She lay curled up on the sofa in the back drawing-room in Harley Street, looking very lovely in her white muslin and blue ribbons. If Titania* had ever been dressed in white muslin and blue ribbons, and had fallen asleep on a crimson damask sofa in a back drawing-room, Edith might have been taken for her. Margaret was struck afresh by her cousin’s beauty. They had grown up together from childhood, and all along Edith had been remarked upon by every one, except Margaret, for her prettiness; but Margaret had never thought about it until the last few days, when the prospect of soon losing her companion seemed to give force to every sweet quality and charm which Edith possessed. They had been talking about wedding dresses, and wedding ceremonies; and Captain Lennox, and what he had told Edith about her future life at Corfu,* where his regiment was stationed; and the difficulty of keeping a piano in good tune (a difficulty which Edith seemed to consider as one of the most formidable that could befall her in her married life), and what gowns she should want in the visits to Scotland, which would immediately succeed her marriage; but the whispered tone had latterly become more drowsy; and Margaret, after a pause of a few minutes, found, as she fancied, that in spite of the buzz in the next room, Edith had rolled herself up into a soft ball of muslin and ribbon, and silken curls, and gone off into a peaceful little after-dinner nap.

Margaret had been on the point of telling her cousin of some of the plans and visions which she entertained as to her future life in the country parsonage, where her father and mother lived; and where her bright holidays had always been passed, though for the last ten years her aunt Shaw’s house had been considered as her home. But in default of a listener, she had to brood over the change in her life silently as heretofore. It was a happy brooding, although tinged with regret at being separated for an indefinite time from her gentle aunt and dear cousin. As she thought of the delight of filling the important post of only daughter in Helstone parsonage, pieces of the conversation out of the next room came upon her ears. Her aunt Shaw was talking to the five or six ladies who had been dining there, and whose husbands were still in the dining-room. They were the familiar acquaintances of the house; neighbours whom Mrs. Shaw called friends, because she happened to dine with them more frequently than with any other people, and because if she or Edith wanted anything from them, or they from her, they did not scruple to make a call at each other’s houses before luncheon. These ladies and their husbands were invited, in their capacity of friends, to eat a farewell dinner in honour of Edith’s approaching marriage. Edith had rather objected to this arrangement, for Captain Lennox was expected to arrive by a late train this very evening; but, although she was a spoiled child, she was too careless and idle to have a very strong will of her own, and gave way when she found that her mother had absolutely ordered those extra delicacies of the season which are always supposed to be efficacious against immoderate grief at farewell dinners. She contented herself by leaning back in her chair, merely playing with the food on her plate, and looking grave and absent; while all around her were enjoying the mots of Mr. Grey, the gentleman who always took the bottom of the table at Mrs. Shaw’s dinner parties, and asked Edith to give them some music in the drawing-room. Mr. Grey was particularly agreeable over this farewell dinner, and the gentlemen staid down stairs longer than usual. It was very well they did—to judge from the fragments of conversation which Margaret overheard.

‘I suffered too much myself; not that I was not extremely happy with the poor dear General, but still disparity of age is a drawback; one that I was resolved Edith should not have to encounter. Of course, without any maternal partiality, I foresaw that the dear child was likely to marry early; indeed, I had often said that I was sure she would be married before she was nineteen. I had quite a prophetic feeling when Captain Lennox’—and here the voice dropped into a whisper, but Margaret could easily supply the blank. The course of true love in Edith’s case had run remarkably smooth. Mrs. Shaw had given way to the presentiment, as she expressed it; and had rather urged on the marriage, although it was below the expectations which many of Edith’s acquaintances had formed for her, a young and pretty heiress. But Mrs. Shaw said that her only child should marry for love,—and sighed emphatically, as if love had not been her motive for marrying the General. Mrs. Shaw enjoyed the romance of the present engagement rather more than her daughter. Not but that Edith was very thoroughly and properly in love; still she would certainly have preferred a good house in Belgravia, to all the picturesqueness of the life which Captain Lennox described at Corfu. The very parts which made Margaret glow as she listened, Edith pretended to shiver and shudder at; partly for the pleasure she had in being coaxed out of her dislike by her fond lover, and partly because anything of a gipsy or make-shift life was really distasteful to her. Yet had any one come with a fine house, and a fine estate, and a fine title to boot, Edith would still have clung to Captain Lennox while the temptation lasted; when it was over, it is possible she might have had little qualms of ill-concealed regret that Captain Lennox could not have united in his person everything that was desirable. In this she was but her mother’s child; who, after deliberately marrying General Shaw with no warmer feeling than respect for his character and establishment, was constantly, though quietly, bemoaning her hard lot in being united to one whom she could not love.

‘I have spared no expense in her trousseau,’ were the next words Margaret heard. ‘She has all the beautiful Indian shawls and scarfs the General gave to me, but which I shall never wear again.’

‘She is a lucky girl,’ replied another voice, which Margaret knew to be that of Mrs. Gibson, a lady who was taking a double interest in the conversation, from the fact of one of her daughters having been married within the last few weeks. ‘Helen had set her heart upon an Indian shawl, but really when I found what an extravagant price was asked, I was obliged to refuse her. She will be quite envious when she hears of Edith having Indian shawls. What kind are they? Delhi? with the lovely little borders?’

Margaret heard her aunt’s voice again, but this time it was as if she had raised herself up from her half-recumbent position, and were looking into the more dimly lighted back drawing-room. ‘Edith! Edith!’ cried she; and then she sank as if wearied by the exertion. Margaret stepped forward.

‘Edith is asleep, Aunt Shaw. Is it anything I can do?’

All the ladies said ‘Poor child!’ on receiving this distressing intelligence about Edith; and the minute lap-dog in Mrs. Shaw’s arms began to bark, as if excited by the burst of pity.

‘Hush, Tiny! you naughty little girl! you will waken your mistress. It was only to ask Edith if she would tell Newton to bring down her shawls: perhaps you would go, Margaret dear?’

Margaret went up into the old nursery at the very top of the house, where Newton was busy getting up some laces which were required for the wedding. While Newton went (not without a muttered grumbling) to undo the shawls, which had already been exhibited four or five times that day, Margaret looked round upon the nursery; the first room in that house with which she had become familiar nine years ago, when she was brought, all untamed from the forest, to share the home, the play, and the lessons of her cousin Edith. She remembered the dark, dim look of the London nursery, presided over by an austere and ceremonious nurse, who was terribly particular about clean hands and torn frocks. She recollected the first tea up there—separate from her father and aunt, who were dining somewhere down below an infinite depth of stairs; for unless she were up in the sky (the child thought), they must be deep down in the bowels of the earth. At home—before she came to live in Harley Street—her mother’s dressing-room had been her nursery; and, as they kept early hours in the country parsonage, Margaret had always had her meals with her father and mother. Oh! well did the tall stately girl of eighteen remember the tears shed with such wild passion of grief by the little girl of nine, as she hid her face under the bed-clothes, in that first night; and how she was bidden not to cry by the nurse, because it would disturb Miss Edith; and how she had cried as bitterly, but more quietly, till her newly-seen, grand, pretty aunt had come softly upstairs with Mr. Hale to show him his little sleeping daughter. Then the little Margaret had hushed her sobs, and tried to lie quiet as if asleep, for fear of making her father unhappy by her grief, which she dared not express before her aunt, and which she rather thought it was wrong to feel at all after the long hoping, and planning, and contriving they had gone through at home, before her wardrobe could be arranged so as to suit her grander circumstances, and before papa could leave his parish to come up to London, even for a few days.

Now she had got to love the old nursery, though it was but a dismantled place; and she looked all round, with a kind of cat-like regret, at the idea of leaving it for ever in three days.

‘Ah Newton!’ said she, ‘I think we shall all be sorry to leave this dear old room.’

‘Indeed, miss, I shan’t for one. My eyes are not so good as they were, and the light here is so bad that I can’t see to mend laces except just at the window, where there’s always a shocking draught—enough to give one one’s death of cold.’

Well, I dare say you will have both good light and plenty of warmth at Naples. You must keep as much of your darning as you can till then. Thank you, Newton, I can take them down—you’re busy.’

So Margaret went down laden with shawls, and snuffing up their spicy Eastern smell. Her aunt asked her to stand as a sort of lay figure on which to display them, as Edith was still asleep. No one thought about it; but Margaret’s tall, finely made figure, in the black silk dress which she was wearing as mourning for some distant relative of her father’s, set off the long beautiful folds of the gorgeous shawls that would have half-smothered Edith. Margaret stood right under the chandelier, quite silent and passive, while her aunt adjusted the draperies. Occasionally, as she was turned round, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror over the chimney-piece, and smiled at her own appearance there—the familiar features in the usual garb of a princess. She touched the shawls gently as they hung around her, and took a pleasure in their soft feel and their brilliant colours, and rather liked to be dressed in such splendour—enjoying it much as a child would do, with a quiet pleased smile on her lips. Just then the door opened, and Mr. Henry Lennox was suddenly announced. Some of the ladies started back, as if half-ashamed of their feminine interest in dress. Mrs. Shaw held out her hand to the new-comer; Margaret stood perfectly still, thinking she might be yet wanted as a sort of block for the shawls; but looking at Mr. Lennox with a bright, amused face, as if sure of his sympathy in her sense of the ludicrousness at being thus surprised.

Her aunt was so much absorbed in asking Mr. Henry Lennox—who had not been able to come to dinner—all sorts of questions about his brother the bridegroom, his sister the bridesmaid (coming with the Captain from Scotland for the occasion), and various other members of the Lennox family, that Margaret saw she was no more wanted as shawl-bearer, and devoted herself to the amusement of the other visitors, whom her aunt had for the moment forgotten. Almost immediately, Edith came in from the back drawing-room, winking and blinking her eyes at the stronger light, shaking back her slightly-ruffled curls, and altogether looking like the Sleeping Beauty just startled from her dreams. Even in her slumber she had instinctively felt that a Lennox was worth rousing herself for; and she had a multitude of questions to ask about dear Janet, the future, unseen sister-in-law, for whom she professed so much affection, that if Margaret had not been very proud she might have almost felt jealous of the mushroom rival. As Margaret sank rather more into the background on her aunt’s joining the conversation, she saw Henry Lennox directing his look towards a vacant seat near her; and she knew perfectly well that as soon as Edith released him from her questioning, he would take possession of that chair. She had not been quite sure, from her aunt’s rather confused account of his engagements, whether he would come that night; it was almost a surprise to see him; and now she was sure of a pleasant evening. He liked and disliked pretty nearly the same things that she did. Margaret’s face was lightened up into an honest, open brightness. By-and-by he came. She received him with a smile which had not a tinge of shyness or self-consciousness in it.

‘Well, I suppose you are all in the depths of business—ladies’ business, I mean. Very different to my business, which is the real true law business. Playing with shawls is very different work to drawing up settlements.’

‘Ah, I knew how you would be amused to find us all so occupied in admiring finery. But really Indian shawls are very perfect things of their kind.’

‘I have no doubt they are. Their prices are very perfect, too. Nothing wanting.’

The gentlemen came dropping in one by one, and the buzz and noise deepened in tone.

‘This is your last dinner-party, is it not? There are no more before Thursday?’

‘No. I think after this evening we shall feel at rest, which I am sure I have not done for many weeks; at least, that kind of rest when the hands have nothing more to do, and all the arrangements are complete for an event which must occupy one’s head and heart. I shall be glad to have time to think, and I am sure Edith will.’

‘I am not so sure about her; but I can fancy that you will. Whenever I have seen you lately, you have been carried away by a whirlwind of some other person’s making.’

‘Yes,’ said Margaret, rather sadly, remembering the never-ending commotion about trifles that had been going on for more than a month past: ‘I wonder if a marriage must always be preceded by what you call a whirlwind, or whether in some cases there might not rather be a calm and peaceful time just before it.’

‘Cinderella’s godmother ordering the trousseau, the wedding-breakfast, writing the notes of invitation, for instance,’ said Mr. Lennox, laughing.

‘But are all these quite necessary troubles?’ asked Margaret, looking up straight at him for an answer. A sense of indescribable weariness of all the arrangements for a pretty effect, in which Edith had been busied as supreme authority for the last six weeks, oppressed her just now; and she really wanted some one to help her to a few pleasant, quiet ideas connected with a marriage.

‘Oh, of course,’ he replied with a change to gravity in his tone. ‘There are forms and ceremonies to be gone through, not so much to satisfy oneself, as to stop the world’s mouth, without which stoppage there would be very little satisfaction in life. But how would you have a wedding arranged?’

‘Oh, I have never thought much about it; only I should like it to be a very fine summer morning; and I should like to walk to church through the shade of trees; and not to have so many bridesmaids, and to have no wedding-breakfast. I dare say I am resolving against the very things that have given me the most trouble just now.’

‘No, I don’t think you are. The idea of stately simplicity accords well with your character.’

Margaret did not quite like this speech; she winced away from it more, from remembering former occasions on which he had tried to lead her into a discussion (in which he took the complimentary part) about her own character and ways of going on. She cut his speech rather short by saying:

‘It is natural for me to think of Helstone church, and the walk to it, rather than of driving up to a London church in the middle of a paved street.’

‘Tell me about Helstone. You have never described it to me. I should like to have some idea of the place you will be living in, when ninety-six Harley Street will be looking dingy and dirty, and dull, and shut up. Is Helstone a village, or a town, in the first place?’

‘Oh, only a hamlet; I don’t think I could call it a village at all. There is the church and a few houses near it on the green—cottages, rather—with roses growing all over them.’

‘And flowering all the year round, especially at Christmas—make your picture complete,’ said he.

‘No,’ replied Margaret, somewhat annoyed, ‘I am not making a picture. I am trying to describe Helstone as it really is. You should not have said that.’

‘I am penitent,’ he answered. ‘Only it really sounded like a village in a tale rather than in real life.’

‘And so it is,’ replied Margaret, eagerly. ‘All the other places in England that I have seen seem so hard and prosaic-looking, after the New Forest. Helstone is like a village in a poem—in one of Tennyson’s poems. But I won’t try and describe it any more. You would only laugh at me if I told you what I think of it—what it really is.’

‘Indeed, I would not. But I see you are going to be very resolved. Well, then, tell me that which I should like still better to know: what the parsonage is like.’

‘Oh, I can’t describe my home. It is home, and I can’t put its charm into words.’

‘I submit. You are rather severe to-night, Margaret.’

‘How?’ said she, turning her large soft eyes round full upon him.

‘I did not know I was.’

‘Why, because I made an unlucky remark, you will neither tell me what Helstone is like, nor will you say anything about your home, though I have told you how much I want to hear about both, the latter especially.’

‘But indeed I cannot tell you about my own home. I don’t quite think it is a thing to be talked about, unless you knew it.’

‘Well, then’—pausing for a moment—‘tell me what you do there. Here you read, or have lessons, or otherwise improve your mind, till the middle of the day; take a walk before lunch, go a drive with your aunt after, and have some kind of engagement in the evening. There, now fill up your day at Helstone. Shall you ride, drive, or walk?’

‘Walk, decidedly. We have no horse, not even for papa. He walks to the very extremity of his parish. The walks are so beautiful, it would be a shame to drive—almost a shame to ride.’

‘Shall you garden much? That, I believe, is a proper employment for young ladies in the country.’

‘I don’t know. I am afraid I shan’t like such hard work.’

‘Archery parties—picnics—race-balls—hunt-balls?’

‘Oh no!’ said she, laughing. ‘Papa’s living is very small; and even if we were near such things, I doubt if I should go to them.’

‘I see, you won’t tell me anything. You will only tell me that you are not going to do this and that. Before the vacation ends, I think I shall pay you a call, and see what you really do employ yourself in.’

‘I hope you will. Then you will see for yourself how beautiful Helstone is. Now I must go. Edith is sitting down to play, and I just know enough of music to turn over the leaves for her; and besides, Aunt Shaw won’t like us to talk.’

Edith played brilliantly. In the middle of the piece the door half-opened, and Edith saw Captain Lennox hesitating whether to come in. She threw down her music, and rushed out of the room, leaving Margaret standing confused and blushing to explain to the astonished guests what vision had shown itself to cause Edith’s sudden flight. Captain Lennox had come earlier than was expected; or was it really so late? They looked at their watches, were duly shocked, and took their leave.

Then Edith came back, glowing with pleasure, half-shyly, half-proudly leading in her tall handsome Captain. His brother shook hands with him, and Mrs. Shaw welcomed him in her gentle kindly way, which had always something plaintive in it, arising from the long habit of considering herself a victim to an uncongenial marriage. Now that, the General being gone, she had every good of life, with as few drawbacks as possible, she had been rather perplexed to find an anxiety, if not a sorrow. She had, however, of late settled upon her own health as a source of apprehension; she had a nervous little cough whenever she thought about it; and some complaisant doctor ordered her just what she desired,—a winter in Italy. Mrs. Shaw had as strong wishes as most people, but she never liked to do anything from the open and acknowledged motive of her own good will and pleasure; she preferred being compelled to gratify herself by some other person’s command or desire. She really did persuade herself that she was submitting to some hard external necessity; and thus she was able to moan and complain in her soft manner, all the time she was in reality doing just what she liked.

It was in this way she began to speak of her own journey to Captain Lennox, who assented, as in duty bound, to all his future mother-in-law said, while his eyes sought Edith, who was busying herself in rearranging the tea-table, and ordering up all sorts of good things, in spite of his assurances that he had dined within the last two hours.

Mr. Henry Lennox stood leaning against the chimney-piece, amused with the family scene. He was close by his handsome brother; he was the plain one in a singularly good-looking family; but his face was intelligent, keen, and mobile; and now and then Margaret wondered what it was that he could be thinking about, while he kept silence, but was evidently observing, with an interest that was slightly sarcastic, all that Edith and she were doing. The sarcastic feeling was called out by Mrs. Shaw’s conversation with his brother; it was separate from the interest which was excited by what he saw. He thought it a pretty sight to see the two cousins so busy in their little arrangements about the table. Edith chose to do most herself. She was in a humour to enjoy showing her lover how well she could behave as a soldier’s wife. She found out that the water in the urn was cold, and ordered up the great kitchen teakettle; the only consequence of which was that when she met it at the door, and tried to carry it in, it was too heavy for her, and she came in pouting, with a black mark on her muslin gown, and a little round white hand indented by the handle, which she took to show to Captain Lennox, just like a hurt child, and, of course, the remedy was the same in both cases. Margaret’s quickly-adjusted spirit-lamp was the most efficacious contrivance, though not so like the gypsy-encampment which Edith, in some of her moods, chose to consider the nearest resemblance to a barrack-life.

After this evening all was bustle till the wedding was over.
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