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    This volume gathers the complete novels of Elizabeth Cleghorn Gaskell, presenting the full range of her long fiction in a single, coherent collection. It includes early industrial narratives, mature provincial studies, and shorter novels often classed as novellas. By bringing Mary Barton, The Moorland Cottage, Cranford, Ruth, North and South, Sylvia's Lovers, Wives and Daughters, A Dark Night’s Work, My Lady Ludlow, and Cousin Phillis together, the collection invites readers to trace Gaskell’s evolving art and social vision across two decades of Victorian writing. The aim is both convenience and context: to read each work closely while keeping it in conversation with its companions.

Although Gaskell wrote widely in many forms, the focus here is her long fiction. The items gathered comprise full-length novels and shorter novels or novellas originally issued either in book form or serially. Beside them stands a biographical piece, Mrs. Gaskell and Knutsford by George A. Payne, offering an external perspective on the author’s life and milieu. Other genres central to Gaskell’s career—short stories, sketches, and literary biography—lie beyond this volume’s scope. The result is a concentrated view of her narrative architecture and character-making, without the digressions of miscellany, yet enriched by a concise, contextual portrait of the novelist.

As a Manchester-based Victorian writer, Gaskell observed a Britain transformed by industry, migration, and reform. Many of her novels first reached readers in the pages of popular periodicals before appearing as books, a publication rhythm that shaped their pacing and attention to community. Her fictional geographies range from industrial towns in the North of England to small rural parishes and coastal settlements, each rendered with patient social detail. She is equally at home in drawing rooms and workshop yards, letting multiple viewpoints illuminate the pressures of class, custom, and conscience. This breadth of setting underpins the unity of her achievement.

Mary Barton, her debut novel, begins among working people in an industrial city and draws the reader into the hopes and hardships of a family negotiating economic insecurity. Gaskell’s commitment to depicting laboring lives with seriousness and respect is clear from the outset. She attends to the bonds of kinship and neighborhood, to the allure and danger of quick solutions, and to the misunderstandings that arise across class lines. The novel established her as a major voice in the social novel, not through pamphleteering, but through narrative sympathy, moral inquiry, and the textures of everyday speech and place.

Cranford and The Moorland Cottage reveal Gaskell’s range beyond overtly industrial themes. Cranford draws affectionate attention to a small community dominated by women whose habits, economies, and tacit hierarchies create a distinctive local order. Its humor and lightness never obscure the quiet resilience that sustains the town. The Moorland Cottage, a shorter moral tale, situates a widowed family in a rural landscape, exploring duty, temptation, and integrity through intimate domestic scenes. Together, these works show Gaskell’s deft modulation of tone—from comic delicacy to sober counsel—while maintaining her characteristic respect for the ordinary rituals that hold communities together.

Ruth turns to the ordeal of a young seamstress whose life is altered by a compromising relationship and the judgments that follow. Gaskell probes the social codes that police female respectability and the possibilities, however limited, for compassion within rigid structures. The narrative neither excuses nor condemns reflexively; instead it tests the adequacy of received moralities against the lived reality of vulnerability and care. In doing so, the novel advances Gaskell’s broader project: to understand how character is formed by circumstance and how kindness, truth-telling, and responsibility might be enacted in a world quick to stigmatize and exclude.

North and South juxtaposes a heroine raised in the gentility of the rural South with the challenges of a manufacturing town in the North. The story moves between parlors and mill yards, dramatizing clashes over work, authority, and mutual obligation. Rather than caricature either side, Gaskell constructs a dialogue in which competing aims—profit, stability, dignity—must be translated across social distance. The novel’s energy arises from encounter: between regions, between classes, and between differing notions of what constitutes justice. It is an industrial narrative propelled as much by conversation and observation as by event, insisting on hard-earned understanding.

Sylvia’s Lovers shifts to a coastal community during a time of conflict, locating personal choices within a setting shaped by seafaring labor and public uncertainty. Gaskell’s attention turns to the claims of loyalty and the pressure of rumor, to the ways communities remember, misremember, and judge. The sea’s economies—risk, absence, return—cast their shadow over the rhythms of work and courtship. Without abandoning her concern for social structures, Gaskell explores how history and locality inflect intimate decisions. The result is a richly atmospheric portrait of a place whose customs and constraints expose both the tenderness and the tenacity of its people.

My Lady Ludlow, Cousin Phillis, and A Dark Night’s Work, though shorter, are finely made studies in memory, growth, and moral consequence. My Lady Ludlow unfolds as recollection, drawing a portrait of authority, benevolence, and change within a parish. Cousin Phillis offers a pastoral coming-of-age narrative attentive to language, mentorship, and the bewilderments of first attachments. A Dark Night’s Work turns inward to examine the long shadow cast by a single decisive act. Across these works Gaskell tightens her focus without narrowing her vision, demonstrating how a smaller compass can intensify ethical inquiry and deepen the play of voice.

Wives and Daughters stands as Gaskell’s most spacious provincial novel, portraying interlaced families, friendships, and ambitions in a small town. Its design accommodates the currents of science, education, and social mobility alongside the daily negotiations of domestic life. The narrative was issued in serial form and left unfinished at the time of the author’s death, yet its capacious framework remains intact: a sustained examination of how character is tested by time, misunderstanding, and generosity. Here Gaskell’s humane comedy and moral seriousness are perfectly balanced, yielding a study of community that is unsentimental, observant, and trusting of gradual revelation.

Read together, these novels articulate a coherent vision. Gaskell’s hallmarks include a patient omniscient voice, deft shifts between interiority and public scene, and a keen ear for regional and class inflections of speech. She favors ensembles over solitary heroes, foregrounds the labor of women in sustaining households and neighborhoods, and treats religious and civic ideals as lived practices rather than abstractions. Throughout, she tests the claims of justice, pity, duty, and truth within specific economies and places. The lasting power of her fiction lies in this union of moral imagination with social particularity: a realism both sympathetic and exact.

The appended biography, Mrs. Gaskell and Knutsford by George A. Payne, complements the fiction by attending to the town long associated with the world of Cranford and with Gaskell’s own connections. Such context underscores how closely her art observes the textures of locality—northern streets, village lanes, and parlors where lives are counted in errands as well as in crises. This collection invites a variety of reading paths: chronologically, thematically, or by contrasting industrial and pastoral settings. However approached, it offers the complete arc of Gaskell’s novels, a testament to her enduring place in Victorian literature and to the humane intelligence of her craft.
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    Elizabeth Cleghorn Gaskell (1810–1865) was a leading Victorian novelist whose fiction joined compassionate social observation with exacting realism. Publishing as “Mrs. Gaskell,” she explored the tensions of industrial Britain, the textures of provincial life, and the moral compromises demanded by class and gender. Her major novels and novellas—among them Mary Barton, Cranford, Ruth, North and South, Sylvia’s Lovers, Wives and Daughters, A Dark Night’s Work, My Lady Ludlow, The Moorland Cottage, and Cousin Phillis—range from industrial narratives to domestic comedies. Writing for prominent periodicals as well as in volume form, she reached a wide readership and helped shape the nineteenth‑century English social novel.

Gaskell spent formative years in Knutsford, a Cheshire town whose manners and rhythms strongly informed her later depictions of small‑community life. She received a solid schooling, including time at a boarding school in Stratford‑upon‑Avon, and read widely in contemporary and earlier literature. A Unitarian upbringing encouraged ethical inquiry, tolerance, and civic engagement, currents that flow through her work. In adult life she lived for many years in Manchester, then a center of rapid industrial expansion. The contrast between rural Cheshire and manufacturing Manchester supplied her with enduring subjects—community, class relations, religious sensibility, and the human costs and opportunities of economic change.

Her debut novel, Mary Barton (1848), announced a new, urgent voice in English fiction. Set in an industrial city and concerned with mill workers and masters, it depicted poverty, strikes, and the strain on family bonds with unusual sympathy for the working poor. The book provoked debate yet won attention for its moral seriousness and close observation. Gaskell followed with shorter work such as The Moorland Cottage, a tale that tests character amid modest domestic circumstances. From the beginning, she balanced narrative drive with careful social detail, inviting readers to consider how structural forces shape private choices.

Gaskell developed a fruitful association with the Victorian press, especially the journals edited by Charles Dickens. Cranford first appeared in episodic form, its gently comic portraits of a women‑centered community reflecting memories of Knutsford while avoiding caricature. North and South, also serialized, widened her canvas to explore industrial conflict, negotiation, and mutual recognition across class lines. My Lady Ludlow, published in the late 1850s, turned to an earlier period to examine hierarchy, charity, and change. Serialization encouraged supple plotting and an intimacy with readers; it also allowed Gaskell to juxtapose humor and pathos while steadily advancing social themes.

Several mid‑career works pressed further into contested ground. Ruth portrayed a young woman stigmatized by Victorian moral codes, its humane treatment prompting controversy among some religious readers but expanding public conversation about responsibility and compassion. Sylvia’s Lovers shifted to a coastal setting and the disruptions of war and impressment, while A Dark Night’s Work offered a tightly wrought study of guilt and secrecy. Cousin Phillis, delicate and luminous, charted the meeting of agricultural tradition with new technologies and ambitions. Across these books Gaskell refined a distinctive method: attentive to conscience and community, skeptical of easy judgments, alert to change.

In the 1860s Gaskell produced work of remarkable variety and control. Wives and Daughters, her final and most expansive novel, was serialized in the Cornhill Magazine and left unfinished at her sudden death in 1865. Even incomplete, it has long been admired for its subtle portraiture of provincial society, the education of feeling, and the complex negotiations within blended households. Alongside it, shorter fictions sustained her interest in moral testing and social nuance. By the end of her career she had demonstrated mastery of both the panoramic novel and the intricately focused tale, each animated by sympathy and clarity.

Gaskell’s legacy rests on a rare balance: imaginative warmth joined to clear‑eyed engagement with the social questions of her century. Her portrayals of industrial relations, female networks, and provincial life continue to inform historical understanding and literary study. Readers return to Mary Barton and North and South for their industrial vision, to Cranford for its delicacy and wit, and to Wives and Daughters for its breadth of character. Knutsford’s influence on her art has itself become a subject of reflection, as in George A. Payne’s Mrs. Gaskell and Knutsford, which situates the writer’s enduring appeal within the town’s traditions.
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    Elizabeth Gaskell’s novels were produced across the high Victorian decades, roughly the 1840s to the mid‑1860s, a period marked by accelerated industrialization, urban growth, and mass literacy. The Reform Act of 1832, the rise of organized labor, and the expansion of railways reshaped everyday life and political imagination. Debates over poverty, public health, education, and women’s status animated print culture and parliamentary reform. Gaskell’s fiction, often first appearing in serial form, registers these transformations from multiple vantage points: provincial towns, industrial cities, rural parishes, and maritime communities. Taken together, the works in this collection illuminate the “Condition of England” question that preoccupied mid‑nineteenth‑century writers, activists, and lawmakers.

Elizabeth Cleghorn Gaskell (1810–1865), born in London and raised largely in Knutsford, Cheshire, married the Manchester Unitarian minister William Gaskell in 1832. Manchester, a powerhouse of cotton manufacture and liberal politics, furnished her with direct experience of factory districts, working‑class hardship, and philanthropic networks. After the death of a child in 1845, she turned seriously to long fiction. Her reputation grew swiftly with Mary Barton (1848), and she continued to publish through leading periodicals and London houses. A Unitarian outlook—emphasizing conscience, social responsibility, and practical charity—shaped her engagement with conflicts among classes, denominations, and generations across these novels and tales.

Mary Barton (1848) addresses the industrial crisis of the 1830s–1840s in Manchester, when trade fluctuations, wage cuts, and unemployment intensified after the 1834 Poor Law Amendment and during the early‑1840s depression. The novel reflects Chartist-era agitation and the 1842 strikes that spread across the North West. Contemporary sanitary investigations, including Edwin Chadwick’s 1842 report, exposed urban squalor and disease; Gaskell’s depiction of courts, cellars, and mill districts aligns with these findings. While avoiding pamphleteering, the book dramatizes tensions between manufacturers and operatives in a cotton economy already linked to global markets, inviting readers to weigh political economy against moral obligation and communal responsibility.

The Moorland Cottage (1850), a shorter tale, situates moral choice and family loyalty within a rural and small‑town milieu that coexisted with rapid national change. Though distant from factory chimneys, its world is shaped by Victorian codes of duty, evangelical self‑scrutiny, and the legal and social penalties of debt. Expanding print culture brought conduct literature and improving narratives into parlors like those it portrays, while better roads and the expanding postal system widened horizons. The story participates in a mid‑century interest in everyday ethics—how modest households navigated credit, reputation, and limited female opportunities—under the shadow of a society increasingly measured by respectability and self‑help.

Cranford (1851–1853) springs from Gaskell’s memories of Knutsford, transmuted into a gently comic study of genteel women maintaining rituals of propriety amid economic contraction. Set against the onset of railway modernity and mid‑Victorian commercial bustle, its pace and manners evoke an earlier, Georgian residual culture persisting into the 1840s. The work highlights how widows and spinsters—often living on fixed incomes after the Napoleonic era—managed sociability, charity, and thrift. News arrives by coach or rail; fashion and imperial goods filter into small shops; and the expanding periodical press connects provincial readers to national debates, even as local etiquette resists metropolitan speed.

Ruth (1853) intervenes in fierce mid‑century arguments about sexuality, marriage, and the “fallen woman.” The novel’s sympathetic treatment of seduction, stigma, and possibilities for repentance challenged dominant moral rhetoric, and it drew controversy from some religious and circulating‑library gatekeepers. The 1850s saw philanthropic ventures such as rescue homes and Magdalen institutions, alongside sermons and tracts policing female respectability. Ruth refracts these currents through dissenting and Anglican responses to sin and charity, probing how law, custom, and church practice constrained unmarried mothers. Its emphasis on community judgment and pastoral care aligned with contemporary campaigns to temper punitive attitudes with compassionate reform.

North and South (1854–1855) synthesizes industrial reportage with a cross‑regional perspective. The novel engages the free‑trade ethos ascendant after the repeal of the Corn Laws in 1846 and reflects the influence of the Manchester School associated with Richard Cobden and John Bright. It treats strikes, union organization, and masters’ calculus under competitive global markets, while registering the moral claims of labor. The 1847 Ten Hours Act and subsequent factory legislation frame debates about protection and productivity. By setting a southern gentry heroine amid northern manufacturers, Gaskell tests the premises of political economy against Christian stewardship, mutual education, and pragmatic negotiation.

Sylvia’s Lovers (1863) turns to the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries on the Yorkshire coast, when impressment fed Royal Navy crews during the wars with Revolutionary and Napoleonic France. Maritime towns reliant on whaling and coastal trade lived with the ever‑present threat of the press‑gang, embargoes, and fluctuating prices. The novel’s Monkshaven (echoing Whitby) reveals how national security imperatives collided with local liberties. War heightened anxieties over loyalty, smuggling, and recruitment, while families faced long separations and uncertain news. By revisiting this earlier era, Gaskell explores the costs of militarized labor extraction and the emotional economies of seafaring communities.

Wives and Daughters (1864–1866), set in provincial England in the decades after the Reform Act of 1832, reflects a society negotiating new meritocratic ideals amid persistent hierarchies. The medical profession’s rising status, the spread of provincial science societies, and popular natural history infuse the narrative. Published after Darwin’s On the Origin of Species (1859), it echoes contemporary curiosity about classification, geology, and global exploration without becoming a scientific treatise. Education for girls, the culture of accomplishment, and the informal power of gossip delineate how families managed alliance, inheritance, and ambition during an age that prized both domestic virtue and intellectual curiosity.

A Dark Night’s Work (1863) participates in the 1860s taste for sensation fiction, a mode preoccupied with secrets, crime, and the fragility of respectability. Mid‑Victorian legal culture—professionalized policing (after 1829 in London, with county constabularies expanding thereafter), improved forensic practices, and regularized coroners’ inquests—made criminality a staple of newspapers and serialized storytelling. Gaskell applies these concerns to provincial life, showing how status anxiety and compromised judgment interact with the law’s slow, procedural revelations. The tale’s psychological realism intersects with contemporary fears that ostensibly orderly communities could harbor buried transgressions undetected for years.

My Lady Ludlow (1858) looks back to the late Georgian and Regency eras, when aristocratic paternalism met pressures for change intensified by the French Revolution and British reform currents. The narrative’s controversies over educating the poor reflect early nineteenth‑century disputes about literacy, social deference, and church authority. Rural society negotiated enclosure, parish relief, and the vestiges of customary obligation as national debates foreshadowed the 1834 overhaul of the Poor Law. Gaskell portrays conservative anxieties about unsettling the social order, while documenting incremental, often reluctant adaptation—how old regimes of benevolence faltered before expanding ideas of rights, improvement, and administrative rationality.

Cousin Phillis (1863–1864) captures the incursion of railways and engineering into agricultural life, a hallmark of mid‑century Britain. The story’s itinerant surveyors and civil engineers belong to a cohort that, during and after the Railway Mania of the 1840s, knit market towns into national networks. Their technical culture—mathematics, geology, mechanical ingenuity—coexists with Nonconformist piety and rural learning. Gaskell marks how new work rhythms, itinerancy, and speculative finance could unsettle farmhouse routines. The result is a precise study of transition: the coexistence of biblical cadences and professional jargon, hedgerows and cuttings, in communities adjusting to the velocity and capital demands of the railroad age.

Gaskell’s publication pathways mirror Victorian print ecosystems. Many works first appeared in installments: North and South and parts of Cranford and My Lady Ludlow in Charles Dickens’s Household Words; A Dark Night’s Work in All the Year Round; Cousin Phillis and Wives and Daughters in the Cornhill Magazine. Serialization shaped structure, pacing, and cliff‑hanger logic, while triple‑decker editions served circulating libraries that influenced respectable content. Editors and readers debated dialect, factory detail, and controversial themes, compelling Gaskell to balance documentary impulse with narrative tact. The periodical press enabled large audiences and rapid feedback, embedding her fiction in national conversations about labor, gender, and faith.

Public health reform forms an important backdrop, especially for the Manchester works. Cholera outbreaks in 1832, 1848–1849, and 1853–1854, together with investigations like Chadwick’s report, spurred the 1848 Public Health Act and municipal sanitary efforts. Gaskell’s depictions of overcrowded courts, fever, and precarious domestic economies in Mary Barton and North and South align with testimony before parliamentary inquiries and factory commissions. The novels also reflect voluntary action—visiting societies, soup kitchens, and ragged schools—through which middle‑class women organized relief and moral education. Such scenes register the period’s conviction that urban misery was both a civic hazard and a test of national conscience.

Global trade and imperial circuits underpin the industrial settings. Lancashire’s cotton economy depended on imported fiber, much of it from the American South before the U.S. Civil War. Free‑trade victories, symbolized by the 1846 repeal of the Corn Laws, bolstered manufacturers’ confidence, while exposing workers to international price shocks. Later, the 1861–1865 cotton famine devastated mill districts when blockade curtailed supplies; although not the subject of these novels, it conditioned readers’ understanding of the risks dramatized in earlier industrial fiction. Gaskell’s attention to warehouses, docks, and merchant calculation in North and South situates domestic conflicts within a world market shaped by tariffs, abolitionist victories, and shifting supply chains.

Religion and dissent structure community life throughout the collection. As Unitarians, the Gaskells moved among liberal Protestant networks that promoted adult education, relief work, and debate societies. Sermons, tracts, and Bible classes animate Cranford’s decorum and Ruth’s ethical dilemmas, while rural parishes in My Lady Ludlow and Cousin Phillis reveal the authority of Anglican and Nonconformist clergy. These contexts mattered for schooling, marriage solemnization, and burial practices, and for the tone of local politics. Faced with industrial dislocation and scientific curiosity, Victorian religious culture both resisted and accommodated change—tensions Gaskell renders through characters negotiating conscience, duty, and community expectations.

Place is central to Gaskell’s imaginative geography, and Knutsford—memorialized in the biographical piece Mrs. Gaskell and Knutsford by George A. Payne—anchors that cartography. The Cheshire town’s Georgian streets, market rhythms, and Unitarian chapel (where Gaskell is buried) help explain Cranford’s affectionate precision and the provincial textures in Wives and Daughters. Payne’s account connects literary scenes to local memory, architecture, and family networks, demonstrating how Gaskell’s social observation grew from attentive residence as well as urban inquiry in Manchester. Such biography complements the fiction’s historical registers, reminding readers that regional identity, not only metropolitan debate, formed Victorian understandings of class, gender, and neighborliness.
The collection also charts evolving ideas about law, property, and women’s place before notable late‑century reforms. Coverture shaped married women’s legal status for much of Gaskell’s lifetime, and inheritance anxieties permeate Wives and Daughters and A Dark Night’s Work. Domestic service, seamstressing, and shop work defined many women’s livelihoods, while philanthropy provided public influence within acceptable bounds. Education debates—mechanics’ institutes, Sunday schools, and arguments over elementary schooling—surface in My Lady Ludlow and in the backgrounds of several provincial tales. By staging courtroom procedures, guardianship questions, and the reputational economy, these works map the legal and cultural framework that later reformers would partially overhaul.
Across these novels and tales, Gaskell documents transitions rather than abrupt revolutions. The move from cottage to mill, coach to rail, paternalism to negotiation, and received dogma to inquiry appears iterative, shaped by habits, friendships, and local institutions. Industrial strife in Mary Barton and North and South is balanced by negotiation and philanthropy; rural change in Cousin Phillis and Wives and Daughters coexists with enduring customs; earlier crises in Sylvia’s Lovers and My Lady Ludlow echo through later decades. The collection thus functions as a composite social history of nineteenth‑century Britain, composed not as chronicle but as inhabited narrative attentive to the moral weather of everyday life.
Subsequent readers have approached these works through labor history, feminist criticism, religious studies, and the history of science. Twentieth‑century scholarship recovered Gaskell as a major interpreter of industrial modernity and women’s experience, while adaptations and new editions broadened her audience. Historians test her representations against factory reports, union records, and parish archives; literary critics examine voice, serialization, and regional dialect. From contemporary debates about compassionate capitalism to renewed interest in public health and migration, the collection continues to serve as an archive of Victorian social thought—both the viewpoints it records and the lives it insists we attend to with precision and sympathy.
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    Introduction and Elizabeth Cleghorn Gaskell (Introductory Materials)
These opening pieces orient readers to Gaskell’s preoccupations with conscience, community, and change. They sketch her range—from industrial cities to quiet parishes—and frame the novels’ blend of moral inquiry, social observation, and domestic drama.
Mary Barton and North and South (Industrial Novels)
Both novels place working-class suffering and middle-class responsibility at the center of compelling family stories. Through strikes, personal losses, and uneasy cross-class encounters, they probe how sympathy, negotiation, and conscience can bridge bitter divides. The tone marries vivid urban realism with a steady faith in human decency and reform.
Ruth
A young woman’s misstep exposes the harshness of social judgment and the limits of charity. The narrative examines faith, reputation, and the possibility of moral renewal without reducing its heroine to a case study. Quietly intense and ethically probing, it challenges complacent attitudes toward gender and respectability.
Cranford
Set in a small town governed by the rituals and economies of a close-knit circle of women, this novel turns minutiae into drama. Comic set pieces and affectionate satire reveal the ingenuity and resilience beneath genteel surfaces. Its tone is warm, observant, and gently subversive about conventional hierarchies.
My Lady Ludlow
Focused on a rural estate and its commanding mistress, the story tracks tensions between old loyalties and emerging social claims. Questions of education, duty, and patronage test both tradition and benevolence. The voice is reflective and measured, attentive to the dignity and limits of hierarchical communities.
Cousin Phillis
A quiet coming-of-age tale unfolds amid fields and parlors, where first attachments carry unforeseen consequences. The narrative lingers on work, friendship, and misunderstanding with lyrical restraint. It showcases Gaskell’s gift for pastoral clarity and emotional understatement.
The Moorland Cottage
In a stark landscape of heather and stone, a sister and brother confront trials that measure loyalty against temptation. Domestic choices take on moral weight as family bonds are tested. The mood is tender yet admonitory, attentive to conscience and character.
Sylvia's Lovers
In a seafaring community, love and loyalty are strained by absence and rumor, with the wider world’s turmoil never far from shore. The plot entwines romance with the costs of secrecy and steadfastness. Its atmosphere is windswept, passionate, and morally complex.
Wives and Daughters
A spacious portrait of provincial life follows blended families through shifting affections, ambitions, and alliances. The narrative balances intimate character study with a broad survey of manners, education, and social mobility. Poised and humane, it gathers many of Gaskell’s themes into a rich, interwoven design.
A Dark Night’s Work
A single, desperate act in the dark sets off years of secrecy, guilt, and social unease. The story traces how hidden wrongdoing reshapes relationships and reputations across class lines. Suspenseful yet compassionate, it studies crime less for shock than for its moral reverberations.
Mrs. Gaskell and Knutsford by George A. Payne
This biographical study links the author to the town of Knutsford, exploring how place, people, and memory inform her fiction. It highlights continuities between lived experience and the worlds she renders on the page. The perspective is descriptive and contextual, offering readers a grounded companion to the novels.
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GASKELL, ELIZABETH CLEGHORN (1810–1865), English novelist and biographer, was born on the 29th of September 1810 in Lindsay Row, Chelsea, London, since destroyed to make way for Cheyne Walk. Her father, William Stevenson (1772–1829), came from Berwick-on-Tweed, and had been successively Unitarian minister, farmer, boarding-house keeper for students at Edinburgh, editor of the Scots Magazine, and contributor to the Edinburgh Review, before he received the post of Keeper of the Records to the Treasury, which he held until his death. His first wife, Elizabeth Holland, was Mrs Gaskell's mother. She was a Holland of Sandiebridge, Knutsford, Cheshire, in which county the family name had long been and is still of great account. Mrs Stevenson died a month after her daughter was born, and the babe was carried into Cheshire to Knutsford to be adopted by her aunt, Mrs Lumb. Thus her childhood was spent in the pleasant environment that she has idealized in Cranford. At fifteen years of age she went to a boarding-school at Stratford-on-Avon, kept by Miss Byerley, where she.remained until her seventeenth year. Then came occasional visits to London to see her father and his second wife, and after her father's death in 1829 to her uncle, Swinton Holland. Two winters seem to have been spent in Newcastle-on-Tyne in the family of William Turner, a Unitarian minister, and a third in Edinburgh. On the 30th of August 1832 she was married in the parish church of Knutsford to William Gaskeil, minister of the Unitarian chapel in Cross Street, Manchester, and the author of many treatises and sermons in support of his own religious denomination. Mr Gaskell held the chair of English history and literature in Manchester New College.

Henceforth Mrs Gaskell's life belonged to Manchester. She and her husband lived first in Dover Street, then in Rumford Street, and finally in 1850 at 84 Plymouth Grove. Her literary life began with poetry, She and her husband aspired to emulate George Crabbe and write the annals of the Manchester poor, One poetic "Sketch," which appeared in Blackwood's Magazine for January 1837, seems to have been the only outcome of' this ambition. Henceforth, while in perfect union in all else, husband and wife were to go their separate literary ways, Mrs Gaskell to become a successful novelist, whose books were to live side by side with those of greater masters, Mr Gaskell to be a distinguished Unitarian divine, whose sermons, lectures and hymns are now all but forgotten. In her earlier married life Mrs Gaskell was mainly occupied with domestic duties--she had seven children--and philanthropic work among the poor. Her first published prose effort was probably a letter that she addressed to William Howitt on hearing that he contemplated a volume entitled Visits to Remarkable Places. She then told the legend of Clopton Hall, Warwickshire, as she had heard it in schooldays, and Howitt incorporated the letter in that book, which was published in 1840. Serious authorship, however, does not seem to have been commenced until four or five years later. In 1844 Mr and Mrs Gaskell visited North Wales, where their only son "Willie" died of scarlet fever at the age of ten months, and it was, it is said, to distract Mrs Gaskell from her sorrow that her husband suggested a long work of fiction, and Mary Barton was begun. There were earlier short .stories in Howitt's Journal, where "Libbie Marsh's Three Eras" and "The Sexton's Hero" appeared in 1847. But it was Mary Barton: A Tale of Manchester Life that laid the foundation of Mrs Gaskell's literary career. It was completed in 1847 and offered to a publisher who returned it unread. It was then sent to Chapman & Hall, who retained the manuscript for a year without reading it or communicating with the author. A reminder, however, led to its being sought for, considered and accepted, the publishers agreeing to pay the author £100 for the copyright. It was published anonymously in two volumes in 1848. This story had a wide popularity, and its author secured first the praise and then the friendship of Carlyle, Landor and Dickens. Dickens indeed asked her in o to become a Contributor to his new magazine Household Words, and here the whole of Cranford appeared at intervals from December 1851 to May 1853, exclusive of One sketch, reprinted in the "World's Classics" edition (1907), that was published in All the Year Round for November 1863. Earlier than this, indeed, for the very first number of Household Words she had written "Lizzie Leigh." Mrs Gaskell's second book,however, was The Moorland Cottage, a dainty little volume that appeared at Christmas 1850 with illustrations by Birket Foster. In the Christmas number of Household Words for 1853 appeared "The Squire's Story," reprinted in Lizzie Leigh and other Tales in I865. In 1853 appeared another long novel, Ruth, and the incomparable Cranford. This last--now the most popular of her books--is an idyll of village life, largely inspired by girlish memories of Knutsford and its people. In Ruth, which first appeared in three volumes, Mrs Gaskell turned to a delicate treatment of a girl's betrayal and her subsequent rescue. Once more we are introduced to Knutsford, thinly disguised, and to the little Unitarian chapel in that town where the author had worshipped in early years. In 1855 North and South was published. It had previously appeared.serially in Household Words. Then came--in 1857-- the Life of Charlotte Bronte, in two volumes. Miss Bronte, who had enjoyed the friendship of Mrs Gaskell and had exchanged visits, died in March 1855. Two years earlier she had begged her publishers to postpone the issue of her own novel Villette in order that her friend's Ruth should not suffer. This biography, by its vivid presentation of the sad; melancholy and indeed tragic story of the three Bronte sisters, greatly widened the interest in their writings and gave its author a considerable place among English biographers. But much matter was contained in the first and second editions that was withdrawn from the third. Certain statements made by the writer as to the school of Charlotte Bronte's infancy, an identification of the "Lowood" of Jane Eyre with the existing school, and the acceptance of the story of Bramwell Bronte's ruin having been caused by the woman in whose house he had lived as tutor, brought threats of libel actions. Apologies were published, and the third edition of the book was modified, as Mrs Gaskell declares, by "another hand." The book in any case remains one of the best biographies in the language. An introduction by Mrs Gaskell to the then popular novel, Mabel Vaughan, was also included in her work of this year 1857, but no further book was published by her until 1859, when, under the title of Round the Sofa, she collected many of her contributions to periodical literature. Round the Sofa appeared in two volumes, the first containing only "My Lady Ludlow," the second five short stories. These stories reappeared the same year in one volume as My Lady Ludlow and other Tales. In the next year 1860 appeared yet another volume of short stories, entitled Right at Last and other Tales. The title story had appeared two years earlier in Household Words as" The Sin of a Father." In 1862 Mrs Gaskell wrote a preface to a little book by Colonel Vecchi, translated from the Italian--Garibaldi and Caprera, and in 1863 she published her last long novel, Sylvia's Lovers, dedicated "to My dear Husband by her who best knows his Value." After this we have--in 1863--a one-volume story, A Dark Night's Work, and in the same year Cousin Phyllis and other Tales appeared. Reprinted short stories from All the Year Round, Cornhill Magazine, and other publications, tend to lengthen the number of books published by Mrs Gaskell during her lifetime. The Grey Woman and other Tales appeared in 1865.

Mrs Gaskell died on the 12th of November 1865 at Holyburn, Alton, Hampshire, in a house she had just purchased with the profits of her writings as a present for her husband. She was buried in the little graveyard of the Knutsford Unitarian church. Her unfinished novel Wives and Daughters was published in two volumes in 1866.

Mrs Gaskell has enjoyed an ever gaining popularity since her death. Cranford has been published in a hundred forms and with many illustrators. It is unanimously accepted as a classic. Scarcely less recognition is awarded to the Life of Charlotte Bronte, which is in every library. The many volumes of novels and stories seemed of less secure permanence until the falling in of their copyrights revealed the fact that a dozen publishers thought them worth reprinting. The most complete editions, however, are the "Knutsford Edition," edited with introductions. by A. W. Ward, in eight volumes (Smith, Elder), and the "World's Classics" edition, edited by Clement Shorter, in 10 volumes (Henry Froude 1908).

There is no biography of Mrs Gaskell, she having forbidden the publication of any of her letters. See, however, the biographical introduction to the "Knutsford" Mary Barton by A. W. Ward; the Letters of Charles Dickens; Women Writers, by C. J. Hamilton, second series; H. B. Stowe's Life and Letters, edited by Annie Fields; Autobiography of Mrs Fletcher; Mrs Gaskell and Knutsford, by G. A. Payne; Cranford, with a preface by Anne Thackeray Ritchie; Écrivains modernes de l'Angleterre, by mile Montgut.
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    "'How knowest thou,' may the distressed Novel-wright exclaim, 'that I, here where I sit, am the Foolishest of existing mortals; that this my Long-ear of a fictitious Biography shall not find one and the other, into whose still longer ears it may be the means, under Providence, of instilling somewhat?' We answer, 'None knows, none can certainly know: therefore, write on, worthy Brother, even as thou canst, even as it is given thee.'"


    CARLYLE.
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  Three years ago I became anxious (from circumstances that need not be more fully alluded to) to employ myself in writing a work of fiction. Living in Manchester, but with a deep relish and fond admiration for the country, my first thought was to find a frame-work for my story in some rural scene; and I had already made a little progress in a tale, the period of which was more than a century ago, and the place on the borders of Yorkshire, when I bethought me how deep might be the romance in the lives of some of those who elbowed me daily in the busy streets of the town in which I resided. I had always felt a deep sympathy with the care-worn men, who looked as if doomed to struggle through their lives in strange alternations between work and want; tossed to and fro by circumstances, apparently in even a greater degree than other men. A little manifestation of this sympathy, and a little attention to the expression of feelings on the part of some of the work-people with whom I was acquainted, had laid open to me the hearts of one or two of the more thoughtful among them; I saw that they were sore and irritable against the rich, the even tenor of whose seemingly happy lives appeared to increase the anguish caused by the lottery-like nature of their own. Whether the bitter complaints made by them, of the neglect which they experienced from the prosperous—especially from the masters whose fortunes they had helped to build up—were well-founded or no, it is not for me to judge. It is enough to say, that this belief of the injustice and unkindness which they endure from their fellow-creatures, taints what might be resignation to God's will, and turns it to revenge in too many of the poor uneducated factory-workers of Manchester.


  The more I reflected on this unhappy state of things between those so bound to each other by common interests, as the employers and the employed must ever be, the more anxious I became to give some utterance to the agony which, from time to time, convulses this dumb people; the agony of suffering without the sympathy of the happy, or of erroneously believing that such is the case. If it be an error, that the woes, which come with ever-returning tide-like flood to overwhelm the workmen in our manufacturing towns, pass unregarded by all but the sufferers, it is at any rate an error so bitter in its consequences to all parties, that whatever public effort can do in the way of legislation, or private effort in the way of merciful deeds, or helpless love in the way of "widow's mites," should be done, and that speedily, to disabuse the work-people of so miserable a misapprehension. At present they seem to me to be left in a state, wherein lamentations and tears are thrown aside as useless, but in which the lips are compressed for curses, and the hands clenched and ready to smite.


  I know nothing of Political Economy, or the theories of trade. I have tried to write truthfully; and if my accounts agree or clash with any system, the agreement or disagreement is unintentional.


  To myself the idea which I have formed of the state of feeling among too many of the factory-people in Manchester, and which I endeavoured to represent in this tale (completed above a year ago), has received some confirmation from the events which have so recently occurred among a similar class on the Continent.


  OCTOBER, 1848.
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    Oh! 'tis hard, 'tis hard to be working

    The whole of the live-long day,

    When all the neighbours about one

    Are off to their jaunts and play.

    

    There's Richard he carries his baby,

    And Mary takes little Jane,

    And lovingly they'll be wandering

    Through field and briery lane.


    Manchester Song.

  


  There are some fields near Manchester, well known to the inhabitants as "Green Heys Fields," through which runs a public footpath to a little village about two miles distant. In spite of these fields being flat and low, nay, in spite of the want of wood (the great and usual recommendation of level tracts of land), there is a charm about them which strikes even the inhabitant of a mountainous district, who sees and feels the effect of contrast in these common-place but thoroughly rural fields, with the busy, bustling manufacturing town he left but half-an-hour ago. Here and there an old black and white farm-house, with its rambling outbuildings, speaks of other times and other occupations than those which now absorb the population of the neighbourhood. Here in their seasons may be seen the country business of hay-making, ploughing, &c., which are such pleasant mysteries for townspeople to watch; and here the artisan, deafened with noise of tongues and engines, may come to listen awhile to the delicious sounds of rural life: the lowing of cattle, the milk-maids' call, the clatter and cackle of poultry in the old farm-yards. You cannot wonder, then, that these fields are popular places of resort at every holiday time; and you would not wonder, if you could see, or I properly describe, the charm of one particular stile, that it should be, on such occasions, a crowded halting-place. Close by it is a deep, clear pond, reflecting in its dark green depths the shadowy trees that bend over it to exclude the sun. The only place where its banks are shelving is on the side next to a rambling farm-yard, belonging to one of those old-world, gabled, black and white houses I named above, overlooking the field through which the public footpath leads. The porch of this farm-house is covered by a rose-tree; and the little garden surrounding it is crowded with a medley of old-fashioned herbs and flowers, planted long ago, when the garden was the only druggist's shop within reach, and allowed to grow in scrambling and wild luxuriance—roses, lavender, sage, balm (for tea), rosemary, pinks and wallflowers, onions and jessamine, in most republican and indiscriminate order. This farm-house and garden are within a hundred yards of the stile of which I spoke, leading from the large pasture field into a smaller one, divided by a hedge of hawthorn and black-thorn; and near this stile, on the further side, there runs a tale that primroses may often be found, and occasionally the blue sweet violet on the grassy hedge bank.


  I do not know whether it was on a holiday granted by the masters, or a holiday seized in right of Nature and her beautiful spring time by the workmen, but one afternoon (now ten or a dozen years ago) these fields were much thronged. It was an early May evening—the April of the poets; for heavy showers had fallen all the morning, and the round, soft, white clouds which were blown by a west wind over the dark blue sky, were sometimes varied by one blacker and more threatening. The softness of the day tempted forth the young green leaves, which almost visibly fluttered into life; and the willows, which that morning had had only a brown reflection in the water below, were now of that tender gray-green which blends so delicately with the spring harmony of colours.


  Groups of merry and somewhat loud-talking girls, whose ages might range from twelve to twenty, came by with a buoyant step. They were most of them factory girls, and wore the usual out-of-doors dress of that particular class of maidens; namely, a shawl, which at mid-day or in fine weather was allowed to be merely a shawl, but towards evening, or if the day were chilly, became a sort of Spanish mantilla or Scotch plaid, and was brought over the head and hung loosely down, or was pinned under the chin in no unpicturesque fashion.


  Their faces were not remarkable for beauty; indeed, they were below the average, with one or two exceptions; they had dark hair, neatly and classically arranged, dark eyes, but sallow complexions and irregular features. The only thing to strike a passer-by was an acuteness and intelligence of countenance, which has often been noticed in a manufacturing population.


  There were also numbers of boys, or rather young men, rambling among these fields, ready to bandy jokes with any one, and particularly ready to enter into conversation with the girls, who, however, held themselves aloof, not in a shy, but rather in an independent way, assuming an indifferent manner to the noisy wit or obstreperous compliments of the lads. Here and there came a sober quiet couple, either whispering lovers, or husband and wife, as the case might be; and if the latter, they were seldom unencumbered by an infant, carried for the most part by the father, while occasionally even three or four little toddlers had been carried or dragged thus far, in order that the whole family might enjoy the delicious May afternoon together.


  Sometime in the course of that afternoon, two working men met with friendly greeting at the stile so often named. One was a thorough specimen of a Manchester man; born of factory workers, and himself bred up in youth, and living in manhood, among the mills. He was below the middle size and slightly made; there was almost a stunted look about him; and his wan, colourless face gave you the idea, that in his childhood he had suffered from the scanty living consequent upon bad times and improvident habits. His features were strongly marked, though not irregular, and their expression was extreme earnestness; resolute either for good or evil; a sort of latent, stern enthusiasm. At the time of which I write, the good predominated over the bad in the countenance, and he was one from whom a stranger would have asked a favour with tolerable faith that it would be granted. He was accompanied by his wife, who might, without exaggeration, have been called a lovely woman, although now her face was swollen with crying, and often hidden behind her apron. She had the fresh beauty of the agricultural districts; and somewhat of the deficiency of sense in her countenance, which is likewise characteristic of the rural inhabitants in comparison with the natives of the manufacturing towns. She was far advanced in pregnancy, which perhaps occasioned the overpowering and hysterical nature of her grief. The friend whom they met was more handsome and less sensible-looking than the man I have just described; he seemed hearty and hopeful, and although his age was greater, yet there was far more of youth's buoyancy in his appearance. He was tenderly carrying a baby in arms, while his wife, a delicate, fragile-looking woman, limping in her gait, bore another of the same age; little, feeble twins, inheriting the frail appearance of their mother.


  The last-mentioned man was the first to speak, while a sudden look of sympathy dimmed his gladsome face. "Well, John, how goes it with you?" and, in a lower voice, he added, "Any news of Esther, yet?" Meanwhile the wives greeted each other like old friends, the soft and plaintive voice of the mother of the twins seeming to call forth only fresh sobs from Mrs. Barton.


  "Come, women," said John Barton, "you've both walked far enough. My Mary expects to have her bed in three weeks; and as for you, Mrs. Wilson, you know you're but a cranky sort of a body at the best of times." This was said so kindly, that no offence could be taken. "Sit you down here; the grass is well nigh dry by this time; and you're neither of you nesh1 folk about taking cold. Stay," he added, with some tenderness, "here's my pocket-handkerchief to spread under you, to save the gowns women always think so much of; and now, Mrs. Wilson, give me the baby, I may as well carry him, while you talk and comfort my wife; poor thing, she takes on sadly about Esther."


  These arrangements were soon completed: the two women sat down on the blue cotton handkerchiefs of their husbands, and the latter, each carrying a baby, set off for a further walk; but as soon as Barton had turned his back upon his wife, his countenance fell back into an expression of gloom.


  "Then you've heard nothing of Esther, poor lass?" asked Wilson.


  "No, nor shan't, as I take it. My mind is, she's gone off with somebody. My wife frets, and thinks she's drowned herself, but I tell her, folks don't care to put on their best clothes to drown themselves; and Mrs. Bradshaw (where she lodged, you know) says the last time she set eyes on her was last Tuesday, when she came down stairs, dressed in her Sunday gown, and with a new ribbon in her bonnet, and gloves on her hands, like the lady she was so fond of thinking herself."


  "She was as pretty a creature as ever the sun shone on."


  "Ay, she was a farrantly2 lass; more's the pity now," added Barton, with a sigh. "You see them Buckinghamshire people as comes to work in Manchester, has quite a different look with them to us Manchester folk. You'll not see among the Manchester wenches such fresh rosy cheeks, or such black lashes to gray eyes (making them look like black), as my wife and Esther had. I never seed two such pretty women for sisters; never. Not but what beauty is a sad snare. Here was Esther so puffed up, that there was no holding her in. Her spirit was always up, if I spoke ever so little in the way of advice to her; my wife spoiled her, it is true, for you see she was so much older than Esther she was more like a mother to her, doing every thing for her."


  "I wonder she ever left you," observed his friend.


  "That's the worst of factory work, for girls. They can earn so much when work is plenty, that they can maintain themselves any how. My Mary shall never work in a factory, that I'm determined on. You see Esther spent her money in dress, thinking to set off her pretty face; and got to come home so late at night, that at last I told her my mind: my missis thinks I spoke crossly, but I meant right, for I loved Esther, if it was only for Mary's sake. Says I, 'Esther, I see what you'll end at with your artificials, and your fly-away veils, and stopping out when honest women are in their beds; you'll be a street-walker, Esther, and then, don't you go to think I'll have you darken my door, though my wife is your sister.' So says she, 'Don't trouble yourself, John. I'll pack up and be off now, for I'll never stay to hear myself called as you call me.' She flushed up like a turkey-cock, and I thought fire would come out of her eyes; but when she saw Mary cry (for Mary can't abide words in a house), she went and kissed her, and said she was not so bad as I thought her. So we talked more friendly, for, as I said, I liked the lass well enough, and her pretty looks, and her cheery ways. But she said (and at the time I thought there was sense in what she said) we should be much better friends if she went into lodgings, and only came to see us now and then."


  "Then you still were friendly. Folks said you'd cast her off, and said you'd never speak to her again."


  "Folks always make one a deal worse than one is," said John Barton, testily. "She came many a time to our house after she left off living with us. Last Sunday se'nnight—no! it was this very last Sunday, she came to drink a cup of tea with Mary; and that was the last time we set eyes on her."


  "Was she any ways different in her manner?" asked Wilson.


  "Well, I don't know. I have thought several times since, that she was a bit quieter, and more womanly-like; more gentle, and more blushing, and not so riotous and noisy. She comes in, toward four o'clock, when afternoon church was loosing, and she goes and hangs her bonnet up on the old nail we used to call hers, while she lived with us. I remember thinking what a pretty lass she was, as she sat on a low stool by Mary, who was rocking herself, and in rather a poor way. She laughed and cried by turns, but all so softly and gently, like a child, that I couldn't find in my heart to scold her, especially as Mary was fretting already. One thing I do remember I did say, and pretty sharply too. She took our little Mary by the waist, and—"


  "Thou must leave off calling her 'little' Mary, she's growing up into as fine a lass as one can see on a summer's day; more of her mother's stock than thine," interrupted Wilson.


  "Well, well, I call her 'little,' because her mother's name is Mary. But, as I was saying, she takes Mary in a coaxing sort of way, and, 'Mary,' says she, 'what should you think if I sent for you some day and made a lady of you?' So I could not stand such talk as that to my girl, and I said, 'Thou'd best not put that nonsense i' the girl's head I can tell thee; I'd rather see her earning her bread by the sweat of her brow, as the Bible tells her she should do, ay, though she never got butter to her bread, than be like a do-nothing lady, worrying shopmen all morning, and screeching at her pianny all afternoon, and going to bed without having done a good turn to any one of God's creatures but herself.'"


  "Thou never could abide the gentlefolk," said Wilson, half amused at his friend's vehemence.


  "And what good have they ever done me that I should like them?" asked Barton, the latent fire lighting up his eye: and bursting forth, he continued, "If I am sick, do they come and nurse me? If my child lies dying (as poor Tom lay, with his white wan lips quivering, for want of better food than I could give him), does the rich man bring the wine or broth that might save his life? If I am out of work for weeks in the bad times, and winter comes, with black frost, and keen east wind, and there is no coal for the grate, and no clothes for the bed, and the thin bones are seen through the ragged clothes, does the rich man share his plenty with me, as he ought to do, if his religion wasn't a humbug? When I lie on my death-bed, and Mary (bless her) stands fretting, as I know she will fret," and here his voice faltered a little, "will a rich lady come and take her to her own home if need be, till she can look round, and see what best to do? No, I tell you, it's the poor, and the poor only, as does such things for the poor. Don't think to come over me with th' old tale, that the rich know nothing of the trials of the poor. I say, if they don't know, they ought to know. We're their slaves as long as we can work; we pile up their fortunes with the sweat of our brows; and yet we are to live as separate as if we were in two worlds; ay, as separate as Dives and Lazarus, with a great gulf betwixt us: but I know who was best off then," and he wound up his speech with a low chuckle that had no mirth in it.


  "Well, neighbour," said Wilson, "all that may be very true, but what I want to know now is about Esther—when did you last hear of her?"


  "Why, she took leave of us that Sunday night in a very loving way, kissing both wife Mary, and daughter Mary (if I must not call her little), and shaking hands with me; but all in a cheerful sort of manner, so we thought nothing about her kisses and shakes. But on Wednesday night comes Mrs. Bradshaw's son with Esther's box, and presently Mrs. Bradshaw follows with the key; and when we began to talk, we found Esther told her she was coming back to live with us, and would pay her week's money for not giving notice; and on Tuesday night she carried off a little bundle (her best clothes were on her back, as I said before), and told Mrs. Bradshaw not to hurry herself about the big box, but bring it when she had time. So of course she thought she should find Esther with us; and when she told her story, my missis set up such a screech, and fell down in a dead swoon. Mary ran up with water for her mother, and I thought so much about my wife, I did not seem to care at all for Esther. But the next day I asked all the neighbours (both our own and Bradshaw's), and they'd none of 'em heard or seen nothing of her. I even went to a policeman, a good enough sort of man, but a fellow I'd never spoke to before because of his livery, and I asks him if his 'cuteness could find any thing out for us. So I believe he asks other policemen; and one on 'em had seen a wench, like our Esther, walking very quickly, with a bundle under her arm, on Tuesday night, toward eight o'clock, and get into a hackney coach, near Hulme Church, and we don't know th' number, and can't trace it no further. I'm sorry enough for the girl, for bad's come over her, one way or another, but I'm sorrier for my wife. She loved her next to me and Mary, and she's never been the same body since poor Tom's death. However, let's go back to them; your old woman may have done her good."


  As they walked homewards with a brisker pace, Wilson expressed a wish that they still were the near neighbours they once had been.


  "Still our Alice lives in the cellar under No. 14, in Barber Street, and if you'd only speak the word she'd be with you in five minutes, to keep your wife company when she's lonesome. Though I'm Alice's brother, and perhaps ought not to say it, I will say there's none more ready to help with heart or hand than she is. Though she may have done a hard day's wash, there's not a child ill within the street but Alice goes to offer to sit up, and does sit up too, though may be she's to be
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