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About Nesbit:

She was born in 1858 at 38 Lower Kennington Lane in Kennington,
Surrey (now part of Greater London), the daughter of a
schoolteacher, John Collis Nesbit, who died in March 1862, before
her fourth birthday. Her sister Mary's ill health meant that the
family moved around constantly for some years, living variously in
Brighton, Buckinghamshire, France (Dieppe, Rouen, Paris, Tours,
Poitiers, Angouleme, Bordeaux, Arcachon, Pau, Bagneres de Bigorre,
and Dinan in Brittany), Spain and Germany, before settling for
three years at Halstead Hall in Halstead in north-west Kent, a
location which later inspired The Railway Children. When Nesbit was
17, the family moved again, this time back to London, living
variously in South East London at Eltham, Lewisham, Grove Park and
Lee. A follower of William Morris, 19-year-old Nesbit met bank
clerk Hubert Bland in 1877. Seven months pregnant, she married
Bland on 22 April 1880, though she did not immediately live with
him, as Bland initially continued to live with his mother. Their
marriage was an open one. Bland also continued an affair with Alice
Hoatson which produced two children (Rosamund in 1886 and John in
1899), both of whom Nesbit raised as her own. Her own children were
Paul Bland (1880-1940), to whom The Railway Children was dedicated;
Iris Bland (1881-19??); and Fabian Bland (1885-1900), who died aged
15 after a tonsil operation, and to whom she dedicated Five
Children And It and its sequels, as well as The Story of the
Treasure Seekers and its sequels. Nesbit and Bland were among the
founders of the Fabian Society (a precursor to the Labour Party) in
1884. Their son Fabian was named after the society. They also
jointly edited the Society's journal Today; Hoatson was the
Society's assistant secretary. Nesbit and Bland also dallied
briefly with the Social Democratic Federation, but rejected it as
too radical. Nesbit was an active lecturer and prolific writer on
socialism during the 1880s. Nesbit also wrote with her husband
under the name "Fabian Bland", though this activity dwindled as her
success as a children's author grew. Nesbit lived from 1899 to 1920
in Well Hall House, Eltham, Kent (now in south-east Greater
London). On 20 February 1917, some three years after Bland died,
Nesbit married Thomas "the Skipper" Tucker, a ship's engineer on
the Woolwich Ferry. Towards the end of her life she moved to a
house called "Crowlink" in Friston, East Sussex, and later to St
Mary's Bay in Romney Marsh, East Kent. Suffering from lung cancer,
probably a result of her heavy smoking, she died in 1924 at New
Romney, Kent, and was buried in the churchyard of St Mary in the
Marsh. 








No one ever thought that May Forster would marry John
Charrington; but he thought differently, and things which John
Charrington intended had a queer way of coming to pass. He asked
her to marry him before he went up to Oxford. She laughed and
refused him. He asked her again next time he came home. Again she
laughed, tossed her dainty blonde head and again refused. A third
time he asked her; she said it was becoming a confirmed bad habit,
and laughed at him more than ever.

John was not the only man who wanted to marry her: she was the
belle of our village coterie, and we were all in love with her more
or less; it was a sort of fashion, like heliotrope ties or
Inverness capes. Therefore we were as much annoyed as surprised
when John Charrington walked into our little local Club—we held it
in a loft over the saddler's, I remember—and invited us all to his
wedding.

'Your wedding?'

'You don't mean it?'

'Who's the happy pair? When's it to be?'

John Charrington filled his pipe and lighted it before he
replied. Then he said:

'I'm sorry to deprive you fellows of your only joke—but Miss
Forster and I are to be married in September.'

'You don't mean it?'

'He's got the mitten again, and it's turned his head.'

'No,' I said, rising, 'I see it's true. Lend me a pistol
someone—or a first-class fare to the other end of Nowhere.
Charrington has bewitched the only pretty girl in our twenty-mile
radius. Was it mesmerism, or a love-potion, Jack?'

'Neither, sir, but a gift you'll never have—perseverance—and the
best luck a man ever had in this world.'

There was something in his voice that silenced me, and all chaff
of the other fellows failed to draw him further.

The queer thing about it was that when we congratulated Miss
Forster, she blushed and smiled and dimpled, for all the world as
though she were in love with him, and had been in love with him all
the time. Upon my word, I think she had. Women are strange
creatures.

We were all asked to the wedding. In Brixham everyone who was
anybody knew everybody else who was anyone. My sisters were, I
truly believe, more interested in the trousseau than the bride
herself, and I was to be best man. The coming marriage was much
canvassed at afternoon tea-tables, and at our little Club over the
saddler's, and the question was always asked, 'Does she care for
him?'

I used to ask that question myself in the early days of their
engagement, but after a certain evening in August I never asked it
again. I was coming home from the Club through the churchyard. Our
church is on a thyme-grown hill, and the turf about it is so thick
and soft that one's footsteps are noiseless.

I made no sound as I vaulted the low lichened wall, and threaded
my way between the tombstones. It was at the same instant that I
heard John Charrington's voice, and saw her. May was sitting on a
low flat gravestone, her face turned towards the full splendour of
the western sun. Its expression ended, at once and for ever, any
question of love for him; it was transfigured to a beauty I should
not have believed possible, even to that beautiful little face.

John lay at her feet, and it was his voice that broke the
stillness of the golden August evening.

'My dear, my dear, I believe I should come back from the dead if
you wanted me!'

I coughed at once to indicate my presence, and passed on into
the shadow fully enlightened.

The wedding was to be early in September. Two days before I had
to run up to town on business. The train was late, of course, for
we are on the South-Eastern, and as I stood grumbling with my watch
in my hand, whom should I see but John Charrington and May Forster.
They were walking up and down the unfrequented end of the platform,
arm in arm, looking into each other's eyes, careless of the
sympathetic interest of the porters.

Of course I knew better than to hesitate a moment before burying
myself in the booking—office, and it was not till the train drew up
at the platform, that I obtrusively passed the pair with my
Gladstone, and took the corner in a first-class smoking-carriage. I
did this with as good an air of not seeing them as I could assume.
I pride myself on my discretion, but if John were travelling alone
I wanted his company. I had it.

'Hullo, old man,' came his cheery voice as he swung his bag into
my carriage; 'here's luck; I was expecting a dull journey!'

'Where are you off to?' I asked, discretion still bidding me
turn my eyes away, though I saw, without looking, that hers were
red-rimmed.

'To old Branbridge's,' he answered, shutting the door and
leaning out for a last word with his sweetheart.

'Oh, I wish you wouldn't go, John,' she was saying in a low,
earnest voice. 'I feel certain something will happen.'

'Do you think I should let anything happen to keep me, and the
day after tomorrow our wedding day?'

'Don't go,' she answered, with a pleading intensity which would
have sent my Gladstone onto the platform and me after it. But she
wasn't speaking to me. John Charrington was made differently: he
rarely changed his opinions, never his resolutions.

He only stroked the little ungloved hands that lay on the
carriage door.

'I must, May. The old boy's been awfully good to me, and now
he's dying I must go and see him, but I shall come home in time
for—' the rest of the parting was lost in a whisper and in the
rattling lurch of the starting train.

'You're sure to come?' she spoke as the train moved.

'Nothing shall keep me,' he answered; and we steamed out. After
he had seen the last of the little figure on the platform he leaned
back in his corner and kept silence for a minute.

When he spoke it was to explain to me that his godfather, whose
heir he was, lay dying at Peasmarsh Place, some fifty miles away,
and had sent for John, and John had felt bound to go.

'I shall be surely back tomorrow,' he said, 'or, if not, the day
after, in heaps of time. Thank heaven, one hasn't to get up in the
middle of the night to get married nowadays!'

'And suppose Mr Branbridge dies?'

'Alive or dead I mean to be married on Thursday!' John answered,
lighting a cigar and unfolding The Times.

At Peasmarsh station we said 'goodbye', and he got out, and I
saw him ride off; I went on to London, where I stayed the
night.

When I got home the next afternoon, a very wet one, by the way,
my sister greeted me with:

'Where's Mr Charrington?'

'Goodness knows,' I answered testily. Every man, since Cain, has
resented that kind of question.

'I thought you might have heard from him,' she went on, 'as
you're to give him away tomorrow.'

'Isn't he back?' I asked
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