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      ‘I know my own heart & I know men. I am not made like any other I have seen. I dare believe myself to be different from any
         others who exist.’
      

      
      Rousseau, Confessions, Volume I

      
      ‘I might exclaim with Virgil, In tenui labor, but I am resolved not to let my life pass without some private memorial that I may hereafter read, perhaps with a smile,
         when Time has frozen up the channel of those sentiments which flow so freshly now.’
      

      
      Anne Lister, Friday, 19 February 1819
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      INTRODUCTION

      
      In their entirety, the journals of Anne Lister run to four million words. They are contained in two thin blue exercise books
         and twenty-four small hardback volumes. The journals evolve over a number of years: although they begin in 1806, it isn’t
         until 1808 that the entries become more detailed and Anne introduces the rudiments of what is eventually to become an elaborate
         code – her ‘crypthand’ as she called it – the use of which allowed her the freedom to describe her intimate life in great
         detail.
      

      
      The idea of using an esoteric code appears to have had its roots in Anne’s burgeoning knowledge of the Greek language: she
         mingles Greek letters with other symbols of her own devising. She felt safe in the belief that no one would be able to decipher
         the coded passages, and as her confidence grew, they became longer and much more explicit when dealing with those aspects
         of her life which could not be written about in ‘plainhand’.
      

      
      The history of the concealment of the journals is a story in itself. Whether or not Anne Lister intended to destroy them before
         her death is a debatable point. In 1840, her premature death in Russia, at the age of forty-nine, precluded any such decision
         on her part. Her journals remained intact at Shibden Hall for a period of almost sixty years until, in 1887, John Lister,
         the last remaining member of the Lister family to occupy Shibden Hall, decided to publish some of the plainhand extracts in
         the local paper under the title ‘Social and Political Life in Halifax Fifty Years Ago’. The crypthand passages had not yet been
         deciphered and their content was still unknown.
      

      
      However, the secrets buried within Anne’s cryptic code were about to be discovered. John Lister and his friend, Arthur Burrell,
         a Bradford schoolteacher and antiquarian, decided to set themselves the task of attempting to unravel the code. What they
         found was, to them, so disturbing that Burrell thought they ought to burn the journals immediately. What was it that so shocked
         these two educated Victorian gentlemen? Arthur Burrell put it into words some years later when he wrote that: ‘The contents
         of this cipher… is an intimate account of homosexual practices among Miss Lister and her many “friends”; hardly any one of
         them escaped her.’
      

      
      It was not merely the revelation of his predecessor’s sexual activities with members of her own sex that so dismayed John
         Lister. He also worried that local scandal about his own sexual orientation would be brought to the notice of the higher authorities.
         In that era, the late 1890s, homosexual acts between men were punishable by law, as the trial of Oscar Wilde in 1895 demonstrated.
      

      
      Despite Burrell’s advice that the journals be burnt, John Lister was reluctant to destroy such an important historical document.
         His antiquarian instincts could not allow him to countenance such an act of vandalism and, instead, he replaced the journals
         behind one of the panels in Shibden Hall, where they remained until after his death in 1933. He never published another word
         from what he now saw as the infamous document which his predecessor, Anne Lister, had left behind.
      

      
      Shibden Hall fell into the possession of Halifax Town Council after John Lister died. He had become bankrupt some years before.
         A friend and Halifax philanthropist, Mr A. S. McCrea, purchased the estate and gave the grounds to the people of Halifax as
         a public park, but stipulated that John Lister could remain in the Hall for the remainder of his life, after which it would
         revert to the Borough of Halifax for the enjoyment of the townspeople.
      

      
      Prior to its opening as a museum in June 1934, an inventory of all the Lister documents was made and the journals made the
         transition from private hands to public property. Inevitably questions were raised about the coded passages. The town clerk
         of Halifax wrote to Arthur Burrell in an attempt to clear up the mystery, but he received a reluctant reply. The only person
         who could provide the answer was initially unwilling to reveal the clues to the code: ‘You must excuse my hesitations: I am
         not in full possession of what old Halifax scandal knows about Miss Lister; and as I say, I do not want to be the means of
         allowing a very unsavoury document to see even a partial light.’ He did, however, have scruples about withholding the information
         and went on to say: ‘At the same time I have, as a student, the feeling that someone (and preferably someone in Halifax, and
         a Librarian) should be, so to speak, armed with a knowledge of what the cipher contains.’ A copy of the key to the code was
         placed in the possession of Edward Green, Halifax’s chief librarian at the time, who kept it locked in his safe.
      

      
      The task of cataloguing and indexing the Shibden Hall muniments fell to his daughter, Muriel, a young woman who was working
         towards her librarianship qualifications. Her father had given her a copy of the key to the code used by Anne Lister in her
         journals but for her dissertation Muriel chose to work on the letters of Anne Lister instead. As she said in an interview
         with Jill Liddington (whose book, Presenting the Past: Anne Lister of Halifax 1791–1840, tells the story of how different historians have written about Anne Lister):
      

      
      
         I don’t think my father knew much about Anne Lister, that she was a lesbian or anything. And I never mentioned it. We didn’t talk about it much in those days. It would have cast a slur on the good name of the Lister family if it were
            known then, so I didn’t put it into my Letters at all. It doesn’t come into the Letters really.
         

      

      
      A twenty-year period of comparative silence followed until 1958, when Dr Phyllis Ramsden, a historian who lived in Halifax,
         and her London friend, Vivien Ingham, obtained permission to work jointly on the journals. No major publication resulted from
         their research, although Phyllis Ramsden did attempt to write a book about Anne’s travels. Vivien Ingham focused on Anne’s
         adventurous mountain-climbing, ‘Anne Lister in the Pyrenees’, while Phyllis Ramsden wrote a more general paper entitled ‘Anne
         Lister’s Journal (1817–1840)’.
      

      
      But, here again, the secret of Anne’s sexuality, although known to the researchers, was carefully concealed. The authorities
         in Halifax, worried about scandal, insisted on vetting any material which Ramsden and Ingham might wish to publish. Dr Ramsden
         herself cooperated in the cover-up by stating that the coded passages in Anne’s journals were ‘excruciatingly tedious
         to the modern mind… and of no historical interest whatsoever.’ Ramsden’s dismissal of what has since been recognised as a
         unique contribution to the history of women’s sexuality in the early nineteenth century was somewhat redeemed by her colleague,
         Vivien Ingham, who wrote that anyone who wished to undertake serious work on the life of Anne Lister could not afford to ignore
         the contents of the coded passages in her journals.
      

      
      The history of the secret sexual life of Anne Lister remained behind an iron curtain of conspiracy by those ‘in the know’
         – a handful of Halifax town officials and one or two scholars. That situation was about to change. The liberalising decade
         of the 1960s saw the introduction of the Sexual Offences Act (1967), which legalised homosexual activity so long as it was conducted in private and between consenting adults. The following two
         decades saw an extension of this climate of toleration and, as the homosexual community became more visible and vocal in their
         demand for equal rights, it became possible to speak, or write, openly about the lives of lesbian or gay people.
      

      
      It was in the early 1980s that I first came across the Anne Lister journals, a serendipitous discovery that radically altered
         the course of my life. I had completed my degree and wanted to carry on studying with a view to publication. Due to work and
         home commitments I decided to look close to home for a suitable subject – one which I could fit around the other demands in
         my life.
      

      
      Anne Lister of Shibden Hall was vaguely familiar to me as a woman of some importance in Halifax during her lifetime. I also
         knew that some of her letters had been published from time to time in the local newspaper. Apart from these scanty facts,
         I knew nothing about her. I thought it would be interesting to know more about her life, so I visited the archive department
         of my home-town library. The Anne Lister letters were available on microfilm and, given my incompetence with machines of any
         kind, the young archivist obligingly placed the reel on the reader for me.
      

      
      What I saw made me consider the complexities of the work I was about to undertake. On many of the letters Lister had used
         up every bit of available space by turning the paper around at a ninety-degree angle and writing across the original lines
         of the page. This technique formed a trellis-like effect which, in addition to the small handwriting, looked rather daunting.
         As I sat staring dubiously at the difficult material before me, the archivist asked, ‘Did you know she kept a journal?’ It
         has since amazed me how those seven small words set me on a literary and academic journey which, to date, has lasted almost three decades.
      

      
      The microfilm reels were changed over and the next sight to meet my eyes was a coded page of Anne Lister’s journal. If you
         turn to the example included in this book, you might be able to gauge what my feelings were when confronted with those lines
         and lines of unintelligible symbols – a sight much more puzzling than the trellised letters. But I was hooked. Curiosity,
         allied to the thrill of an intellectual challenge, gripped me. What was this woman, living in the early nineteenth century,
         hiding? I there and then decided that, if at all possible, I would unravel the mysteries concealed in the pages of Anne Lister’s
         journals. I had found my research project!
      

      
      The extant journals, so I believed in the initial stages of my research, began in March 1817 (I was to discover earlier journals
         some years later). Finding that the key to the code was available, I obtained a copy of it and photocopied the first fifty
         pages of the 1817 journal to take home with me. From then on, for the next three years, I visited the archives weekly, collected
         fifty pages each time, and made it my next week’s work to read and decode the material. As I worked through the journal I
         became very aware that Anne Lister’s life, which was so rich, historically, and complex, was far too valuable to be buried
         in the archives, hidden in an esoteric code. But there were many textual difficulties to overcome if I wished, as I did, to
         place Anne Lister’s journals before a reading public.
      

      
      When I began the collation of the two types of scripts, I found Anne’s handwriting almost as difficult to decipher as the
         code had been. This was particularly the case when she wanted to economise on paper by cramming the pages as fully as possible
         with very small handwriting, or when she was writing in a hurry or in a state of great emotion. Her usual method, especially
         whilst travelling, was to jot down memoranda in small note-books, on odd pieces of paper or, occasionally, a slate and then write it up in her journal wherever she happened to be lodged. I
         endeavoured to place her at the time of writing by putting the location at the head of each entry along with the date.
      

      
      Anne’s spelling of some words can be seen, by today’s standards, as idiosyncratic; for example, ‘shewed’ for ‘showed’; ‘sopha’
         for ‘sofa’; ‘poney’ for ‘pony’, etc. Where each of these spellings first occurs, I have indicated this by ‘sic’ and thereafter
         left her spellings as they are. Anne also used to vary the spellings of some of her friends’ names; for instance, Miss Brown/Browne.
         I have left these unchanged.
      

      
      Almost every other word written by Anne in plainhand is abbreviated, a habit which, while economical on paper, makes the reading
         of the text difficult. There have been other obstacles to surmount in presenting the diaries; for instance, the use of a dash
         in place of a full stop at the end of a sentence; the lack of paragraphs when Anne passed from one subject to another in the
         same diary entry; the non-use, on many occasions, of the personal pronoun, and other small difficulties too tedious to enumerate.
      

      
      The coded sections posed different problems. A superficial scrutiny of these texts gives no indication whatsoever of any form
         of punctuation and, to add to the obfuscation which Anne obviously intended, there is no space between individual words. Only
         when every symbol in each extract had been decoded could a sense of what was written emerge. Even then, it had to be the decision
         of the decoder to impose a structure on the sequence of words that emerged – to define where words and sentences begin and
         end. Italics have been used throughout the text to distinguish the ‘crypthand’ passages from the ones written in ‘plainhand’.
      

      
      After five years hard, albeit enjoyable and intellectually stimulating, work I felt that I knew Anne Lister well enough to
         venture into print. I wanted to share with the reader the fascination I had experienced on reading Anne’s own words: the small,
         local world of Halifax and, eventually, a wider world beyond that, spring vividly to life in the pages of her journals. What
         we read is an authentic depiction of the fictionalised scenarios provided by writers of her day: Mrs Gaskell’s small town
         of Cranford; Jane Austen’s genteel society novels; and, given the wildness of the Yorkshire countryside around Halifax and Anne Lister’s
         passionate love affairs, Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights.

      
      Anne Lister’s writings, in their mixture of sophistication and gaucherie, demonstrate a tension in her life that she attempted
         to resolve by committing her thoughts to her journal. The use of her code involved a great deal of labour, but its worth to
         Anne as a means of expressing that ‘disguised & hidden nature that suits not with the world’ was invaluable: ‘I tell myself
         to myself & throw the burden on the book & feel relieved.’ [31 May 1824.]
      

      
      Her conservatism generated a fierce pride in family, a stubborn adherence to church, king and country, and an inability to
         empathise with the sufferings of the poor or admit the justice of the democratic spirit which was abroad in the years of the
         French Revolution. Nevertheless, in education, travel and not least in her determination to live her later life openly as
         a lesbian with a woman of her choice, Anne can be seen as a trail-blazer for the emancipation of women from the mores of her
         day. She became the first woman to be elected to the committee of the Halifax branch of the Literary and Philosophical Society
         because of her academic contributions to that society. She managed her estate, dealt with the business of farming, and developed
         coal-mines on her land. Much of her working life was spent out of doors, supervising workmen and, at times, tackling some
         of the physical tasks herself.
      

      
      The romantic element in her nature drove her to explore the wilder parts of the world, to see things for herself and commit
         her travels to the pages of her journal for future reference and her own enjoyment. Whatever social approval or disapproval
         Anne earned in her lifetime and, indeed, since her death, her journals will surely guarantee her a place in history as a woman
         of outstanding courage, fearless enough to approach life on her own terms and fashion it to her liking, according to the nature
         which, as she saw it, God had endowed her.
      

      
      Anne was born on 3 April 1791 in my home town of Halifax, West Yorkshire, during that turbulent period of history when revolutionary
         and radical ideals and actions were changing the nature of political and economic structures in Western society. Her father,
         Captain Jeremy Lister, had served in the American War of Independence and was wounded at the battle of Lexington. In 1788
         he married Rebecca Battle, a young heiress from Welton, a small village near North Cave in the East Riding of Yorkshire. They
         had four sons, three of whom died at early ages, and two daughters, Anne and Marian. In 1813, the fourth son, Jeremy, died
         from drowning at Fermoy in Eire, whilst serving in the army there. It was as a result of his death that Anne was to inherit
         Shibden Hall and its estate. Anne had spent many happy childhood days there and in 1815, at the age of twenty-four and as
         the putative heir to Shibden, she went to live there permanently with her Uncle James and Aunt Anne, unmarried brother and
         sister. She was relieved to escape her parental home at Market Weighton, where she had been unhappy for a long time.
      

      
      During the early adult years of her life at Shibden, Anne was dependent financially on her uncle and aunt with only occasional
         help from her father who was usually insolvent himself. The work involved in helping to run the estate was not particularly
         onerous for her and the liberal attitude of both her uncle and aunt towards their talented and unconventional niece allowed her a great deal of freedom to follow her own inclinations. She was
         able to spend a great deal of time on self-education, travel and her hobbies of walking, riding, playing the flute and shooting.
         To those who did not know her well, and even to some who did, she appeared eccentric. That her nickname, amongst the rougher
         elements of Halifax, was ‘Gentleman Jack’ is indicative of the fact that her masculine appearance and behaviour was sufficient
         to cause comment.
      

      
      Anne’s status in the town, as a member of the only landowning family in the district, gave her a distinct social advantage
         over enterprising local families who had grown wealthy from profits made through opportunities provided by new advances in
         the manufacturing industries. Although they were by many degrees wealthier than the Listers, these entrepreneurs could not
         lay claim to the ancient lineage enjoyed by the owners of Shibden Hall, which reached back to the early fourteenth century.
         Anne was snobbishly aware of the high status she and her family enjoyed in the town and considered it a great condescension
         on her part if she socialised with the less elite, but eminently respectable, middle-class families in the town. The trenchant
         remarks she confided to her journal indicate the dissatisfaction she felt in having to seek company among those who were not,
         as she saw it, her social equal.
      

      
      Anne compensated for the limitations of Halifax social life by embarking upon improving her education under the tuition of
         the Rev. Mr Knight, the Vicar of Halifax, studying Greek, Latin, French, mathematics, geometry and history, as well as setting
         herself a demanding list of English literary texts. Her masters of style were Gibbon and Rousseau, the latter of whom she
         particularly admired, and her journal, in its qualities of honesty and explicitness, was an emulation of his Confessions. Indeed, in her journal entry for Wednesday 20 August, 1823, she quotes from Rousseau: ‘Je sens mon coeur et je connais les hommes. Je ne suis fait comme aucun de ceux j’ais vus; je croix n’etre fait comme aucun
            de ceux qui existent’. [I know my own heart and understand my fellow man. But I am made unlike anyone I have ever met. I dare to say I am like no
         one in the whole world.]
      

      
      For this volume of excerpts from Anne Lister’s journals I have concentrated on the years 1816–24, the most emotionally dramatic
         period of her life, during which the development of two of her most significant relationships with women, Mariana Lawton and
         Isabella Norcliffe, is chronicled in detail. What is also brilliantly depicted is the social milieu in which she moved, particularly
         in the town of Halifax and the city of York. The people in Anne’s circle are brought to life by her accounts of their day-to-day
         lives, their intrigues and the petty gossip-mongering that was endemic amongst such closely knit communities.
      

      
      In 1816, the date at which this book commences, Anne was twenty-five and had come to terms psychologically and emotionally
         with her own sexuality, her ‘oddity’ as she called it. Her journal entry for Monday 29 January, 1821 expresses her feelings
         about her sexual orientation: ‘Burnt Mr Montagu’s farewell verses that no trace of any man’s admiration may remain. It is not meet for me. I love and only
            love the fairer sex and thus, beloved by them in turn, my heart revolts from any other love than theirs.’

      
      This is an explicit statement of lesbian love and one to which she remained true to the day she died. It was also the case
         that she was ‘beloved by them in turn’. Throughout her life she had no difficulty in attaching to herself the passionate and
         jealous affection of a number of women whose love she returned in varying degrees of intensity.
      

      
      There was, for Anne, an element of suffering during these years which stemmed from her relationship with M— (Mariana Lawton née Belcombe), daughter of a York medical practitioner. The two women had first met in 1812, when Anne was twenty-one
         and M— twenty-two. Anne had quickly fallen passionately in love with M—, who returned her love, and for four years they had
         enjoyed an idyllically happy sexual affair, finding as much time and as many opportunities as they could to be together. In
         that era two women friends sharing a bed was not uncommon, no eyebrows were raised, no sly insinuations expressed. The prevailing
         culture of ‘romantic friendship’ provided the perfect cover for love of a much deeper kind between women.
      

      
      This idyll of lesbian love was shattered, however, when M—, in order to satisfy the conventions of the day and to enjoy the
         material comforts his wealth could provide, accepted a proposal of marriage from Charles Lawton (C— of the journal), a wealthy
         widower of Lawton Hall, Cheshire. Although Anne was bitterly hurt by this betrayal, the two women kept up a clandestine relationship
         for several years, as well as maintaining a lengthy correspondence, much of it in the esoteric code invented by Anne to disguise
         her intimate life with women.
      

      
      The other love of Anne’s life during these years was Isabella Norcliffe, whom Anne met in York c.1809–10. Isabella (Tib of
         the journals) born in 1785, was six years older than Anne. She was the eldest child of Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas Norcliffe
         Dalton and his wife, Ann. Their country home was Langton Hall in the small, picturesque village of Langton, near Malton, a
         market town situated between York and the east coast town of Scarborough. They also had a town house in York. Like Anne, Isabella
         was never to marry and at one time she had entertained hopes of becoming Anne’s life-partner. However, she had been instrumental
         in introducing M— to Anne and, in so doing, quickly found that the intensity of the new relationship precluded any realisation
         of her dream of a future life with Anne.
      

      
      The point at which Anne’s story begins in this book, 14 August 1816, has not been an arbitrary decision on my part. The early journals, from 11 August 1806 to 22 February 1810, were written
         before Anne had met Mariana Belcombe. The journals that would presumably have covered the period from 23 February 1810 to
         13 August 1816 are missing. Therefore, 14 August 1816 is the first available extract in which Mariana appears. She is now
         the wife of Charles Lawton and Anne Lister has been left broken-hearted.
      

      
      Mariana Belcombe and Charles Lawton were married on 9 March 1816 at the small medieval church of St Michaelle-Belfrywhich
         nestled in the shadow of its bigger sister church, York Minster. Masochistically, Anne not only attended the ceremony but,
         together with Mariana’s sister, Anne (Nantz) Belcombe, accompanied Mariana to her new home. They were to be with Mariana for
         the first six months of the marriage, following the custom of the day, in certain social circles, of helping a new bride to
         settle in the marital home where all might be strange and unfamiliar to her.
      

      
      The newlyweds and their entourage left York after their wedding and their first night was spent at the Bridgewater Arms hotel
         in Manchester. Later, in recounting the details to a friend in Paris, Anne recalled the anguish she felt at the thought of
         the sexual union between Charles and Mariana: ‘I arranged the time of getting off to bed the first night. Left Mrs Barlow to judge what I felt for I had liked M— much.’ [10 December 1824.]
      

      
      In August 1816, five months after their marriage, the Lawtons, still apparently on their protracted honeymoon and still accompanied
         by Anne Lister and Anne Belcombe, were in Buxton, a spa town in Derbyshire famous for the restorative powers of its spring
         waters.
      

      
      Helena Whitbread, 2010
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      1816

      
      Wednesday 14 August [Buxton]

      
      You descend to Buxton down a very steep narrow road with an ill-fenced off precipice (the case in many other parts of the
         road) on your right. The appearance of the town is very singular – surrounded by rude, bleak, barren lime-stone mountains
         covered with lime-kilns. The Crescent1 is situated so low & so hid from view, you hardly see the chimnies till you drive round the back & come into the area in
         front. We went to the Great hotel2 – had a sitting-room downstairs. C— preferred it on account of seeing the people as they walked along the Piazza. Ordered
         dinner immediately and devoured a brace of Moor-game which were excellent but dear (6s) in consequence of the moors being
         so strictly preserved… Anne [Nantz Belcombe, Mariana’s sister] and Watson [Mariana’s maid] have a double-bedded room – I a
         tolerably good single one opposite – 10s per week – up I know not how many flights of stairs. All rather tired & went to bed
         early. Anne sat by my bedside & lay by me upon the bed till 3 in the morning – I teasing & behaving rather amorously to her. She would gladly have got into bed or done anything of the loving kind I asked
            her.

      
      Thursday 15 August [Buxton]

      
      [After an exhausting day’s sightseeing]… We got back at 7. All delighted with our day’s excursion. C— hardly spoke as we returned & would have been very much hors de queue if we had not coaxed him out of it. He told us how faint & sick & quere
         [sic] he had felt in Speedwell mine – he thought he should have died while he was in the boat. It certainly was very vaultish
         & the atmosphere not agreeable. Anne sat by my bedside till 2. I talked about the feeling to which she gave rise. Lamented my fate. Said I should never marry.
            Could not like men. Ought not to like women. At the same time apologizing for my inclination that way. By diverse arguments
            made out a pitiful story altogether & roused poor Anne’s sympathy to tears.

      
      Friday 16 August [Buxton]

      
      A very rainy day & Buxton looked very dull. Took a few turns every now & then under the Piazza. Tasted the well-water – &
         it has nothing at all unpleasant to the taste but the mouthful I took made me rather sick. Went to Moore’s circulating library
         in the Crescent – found nothing but novels & some of them none of the best nor least exceptionable. Saw the ball & card rooms
         which are in the house which are both very handsome & well adapted to their respective purposes. There was a ball in the evening
         but we did not think it worth the trouble going – the fuss of dressing at 9 to break up, according to rule, precisely as the
         clock strikes 11… Anne came in to my room at night & staid perhaps an hour. I contradicted all I said last night. Argued upon the absurdity & impossibility of it & wondered how she could be such a gull
            as to believe it. She said she had really been very sorry for me & said she thought I hardly behaved well to make such a fool
            of her. I begged pardon, etc.

      
      
         The party left Buxton on 17 August and returned to Lawton Hall. There are no journal pages to cover the next few months but
            Anne’s index for that period indicates that on 20 August she and Anne Belcombe finally left Charles and Mariana to begin their
            post-honeymoon life together at Lawton Hall. They spent three days at the Newcastle-under-Lyme home of Mariana’s brother, Dr Steph Belcombe, and his wife
            Harriet, before returning to their respective homes – Anne Belcombe to her parents’ house in Petergate, York and Anne Lister
            to her uncle’s home, Shibden Hall, Halifax. It is obvious from the cryptic index entries that Anne Lister had continued to
            woo Anne B while at Newcastle-under-Lyme, for on 21 August she enters a line in code in her index, which states: ‘All but connected with Anne’. In November, Anne Belcombe had been staying again at Lawton Hall with Mariana and Charles. On her way back to York, she
            broke her journey at Halifax to spend some time with Anne at Shibden Hall. Her visit lasted three weeks.
         

      

      
      Thursday 7 November [Halifax]

      
      Anne arrived by the evening coach at the Union Cross & got here about 7. She brought me a kind letter from Mrs H[arriet] S.
         B[elcombe] & one from M— (Lawton) with a couple of white muslin morning waists [a slip or underdress] made by M—. Anne looking well. It snowed & was stormy all the way as she came from Manchester… On getting up in the morning [I] found
         the ground covered with snow an inch or two thick – the 1st we have had this year or rather this winter.
      

      
      Friday 8 November [Halifax]

      
      Nantz [Anne Belcombe] and I walked over to Pye Nest, & sat with Mrs Edwards an hour. On our return met my Aunt Anne at Mrs
         Veitch’s & got home to dinner at 3. In the course of conversation Nantz told me, M— now thinks it would have been better if
         C— & she had gone to Lawton tête-à-tête after the wedding. Anne & I lay awake last night till 4 in the morning. I let her into my penchant for the ladies. Expatiated on the nature of
            my feelings towards her & hers towards me. Told her that she ought not deceive herself as to the nature of my sentiments & the
            strictness of my intentions towards her. I could feel the same in at least two more instances & named her sister, Eliza, as
            one, saying that I did not dislike her in my heart but rather admired her as a pretty girl. I asked Anne if she liked me the
            less for my candour, etc., etc. She said no, kissed me & proved by her manner she did not.

      
      
         The atmosphere between the two women in snow-bound Shibden was becoming intense. Nantz, or, to give her her full name, Sarah
            Anne Sherson Belcombe, was not an eighteen-year-old ingénue. She was a thirty-one-year-old unmarried woman, six years older
            than Anne, and probably had no experience in matters of sex. She was intrigued by Anne’s pleading of her cause – but at the
            same time could not help but be worried about the finality of going, as Anne Lister put it, ‘to the last extremity’ in lovemaking with another woman. Her hesitations began to wear Anne Lister down and she decided to talk to Nantz in a very
            straightforward way – a tactic which proved successful.
         

      

      
      Saturday 9 November [Halifax]

      
      Talking to Anne almost all the morning telling [her] she should either be on or off, that she was acting very unfairly & ought
            either to make up her mind to let me have a kiss at once or change her manners altogether. I said she excited my feelings
            in a way that was very unjustifiable unless she meant to gratify them & that, really, that sort of thing made me far from
            well, as I was then very sick, languid & uncomfortable – not able to relish anything.

      
      Monday 11 November [Halifax]

      
      Had a very good kiss last night. Anne gave it me with pleasure, not thinking it necessary to refuse me any longer.

      
      
         Anne Belcombe’s conscience, however, was bothering her. She was concerned about the question of whether or not sex between
            members of the same sex was counted as sinful.
         

      

      
      Wednesday 13 November [Halifax]

      
      She asked if I thought the thing was wrong – if it was forbidden in the bible & said she felt quere [sic] when she heard Sir Thomas Horton3 mentioned. I dexterously parried all these points – said Sir T. H.’s case was quite a different thing. That was positively
            forbidden & signally punished in the bible – that the other was certainly not named. Besides, Sir T. H. was proved to be a
            perfect man by his having a child & it was infamous to be connected with both sexes – but that [there] were beings who were
            so unfortunate as to be not quite so perfect &, supposing they kept to one side [of] the question, was there no excuse for
            them. It would be hard to deny them a gratification of this kind. I urged in my own defence the strength of natural feeling
            & instinct, for so I might call it, as I had always had the same turn from infancy. That it had been known to me, as it were,
            by inclination. That I had never varied & no effort on my part had been able to counteract it. That the girls liked me & had
            always liked me. That I had never been refused by anyone & that, without attempting to account for the thing, I hoped it might,
            under such circumstances be excused.

      
      
         Anne Belcombe accepted Anne’s rationalisation of the fears she had expressed although secretly Anne Lister felt that the sin,
            on her part, was more in deceiving Mariana by having sex with another woman, a thing which she had promised faithfully not
            to do. Her guilt, however, was soon assuaged in the face of further temptation and the affair continued.
         

      

      
      Thursday 14 November [Halifax]

      
      Just before tea I told [Nantz] the anecdote of the ancients using lead plates to prevent pain in their knees – the expression
            which I use, & which she understands, to mean desire. She said I wanted them. I said she would soon take them off. She said yes, perhaps
            she should.

      
      
         As the visit wore on, it became obvious that Aunt Anne was fretting about the length of her stay. Anne, although embarrassed
            at having to hint to Nantz that it was time for her to return to York, was nevertheless also relieved.
         

      

      
      Thursday 28 November [Halifax]

      
      Anne & I had a good deal of conversation just before we got into bed. She evidently wished to stay till after the musical
         festival [at York]. I said she ought, by all means, to go to it. Said if this was my house I would not let her leave me these
         three months, etc., but that it was not. That I did not feel myself quite at home. That I could not feel quite so much so
         with my uncle & aunt as I could have done with my father & mother. I gave no encouragement to the idea of her prolonging her
         stay but very gently hinted advice to the contrary.
      

      
      Friday 29 November [Halifax]

      
      A long prose just before getting into bed. Talked of the abuse I had had for romance, enthusiasm, flattery, manners like those
            of a gentleman, being too particularly attentive to the ladies, etc. That in consequence I had resolved to change & had succeeded
            in becoming much more cool & cautious in my general intercourse with people & much less lavish of cordiality & civility… I asked her if, after all this [their lovemaking], she would own being in love with me. She said no, she did not like the term but clasped me in [her] arms. We kissed & fell
            asleep.

      
      
         Anne and her Uncle James walked into Halifax with Nantz the following day and saw her safely into the Highflier coach. The
            experience had left Anne in no doubt that Nantz would never be able to take Mariana’s place in her life. Nantz had done everything she could to ingratiate herself with Anne
            and Anne was appreciative but her charms did not match up to those of her sister, Mariana. However, as Anne cynically recorded,
            ‘I ought not to complain. Superior charms might not be so easily come-at-able on such easy terms’.4

         The return to her daily routine at Shibden Hall brought on a fit of restlessness in Anne. During December the snow fell relentlessly
            and Anne began to plan a method of securing her independence. On Christmas Eve she and her aunt had a long, confidential talk
            during which Anne expressed her frustrations about her dependency.
         

      

      
      Wednesday 25 December [Halifax]

      
      Sat up last night talking to my aunt. Talking of my father’s [financial] affairs. That I seemed, as it were, a log upon my uncle & aunt, who had so much to do for me. Wished I could persuade my friends
            to let me try & do something for myself. [I] said I was sure I could make two or three hundred pounds if I might go off for
            5 or 6 months & do as I liked, hinting, or rather covertly alluding, as I have often done before, to my scheme of rambling,
            begging, and eventually gambling… I steadily persisted, of course, in not telling what I thought of doing but said it would require much nous & much spirit
            & was quite a speculation which I would breathe to nobody unless it answered. I said I knew my aunt & my friends would say
            no if they heard what it was but that it was nothing against my conscience or that I could not afterwards think of with pleasure.
            I talked till my aunt said she was not averse to my doing anything that was likely to answer but advised telling my uncle,
            which I said was impossible. She guessed I meant to go on the stage or sing for a few months in the season. I said no. She
            then said perhaps I meant to take pupils or get to be a clerk in some office. (She must have some idea I should not scruple
            to throw off my petticoats.) I said I had no thought of either of these. Neither would do at all. Together with much more of this kind of conversation, I think I could gain my point if
            I chose.

      
      
         It was a wildcat scheme which never came to fruition but the mere fact of going so far as to discuss it with her aunt showed
            Anne’s desperation to escape her dependent situation. The next day, Christmas Day, sanity prevailed. The family, including
            Captain Lister who had arrived at Shibden Hall on the twenty-third of December, went sedately to morning church and all ‘staid
            the sacrament’.
         

      

   
      
      1817

      
      Friday 21 March [Halifax]

      
      In the afternoon, mending my black silk petticoat & black worsted stocking. In the evening, wrote a letter to Marian,1 Market Weighton. A fine, cold, frosty day… The flute for ½ hour after tea.
      

      
      Wednesday 2 April [Halifax]

      
      Began this morning to sit, before breakfast, in my drawers put on with gentlemen’s braces I bought for 2/6 on 27 March 1809
            & my old black waistcoat & dressing-gown.
      

      
      Tuesday 15 April [Halifax]

      
      Did not sleep well last night & was, besides, disturbed about 4 by the cook, who awoke me to say a shabby-looking man was
         stealing the hens. She spoke to him out of the Green room window & the hens escaped for the time… In the morning, walked to
         Halifax, put my letter into the post, bought a horse pistol (pr.16/6) at Adams & Mitchell’s; a lb of very large shot, 4d.,
         & 2 ozs powder, 3d.… Not much sun. The wind exceedingly high & the dust blown about so violently as to make it almost impossible
         to face it.
      

      
      Tuesday 22 April [Halifax]

      
      Walked with my aunt to Halifax & went with her, shopping. Called at Northgate.2 Went to Whitley’s, the stationer’s. Got Droiiet’s ‘God Save the King’… Then to the library… The flute ½ hour before tea & also ½ hour after, trying Droiiet’s variation,
         which I think I can soon play. Mr Whitley told me that Sugden is reputed a very good player & the best hereabouts. Said it
         was too difficult for him & he durst not venture on it. I never heard him play & this gives me no great opinion of him. By
         the way, Whitley told me that this Droiiet, a Frenchman, had made 20 guineas a week all last winter by his flute playing in
         London.
      

      
      Thursday 24 April [Halifax]

      
      My uncle Joseph & I had a good deal of talk on family affairs. I advised him to make his will… He gave me five pounds. I told him it was acceptable for that I had very little from my father, & that my uncle & aunt gave
            me nearly all I had… Very windy as I came home & the dust blown in my face most terribly. After supper, read aloud.
      

      
      Saturday 26 April [Halifax]

      
      Had a letter from M—, Lawton. All going on swimmingly. As yet C— all attention. Gives her all her strengthening medicines & washes her back with cold water every morning, & in spite
            of home concerns, going to the sea for two months. All this in hopes of a son & heir.
      

      
      Tuesday 29 April [Halifax]

      
      In the afternoon, took my uncle’s letter… & after seeing it marked in the office, gave it to the boy who was just setting
         off on horseback with the London post. Staid half an hour at the library. Called at Whitley’s, the booksellers, to pay for
         a blank book &, saying I should like to hear Sugden play on the flute, Mr Whitley said he was sure he would be happy to play
         any time I liked if I would fix a time, & next Tuesday afternoon was named. I repent this, uncertain how far the thing is quite correct. That is, how far it is sufficiently keeping up my dignity. It
            is fixed now & I must make the best of it, resolving not to buy music at this rate any more.

      
      Wednesday 30 April [Halifax]

      
      Had a letter from Marian (Market Weighton) directed by my father & containing an inclosure [sic] of five guineas, East Riding bank notes. I read my uncle & aunt the letter & shewed [sic] them four of the notes but said nothing of the fifth. This is a sort of dissimulation which my heart does not approve, & I
            already repent having practised it, but it is not pleasant not to have a sixpence but what they know of, as I may occasionally
            want a pound or two extraordinarily… Dawdled away the afternoon looking over & unripping some old gowns & petticoats for my aunt to make into wearable petticoats for me.
      

      
      Friday 2 May [Halifax]

      
      Immediately after breakfast, walked to Halifax (Betty being cleaning my room)… Sat an hour with Mrs Rawson.3 She mentioned the great alarm now prevailing at Leeds & other places about vaccination, several children having, not withstanding,
         been seized with the smallpox. Many were having their children inoculated & in many instances the infants had been taken in
         spite of previous vaccinations which had been pronounced perfectly good at the time. It seems, however, to be observed that
         those who have been vaccinated have the smallpox more favourably & much more mildly. Mrs Rawson also mentioned Mr Rawson having
         been in York at the Assizes where, & when, tho’ he had heard the thing before, it was the common topic of conversation that
         M— was parted from C— & returned to her father & mother; that she & C— were the most miserable couple in the world, & that,
         in fact, he had little or nothing; that he had killed his first wife; had not the very best character; in short, the old [story] all over again.
         I pretended to smile at the strange incongruity of reports & made the matter look as well as I could but surely, in spite
         of anything I can say, people must think there would not be all these reports afloat without some reason or other.
      

      
      Saturday 3 May [Halifax]

      
      Had a letter from M—… I am to begin my letter to M— as usual but not send it till the latter end of next week, or the Monday
         of the following week instead of next Monday. C— ‘has taken it into his head lately to go for the letters & sometimes we do
         not get them till 12 or 1… Till this whim ceases, perhaps a little irregularity may be as well.’
      

      
      Monday 5 May [Halifax]

      
      After supper, firing off the pistol, that had been heavily charged above 3 weeks, out of my room window. The report was tremendous.
         It bounded out of my hand, forced itself thro’ the window, & broke the lead & 2 panes of glass. My hand felt stunned for some
         time.
      

      
      Tuesday 6 May [Halifax]

      
      Had a note from Miss Caroline Greenwood (Cross-hills) to ask me to drink tea (quite in a free way) tomorrow. Wrote a note
         back to accept the invitation, thinking I could not well do otherwise. In the afternoon, went to the library. Paid a bill
         for my aunt to Miss Stead, the matua [sic] maker & called at Whitley’s. Bought 3 sticks of sealing-wax, & then Mr Sugden came. Went upstairs for five minutes & heard
         him play a couple of airs without book. He said he was a very bad player without book, that his flute was dry, he had not
         touched it for 3 weeks. I complimented him highly &, as far as I could judge, he deserved it. His tone & taste both good, particularly the former. I asked his terms for teaching. A guinea a quarter for 1 lesson a week &
         a guinea & a half per quarter for 2 lessons per week. He is quite self-taught. He was a fustian-cutter by trade, but this
         grew so bad he gave it up &, being a single man, supports himself by teaching singing, the flute, or French horn, & writing
         out music for anyone. I rather think his living is but spare. This adventure has passed off more satisfactorily than I expected.
      

      
      Wednesday 7 May [Halifax]

      
      A ¼ before 6, went to drink tea at the Greenwoods’ at Cross-hills… Music after tea. Several hits on the musical glasses by Miss Caroline
         Greenwood. A single song by Miss Susan Greenwood. An Italian duet by Miss Susan Greenwood & Miss A. Staveley. The 2nd of ‘See
         From the Ocean Rising’, with Miss Susan Greenwood. ‘The Bewildered Maid’ & the 2nd to one of Braham’s [sic] ditty with Miss A. Staveley by myself. Miss Susan Greenwood sings very fairly but was frightened. Miss A. Staveley is said
         to be very scientific both in playing & singing. Of the former I could not judge. In the latter she is tame, not always in
         the best tune, & appears to have slender vocal powers from nature, i.e. not much naturally good voice. Miss Caroline Greenwood
         enlarged on the value she set on my notes & rally’d me on the shortness of my last. She would like to have long ones from
         me & longs to see some of my letters. Regretted the ‘invisible enchantment’ that kept me so closely at Shibden. Often longed
         to put on her things & join me when she saw me go past, & threatened to do so some time or other. In fact, she makes a dead
         set, to all which I return no encouragement, but am very civil. Miss S. Staveley made several bold pushes for me to sing with
         her sister & to bring on a visiting, but I took not the smallest notice of any of them… They were a vulgar set & I was [glad]
         to get home a little before 10. I had a pleasant walk, the night was so fine & warm. Miss S. Staveley was in anxious expectation of seeing something from my pen, as she & everyone
         made sure of my intention to publish. The people seem wonderfully impressed with the idea now that I keep myself so snug at
         home.
      

      
      Monday 12 May [Halifax]

      
      5 chaises, a stagecoach that commonly runs between Leeds & Halifax, the Blackpool mail (a long coach, so called in derision),
         the Wakefield car, a sort of tea-cart topped something in the same way as a sociable to keep off the rain, all passed here
         this morning, filled with voters for the Registrarship of Wakefield. The contending parties, Mr Frank Hawksworth & Mr Fenton
         Scott. The report of this evening is in favour of the former. 2 more chaises passed to Wakefield in the afternoon.
      

      
      Tuesday 13 May [Halifax]

      
      Between 1 & 2, the 1st 7 propositions of the 1st book of Euclid, with which I mean to renew my acquaintance & to proceed diligently
         in the hope that, if I live, I may some time attain a tolerable proficiency in mathematical studies. I would rather be a philosopher
         than a polyglot, & mean to turn my attention, eventually & principally, to natural philosophy. For the present, I mean to
         devote my mornings, before breakfast to Greek, & afterwards, till dinner, to divide the time equally between Euclid & arithmetic
         till I have waded thro’ Walkingham, when I shall recommence my long neglected algebra. I must read a page or 2 of French now
         & then when I can. The afternoons & evenings are set apart for general reading, for walking, ½ an hour, or ¾, practice on
         the flute.
      

      
      
         Anne’s plan of study and self-education was three-fold: first, in an age when university education was denied to women, Anne wished to educate herself up to, and above, the standard of most men, particularly in the Classics. Secondly, she did
            have ambitions to write, as Halifax society had suspected and, therefore, wished to equip herself for a career in letters.
            Thirdly, she needed to keep her mind occupied whilst living in virtual seclusion at Shibden Hall. Until she inherited the
            entire estate and became financially independent, she was financially dependent on her aunt and uncle who were becoming aged
            and needed her support in dealing with its management. Anne’s move to Halifax cut her off for long periods from her friends
            in and around York, the Belcombe family, the Duffins and the Norcliffes. She was thus a lonely young woman, particularly as
            she could find no one in Halifax whom she deemed to be her equal, either socially or intellectually. She moved as little as
            possible in the limited social milieu of the small Pennine town of Halifax, and she often disparaged the rather unsophisticated
            female company available to her. She began to get a reputation as a snob and a ‘loner’, and people began to resent her standoffishness.
            At the same time they stood in awe of her undoubted intellectuality and her reputation as a bas bleu or bluestocking. As the Listers were of very good social standing in the town, it was deemed a compliment if one could be
            on ‘calling terms’ with them, or include them as guests at social gatherings. There was great rivalry amongst the young ladies
            of the town to be counted as an intimate friend of Anne Lister’s.
         

         However Anne – except for one or two instances – refused their offers of friendship. Her emotional life was closely involved
            with Mariana Lawton (one of the Belcombe sisters, now married to Charles Lawton of Lawton Hall, Cheshire) whom she called
            M—, in the journals. The two women had enjoyed a deep friendship and sexual liaison for a number of years. Originally they had planned their future together, but M— had married Charles Lawton (C— of the journals), a man much
            older than herself and a widower, who was rich enough to give her a comfortable style of life. Anne was, and remained, deeply
            hurt at M—’s betrayal but, despite this, continued the relationship in the hope that C— would die, leaving M— a young widow
            with perhaps one or two children. The two women would then combine fortunes and lives, and bring up the children together.
         

         However, in January 1817, C— had found a letter from Anne which hinted at this arrangement and he became extremely jealous
            and suspicious of her. This put obstacles in the way of the women’s friendship but despite this the two carried on a correspondence
            and were able to meet from time to time, although it was not possible for Anne to visit M— at her home at Lawton Hall, Cheshire.
            M—’s family, the Belcombes, however, lived in York and Anne was a regular visitor to their home when M— contrived to visit
            at the same time.
         

         Thus, Anne was playing a patient waiting game until M— was free to set up a domestic household with her at Shibden, where
            they would live together for the rest of their lives. Meanwhile, she continued her day-to-day routine of study, walking, limited
            social visiting, and writing long letters to M—, for which she devised an esoteric code in order to prevent C— from reading
            the contents. Anne also used this code in her journal to pour out her feelings in privacy.
         

      

      
      Monday 19 May [Halifax]

      
      C— continues terribly jealous of me. M— thinks we had better be cautious lest he should forbid her writing to me, & therefore
            desires to hear from me every other Tuesday, as there will be little comfort for her & me as long as he lives & God knows
            how long that may be.

      
      Thursday 22 May [Halifax]

      
      I shall write to M— this morning & send it on Saturday or Sunday. She wishes to hear from me every other Tuesday till C—’s
         jealous fit subsides a bit, till he gives up fetching the letters himself & till we can, therefore, write in more security.
         At present we are in constant fear of him forbidding her writing to me at all. God help those who are tied to such people. Wish the day was over… If I was once to give way to idleness I should be wretched.
         Nothing but keeping my mind so intent upon study can divert the melancholy reflections which would constantly prey upon me
         on account of M—. Alas! They are even now a source of bitterness & disquiet that words can ill describe. Wrote 2½pp. to M—,
         chiefly in our secret alphabet which I have lately, in my letters to her, used a great deal.
      

      
      Wednesday 28 May [Halifax]

      
      Had a note from Mrs Edwards (Pye Nest), to ask me to a supper party and to stay all night on the 4th of next month. Wrote
         an answer, to be ready for the post in the afternoon, declining parties, but saying I hoped to spend a day with her in a friendly
         way as soon as my aunt returned from Harrogate… Sat up talking to my uncle till 11 o’clock about getting married… I took care to say, however, that I never intended to marry at all. I cannot make out whether he suspects my situation towards
            M—… I begin to despair that M— & I will ever get together.
      

      
      Sunday 1 June [Halifax]

      
      Spent the afternoon in mending some of my things for the wash. After tea, read aloud sermons 13 & 14 of Alison’s. A fine day, the pleasantest we have had this year, & the first time I
         have thrown aside my winter things, having changed my black cloth spencer and straw hat for a black silk spencer and common straw hat. I have almost made up my mind always to wear black.
      

      
      Monday 9 June [Halifax]

      
      Read… Demosthenes &… Leland’s Translation. This is the 4th Greek work I have read thro’ & I certainly feel considerably improved.
         But I am dissatisfied with myself for not having lately got up in a morning so early as I thought. It grieves me that I am
         ever in bed after 5.
      

      
      
         In June of this year (1817), Anne begins to mention Isabella Norcliffe, a friend of even longer standing than M—. The Norcliffe
            family lived at Langton Hall, Langton, Malton near York, and were wealthy landowners. Anne visited them regularly as they
            were part of the York society in which Anne moved when she was there, along with the Belcombes, the Duffins and Miss Marsh,
            another old friend.
         

         Isabella Norcliffe and Anne had been particularly close until M— had been introduced to Anne by Isabella, after which M— took
            first place in Anne’s affections. After M—’s marriage, Isabella’s friendship resumed much of its old importance for Anne,
            but she soon became disillusioned with Isabella’s heavy drinking habits. Anne’s commitment to Isabella weakened as time went
            on, but in 1817 Anne’s enforced estrangement from M— caused her to turn her affections temporarily towards Isabella.
         

      

      
      Monday 16 June [Halifax]

      
      Had a long letter… from Isabella Norcliffe (Naples), dated 25 May 1817. They were to leave Naples the following day for Rome,
         thence to proceed to Florence, Nice, Berne & Bruxelles on their way home. I am to write by return of post and direct my letter
         to Turin. She gives a tolerable account of herself & writes as affectionately as ever. Ah, my Isabel, you have indeed loved me truly &, after all, perhaps it may be fate that you & I shall get together at last.
            But on this subject, I dare not think. God knows what is best.
      

      
      Monday 23 June [Halifax]

      
      At six o’clock, had some cold veal cutlets, cold new potatoes & cabbage brought in & made a good dinner, after which took
         3 cups of tea & enjoyed my late meal exceedingly.
      

      
      Saturday 28 June [Halifax]

      
      In the evening, between 6 & 7, my father arrived, having come on horseback from Market Weighton. Brought no letters. Walked
         down to Northgate. Found my Uncle Joseph not quite so well & in low spirits.
      

      
      Monday 30 June [Halifax]

      
      Had a letter from M— (Lawton) of the 2nd excursion she and Lou4 made into North Wales the week before last… They very much admired Lady Eleanor Butler & Miss Ponsonby’s cottage in Llangollen.5 M— wished we had such an one. I now begin to think seriously that she & I will never get together. Strange to say, I seem
            as if I was weening [sic] myself from wishing it… I have no fault to find with M— as to her conduct but her letters have ceased to be those best calculated to keep alive my
            affections, & the present impossibility of our seeing each other may have made a wide difference in both before we meet again.
      

      
      Friday 11 July [Halifax]

      
      As I was getting into bed I began thinking how little confidence I had in M— & how little likely it was that we should ever
            get together. I was very low. I felt that my happiness depended on having some female companion whom I could love & depend
            upon & my thoughts naturally turned to Isabella. I got out her picture & looked at it for ten minutes with considerable emotion. I almost wished
            to persuade myself I could manage her temper as to be happy with her.

      
      
         Anne, while on the whole despising much about Halifax and the people who lived there, was nevertheless sensitive to the social
            niceties and to the opinion of the townspeople. She was aware that there was much speculation about her in the town, mainly
            because of her pronounced masculinity in appearance and manner. On her daily walks people wondered aloud whether she was a
            man or a woman. Her own circle, eager to form social connections with the Lister family, viewed Anne’s tendency to ‘take up’
            serious, almost obsessive friendships with young women with scandalised amusement. There was something malicious in this attitude
            and Anne was fully aware of the tendency to ‘bait’ her on the subject of her favourites. Most of the time she was able to
            shrug off the scandal and petty gossip, but there were moments when she was undeniably hurt by it.
         

         On the other hand, the York circle in which she moved (members of which had known Anne since childhood), provided her with
            an atmosphere of security, tolerance and affectionate acceptance. York was a place of refuge where she could relax away from
            the critical gaze and speculation of the people of her newly adopted home town. It must also be borne in mind that Anne, herself,
            could be extremely cutting and at times exhibited a degree of snobbery which inevitably made her enemies in Halifax.
         

      

      
      Monday 16 July [Halifax]

      
      My uncle & aunt drank tea at Mrs Prescott’s (Clare Hall) to meet a large party. My father & I staid at home. Indeed, I was
         not asked, I suppose from its being known that I decline parties. At all events, they ought to have given me the option of refusing. Flute ¼ hour between 9 & 10. My uncle & aunt got home a
         little after 10. Neither Mrs nor Miss Prescott made an inquiry after me that probably their not inviting me was an intentional
         omission, & indeed, I know not what for.
      

      
      Tuesday 12 August [Halifax]

      
      About 11, my father walked with me to Mr Knight’s,6 where we parted… Mr Knight, being going out to dinner, I had not time to get a satisfactory answer about the method of treating
         fractional sums. On mentioning my wish to become his pupil again, he said he could not take me till after Michaelmas (10 Oct.)
         but would then let me have an hour from 3 to 4 every other day, according to my desire.
      

      
      Monday 18 August [Halifax]

      
      My uncle Joseph rode up & sat on horseback at the gate near ½ hour. My father gave me seven pounds which led me to reckon
         up my money & I found I had altogether twenty-eight pounds, seven shillings & fivepence. Such a sum I have not had together
         of years, never since I went to Bath in 1813. I

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
         
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
   OEBPS/images/9780748125715.jpg
‘4 'Engaging, revealing, at

times simply astonishing'
Saran WATERS
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