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Vision tradition had long existed in Irish Literature.*’
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Hope Ellis Bell
(Emily Bronté&)
Hope was but a timid friend; k
She sat without the grated den,
Watching how my fate would tend,

Even as selfish-hearted men.

She was cruel in her fear;
Through the bars, one dreary day,
I looked out to see her there,

And she turned her face away !

Like a false guard, false watch keeping,
Still, in strife, she whispered peace;
She would sing while I was weeping,

If I listened, she would cease.

False she was, and unrelenting;
When my last joys strewed the ground,
Even Sorrow saw, repenting,

Those sad relics scattered round;

Hope, whose whisper. would have given
Balm to all my frenzied pain,
Stretched her wings, and soared to heaven,

~ Went, and née’er returned again !
p. 82
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At the root of their attitude seems to have been intense aural
and visual imagination.®’
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FIUCTUATIONS .~ Acton Bell
(Anne Bronté)
What though the Sun had left my sky;
To save me from despair. ’ :
The blessed Moon arose on high, -

And shone serenely there.

I watched her, with a tearful gaze,
Rise slowly o’er the hill,

While through the dim horizon’s haze
Her light gleamed faint and chill.

I thought such wan and lifeless beams
Could ne’er my heart repay,
For the bright sun’s most transient gleams

That cheered me through the day. ) p- 164
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Thick vapours snatched her from my sight,
And I was darkling left, v

All in the cold and gloomy night,
Of light and hope bereft,
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And darker, drearier fell the night
Upon my spirit then;—

But what is that faint struggling light ?

Is it the Moon agaiﬁ ?

Kind Heaven ! increase that silvery gleam,
And bid these clouds depart,
And let her soft celestial beam

Restore my fainting heart !
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Pleasure, Experience, Doubt, Hope. = 5 Lf:?%if;'ﬁ”’é’c St
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That Hope was all a dream (%gbi‘?’\‘\fg;“@%oﬁ,:) LHELELD
FEED T VL

To memory and hogﬁe will cling (B\VHEFHie T80 DO TEETD
) BErvTvb,

EORBOFET 2L HRFOMRD Bl 2GR0 R ¥ B
BT LRPNTRT7 V=3 ) —kABRIDEHF > T B, ThiKDl
T Chitman X, Zhd Ireland 72EEZ CHBDTH 5o

the richness of the folk-artistic background of the Irish Brontés.®
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Deah
Little mourned I for the parted gladness,
For the vacant nest and silent song—

Hope was there, and laughed me out of sadness;

€503



Whisperipg, “Winter will not linger long !” p. 128
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And behold ! with tenfold increase blessing,
Spring adorned the beauty-burdened spray;
Wind and rain and fervent heat, caressing, ’

Lavished glory on that second May ! p. 128
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High it rose—no winged grief could sweep it;
Sin was scared to distance with its shine;
Love, and its own life, had power to keep it
From all wrong—from every blight but thine ! | p. 128
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Cruel Death ! The young leaves droop and languish;
Evening’s gentle air may still restore—
No ! the mornig sunshine mocks my anguish—

Time, for me, must never blossom more ! p- 129
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Strike it down, that other boughs may flourish

Where that perished sapling used to be;

Thus, at least, its mouldering corpse will nourish

That from which it sprung—ZEternity. ‘p. 129
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There is nothing cloistered about her imagination. It roves over the

world as fearless and unconfined as the young eagle, and it has the young

eagle’s unspoilt, unhesitating zestful responsiveness to life.”

L DG TNIFKR T, EEOMSBIhEHLY, 051 & il
FHExWEy, EbhR, thL%kbAi«@Eﬂ%ﬁofbéQ
N Wilfred Rowland Childe (3= 3 ) =% &RD L 5 FEL T 5,

There was in Emily a fusion of passion and imagination which makes
her an essentially greater figure and accounts for the extraordinary

character of her poetry.®
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- Of its startling excellence I am deeply convinced.(g)
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Condensed energy, clearness, finish—strange, strong pathos:--“%
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I long to hope that all the woe
Creation knows, is held in thee! Emily p. 103
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And Hope—a phantom of the soul; p. 104
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And am I wrong to worship, where

Faith cannot doubt, nor hope despair, ' ' p. 119
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To Imagination 7c A3 % R X 9,

To Imagination Emily p- 96
When weary with the long day’s care,
And earthly change from pain to pain,
" And lost and ready to despair, )
Thy kind voice calls me back again :
Oh, my true friend; [ am not lone,
While thou canst speak with such a tone!
Bz 2T
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Sure solacer of human cares,

And sweeter hope, when hope despairs! p.- 97
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Sympathy

There should be no despair for you
While nightly stars are burning;

While evening pours its silent dew
And sunshine gilds the morning.

There should be no despair—though tears
May flow down like a river :

Are not the best beloved of years

Around your heart for ever?

They weep, you weep, it must be so;

- Winds sigh as. you are sighing,

And Winter sheds his grief in snow
Where Autumn’s leaves are lying :

Yet, these revive, and from their fate

Your fate cannot be parted,

Then, journey on if not elate,

Still, never broken-hearted! p. 110
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The Prisoner
Still, let my tyrants know, I am not. doomed to wear
-~ Year after year in gloom, and desolate despair;
A messenger of Hope, comes every night to me,

And offers for short life, eternal liberty. p- 78
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He comes with western winds, with evening’s wandering airs,

p.78
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If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?'"
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Oh, 'm burning! I wish I were out of doors! I wish I were a girl

again, half savage and hardy, and free,"'?
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the thing that irks me most is this shattered prison, after all.
I'm tired of being enclosed here. I'm wearying to escape into that glo-

rious world, ¥
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Anticipation

How beautiful the earth is still,

To thee—how full of happiness!

How little fraught real ill,

Or unreal phantoms of distress!

How spring can bring thee glory, yet,

And summer with thee to forget

December’s sullen time!

Why dost thou hold the treasure fast,

Of youth’s delight, when youth is past,

And thou art near thy prime? p- 56
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“Because I hoped while they enjoyed,
And, by fulfilment, hope destroyed. p. 57
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Remembrance Emily
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Cold in the earth——and the deep snow piled above thee,
Far, far, removed, cold in the dreary grave!
Have I forgot, my only Love, to love thee,

Severed at last by Time’s all severing wave? p- 31
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Sweet Love of youth, forgive, if I forget thee,
While the world’s tide is bearing me along;
Other desires and other hopes beset me,
Hope which obsure, but cannot do thee wrong!
4 ’ Emily  p. 32
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Faith and Despondency Emily
Thy fervent hope, through storm and foam,
Through wind and ocean’s roar,
To reach, at last, the eternal home,

The steadfast, charigeless, shore!” p- 10
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If This Be All Anne
O God! if this indeed be all
That Life can show to me,
If on my aching brow may fall

No freshing dew from thee,——

(603



If with no brighter light than this
The lamp of hope may glow,
And I may only dream of bless,
~ And wake to weary woe; p- 80
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- If Life must be so full of care,
Then call me soon to Thee;
Or give me strength enough to bear
My load of misery
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The poetry of Anne, though not of the first rank, is much better than
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Charlotte’s because it expresses a more direct and immediate feeling,

a quality of simplicity and humility. There is a strong note of genuine

pathos. Anne wrote poetry as a bird sings,““
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The Doubter’s Prayer
If I believe that Jesus died,
And, waking, rose to reign above;
Then surely Sorrow, Sin, and Pride,
Must yield to Peace, and Hope, and Love. p- 99
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While Faith is with me, I am blest, p. 98
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A Word to the “Elect”
And, oh! there lives within my heart

A hope, long nursed by me;
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(And, should its cheering ray depart,
How dark my soul would be!) p. 106
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What shall I do, if all my love,

My hope, my toil, are cast away,

And if there be no God above,

To hear and bless me when I pray? p. 98
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Views of Life Anne
Oh, Youth may listen patiently,
While sad Experience tells her tale;
but Doubt sits smiling in his eye,
For ardent Hope will still prevail! p. 132
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Tell him, that earth is not our rest!
Its joys are empty —frail at best;
And point beyond the sky, p- 134
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But gleams of light may reach us here;

And hope the roughest path can cheer:
Then do not bid it fly! p- 135
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Though hope may promise joys, that still
Unkindly time will ne’er fulfil; ' p. 135
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Yet hope itself a brightness throws

Q’er all our labours and our woes;

(EDFELTDL DX
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p. 135

MNEREBUED b AR TR DOWTEZTHE 5 L5,

He turns to Hope
and she replies,
FHRIE xR [T IUL,
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p. 132
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APPEAL Anne

Oh, I am very weary,

Though tears no longer flow;
My eyes are tired of weeping,

My heart is sick of woe;
My life is very lonely,

My days pass heavily,

I am weary of repining,

Wilt thou not come to me?
Oh, didst thou know my longings
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For thee, from day to day,
My hopes, so often blighted,
Thou wouldst not thus delay! p. 140
(b 5 BhiticnwTh e
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I know thre is, though far away,

A home where heart and soul may rest.

Warm hands are there, that, clasped in mine,
The warmer heart will not belie;
While mirth, and truth, and friendship shine

In smiling lip and earnest eye.

The ice that gather round my heart
May there be thawed; p. 120
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Though far I roam, that thought shall be
My hope, my comfort, everywhere,
While such a home remains to me

My heart shall never know despair! ' p. 121
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The Consolation (B X%) O—HiTH %5,
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47 Pilate’s Wife’s Dream 2°5 B TAH X 5, A
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Pilate’s Wife’s Dream Curre Bell
(Charlotte Brontg)
1 wait in hope——1 wait in solemn fear,

The oracle of God——the sole——true God——to hear.
FRFEL S ->TRED, BT RBhDI bRREL 5,
HOREFOXF B LA,
ME—DREERHBETEELZ LE,)
DHIFELZEELHV- TV D,
Frances OF1Td hope &5 FEA o HEARIBIRE TICRE
DOIBLIRBOEXRBCAHEES, BFhOFIT 2, ' '

Frances Charlotte
“Unloved—1 love; unwept——1 wept;
Grief I restrain——hope I repress.

Vain is this anguish——fixed and deep;

Vainer, desires and dreams of bliss. p- 49
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My love awakes no love again,
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My tears collect, and fall unfeit;
My sorrow touches none with pain,

My humble hopes to nothing melt. p. 49

FEOFRBFOBLBOARD LS LITHER
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False thought,—false hope,—in scorn be banished!

I am not loved, nor loved have been,

............ ’ p‘ 56

(BBOEIL, TROFHL,
A DITBHRIhTLE 2,
FEIhTduwiwL,
FINTHWinh-72D71,)

I ask for solace—hope for aid. p. 56
(BBPEEDET IV .
Bdbhn sV HEET I
PECFIRDZ EADY v —ry F OYERFLAHIH T B,
XKD 55D HDo

STANZAS
And well my dying hour were blest,
If life’s expiring breath
Should pass, as thy lips gently prest
My forehead, cold in death;
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And sound my sleep would be, and sweet,
Beneath the churchyard tree,
If sometimes in thy heart should beat
One pulse, still true to me. p. 127

(DBLDRDRET B,
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Sk D RS U CEEDRD T e B 78 5o)

Z OB UNE IR WHFEIR OV TIT Wilfred Rowland Childe X The
Bronté Parsonage Museum > TRD X 5 i ~{%,

In Charlotte’s case the dichotomy of soul is marked. Her genius taught

her the place of passion in life, but in actual life she was repressed and

almost respectable.®’

(r—my b OBHI, BHOZHSELE LV, LI LOIENIT
BRICX W BFEOPH 5125 0h, BEBCMTIEL BB ERALD
ThHBo) v

ey r—my ORI EEDOVEOFEDOEE, XEOREIIHELOR
BOIRD SDRDTHS S, -

Yy —nmy MITADORE R FEEO IR U TizBRV TR,

Oh! leaving disappointment here,
Will man find hope on yonder coast?
Hope, which, on earth, shines never clear,

And oft in clouds is wholly lost. p- 50
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Will he hope’s source of light behold. p. 50
Bt 2 wEmOFBORE L
RHEDDIEAL5H?)

The Teacher’s Monologue
—so void and lone

Is Life and Earth—so worse than vain,
The hopes that, in my own heart sown,
And cherished by such sun and rain
As Joy and transient Sorrow shed,
Have ripened to a harvest there;
Alas! methinks I hear it said

“Thy golden sheaves are empty air.” p. 108

(CONESHEDEETHLV LD
LW b o LB,
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To toil, to think, to long, to grieVe,—
Is such my future fate?

The morn was dreary, must the eve
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Be also desolate?
Well, such a life at least makes Death

A welcome, wished-for friend; p. 110

EHL, Fx, HHE%, TLTHK Z L5
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Life Charlotte

Life, believe, is not a dream

So dark as sages say,
Oft a little morning rain

Foretells a pleasant day.
Sometimes there are clouds of gloom,
But these are transient all;
If the shower will make the roses bloom,

O why lament its fall?

Rapidly merrily,

Life’s sunny hours flit by,
Gratefully, cheerily,

Enjoy them as they fly!

What though Death at times steps in,

And calls our Best away?

‘What thou sorrow seems to win,
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O’er hope, a heavy sway?

Yet hope again elastic springs,
Unconquered, though she fell;
Still buoyant are her golden wings, -
Still strong to bear us well.
Manfully, fearlessly

The day of trial bear,
For gloriously, victoriously,

Can courage quell despair! p- 82
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“I -hope still—for I must hope,” wrote Charlotte——"for she is dear
to me as life———if I let the faintness of despair reach my heart I shall be
worthless, """+ »e

FREREVELELEB D, WRERIERD T8 A, PS5
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. *
(1) B39 XT Brontés Poems (4K 5,
The Early Work of Charlotte, Emzly and Anne Bronté
(Mark R. D. Seaward, E. P. Publishing Limited Introductlon)
QD)
1. The Bible (I Corinthians 13---13)

Emily Bronté: Wuthering Heights (B} 3e4:) p-209
Edward Chitman: The Brontés Irish Background p.70
(The Macmillan Press)

4. Edward Chitman: The Bronté's Irish Background p-81
(The Macmillan Press)

5. Edward Chitman: The Bronté's Irish Background p-96
(The Macmillan Press) '

6. Edward Chitman: The Brontés Irish Background p.135
(The Macmillan Press)

7. David Cecil : Emily Bronté Wuthering Heights p.35

(A Wuthering Heights Handbook) The Odyssey Press.
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10.
11.

12.
13,
14,
15.
16.

Wilfred Rowland Childe. The Bronté Parsonage Museum
(The Council of the Bronté Society)

Virginia Moore. The Life and Eager Death of Emily Bronté
(Haskell House Publishers Ltd.)

Virginia Moore. The Life and Eager Death of Emily Bronté
(Haskell House Publishers Ltd.)

Percy Bysshe Shelley. “Ode to the West Wind

English Prose and Poetry (Ginn and Company)

Wutheving Heights Chapt. XII.

Wuthering Heights Chapt. XV.

The Bronté Parsonage Museum

The Bronté Parsongae Museum

The Life and Eager Death of Emilj Bronté

(1) hope, ZFEDEDOTHITTNCTEE,
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p. 347

p. 347

p.463

p. 142
p-182
p.21
p-21
p-358



