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Ellis Bell (Emily Brontg)
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It has been the fashion to speak of her as a metaphysical poet, but I
prefer to call her avpantheist ; she saw the universe as a whole, and her
vision comprehended the lark, the wooly sheep, the snowy glen, the nature
of being and God himself as all part of one great harmony. Nor can her
thought be called speculative; she writes with a majestic, almost casual,

certainty.®
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Stars (&)
Ah! why, because the dazzling sun
Restored our Earth to joy,
Have you departed, every one,
And left a desert sky?

~ All through the night, your glorious eyes
Were gazing down in mine,
And, wifh a full heart’s thankful sighs,
I blessed that watch divine.
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“My heart is but of fire and ice.” _
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A Death-Scene (FE D)
“O Day! he cannot die
When thou so fair art shining!
O Sun, in such a glorious sky,

So tranquilly declining!
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One long look, that sore reproved me
For the woe I could not bear
One mute look of suffering moved me

To repent my useless prayer
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Paled, at length, the sweet sun setting
Sunk to peace the twilight breeze,

Summer dews fell softly, wetting

Glen, and glade, and silent trees.
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Then his eyes began to weary,
Weighed beneath a mortallsleep,
And their orbs grew strangely dreary,
Clouded, even as they would weep.
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But they wept not, but they changed not,
Never moved, and never closed
Troubled still, and still they ranged not—

Wandered not, nor yet reposed!
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So I knew that he was dying—
Stooped, and raised his languid head
Felt no breath, and heard no sighing,
So I knew that he was dead.®®
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The Methodist upbringing she received from her aunt, her own
reading of Cowper’s poetry—both of these perhaps, helped to persuade her

into the conviction that she was a destined wretch,” ®
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The struggle of the soul against a predestined doom is one from‘”

" which the freedom motif takes in Emily Btonté’s work.
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“Enough of thought, philosopher !
Too long hast thou been dreaming
Unlighted, in this chamber drear,
While summer’s sun is beaming !‘®
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“I saw a spirit, standing, man,
Where thou dost stand—an hour ago,
~And round his feet three rivers ran,

Of equal depth, and epual flow—
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A golden stream—and one like blood
And one like sapphire seemed to be
But, where they joined their triple flood

It tumbled in an inky sea.
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Had I but seen his glorious eye

Once light the clouds that wilder me,
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Oh, let. me die—that power and will
Their cruel strife may close
And conquered good, and conquering ill
Be lost in one repose! '
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“Emily had a head for logic, and a capability of argument unusual in

a man, and rare indeed in 2 woman according to M. Heger+++”®’
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“And even for spirit, seer,
I've watched énd sought my life-time long,
The brooding calm, the submissiveness, the mounting ecstasy, the

sense of spiritual union with God,—the Invisible, the Absolute, and then

the agony when the trance thins away."?’
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Though earth and moon were gone,
And suns and universes ceased to be,

And thou wert left alone,

Every Existence would exist in thee./'?
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Acton Bell (Anne Bronté)
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The Arbour (B3 % %)
Il rest me in this sheltered bowér,
And look upon the clear blue sky,
That smiles upon me through the trees,

Which stand so thickly clustering by,
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And view their green and glossy leaves,
All glistening in the sunshine fair,
And list the rustling of their boughs,
So softly whispering through the air.
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And while my ear drinks in the sound,
My winged soul shall fly away,
Reviewing long departed years

As one mild, beaming, autumn day, V
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And soaring on to future scenes,
Like hills and woods, and valleys green,
All basking in the summer’s sun,

But distant still, and dimly seen.
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Oh, list! ‘tis summer‘s very breath
That gently shakes the rustling trees—
But look! the snow is on the ground—

How can I think of scenes like.these?
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“Tis but the frost clears the air,
And gives the sky that lovely blue,
They‘re smiling in a winter’ s sun,

These evergreens of somber hue
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And winter’s chill is on my heart
How can I dream of future bliss?
How can my spirit soar away,

Confined by such a chain as this?
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Evidence that Anne‘s religion was particularly dear to her is available
from a considerable number of her poems. Her search after God began in

infancy and became a passionate dedication, the main fruits of which were
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her courageous death
Anne’s mind was logical, analytic, and thoroughgoing. She always
followed the rationale of Argument, even to unpalatable conclusions. Her

heart, was vivid, eager and sensitive. A good deal of her verse is aimed at

reconciling the demands of reason and feeling."'®
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The Penitent (ffEE)
I mourn with thee, and yet rejoice
That thou shouldst sorrow so;
With angel choirs I join my. voice

To bless the sinner’s woe./'*
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Though friends and kindred turn away,
And laugh thy grief to scorn,
I hear the great Redeemer say,

. “Blessed are ye that mourn”
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Hold on thy course, nor deem it strange
That earthly cords are riven,
Man may lament the wondrous change,

But “there is joy in heaven!”.
Joy
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Music On Christmas Morning. (7 Y A< A DB DFZK)
Music I love—but never strain
Could kindle rapture so divine,
So grief assuage, so conquer pain,
And rouse this pensive heart of mine—

As that we hear on Christimas morn,

Upon the wintry breezes borne."'®’
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Though Darkness still her empire keep, »
And hours must pass, ere morning break,
From troubled dreams, or slumbers deep,
That music kindly bid us wake,
It calls us, with an angel’s voice

To wake, and worship, and rejoice,
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To greet with joy the glorious morn,
Which angels welcomed long ago,
When our redeeming Lord was born,
To bring the light of Heaven below,
The Powers of Darkness to dispel

To rescue Earth from Death and Hell.

D LVEIR LHZ 0% b > Tl D%
FRREREEAT A b O,
B oToEFRB LA,
ROFrH L b L
BMODEEB

B % FE B B 5 BiTo)

While listening to that sacred strain,
My raptured spirit soars on high,
I seem to hear those songs again

Resounding through the open sky,
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That kindled such divine delight,
In those who watched their flocks by night.

(EDERLZHANEEL HBIT
OBEOFHIEHE VLD
BWRCBL S eFed ) —EEL IO
REERFHFRCEHBELDIENT

Bt Lic F DA,

With them, I celebrate His birth—
Glory to God, in highest Heaven,
Good-will to men, and peace on Earth,
To us a Saviour-king is given;

Our God is come to claim His own,

And Satan’s power is overthrown!
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A sinless God, for sinful men,
Descends to suffer and to bleed;
Hell must renounce its empire then,
The price is paid, the world is freed,
And Satan’s self must now confess,

That Christ has earned a-Right to bless:
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Now holy Peace may smile from heaven,
And heavenly Truth from earth shall spring.
The captive’s galling bonds are riven,

For our Redeemer is our king,

And He that gave his blood for men

Will lead us home to God again.
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As she (Anne) has already said in the poem, her guest was for a

_ Christian God, Emily’s was not.”'®’
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Pilate’s Wife’s Dream (v° 5 + DFEDEE)
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I see it all—I knew the dusky sign—

A cross on Calgary, which Jews uprear

While Romans watch, and when the dawn shall shine

Pilate, to judge the victim will appear,

Pass sentence—yield him up to crucify;

And on that cross the spotless Christ must die.'®
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1 do not weep for Pilate
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How can I love, or mourn, or pity him?
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I wait in hope—1I wait in solemn fear,

The oracle of God—the sole—true God—to hear.
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Protestant Christianity on her early years. Reared by a clergyman, and

by Aunt Branwell, who was a fundamentalist Methodist, Charlotte grew

up famifiar with basic Christian doctrine.”'®’
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Charlotte with iron self-control and her fervent desire to live a

Chistian life®*®
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the Angrian fantasies which had long been the channel of her

suppressed emotional life®"
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Mementos. (A>/cA D)

Arranging long-locked drawers and shelves

Of cabinets, shut up for years,

What a strange task we’ve set ourselves!

How still the lonely room appears!

How strange this mass of ancient treasure,

Mementos of past.pains and pleasures,®?
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I scarcely think, for ten long years,
A hand has touched these relics old,

And, coating each, slow-formed, appears,

The growth of green and antique mould
Q04 DETICIE, ZNFEOH VEHIT
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Hers was this chamber, in her time
It seemed to me a pleasant room,

For then no cloud of grief or crime

Has cursed it with a settled gloom.

(REEOMWBRIZ I 7,

A X TRVCTORE, R LWBBIB LT L,

FOECFEE DT LLRFONT B

ZOWMEBEAXEHBEL TR el L

Mo Th W ied o o)

Z D5 te—E crime 1A BEORIN DD - LBEHIBER I NS,
Z h b Browning D& My Last Duchess iIZflC\ % L2 A5 TH-T, IE
EY) - TR TR W MER R A LR LD & REE/R LT
B0 L FHEEL P 5, ‘

Reclined in yonder deep recess,

Ofttimes she would, at evening, lie

Wataching the sun, she seemed to bless
With happy glance the glorious sky.
She loved such scenes, and as she gazed,
Her face evinced her spirit’s mood,
Beauty or grandeur raised

In her, a deep-left gratitude.
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Deceived by false and guileful tongue,
She gave her hand, then suffered wrong,
Oppressed, iH-used, she faded young,
And died of grief by slow decay.
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And heaven did curse—they found him laid,
~ When crjme for wrath was rife,
Cold—with the suicidal blade
Clutched in his desperate gripe.
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The Wife’s will (EOE)

Sit still—a word—a breath may break
(As light airs stir a sleeping lake,)
The glassy calm that soothes my woes

The sweet, the deep, the full repose.

O leave me not! for ever be

Thus, more than life itself to me!®’
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Yes, close beside thee, let me kneel—
Give me thy hand that I may feel

The. friend so true—so tried—so dear
My heart’s own chosen—indeed is near
And check me not—this hour divine

Belongs to me—is fully mine.
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“Tis thy own hearth thou sit’st beside,
After long absence—wandering wide;
“T'is thy own wife reads in thine eyes,
A promise clear of stormless skies,
For faith and true love light the rays,

Which shine responsive to her gaze.
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Well may’st thou speak of love to me
For, oh’l most truly—I love thee!
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D'ay and night I find neither rest nor peace - If my master withdraws

his friendship from me entirely, I shall be altogether without hope.®*
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To forbid me to write to you to refuse to answer me, would be to tear

from me my only joy on earth-----
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Charlotte’s relationship with Heger was only too similar to her

Angrian fantasies®®®
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