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      PART ONE

      

       

       

      It’s over. It’s finished. I told myself to obey you and never to write to you again. Witness my weakness, then, that after
         this long silence I dare to address you once more.
      

      
      My dear master.

      
      Just writing those familiar words makes me feel we have never been parted. The language that links us is an invisible, living
         cord. Not the banal phrases of everyday, that others use, but a secret poetry which joins us one to another, mind to mind
         and heart to heart. That knot of belonging has never been untied. If I were not connected to you by that cord then I should
         die. From your lips I learned our hidden language and at your side I practised it. Picking up my pen to write to you I re-engage
         with cherished words that have remained fresh and evergreen, that are for ever and indissolubly associated with you. At the
         risk of displeasing you I cannot deny myself this indulgence. Forgive me.
      

      
      You used to correct my devoirs for me in red ink, do you remember? You pointed out my faults with severity, but I cherished every red mark your sharp nib
         scratched on my paper; you did not draw blood; I translated your fierceness, understood your critical words as caresses on
         my skin. I treasured every savage and satirical rebuke you scrawled in my margins. My poor compositions, draft after draft laboured over
         with such toil. What made them worthy at all in any way was the pains you took to make me improve.
      

      
      You don’t want to read this composition. I know that. I should not be writing to you at all.
      

      
      I’ll start again.

      
      My dear sir. I trust you are in excellent health, and Madame Heger too. And the children, of course. Please pass on to them
         my best regards. I hope that the school continues to flourish, and that your own studying and researches go well.
      

      
      You wretched hypocrite, Charlotte. That is not at all what you want to say. You meek, genteel pretender, babbling clichés
         and polite nothings.
      

      
      I apologise. To you, for bothering you, and to myself for writing falsely.

      
      Children speak the truth, don’t they? Until they are taught manners and conventional morality and learn to lie. Emily never
         lied. She always spoke the truth. She was fearless. She looked me in the face and said exactly what she thought.
      

      
      If my daughter had lived I’d have brought her up to be as truthful as Emily. But she died. For a long time afterwards I lost
         all connection with the world of the living: I pursued my daughter towards the land of the dead. I sojourned there for some
         substantial time, wandering in the darkness, seeking her. Finally I decided to return. Back to the ashy world.
      

      
      If my girl had lived I’d have had to consider sending her to school. I’d have taught her myself, here at home in Haworth, for as long as possible, but sooner or later, once she was growing
         up, I’d have had to contemplate sending her away.
      

      
      If I had a living, breathing daughter, and not just this memory of a dead child, should I send her abroad to boarding-school?
         To Brussels, for example? To a pensionnat such as yours? What do you think, my dear master? Would you welcome her? Would you welcome me if I brought her to you?
      

      
      A change of climate might do me good. Our wet weather makes me depressed. It has rained ceaselessly for over a month. It is
         the wettest spring I can ever remember, but then I say that every year. The front garden is a pond. The gravestones in the
         churchyard are sinking. Water carves a muddy track along the road from the moors above, swirls off to the sides and floods
         the ditches. It swerves past the parsonage wall, swishes over the thresholds of the cottages in the street below.
      

      
      But why should I write to you about the weather in England, which, as I remember you were fond of asserting, must be the worst
         in Europe? Why should I bother you by writing to you at all? Oh, my dear master, it is because I cannot prevent myself. Try
         as I might to forbid my hand to do otherwise, it will insist on picking up my pen. Try as I will to refuse to allow my thoughts
         to dwell on you, my heart to fill with tender memories of you, I am betrayed by these traitorous enemies within my gates,
         these servants who will not do reason’s bidding. Short of tying myself to a chair or locking myself inside a cupboard – well,
         my hands must move; they must touch, if they may not touch your cheek, then at least this pen that circles around but cannot openly spell
         out my forbidden, inexpressible wishes.
      

      
      For that reason, of course, I shall never send you this letter. As far as you are concerned I shall remain dumb and dead,
         buried in my moorland village, lost to good works and church on Sundays and the care of my husband and father.
      

      
      These duties ought to be enough to satisfy me, I know. But much as I love my husband and my father they are not the only companions
         I crave. I miss my friends. I miss talking openly to them in letters. Arthur is afraid, if I write honestly to friends, that
         I shall betray myself and him. People are gossips, he says: why reveal your intimate secrets to the world? He trusts neither
         me nor my friends. I am forbidden to write to any friend who will not promise to destroy my letters once she’s read them.
      

      
      If I could write another novel I might be happier. But something inside me has dried up. I’ve lost that passion which was
         formerly the core of my being. I have turned aside to become the pattern of a good wife. I spend my days visiting parishioners
         in need, copying out Arthur’s sermons, darning flannel nightclothes, peeling potatoes, reading to Papa, helping Martha turn
         out the parlour. Don’t misunderstand me: I know these are honourable tasks, to be gladly embraced for the sake of the family
         I love and seek to serve.
      

      
      Emily did not despise housework. She wrote at the same time. She kneaded bread while reading a book or composed in her head
         while doing the ironing. She cut out her own space for writing wherever she was; so powerful was her will that she pushed others to the distance she required. She carved
         a house of air and lived tranquilly inside it, and the rest of us were shut out beyond her invisible walls, watching her lips
         move as she peeled apples for the boiled pudding for dinner and made up poems in her head. I’m not like Emily. But it is not
         the fault of brooms and mops and colanders that I write no more. No, it’s as though I cannot allow myself to believe now that
         writing should form the main activity of my life. I’ve lost the habit and the need and the desire.
      

      
      Do you know why? Because you are not close to me any more, to inspire me and argue with me and spur me on.

      
      I should like to go back to school, and learn how to write again. I should like to sit in your classroom, Monsieur, and learn
         from you. Had she lived, my daughter would need to go to school. How much more does her mother need some education!
      

      
      My husband Arthur, who is a good man, I assure you, Monsieur, believes that a married woman can easily find time to write.
         That he never interrupts me or calls me away from my desk with some request. And since I’m sitting there writing nothing at
         all I let him summon me to come out for a walk or whatever else he suggests. Living with Arthur I can never be at peace for
         long because he works at home. He writes sermons in the study but he doesn’t stay in there. Why should he? Now that we’re
         married he’s no longer the shy curate who lingers in the passage. The whole of the parsonage is his domain. He scatters his
         papers all over the dining-room; he prowls through the parlour searching for his pipe; he rummages in the bedroom for a clean collar. There’s
         no corner which is safe from him. But it’s not his fault I have gone dry.
      

      
      He says of novel-writing that my words just flow on to the page. A leak, a spillage, like blood? He does not like to spell
         out his meanings. This is a house in which unspoken and unwritten words fly about trapped like moths at night attracted by
         lit lamps, rattling and bumping in the small rooms, my cramped heart, blundering at mirrors, trying to find a way out again.
         Words in this house pile up in corners, lie in heaps under the stairs, fall out of closets when you open them. Angry words
         are forbidden in a Christian house and so they have to be got rid of like dust and dirt. That’s my job now: to throw words
         away; to control them and hold them down, like children weeping or like lunatics; to cover them with clean surfaces like the
         holland covers for chairs, the starched tablecloths for Sunday tea. But I am bursting with words, Monsieur; I have not changed
         from the girl I was when first you knew me; you encouraged me to speak, Monsieur, as you encouraged me to write; you listened
         to what I said and you read what I wrote and you responded to both.
      

      
      How could I not love you? How could I possibly stop loving you?

      
      I fell in love with you and longed to bear your child. A wicked wish. I was punished for it. I was driven away.

      
      Of course I can’t write another novel. Writing leads me to daydream, to think of you. To imagine entering the room in which you are sitting reading. I approach you, taking your hand
         as you take mine. You address me kindly and you kiss me on both cheeks.
      

      
      Then we begin to talk.

      
      I planned to name my daughter Constantine, after you. Of course I did.

      
      I shall tear this up. I shan’t send it. But I have relieved my heart of its burden of words, and so I bid you good night,
         dear master.
      

      
      I remain your ever faithful pupil

      
      Charlotte
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