Extract from a letter written by Cassandra Austen to her niece Fanny Knight,
18th July 1817

My dearest Fanny,

Doubly dear to me now for her dear sake whom we have lost. She did love you
most sincerely, and never shall | forget the proofs of love you gave her during her
illness in writing those kind, amusing letters at a time when | know your feelings
would have dictated so different a style. Take the only reward | can give you in the
assurance that your benevolent purpose was answered; you did contribute to her
enjoyment.

Evenyour last letter afforded pleasure. | merely cut the seal and gave it to
her; she opened it and read it herself, afterwards she gave it to me to read, and
then talked to me a little and not uncheerfully of its contents, but there was then a
languor about her which prevented her taking the same interest in anything she
had been used to do.

Since Tuesday evening, when her complaint returned, there was a visible
change, she slept more and much more comfortably; indeed, during the last eight-
and-forty hours she was more asleep than awake. Her looks altered and she fell
away, but | perceived no material diminution of strength, and, though | was then
hopeless of a recovery, | had no suspicion how rapidly my loss was approaching.

| have lost a treasure, such a sister, such a friend as never can have been
surpassed. She was the sun of my life, the gilder of every pleasure, the soother of
every sorrow; | had not a thought concealed from her, and it is as if | had lost a part
of'myself. I loved her only too well — not better than she deserved, but | am
conscious that my affection for her made me sometimes unjust to and negligent of
others; and | can acknowledge, more than as a general principle, the justice of the
Hand which has struck this blow.



When Winchester Races

When Winchester races first took their beginning
It is said the good people forgot their old Saint
Not applying at all for the leave of Saint Swithin
And that William of Wykeham's approval was faint.

The races however were fixed and determined

The company came and the Weather was charming
The Lords and the Ladies were satine’d and ermined
And nobody saw any future alarming. -

But when the old Saint was informed of these doings
He made but one Spring from his Shrine to the Roof
Ofthe Palace which now lies so sadly in ruins

And then he addressed them all standing aloof.

‘Oh! subjects rebellious! Oh Venta depraved

When once we are buried you think we are gone

But behold me immortal! By vice you're enslaved

You have sinned and must suffer, then farther he said

These races and revels and dissolute measures

With which you're debasing a neighboring Plain

Let them stand-You shall meet with your curse in your pleasures
Set off for your course, I'll pursue with my rain.

Ye cannot but know my command o’er July
Henceforward I'll triumph in shewing my powers
Shift your race as you will it shall never be dry
The curse upon Venta is July in showers.

Jane Austen, 15t July 1817



Extract from Persuasion, chapter 11

The party from Uppercross passing down by the now deserted and melancholy
looking rooms, and still descending, soon found themselves on the sea-shore; and
lingering only, as all must linger and gaze on a first return to the sea, who ever
deserved tolook on it at all, proceeded towards the Cobb, equally their object in
itself and on Captain Wentworth’s account: for in a small house, near the foot of
an old pier of unknown date, were the Harvilles settled. Captain Wentworth
turned in to call on his friend; the others walked on, and he was to join them on the
Cobb.

They were by no means tired of wondering and admiring; and not even Louisa
seemed to feel that they had parted with Captain Wentworth long, when they saw
him coming after them, with three companions, all well known already, by
description, to be Captain and Mrs Harville, and a Captain Benwick, who was
staying with them.

Captain Benwick had some time ago been first lieutenant of the Laconia; and the
account which Captain Wentworth had given of him, on his return from Lyme
before, his warm praise of him as an excellent young man and an officer, whom he
had always valued highly, which must have stamped him well in the esteem of
every listener, had been followed by a little history of his private life, which
rendered him perfectly interesting in the eyes of all the ladies. He had been
engaged to Captain Harville’s sister, and was now mourning her loss. They had
been a year or two waiting for fortune and promotion. Fortune came, his prize-
money as lieutenant being great; promotion, too, came at last; but Fanny Harville
did not live to know it. She had died the preceding summer while he was at sea.
Captain Wentworth believed it impossible for man to be more attached to woman
than poor Benwick had been to Fanny Harville, or to be more deeply afflicted
under the dreadful change. He considered his disposition as of the sort which
must suffer heavily, uniting very strong feelings with quiet, serious, and retiring
manners, and a decided taste for reading, and sedentary pursuits. To finish the
interest of the story, the friendship between him and the Harvilles seemed, if
possible, augmented by the event which closed all their views of alliance, and
Captain Benwick was now living with them entirely. Captain Harville had taken his
present house for halfa year; his taste, and his health, and his fortune, all directing
him to a residence inexpensive, and by the sea; and the grandeur of the country,
and the retirement of Lyme in the winter, appeared exactly adapted to



Captain Benwick’s state of mind. The sympathy and good-will excited towards
Captain Benwick was very great.

“‘And yet,” said Anne to herself, as they now moved forward to meet the party, “he
has not, perhaps, a more sorrowing heart than | have. | cannot believe his
prospects so blighted for ever. He is younger than | am; younger in feeling, if not in
fact; younger as a man. He will rally again, and be happy with another.”

They all met, and were introduced. Captain Harville was a tall, dark man, with a
sensible, benevolent countenance; a little lame; and from strong features and
want of health, looking much older than Captain Wentworth. Captain Benwick
looked, and was, the youngest of the three, and, compared with either of them, a
little man. He had a pleasing face and a melancholy air, just as he ought to have,
and drew back from conversation.



