Jane Austen

Sanditon.

The History
of England

Kharkiv
«Folios
2025



CHAPTER 1

A gentleman and a lady travelling from Tunbridge
towards that part of the Sussex coast, which lies between
Hastings and Eastbourne, being induced by business to
quit the high road and attempt a very rough lane, were
overturned in toiling up its long ascent, half rock, half sand.
The accident happened just beyond the only gentleman’s
house near the lane—a house, which their driver, on being
first required to take that direction, had conceived to be
necessarily their object and had with most unwilling looks
been constrained to pass by. He had grumbled and shaken
his shoulders and pitied and cut his horses so sharply that
he might have been open to the suspicion of overturning
them on purpose (especially as the carriage was not his
master’s own) if the road had not indisputably become
worse than before, as soon as the premises of the said
house were left behind—expressing with a most portentous
countenance that, beyond it, no wheels but cart wheels could
safely proceed.

The severity of the fall was broken by their slow pace
and the narrowness of the lane; and the gentleman having
scrambled out and helped out his companion, they neither
of them at first felt more than shaken and bruised. But
the gentleman had, in the course of the extrication, sprained
his foot—and soon becoming sensible of it, was obliged
in a few moments to cut short both his remonstrances to
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the driver and his congratulations to his wife and himself—
and sit down on the bank, unable to stand.

“There is something wrong here,” said he, putting his hand
to his ankle. “But never mind, my dear—" looking up at her
with a smile, “it could not have happened, you know, in a better
place—Good out of evil. The very thing perhaps to be wished
for. We shall soon get relief. There, 1 fancy, lies my cure—"
pointing to the neat-looking end of a cottage, which was seen
romantically situated among wood on a high eminence at some
little distance—"“Does not that promise to be the very place?”

His wife fervently hoped it was; but stood, terrified and
anxious, neither able to do or suggest anything, and receiving
her first real comfort from the sight of several persons now
coming to their assistance. The accident had been discerned
from a hayfield adjoining the house they had passed. And
the persons who approached were a well-looking, hale,
gentlemanlike man, of middle age, the proprietor of the place,
who happened to be among his haymakers at the time, and
three or four of the ablest of them summoned to attend their
master—to say nothing of all the rest of the field—men,
women and children, not very far off.

Mr. Heywood, such was the name of the said proprietor,
advanced with a very civil salutation, much concern for
the accident, some surprise at anybody’s attempting that road
in a carriage, and ready offers of assistance. His courtesies
were received with good breeding and gratitude, and while
one or two of the men lent their help to the driver in getting
the carriage upright again, the traveller said, “You are
extremely obliging, sir, and I take you at your word. The injury
to my leg is, I dare say, very trifling. But it is always best in
these cases, you know, to have a surgeon’s opinion without
loss of time; and as the road does not seem in a favourable
state for my getting up to his house myself, I will thank you to
send off one of these good people for the surgeon.”
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“The surgeon, sir!” exclaimed Mr. Heywood. “I am afraid
you will find no surgeon at hand here, but I dare say we shall
do very well without him.”

“Nay sir, if he is not in the way, his partner will do just as
well, or rather better. I would rather see his partner. Indeed,
I would prefer the attendance of his partner. One of these
good people can be with him in three minutes, I am sure.
I need not ask whether I see the house,” (looking towards
the cottage) “for excepting your own, we have passed none in
this place, which can be the abode of a gentleman.”

Mr. Heywood looked very much astonished, and replied,
“What, sir! Are you expecting to find a surgeon in that
cottage? We have neither surgeon nor partner in the parish,
[ assure you.”

“Excuse me, sir,” replied the other. “I am sorry to have
the appearance of contradicting you, but from the extent
of the parish or some other cause you may not be aware
of the fact. Stay. Can I be mistaken in the place? Am I not in
Willingden? Is not this Willingden?”

“Yes, sir, this is certainly Willingden.”

“Then, sir, I can bring proof of your having a surgeon
in the parish, whether you may know it or not. Here, sir,”
(taking out his pocket book) “if you will do me the favour
of casting your eye over these advertisements, which I cut
out myself from the Morning Post and the Kentish Gazette,
only yesterday morning in London, I think you will be
convinced that I am not speaking at random. You will find
in it an advertisement of the dissolution of a partnership in
the medical line in your own parish—extensive business,
undeniable character respectable references wishing to form
a separate establishment. You will find it at full length, sir,”"—
offering the two little oblong extracts.

“Sir,” said Mr. Heywood with a good-humoured smile, “if
you were to show me all the newspapers that are printed in
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one week throughout the kingdom, you would not persuade
me of there being a surgeon in Willingden,” said Mr. Heywood
with a good-humoured smile. “Having lived here ever since
[ was born, man and boy fifty-seven years, I think [ must have
known of such a person. At least [ may venture to say that
he has not much business. To be sure, if gentlemen were to
be often attempting this lane in post chaises, it might not be
a bad speculation for a surgeon to get a house at the top of
the hill. But as to that cottage, I can assure you, sir, that it is
in fact, in spite of its spruce air at this distance, as indifferent
adouble tenement as any in the parish, and that my shepherd
lives at one end and three old women at the other”

He took the pieces of paper as he spoke, and, having
looked them over, added, “I believe I can explain it, sir. Your
mistake is in the place. There are two Willingdens in this
country. Moreover, your advertisement refers to the other,
which is Great Willingden or Willingden Abbots, and lies
seven miles off on the other side of Battle—quite down in
the Weald. And we, sir,” he added, speaking rather proudly,
“are not in the Weald””

“Not down in the weald, I am sure,” replied the traveller
pleasantly. “It took us half an hour to climb your hill. Well,
I dare say it is as you say and [ have made an abominably
stupid blunder—all done in a moment. The advertisements
did not catch my eye until the last half hour of our being in
town—when everything was in the hurry and confusion, which
always attend a short stay there. One is never able to complete
anything in the way of business, you know, until the carriage
is at the door. And, accordingly satisfying myself with a brief
inquiry, and finding we were actually to pass within a mile
or two of a Willingden, 1 sought no farther.. My dear;” (to his
wife) “I am very sorry to have brought you into this scrape.

“However, do not be alarmed about my leg. It gives
me no pain while I am quiet. And as soon as these good
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people have succeeded in setting the carriage to rights and
turning the horses round, the best thing we can do will be to
measure back our steps into the turnpike road and proceed
to Hailsham, and so home, without attempting anything
farther. Two hours take us home from Hailsham. And once
at home, we have our remedy at hand, you know. A little of
our own bracing sea air will soon set me on my feet again.
Depend upon it, my dear, it is exactly a case for the sea. Saline
air and immersion will be the very thing. My sensations tell
me so already”

In a most friendly manner Mr. Heywood here interposed,
entreating them not to think of proceeding till the ankle
had been examined and some refreshment taken, and very
cordially pressing them to make use of his house for both
purposes.

“We are always well stocked,” said he, “with all the
common remedies for sprains and bruises. And I will answer
for the pleasure it will give my wife and daughters to be of
service to you in every way in their power”

A twinge or two, in trying to move his foot, disposed
the traveller to think rather more than he had done at first of
the benefit of immediate assistance; and consulting his wife
in the few words of “Well, my dear, I believe it will be better
for us,” he turned again to Mr. Heywood, and said: “Before
we accept your hospitality sir, and in order to do away with
any unfavourable impression, which the sort of wild-goose
chase you find me in may have given rise to, allow me to tell
you who we are. My name is Parker, Mr. Parker of Sanditon;
this lady, my wife, Mrs. Parker. We are on our road home
from London. My name perhaps, though I am by no means
the first of my family holding landed property in the parish
of Sanditon, may be unknown at this distance from the coast.
However, Sanditon itself—everybody has heard of Sanditon.
The favourite for a young and rising bathing place, certainly
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To Miss Austen, eldest daughter of the Rev. George Austen,
this work is inscribed with all due respect by—
THE AUTHOR.

N.B. There will be very few dates in this History.

HENRY IV

Henry IV ascended the throne of England much to his
own satisfaction in the year 1399, after having prevailed on his
cousin and predecessor Richard II, to resign it to him, and to
retire for the rest of his life to Pomfret Castle, where he happened
to be murdered. It is to be supposed that Henry was married
since he had certainly four sons, but it is not in my power to
inform the Reader who was his wife. Be this as it may, he did not
live forever, but falling ill, his son the Prince of Wales came and
took away the crown; whereupon the King made a long speech,
for which I must refer the Reader to Shakespeare’s plays, and
the Prince made a still longer. Things being thus settled between
them the King died, and was succeeded by his son Henry who
had previously beat Sir William Gascoigne.

HENRY V

This Prince after he succeeded to the throne grew
quite reformed and amiable, forsaking all his dissipated
companions, and never thrashing Sir William again. During
his reign, Lord Cobham was burnt alive, but I forget what
for. His Majesty then turned his thoughts to France, where
he went and fought the famous Battle of Agincourt. He
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afterwards married the King’s daughter Catherine, a very
agreeable woman by Shakespeare’s account. In spite of all
this however he died, and was succeeded by his son Henry.

HENRY VI

I cannot say much for this Monarch’s sense. Nor would
I, if I could, for he was a Lancastrian. I suppose you know
all about the Wars between him and the Duke of York who
was of the right side; if you do not, you had better read some
other History, for I shall not be very diffuse in this, meaning
by it only to vent my spleen against, and shew my Hatred to
all those people whose parties or principles do not suit with
mine, and not to give information. This King married Margaret
of Anjou, a woman whose distresses and misfortunes were so
great as almost to make me who hate her, pity her. It was in
this reign that Joan of Arc lived and made such a row among
the English. They should not have burnt her—but they
did. There were several battles between the Yorkists and
Lancastrians, in which the former (as they ought) usually
conquered. At length they were entirely overcome; the King
was murdered—The Queen was sent home—and Edward IV
ascended the Throne.

EDWARD IV

This Monarch was famous only for his Beauty and his
Courage, of which the Picture we have here given of him, and
his undaunted behaviour in marrying one Woman while he
was engaged to another, are sufficient proofs. His Wife was
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Elizabeth Woodville, a Widow who—poor Woman!—was
afterwards confined in a Convent by that Monster of Iniquity
and Avarice Henry VII. One of Edward’s mistresses was Jane
Shore, who has had a play written about her, butitis a tragedy
and therefore not worth reading. Having performed all these
noble actions, his Majesty died, and was succeeded by his son.

EDWARD V

I his unfortunate Prince lived so little a while that
nobody had him to draw his picture. He was murdered by his
uncle’s contrivance, whose name was Richard III.

RICHARD III

The character of this Prince has been in general very
severely treated by historians, but as he was a York, I am
rather inclined to suppose him a very respectable Man. It
has indeed been confidently asserted that he killed his two
nephews and his wife, but it has also been declared that he
did not kill his two nephews, which [ am inclined to believe
true; and if this is the case, it may also be affirmed that he did
not kill his wife, for if Perkin Warbeck was really the Duke
of York, why might not Lambert Simnel be the widow of
Richard. Whether innocent or guilty, he did not reign long
in peace, for Henry Tudor E. of Richmond as great a villain
as ever lived, made a great fuss about getting the Crown
and having killed the King at the battle of Bosworth, he
succeeded to it.
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