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In Wesley’s Day.
On October 4, 1745, the Emily Brontē of the Wesley family, Mehetabel, better known as

Hetty, wrote thus to her brother Charles:

“I continue exceeding weak, keeping my bed except when I rise to have it
made, and it is almost incredible what a skeleton I am grown, so that my bones
are ready to come through my skin.”

Yet through “the prayer of faith” she could add—

“I enjoy so great a measure of quietness and thankfulness as is really
above nature. Hallelujah! Whether or no the bitterness of death is past, I am
perfectly easy and resigned.”

This letter was written from her sordid home in Frith Street, Soho, her uncouth plumber-
husband probably absent as usual on a drunken carousal. Hetty closes with a sentence which
reveals her recent conversion to Methodism, especially in its mention of “assistants,” as
superintendent ministers were then called—

“So, with prayers for the universal Church, ministers, assistants, and all
mankind, I take leave to subscribe myself your most obliged and loving sister,
Mehet[abel] Wright.”

How different this from the sprightly, headstrong girl who, twenty years previously, had
compromised herself with “an unprincipled lawyer,” as the Rector of Epworth had called her
suitor, and on being deserted by him had rashly vowed to marry the first man who offered
himself! The tragedy of her married life has been outlined—and embroidered—in Sir Arthur
Quiller-Couch’s Hetty Wesley, a fine novel, though rather too much a study in black and white,
the Rev. Samuel Wesley’s parental sternness being exaggerated out of all historical proportion.
Three children had been born to her within three years of her marriage, all dying in infancy.
Grievously weakened in body, lines of care disfigured her once beautiful face. Her old humour
and wit appeared only at infrequent intervals. She still wrote some lovely verse—a number of
her poems were published in the Gentleman’s Magazine—but mostly containing a note of sad
resignation. “A Mother’s Address to Her Dying Infant” has some beautiful lines—

Transient Lustre! beauteous clay!
Smiling wonder of a day! …
Drooping sweetness! verdant flower,
Blooming, withering in an hour!

But its close reveals the world-weariness of the thirty-year-old mother—

When deadly damps, impending now,
Shall hover round thy destined brow,



Diffusive may their influence be,
And with the blossom blast the tree!

One of her later poems she characteristically entitled “A Farewell to the World,” and she
composed also the following pathetic appeal for death:—

EPITAPH ON MYSELF
Destined while living to sustain
An equal share of grief and pain:
All various ills of human race
Within this breast had once a place.
Without complaint she learned to bear
A living death, a long despair;
Till hard oppressed by adverse fate,
O’ercharged, she sunk beneath its weight;
And to this peaceful tomb retired,
So much esteemed, so long desired.
The painful mortal conflict’s o’er;
A broken heart can bleed no more!

Her longed-for rest finally came on March 21, 1750. She was fifty-two. Charles Wesley,
who visited her during her last illness, described her as “a gracious, tender, trembling soul; a
bruised reed, which the Lord will not break.”

F[rank] B[aker]


	31j Farewell to the World (Methodist Recorder Oct 4 1945)
	31j

