88 THE JONNSONS OF MAIDEN LANE

in the oak windows in the dark Muiden Lane entrance hall
Jooking out to see the fishions’,

‘But there inalso availablc 10 us another deseription by means
of which we can cnicr even mare ntimately into the proceed-
ngs, and that comes from the writings of the Rev. Tom Motley,
published many years later (1885) under the very noms
committal tide of Reminiscences ehisfly of touens, villages and
sehoals, Mcaley was & cousin of the Maw brothers and (his i
the tale that he tells sbout the family in Maiden Lane:

1 know not Turw my consing had alteady becomne seiuainted with the
farnily of & gold amayer, pursiing his quict cccupntion in & narrow lane
orar Groldmiths® Mall, bebind where now sands the CGeneral Post
Ofice, The alehemist, for mich he might have heen, did s work ina
very smali dark room with what looked like an oven nt his vight hand, 2.
brosd bedge before him, and a window in front, On the window-sill
wete. eany bottles of chemicals. Fe was himoclf u rather grim, very
acitiarn, chderly man. His Luge hands scemed hardly suited for delicate
‘manipulation, aad they weré #tained all over with the corosive stuffa

weho mual onee have been peetty, was weriter
Tmickdle e, when she wis uin over by & eart and depeived of hearing.
She then became a. very gooed and. continnial alker, With abundanoe of
uatigue exercise, she ived healthy and happy 10 neat w landeed. Her two
datighters marricd my two cousim, aod theis grandchildren, indecd £
think their grrat-grandehideen, are now well enablished bere and

Now thére is no doubt that Mazley's acid portesit of Mary
Johnson does her great injustice. Ta all the Johnson records and
‘raditions about her she stands out as & Kindly generous and
gracious figure, epecially as ber, years multiplied towards
the 'wear a husdred’. The picture of ber drawn by

TIHE LATER YEARS OF JoHN jomxsow u 89
her grand-daughter Ange Mary Weed is a gentler one:

4She was fuithful aad slacere; what she called “staunch” - e was 1
hink serapolusly cEact about ieney matters, Ghough nobly gencros
mwu..upmmmu{wmmhs-qunrs\-
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heeping expenditure, with her “companiun® Haonah Corfield, about
i Tt and stugidity ber eomplint were many. anl not whally
tndrserved. Ferhapa. the mweeicit festurs in &

te character was her int
who were  hor even distantly, bt embeacing ekl and
randchibdren with & warmth of ing eh seepued 10 quicken

dooging ‘
s she neared mrmwnl-'nnl(il—ﬁl!mu-:lu“l
espreasion that she was 8 peaci unique sad unapprecied.

Elsewhere the diarist deplores her waste of opportunity in
failing 1o take advantage of ‘the wealth of antiquarian and
even historical ancedotc I might have drawn from my com-
municative and loquacious grannie’, and here her thoughts are
evidently running parallel with those of Mozlcy bt how much
mote sympathetic their course! In a final sumiing up she sy
this:

“Grannic always semed o me fike a survival of the pro-revolutionary
Frenchwoman, of whost wit 8nd of whose saiims one rcads; indeed she

T oadstone, ased in her quicknes of reparies, et lovs of diplay snd
cdmiration, and b cagernes, 1o the very last, for any liide excitement
and change of scene.”

Against this bight portrait, the figure of her husband must
nccessarily looss darker and lew clearly cut. One has the
impression of & heavy conscicntiousness and diligence and &
great senwe of responsibilty towards both business and family.
The diarist refers to him as ‘the plodding citisen of Maiden
Lane’ and dwells an his calm obstinate nature and the painful
extremes ta which his conscientiousness went. The twa tem-
peraments were very different but no one can say that the
marriage was anything but a happy one, with a happincss that
prevailed untl the end.




