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Introduction 



After reading Sunfreckle’s “Fullerton Parsonage”, in which she rewrites Jane Austen’s 

Northanger Abbey through Henry Tilney’s perspective, I was greatly intrigued by how changing 

the focalization from third-person with primary Free Indirect Discourse in the voice of the 

heroine to that of the hero in the text changed my perception of the narrative. After reading 

Persuasion, which focuses on Anne Elliot’s interiority throughout the text, I was interested in 

how telling the same narrative through Captain Wentworth’s perspective would change my 

perception of the narrative as a whole and specifically of Anne as a character. In the original text, 

we learn about Anne primarily through her own thoughts and her family’s opinions. She is so 

hyper-focused on Captain Wentworth throughout the novel, I wondered what readers could learn 

about Anne by switching the focus from Anne’s interiority to his.  

 I’m also interested by the historical framework of the novel. Unlike Austen’s previous 

texts, Persuasion takes place at a specific point in time, 1814 to be exact, in between the 

Napoleonic Wars. This proves to be pivotal, as many of the characters, including the hero, are 

navy men. Readers gain some understanding of the war’s effects on Somersetshire and Bath in 

the text, but I wondered the significance if the narrative was told through Captain Wentworth’s 

perspective, with recollections of his time at sea, to provide more historical context.  

 In my FanFiction, “Fortitude”, I expand upon Austen’s original text, retelling it through 

Captain’s Wentworth’s perspective with more historical context. I didn’t inundate the text with 

facts about the period, but I did provide some historical support throughout, such as the 

flashbacks he has of his time aboard the HMS Victory. I use key scenes from the text in order to 

make a short story, so this retelling is not a full retelling of the original.  

Fortitude: A Retelling of Jane Austen’s Persuasion  



In a time of tremendous political upheaval, when the seemingly impenetrable British 

Empire quickly appeared much more vulnerable with the erection of the Third Collation, when 

the idiosyncrasies of Somersetshire and the English countryside were inundated with talk of the 

war and shipments of naval goods in the docks, I could not rid myself of that night eight years 

ago. One would assume such a moment would be overshadowed by the horrors of war; yet, it 

was the one thing that plagued my mind for almost a decade. Going up through the ranks, from 

Seaman to Petty Officer and now Admiral, more and more women sought out my attention. Even 

when we were stationed in barracks along the Bay of Biscay, where the women spoke little to no 

English, they still did all they could to spend time in my and my brethren’s company. Albeit my 

French has improved over the years, I’m not naive enough to believe I’m fluent enough to woo a 

lady with my tongue. Nonetheless, even if I were Charles de Steuben himself, I would never 

forget her face. The composure she held herself in, regardless of the atrocities her father spouted 

or the ill-mannered remarks from Elizabeth and Mary. The steadfast manner she looked at 

someone with such attention, as if she would remember every word.  

 Nothing frustrated me more than the lack of admiration she was given that she entirely 

deserved. With an elegance of mind and sweetness of character, which would place her high with 

people of any real understanding, unlike that of her prideful father and ignorant sisters, she was 

treated as nobody with both her father or sister. Her word had no weight, her convenience was 

always to give way. She was only Anne. While I kept my thoughts to myself, like a Gentleman 

should, regardless of title and class, I was most pleased by Lady Russell. That is, before she stole 

the love of my life away from me. Albeit she was constantly monitoring Anne and my 

interactions, whether from across the room or peering out of a window in Kellynch Hall, and was 

rather bug-eyed as well, which made her monitoring even more discomforting, she was the only 



family member who showed Anne any adoration. It was clear that Lady Russell viewed Anne as 

her most dear and highly valued goddaughter, a clear favourite, and a dear friend. While such 

favoritism normally irkes me, the crudeness of her sisters made couldn’t make me care less. 

Lady Russell would reassure anyone that loved them all, it was only in Anne that she could fancy 

the mother to revive again. I suppose it’s her desire to resurrect Lady Elliot in the mold of her 

second daughter that made her so opposed to myself as her suitor. For a woman rather of sound 

than of quick abilities, whose difficulties in coming to any decision were great, she quickly came 

to plague my existence as much as Napoleon has plagued much of Western Europe. Incredible a 

claim, I know. I was taunted relentlessly when I voiced it to my shipmates aboard the HMS 

Victory during the Battle of Trafalgar. While I made such a claim in a jovial manner (to not do 

so would be treasonous and quite utterly senseless), amidst the bantering in the bulkhead and my 

lighthearted demeanor, my heart pained at the truth behind my words.  

Truthfully, I was not surprised by Sir Walter’s disgust with my proposal. The man 

himself made his thoughts on naval men quite clear. The first moment I walked onto his estate, 

he went on a tirade about how naval men such as myself were men of obscure birth into undue 

distinction, and were undeserving to marry a daughter of his. It’s undoubtedly certain that his 

primary concern was not of his daughter’s welfare, but of the recorded lineage in the Baronetage 

he always had his nose in. However, while Sir Walter wore his ill-intentions on his sleeve, Lady 

Russell wasn’t a saint by any means. She was of strict integrity herself, with a delicate sense of 

honour; but she was as desirous of saving Sir Walter's feelings, as solicitous for the credit of the 

family, as aristocratic in her ideas of what was due to them, as anybody of sense and honesty 

could well be. After all my years at sea, I’ve deduced this is what made Lady Russell convince 

herself to choose the family’s social standing over Anne’s heart.  



 Seeing her was worse than I had imagined. My heart immediately tore apart, half in 

agony and half in hope. Truthfully, it wasn’t until I looked at Elizabeth, who happens to be 

handsomer at twenty-nine than she was ten years before, which is a fortune some women witness 

if there has been neither ill health nor anxiety for a time of life at which scarcely any charm is 

lost, that I noticed Anne’s poor state. My wounded ego made me barely glance at her before. But 

now I looked at her longingly, as she sat speaking to that meater, William Elliot, I see her deep 

set eyes, puffy dark plum lids, a mild sallow complexion, and skin tight against her cheek bones. 

With Elizabeth in the foreground, as blooming as ever, Anne appeared remarkably haggard. 

Amidst the wreck of the good looks of everybody else -- Mary’s coarse demeanor and the rapid 

increase of the crow’s foot about Lady Russell’s temples - none caused more distress than the 

youthful energy vacant from Anne’s eyes. As I watched Lady Russell speak animatedly to Anne 

in a hushed tone, face etched with strained concern, I saw how Anne did all she could to keep up 

the pretense of the dutiful daughter; yet, I knew it was all a charade. Her face forlorn with a 

facade of pretend interest and composure, that my heart began to ache. Not for the pain she 

caused me, but for the pain I saw in her. I immediately looked away, and continued writing. The 

ink spilled all over the page as I rushed through it, frustrated with the empathy and guilt that 

plagued me. Why should I feel pain? Why should I be burdened with the guilt of a decision I did 

not make?  

 I admit, I let my wounded ego get the best of me at times. How could I not? When she 

was always there? Louisa Musgrove was incredibly persistent, and so full of youthful zeal. I was 

humoring her fancies, which was no malicious attempt to toy with her emotions by any means. It 

was simply a distraction to myself and to Anne. Our exchanges by all accounts provided me a 

sense of relief and Anne a sense of disgruntlement - only visible in her eyes and the rigid set of 



her shoulders. There was one particular outing I truly feel guilty for in hindsight, and at the time 

was the pinpoint of my vindictive nature. While walking through the gardens and picking nuts 

with Louisa, quite aware of Anne in our vicinity, I spoke in a vengeful manner that albeit I found 

quite poetic, truthfully borderlined a childish tantrum. My words still ring through my head.  

“Here is a nut”, I exclaimed, holding the legume delicately between my fingers for 

emphasis, Louisa gazing attentively, “to exemplify, a beautiful glossy nut, which, blessed with 

original strength, has outlived all the storms of autumn. Not a puncture, not a weak spot 

anywhere. This nut … while so many of its brethren have fallen and been trodden under foot, is 

still in possession of all the happiness that a hazel-nut can be supposed capable of.” 

I was quite proud of my soliloquy, though Louisa’s feigned interest irked me a great deal. 

I was satisfied to know Anne overheard me, and secretly hope she felt guilt for what she had 

done. Regret, even. I was incredibly ignorant; unaware of how ironic my words were, as Anne 

was the one who was the most trodden, and yet not just survived, but truly bloomed. She held 

herself as a gentlewoman, I a lowly meater. I fell off my high horse as quickly as Louisa fell 

down those steps shortly after I preached to her. Reflective of her youthful spirit, she was 

bounding up the steps of the Lower Cobb. I advised her against it, thought the jar too great; but 

no, I reasoned and talked in vain. She merely smiled and said, "I am determined I will”. I 

reached out my hands, but to no avail. She fell on the pavement on the Lower Cobb. It was in 

this moment that I realized I was not seeking the attention of a young damsel. I was attempting to 

resurrect the moments I once shared with nineteen-year old Anne. It fills me with shame that I 

criticized Lady Russell attempting to mold Anne into her mother, when I treated Louisa in the 

same way. It was at this moment, when Louisa fell, and was taken up lifeless that I recognized 

that she was far from what Anne was and would ever be. There was no wound, no blood, no 



visible bruise,  but her eyes were closed, she breathed not, her face was like death. Her zealous 

nature was prominent in both her moments of happiness, when she was frolicking over the steps, 

as her moments of despair, when her nimble body betrayed her.  

And yet, while I look back in contempt at her sensational performance, at the time I could 

not but become frozen in fear. When I had caught her up, knelt with her in my arms, I felt my 

complexion go as pallid as her own, falling into an agony of silence. How could I call myself an 

Admiral, the commander of an English naval squadron, when I couldn’t save a damsel from 

tripping over pavement? My pride established moments prior was immediately shattered. I was 

frozen in this state, listening to Mary’s and Henrietta’s cries in the background. I cannot but 

admit that I acted cowardly during this moment of vulnerability, and distinctly remember calling 

out “Is there no one to help me?” in despair, all my strength gone.  

Anne’s composure broke at that moment. For the first time since I arrived in Bath, she 

showed her genuine emotion on her face.  "Go to him, go to him," cried Anne, exacerbated with 

my inadequacy, “for heaven's sake go to him. I can support her myself. Leave me, and go to him. 

Rub her hands, rub her temples; here are salts; take them, take them." Anne immediately took 

charge. I could barely stand, staggering against the wall for support. Never in my life have I been 

more emasculated, and by the love of my life nonetheless. While I fumbled to regain my 

composure, Anne, attending with all the strength and zeal, and thought, which instinct supplied, 

to Henrietta, still tried, at intervals, to suggest comfort to the others, tried to quiet Mary, to 

animate Charles, to assuage my own feelings. Everyone seemed to look to her for directions. At 

the moment, her capability made me feel inferior; in hindsight, it makes me admire her all that 

much more.  



I cannot explain, even to myself, why in that moment of chaos and commotion, Anne was 

the one that stole my affection. After recovering from the shock of Louisa’s tremendous fall, 

after checking my wounded ego, all I could do was watch her. The manner in which she aided 

Louisa, the girl I had just used minutes prior with the hopes of making Anne feel wretched 

inside, revealed how true and righteous she was. How lowly am I in comparison. How twisted 

am I to try and make such a genuine soul feel guilty for things, I know now, were out of her 

control. Watching Anne take lead has evoked feelings from my heart that I have been repressing 

all this time. I spent weeks attempting to keep my heart from tearing apart, but it was all for 

naught. Watching her care for someone who has been a pawn in my childish games, reflecting on 

the times in which she’s shown such love and support for her family who’s mislead her, seeing 

the pain I have caused her with my presence and juvenile tendencies, I have found myself back 

where I was when I pursued a lively nineteen year-old girl all those years ago. I have let my 

guard down and now my heart has split into two: half agony, half hope. Agony from residual and 

everlasting heartbreak. Hope for the seemingly impossible future.  
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